
        
            
                
            
        

    


The House of Dolls: Humbling Veronica






A Taboo ABDL Sissy Doll Story of Diaper Punishment and Regression Training







Introduction: The Fetish, The Fall, The Doll










He never thought it would matter.










Just a sniff.




A moment.




A stolen thrill in the quiet of a locker room.










Panties. Dozens of them. Tight, damp, beautiful pieces of femininity—each one clinging to a girl’s body like a second skin. He wanted them. Needed them. Told himself it was harmless.










But it wasn’t harmless.










It was pathetic.










It was filthy.










And it was

 

noticed


 
.














They caught him on a Thursday night, alone, buried nose-deep in a pair of violet satin panties that still smelled like sweat and sweetness. He didn’t even hear the door open. Didn’t see the women watching him with cold amusement.










The last thing he saw was a leash.










The next thing he felt was a diaper.














He didn’t go to jail.










That would’ve been merciful.










Instead, they sent him to

 

The House.











Not for punishment.










But for

 

reform


 
.










For

 

redesign


 
.










They didn’t scream. They didn’t hit. They didn’t shame.










They changed his name.










They stripped his identity.










They filled his ass with plugs shaped like the very underwear he once stole.










And when he begged to sniff?










They made him

 

wear them.











Locked. Over diapers. Under skirts. Sprayed in perfume that smelled exactly like shame.














He came in soaked.










Cock caged.










Pride gone.










Voice breaking as he whispered his new name.












Veronica.














Once a boy who thought he could take whatever he wanted.










Now a leaking little doll trained to perform on command, waddle in heels, and thank her Mistress every time her padding squished.














This is her story.










How she was broken.










How she was silenced.










How every humiliating part of her past became a tool in her final transformation.










This isn’t a second chance.










This is

 

what she was always meant to be


 
.









Chapter 1: Punishment Transfer










He woke up strapped to a table.










Arms out.










Legs apart.










Naked.










Everything hurt.










His mouth was dry, his chest sore, and something inside him—

 

deep inside


 
—throbbed every time he breathed.










And when he opened his eyes, she was already there.










The woman in the black coat.










Boots. Gloves. Red lipstick.










Calm.










Cruel.










“Good morning, little sniffer,” she purred, circling the table.










He tried to move.










The restraints held.










“Where…” he rasped. “Where am I—”










She clapped her hands once.










The lights above flared bright.










And the wall beside him rotated.










Revealing a large mirror.










But it wasn’t a mirror.










It was a screen.










And on it?











Him.











Strapped down.










Plugged.










Caged.










And in a

 

diaper.















He screamed.










She laughed.










“Oh no, baby. Don’t act surprised.”










“You wanted to be close to girls’ panties, didn’t you?”










She leaned over and flicked the cage with one gloved finger.










“Well now you’ll learn what it’s like to

 

need


 
them.”














He struggled. Cursed. Begged.










She pressed a button.










His plug

 

buzzed.











He arched.










Choked.










Twitched in place as the pressure hit his prostate like a shockwave.










When it stopped, he was panting.










Sweating.










Leaking.










She knelt beside him and whispered:










“You’ve been transferred.”










“Not to prison.”










“To

 

The House


 
.”










“A place for perverts. Pigs. Voyeurs.”










“Boys who sniff panties…”










“…and become dolls.”














She held something up.










A purple satin thong.










Familiar.










Still stained.










She dangled it just inches from his face.










“You want this again?”










He nodded slowly.










Eyes wide.










Voice trembling.










“Yes…”










She pulled it away.










“Then earn it.”










She reached for the table controls.










The restraints released.










He collapsed onto the padded floor, diaper squishing beneath him, plug

 

shifting


 
deep inside.










He sobbed.










She smiled.










“Crawl to me.”










He hesitated.










She reached for the remote again.











BZZZZZ











The plug activated—stronger this time.










He

 

yelped


 
and dropped to his elbows, crawling clumsily toward her.










