
        
            
                
            
        

    


The House at Hollow Creek: Where Dolls Are Made




A Dark ABDL Femdom Regression Story of Diaper Dependency, Sissy Breaking, and Erotic Humiliation




Introduction: A Bet You Can’t Win










It started like every stupid story starts.










A group of friends.




Too much time.




Too much money.




Too little fear.










They laughed when they heard about it.










The old Hollow Creek Herberg—a place tucked away beyond the hills, hidden by thick woods and even thicker rumors.










Spend one month inside, the legend said.










No phones.










No visitors.










No quitting.










And if you could endure it?










One hundred thousand dollars.










Cash.










Real money.




Easy money.




Or so they thought.














The Airbnb was supposed to be the vacation.










Beers. Pool tables. Party nights that blurred into dawn.










They didn't plan on

 

curiosity


 
creeping in.










They didn't plan on hearing the locals talk about the House in hushed tones, warning them to

 

"stay clear unless you know what you're getting into."











That just made it worse.










Because men in their early twenties, drunk on bravado and booze, don’t believe in warnings.










They believe in dares.














The Herberg welcomed them with open arms.










The Hostess was beautiful.










So were her maids.










So were the drinks she poured.










And the meals she served.










And the whispered encouragements to "just relax," "just enjoy," "just have a little more."










They laughed at the warnings again.










Smiled when they signed the waivers without reading a single word.










They didn’t notice the way the maids smirked behind perfect smiles.










They didn’t notice the way their limbs grew heavy after dinner.










They didn’t notice when the first accident happened—just a little leak. A small stain. Easy to laugh off.










Until it wasn't.














Until the games started costing more than cash.










Until their hands started shaking too hard to hold cards.










Until standing became a chore, and crawling became second nature.










Until diapers weren’t funny anymore—they were

 

necessary.











Until the Hostess smiled sweetly and said:












“You're doing so well, little boys. Almost ready to be fitted properly.”














And they realized it wasn't a challenge.










It was a

 

trap.















By the time the month ended, they weren't men anymore.










Not prisoners.










Not babies.










Something else entirely.










Something softer.




Weaker.




Bound in crinkling shame.




Plugged. Pacified.




Used. Displayed.










No freedom.




No money.




No hope.










Only the endless weight of padding between their thighs, the constant, humiliating leaks they could no longer control, and the slow, inevitable knowledge that

 

no one ever left Hollow Creek whole.











They could think.










They could remember.










They could

 

feel.











But they would never walk out.










Not on their own.










Not ever again.















Welcome to Hollow Creek.











Where you don't just lose the bet.




You lose yourself.









Chapter 1: The Vacation Begins










The gravel crunched under the tires as the SUV rolled to a slow stop.










"Is this it?" Jason leaned forward from the back seat, peering out the windshield. "Kinda looks like a murder cabin."










Laughter filled the car.










"Come on," Liam grinned, shifting into park. "It's an Airbnb, not a horror movie."










From the passenger seat, Ben lifted the listing on his phone. "Technically, it says 'private estate with scenic views and cozy interiors.' Sounds romantic to me."










"Romantic if you like taxidermy and rotting wood," Jason muttered, kicking his door open.










They tumbled out one by one, stretching their legs after the long drive. Four friends, two weeks off from work, a little too much beer packed into the trunk, and no real plans beyond

 

not being responsible adults for once.











Connor stood last, squinting up at the building.










The "estate" was bigger than the photos had let on. Three stories of weathered gray stone, ivy creeping up the corners, windows framed in dark oak. It was old, no doubt, but still beautiful in a way only something ancient could be.










The kind of place that whispered about secrets if you listened long enough.










Connor shivered and laughed it off.










"Alright, girls," Liam called, hauling his backpack over one shoulder. "Let's get drunk enough to forget we’re scared."










"Already ahead of you," Jason said, grabbing the cooler.










The front door swung open before they reached it. A woman in a tight, high-collared dress stood there, smiling warmly.










"Welcome to Wren’s Hollow," she said. "You must be the Langford group?"










"Yeah," Liam said, flashing his easy smile. "Thanks for having us."










She nodded, stepping aside to let them in. "I’m Miss Adelyn. The owner. If you need anything during your stay, you have only to ask."










Her voice was calm, precise, almost

 

soothing.











Jason nudged Connor with his elbow. "Ten bucks says she’s a ghost."










Connor snorted but said nothing.










Inside, the place was stunning.










Old wood floors. Exposed beams. A massive stone fireplace. Velvet curtains thick enough to block out the world. The kind of place that felt heavy with stories.










Ben whistled low. "Okay. Not a murder cabin. A rich person’s murder mansion."










Miss Adelyn chuckled softly. "I assure you, gentlemen, no murders here. Just peace and quiet."










"For two weeks," Liam grinned, tossing his bag onto a nearby sofa. "Heaven."














The first night passed the way vacations always do.










Music.




Cheap beer.




A bonfire lit outside in the crumbling courtyard.




Jokes that got louder as the night got darker.










Jason stripped down to his boxers to jump into the overgrown fountain out back. Liam dared Ben into a shot contest he lost spectacularly. Connor, quieter than the others, just leaned back and watched the stars fade into view.










Normal.










Easy.










Exactly what they came for.














It was the second night when things changed.










Not dramatically.




Just... a ripple.




A small stone tossed into their perfect little lake.










They were in town, a few miles from the Airbnb, grabbing supplies and checking out the local pubs. Quaint little village, the kind that survives on tourists and old money.










In the third bar—a low-lit place called The Lantern—a group of older locals sat hunched around a table near the fire, whispering.










Connor overheard the word first.










"Herberg."










He leaned closer.










Ben noticed and nudged him. "Eavesdropping?"










Connor shushed him and tilted his head to catch more.










"...still running it," one man was saying. His voice was rough, worn like old leather. "Offer the same deal. Stay a month, win a fortune."










"Fools’ game," another muttered.










"They don't even make it a week anymore," a woman said, laughing under her breath.










Connor frowned. "What are they talking about?"










Jason, already tipsy, slid closer. "Old ghost story, probably."










But Connor was curious now.










When the bartender brought another round, Connor asked casually, "Hey, what’s the deal with the Herberg?"










The man laughed, deep and bitter. "You boys don’t wanna know about Hollow Creek Herberg."










"We’re big boys," Liam grinned.










The bartender smirked. "You sure about that?"










He leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.










"Old place up the river. Used to be an inn. Hundred years ago, maybe more. Got a reputation. They say if you stay there a full month, you win a hundred grand. Cash. No questions asked."










Ben laughed. "Sounds fake."










"Sounds easy," Jason said, slamming back his beer.










The bartender’s smile didn't reach his eyes.










"Easier said than done," he said. "Everyone who tries? They leave broke. Or they don't leave at all."










Connor felt that shiver again. Cold. Creeping up his spine.










But Jason just slapped the bar.










"Where do we sign up?"














The Herberg wasn't hard to find.










The next day, Miss Adelyn herself mentioned it when they brought it up at breakfast.










Her smile was serene.










"Oh yes," she said. "The Herberg Challenge. Still going. Though... it's not for everyone."










Connor raised an eyebrow. "You believe in that stuff?"










Miss Adelyn’s lips curved slightly. "Belief is irrelevant. The House takes who it wishes."










She handed them a sleek black brochure.










One side embossed with silver letters:












"The Hollow Creek Herberg Challenge"




"One Month. One House. One Hundred Thousand Dollars."




"Enter at Your Own Risk."














Liam looked at the others, grinning like a kid on Christmas.










"Come on. We’re here. We're young. What’s the worst that could happen?"










Connor hesitated.










Ben hesitated.










Even Jason hesitated.










But the promise hung heavy between them.










Adventure.




Money.




Glory.










And anyway—what was there to be afraid of?










It was just a game.










Just a dare.










Just a little House in the woods.














They signed the contracts that afternoon.










No phones.










No visitors.










No leaving the property for any reason.










Failure to comply would forfeit the prize—and cost them dearly.










They barely read the fine print.










Laughing as they handed back the papers.










No one noticed the glint in Miss Adelyn’s eyes.










Or the soft chuckle she gave as she turned away.










As if she'd just won something.










Something far more valuable than money.









Chapter 2: Temptation of the Challenge










The Herberg wasn’t what any of them expected.










For all the rumors, for all the warnings—the place itself was beautiful.










A sprawling, moss-clad manor tucked between heavy trees and slow-moving mist. Gardens that grew wild but artful. A stone path winding up to an arched doorway wide enough to drive a carriage through.










And when they stepped inside?










It wasn’t musty or broken-down like they joked.










It was immaculate.










Polished floors. High ceilings. Fireplaces lit against the cool autumn air. Deep armchairs and heavy drapes that muffled the world outside into a soft hum.










It didn’t feel like a place you wanted to escape.










It felt like a place you’d forget why you ever wanted to leave.














The Hostess waited in the grand foyer.










Not Miss Adelyn—someone new.










Taller. Sharper.




A long black dress hugged her figure, heels clicking softly as she approached.










She introduced herself with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.










"Welcome to Hollow Creek," she said. "I'm Mistress Evelyn. I'll be overseeing your stay."










Mistress?










Connor frowned slightly, but the others were too busy gawking at her to care.










Jason practically elbowed Liam in the ribs.










"If this is hell, I'll take it," he muttered.










Mistress Evelyn arched an eyebrow as if she heard him.












"Please," she said. "Relax. Explore. Tonight is yours. The real Challenge begins tomorrow."


















Their rooms were side-by-side on the second floor.










Rich oak doors, antique handles, huge soft beds with canopies overhead.










Jason immediately face-planted into his. "Bro. We're living like kings for a month."










Connor didn’t move.










Something tugged at him—something buried under the beauty of the place.




The way the walls seemed to breathe softly.




The faint, floral scent in the air he couldn’t quite place.




The way the carpets muted their footsteps just a little

 

too


 
much.










But he said nothing.










No one wanted to be the buzzkill.














Dinner that night was absurd.










A roaring fire.




Soft candlelight.




A long mahogany table dressed with more silverware than any of them knew how to use.










Mistress Evelyn dined with them.










Other women too—the House staff, they said.










Younger. Beautiful.










Soft voices and quick laughter and eyes that watched a little

 

too closely


 
.










Ben joked it felt like a bachelor auction.










None of them noticed how fast their glasses were refilled.










Or how heavy their limbs felt by the third course.










Or how easily they agreed when Mistress Evelyn suggested they all retire to the

 

Saloon Room


 
after dessert for “a little welcome celebration.”














The Saloon Room wasn’t like the rest of the House.










It was a casino.










Soft jazz played from a corner.










Tables of cards. Dice games. Spinning wheels. Glinting prizes lined glass shelves at the back.










Bottles of dark liquor lined the walls behind a mahogany bar where two young women in black corsets served smilingly.










"Come," Evelyn said, ushering them in with a slow sweep of her hand.




"Tonight’s on the House."














