
        
            
                
            
        

    


Her Perfect Toy (The Diaper Dolls Book 1): A Dark Anal Training & Diaper Regression Sex Story




From Power to Plug Slut – Chastity, Enemas & Diaper Obedience in the House of Dolls





Introduction




He used to be powerful.

A man in every sense of the word—tall, confident, in control. His world was built on power suits and sharp words, a cocky smirk and a wallet thick enough to bend anyone to his will. In the boardroom, he gave orders. In the bedroom, he took what he wanted. There were no boundaries. No doubts. No cracks in the image of the man he had built.

But deep inside, buried beneath years of ego and entitlement, there was a need.

A hunger he never dared speak.




To be

 

used.





To be

 

broken.





To be

 

owned.





And then she found him.


Seraphina.





A woman who didn’t just command the room—she

 

consumed


 
it. Her beauty wasn’t soft. It was sharpened like a blade. Porcelain skin, curves wrapped in black silk, eyes like frozen silver that saw through every lie. Her voice was velvet laced with venom. Her smile promised pain.







She didn’t ask for obedience.




She

 

expected


 
it.




And when she invited him to kneel, he didn’t understand the trap he was walking into.

Not at first.








What started as play—a teasing pink plug, a whispered dare—became routine. Then ritual. Then

 

law.





Each day she pushed him deeper: thicker plugs, longer wear, denied orgasms. She replaced his cock with a cage, his boxers with diapers, his bed with a locked crib. She stripped him of every illusion he had of manhood until all that was left was a dripping hole trained to stretch and ache for her.

She didn’t just control his body.




She controlled his

 

needs.








His piss. His pleasure. His ability to speak, move,

 

exist


 
.




And still—he craved her.

Worse than lust.

Worse than love.


Worship.





She named him

 

Lola


 
.







She diapered him. Fucked him. Milked him without mercy. She turned his own body against him, rewiring every nerve until he came from her plug and cried when she took it away. She fed him from bottles. Wiped him down. Inserted enemas and watched him tremble. She didn’t just own his hole—she owned his

 

humiliation.





And then… she shared him.




Dressed in a soaked diaper and nothing else, he was shown to other Mistresses. Displayed. Fucked. Judged. And he

 

thanked her


 
for it. Begged to be punished harder. To be reduced further.




Until there was no man left.




Just a name stitched across a onesie.




Just a tattoo above a ruined hole.




Just a crinkling diaper, a gaping ass, a trembling, plug-trained toy with no rights, no thoughts, no purpose beyond serving.





Lola.


Her perfect toy.








This is not a love story.




This is not romance.




This is

 

transformation


 
—filthy, irreversible, and complete.




Welcome to the descent.

Welcome to obedience.




Welcome to

 

Her Perfect Toy


 
.








Chapter 1: The Goddess and the Game




He noticed her the moment she stepped into the club.




Not because she was loud, or flashy, or half-naked like the rest. No—

 

she


 
didn’t have to scream for attention. She

 

commanded


 
it, effortlessly. Heads turned. Conversations paused. Even the music seemed to dim around her presence.




Seraphina.

She moved like liquid sin—slow, deliberate, every step a whispered threat. Black heels clicked against the marble floor. Her dress, sheer and tight as skin, clung to curves that made his cock twitch the moment he saw her. Hourglass perfection. Breasts pushed high and proud under black lace, waist cinched tight with a leather corset that forced every breath into her chest. Hips that swayed like a promise of pain.

And her face… it stopped time.




High cheekbones. Blood-red lips. Eyes like sharpened silver—cold, intelligent,

 

hungry


 
. Her jet-black hair spilled over her shoulders like ink, brushing against her bare thighs through the slit in her dress. She didn’t smile. She didn’t need to.







She looked at him. Directly. Through him. And for the first time in years,

 

he


 
broke eye contact.




She approached.

“You’re staring.” Her voice was velvet over steel. Sultry, slow, but sharp enough to draw blood.

“I—” he cleared his throat, suddenly aware of his own heartbeat, his cock half-hard in his slacks. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“You did.” She took his drink without asking, sipped it, and leaned in close. “But that’s alright. I like boys who stare. They’re the ones who break the easiest.”

He swallowed hard.

That was the beginning.

—

Their first “date” wasn’t a dinner. It wasn’t drinks. It was a test.

Her penthouse was warm, dimly lit, lined with crimson velvet and glass cabinets filled with toys he couldn’t name. Leather, steel, silicone. Some long. Some thick. Some absurd.

She poured wine and told him to undress.

No questions. No arguments. Just obedience.

“You have the body of a man,” she murmured, circling him like a lioness, nails dragging over his bare chest. “But I see something else underneath. Something soft. Something desperate.”

He didn’t reply. He couldn’t. His cock stood rigid, twitching in front of her like a begging animal.

She smirked. “Good. Then you’re ready for your first lesson.”

She pulled a drawer. From it, a small, pink silicone plug glistened with lube.

He blinked. “Wait—what is that?”

She slapped him. Hard. The sound cracked through the air.




“You don’t ask. You

 

obey


 
.”




He hesitated.

Then nodded.

She pushed him down on the bed, face first, ass in the air. Her fingers spread his cheeks without ceremony. Cold lube, then pressure. Gentle, at first.

He gasped as the plug slid in. Small. Invasive. Humiliating.




“That’s the

 

Beginner’s Blush


 
,” she purred, kissing his lower back. “You’ll wear it tonight. And tomorrow. And the day after. Until your hole learns to stay open for me.”




He squirmed, the plug pressing inside him with every twitch of his muscles. His cock drooled onto her silk sheets.