She stepped back.










“Good girl.”










“Lesson one…”










She walked toward the door.










“You don’t sniff panties anymore.”










“You

 

wear


 
them.”









Chapter 2: Panty Discipline










The dressing table was pink.










Not soft pink.











Mocking


 
pink.










Polished wood, heart-shaped handles, a baby-pink cushion on the seat where he was forced to sit—diapered, trembling, flushed with shame as two silent attendants rubbed lotion into his thighs and chest.










Mistress Rowan stood over him.










Today she wore a crisp black corset and long satin gloves. No leather. No cane.










Just a box in her hands.










He knew what was inside.










The scent hit him first.










Sweet. Floral.











Washed girl-panty.





Soaked in humiliation.














“Do you remember these?” she asked.










She pulled the first pair from the box.










Tiny.










Satin.










Lilac with white bows.










“You sniffed these for nearly ten minutes.”










He looked away.










She snapped her fingers.










The plug inside him

 

twitched.











He gasped and nodded.










“Yes…”










“Yes, what?”










He swallowed.










“…Yes, Mistress.”










She smiled.










“Good doll.”














The attendants lifted his legs.










His diaper was already soaked—he’d wet himself during the first plug session.










Rowan didn’t comment.










She wiped him down slowly, then powdered his thighs with soft, puffed clouds of sweetness.










The new diaper was

 

twice


 
as thick.










Printed across the rear:













“Panty Sniffers Get Plugged.”















Once taped shut, she pulled out the final item from the box.










The panties.










Bright pink.










Lacy.










Lined with lavender.










And infused with the same perfume as the locker room.










She slid them slowly up his thighs.










Over the diaper.










Over the bulge.










Over his shame.










They stretched tight—like they belonged to someone smaller.




Someone daintier.




Someone helpless.










She smoothed the front with her gloved palm.










“There,” she whispered. “Isn’t that better?”










He sobbed.










She grabbed his chin and forced him to look at his reflection in the mirror.










“Look at her.”










“Look at what she’s become.”














Then came the final step.










She reached between his legs and clipped a

 

leash


 
to the front of the panties—right at the waistband, where the satin bowed outward like a gift.










“You don’t walk anymore,” she said.










“You prance.”










She tugged.










He rose—slowly, shaking, knees quivering under the weight of his new shame.










She handed the leash to one of the nursery handlers.










“Take her on a walk.”










“Let the others see what happens to little perverts.”














And they

 

did.











Down the hall, past rows of dolls in training. Some pacified. Some plugged. All

 

watching


 
as the new girl—Veronica—was led by the leash in her scented panties, oversized diaper, and pink booties, leaking from her cage and blushing so hard it looked painted on.










One doll whispered:










“Did she sniff again?”










Another giggled.










“No. She

 

wears


 
them now.”














That night, in her crib, she curled up on her side.










She couldn’t sleep.










The plug vibrated softly.










The cage

 

throbbed.











And the panties?










Still smelled like shame.










She sniffed them once.










And came in her diaper.









Chapter 3: The Plugging Parade










She didn’t walk.










She

 

waddled.











The new diaper was thicker than before, wrapped tight under lavender lace-trimmed panties that didn’t cover anything—they just

 

framed


 
it. Her thighs rubbed with every shaky step. Her cage dripped into the padding.










And the plug?










Not in yet.










But waiting.










Polished. Lined up.










A

 

row of plugs


 
, each displayed on a raised cushion—dozens of them, each labeled with names that stung more than they warned.












“Thief.”




“Panty Slut.”




“Sniffer’s Knot.”




“Deep Discipline.”














Mistress Rowan stood behind her, arms folded.










The other Mistresses lined the sides of the room, quiet and watching.










At the far end, a mirror.










A full-body one.










She’d have to see it all.














Rowan stepped beside her and tugged her pacifier free.










Veronica whimpered.










Rowan held out a small item in her gloved hand.










Her old prize.