At first it was harmless.










Poker.




Blackjack.




Easy bets.










The drinks kept coming.




Warm. Sweet.




Tasting of spice and something smoother underneath.










The first prizes were small.










A bottle of wine.




A silk robe.




A hand massage from one of the serving girls.










Jason whooped when he won, grinning as a blonde knelt to rub his shoulders.










Connor won a voucher for a "full body treatment."










Ben lost spectacularly and had to wear a pink sash labeled "Biggest Baby" for the night.










Laughter.




Alcohol.




Heat.














Somewhere in the noise, somewhere under the haze of sweetness and flirtation and clinking glasses—










Connor forgot what time it was.










He forgot why his legs felt heavy when he shifted.










Why his hands trembled slightly when he refilled his drink.










Why the soft giggles of the serving girls began to sound like lullabies if he closed his eyes too long.














Mistress Evelyn watched them from a leather armchair near the fire.










A glass of deep red wine in her hand.










A patient, quiet smile on her lips.










As if she was waiting for something inevitable.














At midnight, a bell chimed.










Soft.










Barely noticeable.










The serving girls moved then, swift and smooth.










Jason found himself being led from his chair with a laugh, his arm slung over the brunette’s shoulders.










Ben stumbled after the blonde, giggling like an idiot.










Connor tried to stand—and nearly fell.










The redhead at his side caught him easily, fingers curling around his wrist like silk binding steel.










"Time for bed, little one," she whispered.










He should have laughed.










He should have said something.










But the words tangled on his tongue.










And when he looked up into her green eyes, something in him simply… yielded.














Back in his room, Connor barely made it to the bed before collapsing.










The redhead—he thought she said her name was Selene—helped him.










Untied his boots.




Unbuckled his belt.




Slid his jeans down with slow, careful fingers.










Not sexually.










Tenderly.










Like dressing a child for sleep.










She pulled the heavy covers over him, tucked him in tight.










Brushed his hair from his forehead.










And just before he slipped under completely—










She whispered:












"You’re doing so well, my sweet little boy."














A kiss pressed to his temple.










A hand smoothing the blanket against his chest.










And darkness closed around him.














None of them remembered closing their eyes.










None of them remembered the soft locks clicking into place outside their doors.










None of them remembered the faint mist sprayed gently through the vents, carrying the last, heavy dose of the night’s chemical cocktail into their lungs.














But they would remember what came next.










Or worse…










They wouldn’t be allowed to.









Chapter 3: Welcome to the Herberg










Morning came slowly.










Not in the sharp, irritating way of alarms or sunlight stabbing through thin curtains.




No.




Here, at the Herberg, morning drifted in like smoke.










Warm. Heavy. Sweet.










Connor woke first, blinking against the golden light spilling through the heavy velvet drapes. For a long moment he simply lay there, confused at how

 

good


 
he felt—comfortable, cocooned in the plush bedding.










Then he noticed something else.










His stomach.










Heavy.










His hips.










Warm.










And the dampness between his thighs.










He frowned, lifting the heavy duvet—and froze.










His boxers were soaked.










Dark with urine, clinging coldly to his skin.














“What the hell?” he whispered.










The door opened before he could move.










Selene—the redhead from last night—slipped in, a soft smile on her lips.










"Good morning, sweet boy."










He yanked the blanket back down instinctively.










But she was already moving, already beside the bed, already reaching out.










“It’s alright,” she said soothingly. "Accidents happen here."










He tried to protest, tried to pull away, but she only tutted and pressed a finger against his lips.










"Shhh."










Soft.










Commanding.










Unstoppable.










He stilled.










He let her peel back the blanket.










Let her cluck her tongue at the soaked boxers.










Let her pull him upright with surprising strength.










"First time's always a shock," she said, leading him gently toward the ensuite bathroom. "But that's why we’re here. To help you adjust."














Jason's door creaked open across the hall.










Connor caught a glimpse of him—still half-asleep, standing awkwardly in the hallway, hands covering the front of his sweatpants, a blooming wet patch clearly visible.










Ben stumbled out next, muttering curses under his breath, his jeans sagging from the weight of a soaked crotch.










Only Liam looked dry.










Smirking as he leaned against his doorframe, arms crossed, watching the chaos unfold.














Mistress Evelyn appeared at the top of the stairs, dressed in flowing black satin.










She surveyed them all with a serene smile.












"Good morning, gentlemen."














No one spoke.










What could they say?












"Breakfast will be served shortly. Please follow Selene and the others to the Cleansing Room first."
















"We like our guests fresh and tidy."


















The Cleansing Room wasn’t just a bathroom.










It was a spa.










Marble floors. Heated towel racks. Giant claw-foot tubs already steaming with scented water.










Selene stripped Connor’s clothes off without ceremony.










He tried to protest again—weakly—but another maid, a petite brunette with firm hands, was already unclipping his wet boxers and bundling them into a laundry bag.










He stood there, naked, burning with humiliation, as the women gently washed him.










Chest.










Back.










Thighs.










Between his legs.










Soft hands, firm touches, constant humming of lullabies under their breath.










By the time he was toweled off, he was dizzy from the scent of lavender and some sweet undertone he couldn’t place.














“Arms up,” Selene said.










He obeyed.










Without thinking.










And she slipped something soft over his shoulders.










A shirt?










No.










A onesie.










Pastel blue.










Short sleeves. Snap-crotch.










Printed across the chest in delicate cursive:













“Hollow Creek Guest”















He opened his mouth.










Closed it.










Opened it again.










But Selene was already fastening the snaps between his legs, pulling the onesie tight against his groin.










The others were being dressed too.










Jason in pale yellow.










Ben in mint green.










Even Liam—though his smirk faltered when he saw the writing across his chest:













“House Favorite”



















They were herded toward the dining hall in bare feet, the soft padded carpet muffling their steps.










Connor's thighs brushed the thick cotton of his onesie as he walked, the snug fit constantly reminding him what had happened.










What he’d done.










The humiliating accident that still clung faintly to his skin.










He wasn’t alone.










Jason kept tugging at the hem of his onesie, trying to pull it lower.










Ben kept muttering curses under his breath.










Even Liam’s swagger was slower now.










The girls followed close behind.










Smiling.










Patient.










Like shepherds guiding wayward sheep.














Breakfast was already set.










Fluffy pancakes.










Fruit.










Warm, thick porridge that smelled suspiciously sweet.










Large pitchers of juice—orange, cranberry, something pink and tropical.










Their chairs were cushioned and wide.










And slightly lower than normal.










Connor didn't realize until he sat down that they weren't chairs at all.











Highchairs.











Without trays, yes.










But wide enough to fit padded bottoms.










With small leather loops bolted into the wood on either side of the armrests.














Mistress Evelyn watched them settle, her glass of water held delicately between two fingers.












"Eat up, boys," she said warmly.
















"You’ll need your strength for the games this afternoon."


















The food was irresistible.










Warm.




Sweet.




Comforting in a way that tugged at something deep inside them.










Connor ate mechanically, barely tasting after the first few bites.










His mind fogged gently, sweetly.










He drank two full glasses of juice before he even realized it.










Jason went for three.










Ben dozed slightly between mouthfuls.










Even Liam’s eyes drooped.














Afterward, Selene and the other maids moved between them, whispering praise.












"Such good eaters."
















"Such sweet little guests."
















"You'll fit in so nicely here."














Connor felt his cheeks heat, but the praise warmed something else too.










Something softer than shame.










Something dangerously close to comfort.














When breakfast ended, Mistress Evelyn rose.










She clapped her hands once.










And the room shifted.










The lights dimmed.










Soft lullabies piped through unseen speakers.










The serving girls moved closer.










Smiling.










Sweet.










Armed with wide, crinkling white bundles in their hands.














"Now," Evelyn said, voice syrup-sweet.




"Since accidents are already happening…"




She smiled wider.




"It’s time for proper protection."










Connor’s stomach twisted.










He looked to Liam, to Jason, to Ben.










But no one moved.










No one fought.










The first diaper was unfolded with a sharp snap of elastic.










Ben was pushed back gently into his chair.










Jason’s onesie was unsnapped at the crotch with a quick tug.










Connor opened his mouth to protest.










But Selene’s fingers pressed gently to his lips.












"Shhh."
















"Good boys don’t fight their caretakers."














And when she laid him back, slid the thick, crinkling bulk under his hips, powdered him thoroughly, and taped him up snugly in soft white…










Connor didn’t move.










He didn’t breathe.










He just whimpered once behind the pacifier that was already being pressed into his mouth.










And when the others were done, dressed in thick diapers beneath their pastel onesies, strapped gently into their padded chairs with soft leather cuffs…










Mistress Evelyn smiled.
















"Welcome," she said.
















"To the real Hollow Creek Challenge."













Chapter 4: First Night, First Drinks










The diapers crinkled with every step.










Not loud.










Not cartoonish.










But constant.










A soft, embarrassing whisper of plastic and padding and helplessness that followed them down the hall.










Connor felt it with every move—the thick mass between his thighs forcing a wide, awkward gait. He waddled, whether he wanted to or not.










And he wasn’t alone.










Jason tugged fruitlessly at the hem of his onesie, trying to cover the bulky outline beneath it.










Ben flushed scarlet every time one of the serving girls walked past with a smirk.










Even Liam, usually so cocky, kept his head low.














The Saloon Room was brighter tonight.










Tables cleared.










Soft pillows strewn around the floor in cozy little clusters.










Music hummed gently from unseen speakers—something dreamy, slow, almost hypnotic.










The girls were everywhere.










Pouring drinks.










Fluffing pillows.










Giggling behind their hands whenever one of the boys shifted uncomfortably and crinkled.










Mistress Evelyn stood by the bar, a glass of deep red wine in her hand.












"Relax, sweet boys," she purred.




"Tonight is for comfort."


















The drinks were already laid out.










Tall glasses of pale pink punch, each one with a little paper umbrella perched on top.










Connor hesitated.










The girls were already offering glasses with bright smiles, cooing praise when one was accepted.










Jason took his first.










"Come on, boys," he said, voice rough with false bravado. "When in Rome."










He downed half of it in one gulp.










Ben followed, then Liam.










Connor sipped slower.










The drink was sickeningly sweet—almost creamy. Something heavy lurked beneath the sugar.










But his body welcomed it.










Warmth blooming in his chest.










Tension draining from his shoulders.










By the time he'd finished half, he couldn’t remember what he was nervous about anymore.














The girls moved among them with games next.










Simple things.










A spinning wheel.










A "truth or dare" bowl.










A soft dice game with little printed icons: a heart, a diaper, a pacifier, a pair of panties.










Every roll, every card, every draw was a

 

win


 
.










At first.














Jason drew the first dare.












"Kiss the prettiest maid on the hand and say thank you, baby girl."














He laughed, red-faced but playing along, grabbing the hand of the nearest girl and pressing a sloppy kiss to her knuckles.










The others roared with laughter.










