
        
            
                
            
        

    


The House of Dolls: Unraveling Bliss – A Dark ABDL Regression and Feminization Story of Mindwipe Training, Plug Control, and Permanent Diaper Submission




A Mindwipe Diaper Doll Story of Feminization and Obedience



Introduction: What You Forget, You Become




There was a time when he was powerful.

Victor Lang.

Top of his field. A mind made of steel and strategy. He could close deals with a single look. Make people say yes before they understood what they were agreeing to. He had money, control, lovers on rotation. And beneath it all—just a sliver of curiosity he never spoke aloud.


What would it feel like to give up control?


Not pretend. Not bedroom games.

Real surrender.

Real helplessness.




He didn’t talk about it. But he

 

looked


 
.




Clicked links.

Watched girls in diapers crawl on all fours, moaning behind pacifiers, whispering their names in the dark. It made him hard. Ashamed. Curious.

So when Mistress Delphine invited him to The House of Dolls—offering a discreet, private “trial weekend” of controlled regression fantasy—he said yes.

Of course he did.

A man like him?

He thought he could handle anything.





The first day was fine.

Elegant rooms. Soft music. A plug, just for effect. Diapers folded neatly on satin sheets, offered like a joke.

He laughed.

He even signed the form.

He didn’t read the fine print.





By nightfall, he’d been bottle-fed something warm that made his head fuzzy.

By day two, the bathroom door was locked.

By day three, the hypnosis began.








They didn’t whip him.




They didn’t break him.







They

 

removed


 
him.




Piece by piece.

Big thoughts.

Masculine urges.

Professional confidence.




They replaced them with warm bottles and vibrating plugs.




Diapers that squished with every giggle.




Soft music and voices whispering:








“You are Bliss.”




“You are soft.”




“You do not remember.”













He forgot where he was.




Then who he was.




Then what erections even felt like.




Every time he asked to leave, they smiled and said:


“You already did.”



And gave him another feeding.





Soon, he didn’t ask anymore.

He wore bows in his hair.

He crawled.

He sucked.

He smiled.




He

 

leaked.





And one day, when Mistress Delphine held up a mirror and asked, “Do you know who that man is?”

He tilted his head, blinked once, and whispered:


“No, Mistress. That’s not me.”




“I’m Bliss.”







This is not a story of resistance.

It’s not a story of pain.




It’s a story of

 

erasure


 
.







Of how one man stopped being…




And became a diapered, plug-trained, pacified doll with nothing left to say but “yes, Mistress.”




Forever.






Chapter 1: Consent Form










Victor Lang never said no to power.










He wore it well. In his tailored suits. In the way people leaned in when he spoke. In the girls he left breathless, and the clients he left obedient.










He was a man who sold control for a living.










And bought pleasure with the same coin.










That’s why the invitation didn’t scare him.










It

 

intrigued


 
him.
















You are invited to

 

The House of Dolls


 
.




A private institution for the exploration of regression, obedience, and identity release.




72-hour immersive trial. Fully discreet. Fully contained.
















Control yourself by surrendering.
















~ M. Delphine














He almost deleted it.










But something in the phrasing…










“Control yourself

 

by


 
surrendering.”










He didn’t like admitting how that made his cock twitch.










So he didn’t.










He just replied:












“I’m listening.”


















The car arrived two days later.










Matte black.










Windows tinted.










No license plates.










A woman in a tight leather uniform stepped out and opened the door without speaking.










He stepped inside, suitcase in hand, heart steady.










Until the doors locked.










And the first mist hit.














It was subtle at first. A scent. Faint and sweet.










By the time he noticed the ache behind his eyes, the car was already moving.










And when he looked down?










A folded

 

collar


 
rested on the seat beside him.










Lavender leather.










Gold tag.










Unmarked.










He didn’t put it on.










Not then.














The ride ended at a wrought-iron gate. Past it, a mansion. Too large to be legal. Too perfect to be real. Every window glowed with soft, golden light. The gardens were trimmed like a fantasy.










He stepped out and the woman in leather handed him a clipboard.










At the top:

 

Consent Form – Immersive Regression Trial











He raised an eyebrow.










“Seventy-two hours, huh?”










She said nothing.










He skimmed the fine print.












“Subject consents to full sensory immersion.”




“Subject acknowledges potential exposure to regression techniques.”




“Subject waives use of safewords during designated phases.”




“Subject understands that identity may be suspended temporarily.”




“Subject agrees to obey House staff without question.”














His cock

 

twitched.