“Such a leaky little thing,” she said mockingly. “So hard, just from a plug. Pathetic.”

He groaned, biting his lip.




She knelt beside him, whispering into his ear. “You think this is the end? That this is what I wanted from you?” Her hand closed around his cock, squeezed it—once, hard—then let go. “Oh no, sweet boy. This is just the

 

first step


 
.”




He moaned.




“Tomorrow, you’ll take something bigger. And the day after that, bigger still. Until your pretty little hole opens on command.” She pulled his head back by the hair, making him gasp. “Until you’re loose, wet, and desperate for me to fill you. Until you don’t even

 

want


 
to cum anymore—just to be used.”




He whimpered.

She kissed his neck. “But first… we sleep.”

She tucked him under black satin sheets, plug still locked inside him, his cock untouched and throbbing.

And in the darkness, her voice cooed softly in his ear:

“Good night, plug toy.”




Chapter 2: The Training Begins










He woke up hard.










So hard it

 

hurt


 
. The plug still nestled deep inside him, pressing against something that made every twitch of his cock unbearable. His sheets were damp with pre-cum. His body ached from restraint, but it was a

 

sweet


 
kind of ache. The kind that came from being used. Marked.

 

Claimed.











And she wasn’t even in the room.










Seraphina had left sometime in the night. But she'd left a note on his pillow, written in perfect, elegant cursive.












“Don’t remove the plug. Shower. Don’t touch your cock. Breakfast is at 9. Be kneeling.”














His cock throbbed as he read it. She didn’t sign it.










She didn’t have to.














The shower was a special kind of torture.










Warm water running down his thighs, lather sliding across his chest—but the plug inside him refused to let him forget. Every movement, every breath reminded him of the stretch. The fullness. He reached for his cock, just once, out of reflex.










But he stopped. Her voice echoed in his mind.











“You don’t ask. You obey.”











He dropped his hand. Fisted the air. Bit down on the moan threatening to escape.














He was kneeling on the floor at exactly 9.










Naked. Plugged. His cock still rock hard, bobbing between his legs, the tip slick and leaking onto her polished marble.










When she entered, her heels clicked deliberately, each step like a countdown. And when she appeared in the doorway, he forgot how to breathe.










She wore crimson today.










A tight satin robe that clung to her curves like it was afraid to let go. It hugged her heavy tits, the fabric dipping low enough to tease the swell of her areolas. A slit ran high up her thigh, revealing the black garter straps and the edge of her lace-topped stockings. Her hair was freshly brushed, cascading like ink over her shoulders.










And her smile was cruel.










“Look at you,” she purred, circling him like prey. “Drooling already. You didn’t even make it an hour, did you?”










He shook his head. “No, Mistress.”










She ran a finger down his cheek. “Good answer. No excuses. Just obedience.”










She sat at the table, legs crossed slowly, spreading them just enough to show him she wore nothing beneath the robe. His eyes widened. Her pussy was bare, smooth, glistening.










“Breakfast first,” she said. “Then your lesson.”










He moved to sit at the table.










“Ah, ah—

 

no


 
.” Her voice cracked like a whip. “Toys kneel while Mistress eats.”










He froze. Swallowed his pride. Lowered himself beside her chair like a dog.










She didn’t speak to him. Didn’t acknowledge him. Just ate slowly, luxuriously, sipping black coffee while his cock ached and pulsed. She let the silence stretch, her hand occasionally brushing against his hair like he was some obedient house pet.










Then she rose, gliding toward a long, velvet-lined box on the dresser. She opened it like she was unveiling a treasure. Inside, five plugs—each one bigger than the last.










“You’ll take all of them, eventually,” she said, turning to face him. “But today, we upgrade you to number two.”










She held it up.










Thicker than the first. Longer. Tapered with a flared base and a ribbed center.

 

The Trainer’s Treat,


 
she called it later.










His heart pounded.










She motioned for him to bend over the ottoman.










He obeyed.










She moved with the grace of a queen—no wasted motion, no hesitation. She removed the first plug with a wet pop, and he gasped as cool air kissed his stretched rim. But the sensation didn’t last long.










She poured warm lube generously over the second plug and smeared it against his hole. Her nails dug into his hips as she guided the toy to his entrance, her voice low and cruel.










“Breathe, baby. Push it out for me. Show me how much your ass wants this.”










He whimpered. Pressed his face into the cushion. His hole twitched, clenching instinctively—but it wasn’t tight anymore. Not enough.










She pressed. Slowly. Firmly.










He groaned, a deep, desperate sound, as the widest part slipped inside. His cock jerked violently, twitching against the ottoman. He couldn’t stop the moan. He didn’t want to.










“Such a

 

good


 
hole,” she cooed, kissing his lower back. “We’ll have you begging for number three by tomorrow.”










When it was fully seated inside, she stood back and admired him.










Her toy.










On display.










Plugged and throbbing and completely, utterly owned.














The rest of the day was torment.










He wore the new plug while she fed him, teased him, paraded him around her penthouse like a possession. She made him kneel beside her while she worked, occasionally patting his ass or tugging on his hair.










At one point, she leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Touch your cock, and I’ll cage it permanently. Do you understand me?”










He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”










“And if you leak on my floor, you’ll be in diapers before nightfall.”










He moaned—ashamed of how much that threat aroused him.














When night came, she made him lie on the bed, arms above his head. She straddled his chest, breasts spilling out from her robe, and looked down at him like a queen gazing at her loyal servant.










“I’ll allow you to cum tonight,” she said, her fingers wrapping around his cock. “But only from my touch. And only once.”










He whimpered, already on the edge.