Connor tried to breathe past the sweet heaviness in the air.














Ben spun the wheel.










It landed on a heart.










The prize: a frilly pink ribbon, tied snugly around his wrist by two giggling maids.










"You earned it, princess," one whispered.










He laughed it off.










Tried to, anyway.










But his hands trembled slightly when he lifted his drink again.














The first leak happened less than an hour later.










Jason.










He jumped up from a game of cards, clutching himself, eyes wide.










"I—I can't—"










A dark stain bloomed across the front of his diaper.










The serving girls clapped politely, smiling as if he’d done something precious.










Mistress Evelyn sipped her wine, one eyebrow arched delicately.












"That's why we prepared you, sweet boy."














Jason stammered, cheeks flaming, backing toward the door.










But two girls intercepted him gently.










Led him away.










Cooing to him like he was a frightened kitten.












"No worries."
















"Accidents happen, princess."
















"We’ll get you changed into something more… appropriate."


















Connor barely had time to process it before Ben leaked next.










Right there on the floor, his legs buckling slightly as his diaper swelled audibly.










The warm rush made him gasp.










One of the girls was already beside him, stroking his hair.










Another unfastened the snaps of his onesie.










Publicly.










Without shame.














They didn’t fight.










They couldn’t.










Whatever had been in the food, the drinks—it sapped their strength, blurred their minds, made their bodies feel like heavy, lazy dolls.










Soft.










Compliant.










Easy to move.










Easy to dress.










Easy to break.














Jason returned twenty minutes later.










Different.










A frilly pink dress flounced around his thighs, just barely covering the thick crinkling bulk taped between his legs.










White stockings stretched over his calves.










A giant, ruffled bonnet tied beneath his chin.










His face was redder than Connor had ever seen it.










He opened his mouth to speak—










A pacifier harness strapped around his head silenced him.














Ben didn’t return at all.










Not that night.














Connor sat frozen on a cushion, nursing his second pink drink, feeling the heavy squish of his own diaper growing wetter with each passing hour.










He knew it wasn’t normal.










Knew it wasn’t right.










But when Selene knelt beside him, smoothing her hand over the front of his diaper and whispering:












"Good boy…"














He whimpered.










And leaked just a little more.














Mistress Evelyn approached then.










Towering.










Radiant.










Terrifying.










She cupped Connor’s chin in her gloved fingers, tilting his gaze upward.










Her smile was endless.












"First accidents."
















"First leaks."
















"First dresses."














She tapped his forehead lightly.












"You're all progressing so well."














Her voice softened.










Dangerous and sweet.












"Soon, my loves… you’ll understand."
















"There’s nothing to fight."
















"Only what you’re meant to become."


















Connor whimpered again.










And somewhere, deep inside the thick haze clouding his mind—










A small, terrified voice whispered:












"You signed up for this."














And now?










There was no signing out.









Chapter 5: First Leaks










The soft music never stopped.










It played under everything.










Meals. Games. Diaper checks.










Always that slow, syrupy hum in the background, threading itself into their minds like smoke through cracks.










Connor sat cross-legged in the nursery lounge, crinkling with every breath.




His diaper was warm now—

 

not wet


 
, he told himself. Just… humid. Comfortable. He shifted, cheeks burning when the serving girls tittered behind their hands.










Jason sat beside him, flushed and furious, yanking uselessly at the pink bonnet tied under his chin.










"I’m getting out of here," Jason hissed under his breath.










Ben, in his pastel green onesie, squirmed awkwardly.




His legs were cuffed loosely to a plush stool to "encourage sitting like a good girl."




His lips swollen from the pacifier straps he'd worn half the night.










Connor swallowed hard. "How?"










Jason leaned closer.










"They have to let us out, right? We signed up for a

 

challenge


 
, not… this."










His voice cracked on the last word, looking down at the humiliating, crinkling bulk taped around his hips.










Ben shook his head.










"They drugged us. Whatever they put in the food, the drinks… we can't even fight back properly."










Jason clenched his fists.










"We wait until night. Find a window. Break it if we have to."










Connor nodded slowly.










It sounded crazy.




Desperate.




But the thought of being stuck in here—wearing this,

 

leaking


 
in front of women who cooed over him like a doll—it made his skin crawl.














Across the room, Liam watched them from a cushioned armchair.










His onesie was deep purple, trimmed with white lace.










He sucked idly on a bottle, cradled by two of the maids.










But his eyes were sharp.










Too sharp.










And when Mistress Evelyn approached him, he smiled.










A soft, obedient,

 

knowing


 
smile.














Later that day, the cracks deepened.










It started with the "art project."










A big mat rolled out across the floor.










Cups of paints.










Fingerpainting, the serving girls said.










Fun.










Harmless.










Childish.










Ben knelt awkwardly, hands sinking into wet paint.










Jason hesitated, but a sharp look from Mistress Evelyn made him obey.










Connor dipped a finger into pale blue.










The maids cooed at them.










Clapped when they made little splashes of color.














And then the wet warmth hit Connor’s thighs.










So fast he didn’t register it until he shifted—and the diaper squished.










Audible.










Obvious.










He gasped.










Jason looked up sharply.










Ben’s cheeks burned scarlet.










Across the room, Liam giggled.










Actually

 

giggled.















One of the maids was already moving.










"Uh-oh," she cooed.




"Looks like someone’s a leaky little artist."










Connor tried to stammer an excuse, but the pacifier they clipped into his mouth silenced him.










He whimpered helplessly as they changed him on the mat—right there, in front of everyone.










Thick new padding.










Extra powder.










Straps locked snugly over his hips.










He didn’t even struggle.










Because he

 

couldn’t.















That night, after enforced nap time, Jason pulled them into a corner of the nursery.










"We need to do it," he whispered.




"Tonight."










Ben nodded quickly.










Connor hesitated.










The warmth of his dry diaper, the faint lingering smell of powder, the cooing praise when he leaked—it tugged at him in strange ways he didn’t want to think about.










But he nodded too.










Anything was better than ending up like Jason—dressed in pink, bonneted, treated like an infant princess.














None of them noticed Liam slip away from the group.










None of them saw the soft conversation he had with Mistress Evelyn by the nursery fireplace.










Or the way she smiled.










Or the way she took his hand, led him to her private chambers, praised him in a voice dripping with sweet poison:












"You’re my good boy."
















"My clever little spy."
















"You’ll help Mommy keep the bad boys in line, won’t you?"














Liam nodded eagerly.










Mistress Evelyn pulled him into her lap.










Unclipped the crotch of his onesie.










Stroked his caged cock slowly through the thick diaper, cooing to him.










Letting him

 

grind helplessly


 
against her silk stockings.










She pressed his face against her cleavage, pulled down the tight satin of her bodice—










And Liam suckled greedily at her nipple, moaning as she rubbed him through the padding.










Whispering:












"You’re my favorite."
















"You’ll get all the rewards, baby."
















"All the milk, all the cuddles, all the little treats… if you stay good."


















Back in the nursery, Connor, Jason, and Ben planned.










Or tried to.










Connor’s mind was slow.










Heavy.










His body warm and leaky and so very

 

tired


 
.










Jason was angrier than ever.










Ben was terrified.










And Liam, when he returned, smiled sweetly.










Sat with them.










Nodded along.










Pretending to agree.










All while the House prepared.










Ready to catch them the moment they ran.










Ready to show them exactly what little boys deserved when they broke the rules.









Chapter 6: Punishment Parade










They waited until after midnight.










The nursery lights dimmed.










Soft lullabies floated through the warm air.










Connor’s diaper squished heavily between his thighs as he shifted, heart pounding, listening to Jason hiss urgent instructions.










“Back door leads to the gardens,” Jason whispered.




“We hop the fence behind the shed. We’re out.”










Ben nodded, trembling.










Connor wiped his sweaty palms against the thick padding beneath his onesie.










Liam knelt beside them, pretending to look scared.










Pretending to agree.










Pretending to be one of them.














It almost worked.










They made it to the hall.










Creeping along the thick carpet, past sleeping dolls cradled in cribs.










Connor held his breath as Jason jimmied the lock on the back door.










The humid night air spilled in.










Freedom.










A single step away.














The alarms didn’t scream.










There was no flashing red lights.










No sudden violence.










Just a soft,

 

musical


 
chime.










And the feeling of the air itself… thickening.










The hallway lights shifted to a deep, warm pink.










The maids emerged from the walls like shadows.










Smiling.










Gloved.










Ready.














Connor was grabbed first.










Arms pinned gently but firmly behind him.










Jason struggled—fought hard—but two of the bigger maids tackled him to the thick carpet.










Ben tried to run and made it two steps before he tripped over the heavy sag of his own diaper, collapsing with a wet squelch.














And Liam?










Liam stood aside.










Hands folded neatly.










Smiling sweetly.










As Mistress Evelyn entered the hall.














She didn’t yell.










Didn’t even raise her voice.










She walked slowly between them, heels clicking like a metronome against the floor.










When she reached Liam, she cupped his chin and kissed his forehead.












“Good girl.”
















“Such a good little helper.”


















Connor’s stomach twisted.










Jason cursed under his breath.










Ben whimpered.














“Three naughty little boys,” Mistress Evelyn cooed, turning to face them.












“And one darling little princess who stayed loyal.”














She snapped her fingers.










The maids moved.










Connor was yanked upright, crinkling loudly as the wet padding sagged between his legs.










Jason fought again.










He earned a sharp smack to the back of his diaper, sending a loud, humiliating

 

crack


 
echoing through the hall.










Ben just cried softly.














They were dragged into the

 

Grand Hall.











A space they'd only glimpsed before:




High ceilings.




A dais at the far end.




Rows of velvety seats.










Tonight, those seats were filled.










Not by guests.










By

 

other dolls.











Dozens of them.










Diapered.










Dressed.










Gagged.










Their wide eyes watched as Connor, Jason, and Ben were marched into the center of the floor.














Mistress Evelyn raised her voice just enough to fill the space.












“These naughty boys tried to abandon their responsibilities.”
















“They broke their promises to the House.”
















“And now… they shall learn.”


















The punishment began immediately.










Connor was strapped face-down over a padded bench.










His onesie ripped open at the crotch.










His diaper peeled back, exposing his pale, trembling cheeks to the cool air.










Jason and Ben were similarly positioned side-by-side.










The dolls watched silently.










Their own crinkling shifts and soft whimpers the only soundtrack.














Mistress Evelyn selected her implements.










First:

 

the hairbrush.











Wide. Heavy. Cruel.










She approached Jason first.










Lifted the brush.










Brought it down hard.











CRACK.











Jason grunted, body jerking against the restraints.










A deep, hot red mark bloomed across his ass.










Another.










Another.










The brush rained down without mercy.














Then Ben.











CRACK.












CRACK.











Tears slid down his cheeks.










He didn’t fight.










He just whimpered with each strike.










Soft.










Helpless.














Connor tensed.











Held his breath.