The purple satin thong.











Still warm.










Still damp.










She dangled it.










“Open.”










Veronica hesitated.










Just for a second.










A mistake.











Click.











The remote buzzed.










The plug trainer under her belt jolted with electricity—

 

not


 
pain, but deep, shocking

 

pressure


 
that made her knees buckle and her cage twitch.










She moaned and opened wide.










Rowan shoved the thong into her mouth, tying it behind her head like a gag.










“Good,” she purred.










“Now let’s teach your filthy little hole how to forget.”















The Parade began.











She crawled—slow, panting, hands shaking—toward the first plug.










“Thief.”










Short. Blunt. Cool steel.










Rowan inserted it herself. No warning. No kindness.










The crowd clapped once.










It stayed inside for sixty seconds.










Then removed.










A swipe of lotion.










Next.












“Panty Slut.”














Vibrating. Ribbed. Frilled.










Veronica twitched as it sank inside her, stretching her open wider than before.










Thirty seconds.










Pull.










Next.












“Sniffer’s Knot.”














This one was

 

stuffed


 
with used panties—shaped into a wide bulb and sealed in clear silicone. As it slipped inside her, the scent hit her full force—

 

her own kink


 
, deep in her ass, heating her from the inside.










She

 

came


 
.










Not from touch.










Not from permission.










Just from the shame.










The cage overflowed.










The diaper squelched.














The final plug waited on a black pillow.










Rowan knelt beside her.










“This one doesn’t come out.”










Veronica looked up, eyes glassy, the thong still gagging her mouth.










Rowan touched her cheek.










“It’s called

 

Obedience.


 
”










“It’s not here to punish.”










“It’s here to

 

stay.


 
”














She slid it in slow.










It clicked into place.










The remote was synced.










A new belt fastened around her hips, locking it in—no removal without Mistress code.










Then she was pulled to her feet and turned to the mirror.










Panty-gagged.










Plugged.










Diapered.










Wet.










Dripping.










Nothing like the boy who once stole underwear.










Just a little dolly, broken open, stuffed full, and trained to feel

 

everything.











Rowan stepped behind her.










Kissed her neck.










And whispered:












“Now you leak because you’re mine.”
















“Not because you’re filthy.”













Chapter 4: Leashed for Inspection










The leash was lavender today.










Satin.










Delicate.










It matched the ribbon laced through the waistband of her plastic panties, now stretched tight over the bulge of her soaked, squishy diaper. The scent-blocking powder was already failing. She’d leaked—more than once—and the padding between her thighs was sticky and warm.










Mistress Rowan tightened the leash.










“Chin up.”










Veronica obeyed.










Her plug was already buzzing. Slow pulses. Constant. Just enough to keep her panting. Just enough to keep her cage wet.










“Hands behind your back.”










She locked her mittens behind her, wrists clipped together with a dainty silver chain.










“Legs apart.”










She spread them.




The diaper crinkled loud.




The plug shifted deeper.










Rowan smiled.










“Perfect.”










“Let’s show them how pretty you’re becoming.”














The halls of the House weren’t empty.










Dolls in training crawled past on their hands and knees, heads down, pacifiers strapped in. Most wore nothing but their diapers, their cages, and the raw blush of discipline.










Veronica was not allowed to crawl anymore.










She was led.










On two shaky legs.










Heels strapped tight to force a prance.










Each step jiggled her soft thighs.










Each jolt sent the plug deeper.














Mistress Lydia was the first to stop them.










Tall. Pale. Dressed in blood-red leather.










“Well, well. This is the little sniff slut I’ve heard about.”










Veronica trembled.










Rowan nodded. “She’s learning.”










Lydia stepped forward.










Unclipped one of the snaps at Veronica’s hip.










Pulled the panties aside.










Pressed her gloved palm into the front of the diaper.











Squelch.











“Very wet.”










She reached behind.










Slipped two fingers under the back.










“Still plugged. Still pulsing.”










