
        
            
                
            
        

    


Her Diapered Sissy Maid: A Dark Femdom ABDL Training Romance




She offered him a contract. He didn’t know it came with diapers, plugs, and permanent humiliation.




Introduction











Logan Hart was used to being adored.





Ten million followers. Endorsements with luxury brands. Viral abs, cocky smiles, and just the right amount of faux humility to keep the public hooked.










He was the golden boy of sex appeal.










Until the video leaked.










It was only 40 seconds long. Grainy, shaky footage. A hotel room. Logan, stripped and bent over a bed, a woman’s hand landing across his ass with a sharp smack. He moaned—

 

high-pitched


 
. Giggled. Said “thank you.”










And worse?










He was wearing panties.










It didn’t matter that it was consensual. That it was private. That it was supposed to be a joke.










The internet crucified him.










The brand deals dried up overnight. His agent vanished. Even his fans turned. Every post, every photo, every carefully curated thirst trap was now repurposed as meme material.











“Sissy boy exposed.”






“Not so alpha now.”






“Influencer caught begging for spankies.”











It was hell. And Logan didn’t do hell. He did

 

control


 
.










Until he had none.










That’s when the envelope arrived.










Black. No return address. Heavy parchment card inside, handwritten in perfect calligraphy:













Logan Hart,






I can offer you silence. Solitude.






And structure.






But it will cost you everything.

















Yours in discipline,





Miss Evangeline DeWitt


















P.S. You will address me properly. That is rule one.















He almost threw it away.










But two days later, he was sitting in the backseat of a silent black car, watching the city disappear behind tinted glass. No phone. No luggage. Just the clothes on his back and a heavy dread in his chest.










He told himself this was temporary. A way to ride out the scandal.










Just a contract.










Just a game.










He had no idea that in six months, the name

 

Logan Hart


 
would be erased.










And in its place?










Would be a collared, plug-trained, diapered little maid in pink.










Obedient.










Pretty.










And perfectly, helplessly… owned.









CHAPTER ONE — THE SCANDAL










Logan Hart had never been ignored in his life.










He was the man who walked into clubs without waiting, who got paid five figures just to post shirtless selfies, who had so many blue checkmarks in his DMs it felt like royalty knocking.










Until now.










He stared at his phone, sitting dark on the marble counter. No texts. No calls. Not even a hate DM.










Just silence.










It had been three days since the leak.










Forty fucking seconds of footage, grainy and cursed, spreading like wildfire. Him. Hotel room. Stripped. Pantied. Bent over with a woman spanking him and calling him a

 

“good little boy.”











And Logan? Moaning. Giggling.










The internet didn't just cancel him. It

 

dismantled


 
him.










Headlines. Reels. Comment threads that read like eulogies. Sponsors ghosted. His publicist gave him one cold email: “Effective immediately, I’m terminating our relationship.”










The only thing worse than the mockery was the

 

emptiness


 
.










Until the envelope arrived.










Black. Heavy. No stamp.










It had been slid under his penthouse door like a threat or a promise. Inside: a cream card. Gold ink. Script so perfect it looked computer-generated.










And the message:












“Logan Hart,




I can offer you silence. Solitude.




And structure.




But it will cost you everything.”














Signed:

 

Miss Evangeline DeWitt











At first, he thought it was a joke. A new way to humiliate him. A fan with too much time and money.










But attached to the card was a business card. Just coordinates.










No address. No name.




Just a set of GPS numbers and a time:

 

2:00PM. One chance.











Logan stood now at the edge of the gravel driveway, facing a wrought-iron gate covered in ivy. The car had dropped him here and vanished.










The estate behind it stretched into something like a fantasy: manicured lawns, roses, fountains, and a mansion that looked like it belonged to royalty—or villains.










The gate creaked open on its own.










He walked.










Inside, everything was quiet. Cool. Polished marble floors and dark oak walls. No staff. No noise.










Then a voice.










Velvet-wrapped steel.










“You’re late, Mr. Hart.”










He turned.










She stood at the top of the stairs. Tall. Curved. Immaculately dressed in black satin and heels that clicked with controlled power as she descended.










Her hair was tied into a severe braid, her lips painted the color of blood and power. She didn’t smile.










“Miss Evangeline DeWitt,” she said, extending a gloved hand.










He took it.










Her grip was soft. Controlled. Like a noose made of silk.










“Shall we speak plainly?” she said, leading him to a sunlit lounge.










“Sure,” Logan said, still half-cocked and defensive. “You gonna tell me what the hell this is? Some revenge stunt? You want me to film a fake apology video in a diaper and call you Mommy?”










She poured herself a glass of something dark and didn’t offer him any.










“This is not for spectacle,” she said. “This is for discipline. You’ve never had any.”










He scoffed. “You think a few spankings and time-outs are going to fix—”










She interrupted without raising her voice.










“I don’t do spankings.”










She sipped. “I do control. Structure. Regression. Reformation.”










Logan opened his mouth.










She raised one hand and pressed a button on the remote beside her.










A screen descended from the ceiling. Flickered to life.










And displayed an image.











A man. Bent over a bench. Wearing a pink diaper and lacy apron. Plugged. Cuffed. Moaning around a pacifier.











His face wasn’t visible.










But Logan felt sick anyway.










“This was one of mine,” she said. “His name used to be Ethan. Now it’s Lilly. She dusts my floors daily and thanks me for every punishment.”










Logan stood. “You’re insane.”










“You came here.”










He turned toward the door.










“Run back to your penthouse, then,” she said, voice low and calm. “Scroll through your canceled contracts. Read another article calling you a pathetic little bitch.”










He stopped.










She smiled—barely. Just the hint of something cruel and knowing.