But when the brush hit him, he screamed through the pacifier harness strapped to his face.










The pain was white-hot.










Burning.










Humiliating.










It left him gasping, sobbing, trembling before the second blow even landed.














Mistress Evelyn moved slowly between them.










Methodical.










Measuring.










Taking her time.












“Bad little boys must be reminded,” she whispered between strikes.
















“Obedience is earned.”


















When the brushwork was finished, their asses burned bright red and raw.










They thought it was over.










It wasn’t.










Not even close.














Next came the

 

canes.











Thin.










Flexible.










Deadly.










Mistress Evelyn handed one to each maid.












“Ten strokes each,” she said.
















“No counting. No crying out. Or we begin again.”


















Connor’s hands clawed uselessly at the bench restraints.










The first stroke sliced across his already burning cheeks.











SWISH—CRACK.











He gagged on the pacifier, jerking violently.










Ben screamed behind his gag.










Jason cursed.










Another stroke.










Another.














Each lash carved a fresh line of agony across their broken bottoms.










The dolls in the seats giggled softly.










Some bounced happily in their seats.










Some clapped tiny mittened hands.










The humiliation was total.










Complete.














When it ended, Connor sagged in his bonds.










Crying openly.










Broken.










Jason’s eyes were wild.










Ben looked half-asleep.










None of them spoke.










None of them

 

could.















Mistress Evelyn stood over them, radiating satisfaction.












“Now,” she purred.
















“Since you want to act like silly, naughty little babies…”
















“You will be dressed properly.”














She clapped once.










The maids reappeared.










Holding

 

frilly dresses.












Satin bonnets.












Thick, extra-crinkly diapers decorated with unicorns and rainbows.















Jason and Ben were diapered first.










The thickest padding yet.










They were dressed in ridiculous pastel dresses—Jason in pink, Ben in baby blue—with matching ruffled socks and shiny booties.










Their arms were strapped behind their backs with soft silken ribbons.










Their pacifiers clipped to their collars.














Connor?










He was left in just a fresh diaper.










No dress.










No bonnet.










Just padding and shame.










Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him.










Ran her fingers through his hair.












“You’re not ready for a pretty dress yet, my sweet.”
















“You still have lessons to learn.”














She tapped his leaking diaper affectionately.










He whimpered.










And leaked again.














Meanwhile, Liam stood proudly on the dais.










Mistress Evelyn lifted his leash and tugged him forward onto her lap.










She cupped his caged cock through the diaper, stroking slowly, while the other boys wept quietly.










She unzipped the front of her bodice, pulling one heavy, perfect breast free.










Liam suckled eagerly.










Moaning.










Grinding softly into her thigh.










Mistress whispered into his ear:












“Such a good little traitor.”
















“Mommy’s so proud of her baby girl.”
















“And naughty boys get punished so good thanks to you.”


















The dolls clapped.










The maids smiled.










The House grew quieter again.










And Connor realized, somewhere between the burning pain of his ass and the dripping humiliation in his diaper—










There was no escape.










Not anymore.










Not ever.









Chapter 7: Body Betrayal










The second week at Hollow Creek began with silence.










Not the comfortable kind—the heavy, suffocating kind.










The nursery was filled with slow breathing.




Crinkles.




Soft whimpers into pacifiers.




The sound of bottles being suckled through the night.










The House had learned their bodies.










Now it was learning their minds.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—woke first.










Or maybe he never truly slept anymore.










The crib bars loomed around him.










The triple-thick diaper between his thighs was already swollen, leaking softly into the mattress.










The plug nestled deep inside him buzzed lazily with every breath.










He whimpered behind the locked pacifier, squirming.










But there was no escape.










Only warmth.




Crinkle.




Helplessness.














Across the nursery, Jason—

 

Cupcake


 
—lay curled awkwardly, bonnet slipping over one eye, his thickly diapered ass raised slightly in the air.










Ben—

 

Baby Buttercup


 
—whimpered softly, rocking against the padded bars.










And Liam.










Liam wasn’t trapped.










Liam sat cross-legged on his cot, clean and smiling, a golden ribbon braided into his hair.










Mistress Evelyn’s favorite.










The Nursery Leader.










The spy who had doomed them all.














The cribs opened with a soft click.










The day began.














Mistress Selene entered first.










Trailing a leash.










Holding it like a trophy.










Mistress Evelyn followed, heels clicking across the polished floor, her black gown swirling around her legs like mist.










The maids poured in behind them.










All smiles.










All gloves.










All efficiency.














One by one, the dolls were stripped.










Changed.










Redressed.










●

 
       

 
Jason was stuffed into a thick pink onesie that snapped tight around his swollen diaper.



 









●

 
       

 
Ben was dressed in a pale blue romper that left his thighs bare and trembling.



 









●

 
       

 
Connor was cradled, powdered heavily, plugged with a thicker, longer toy, and wrapped into quadruple padding so thick he couldn’t close his legs anymore.




 















Breakfast was bottles.










Only bottles.










Warm.




Sweet.




Sickeningly heavy.










Each filled with formulas that dulled their thoughts and loosened their bodies even further.














By mid-morning, the first accidents hit.










Not just leaks.










Real accidents.










Flooding wet.










Helpless messes.














Jason was first.










He gasped behind his pacifier as his body betrayed him, warm liquid soaking into his padding, dripping between his thighs.










Ben followed moments later.










Blushing.










Sobbing softly.










Trying to hide it.










Connor squirmed miserably.










The pressure in his belly building.










The plug thrumming.










The warm drip starting.










And he could do nothing to stop it.














Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands.










The maids swooped in.










●

 
       

 
Checking diapers.



 









●

 
       

 
Praising leaks.



 









●

 
       

 
Mocking accidents.



 









●

 
       

 
Whispering promises of more plugs, more thick bottles, more spanking if they tried to resist.



 













Afterward came the

 

Circle Time


 
.










The dolls were lined up on the padded mats.










Pacifiers locked in.










Diapers bulging.










Plugs buzzing.














Mistress Evelyn surveyed them.












"Good babies."
















"So soft now."
















"So obedient."
















"So full of Mommy’s milk and plugs and pretty little accidents."


















She smiled at Liam.










Beckoned him forward.














Liam crawled gracefully.










Head high.










Leash trailing.










His thick, golden diaper shimmered under the lights.










Mistress Selene lifted him onto her lap.










Pulled down her bodice.










Offered him her breast.










Liam latched on eagerly.










Suckling.










Moaning.










Grinding lightly against her thigh.














Connor watched with wide, leaking eyes.










His cage pulsed painfully inside his soaked padding.










He wanted that.










He hated that he wanted it.










But he wanted it so badly it hurt.














Mistress Evelyn patted Liam’s diaper.










Coaxing.










Praising.










Milking.










Liam leaked visibly against her thigh, whimpering sweetly.










The crowd of Mistresses and maids applauded.














Mistress Evelyn turned to the crinkling, trembling dolls.










Her voice low.










Deadly.
















"If you want rewards..."
















"You must behave like Liam."
















"You must learn to

 

serve


 
."


















She pointed the riding crop at Jason first.










Cupcake.














Jason was dragged forward onto all fours.










Positioned on a velvet pillow.










A maid pulled his thick diaper back.










Revealing his sore, pink pucker.










The plug inside him pulsed visibly.














Selene snapped gloves onto her hands.










Lubed her fingers.














Jason whimpered.










Shook his head.










Cried.










But when Selene pressed the next,

 

thicker plug


 
inside him, stretching him wider, locking it deep—










Jason collapsed onto the mat.










Sobbing.










Leaking.










Broken.














Ben followed.










Forced down.










Plugged mercilessly.










Strapped into a crawling harness so tight he couldn't stand anymore.










A leash was clipped to his back.










A tag attached to his collar:













"Rental Trainee."



















Connor watched it all, heart racing.










Plug throbbing.










Diaper leaking.










Pacifier bouncing as he moaned softly into it.














Mistress Evelyn called him next.












"Come, little Bliss."














He crawled.










Awkward.










Crinkling.










Whimpering.










The maids cooed at him.










Patted his bottom.










Stroked his hair.














He was strapped over Mistress’s lap.










Dress lifted.










Diaper pulled back.










Exposed.










Vulnerable.














She lubed her fingers.










Slid the next training plug deep inside him.










Thicker.










Longer.










Buzzing harder.










He gasped.










Flooded his diaper helplessly.










Suckled harder at the bottle held between his lips.
















"Good baby," she crooned.
















"Good little leaking dolly."


















Across the room, Liam was praised again.










Given a second breast to suckle.










Lifted proudly into Mistress Evelyn’s lap.










Promised special privileges.










Promised more cuddles.










Promised anything he wanted—so long as he kept breaking the others.














By nightfall, Connor couldn’t hold anything in anymore.










He leaked without permission.










He squirmed against his plug without resistance.










He suckled bottles without pride.










He bounced in his crib helplessly.










Sobbing.










Smiling.










Crinkling.














Jason was left chained under the highchair.










Ben was left plugged and leaking beside the rental list.










And Liam slept in Mistress Evelyn’s lap.










Cuddled.










Loved.










Perfect.














Hollow Creek didn’t break you by force.










It broke you by turning leaking into love.










Messing into praise.










Crinkling into comfort.










Until you didn’t know how to want anything else.










Until you didn’t

 

want


 
anything else.














Connor—Bliss—smiled softly around his pacifier.










Flooded his diapers one more time.










And drifted into the sweetest, softest, darkest sleep of his life.









Chapter 8: Diaper Contracts










The next morning was different.










The air in the nursery was still heavy with the faint scent of powder and warm plastic, but the mood among the dolls had shifted.










Something unspoken crackled between them now.




A hunger.










An aching, desperate

 

need


 
.














Connor felt it first.










Watching from his crib, hands trapped in soft mittens, diaper still damp and sagging under his onesie.










Across the room, Liam was already awake—kneeling at Mistress Selene’s side, head bowed, pacifier dangling from a silver clip.










Perfect posture.










Perfect obedience.










And when Mistress cupped his chin, lifting his face to hers, the kiss she placed on his forehead made Connor’s stomach twist with envy.














Mistress Evelyn entered the room moments later.










She swept through the cribs like a queen surveying her kingdom, heels clicking against the padded floor.










Ben scrambled upright in his crib.










Jason rolled awkwardly onto his hands and knees, diaper crinkling loudly.










Connor hesitated only a second longer before sliding from his own crib, dropping into a kneel on the soft matting.














They

 

weren’t told


 
to kneel.










They weren’t

 

ordered


 
to wait.










But every boy bowed his head.










Every boy placed a clean, folded diaper in front of them.










Offering it.










Silently begging.













Choose me.


















Love me.


















Make me your good boy.



















Mistress Evelyn watched them all.










Her smile was slow.










Knowing.










Predatory.












"Ohhh," she purred.




"Look at my little darlings."
















"Eager for your places?"














They didn’t dare move.