She began to stroke him—slow, steady, never stopping. Her other hand moved between his thighs, pressing the plug deeper, grinding it against his prostate.










He lasted thirty seconds.










He came with a broken cry, spilling across his belly, shaking as his body convulsed under her.










She didn’t praise him.










She didn’t kiss him.










She just got up, cleaned herself with a cloth, and turned off the light.










“You’ll do better tomorrow,” she said, walking away.










And in the dark, he realized something terrifying.










He didn’t just want to obey her.










He

 

needed


 
to.









Chapter 3: Ruined and Ridden










He woke up aching.










His ass throbbed with a dull, needy pressure. The new plug—the second—was still seated deep inside him, stretching his hole with every shift of his hips. His cock was soft now, but sticky, coated with the dried remnants of last night’s orgasm.










She hadn’t said goodnight.










She hadn’t held him.










She’d taken her pleasure—

 

his


 
pleasure—and left him there like the used-up toy she promised he’d become.










And yet… he’d never felt more

 

wanted.















She didn’t call for him that morning.










No note. No orders. Just silence.










He stayed kneeling, unsure if she’d punish him for moving, unsure if he was even

 

allowed


 
to breathe too loud.










Time passed.










When the door finally opened, it was almost evening.










And Seraphina was different.










Gone was the silk. The soft sadism. The teasing smirks. Tonight, she wore leather. Tight, black, gleaming. Her corset pushed her breasts high and firm, barely restrained behind silver buckles. A matching collar wrapped her neck, not in submission, but in

 

power.


 
Her thighs were hugged by thick straps, each leading down to a harness fastened tightly around her hips.










And between her legs…










Her cock.










Thick, gleaming, matte black, strapped to her with cruel precision. It bobbed slightly as she walked toward him, hard even without flesh, perfectly shaped to destroy.










His breath caught in his throat.










She smiled.










“Tonight,” she purred, “you learn what your hole was made for.”














She didn’t allow him to touch it.










Instead, she laid him out on the floor, naked, trembling, the second plug slowly pulled from his ass with a wet, satisfying pop.










Then she positioned the tip of her strap-on at his entrance, tapping it teasingly against his stretched rim.










“You’ll ride it,” she said calmly, as if asking him to read a book. “Like a needy slut. Like my good little fucktoy.”










He swallowed.










“Is that understood?”










“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, cheeks burning.










“Good. Then mount it.”










She sat back in a tall leather chair, legs spread, cock upright between her thighs. A thick pillow on the floor awaited him—her throne room for his surrender.










He knelt.










And slowly, carefully, guided himself down.










The tip pressed in—wider than any plug she’d given him. His eyes widened. He gasped. But he didn’t stop.










“Keep going,” she said, voice low, hand lazily stroking her thigh.










The shaft stretched him. Inched deeper. His hole burned, twitched, fluttered—but he kept going. Down. Further. Deeper.










Until he bottomed out.










His knees trembled. His cock was rock-hard, untouched, bobbing helplessly. His hole was full—

 

used


 
—already twitching around the impossible length.










She leaned forward, eyes locked on his.










“Bounce.”










He obeyed.










Slowly at first. Lifting his hips, then sinking back down, taking every inch over and over again. Her hands guided him—gripping his waist, controlling the rhythm, the depth. He whimpered, then moaned, then

 

sobbed,


 
each drop grinding the thick cock against his prostate until he couldn’t see straight.










“Look at you,” she murmured. “Riding cock like it’s your only purpose.”










“It’s—oh fuck—” he gasped. “Mistress—it feels so—”










“Say it.”










He hesitated.










She slapped his thigh hard. “Say. It.”










“I’m your hole,” he cried. “Your plug slut. Your riding toy. I—fuck—I need it, I need your cock—”










“Louder.”










“I need your cock, Mistress! Please! I need it in me!”










She shoved him down hard, burying the strap-on to the base, and held him there, grinding it in slow, agonizing circles. His eyes rolled back. His cock leaked freely now, untouched, desperate.










But she didn’t stroke it.










She never did.














When his legs gave out, she let him collapse—face down, cock twitching, ass still full of her strap.










She pulled out slowly, watching his hole gape, red and fluttering.










Then she bent down and whispered into his ear:










“From now on, you

 

ride


 
before you cum. No more begging. No more stroking. Just bouncing, grinding, and leaking like the pathetic little diaper bitch you’re becoming.”










He didn’t speak.










He couldn’t.










His brain was mush. His body trembling.










She left him there, fucked and ruined, dripping onto the floor.










And in the quiet after, he felt something inside him snap.










It wasn’t fear.










It wasn’t shame.










It was

 

submission.











Deep. Raw. Permanent.










He was hers.










And tomorrow… he’d prove it.









Chapter 4: The Bigger, the Better










He didn’t sleep.










He couldn’t.










Every time he closed his eyes, he felt it again—her cock slamming into him, stretching him open, grinding into his prostate while she made him

 

ride it like a bitch in heat.


 
He could still feel the emptiness when she pulled out, the aching flutter of his wrecked hole trying to hold onto the thickness it had already started craving.










And his cock—locked in a new,

 

clear


 
chastity cage overnight—twitched pathetically with every memory.










He was hard, leaking, and aching for something he couldn’t even define anymore.










He didn’t want release.










He wanted to

 

serve.















She walked in at dawn. No greeting. No words.










Just her presence.










She wore nothing but a sheer black robe that barely hid her tits and the slick shimmer of her freshly shaven pussy. Her legs, wrapped in thigh-high lace, moved with that same calculated grace—as if the world should stop to let her pass.










She looked at him.










Still kneeling. Still plugged from the night before.