“You’re already halfway mine, Logan. You just haven’t accepted it yet.”










He turned back.










She held out a folder.










Inside: a contract.










Service. Obedience. Silence. Six months. No communication with the outside world. No negotiation of terms. No early exit.










At the bottom:











“Maid Training Protocol: Sissy, Diapered, Plugged, and Owned.”











His hands trembled.










“You sign that,” she said, “and I own you. Not for fame. Not for money. For structure. For silence. For what you

 

need


 
.”










He looked up.










Into her eyes.










And something in him shattered—just a crack.










It was all it took.










He signed.










She didn’t thank him.










She just said, “Strip. You don’t wear street clothes in my home.”









CHAPTER TWO — FIRST STRIP, FIRST RULE










The silence after the signature felt heavier than the pen in his hand.










Logan didn’t move.










Miss Evangeline didn’t repeat herself.










He stood slowly.










Her eyes never left him.










“Shirt,” she said.










He pulled it over his head. Her gaze flicked once over his chest. Not impressed. Not flustered. Just… evaluating. Like she was inspecting the outside of something she already

 

owned.











“Pants.”










He hesitated.










Her voice didn’t change. “Now.”










He unbuckled. Let them fall.










Boxers next. She watched every second. No blush. No pleasure. Just pure, perfect control.










She pressed a button on the wall.










A door opened.










A woman entered—tall, silent, dressed in a nurse’s white uniform. No words. No questions.










Logan stared, startled.










“She’ll bathe you,” Miss Evangeline said, standing. “You’re not clean enough for me to touch. Yet.”














The bath was warm. The humiliation, hotter.










The nurse stripped him of everything. Eyebrows arched when she reached his cock—not big, not small, just… average. She hummed. Wiped it clean with a cloth like he was a toddler. Washed his ass. His feet. His hair. His mouth.










He wasn’t allowed to touch himself.










She clipped his fingernails. Filed his heels. Shaved the fuzz at his thighs.










When she dried him off, it was with a pale pink towel.










Folded.










Pressed.










And then came the table.










He was told to lie on it.










Arms folded. Legs open.










The nurse returned with a silver tray.










He stared at the contents in disbelief:










●

 
       

 
Baby powder



 









●

 
       

 
Wipes



 









●

 
       

 
A thick, pink adult diaper



 









●

 
       

 
A smooth, stainless steel

 

plug




 









“No,” he whispered.










Miss Evangeline’s voice rang out from behind the mirror. He didn’t even realize she’d been watching.










“Your first rule,” she said calmly. “You do not speak unless spoken to.”










The nurse gently patted the inside of his thighs.










“Legs wider,” she said.










He obeyed—before he even realized he had.










Wipes. Powder. The humiliating crinkle of plastic between his legs. The nurse hummed softly as she taped him in. Her hands were clinical, impersonal. But the shame? Intimate.










Then came the plug.










She showed it to him.










Small. Slick. Shaped like authority.










“This will be inserted every morning unless you’ve earned otherwise,” she said.










He tensed.










She didn’t care.










With one gloved hand, she spread his cheeks. With the other, she pushed the plug in slow and steady. He gasped. His legs twitched.










It seated with a click.










The nurse pulled the diaper up. Taped it snug. Patted the front gently.










“There,” she said, as if she were speaking to a child. “All plugged up and padded.”










He couldn’t speak.










Because the moment she helped him sit up—he heard it.











Crinkle.











Loud.










Shaming.










Undeniable.










Miss Evangeline entered the room.










She was holding a collar.










Black leather. A small silver bell. No tag. No key.










She fastened it around his throat.










Not too tight. Not too loose.










She looked him in the eyes and whispered—










“You’re not Logan here.”










He swallowed.










“What am I?”










“You’ll find out when you earn it.”










She stepped back.










“You may crawl to the corner now. Hands and knees. You will sit there until I give you your name.”










He didn’t move.










She raised an eyebrow.










“You’ve already disobeyed once today. Would you like to be fed through a bottle, or through a tube?”










His knees hit the ground.










Hands next.










And as he crawled—diaper crinkling, plug shifting, skin burning—he realized he hadn’t just signed a contract.










He’d signed away

 

everything


 
.










And Miss Evangeline hadn’t even begun.









CHAPTER THREE — THE FIRST PUNISHMENT










The corner was colder than it looked.










Logan knelt for over an hour.










No phone. No clock. Just the sound of his own breathing, the soft crinkle of his diaper with every shift, and the slow ache of the plug inside him that refused to be forgotten.










He wasn’t spoken to. Not touched. Not acknowledged.










And it

 

killed


 
him.










Until, finally, her voice returned.










“Crawl.”










He turned slowly, shame prickling across his skin. Miss Evangeline stood at the center of the room, heels planted, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.










He crawled.










Each movement made the plug press deeper, the padding shift against his cock—trapped, tingling, already hard. He didn’t want to be. But the friction… the loss of control… it was

 

doing something


 
to him.










“Stop,” she said.










He froze, one hand still on the floor, hair falling into his eyes.










She walked in circles around him.










“You’ve already broken three rules.”










He swallowed.










“Spoke without permission. Resisted crawling. And worst of all—you’re hard.”










“I didn’t mean—”











SLAP.











A sharp crack across his cheek.










He gasped.










“You don’t

 

mean


 
anything anymore,” she said softly. “You obey. You serve. And when you don’t—”










She pressed a button on the wall.










The changing table lowered from the ceiling like an execution device.










“—you get punished.”














He squirmed as she strapped him down, back against the padded surface, arms secured above his head, legs spread wide and locked into place.










“I’ve seen tantrums from toddlers with more grace,” she murmured.










A drawer opened.










She pulled out the hose.










He stared in horror.