Jason whimpered softly behind his pacifier.










Ben nuzzled into his clean diaper, cheeks burning.










Connor clenched his hands into fists inside the mittens, trying not to tremble.














From the side of the room, the maids approached.










Selene.










Mara.










Clarisse.










Each carrying sets of new gear:










●

 
       

 
Thicker diapers.



 









●

 
       

 
Leather collars in pastel colors.



 









●

 
       

 
Gags shaped like oversized pacifiers.



 













Mistress Evelyn’s heels clicked slowly across the floor as she inspected them one by one.










She paused at Jason.










Frowned.










Crouched beside him.










Her gloved hand slid down the front of his clean diaper, testing the padding—










And stopped.










Her eyes glittered with amusement.














"Jason," she said sweetly.










"Are you dripping?"










Jason whimpered.










Shook his head violently.










Mistress pressed harder.










The squish was unmistakable.










Not wetness.











Sticky.











Warm.










Telltale.














Selene chuckled softly from behind her hand.












"Someone couldn’t wait for Mommy’s attention."














Jason moaned behind his pacifier, rocking slightly on his knees.










His cock, caged tightly, throbbed uselessly against the front of the thick diaper.










Mistress Evelyn shook her head, almost pityingly.












"Poor little thing."
















"You made sticky messies in your diapy before we even touched you."
















"So greedy."














She stood.










Tapping the tip of her boot against his forehead.










Jason slumped forward in shame.














The others remained frozen.










Connor’s heart pounded painfully against his ribs.










Ben whimpered, but stayed perfectly still.










Waiting.











Wanting.















Mistress Evelyn turned back to them, her smile sharpening.












"Since you’re all so eager to show me your loyalty..."
















"We will make it official."


















She nodded once.










Selene unfurled a scroll from a velvet case.










The maids stepped forward.










Each holding a pen.










And each cradling a contract tied with a pink silk ribbon.














The words were simple.










Crushing.













I, the undersigned, hereby surrender all bodily control, all adult privileges, and all personal will to Hollow Creek House for the purposes of permanent display, training, and pleasure.


















I agree to be kept in diapers at all times.


















I agree to be milked, used, disciplined, and displayed as the House sees fit.


















I agree to accept my new name and purpose without resistance.


















I acknowledge I am property.



















Connor stared down at the page as Selene unbuckled his pacifier gag and guided the pen into his mittened hand.










His name trembled on the tip of his tongue.










Victor Lang.










Adult.










Man.










Free.














He thought of Liam.










Suckling peacefully at Mistress’s breast.










Being praised.










Stroked.










Loved.














His bladder let go again without warning.










Warmth flooded his diaper.










He whimpered, helpless, leaking like a trained doll.














And then he signed.










Slowly.










Shakily.











Connor Ellis.











Property.










Forever.














Jason signed too.










Red-faced.










Hands trembling from shame.










Ben’s signature was barely legible through his sobs.














Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once.










Sharp.










Delighted.














The maids immediately began working.










Connor’s onesie was peeled away.










He was wiped.










Powdered.










Thickly, lovingly diapered in a fresh triple-stuffed crinkling white diaper adorned with little pink hearts.










The new collar was buckled around his throat.










Soft pink leather.










A tag dangling from it, stamped with one word:













“Bliss.”



















Jason’s diaper was changed too—but rougher.










No sweet words.










Just mocking chuckles from the maids.










He was redressed in a

 

frilly pink maid’s dress


 
, the word

 

"Cupcake"


 
glittering across the chest.










A huge diaper bulge swayed between his legs as he waddled forward on trembling knees.














Ben was put into a

 

baby blue sissy romper


 
, complete with ruffled edges and an oversized satin bonnet tied tightly under his chin.










A pacifier gag locked into place.










The tag dangling from his collar read:













"Baby Buttercup."



















The dolls in the cribs clapped softly.










Giggling.










Watching.










Loving every second.














Mistress Evelyn knelt before Connor—no, before

 

Bliss


 
—and stroked his cheek.












"Such a sweet little dolly."
















"You’ll be ready for bigger things soon."














She leaned closer.










Whispered into his ear.












"Things like Mommy's plug training."
















"And maybe, if you’re a very, very good dolly..."
















"Mommy will let you nurse, too."


















Connor moaned softly behind the fresh pacifier they clipped to his collar.










And as he leaked again helplessly into the fresh padding—










He realized he wasn't afraid anymore.










He was

 

hungry


 
.









Chapter 9: The First Sissy Ceremony










The Grand Hall was decorated like a party.










Pastel streamers.










Twinkling lights.










Soft crinkling noises from dolls waddling across the thick carpet.










But there was no cake.










No games.










No prizes.










Just

 

punishment.











Just

 

display.











Just the final erasure of the boys they used to be.














Connor—now

 

Bliss


 
—stood at the side of the hall, crinkling quietly in his triple-thick diaper, his collar heavy around his throat.










He sucked gently on his pacifier, trembling in nervous anticipation.










Across the room, Mistress Evelyn stood tall.










Mistress Selene flanked her, leash in hand, attached to the blushing, diapered form of Liam—the new

 

Nursery Leader.











And on the stage?










Jason and Ben.










Or rather:













"Cupcake"


 
and

 

"Baby Buttercup."



















Jason wore a frilly pink maid dress, the petticoats so thick they puffed out around the bulging diaper taped between his legs.










His bonnet was massive, tied under his chin with a big satin bow.










Ben wasn’t any better.










His blue sissy romper made him look like a parody of a baby girl from some twisted pageant.










The thick waddle between his legs made every step a noisy, humiliating squish.














Mistress Evelyn lifted her hand.










The room fell silent.










The dolls sitting around the edges of the hall—dozens of diapered, gagged, obedient toys—watched with wide, eager eyes.
















"Today," Mistress Evelyn announced, "we celebrate the rebirth of two naughty little boys."
















"Boys who thought they could fight the House."
















"Who now know their only value is to please."


















The maids clapped.










Softly.










Mockingly.














Jason whimpered.










Ben cried openly.










Mistress Evelyn nodded to Liam.












"Proceed, my sweet."


















Liam strutted to the stage, holding a gleaming pink strapon in both hands.










It was thick.










Ribbed.










Dripping with scented lube.










Connor shivered.










He wasn’t called yet.










But he knew.











His turn was coming.















Liam bent down in front of Jason.










Cupcake.










He pressed the strapon against Jason’s trembling lips.










Jason whimpered.










Shook his head.










One sharp slap to his thickly diapered ass made him gasp—and open.










Liam smiled.










Slid the strapon past Jason’s lips, making him choke and sob as he was

 

force-fed humiliation.















The dolls clapped and giggled from their seats.










The maids cheered.










Mistress Evelyn watched like a proud mother.














Next came Ben.










Baby Buttercup.










Liam made a show of wiping the strapon clean across Ben’s bonnet.










Then fed it between his lips with slow, cruel pressure.










Ben sobbed around it.










Diaper crinkling helplessly.










Face burning red.














When both were broken-in, Mistress Evelyn approached.










She held up two glittering tiaras.










She placed one on Jason’s bonnet.










One on Ben’s.










Each decorated with rhinestones spelling out their new titles:













"House Sissy Doll."


















"Public Plaything."



















The dolls clapped harder.










The maids laughed.










The humiliation was complete.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—quivered.










His own body leaking gently into his diaper.










Because part of him…




wanted it.










Wanted to be praised.










Wanted to be displayed.










Wanted

 

to be loved like Liam.















Mistress Evelyn wasn’t finished.










She turned toward the hall.












"Tonight," she purred, "Cupcake and Baby Buttercup will learn how to please properly."
















"Tomorrow?"
















"The games begin."
















"And you, my sweet little Bliss..."




She turned to Connor, smiling sweetly.
















"...You will finally be prepared for your plug training."


















Connor whimpered.










Nodded behind his pacifier.










And leaked again.














Later that night, alone in his crib, he listened.










He heard Jason and Ben whimpering.










Sobbing.










Sucking.










Gagging.










Serving.











Earning their keep.















And in the quiet, Connor suckled his pacifier and imagined:










●

 
       

 
Himself in a frilly dress.



 









●

 
       

 
Plugged.



 









●

 
       

 
Suckling at Mistress’s breasts.



 









●

 
       

 
Being called

 

good boy.




 









And he knew—










No matter how much he cried.










No matter how much he fought.










He was

 

already theirs.










Chapter 10: Earning Their Keep










The Grand Hall looked different at night.










Candlelight flickered low.




Soft music dripped from the ceilings.




The heavy velvet curtains were drawn tight.










But it wasn’t empty.










Tonight, it was

 

full.











Dozens of women lounged at the tables, drinking, laughing softly.










Mistresses.










Sponsors.










Potential adopters.










All waiting.










All eager.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—crouched quietly near the back wall.










A thick plug pulsed inside him now, buzzing slowly with every breath.










Mistress Selene had inserted it herself that afternoon.










No words.










Just soft gloves sliding it deep inside him, whispering:












"Good boys leak from all their little holes."














Now he crinkled with every shift of his hips, the huge thick diaper barely masking the way the plug moved inside him.










Every few minutes it gave a sharp pulse, making him whimper softly behind his locked pacifier.














Jason and Ben were not hiding.










They were on full display.










Their first "official" duty.














Jason—

 

Cupcake


 
—crawled from table to table, crinkling in his thick pink diaper, wearing a tiny satin maid dress that barely covered anything.










A tray was strapped to his back, balanced between his shoulder blades.










Tiny champagne glasses lined it.










He had to keep perfectly still or they'd spill.










Every time he wobbled, every time a glass tipped, the nearest Mistress would give him a sharp swat to his frilly padded ass.














Ben—

 

Baby Buttercup


 
—served differently.










Crawling under tables.










Kissing ankles.










Holding drink menus in his mouth for the guests to read.










At one table, a blonde Mistress fed him scraps from her plate like a pet, laughing when he nuzzled helplessly at her fingers.














Mistress Evelyn sat on the throne at the head of the room, looking down at it all like a queen at court.










Beside her knelt Liam, resplendent in a golden diaper and lacy white onesie, his leash wrapped around Mistress’s wrist.










He was being

 

pampered


 
.










Pet.










Adored.














Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once.










Sharp.










The room fell silent.










The dolls froze.










The guests leaned forward, curious.
















"Tonight," she purred, "marks a new phase for our sweet little toys."
















"Tonight... they begin to

 

earn their keep.


 
"


















Connor trembled.










The plug buzzed harder.










His diaper grew damper, soaking with his helpless leaks.














Mistress Selene stepped forward, smiling cruelly.










She carried a silver collar.










Attached to a velvet pillow.










One name engraved on the shining metal:













"Auction Property."



















The guests clapped softly.










Excited.










Hungry.














Mistress Evelyn smiled wider.












"Some dolls," she said sweetly, "bring value by serving here."
















"Others... are best enjoyed elsewhere."
















"Adopted by patrons who understand how to properly... discipline... such precious little things."


