He smirked.










“This all for show?”










She reached into her jacket and clicked the collar open.










Held it out.










He took it.










Fastened it himself.










It fit perfectly.














She opened the main door.










Inside: silence.










Candlelight.










Velvet.










And waiting at the far end of the hall…











Mistress Delphine.















She was tall.




Curves like sculpted sin.




Black silk gloves.




A leash looped in her hand.










She smiled.










Slow. Sharp.










“Welcome, Victor.”










He didn’t blink.










“Let’s get started.”










She held out the leash.










He paused.










And then—because he

 

could


 
say no, and didn’t—










He took it.














The first room was clean.










White walls.










One chair.










One mirror.










She stood behind him and wrapped the leash around his wrist.










“You’re in control, you know.”










“Of course,” he said.










She stepped closer.










“And how would you feel… if I made you wet yourself in three days?”










He laughed.










“You won’t.”










She whispered into his ear.












“That’s what they all say.”


















She left him alone after that.










A robe.










A bottle of water.










A folded note:












"Drink it all. Lie down. Close your eyes. The trial begins at sleep."














He drank it.










Laid down.










Smiled.











Still Victor.











Still confident.










Still sure.














The first dream was soft.










Music.










A whisper.










A woman's voice:












“You are Bliss.”
















“You don’t need to think.”
















“Just be soft.”


















He woke up in a crib.










Diapered.










Plugged.










And not alone.









Chapter 2: Sleep Training










Victor woke to softness.










The kind you don’t expect as an adult.










The kind you haven’t felt since you were too young to understand what shame was.










The air smelled like lavender and powder. The sheets beneath him were satin. The blanket around him was baby pink.










And the bars?











Crib bars.











Painted white.










Polished.










Too tall to climb.










Too perfect to break.














He sat up fast.










And instantly froze.










The bulk between his legs crinkled.










Thick.










Tight.










A

 

diaper.











Not just one. He could tell by the weight, the squeeze.










He’d been

 

double-padded.











And when he looked down?










Lace-trimmed mittens.










Pink onesie.










Tiny printed hearts across the chest that spelled out—













“Trial Doll in Training”



















The mirror across from him didn’t lie.










This wasn’t a hallucination.










His cock was

 

gone


 
beneath the bulk.










Caged? Tucked?










He couldn’t even reach to check.










The mittens were locked at the wrists with silver clasps.










He reached for the side of the crib—










A

 

click.











A

 

buzz.











Then a voice from above.












“No, no, baby.”
















“No standing in your crib.”














He gasped.










Looked up.










A black glass panel above him shimmered—one-way.










Cameras.










Speakers.










They were watching.














The music started an hour later.










Soft piano. Lullaby tempo.










Then the voice returned.










Softer now.










Soothing.












“You are safe.”
















“You are soft.”
















“You are Bliss.”
















“Victor is sleeping.”
















“You are Bliss.”


















He laughed.










At first.










A dry, strained laugh.










He shouted, “Okay. Game’s over.”










No response.










He called out again.










Nothing.










Then the bottle was lowered into the crib from a ceiling cradle.










Plastic. Warm. Pink rubber nipple.










It hovered in front of his face.










He turned his head.










It followed.














“Nope,” he muttered. “Not doing this.”










Another click.










Then a

 

pulse.











Sharp.











Deep.











His ass clenched—plugged.










He hadn’t even noticed it before.










But now?










It vibrated, slow and strong, right against something inside him he’d never touched before.










He gasped.










Fell back onto the mattress.










The bottle lowered again.










He bit it.










Hard.










The liquid flowed—sweet, creamy, familiar.










Vanilla.










But behind the taste?










Something heavier.










Sedating.














He drank.










Swallowed.










Cried without meaning to.










And the voice whispered again.












“You are Bliss.”
















“Bliss is good.”
















“Good dolls don’t need names.”
















“Good dolls don’t use the potty.”
















“Good dolls leak.”


















He woke hours later with no memory of falling asleep.










The bottle was empty.










His diaper was

 

wet.











And he didn’t even feel ashamed.










Just

 

warm.











Just

 

empty.











Just… a little softer than before.









Chapter 3: No More Mirrors










Victor sat on the edge of the crib.










Not standing.










Not moving.










Just staring at the far wall, where the mirror used to be.










Now it was a painting.










Pastel brushstrokes.










Two dolls sitting side by side in a nursery. One smiling. One drooling. Both in diapers.










He hated it.










Not because it mocked him.