“No. Please. Not that.”










Another slap—this one across the front of his diaper.










“You will

 

not


 
tell me what I may or may not use.”










The nurse returned, silent as always, and began prepping the enema.










Lubricant. Warm saline. A thick rubber nozzle glistening under the light.










Logan pulled at the restraints. “I’m sorry. I’ll be good. Please.”










Miss Evangeline leaned down.










Her breath ghosted against his ear.










“You will be good. Because by the time I’m done with you, there won’t be anything left

 

but


 
good.”














The insertion was slow. Cruel.










She didn’t speak.










He whimpered.










She locked the plug in place and tilted his head to look her in the eyes.










“You will hold it. Until I say otherwise.”










His cock twitched under the diaper.










His body trembled.










And when she rubbed one gloved hand down the front of him—slow, firm, teasing—he couldn’t help it.










He moaned.










A desperate, high-pitched,

 

sissy


 
moan.










She smiled.










“There it is.”










She patted his cheek.










“You’re ready now.”














He stayed strapped for the next hour.










He sobbed.










Sweated.










Writhed.










And through it all, she praised him. Coaxed him.

 

Loved


 
the mess she was making.










Finally, she cleaned him. Wiped his thighs. Changed his diaper slowly.










Fresh powder.










A thicker plug.










A baby pink pacifier pressed into his mouth.










She didn’t say another word.










Just lifted him off the table like a doll, carried him to the nursery corner, laid him down on a soft mat, and whispered:











“That was your first punishment. And the first time you sounded exactly like what you are.”











Logan couldn’t reply.










He couldn’t even think.










All he knew was the aching in his hole… the throbbing in his cock… and the terrifying, arousing truth:










He wanted more.









CHAPTER FOUR — THE UNIFORM










The mirror didn’t lie.










Logan stared at his reflection, jaw tight, hands clenched at his sides, eyes red from the night before.










The diaper beneath the maid dress was thick—obscenely so. Taped snug between his legs and barely hidden beneath layers of pale pink ruffles. The apron tied tight at the waist, pressing his padded front upward with humiliating clarity. His stockings were sheer white, clipped to frilly garters. His heels were glossy and too tall. His face?










Light blush. Glossed lips. Eyeliner so perfect it made him furious.










His collar gleamed under the lace trim of the dress.










Miss Evangeline circled him slowly.










Not a word spoken yet.










She adjusted his bow. Smoothed his skirt. Tapped his plug lightly through the padding, just to feel him tremble.










Then finally: “Spin.”










He turned, heels wobbling.










She nodded once.










“Presentable. Barely.”










He opened his mouth.










She held up a single gloved finger.










He stopped.










“You speak only when spoken to,” she reminded him. “And today, your only words will be:

 

‘Yes, Miss Evangeline.’


 
”










He swallowed and nodded.










She handed him a silver tray with two teacups balanced on it. Full.










“Now,” she purred, stepping back, “walk.”














The corridor was silent.










Every step echoed.










Every

 

crinkle


 
reminded him what he was wearing.










What he

 

was


 
.










The plug inside him shifted with every stride. The tray wobbled in his shaking hands. His cock was trapped in the warmth of his padding, leaking, twitching with helpless arousal he didn’t dare acknowledge.










He entered the sitting room.










Miss Evangeline sat elegantly on a velvet chaise, legs crossed, wine-red lips curling with amusement.










He stepped closer.










“Knees,” she said.










He dropped.










The plug went deeper.










He whimpered—but caught it.










She raised an eyebrow. “Do you have something to say?”










He forced it out.










“Y-yes, Miss Evangeline.”










She smiled. “Good maid.”










He placed the tray on the floor, keeping his eyes down. She picked up one cup, sipped, and nodded approvingly.










“Now the real test.”










She rang a soft silver bell.










The door opened.










Two women stepped in. Her guests. Wealthy. Beautiful. Dangerous.










One glanced at him and let out a soft laugh. “Oh my. This must be the little scandal sissy?”










“Former scandal,” Evangeline corrected. “Now? Just my maid.”










The other woman walked closer. Lifted his skirt. Exposed his diaper.










“He’s wet.”










Logan flushed crimson.










“Of course he is,” Evangeline said. “He leaks when he’s excited.”










A slow, warm trickle hit the front of the diaper.










No.










No, no, no.










She was right.










He was leaking.










Not pee.










Just shameful, sticky

 

need.











Miss Evangeline leaned forward, voice low and cutting.










“You will thank me for allowing you to serve like this.”










He hesitated.










She narrowed her eyes.










The guest pulled a riding crop from her handbag.










“Say it,” Evangeline warned.










Logan’s throat clenched. But his cock pulsed. And the words fell like broken glass.










“Thank you… Miss Evangeline.”














When the guests left, she brought him back to the nursery.










Sat him on her lap.










Unbuttoned his dress.










Slid her fingers into the leg hole of his diaper.










He moaned.










She didn’t stroke him.










She just whispered:










“You’re not Logan anymore.”










And for the first time—










He believed her.









CHAPTER FIVE — STRETCHING HER SISSY










The plug waiting on the silver tray was bigger than yesterday’s.










Thicker. Smoother. Shaped like it knew it belonged inside him.










Logan—no,

 

Lola


 
now—stood naked except for her collar, her pacifier gag hanging loosely from a ribbon clipped to her nipple clamps, trembling before the nursery’s changing bench.










The morning was ritual now.










Woken at six.










Wiped.










Stripped.










Inspected.










And then stretched.










Miss Evangeline sat behind her desk, watching, legs crossed as the nurse lubed up the new plug.










She didn’t speak.










She just

 

waited.











The nurse gently pushed Lola down onto her back, lifted her legs, and pressed the plug to her entrance.