She smiled.










Then opened a new box.










It was longer. Velvet-lined. Padded.










Inside sat a plug unlike anything he’d seen.










Massive. Jet black. Thick at the base, flared aggressively, ridged with spirals like a twisted drill. The silicone gleamed, already slicked and waiting.










Seraphina lifted it like it was a sacred object.











The Destroyer.











“You’re ready,” she said softly.










His heart skipped. “Mistress, I—” he breathed. “That’s…”










“Too much?” she finished, raising an eyebrow. “You say that now. But you’ll thank me later, baby.”










She knelt behind him. Slowly pulled the old plug free. He gasped at the relief, only to whimper at the cold lube that followed—thick, generous, running down his crack and over his hole.










He shook.










Not from fear.










From

 

need.











The tip pressed against him. Wider than anything before. His hole fluttered, already protesting, already trying to push back.










She placed one hand on his lower back.










“Breathe.”










She pushed.










It stretched him. Merciless. Relentless.










He screamed into the mattress as the widest part began to sink in, his fingers clawing the sheets. His cock jerked violently inside the cage, already leaking,

 

already dripping without a single touch.











He wanted to beg. To stop.










But he didn’t.










He

 

couldn’t.











This was who he was now.










Her hole. Her toy. Her plug puppet.










The plug finally

 

popped


 
into place with a wet, brutal noise.










His ass twitched. His thighs trembled. He collapsed, panting, broken.










“Perfect,” she whispered, kissing his ass. “Now keep it in all day. Let it settle. Let it train you.”










“Y-yes… Mistress…”










“Oh, and one more thing.”










She opened a drawer. Pulled out something white. Crinkly. Soft.










A diaper.










He blinked.










“Mistress…?”










She knelt beside him, unfolding the thick white padding. “You’re wearing

 

that


 
now. Starting today. No toilet. No excuses.”










“But—”










She gripped his chin. Hard. Made him look at her.










“I gave your hole permission to stretch,” she said coldly. “

 

Not


 
to leak all over my floors. You think that cock cage is humiliating? Try pissing yourself while I’m on the phone with clients.”










She shoved the padding under him. Powdered him. Taped it on tight.










And just like that—he wasn’t a man anymore.










He was diapered.










Plugged.










Ruined.














Hours passed.










He waddled when he walked. The Destroyer didn’t let him move normally. It pressed against his prostate with every step, and the diaper’s crinkle between his thighs only amplified the humiliation.










And then… it happened.










He was kneeling beside her desk while she typed—plugged, caged, diapered.










She didn’t touch him.










She didn’t even

 

look


 
at him.










But the pressure built. The plug shifted. His body twitched.










He tried to clench.










He couldn’t.










His bladder gave out in a slow, hot stream. The diaper soaked instantly, warmth spreading under him.










He gasped.










She looked down.










“Did you just…?”










He nodded, face burning.










She rose from her chair.










Smiling.










“Good. Now you’re really mine.”










She pressed her hand against the front of his diaper. The squish made him whimper.










“No more toilet,” she said. “From now on, your body belongs to me—

 

inside and out.


 
And we’re just getting started.”









Chapter 5: Chastity and Control










“You pissed yourself like a good boy,” she whispered, fingers gently pressing into the front of his soaked diaper. “And you didn’t even cry.”










His breath caught in his throat.










The plug—the

 

Destroyer


 
—was still lodged deep inside him, pressing mercilessly against his prostate with every twitch of his muscles. The diaper sagged under him, warm and wet, crinkling audibly as she made him kneel lower, bowing his head into her lap.










“That’s progress,” Seraphina said, stroking his hair like he was a well-trained pet. “But don’t mistake it for praise. You haven’t earned that yet.”










His cock throbbed in its cage. Helpless. Pathetic.










She stood, walked to her toy drawer, and returned with two things: a new diaper—thicker than the last—and something else.










A bright pink enema bulb.










He froze.










“Mistress…?”










She said nothing.










She spread a towel on the floor. Snapped her fingers. “On your back.”










He obeyed, his heart pounding.










She straddled him, her knees framing his caged cock, her full tits threatening to spill from her robe as she leaned over him with that same cold, focused control that always made him melt into obedience.










“You’re going to hold it for me,” she said. “Every drop. No leaks. No begging.”










She slid the bulb between his cheeks and pressed it to his hole. Lube squished as she eased it in.










“Because you don’t decide when you’re empty anymore.”










The bulb squeezed.










Warm, soapy liquid flooded into him.










He cried out—half from shock, half from the burn.










Again.










And again.










By the fourth squeeze, his belly was bloated and his hole trembled around the base of the Destroyer, now temporarily set aside.










“Plug it in,” she commanded.










His hands shook as he grabbed the thick plug and slowly seated it inside himself again, sealing the pressure in.










He moaned, the weight of it all sinking in.










“I can’t—Mistress—please…”










“You

 

will,


 
” she said, slapping the side of his ass. “You’ll hold it. You’ll kneel. And when I say so, you’ll release into your diaper like the little anal baby you are.”










Tears welled in his eyes.










Not just from pain.










From shame.










From surrender.










He wasn’t a man kneeling in front of a woman anymore. He was a leaking, trembling toy being

 

remade


 
into something else. Something smaller. Softer. Obedient.










She made him hold it for thirty minutes.










The cramps came in waves.










He sobbed into her lap while she stroked his hair, uncaring.










“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “Not just your body. Not just your ass.

 

You.


 
Every decision. Every function. Every humiliating little mess.”










When she finally gave permission, he couldn’t get the diaper on fast enough. He begged to be changed, pleaded to be allowed to lose control.