She smirked.










“Keep her leaky.”










And walked on.














Mistress Delphine came next.










She didn’t speak.










She just held up a rattle.










Shook it once.










Veronica dropped to her knees without thinking.










Plug buzzing.










Cage twitching.










She was rewarded with a pat on the head and a single, whispered word:












“Good.”


















By the end of the hall, Veronica’s legs were jelly.










Her diaper sagged.










Her cheeks were soaked—not just from the plug, but from the shame.










She wasn’t afraid anymore.










She was

 

needy.











Hungry.










Waiting for the next command.














Rowan led her to a mirrored alcove.










Pressed her against the wall.










Reached beneath the diaper.










Three fingers slid in

 

around


 
the plug.










Veronica moaned, body convulsing.










“Still responsive,” Rowan said softly.










She leaned in.










Kissed her neck.










“You’ll be ready soon.”










“Next time, they won’t just inspect you.”










“They’ll

 

watch you perform.


 
”














Veronica whimpered.










“Y-yes, Mistress…”










Rowan smiled.










“Such a sweet little plug-pet.”










She tightened the leash again.










“Now come.”










“Let’s change you for dinner.”









Chapter 5: Diaper Showcase










The dressing room buzzed with quiet panic.










Dozens of dolls were being prepped.










Powdered.










Plugged.










Painted in blush and shimmer, each of them locked into their presentation diapers—thicker, shinier, printed with Mistress House crests and humiliating slogans like:












“I PEE FOR PRAISE”




“SWEETEST WHEN LEAKING”




“DISPLAY READY – DO NOT CUM”














Veronica stood perfectly still as two handlers powdered her thighs and smoothed her plug belt back into place.










The new plug was longer.










Curved to stimulate.










Set to vibrate

 

randomly


 
during the show.










She was taped into a

 

lilac-trimmed triple-stuffed diaper,


 
bulging and high-cut to leave her inner thighs bare.










The finishing touch?










A silver ribbon tied around the base of her plug.











For elegance.















Mistress Rowan entered.










All motion stopped.










Every doll looked down.










Except Veronica.










She couldn’t.










Not with her whole body

 

buzzing


 
already.










Rowan stepped close and whispered:












“If you leak before the command, you’ll be paraded naked afterward—mess and all.”
















“If you hold until I say so…”
















“You’ll get your first taste of praise.”














Veronica whimpered.










Rowan clipped a leash to her collar.










“Let’s go show them what a panty-sniffing slut can become.”














The Diaper Showcase Hall was glowing.










Warm lights. Velvet steps. A mirrored runway.










Guests were seated in rows—Mistresses, sponsors, and trainees alike.










At the end of the runway sat a judging panel.










Mistress Rowan.










Mistress Delphine.










Mistress Lydia.










Each held a remote.










Each was ready.














Veronica was fifth in line.










Ahead of her, the dolls walked one by one down the runway, waddling gently, displaying their posture, poise, and

 

dryness.











When signaled, each doll knelt.










Waited.










And then…










The plug buzzed.










And they

 

leaked.











If the stream was sweet and slow?










Applause.










If they wet too early?










Disgrace.














Then it was her turn.










She walked.










Slow.










Controlled.










Every step teased the plug against her fluttering hole.










She could feel her cage twitch.










Her chest—now soft and blossoming—rose and fell with anxious little gasps.










She reached the end of the runway.










Kneeling.










Crinkling.










Heart pounding.














Rowan raised her hand.










And clicked.











BUZZZZZ











The plug

 

slammed


 
inside her.










She bit her tongue.










Her thighs tensed.










The diaper

 

bulged


 
forward as she

 

leaked.











Long.










Loud.










Unstoppable.














The crowd

 

cheered.











Mistress Lydia clapped.










Mistress Delphine made a mark.










Mistress Rowan rose.










Walked down the runway.










Stopped beside her doll.










Slipped a finger into the diaper front.










Pulled it out, inspected the wetness.