Lola whimpered. She wasn’t sure if it was fear or need.










Then the pressure hit.










Her hips bucked.










The nurse paused.










Evangeline raised an eyebrow. “Still fighting me?”










“N-no, Miss Evangeline…”











SLAP.





The nurse delivered one sharp swat to her exposed thigh.










“No babble. You answer clearly.”










“I’m sorry, Miss Evangeline!”










The plug went in all the way.










The stretch was deep. Relentless.










Lola's head rolled back.










Her cock twitched, helplessly locked in pink plastic chastity.










The nurse wiped the lube from her thighs, pulled up a new diaper—thicker than yesterday’s—and taped it snug.










“You will hold this plug all day,” Evangeline said. “And you will clean the downstairs mirrors without complaining.”










“Yes, Miss Evangeline.”










“And if your diaper is even slightly soiled before I give permission—”










She stood.










Walked over.










Leaned down.










Whispered in Lola’s ear.










“—you’ll get a double enema tonight. In the highchair.”














Lola cleaned for hours.










Plug shifting with every motion. Diaper tight. Cock aching. Her reflection mocking her every time she passed a mirror.










But she didn’t whimper.










She didn’t cry.










She

 

served.















That night, Miss Evangeline inspected her diaper with two gloved fingers.










Still clean.










Still dry.










Still her good girl.










She cupped Lola’s cheek.










“You’ve earned something.”










Lola’s eyes widened behind her lashes.










A reward?










Miss Evangeline smiled—soft, dangerous.










“You may sleep at the foot of my bed tonight.”














The leash clipped to the bedpost.










The diaper stayed on.










Miss Evangeline slipped beneath the sheets in silk and silence.










Lola curled at her feet, pacifier between her lips, plug buried deep, fingers twitching against the padded front of her diaper.










She didn’t dare touch herself.










She didn’t want to.










Just sleeping there—

 

caged, plugged, owned


 
—was enough to make her throb.










From above, Evangeline’s hand slid down.










Rested gently on her head.










And with just that touch, Lola came in her diaper.










Helpless.










Silent.










Shamed.










And smiling.









CHAPTER SIX — HER FIRST ACCIDENT










Lola scrubbed the marble floor in the front hall, heels clicking with each crawl, pink diaper thick and bulging beneath layers of frilly ruffles.










She wasn’t allowed to wear panties anymore. Not even over the diaper.










Miss Evangeline wanted her

 

crinkle


 
audible. Wanted every step, every movement, every humiliating squish to be

 

known


 
.










A slow drip of warm water soaked the hem of her apron as she wrung out the sponge. Her plug—bigger now, curved and weighted—shifted inside her with every scrub of the tile.










Her bladder had been full for over an hour.










And she wasn’t allowed to ask.










No begging for the toilet.










No warnings.










If the urge came, she had one option.











Obey.















Evangeline stood in the doorway, sipping tea from a delicate porcelain cup, heels gleaming, hair sharp, lips unreadable.










“Still holding, my little maid?” she asked, voice syrup-smooth.










Lola trembled.










“Yes, Miss Evangeline…”










“Good girls don’t hold,” she said. “Good girls

 

let go.


 
”










Lola’s eyes widened.










Her thighs squeezed.










“No…”










“Yes,” Evangeline whispered.










And then—










It happened.










The warmth hit first. Slow. Then urgent. Then unstoppable.










The diaper ballooned.










Her thighs trembled.










Her breath caught as the shame exploded through her. She tried to curl in, hide her face—but Evangeline snapped her fingers.










“Sit.”










Lola obeyed.










The squish was loud. Violent.










Her cheeks flamed.










She whimpered.










Evangeline crossed the floor, every step a warning.










She knelt.










Placed two fingers against the swollen padding. Pressed.










Lola moaned—soft, broken.










“Look at me.”










She did.










And saw not cruelty…










…but pride.










“You just had your first accident for me.”










Lola bit her lip.










“Say thank you.”










“T-thank you, Miss Evangeline…”










“For what?”










“For letting me… be what I am.”










She smiled. “What are you, little thing?”










Lola swallowed.










“Your sissy. Your diapered maid. Yours.”










Evangeline leaned in.










Kissed her pacifier.










“You’re finally learning.”














She was bathed in warm water and shame.










Dried.










Powdered.










And dressed in an even thicker diaper, this one printed with tiny pastel hearts.










The outfit was worse—shorter skirt, puffed sleeves, and a headband with a bow so big it bounced when she walked.










The plug? Bigger again.










As Evangeline fastened the locking waistband over her diaper, she spoke softly:










“Tomorrow, I’ll teach you how to serve tea like a real sissy. With proper posture and bows.”










Lola nodded.










Her hands twitched toward the front of her diaper.










Denied.










But the ache?










It felt right now.










It felt…

 

needed.










CHAPTER SEVEN — SAY HER NAME










The mirror was massive.










Gilded in gold. Angled low so that Lola could see

 

everything


 
as she sat, diapered, plugged, perched on a cushioned stool in front of Miss Evangeline.










A silk sheet draped her lap.










Her face was bare.










Her hands were mittened—no touching.










Miss Evangeline stood behind her with a silver brush in one hand and a tray of delicate cosmetics in the other.










“Sit still,” she said, gently tugging at the curls that had been teased into her hair. “A good sissy does not fidget.”










“Yes, Miss Evangeline.”










Her voice cracked. Too deep.










The brush paused.










“Try again.”










Lola took a breath.










Higher this time. Softer. Sweeter.










“Yes… Miss Evangeline.”










A smile curved at the corner of Evangeline’s lips. Subtle. Perfect.










“Better.”














Foundation. Blush. Mascara.