But because it

 

replaced


 
something.










There had been a mirror.










He was sure.










He remembered seeing himself.










Didn’t he?














His onesie was locked at the back.










The mittens still sealed.










The diaper between his legs crinkled with every shift of his weight, thick with padding and still slightly damp from the leak earlier.










But it was the plug that kept him still.










Buzzing just low enough to be maddening.










Just soft enough to tease.










A constant reminder.










That

 

they were in control.















When the music started again, he didn’t flinch.










It had been playing all morning.










Soft lullabies layered with faint whispers.










He could barely make out the words now.










But he didn’t need to.










They echoed anyway.












“Victor is gone.”
















“Bliss is soft.”
















“Big thoughts are heavy.”
















“Babies don’t think.”


















He spoke to himself to fight it.










“I’m not Bliss.”










“I’m not a baby.”










“I’m Victor Lang.”










Each word tasted weaker.










Less certain.










His tongue felt slow. His voice—small.










No mirrors.










No clocks.










No windows.










Just diapers, warm bottles, and the scent of powder everywhere.














By noon, he tried standing again.










The door to the room didn’t have a handle.










Just a white pad beside it.










When he crawled closer and pressed it, nothing happened.










A soft chime rang overhead.










Then the voice.












“Uh-oh…”
















“Bliss isn’t ready for big girl doors.”
















“Bliss goes back to her crib.”
















“Or the plug gets mean.”














He froze.










The plug pulsed once.










Warning.










He crawled back.










And the voice purred:












“Good baby.”
















“Such a soft bottom.”


















That broke him a little.










Not the humiliation.










The

 

truth


 
in it.










His bottom

 

was


 
soft now.










Sitting too long on diapers and warm padding made his muscles ache differently. His thighs didn’t feel like his own. His cock hadn’t been hard in two days. The cage was snug now.











Comfortable.











He tried to remember what his voice used to sound like.










But the words were starting to tangle.














The bottle came again at dusk.










Lowered into the crib by the invisible machine.










This one was bigger.










The rubber nipple pressed against his lips with gentle force.










He turned away.










It pressed harder.










He groaned and opened his mouth.










Swallowed.










And instantly felt it.










Warm.










Creamy.










Thick.










And

 

different.











Within seconds, his stomach clenched.










His thighs trembled.










The pressure built fast.










Too fast.










Too deep.














He whimpered.










Clutched the bars.










He tried to stand.










To beg.










To scream.










But his plug buzzed hard, and his vision

 

spun.











The mess came out in one loud, wet surge into his diaper.










Hot.










Heavy.










Utterly uncontrollable.










He collapsed to his knees.










Breathing hard.










Tears in his eyes.










The crib reeked.










His body trembled.










His diaper sagged.










And the voice above him whispered:












“Such a

 

good girl


 
.”
















“You made your mess like a sweet dolly.”
















“Bliss doesn’t need a toilet.”
















“Bliss just leaks.”


















He sobbed.










And it wasn’t from shame.










It was from how good it felt…




to be told he did

 

right





for doing what he never thought he could.














That night, when the mirror panel flickered briefly back to life, he looked into it…










And whispered:












“I’m not… Victor.”
















“I’m… Bliss?”














And the voice answered:












“Yes, baby.”
















“You’re home.”













Chapter 4: Cribbound










She didn’t remember falling asleep.










Bliss woke in dim light, eyes blurry, mouth dry.










The first thing she felt was the tightness.










Wrists bound in soft cuffs to the crib rails.










Ankles splayed wide and fastened to the corners.










A thick diaper hugged her hips—warm, already puffy from a night of leaking.










Her plug?










Still inside her.










Pulsing.










Just enough to remind her.










She wasn’t going anywhere.














She tried to move.










The restraints didn’t budge.










She moaned through the pacifier strapped to her mouth, muffled and needy. Her thighs trembled as the plug shifted inside her—slick, slow,

 

purposeful


 
.










The air smelled like formula and baby powder.










Soft music drifted from somewhere above.










And just as the first note changed…










The nipple descended.














She whimpered as the bottle lowered from the ceiling—her feeding tube.










It clicked into place above her face.










Glowed pink.










Scented faintly with vanilla and something sharper beneath it.










Something

 

chemical.











She tried to turn her head, but the strap under her chin locked in place.










The bottle pressed forward.










Her lips parted.










The rubber nipple slid into her mouth.










And she drank.














It was warm.










Thick.










Sweet.










Too thick.