Connor’s stomach twisted.










Jason whimpered, his tray tilting.










A glass slid off and shattered.










The hall gasped in delight.














Selene bent gracefully, lifted Jason’s chin.










His eyes were huge behind his pink bonnet.










Tears welled.












"Poor little Cupcake," she whispered.
















"Not ready to serve."
















"Not ready to obey."
















"Maybe someone else will teach you better."


















She locked the silver collar around Jason’s neck with a loud

 

click


 
.










The tag swung against his frilly chest.











Auction Property.











Final.










Public.










Undeniable.














The guests

 

roared


 
their approval.










Glasses clinking.










Soft catcalls.










Predatory smiles.














Jason sobbed brokenly around his pacifier.










Crawled after Selene helplessly on all fours as she led him off the stage by the leash, presenting him to the crowd like a prize.












"Bid high, ladies," Mistress Evelyn teased.




"This one’s an eager little plug-toy once you break him properly."


















Connor’s throat tightened painfully.










Ben turned white as a sheet.














Mistress Evelyn turned her gaze next to Bliss—Connor—still trembling at the back wall.










She smiled.










Soft.










Deadly.
















"And you, my darling Bliss…"
















"Still fresh."
















"Still needing… attention."
















"You’ll be trained properly."
















"No auctions for my special dolly."














She beckoned.










Selene snapped a lead onto Connor’s collar and tugged him forward.










He whimpered.










Crinkled loudly.










Plug throbbing deep inside him.










The guests

 

cooed


 
at the sight.














Mistress Evelyn drew Bliss into her lap.










Cradled him like a child.










Her fingers stroked his cheek.
















"Such a good little dolly."
















"You'll be Mommy’s special secret."
















"We’ll train you nice and slow."
















"No rushing for you, my sweet."
















"You’re going to be perfect."


















Connor whimpered into her chest.










Nuzzled against the soft silk of her gown.










Dripped helplessly into his diaper.










Not fighting.










Not thinking.










Just…










Wanting.














Meanwhile, Jason knelt before the bidders.










Each Mistress inspecting him.










Prodding his thick diaper.










Tugging his petticoats.










Testing his obedience.










Discussing future plans.














Connor heard snippets as he dozed lightly in Mistress Evelyn’s lap.












"I want him for my stables… make him service the real men."
















"Such a soft mouth. A pity to waste it."
















"Would love to watch him leak while I take others in front of him."
















"Perfect for cuckolding parties."


















Jason's auction had begun.










And his fate was no longer his own.














Connor suckled his pacifier and let the warm wetness spread through his padding.










Safe.










For now.










Chapter 11: Public Training Nights










The Grand Hall had changed again.










The chairs were pushed to the edges.










The center was cleared, polished until the floor gleamed like black glass.










The dolls lined the sides, sitting diapered on satin cushions, suckling bottles or pacifiers, forced to watch.










Tonight wasn't a party.










It was a

 

demonstration.











A lesson.










And Jason—

 

Cupcake


 
—was the star.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—sat trembling near Mistress Evelyn's feet.










Plug pulsing slow and deep inside him.










His thick diaper crinkled with every shiver.










He nursed quietly at a bottle Mistress held for him, sweet formula dribbling down his chin.










Safe.










For now.










But he

 

couldn’t look away


 
.














Jason knelt in the center of the Hall.










Fully dressed in pink satin.










Bonnet.










Frilly gloves.










Triple-thick diaper bulging between his thighs.










And now…










A bright pink strapon strapped tightly around his hips.










Long.










Shining.










Glittering humiliatingly in the candlelight.














Mistress Selene stood beside him, holding his leash.












"Present yourself, Cupcake."














Jason whimpered through his pacifier gag.










He crawled forward, arching his back obediently.










Pressing his padded ass up high.










Offering himself.














The guests—Mistresses, Maids, Owners—laughed softly.










Applauded.










One Mistress snapped her fingers.










A tall man entered the Hall—collared himself, but proud.










Nude except for leather cuffs.










Jason’s eyes widened behind the bonnet.














Selene released the leash.










The man approached slowly.










Jason trembled.










The strapon bobbed awkwardly in front of him.










He was pushed forward—onto all fours.










The man knelt behind him.










Guided Jason’s hips into place.










Lined the glittering strapon against his own cock.










And

 

used him.











Slowly.










Firmly.










Pressing into Jason until the padded sissy moaned behind his gag.














The crowd clapped again.










Soft.










Pleased.














Connor whimpered around his bottle.










His cock strained painfully inside its cage.










His diaper squished.










He leaked helplessly.










Watching.










Unable to turn away.














Selene clapped her hands once.












"Lesson Two."














Jason was dragged backward.










The man sat back against a chair.










Jason was pushed down onto his lap.










Strapon forward.










Held firmly at the base.












"Now, little Cupcake," Selene purred.




"Show us you can serve properly."


















Jason wept.










Tears rolling down his flushed cheeks.










But he obeyed.










He wrapped mittened hands around the thick strapon.










He pressed his bonneted head down.










And

 

sucked.











Publicly.










Slowly.










Helplessly.














The Hall roared with laughter.










Mistresses cheered.










Bets were placed on how long he could be forced to serve without spilling into his diaper again.














Connor whimpered.










The pressure inside him too much.










His thighs shook.










His chest ached.










Mistress Evelyn chuckled.










Set the bottle aside.










Pulled him into her lap.










Unsnapped the crotch of his onesie.














"Poor little Bliss," she cooed.












"So full. So needy."














She slipped a gloved hand down the front of his diaper.










Found the cage.










Stroked it slowly.














Bliss—Connor—sobbed quietly around his pacifier.














Mistress pulled her bodice down.










Exposing a full, soft breast.










She guided his head.










Pressed his mouth to her nipple.














Connor suckled automatically.










Like a newborn.










Warm milk filled his mouth.










Sweet.










Chemical.










Clouding his brain even deeper.














All while her gloved hand stroked.










And stroked.










And stroked.










Until his caged cock spasmed helplessly—










Until he leaked into his diaper.










Messy.










Pathetic.










Whimpering.










Suckling at her breast like the broken little doll he was becoming.














The guests watched.










Clapped softly.










Whispered about

 

which doll would be next.















Ben sat frozen on his cushion.










Eyes wide.










Face pale.










Watching Jason being mouth-used like a toy.










Watching Connor being milked dry like an infant.










Watching Mistress Evelyn select

 

new collars


 
from a silver tray.














He knew.










In his gut.










In his leaking, crinkling diaper.











He was next.















Mistress Evelyn finished Bliss with a slow, indulgent wipe of her glove against his leaking diaper.










She whispered into his ear:












"Good boy."
















"Good milky dolly."
















"Mommy’s so proud."














Connor whimpered.










Suckled harder.










Floated in soft, humiliating warmth.














At the center of the Hall, Jason finally broke.










He sobbed.










He leaked.










He collapsed against the man’s thighs, still latched helplessly to the strapon.














Selene tugged his leash.










Pulled him upright.










Paraded him before the guests.












"Fully trained."
















"Fully broken."
















"Ready for permanent transfer."














The crowd clapped louder.














Ben shook.










Tears spilling down his cheeks.










A wet spot grew under his thick diaper.










He crinkled when he tried to scoot backward.










But two maids caught him by the arms.










Held him gently.










Softly.










Inevitably.
















"Come now, Baby Buttercup," one cooed.
















"Time for your lessons too."
















"You don’t want to be left out, do you?"


















Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—watched it all through wet, blurry eyes.










Floating.










Broken.











Loved.















And somewhere, deep inside the diapered, leaking shells they’d all become—










The last pieces of resistance




the last scraps of adulthood




the last echoes of freedom











died.










Chapter 12: Final Sales and Special Transfers










The Grand Hall was silent.










The heavy velvet curtains blocked out the last of the afternoon sun, leaving only the soft glow of candles and the low hum of whispered anticipation.










The dolls sat diapered and docile on satin cushions, pacifiers bobbing, heads bowed.










Mistress Evelyn stood at the head of the Hall, regal in black silk.










Behind her, a small raised platform.




A silver collar glinting in the soft light.




A contract folded neatly beside it.










Tonight wasn’t a show.




It was a

 

final judgment.















Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—sat near the dais, crinkling softly in his triple-padded diaper, his plug throbbing gently inside him.










His eyes blurred with the constant sweet fog of obedience and leaking humiliation.










He suckled quietly at his pacifier.











Property.











No auction for him.










No escape.










He was

 

theirs.















Jason stood on the platform.










No—

 

Cupcake


 
stood there.










Stripped down to just his bonnet, a bright pink collar, and the thick diaper between his quivering thighs.










His eyes were hollow.










His cheeks stained with dried tears.










A short silver chain connected his collar to a ring at the base of the platform, preventing any thought of escape.










Mistress Selene stood beside him, hand resting lightly on his bowed head.














Mistress Evelyn spoke.










Her voice smooth as silk.












"Tonight, we present Cupcake for permanent transfer."
















"A very special patron has requested personal ownership."














The guests murmured approvingly.










Several women in the front row smiled darkly.










One stepped forward.














She was tall.










Blonde.










Hard lines on her face softened only by the vicious sparkle in her eyes.










Mistress Danika.










A legend whispered about even inside Hollow Creek.










A woman who

 

broke


 
her toys in ways even Evelyn found deliciously cruel.














Danika circled the platform slowly.










Ran a single red-lacquered nail down Jason’s trembling arm.










Lifted the back of his thick diaper.










Smirked.












"Still leaking like a needy little girl."














Jason whimpered behind his pacifier.










She crouched beside him.










Tugged his leash.










Forced him to crawl two circles around her boots.










Every crinkle of his soaked padding echoed in the quiet hall.














Danika stood and addressed the room.












"This one will serve many purposes."
















"He will be dressed, diapered, humiliated—and whored."
















"Men will take their pleasure while he watches."
















"Women will laugh as he leaks down his thighs."
















"He will be sold for use nightly, humiliated daily, broken hourly."














She smiled cruelly.












"A perfect little cuckold toy."


















Mistress Evelyn nodded once.










Selene handed Danika the silver contract.










Jason’s shaking hand was guided to sign it.










No resistance.










No hope.










Only obedience.














The leash changed hands.










Jason—

 

Cupcake


 
—was led away.










Crinkling.










Crying softly.










Already

 

gone.















Connor whimpered behind his pacifier.










His cage throbbed painfully.










A fresh leak warmed his diaper.










He shifted awkwardly, the plug buzzing inside him in lazy, possessive pulses.










He was lucky.










In a way.










He belonged

 

here.











Not sold.










Not whored.










Not

 

discarded.















Mistress Evelyn turned to the Hall.










Her smile sharpened.












"And now, Baby Buttercup."


















Ben crawled forward.










Head down.










Dressed in a baby blue sissy romper that couldn’t cover the triple bulge of his sagging diaper.










His new task was simple:












"Prepare yourself for public plug use."


