Each applied slowly, expertly, while the plug inside Lola throbbed and shifted, every movement another pulse of obedience.










Her cheeks were warmed in more ways than one.










Her lashes darkened. Her lips glossed in pale pink. A tiny heart drawn under one eye.










She looked like a doll.










Like a little maid made to be displayed.










“You will address yourself from now on,” Evangeline said, fastening a bow into her hair. “Out loud. When you curtsy. When you serve. When you wet.”










Lola swallowed. “Yes, Miss Evangeline.”










“Say your name.”










A pause.










Then softly—










“…Lola.”










“Louder.”










“…Lola.”











“Proudly.”











She looked in the mirror.










At the blush. The pink. The puffed sleeves and bloated diaper beneath her dress. Her lips trembled—but she saw something else behind her reflection now.










Not a man.










Not a mess.










Something between.










Something

 

perfect.











She straightened her spine.










Tipped her chin.










And said—










“I’m Lola.”










Miss Evangeline placed both hands on her shoulders.










“You’re mine.”














Later that evening, she stood beside the tea cart as the camera rolled.










Only Evangeline would watch it.










A personal archive.










Lola curtsied, skirt lifting just enough to flash her pink-padded shame.










She whispered, “May Lola serve you tea, Miss Evangeline?”










Evangeline nodded.










Lola poured with trembling hands.










A drop spilled.










She froze.










Evangeline’s voice was calm. “What do we say when we’re clumsy?”










Lola blushed. Curtsied again.










“Lola is sorry, Miss Evangeline. Lola will do better.”










Evangeline pulled her close, one hand stroking the front of her diaper.










“You will. Or I’ll make you serve tea with your plug on the outside next time.”










Lola moaned softly.










“Y-yes, Miss Evangeline.”










And in her mind…










There was no Logan left.










Only lace. Only rules.










Only

 

Lola.










CHAPTER EIGHT — ON DISPLAY










The bell above the drawing room chimed once.










Then again.










Guests.










Lola’s heart thudded beneath her lace-trimmed apron as she stood, diaper thick and warm between her thighs, bow perfectly tied, pacifier clipped to her collar just in case her mouth got bratty again.










She stood straight.










She tried to be still.










But the plug inside her shifted with every breath.










Miss Evangeline adjusted Lola’s bow one last time, brushed a fingertip down the curve of her jaw, and whispered:










“Tonight, you serve. Not just me.

 

Them.


 
”










“Yes, Miss Evangeline.”










“You curtsy before each guest. You use your name. You hold your bladder, your tongue, and your tea tray.”










“Yes, Miss Evangeline…”










“And if you fail?”










Lola swallowed.










“You’ll be changed in front of them. On the table.”










Her knees nearly buckled.










She whispered, “Lola won’t fail, Miss Evangeline.”










A slow smile. “We’ll see.”














There were

 

four


 
guests.










All powerful.










All watching.










Three women in designer silk. One older man with silver hair and a gloved cane.










They sipped champagne. Ate sugared fruits. And when Lola entered with her silver tray—heels clicking, skirt bouncing, diaper

 

crinkling


 
—they all turned as one.










One of the women leaned back, smiling.










“Well, look at the little one.”










Lola dropped into a curtsy. Perfect.










“Good evening, Miss. May Lola serve you tea?”










The silver-haired man raised an eyebrow.










“She refers to herself in third person,” he said. “Adorable.”










“Obedient,” Evangeline corrected, from her chaise. “And learning.”










Lola moved guest to guest, curtsying, pouring, balancing,

 

leaking.











The pressure had been building all day.










No permission yet.










And now, with her diaper already damp and her bladder screaming, every motion was a war.










“You’re trembling,” one woman said, stroking Lola’s cheek. “Poor thing. Full, are we?”










Lola whimpered. “Y-yes, Miss…”










The woman turned to Evangeline. “May I check her?”










“You may,” she said.










Hands slid up Lola’s thighs. Lifted the back of her skirt.










“Wet,” the woman purred. “But not soaked.”










“She’s trying very hard,” Evangeline replied. “She’s never served like this before.”










“And if she has an accident in front of us?”










Evangeline sipped her wine. Calm. Cold. Commanding.










“She’s praised.”














Lola lasted another five minutes.










Then the warmth hit her all at once—her thighs trembled, her cheeks flamed, and her diaper grew

 

soaked.











She let out a helpless gasp.










The entire room

 

watched.











She shook.










Bowed her head.










And whispered:










“Lola is… sorry, Miss Evangeline…”










A moment of silence.










Then the guests clapped.










Softly.










Slowly.










Evangeline stood.










Crossed the room.










And kissed Lola’s cheek.










“You didn’t fail,” she said. “You served in front of judgment. And you stayed

 

mine.


 
”










Lola’s eyes filled.










She sank to her knees, sobbing into her pacifier, her soaked padding squishing loudly.










The silver-haired man murmured, “Perfect. Utterly perfect.”














That night, she was changed in front of the fire.










Powdered slowly.










Plug replaced with something longer, thicker.










She moaned softly, diapered again.










Then curled into Evangeline’s lap, whispered

 

“Lola loves you…”











And heard, for the first time, the reply she’d earned.










“I know, my pretty little thing. I love my Lola too.”









CHAPTER NINE — TAKEN










The nursery lights were dimmed.




Candles flickered.




Lola knelt naked on the rug—freshly bathed, freshly powdered, lips glossy, diaper removed and folded neatly at her side.










Her plug sat in a silver tray, still warm from being inside her all day.










Miss Evangeline stood behind her, dressed in nothing but silk gloves and a custom harness.










Strap-on gleaming. Thick. Slightly curved.










Not a toy.










Not a tease.