She let him.










The release was… explosive.










Hot, wet, filthy.










The diaper filled. He cried—deep, guttural sobs as his hole emptied into the thick padding. She rubbed his back the whole time, whispering praise and filth in equal measure.










“You did so well, baby. You made such a big mess for me. Just like a real diaper slut should.”










He lay there afterward, panting, shaking, mind blank.










She wiped him clean. Powdered him. Diapered him again.










And when he looked up at her with glassy, broken eyes, she kissed his forehead.










“Now the real training begins.”









Chapter 6: Public Pressure










He had no idea how he was supposed to walk like this.










The new plug—

 

The Trainer’s Wrath


 
, she called it—was longer than

 

The Destroyer


 
, thinner at first, but ending in a brutal, flared base that nestled deep against his prostate. And it wasn’t just big.










It

 

vibrated.











A small, sleek remote lay in her gloved hand as she stared at him with a devilish grin.










“You're going to wear it all day,” she said, tilting her head. “Plug in. Diaper on. Cock caged. And you’ll keep that sweet little mouth shut unless I give you permission to beg.”










He whimpered.










“Where are we going, Mistress?”










She smirked. “Shopping.”














She dressed him cruelly.










A pair of slim-fit slacks barely hid the diaper beneath. A button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled. His face was flushed before they even left the penthouse. Every step made the padding crinkle, the plug shift inside him.










They took her car. She drove. He sat beside her, hands folded, thighs trembling. His cock was locked up, denied for days now, and every bump in the road was another jolt against the sensitive flesh of his stretched, used hole.










Then came the

 

first buzz.











Low. Sudden.










His entire body jerked. The plug came to life, pulsing against his prostate in slow, cruel waves.










“Breathe,” she said without looking at him, her red nails tapping the steering wheel. “You’re not going to embarrass me… not yet.”














They entered the boutique thirty minutes later.










High-end. Quiet. Classy.










He wanted to crawl into the floor.










The diaper was bulky. He could feel it rubbing between his thighs with every step. His plug vibrated randomly, making his knees twitch and his breath hitch. Seraphina walked beside him like nothing was wrong, one arm looped around his.










Her other hand stayed in her pocket.










On the remote.










He didn’t even realize she’d turned the setting higher until his knees buckled in front of a mirror display.










She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Get it together. You’re supposed to be my obedient little slut. Now stand tall and soak it in.”










He nodded, eyes wide, heart racing.










The salesgirl approached.










“Can I help you with anything today?”










Seraphina smiled.










“Yes,” she said. “He needs some new slacks. A little roomier. Something to better…

 

accommodate


 
what he’s wearing.”










The girl blinked.










Then blushed.










And he swore—she

 

knew.











Seraphina didn’t break eye contact with the woman. “In fact, why don’t you show him to the dressing room? I’ll wait right here.”










He followed the girl.










Inside the booth, the buzzing grew sharper. His knees buckled again.










Then,

 

his bladder gave out.











A slow, hot stream filled the diaper without warning. His cheeks burned. He barely kept from moaning aloud.










He changed quickly, trembling hands struggling with buttons as the soaked padding clung to him. She made him stay in it, of course. No changing in public. That wasn’t the rule.










He returned to her, face red, clothes hiding a warm, piss-soaked secret.










She leaned in and whispered, “That’s my baby. Wet, plugged, and so obedient.”














Back home, she stripped him immediately.










Pulled down his pants.










Tore open the soaked diaper and tossed it aside like trash.










Then she shoved him to the ground.










“Open.”










He spread his legs, still plugged, cock leaking through the cage.










She knelt between his thighs, tongue dragging slowly from his balls to his navel, then down again. Her eyes never left his.










“You walked like a diapered slut in public for me,” she whispered, “and you didn’t cry once.”










He shivered.










“Do you think you earned release?”










“I—I don’t know, Mistress…”










She tapped the cage. “Correct answer.”










Then she mounted him.










Not to ride his cock.










No. That wasn’t for him.










She rode his plug.










Grinding it deeper into him with her full weight, bouncing, slapping her ass down on his thighs as he screamed, sobbed, begged.










The pressure made him dizzy.










The plug pulsed.










His body trembled.










And then—

 

without a single touch to his cock


 
—he came.










Involuntary.










Violent.










A ruined orgasm that left him leaking, twitching, his mind blank.










She didn't stop.










She kept grinding. Smirking.










“See what happens when I take control?” she whispered. “Even your

 

orgasms


 
aren’t yours anymore.”














She diapered him after.










No words. No praise. Just her hands—firm, routine, practiced.










Thick padding. Powder. Tapes tight.










He whimpered.










She leaned in.










“Tomorrow, we start plug training at night.”










“Y-yes, Mistress…”










“No waking up without something inside you.”










She kissed his forehead.










“And soon, baby… you won’t even remember what empty feels like.”









Chapter 7: Enemas and Explosions










He wasn’t sure when sleep stopped being restful.










Every night now, he went to bed

 

plugged


 
—not with the beginner toys, not even the thick ones. Seraphina had moved on to

 

The Root


 
, a long, curved plug with a wide girth and a

 

hooked head


 
designed to grind against his prostate all night long.










It didn’t just stretch him.










It kept him

 

hard,


 

leaking,


 
and

 

aching


 
—locked in his cage, diapered thick, and unable to sleep more than an hour without waking up moaning into the pillow.










And she knew.










Oh, she

 

loved


 
it.










Every morning began the same: stripped, wiped, cleaned like an infant, then plugged again—tighter, deeper. By now, his hole had lost its strength. It fluttered open at the sight of lube. His body no longer resisted. It

 

anticipated.