Selene led him onto a smaller stage.










The guests watched eagerly.










Ben was bent over a padded bench.










Mitts clipped to the floor rings.










Diaper peeled back.










Pink, glittery training plug lubed thoroughly.














The first plug slid in easily now.










His body was ready.










Or too broken to resist.










Ben sobbed softly around his pacifier as the plug buzzed to life inside him.










His leash was handed off to a Mistress in the second row—already preparing her own strapon.














Mistress Evelyn chuckled.












"Baby Buttercup will serve hourly."
















"Earn his keep."
















"Or… be auctioned next."














Ben whimpered.










His diaper bulged again from helpless leaking.














Connor—Bliss—watched it all, trembling.










Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him.










Wiped a stray tear from his cheek with a gloved fingertip.












"My sweet little Bliss," she murmured.
















"You’ve done so well."
















"You’ll stay with Mommy forever."














She pressed a kiss to his forehead.












"No auctions for my dolly."
















"Only pleasure."
















"Only milk."
















"Only love."


















Connor sagged into her arms.










Suckled softly at the nipple she offered.










Flooded his diaper again without a thought.










Drifting deeper into mindless submission.














Meanwhile, Liam strutted to the center of the Hall.










Still perfect.










Still adored.










Mistress Evelyn handed him a small, velvet pouch.










Inside:













New keys.


















New responsibilities.



















Liam knelt and kissed Mistress Evelyn’s boot.










She stroked his hair.












"You will begin training the next group of dolls," she said.
















"Teach them what obedience means."
















"Train them to leak, to cry, to serve."
















"Train them to forget."


















Liam smiled.










Sweet.










Dangerous.












"Yes, Mommy."


















The House cheered.










The dolls clapped awkwardly with mittened hands.










The guests smiled.














And Hollow Creek claimed another generation of broken, diapered dolls.









Chapter 13: Breaking Baby Buttercup










The nursery smelled of powder, plastic, and sweet, sticky despair.










Soft music drifted endlessly through the warm air, lulling the dolls into a dreamless haze between feedings, changes, and punishments.










Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—lay strapped into his crib, triple-diapered, thick plug humming inside him in slow, relentless pulses.










He suckled lazily on a rubber nipple fastened into a feeding mask, warm formula dripping into his mouth, laced with subtle chemicals that kept his muscles soft, his mind obedient.














He didn’t fight it anymore.










He leaked without resistance.










He drooled without shame.










He

 

belonged.















Across the nursery, the true show unfolded.














Ben—

 

Baby Buttercup


 
—was on the center mat.










Stripped to just his bonnet, mitts, and a thick diaper that sagged heavily between his spread legs.










His face was flushed deep red, wet from sobbing.










And strapped tightly around his hips?










A new, gleaming pink harness.










The plug inside him had been replaced with a

 

double-ended strapon


 
.










One end buried deep inside his leaking hole.










The other jutting proudly from the front of his soaked padding.














Mistress Selene stood behind him, one hand gripping the back of his bonnet.












"Tonight," she cooed to the gathered dolls, "Baby Buttercup learns to give... and receive."














The nursery echoed with soft giggles from the other broken boys.










Some clapped.










Some bounced happily on their diapered bottoms.










All were forced to watch.














Selene guided Ben forward.










Pushed him down onto all fours.










The front strapon bobbed obscenely with every movement.














The guests entered slowly.










Mistresses.










Maids.










Even collared men, toys of the House.










Each one waiting their turn.










Each one eager to break the sissy doll further.














The first Mistress approached.










Knee-high boots.










Leather gloves.










Cruel smile.










She crouched in front of Ben.










Guided the strapon to her lips.












"Serve, baby."














Ben whimpered.










He tried to shake his head.










A sharp slap to the back of his crinkling diaper made him gasp—and open.














He sucked.










Slowly.










Awkwardly.










The guests clapped softly.










Coaxed him.










Mocked him.










Loved every humiliating second.














When the Mistress was done, another took her place.










Then another.










And another.










Ben’s mouth was used over and over, until drool and humiliation soaked the ribbons of his bonnet.














Mistress Selene praised him constantly.












"Good baby."
















"Such a sweet little whore."
















"Learning your place so nicely."














Ben sobbed.










Leaked.










Served.










Again and again.














Meanwhile, Mistress Evelyn moved to Bliss’s crib.










She unstrapped him slowly.










Lifted him into her arms.










Carried him—crinkling, leaking, plugged—to the nursing chair.










She sat.










Cradled him in her lap.










Pulled down her bodice.










Exposed a full, soft breast.










Guided his head to her nipple.














Connor suckled immediately.










His cage throbbed uselessly inside the hot, soaked padding.










Mistress Evelyn cooed softly.












"Such a good dolly."
















"Mommy’s perfect milky baby."
















"No thoughts left at all."


















And she was right.










Bliss didn’t think anymore.










He suckled.










He leaked.










He floated.














Across the room, Ben finally broke completely.










Midway through servicing a strapon, he spasmed.










His diaper ballooned visibly.










He collapsed onto the mat.










Sobbing.










Leaking.










Milked dry by helpless humiliation.














Mistress Selene laughed sweetly.












"Good baby."
















"You’ll make such a pretty rental toy."


















The other dolls clapped.










Bounced.










Some leaked in sympathy.










Some cheered.














Mistress Evelyn stroked Bliss’s hair.












"You'll never leave, my sweet," she whispered.
















"You're mine forever."














Connor moaned softly around her nipple.










And came.










Hard.










Silent.










Hopeless.










Flooding his triple-thick diaper as the plug buzzed deeper inside him.














Hours later, when the nursery lights dimmed and the cribs creaked closed, the dolls lay strapped in their cages.










Pacified.










Plugged.










Milked dry.










Crinkling in the dark.














Liam walked among them.










Wielding a riding crop now.










Inspecting.










Testing.










Training.










Already choosing which of the

 

new boys


 
would break first.














The nursery was growing.










The House was thriving.










And the dolls?










They were only ever getting smaller.










Softer.










More beautiful in their perfect, crinkling obedience.









Chapter 14: New Recruits and Old Toys










The nursery buzzed with excitement.










New blood had arrived.










Fresh boys.




Terrified.




Trembling.




Still wearing real clothes—jeans, sneakers, hoodies—shaking as they were herded inside by the smiling maids.










Some fought.










Most cried.










All would break.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—sat strapped in his special feeding chair, crinkling softly inside his quadruple-thick diaper, the latest

 

heavy plug


 
pulsing between his stretched cheeks.










Mistress Evelyn stroked his hair lovingly as he nursed on a bottle, warm formula laced with obedience drugs filling his mouth.














Across the room, Liam moved like a prince surveying his kingdom.










He wore a white satin onesie, golden embroidery at the chest reading:













“Nursery Leader”















A glittering leash coiled at his hip.










A riding crop dangled from his wrist.














Mistress Evelyn handed him the silver training list.










Ten names.










Ten terrified boys.










All ready to be stripped, padded, punished, and pacified.














"Begin," she said simply.










And Liam smiled.














The first boy—a blond, skinny thing named Eric—was hauled to the center of the mat.










Still fighting.










Still cursing.










Still thinking he could

 

win.















Liam struck first.










A sharp, vicious crack of the crop across Eric’s jeans.










The boy yelped.










Fell to his knees.










The maids swarmed him.










Pulling off his clothes.










Stripping him naked.










Laying him back on the cool mat as he fought, screamed, begged—










Until the first diaper was unfolded with a loud crinkle.










Powder dusted.










Thick plastic pinned tight.










Mittens locked onto his hands.










Pacifier gag strapped into his mouth.










Collar buckled around his neck.














And just like that…










Eric wasn’t a boy anymore.










He was

 

property.











Another doll to be remade.














The other new boys watched, horrified.










But the process continued.










One after another.














Connor whimpered around his bottle.










He felt it deep inside him—the memory of when he fought.










When he thought he was still a person.










Not just

 

Bliss.











A leaking, sucking, helpless doll.










He leaked again without permission, the heavy plug shifting inside him as his body surrendered.














Mistress Evelyn patted his diaper warmly.












"Good boy."
















"Such a perfect little nursery pet."


















Meanwhile, Liam finished processing the new batch.










Ten new dolls.










Ten new crinkling, pacified toys.














Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands.










The room stilled.












"Tonight," she purred, "we welcome our new friends..."
















"And celebrate the hard work of our sweet Baby Buttercup."


















Ben—

 

Baby Buttercup


 
—crawled forward slowly.










Face red.










Diaper sagging.










Plugged.










Leashed.










Humiliated.














Mistress Selene snapped the leash taut, forcing Ben upright onto his knees.










She turned him slowly, showing him off to the guests gathering in the hall.














His new outfit:










●

 
       

 
Baby blue corset cinched cruelly tight.



 









●

 
       

 
Matching ruffled diaper cover with “Rent Me” stitched across the ass.



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier gag locked in place, bouncing with every whimper.



 









●

 
       

 
Long pink stockings.



 









●

 
       

 
Silver cuffs on wrists and ankles.



 













Mistress Selene lifted his chin.












"Tonight," she announced, "Baby Buttercup will be available for rent."
















"Hourly rates."
















"Multiple users encouraged."
















"No safewords recognized."


















The guests clapped.










Coins clinked into velvet bags.










Sign-up sheets filled quickly.














Ben sobbed behind his pacifier.










He tried to turn his face away.










Mistress Selene slapped his thickly padded ass sharply.












"Smile, baby."
















"Mommy’s making you a star."


















Connor—Bliss—watched through glassy eyes.










Plug buzzing.










Bottle draining.










Cage throbbing uselessly inside his soaked padding.










And somewhere inside the soft, endless haze of regression—










He felt it.










A pulse of

 

envy.















Ben would be used.










Humiliated.










But noticed.










Praised for obedience.














Bliss crinkled heavily in Mistress Evelyn’s lap.










Moaning softly.










Needing.










Wanting.














Later that night, Bliss’s next step arrived.














He was stripped down fully.










Diaper removed.










Plug slid out—temporarily.










He whimpered at the loss.










Mistress Evelyn smiled.












"Time for permanent training, little dolly."


















Selene approached, holding the enema bag.










Warm.










Heavy.










Nozzled thickly.










Laced with drugs designed to

 

erase


 
bladder and bowel control completely.














Bliss sobbed behind his pacifier.










But he spread his legs wide when ordered.










Clutched his knees to his chest.










Presented himself like a good doll.














The nozzle slid inside.










The warm flood began.










His belly bloated helplessly.










Mistress Evelyn cooed softly.












"That's it, sweet thing."
















"Filling you up nice and full."
















"Making you Mommy’s perfect leaking dolly."


















When the enema finished, the plug returned.










Larger now.










Thicker.










Buzzing.














Bliss was triple-diapered tightly, locked in with belts.










Unable to remove anything.










Unable to stop the slow, humiliating leaking.














He was cradled afterward.