A

 

tool.











“Crawl to the bench,” she said.










Lola obeyed.










The plug had loosened her over the weeks. She’d been stretched, teased, denied, and worshipped. But never

 

taken.











Not like this.










Not by her Mistress.










And never knowing it would be

 

recorded


 
.










A small red light blinked on behind the mirror.










Private archive only.










Not for the world.










Just for them.














Lola bent over the padded bench, legs spread, cuffs attached to the rings at each corner. Her thighs trembled as Miss Evangeline walked slowly around her, trailing a gloved hand along the curve of her ass.










“No diaper tonight,” she murmured. “No pacifier. No title.”










Lola gasped. “Miss Evangeline?”










“Tonight, I don’t want a sissy maid.”










She leaned in close.










“I want my toy.”














The first thrust was slow.










A warning.










Lola’s breath hitched.










The second?




Deeper. Firm.










And when Evangeline gripped her hips and slammed in hard, Lola cried out—high, desperate, overwhelmed.











Full.











So full.










“Say it,” Evangeline growled.










“I—I’m your toy!”










“Louder.”










“I’m your toy!”










Her Mistress fucked her hard. Precise. Rhythmic. The sound of her wet, used hole echoed through the nursery with each slap of skin against skin.










Lola drooled onto the mat.










Her cock strained uselessly in its cage.










She begged.










She moaned.










She

 

broke.











And when Evangeline leaned forward, her hands sliding under Lola to stroke the cage, whispering,

 

“You come when I say,”


 
—










Lola whimpered, “Please, use me forever…”










And came inside the cage, untouched.










A mess.










A masterpiece.










A perfect, fucked, diaperless doll.














After, Evangeline cleaned her gently.










Powdered her thighs.










Slid a fresh diaper on.










Then tucked her into her lap, feeding her from a bottle.










“You’re mine now,” she whispered.










Lola didn’t respond.










She couldn’t.










She just suckled.










And smiled.









CHAPTER TEN — SILENCE IS CRUELER










It started with a glance.










A flash of resistance.










Lola had been floating for days—plugged, praised, owned and filled, her brain soft with surrender. And maybe that’s why it happened.










A flicker of the

 

old


 
self.










The brat.




The influencer.




The man.










Miss Evangeline told her to curtsy before the guests arrived.










“Hold the tray steady. Don’t drop a drop.”










Lola’s hands were already shaking from the suppository earlier that morning. The diaper beneath her frills felt swollen and warm, the urge mounting.










“May I—may Lola please be changed first?” she whispered, bowing low.










“No,” Evangeline said without looking. “You serve messy tonight. You

 

need


 
to.”










And something in Lola

 

snapped.











Just for a second.










She scowled.










Not defiant. Not loud.










But Miss Evangeline saw it.










Her jaw tightened.










But she said nothing.










That was worse.














The entire afternoon,

 

Evangeline did not speak to her.











Not when Lola spilled a drop of cream.










Not when her legs shook with the effort to hold her accident in.










Not when one of the guests tugged her leash too hard and she let out a sob.










No praise.










No punishment.










Just…

 

nothing.















By nightfall, Lola was sobbing into her mittens.










She kneeled in the nursery corner, her diaper soaked and taped too tight, her pacifier dangling and unused. She rocked slowly.










“Please…”










No answer.










“I’m sorry…”










No footsteps.










“I’ll be good. I’ll be so good…”










The door opened at midnight.










Miss Evangeline entered in silence.










She knelt in front of Lola.










Slipped the pacifier into her lips.










Wiped her tears.










And said, quietly:










“You forgot who made you.”










Lola’s body crumbled.










“I didn’t mean to—”










“You

 

did.


 
And that’s the beauty of it.”










She lifted Lola into her arms.










Laid her on the changing table.










Changed her slowly.










Lovingly.










“No canes. No spanking,” she whispered. “You don’t need pain to learn. You need to feel what it’s like without my voice. Without my hands. Without my love.”










Lola sobbed.










“I don’t want that.”










“I know.”










Miss Evangeline kissed her cheek.










“And now you won’t forget it.”














That night, Lola wasn’t allowed to sleep at her feet.










She slept in her crib.










Strapped in.










Plugged deep.










Blanket soaked in her own scent and tears.










And when she woke in the morning to a soft stroke down her cheek and her Mistress whispering

 

“Good morning, baby girl…”


 
?










She smiled.










Because she was back where she belonged.









CHAPTER ELEVEN — INSTINCT










Lola woke before the lights.










No alarm. No command.










Just the soft rustle of her blanket as she blinked in her crib, thickly diapered, her pacifier still between her lips, the soft hum of the nursery speakers playing lullabies she used to hate.










Now?










She needed them.










She didn’t move until the lights rose.










And when they did, she rolled onto her back, legs spreading automatically, presenting herself for inspection.











No words. No resistance. Just service.











The crib door opened.










The nurse appeared—silent, gloved, efficient.










Wipes.










Powder.










Plug.










Fresh pink diaper.










She was dressed in her

 

Thursday uniform


 
: lavender maid dress with a double-layered ruffle, lace bonnet, bow at the small of her back. Her cock remained caged. Her plug was one size thicker.










At this point, it slid in without struggle.










She was

 

ready for it.















Downstairs, she polished silver, dusted baseboards, refolded Evangeline’s lingerie drawers by shade and texture.










No questions asked.










She didn’t speak unless spoken to.










Didn’t flinch when corrected.










Didn’t need to ask permission for the toilet.










She didn’t

 

use


 
the toilet.










She wet when her body told her to.










And was changed when Evangeline allowed.














By evening, she was kneeling beside the dining table, bottle in hand, waiting to be summoned.










Her Mistress entered in black silk.