Then leaned down and whispered:












“You’re perfect.”














Veronica

 

sobbed.















She was awarded second place.










But she didn’t care.










Because afterward, in the privacy of her changing room, Mistress Rowan held her close.




Rocked her.




Whispered her name.












“You’re not the sniffing little freak anymore.”
















“You’re my girl now.”
















“My soft, obedient, piss-slick dolly.”














Veronica smiled through her pacifier.










And leaked again.









Chapter 6: Locked in Lace










Mistress Rowan’s chambers were soft.










Silk drapes. Velvet cushions. Pink satin sheets on the wide bed where Veronica now knelt, naked except for her thick diaper and the buzzing plug inside her.










She trembled.










Not from cold.










But from the small, delicate box Mistress Rowan now held.










A box wrapped in lilac satin ribbon.










A box that held her

 

future


 
.














Rowan sat beside her on the bed, crossing one thigh over the other, black silk gown pooling around her hips.










She handed Veronica the box.










“Open it.”










Veronica obeyed, fingers shaking.










Inside, nestled on white velvet, lay a clear plastic chastity cage. Small. Feminine. Delicately shaped. It glittered faintly, scented with a floral sweetness unmistakably reminiscent of—













Panties.















Veronica’s breath caught.










“You’ll never sniff them again,” Rowan whispered softly, stroking her cheek. “But now you’ll wear their scent forever.”










Veronica moaned softly.










Not in fear.










In

 

need


 
.














Rowan carefully undid the diaper tapes, pulling the thick padding away.










Veronica’s cock, small now from hormones and constant denial, lay slick against her thigh, leaking slowly.










Rowan lifted it gently.










Slid the lace-scented cage over her limp shaft.










It clicked shut.










Permanently.










The lock engaged.










No key.










No escape.










No choice.














Mistress Rowan lifted a slim silver chain from her own neck, a key glittering at the end.










The

 

only


 
key.










She kissed Veronica’s lips softly.










“This stays with me.”










“Forever.”










Veronica gasped. Her cock twitched uselessly inside the cage, pressing helplessly into scented plastic.










Rowan replaced the diaper, taping it firmly back over the cage, sealing her fate beneath crinkling layers of humiliation.










“There,” Rowan whispered.










“Perfect.”














Later, curled in Mistress Rowan’s lap, Veronica felt something new.










Not panic.










Not shame.










But

 

peace


 
.










She was owned.










Completely.










She didn’t miss sniffing panties.










Because now?










She

 

was


 
the panties.










Soft. Sweet. Locked away. Always leaking.










Rowan stroked her hair gently, whispering softly into her ear:












“You’ll never cum like a boy again.”
















“You’ll leak like a doll.”
















“You’ll drip like a girl.”
















“And you’ll thank me every day.”














Veronica looked up, tears in her eyes.










“…thank you, Mistress.”










Rowan kissed her forehead.










“You’re welcome, baby girl.”














That night, locked in her crib, Veronica dreamed of lace and plastic.










She woke wet.










She woke happy.










She woke

 

herself


 
.









Chapter 7: Diapered Doll Display










The day began in silence.










No gag. No plug. No leash.










Veronica woke curled in soft pink sheets, arms bound gently in silk loops, her diaper warm and puffy between her thighs. She blinked into the early morning glow and already felt it—










Today was different.










Her cage was already wet.










Her body was already

 

ready.











And as she stirred, the nursery door opened… and Mistress Rowan stepped in.














She wore white.










A rare thing.










Ivory corset, heels the color of pearl, hair up in a perfect twist. Her gloves were silk instead of leather. No whip. No tablet.










Just elegance.










She walked slowly to the edge of the crib and looked down.










Veronica rolled onto her back.










Arms up.










Legs apart.










Diaper squished.










Ready.










Rowan smiled.












“Good girl.”


















The bath was warm.