Fed warm milk.










Stroked lovingly.










Promised endless cuddles if he behaved.










Promised endless humiliations if he didn’t.














Across the nursery, Ben was paraded on all fours.










Crawling table to table.










Used by hands.










By mouths.










By toys.










Coins dropped into his leash pouch after every session.














And the new boys?










They huddled in corners.










Waddling in thick diapers.










Sobbing behind pacifier gags.










Watching the future they could not escape.














Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once more.










The room hushed.












"I am pleased to announce," she said, smiling darkly,




"The Hollow Creek House will be expanding."
















"A second nursery wing."
















"More dolls."
















"More training."
















"More pleasure."


















The dolls clapped awkwardly in their mittens.










The guests cheered.










The maids smiled proudly.














And Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—sagged in Mistress Evelyn’s arms.










Messing himself again.










Plug buzzing.










Suckling mindlessly.










Perfect.










Owned.










Loved.










Forever.









Chapter 15: Total Acceptance










The morning of the Ceremony arrived soft and warm.










Mistress Evelyn moved through the nursery like a queen surveying her adoring subjects.




The dolls lined the walls, triple-padded, plugged, pacified, rocking gently in their cribs or feeding chairs.










The air smelled of powder.




Of sweet, sticky leaks.




Of helplessness.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—was bathed carefully that morning.










Two maids cradled him between them in a deep marble tub, lathering every inch of his body with sweet-scented oils.










They shaved him smooth again — arms, legs, belly, chest — until no trace of adulthood remained.










His heavy plug was removed briefly.










His body cleaned inside and out.










Prepared.










Perfected.














Then he was diapered.










Thicker than ever.










Four layers.










Each powder-dusted.










Each crinkling louder than the last.










Tapes sealed tight.










Locking belts wrapped snugly around his hips.










A fresh pink pacifier harness strapped to his head, locking his mouth into an endless soft suckle.














The final touch:










●

 
       

 
A white lace bonnet tied under his chin.



 









●

 
       

 
Tiny bells sewn into the edges, chiming softly with every crinkle and squirm.



 













Mistress Evelyn herself dressed him in the Ceremony Gown.










A floor-length satin baby dress.










Frills and bows cascading down the back.










The word

 

PROPERTY


 
stitched across the chest in glittering silver thread.














Bliss whimpered softly into his pacifier as Mistress straightened the bonnet under his chin.












"Today, my sweet little dolly," she whispered,




"You stop pretending."
















"Today you become truly mine."














He nodded weakly.










And leaked helplessly into the fresh padding.














The Grand Hall glittered with soft lights.










A velvet pillow waited on the central dais.










Upon it:










●

 
       

 
A golden branding iron.



 









●

 
       

 
Heated gently in a brazier at the side.



 









A simple symbol engraved into the tip:













Hollow Creek Crest.















Intertwined initials, twisted like vines.










Beautiful.










Final.














The dolls were arranged along the walls.










Dozens now.










New recruits diapered, pacified, plugged, and sobbing quietly as they were forced to watch.










The guests filled the seats.










Mistresses.










Owners.










Potential patrons.










Hungry for the spectacle.














Mistress Evelyn led Bliss by the leash onto the dais.










The crowd quieted immediately.














He knelt on the padded stool without being told.










He spread his thighs wide.










He offered himself, plug visible between the tapes of his thick diapers.










He bowed his head.














Mistress Evelyn lifted the iron.










Pressed it gently to the thick padding at the crest of his diaper.










A soft hiss.










A faint scent of scorched plastic.










A golden brand now gleaming at his hip.














The House roared with approval.










Claps.










Cheering.










Soft cruel laughter.














Mistress Evelyn cupped Bliss’s chin.










Tilted his gaze upward.












"Mine," she whispered.
















"Forever."
















"Property of Hollow Creek."














Bliss whimpered.










Suckled his pacifier harder.










Flooded his diaper with warm shame.










And smiled behind the gag.














The celebration began immediately.














Bliss was cradled in a giant highchair at the center of the hall.










Fed sweet formula.










Tickled gently.










Praised constantly.










Mistress Evelyn stroked his plug through the crinkling bulge of his diapers until he shuddered and leaked again helplessly.














Meanwhile, Baby Buttercup—

 

Ben


 
—was prepared.














He was dressed in the full

 

rental uniform


 
:










●

 
       

 
Pink satin romper that barely covered the thick diaper.



 









●

 
       

 
"Public Toy" embroidered in gold across the chest.



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier gag locked tight.



 









●

 
       

 
Leash attached to a silver ring at the front of his diaper.



 













The rental board was unveiled.










Ben’s name written proudly under the hourly price.










Mistresses and collared men lined up immediately, eager to purchase time with the new sissy toy.














Ben sobbed behind the gag.










But he knelt obediently.










Crinkled softly.










Held his tray of rental tickets between his mittened hands as Mistress Selene patted his leaking bottom approvingly.














Mistress Evelyn wasn’t finished.










She turned to Liam.










Handed him a golden ribbon.














Liam strutted forward to the cribs lining the side of the hall.










He selected the first fully broken new recruit—a pale, trembling boy barely older than eighteen, thickly diapered, bonneted, plugged.










He lifted the boy’s chin.










Clipped the golden ribbon to the tag of his collar.














The House roared again.










Another doll born.










Another boy lost.










Another victory.














Mistress Evelyn raised her glass.












"Hollow Creek thrives."
















"Our nursery grows."
















"Our dolls flourish."


















The dolls clapped awkwardly.










Soft crinkling filling the air.










New boys sobbed in quiet terror, knowing they would be next.










Old dolls bounced happily in their cribs, some leaking helplessly, others cuddling their teddy bears with mindless contentment.














Connor—

 

Bliss


 
—nuzzled against Mistress Evelyn’s chest.










Flooded his diaper again without realizing it.










Suckled sleepily on his pacifier.










And smiled.










Because he understood now.










Deeply.










Completely.














He was nothing but a

 

doll.











A

 

toy.












Loved.












Owned.












Forever.















The House would keep growing.










New cribs.










New plugs.










New collars.










New broken little dolls to add to their perfect collection.














And Bliss would be there.










Crinkling.










Leaking.










Milked and plugged and mindless.










Beloved.











Complete.










Epilogue: Jason’s New Life










The city outside Mistress Danika’s townhouse was alive.




Horn blares.




Lights flashing.




People laughing.










But inside?










Inside was quiet.










Soft.










Sweet.










And cruel beyond measure.














Jason knelt in the corner of the marble foyer.










Or rather—

 

Cupcake


 
knelt.










Because Jason didn’t exist anymore.










Only Cupcake.










Only a caged, diapered, helpless little sissy.










A plaything.










A prop.










A joke.














He crinkled softly with every shuddering breath.










The heavy plug inside him vibrated at random intervals, making his slick, permanently open hole clench around nothing.










The thick diaper cradled his locked cock uselessly, the cage keeping him pathetically tiny and soft no matter how much he whined.










And the dress.










The fucking dress.










Baby pink.




Satin.




Ribbons everywhere.










A bib around his neck read:













“Mommy’s Little Cuck.”



















Mistress Danika entered the foyer.










Tall.










Elegant.










A black latex catsuit clinging to every inch of her muscular body.










Her high heels clicked sharply against the floor.










In her hand?










A leash.










Trailing behind her?










A tall, broad-chested man, shirtless and already hard.














Cupcake whimpered.










Flooded his diaper in shame.










The plug pulsed harder.














Mistress Danika smirked.












"Aw, look at my pathetic little diaper dolly."
















"All dressed up to watch Mommy get

 

properly


 
pleased."














She reached down.










Hooked the leash to Cupcake’s pink collar.










Tugged it.










Hard.










Dragging him to the center of the room.










Positioning him perfectly.










Kneeling.










Face tilted upward.










Mouth open wide behind the pacifier gag.














The man stepped forward.










Danika straddled him.










Guided him deep inside her dripping folds with a soft, satisfied moan.










Cupcake whimpered louder.










The cage around his cock ached painfully.










His diaper squished audibly.














Danika fucked the man slowly.










Deeply.










Rolling her hips.










Cooing and giggling like Cupcake wasn’t even there.
















"Poor baby."
















"Has to watch while real men take care of Mommy."
















"While my little leaky sissy just squishes in his diaper."


















The man grunted.










Gripped Danika's hips tighter.










Pounded upward.










Faster.










Harder.










The wet sounds of their bodies slapping filled the foyer.










The plug inside Cupcake buzzed mercilessly.










He whimpered.










He leaked.










He sobbed around his pacifier.














When the man came, Danika didn’t even flinch.










She just leaned down.










Whispered:












"Good boy."
















"Now let’s clean up our little Cupcake."


















She shoved the man's slick cock against Cupcake’s gagged mouth.










Smeared the leaking cum across his pacifier.










Laughed when he cried.
















"Good girl."
















"That’s all you’re good for now."
















"Watching. Cleaning. Leaking."
















"Never, ever cumming again."


















Cupcake moaned helplessly.










Flooded his diaper again in broken shame.














Later that night, when the guests arrived, Cupcake’s role expanded.














The townhouse transformed into a private party.










Dozens of men.










Women.










Mistresses.










Slaves.










They lounged in velvet chairs.










Drank expensive champagne.










Watched live shows.










And Cupcake?










Cupcake was presented on a small stage near the bar.










Tied in place.










Legs spread wide by locking cuffs.










Diaper fully exposed.










Plug buzzing constantly.

















“Public Rental - Unlimited Use - No Safeword.”















The sign dangled above his leaking, squirming body.














They took turns.










Teasing.










Mocking.










Feeding him from used toys.










Stuffing vibrators under his diaper.










Slapping his ass.










Forcing him to sniff freshly fucked panties before strapping new ones over his leaking mouth.














He was whored out hourly.










Made to please anyone who paid.










Cupped.










Milked.










Humiliated.










And then tucked back into his filthy highchair to watch Mistress Danika fuck whoever she chose.














Cupcake was always plugged.










Always caged.










Always leaking.










Always crinkling.














Sometimes men would take bets on how many wet accidents he could have in one night.










Sometimes women would force-feed him warm bottles of thick milk until his belly ached, just to watch him mess himself in public.














There was no escape.










There was no "Jason."










Only

 

Cupcake.











Property.










Forever.














Mistress Danika whispered it into his ear every night as she tucked him into his crib, diapered to the point of immobilization:












"Good girl."
















"Good little cuck."
















"You’re nothing but Mommy’s dirty diaper toy now."


















And Cupcake?










He wept.










Leaked.










Messied.










And smiled.










Because there was no point in wanting anything else.














The House had broken him.










Danika had finished him.










The world spun on.










And Cupcake stayed exactly where he belonged:










●

 
       

 
Diapered.



 









●

 
       

 
Plugged.



 









●

 
       

 
Caged.



 









●

 
       

 
Humiliated.



 









●

 
       

 
Owned.



 










Forever.
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