Flawless.










Commanding.










She held up a single finger.










Lola crawled forward.










“Kiss,” Evangeline said.










Lola kissed her boot.










“Speak.”










“Lola is yours, Miss Evangeline.”










“Purpose?”










Lola’s cheeks turned pink. She didn’t hesitate.










“To serve. To leak. To be used. And to smile.”










Evangeline stroked her cheek, satisfied.










“You no longer need reminders, my little thing.”










“No, Miss Evangeline.”










“Then it’s time to begin the final phase.”










Lola trembled.










“D-dollification?”










Evangeline smiled.










“Not punishment. Not obedience.

 

Perfection.


 
”










She walked behind her, fingers sliding under Lola’s diaper, teasing the plug’s base.










“You’ll lose your words. Your decisions. Your doubt.”










Lola’s cock pulsed in its cage.










“You’ll be my silent, smiling, diapered doll. On display. Always plugged. Always wet. Always… mine.”










Lola’s body trembled.










She whispered, “Please…”










“You want that?”










Lola nodded, eyes shining.










“Yes, Miss Evangeline. Please make me your doll.”














That night, she slept bound.










Not in punishment.










But

 

preparation.











Her arms were gloved and tied behind her back.










Her legs were locked open in soft restraints.










A gag between her lips.










Her body plugged.










Her mind blank.










And for the first time since signing the contract…










She felt truly free.









CHAPTER TWELVE — DOLLIFICATION DAY










Lola didn’t wake.










She was

 

woken.











The crib opened at 6:00 sharp. The nurse lifted her with practiced grace, laid her on the padded bench, and began to undress her with mechanical precision.










No words.










No questions.










Today was special.










Today, she wouldn’t

 

be


 
anything.










She would simply be

 

looked at.















Her body was washed, powdered, and oiled until she glowed.










Her plug was removed… replaced with something longer, thicker,

 

shaped.


 
Not for training. For

 

ownership.


 
A weight inside her to keep her aware of every tiny twitch.










Her cock stayed locked. Useless. Forgotten.










And then came the

 

outfit


 
.










A baby-pink vinyl dress with puffed sleeves and a skirt so short it didn’t even try to hide her diaper.










A matching locking waistband. White mittens. Soft ballet booties that forced her feet into permanent arch.










A pacifier gag strapped between her lips.










Large, pink, and shaped like

 

helplessness.











A headband with bells that jingled when she turned.










The final touch: a silver chain clipped to her collar, dragged behind her like a tail.














She was placed on a small pedestal in the sitting room.










On display.










Arms tied behind her back in a ribboned bow. Legs slightly spread. Gagged. Plugged. Silent.










Guests would arrive in an hour.










But Evangeline stood in front of her now.










Watching.










Admiring.










Lola’s eyes shimmered.










Not with shame.










With

 

need.











Her body burned.










Her cage ached.










She drooled around the pacifier.










Evangeline leaned close, brushing her gloved fingers under the edge of Lola’s diaper, stroking her tender skin.










“You’re not a maid anymore,” she whispered. “Not a servant. Not a girl. Not even mine.”










“You’re

 

my doll.


 
”










Lola’s eyes filled.










Her body jolted, desperate to move.










To kiss.










To beg.










But she was bound.










Silent.










Obedient.










Exactly as she was meant to be.














When the guests arrived, Evangeline offered wine.










They chatted, circling the room.










But their eyes always came back to her.










To the

 

sissy doll


 
standing in perfect, plugged, padded stillness.










“She’s exquisite,” one woman said.










“She hasn’t blinked,” another whispered.










Evangeline smiled.










“She doesn’t need to blink,” she said. “She only needs to

 

exist


 
.”














When the guests left, Lola was lifted from the pedestal.










Her diaper was soaked.










She hadn’t even noticed.










Evangeline stroked her face.










“You did beautifully,” she said. “Tomorrow, I may let you walk again. If I unlock your knees.”










Lola nodded slowly.










Tears slipping down her cheeks.










Not from pain.










From

 

gratitude.










CHAPTER THIRTEEN — THE FINAL TEST










The invitation was simple.










A single name:

 

Mistress Solène.











A known disciplinarian. Elegant. Sharp. Dangerous.










She was the only other woman Evangeline trusted enough to test her creations.










Lola sat in the main parlor, bound in soft restraints, diaper thick and warm beneath her lemon-pink satin dress. Her pacifier gag was clipped to her collar but not yet fastened.










A reward.










For now.










Miss Evangeline knelt in front of her, brushing her doll’s hair into two perfect bows.










“Today,” she whispered, “you will be touched. Spoken to. Teased. But you will not break.”










Lola nodded.










“You will not leak until I say. You will not speak unless addressed. You will not come under any condition. If you do—”










Lola’s thighs twitched.










“—I will lock you in your crib for a week and forget your name.”










Her eyes went wide.










“I won’t break, Miss Evangeline.”










A smirk. “We’ll see.”














Mistress Solène arrived in a silk suit, heels like weapons, dark lips curved in knowing amusement.










“Oh my,” she said as she entered, circling Lola slowly. “You’ve really outdone yourself, Eva.”










“She’s nearly perfect,” Evangeline replied. “But perfection is fragile. I want you to see if she holds.”










Solène crouched in front of her.










Ran a finger along the edge of her exposed diaper leg.










Lola whimpered.










“She’s wet already.”










“Always,” Evangeline said. “But she’s not

 

finished.


 
”










Solène leaned in.










Unclipped the pacifier. Let it fall.










“What’s your name, pet?”










Lola whispered, “Lola, Mistress…”










“What are you?”










“Miss Evangeline’s doll.”










Solène slid a gloved hand up her thigh, pressed two fingers against the bulge of her cage.