Veronica knelt in the center of a rose-shaped tub while attendants soaped her skin, massaged lotion into her chest, powdered between her thighs. Her cage was unlocked briefly—just long enough to clean it.










She didn’t get hard.










She didn’t try to cum.










She knew better.










When they were done, Mistress Rowan held up the key, clicked the cage back in place, and whispered:












“Last time you’ll be unlocked for the month.”














Veronica nodded.










Soft.










Submissive.










Grateful.














The dressing chamber was prepared for one thing:











Display.











Her diaper was layered triple-thick, sealed beneath clear plastic with golden trim and the House’s emblem pressed into the rear.










Across the front, printed in bold lilac script:













“Doll V-07 – Obedient. Plugged. Owned.”















Her top was sheer lace.










Her nipples—now swollen and sensitive from weeks of hormonal care—peeked through just enough to draw attention.










And the plug?










Ribbed. Locked. Wireless.










Programmed to sync with her

 

heart rate.











The more she blushed?










The deeper it pulsed.














Mistress Rowan walked her into the Exhibition Hall on a gold leash.










There were

 

hundreds


 
of eyes.










Mistresses. Sponsors. Former dolls now training others. Even guests of honor flown in from elite dollhouses across the globe.










A long runway stretched through the hall, glittering beneath soft lighting.










Each doll would walk it once.










And kneel.










And

 

leak.











On command.














Veronica was second to last.










She waited backstage, legs trembling beneath her thick diaper, plug pulsing already from anticipation.










Mistress Rowan leaned close, brushing a strand of hair from her face.












“You are the best thing I’ve made.”
















“I want them to see what I see.”
















“So hold it.”
















“Then make them

 

beg


 
for your leak.”


















Her name was announced:












“Doll V-07 – formerly male, fully caged, regression complete.”














She stepped forward.










One heel after the other.










Diaper swaying.










Plug grinding.










Heart

 

pounding.











The crowd went silent as she took her position center-stage and turned, letting them see it all:










●

 
       

 
The blush on her cheeks



 









●

 
       

 
The bulge of her plastic padding



 









●

 
       

 
The soft curve of her chest



 









●

 
       

 
The bow at the base of her vibrating plug



 









Rowan stood at the far end, holding the remote.










Veronica knelt.










Back arched.










Head bowed.










And waited.














The first vibration hit low.










Then higher.










Then steady.










She moaned softly.










Her diaper

 

squished.











She could feel the leak building.










Her cage twitching. Her plug teasing her with that impossible edge.










Rowan raised her voice.












“Now, baby.”














Veronica gasped.










And

 

leaked.











A full, noisy stream that filled the padding, spreading heat across her thighs.










The audience erupted in soft applause.










Mistress Lydia whispered, “Flawless.”










Rowan walked slowly to her doll, reached down, pressed her palm into the front of the diaper.











Squish.











She lifted the hand to the crowd, gloved fingers glistening.












“She’s done leaking for others.”
















“She leaks

 

only


 
for me now.”


















That night, back in her crib, Veronica curled against Mistress Rowan’s chest.










No plug.










No cage.










Just soft warmth and the scent of powder and praise.










Rowan whispered into her hair.












“Next week, you perform.”
















“But tonight?”
















“You rest. You’ve earned it.”














Veronica nuzzled into her.










And smiled.









Chapter 8: Doll’s First Performance










The chamber was smaller than the Exhibition Hall.










Candlelit.










Private.










A velvet lounge chair sat before a raised circular platform. Pillows, restraints, scented mist. The space wasn’t meant for display.










It was meant for

 

performance.











Veronica stood just outside the door, trembling in her heels. Her diaper—clear plastic with soft ruffled edges—was freshly powdered, printed with the words:













“PERFORMANCE DOLL – LEAK ON COMMAND”















Her plug was already inside her.










Locked.










Buzzing softly.










And tonight?










It wouldn’t stop.










Mistress Rowan adjusted the leash clipped to Veronica’s collar and whispered gently:












“He requested you by number.”
