She moaned against the nipple as the plug began to hum softly.










Like the two were synced.










Her throat swallowed. Her ass clenched. The formula flowed.










And her body…










Relaxed.














A voice crackled softly through the speaker.












“Good morning, Bliss.”
















“Today is softness day.”
















“No words. No walking. Just drinking and leaking.”
















“Can you show us you remember how?”














Bliss suckled harder.










The bottle pulsed in approval.














By the time the feeding finished, she’d taken

 

400ml


 
.










Her belly was full.










Her diaper warmer.










The straps released automatically with a soft hiss of air.










She rolled onto her side.










The plug buzzed a little stronger.










She moaned—her cage pressing into the thick wetness of her diaper.










But something else caught her attention.










Something new.










Aches.










Not deep.










Not sharp.










Just…










Tingling.










In her

 

chest.















She brought her mittened hands up and touched the onesie across her breasts.










They were soft.










Tender.










Puffed slightly outward.










She whimpered.










The voice returned.












“You’ve been such a good girl.”
















“The hormones are settling nicely.”
















“Soon your nipples will be too sensitive to ignore.”
















“And only nursing will soothe them.”














Bliss moaned.










Her thighs squeezed around the plug.










Her diaper crinkled.










The pacifier re-clipped into her mouth with a click.














Later that day, the nursery handlers arrived.










They didn’t speak.










They removed her diaper, wiped her clean, inspected the cage for leakage.










One of them tapped her chest.










“Coming along.”










The other adjusted her bow.










“She’ll be perfect by next week.”










They added a new layer of lotion—cool, thick, massaged deep into her hips and chest.










She didn’t protest.










She just lay there.










Pacified.










Plugged.










Training away the last trace of “him.”














That night, Bliss slept without straps.










She didn’t need them anymore.










She stayed curled in her crib.










Thumb near her mouth.










Her chest ached with promise.










Her plug kept her warm.










She whispered her name to herself until she drifted off.












“Bliss…”
















“Bliss…”
















“I’m Bliss…”













Chapter 5: Playpen Discipline










The nursery was

 

massive


 
.










Bliss had only seen it in flashes on screens from inside her crib, but today—after her morning bottle, after a fresh lotion rub, after a tight triple-thick diaper had been taped around her hips and her onesie snapped closed—










They finally opened the door.










And let her

 

crawl.















The floor was plush.










Padded with soft foam in pastel pinks and purples.










Dolls crawled everywhere—thickly diapered, pacified, some plugged, some shaking with quiet pleasure while others rocked in oversized swings or suckled at bottles on timers.










No one stood.










No one spoke.










Just crinkling, giggles, and moans softened by pacifiers.














She was led in on a short leash.










Mistress Delphine held it between two fingers.










Her nails were painted like pearls. Her heels clicked behind Bliss as she guided her baby down the central carpet and into the

 

main playpen


 
.










A wide, circular space walled off with high velvet padding and a single sign overhead:













“Dolls Display Proper Posture at All Times”















Inside were five others.










All girls now.










Some clearly had once been like her.










Bliss could see it in the way they stared—blank, but not

 

empty.











They had been erased.










Just like her.










Or… just like she

 

would


 
be.














She was placed in the center.










On her knees.










Back arched.










Legs spread.










Pacifier in place.










Hands in her lap.










Mistress Delphine stood over her and spoke clearly for the others to hear.












“This is Bliss.”
















“She leaked herself awake three nights this week.”
















“She no longer asks about the outside world.”
















“She has earned playpen observation.”














A soft round of claps followed.










Some of the other dolls moaned behind their gags.










One wet herself audibly.










Bliss trembled.










But she

 

glowed


 
inside.










She was good.










She was

 

earning it.















But then she shifted.










Only slightly.










Her knees pinched together.










Her back curled forward.










A reflex.










A leftover instinct of modesty.










Mistress Delphine saw it.










So did the others.










The room went silent.










The air froze.










And Delphine whispered:












“Bliss forgot how dolls sit.”














She clicked her heels.










Two handlers entered.














Bliss whimpered as they lifted her arms and laid her flat across the soft foam mat. Her onesie was unsnapped. The diaper peeled open.










She wasn’t messy.










Yet.










But she was

 

about to be.











She saw the nozzle before she felt it.










Wide.










Warm.










Lubed.










It slid inside her plug-trained hole like it belonged there.










She squealed.










Twitched.










And the enema bag was already

 

emptying


 
.














“You’ll hold it for five minutes,” Mistress Delphine said softly.