“Mistress…” he whimpered, eyes heavy from sleeplessness, knees spread on the changing table she’d installed in the bedroom. “Please… it’s too much…”










Seraphina looked down at him with a soft smile. She was dressed in nothing but a leather bustier, heels, and her strap-on already strapped to her hips—the massive one:

 

The Architect.


 
Twelve inches. Ribbed. Curved like a battering ram.










“You say that every time,” she purred, rubbing his hole in small circles, “but your slutty little hole keeps swallowing it like it’s starving.”










She wasn’t wrong.










He whimpered as she worked more lube in, preparing him for another stretch. His plug had been inside him for twelve straight hours. His hole gaped slightly as she pulled it free—wet, red, needy.










She cooed.










“Such a good, ruined baby.”










Then she slid

 

The Architect


 
in.










No warm-up.










No warning.










Just a slow, brutal push until he screamed into the padded table, body shaking, his cock twitching helplessly behind its cage.














That was only the beginning.










After the pounding, she diapered him again—extra thick this time, a triple-stuffed monstrosity that forced his thighs apart and made walking nearly impossible.










Then came the

 

milking chair.











It was new.










Straps for his ankles and wrists. A split seat that exposed his plugged ass. A built-in milker unit—a suction tube connected to his caged cock, rigged to pulse and suck without allowing climax. A monitor showing his pulse. A countdown timer.










She smiled as she strapped him in.










“Today, you’re going to learn about

 

forced failure,


 
” she whispered, clicking the machine on. “You’ll be milked—slowly, steadily. But you won’t cum. You’ll

 

never


 
cum. Not until I want you broken.”










The suction started.










He moaned. The plug vibrated inside him. The milk tube tugged at his trapped cock with maddening rhythm, keeping him on edge, drooling, twitching,

 

insane


 
with need.










She left him there.










Hours passed.














When she returned, he was sobbing.










Tears down his face. Eyes red. Mouth hanging open. Cock swollen in the cage, leaking constantly. The diaper beneath him was soaked again—both front and back.










She examined him like a piece of equipment. Not a man. A device.










And she smiled.










“Perfect,” she said, turning the machine off.










He gasped—

 

begged.











“M-Mistress, please—please just let me cum…”










She tilted his chin up.










“You already did.”










His eyes widened.










She picked up the diaper beneath him—held it up to show the mess soaking the back. “Your body gave out. Not your cock. Your

 

hole.


 
You came from being stretched, milked, plugged, and denied.”










He stared in disbelief.










“No hands. No stroking. No release. Just prostate pressure and humiliation.”










She kissed his lips.










“Congratulations, baby. You’re no longer a man.”














Later that night, she sat him in her lap, bottle-feeding him warm formula, his face against her bare breast. The thick nighttime diaper pressed against his cock, still caged, still leaking.










She rubbed his tummy.










“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “we move on to

 

retention play.


 
”










His breath hitched.










“What… what does that mean?”










She smiled.










“It means I fill you. And you keep it in. All day. All night. No release. No accidents. You’ll learn how to

 

serve


 
by

 

holding everything


 
for me.”










He whimpered.










“And if you fail…” she whispered, slipping a hand into his diaper, “you’ll be punished.”










Her fingers pressed the plug in deeper, made his eyes roll back, made him shudder in her arms like a helpless infant.










“And if you succeed?” she added, voice dripping with cruel affection.










He nodded weakly.










“Then I’ll let you ride my cock again.”









Chapter 8: The Baby Unveiled










“Hold it.”










Her voice was ice. Commanding. Absolute.










He was standing in front of her full-length mirror—naked, trembling, plugged with the

 

Retention Bulb


 
, a heavy, bloated silicone plug with a long neck and bloated center. It filled him unlike anything else. Thick. Constant. Unrelenting.










The enema had been large. Nearly a full liter of warm saline and glycerin. She filled him slowly, inch by inch, whispering filth into his ear the entire time. He whimpered the moment she locked the plug in place, his belly full, his ass sealed, his hole clenching uselessly around the girth.










“I’m going to dress you now,” Seraphina said as she laid out his clothes on the bed. “A button-down shirt. A gray wool sweater. Tailored pants.”










“No diaper,” she added.










His breath caught.










“Mistress, please… I can’t—”










“You

 

will.


 
”










She pulled him to the bed and began dressing him like a doll. Every motion was deliberate. Every zip, every button, done with control that only made his cock ache harder behind its cage.










By the time she slipped on his shoes, he was shaking.










Not just from arousal.










From the sheer pressure inside him.










“You’ll hold it,” she said, brushing imaginary lint from his shoulder. “Or you’ll embarrass yourself. Which, of course…” She smirked. “Is fine with me.”














They went to a gallery.










Seraphina loved art. Dark oils. Grand oils. Eroticism wrapped in elegance. He followed her silently, jaw tight, belly heavy, his ass twitching around the plug with every step. His pants rubbed against his cage. The plug ground against his prostate with every motion.










The pressure was unbearable.










His stomach gurgled. His muscles spasmed.










He was going to lose it.










Right here. In front of strangers.














It happened in the sculpture room.










She leaned close, whispering as she brushed her fingers down his back.










“You’ve lasted so long, baby. Are you holding it just for me?”










He whimpered, eyes pleading. “Please… Mistress, I can’t—”










“You will.”










He clenched harder. His legs shook. He felt like he was about to collapse.










Then—

 

the plug slipped.











Just an inch.










His eyes went wide.










Seraphina knew instantly.










“Don’t you dare,” she whispered, one hand slipping to his front, pressing lightly on his lower abdomen.