“He doesn’t know your past.”
















“But he’ll see what you are now.”














Veronica’s throat tightened.










“Who is it, Mistress?”










Rowan didn’t answer.










Just opened the door.














He was already seated.










Clean-cut.










Expensive suit.










No collar, no cuffs—just calm control in the way he crossed his legs, the way his eyes roamed the room before settling on her with

 

zero recognition


 
.










Mistress Rowan gestured to the stage.










“Doll V-07, perform.”










Veronica took her place.










The lights dimmed.










The music started—soft, slow.










She began to move.














It wasn’t dancing.










It was

 

offering.











Every step pushed the plug deeper.










Every sway of her hips made the crinkling louder.










She turned, bent, showed the wet stain forming between her thighs, then dropped to her knees, legs wide, chest up.










Cage twitching.










Plug pulsing.










She wanted to hide.










But she wanted him to see her more.














His voice came slow.










Measured.










“I thought they were exaggerating about the conditioning.”










Rowan smiled faintly.










“She hasn’t used a toilet in six weeks.”










“Only diapers.”










“She leaks when told.”










“She plugs herself.”










“And she doesn’t speak unless allowed.”










The man leaned forward.










“Show me.”










Rowan turned to Veronica.










“Leak.”










Veronica gasped as the remote clicked.











BUZZZZ











The plug hit full force.










She moaned, body shaking, eyes wide as the stream began to flow.










Loud.










Warm.










Unstoppable.










The diaper swelled, heavy and slick.










She didn’t cry.










She didn’t beg.










She just smiled.










And whispered:










“…thank you.”














The man chuckled.










“Unreal.”










Rowan leaned closer.










“You want to know her real name?”










He raised an eyebrow.










She crouched beside Veronica and stroked her cheek.










“Used to be

 

Carson


 
.”










The man froze.










Eyes narrowed.










“…Carson?”










Rowan smiled.










“She sniffed your girlfriend’s panties.”










“She bragged about it in the locker room.”










“She was sent here for correction.”










He stared.










Veronica looked up, blushing, wet and shaking—but proud.










“Do you recognize her now?”










He did.










He stood.










Stepped toward her.










Looked down at her swollen diaper, the cage beneath, the pacifier now clipped to her collar.










He said nothing.










Just smirked.










And whispered:












“You wear them well now, Veronica.”


















Veronica

 

leaked again


 
.










Not because she was told.










Because she

 

wanted to.











Because she had never felt more exposed.










More seen.










More

 

herself


 
.









Chapter 9: Full Doll Status










The plug buzzed

 

before


 
she even left the nursery.










Not a tease.










A

 

pulse


 
.










Slow and deep—curved to press against everything soft inside her. She gasped around the pacifier gag, diaper crinkling loud as she was helped to all fours.










Mistress Rowan crouched beside her.










Hair tied back. No corset. No gloves.










Just her, in full control.










She reached between Veronica’s thighs and pressed two fingers into the front of her diaper.










Warm.










Squishy.










Exactly how it should be.












“You’ll crawl every hallway.”
















“Every room.”
















“Every doll and Mistress will see you.”
















“And you’ll say your name until nothing else exists.”














She slipped the leash onto Veronica’s collar, but didn’t hold it.










She let it

 

drag.











“This is your final test.”












“Begin.”


















Veronica crawled.










Naked except for her collar, her plug, her cage, and her swollen, stained diaper.










Her pacifier bounced between her lips with every movement.










Her thighs trembled with each shift of the plug.










And with every few feet, she whispered—












“My name is Veronica.”
















“I am a doll.”
















“I leak for Mistress Rowan.”


















She passed Doll Bliss in the hallway.










Bliss smiled from her crib and waved gently, diaper equally thick, a bottle dangling from her lips.










She passed Lola next—plugged, dressed in soft pink, bouncing her hips to the rhythm of her own leash-training.










Lola nodded once.












“Keep crawling, baby.”


