“Then you’ll thank the dolls for watching you.”










“If you mess early… we’ll change your name again.”










Bliss moaned.










She clenched.










She shook.










The dolls watched in silence.










One of them licked her lips.










Another crawled closer, just to listen.














She made it four minutes.










And twenty seconds.










Before her hips jerked.










Before her back arched.










Before her bowels

 

exploded


 
into the open diaper beneath her.










It was loud.










Wet.










Shameful.










And she cried.










Not from pain.










But from the sheer intensity of being watched… and being

 

allowed


 
.














They changed her where she lay.










Wiped her clean.










Coated her thighs in powder.










And before taping her up, Mistress Delphine leaned down and whispered:












“That’s my girl.”
















“Messy. Obedient. Beautiful.”


















The dolls clapped.










The handlers tickled her chin.










And Bliss—sweating, red-faced, trembling in her soaked padding—smiled behind her pacifier.










She didn’t care about modesty anymore.










She just wanted more

 

praise.










Chapter 6: Softening










Bliss no longer counted the days.










She couldn’t.










Not because no one told her the time—but because her brain no longer

 

asked


 
.










The voice in her head had stopped keeping track.










Replaced instead by lullabies.










Rhymes.










Mantras she mouthed in her sleep.












“I am Bliss.”




“I am a diaper dolly.”




“My mind is soft. My body leaks. My thoughts belong to Mistress.”


















The crib was hers now.










Not a prison.










A

 

place.











Where she belonged.










The bars felt safe.




The padding made her feel secure.




The mobiles above her, spinning in pastel arcs, gave her something to focus on when her plug buzzed too strong and her fingers, trapped in mittens, couldn’t cover her face.










She didn’t ask questions anymore.










She didn’t say “I need.”










She said “please.”










And “more.”










And “thank you.”














Her chest ached most mornings now.










Not from pain—but from fullness.










The creams. The pills. The nightly feedings. All of it had changed her.










She looked down at herself sometimes—at her once-flat chest now round and budding.










Little girl tits.










Pink nipples always stiff beneath her lace training bras.










Mistress called them “dolly buds.”










Bliss would blush.










Mistress would pinch them gently and whisper:












“You’ll nurse from me soon.”
















“Your mouth, your cock, your mind—they all belong to what I allow.”
















“And I

 

allow


 
softness.”


















Her hips widened next.










Sitting in her crib felt different.




Her thighs pressed together now.




Her diapers seemed smaller—but they weren’t.











She


 
had changed.










The mirror confirmed it once. Briefly. Just a glimpse before they took it away again.










The person looking back?










Wasn’t Victor.










No jawline.










No smirk.










Just soft cheeks.










Long lashes.










Pouting lips around a pacifier and eyes that didn’t question why they were so wet.














By the end of the week, she didn’t remember what it felt like to be hard.










Her cock no longer responded to anything but her plug.










And even that didn’t make her moan like it used to.










Now it made her

 

giggle.











A high, helpless little sound that escaped between suckles, between changes, between rounds of messy accidents that brought praise instead of shame.














The last word she forgot was her last name.










She tried to remember it one night.










Curled in her crib.










Wet.










Plugged.










Watching the lights dance above her.










She whispered:












“Vi…?”
















“Vic…?”














Nothing.










Just static.










She sucked harder on her pacifier and giggled.












“I’m… Bwiss.”
















“I’m… Blissy?”
















“Bliss.”


















The monitor chimed overhead.










Mistress Delphine’s voice came through, rich and smooth:












“Yes, baby.”
















“That’s right.”
















“You’re my Bliss.”
















“Nothing else matters.”













Chapter 7: Doll Class










The classroom didn’t look like a classroom.










No desks.










No whiteboards.










No pens or books or windows.










Just rows of soft pink mats.










Pillows shaped like clouds.










And mirrors—tall, golden-framed, tilted just so each dolly could see herself clearly at all times.










At the front, Mistress Delphine stood with a rattle in one hand and a remote in the other.












“Today’s lesson: posture, giggles, and praise.”














Bliss knelt on her mat.










Thickly diapered.










Plugged.










Her pastel onesie stretched tight over her chest, soft new breasts pressing visibly through the fabric. A pink bow was pinned to her collar, and her leash curled neatly at her side like a reminder.












She didn’t

 

own


 
herself anymore.














She was

 

displayed


 
.














Twelve dolls sat in a semicircle.










Some new.










Some far gone.










Some barely breathing between giggles.










All obedient.