That was all it took.










His muscles gave out.










The plug popped halfway free.










And the mess

 

exploded


 
inside his pants.










Hot. Loud. Shameful.










He cried out, stumbling forward as wetness spread down his thighs, through his tailored slacks, a dark stain blooming with violent, unmistakable clarity.










People

 

noticed.











Gasps.










One woman covered her mouth. Another stepped back.










His face burned red.










Seraphina didn’t move.










She simply smiled.










Then whispered, loud enough for those nearby to hear:










“That’s what happens when my baby doesn’t wear his diaper.”














She dragged him out by the wrist.










Back to the car.










Back to the penthouse.










Every step squelched. He sobbed, humiliated beyond words, unable to even beg.










Back in the nursery, she stripped him down—ripping his pants, shirt, underwear from his body with barely controlled force.










Then she slapped him.










Once.










Firm.










Hard.










Across the cheek.










“You failed.”










“I—I’m sorry, Mistress—I tried—I did—”










“You embarrassed me. You humiliated

 

yourself.


 
But worst of all?” She grabbed his caged cock, squeezing it until he gasped.










“You forgot who you are.”










She threw him onto the changing table and strapped him in.










No words.










No mercy.










She shoved a thick, ribbed plug back inside him with no lube, forcing his sore, stretched hole to open all over again.










He screamed.










Then she opened a new package.










A diaper thicker than anything he’d worn yet—

 

four layers


 
deep, reinforced, printed with babyish cartoon designs and a blue waistband that read

 

“Crinkle Boy.”











She powdered him aggressively, taped him in, then wrapped him in a pair of locking plastic pants.










He couldn’t move.










Couldn’t clench.










Couldn’t stop the slow, inevitable

 

dribble


 
from his hole.










“You’ll wear this all week,” she said. “No changes without permission. And no speaking unless it’s to beg for forgiveness.”










She inserted a pacifier into his mouth, strapped it behind his head, then dragged him to the crib.










Locked the bars.










Dimmed the lights.










He lay there, broken, plugged, leaking into his diaper, sucking quietly on rubber as the tears slid down his cheeks.










Then her voice floated through the dark:










“You did so well, baby.”










“I’m so proud of you.”









Chapter 9: His New Purpose










The mirror didn’t lie.










He stood still, stripped naked in the center of the bedroom. The only thing he wore was his cage—steel, locked tight—and the new diaper Seraphina had personally designed just for him.










White. Thick. Loud.










Printed with the word

 

“USE ME”


 
in baby blue across the seat.










And across the front, just above the crotch, her signature lipstick kiss—crimson and shameless.










He no longer hesitated when she dressed him like this. He no longer asked why. His hands shook, his cheeks burned, but his cock—caged, denied,

 

trained


 
—leaked with every humiliating detail.










That morning, she didn’t say a word.










She just grabbed his leash.










And clipped it to the collar around his neck.














They walked to her car.










She didn’t give him pants.










Just a long, oversized coat that barely covered the diaper’s bulge, his thighs bare beneath.










The plug inside him—

 

The Owner’s Knot


 
—was thick, knotted at the base, designed to

 

lock in


 
once fully inserted. He’d worn it for sixteen hours already. His hole throbbed around it, stretched open to its limits.










Every step made the knot grind against his prostate.










Every heartbeat made him leak into his diaper.










But she didn’t care.










This wasn’t for comfort.










This was for

 

display.















They pulled up to a large, gated estate.










He hadn’t been here before.










There were other cars. Expensive ones. Uniformed staff. Laughter behind tall garden hedges. Women in heels and corsets. Men in cages or leashes or kneeling on all fours.










Seraphina looked at him.










“This is your debut.”










He blinked. “M-Mistress… debut?”










Her lips curled. “They’ve heard all about you. My little anal baby. My diaper boy. My plug pet. Now they get to see you.”










She opened the door.










“Let them.”














He followed her through the garden.










Eyes on him.










Every step made his diaper crinkle. His cage strained with every vibration of the remote-controlled plug—she kept it

 

just


 
buzzing, never enough to push him over, only to keep his body pulsing with need.










Then came the whispers.










“Is that him?”










“God, look at the size of that diaper…”










“He’s really leaking already?”










They reached the central terrace.










Women lounged on velvet cushions, wine in their hands. Some wore latex. Others, nothing but corsets and heels. Each one turned to stare at

 

him.











He tried to look away.










Seraphina tugged his leash. Hard.










“Kneel.”










He dropped to the stone tiles, heart pounding, knees wide.










“Open your mouth.”










She fed him a pacifier. Locked it in place.










Then—without hesitation—she reached under the coat, unsnapped the diaper, and

 

exposed


 
him.










Gasps.










Laughter.










The cage was soaked in precum. His hole gaped around the plug. The knot still bulged, twitching as she twisted it slightly, making him jolt.










One of the women leaned in.










“My, my. He really

 

is


 
broken, isn’t he?”










Seraphina smiled. “Not broken.

 

Rebuilt.


 
Watch.”










She grabbed his thighs, spread them further, and pressed the plug

 

deeper.


 
He whimpered. The women moaned.










Then she pressed a button.










The plug

 

pulsed.











He shook.










His eyes rolled back.










And he came.










Not through his cock—

 

he couldn’t.


 
His orgasm ripped through him from

 

inside


 
, leaking mess into his already full diaper, his body convulsing in shameful, ruined release.










The crowd applauded.










Seraphina wiped her hands and snapped the diaper back on.










“He doesn’t need a cock anymore,” she said proudly. “His ass is trained. His purpose is simple.”










She yanked his leash again.










“Tell them.”