By the third hallway, Veronica’s arms ached.










She’d leaked twice already.










The padding between her thighs was heavy.










Warm.










Shameful.











Perfect.













“My name is Veronica…”
















“I am a doll…”
















“I leak for Mistress Rowan…”














Again.










Again.










Again.














The staff offered no help.










Some laughed.










Others inspected her diaper, poking it, patting the rear, slipping fingers into the cuffs to test her squish.










She moaned around her gag but never stopped.










Even as her knees slipped on the tile.










Even as her plug jolted harder, punishing her for slowing down.










Even when she

 

started crying.













“My name is Veronica…”
















“I am a doll…”


















Mistress Rowan waited at the final hallway.










Veronica crawled to her—shaking, soaked, dripping.










Rowan crouched.










Wiped her cheeks.










Kissed her forehead.










“You made it.”










She turned Veronica gently onto her side.










Removed the diaper slowly.










Unplugged her.










Wiped her clean with gentle strokes.










Then she reached for the ink.














Veronica didn’t resist.










She held still as Rowan tattooed three words in cursive just above her bare, freshly wiped slit:













“Doll V-07 – Veronica”















The ink burned.










The finality hit.










And as Mistress slipped the new diaper beneath her, locked the plug back in, and taped her shut, Veronica whispered—












“Thank you.”













Chapter 10: Mistress’s Girl










The Hall was lit in soft gold.










Velvet drapes.










White petals scattered across the floor.










Every doll stood in a quiet circle—diapered, plugged, pacified, hands folded at their waists. The air was warm with powder, perfume, and expectation.










At the center of it all?










Mistress Rowan.










And kneeling before her…










Veronica.














She wore nothing but her new collar—thicker, engraved, polished with a gold heart-shaped tag that read:













“V-07 – Rowan’s Doll”















Her diaper was pure white.




Triple-thick.




Decorated in hand-drawn swirls of lilac and gold.




Freshly taped.




Freshly soaked.










The tattoo above her cheeks—“Doll V-07 – Veronica”—was still pink and tender.










Mistress Rowan stood over her in full black silk, her hair cascading in soft waves. She lifted the leash, now braided with violet thread, and clipped it gently to Veronica’s collar.










She said nothing at first.










Just smiled.














Then her voice rang out—low, proud, final.












“This doll once sniffed panties she didn’t own.”
















“Now she wears them in her cage, where they belong.”
















“She once touched without permission.”
















“Now she leaks only when told.”














She reached down, pressed her palm into Veronica’s padding.











Squish.











The audience gasped.










The dolls around her moaned softly in obedience.










Mistress Rowan leaned down.










Her lips just at Veronica’s ear.












“Who do you belong to, little girl?”














Veronica’s voice was steady.










Sweet.










Soaked.












“You, Mistress.”
















“Only you.”


















Mistress Rowan stood tall.










“Then it is done.”










“She is no longer a trainee.”










“She is no longer a pervert.”










“She is no longer a boy.”










She tugged the leash once—Veronica rose to her knees, head bowed, arms behind her back in practiced display.










“She is my doll.”












“Doll V-07.”
















“Veronica.”


















The House clapped.










Some cheered.










Some cooed.










And Mistress Rowan walked her in a slow, graceful circle around the Hall—showing her off. Not as punishment.










But as

 

property.











Every step squished beneath her.










Every turn of her head bounced the heart tag at her throat.










And when she returned to center, Mistress Rowan sat down on a throne of velvet and pillows…










Pulled Veronica into her lap…










And rocked her.










Feeding her a bottle laced with sweetened hormones and a kiss on the forehead between each sip.














That night, back in her crib, Veronica curled beneath the softest blanket she’d ever known.










The plug inside her thrummed gently.










Her cage pulsed with locked, satisfied need.










She didn’t dream about the locker room anymore.










She didn’t crave panties.










She

 

was


 
panties.










And she belonged to someone now.










Forever.
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