Lola gasped.










Solène smirked.










“She leaks like a little whore.”










“Yes, Mistress…”










“But does she

 

squirt


 
like one?”










Lola froze.










Solène pulled out a wand. Slick. Humming.










“I’ll give her one minute,” she said. “One minute of overstimulation.”










Evangeline nodded. “Then we’ll see.”














The wand touched the front of Lola’s diaper and

 

buzzed.











Hard.










Deep.










She shook.










Her cage throbbed.










Her back arched.










Drool slipped from the corner of her lips.










She didn’t speak.










Didn’t moan.










Didn’t beg.










But she

 

leaked.











Desperately. Helplessly.










Filling her diaper until it was hot and swollen and humiliating.










But she didn’t

 

come.











The wand clicked off.










Lola collapsed into her restraints, panting.










Mistress Solène stared at her.










Then smiled.










“She’s perfect.”














That night, Evangeline fed her on the chaise, her soaked doll curled into her lap, pacifier locked in, body twitching from the denial.










“You didn’t break,” she whispered.










Lola’s eyes filled.










Evangeline kissed her brow.










“Then you’re ready.”










“For what, Miss Evangeline?” she whispered.










Evangeline stroked her collar.










“For forever.”









CHAPTER FOURTEEN — THE COLLAR CEREMONY










The nursery was lit with candles.










No overhead light. No music.










Just flickering shadows across soft pastels, and the heartbeat of something sacred.










Lola stood on trembling legs, diapered, gagged, arms behind her back in lace bows, her maid dress swapped for something simpler: a sheer white babydoll nightie, her collar removed for the first time in weeks.










She felt

 

naked.











Exposed.











Incomplete.











Miss Evangeline sat at the center of the room in a velvet chair.










Beside her: a box.










Black.










Velvet-lined.










Inside—

 

the new collar.











Silver. Lockable. Engraved.










It read:











"LOLA — HERS."











Seven guests watched from a respectful distance. All Doms. All trusted. Each had once witnessed Evangeline claim a submissive.










But none had ever seen her

 

keep


 
one.










Until now.














Lola was led forward by her leash.










She knelt without command, diaper crinkling, pacifier still gagging her mouth.










Evangeline opened the box.










Held the collar in both hands like a crown.










“You are no longer in training,” she said softly. “You are not a servant. Not a brat. Not a maid.”










“You are mine.”










Lola sobbed behind the gag.










“You have been spanked, plugged, humiliated, broken, reformed, restrained, rewritten, and remade.”










“You’ve wet yourself on command. Begged for permission to be changed. Moaned around my strap. Served on bleeding knees. Sucked bottles from my hand.”










“And never once… have I been more proud.”










She stepped forward.










Removed the gag.










Held the collar above her.










“You may speak one final time.”










Lola looked up through tears.










Voice soft. Shaky.










But sure.










“I’m yours, Miss Evangeline. Forever.”










The collar slid around her throat.











Click.











Locked.














The room exhaled.










Not applause.










Just reverence.










Miss Evangeline took a small silver key from her pocket.










Held it out.










Lola’s fingers trembled as she accepted it.










She stared at it for a long time.










Then leaned forward.










And placed it in her Mistress’s palm.










Evangeline closed her fingers.










And whispered: “Good girl.”














That night, Lola wasn’t diapered.










She was bare.










Collared.










Plugged.










Cradled in Miss Evangeline’s arms, her head against a silk-covered chest, her breathing slow.










“You’ve earned sleep,” Evangeline murmured.










“Do I dream now?” Lola whispered.










“No, my darling.”










“You

 

wake up.


 
”









EPILOGUE — ONE YEAR LATER










The nursery lights blink on at 6:00 AM sharp.










The crib hums softly as the restraints unlock.










Lola doesn’t move until she’s told.










She’s been taught

 

what happens


 
when she forgets.










She blinks up at the ceiling, pacifier gag buckled into place, her thighs spread wide by the cuffs that stayed on through the night.










The diaper between her legs is

 

soaked.


 
Swollen. Sticky.










She doesn’t remember when she wet.










She never does anymore.










Control is… gone.










By design.














The nurse enters, silent and emotionless.










She releases Lola from the crib, lays her on the changing bench, untapes her diaper.










The plug never left.










It hasn’t in

 

weeks.











She’s cleaned. Wiped. Creamed. Replugged.










And then the new diaper—thicker, warmer, humiliating.










This one’s baby blue.










She

 

hates


 
blue.










Which is why Miss Evangeline chose it.














She’s dressed in silence.










Soft footed onesie. Bonnet. Locked mittens.










No makeup today. No frills.










She doesn’t get to be a maid anymore.










She’s just the

 

nursery doll.











The house doll.










Wet. Gagged. Plugged.










Her name isn’t even

 

said


 
anymore. Just a snap of fingers and a gesture.










She waddles from room to room when commanded, leash dragging behind her.










Sometimes she’s fed.










Sometimes she isn’t.










It depends on whether she leaked through her nighttime padding.










She did.










So today, she’ll be milked from a bottle…

 

on her knees.















She lives in constant fear.










Not of pain.










But of silence.










Of

 

not


 
being touched.










Of being locked in the dark crib for days again.










It happened once.










She cried herself to sleep by the second night.










Since then?










She obeys instantly.










She wets freely.










She blushes constantly.










And when Miss Evangeline enters the nursery—heels clicking, eyes cold—Lola drops to her knees and sobs with relief.










Not because she’s safe.










But because she’s

 

seen.











Owned.











Reminded.















She is no longer Logan Hart.










She’s not even Lola anymore.










She’s just—











Her Doll.











And that’s all she’s allowed to be.










Forever.
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