He whimpered.










“Say it.”










He looked up, pacifier dangling from his lips.










“I… I’m Mistress Seraphina’s diapered hole. I’m not a man. I’m her toy. Her baby. Her

 

fuckable, stretchable plug slut.


 
”










The women

 

cheered.















Back in the car, she didn’t speak.










She just reached into his diaper, cupped the warm mess, and

 

moaned


 
.










“You did so well, baby,” she whispered.










And for the first time… he believed it.










He wasn’t humiliated anymore.










He was

 

home.










Chapter 10: Owned










He didn’t wake up in a bed.










He woke up in his

 

crib


 
—the one Seraphina had custom-built for him.










Pale pink bars. A locking lid. A changing table attached at the end.










He was strapped in.










Thick mittens over his hands. A pacifier gag locked between his lips. His diaper was

 

massive


 
—quadruple-layered, swollen, yellowed, with a thick pink locking belt tight around his hips. The

 

Nightmare Plug


 
was inside him—long, coiled, curved like a serpent—and

 

still vibrating.











He moaned.










Not in protest.










In

 

peace.











Because now, this was normal.










He had no idea what day it was.










No idea how long he’d been in diapers without a break.










He didn’t care.














She appeared above him.










Hair wrapped in a bun. Leather corset tight. Breasts spilling forward. Her thighs glistened with lotion, and the black tattoo just under her collarbone read:

 

Mine. Always.











Her fingers traced his cheek. Then his chest. Then slid down, pressing into the soaked, squishy front of his diaper.










“You’ve come so far, baby.”










He whimpered behind the pacifier, grinding instinctively into her hand.










“Do you remember your name?” she asked.










He blinked.










Shook his head.










She smiled.










“Good.”














Later that morning, she fed him.










Not in a chair.










In her lap.










A bottle between her breasts. Formula warm and thick with something sweet and heavy—something that made his muscles weak, his mind slower, his thoughts melt.










After feeding, she cradled him in her arms and whispered softly.










“Today’s the day.”










He blinked slowly.










“Mnnf?”










She smiled.










“You’re getting marked.”














The tattoo artist arrived in the afternoon.










She was tall. Silent. Covered in ink and black latex. She didn’t speak to him. Didn’t need to. He was stripped naked, strapped down to the table with his padded ass in the air.










Seraphina pointed.










“There. Above his crack. Centered. Bold.”










The artist nodded.










The design had already been chosen.











PROPERTY OF SERAPHINA






Plugged. Diapered. Owned.











He didn’t flinch as the needle began. He moaned—plugged, leaking, dripping through his new

 

pink chastity cage


 
as the words were carved into his flesh forever.










Seraphina stroked his hair the whole time.










“You’re almost perfect, baby. Just one thing left.”














That evening, she dressed him in his softest onesie—thick pink fleece, zipped in the back, with sewn-in mittens and booties. The words

 

“Good Baby Girl”


 
were embroidered in bold letters across the chest.










He didn’t question it.










Didn’t hesitate.










She led him to the mirror.










“Look at her,” she whispered behind him. “That’s who you are now.”










He stared.










His eyes were wide. Glassy. His cheeks pink.










His body trembling behind thick layers of shame and ownership.










She pulled him close.










“I’m giving you a new name.”










He nodded.










“You’re not my boy. You’re not a man. You’re not even a baby anymore.”










She kissed the back of his neck.










“You’re my

 

Lola.


 
My little plug-princess. My filthy, helpless diaper doll.”










He moaned behind the pacifier.










She pressed the vibrator inside him one final time.










“You belong to me.”










He came. Violently. Helplessly.










Into the padding. Into the cage.










Into her ownership.














That night, she rocked him to sleep in her arms.










Plugged. Caged. Milked. Branded.










He sucked on her nipple, thick milk leaking down his chin, as she whispered over and over:










“You’re mine.”










“You’re mine.”










“You’re mine.”










And he believed it.










Because it was true.









Bonus Chapter: Seraphina’s View










She watched Lola sleep.










Wrapped in fleece. Plugged full. Leaking gently into her thick diaper.










The nursery was quiet—only the gentle hum of the plug’s internal motor filled the air, pulsing in slow waves inside the soft, ruined body she’d so patiently shaped. A puddle of drool soaked the edge of Lola’s pillow. The pink pacifier moved slightly with every breath.










Seraphina smiled.










It had taken

 

months


 
.










Months of edging, stretching, leaking, punishment, control. And now Lola didn’t just obey.










She

 

belonged.











She’d erased the boy who once stood in her bedroom trying to look confident. She’d ground him down, layer by layer—until there was nothing left but her little baby girl. Her plughole. Her diaper slut. Her

 

doll.











And yet… Seraphina felt something new now.










Not just power.











Possession.











Lola was no longer a project. Not a pet. Not a game.










She was hers.










Totally.










Forever.














The tattoo had been her idea, of course.










Not just a mark of ownership—but a

 

warning.











A promise to the world.










And to others.










Because Seraphina had

 

plans.











She opened the message on her phone, smiling as she read the response.












“The dolls are ready. Send her over. She’ll be trained with the others.”














Seraphina turned to the crib.










Lola stirred in her sleep, whimpering as the plug shifted deep inside her.










Seraphina leaned over and kissed her forehead.










“Time for your next phase, my love.”










Because

 

Lola


 
wasn’t just her toy anymore.










She was going to be part of something

 

bigger


 
.










A house full of trained, diapered, helpless sluts.










And Seraphina?










She was going to

 

lead them all.
















To Be Continued...





In

 


The House of Dolls







(Coming soon—if you’re ready for it)
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