All padded.










All dressed like babies pretending to be pretty.














“Lesson one,” Mistress said, turning to them. “We sit pretty.”










She stepped forward and crouched in front of Bliss.










“Back straight. Shoulders down. Chin lifted. Smile soft.”










Bliss adjusted slowly, plug pulsing gently as her muscles tensed and lifted.










The mirror showed her what Mistress wanted.










Not a man.










Not a person.










Just a little dolly on her knees, diaper peeking out beneath her onesie, face vacant but perfect.










Mistress tapped her button.










Bliss’s plug buzzed.










She moaned.










A little too loud.










The girl beside her glanced.










Mistress frowned.










“Dollies don’t moan like sluts,” she said.










“They

 

giggle.


 
”














Lesson two began.










Mistress circled the room.










Each time a doll adjusted her posture or sat up straighter, she’d tickle their ribs or nuzzle their plug deeper or whisper something like:












“Such a soft girl…”
















“You make leaking look so pretty…”














Bliss found herself giggling without realizing it.










It slipped out.










Light.










Silly.










Innocent.










She covered her mouth, but her mittens only squished her cheeks tighter.










Mistress smiled.










“There we go.”










“Giggles mean obedience.”










“Obedience means you’re happy.”














Lesson three:

 

praise response.











The lights dimmed.










Soft piano played.










Mistress pressed a button, and a slow, calming voice began to fill the room:












“You are soft.”




“You are perfect.”




“You leak because you’re loved.”




“Every smile makes your diaper wetter.”




“Every moan brings you closer to her.”


















Bliss didn’t think.










She just rocked.










On her knees.










On her plug.










Her cage began to leak—slow, helpless, and warm. The diaper thickened beneath her, the scent of powder mixing with need.










Mistress knelt again in front of her.










Touched her chin.










“Do you remember your old name?”










Bliss blinked.










Blank.










She knew she

 

should


 
.










But it was so far away.










Buried beneath thick padding, long naps, and bottles of warm formula that made her sleepy and wet.










“…Bwissy,” she said quietly.










“Bliss,” Mistress corrected, gently.










Bliss nodded.










And smiled.














“Lesson complete,” Mistress announced.










“Ten out of twelve wet.”










“Nine out of twelve leaked on command.”










“Seven responded to praise with instinctual submission.”










She paused, then looked directly at Bliss.










“One has forgotten why she ever needed to be anything else.”














Bliss was lifted gently by two nursery girls and laid down on her mat.










Her diaper was changed in front of the class.










She didn’t flinch.










She didn’t blush.










She giggled when her plug was reinserted.










And whispered:












“Fank you, Miss.”













Chapter 8: Leaking for Evaluation










The viewing chamber was made of glass.










One-way mirrors surrounded the platform.










The dolls could only see themselves.










The sponsors behind them?










Could see

 

everything


 
.














Bliss stood center-stage.










She wore a lavender dress—short, lacy, sleeveless.










The hem barely covered her diaper, which was

 

transparent


 
today. A triple-stuffed bulge sealed beneath clear plastic, printed with the words:













“BLISS – LEAK READY. PRAISE ONLY.”















A bow was pinned at the waistband of her plug belt.










Her pacifier matched her collar.










She didn’t fidget.










She didn’t shift.










She

 

posed.















The room was silent.










Mistress Delphine’s voice crackled over the intercom.












“Begin Stage Two Evaluation: Leak Response.”














Bliss dropped to her knees.










Legs apart.










Back straight.










The pose drilled into her now.














She closed her eyes.










Felt the plug begin to buzz—softly at first.










Then deeper.










Rhythmic.










Her cage, tight and small, began to pulse inside the diaper.










She moaned once behind the pacifier—quietly, ladylike.










Then the pressure hit her bladder.










Sharp.










Commanding.










But she held it.










Until Mistress gave the signal.













Click.















The plug surged.










Her thighs shook.










The diaper

 

warmed


 
.










A noisy, slow stream flooded the padding as Bliss leaked in front of them all.










She giggled softly.










And whispered:












“Thank you, Miss…”


















Behind the glass, the sponsors murmured.










“She’s compliant.”










“Responsive.”










“Look at how easily she leaks when praised.”










“Does she even know she was male?”










Mistress Delphine responded aloud, sharp and sweet:












“She doesn’t remember what a penis

 

was


 
, darling.”
















“She knows one thing now: the feeling of being soaked, plugged, and seen.”


















They made her perform two more times.










Once on all fours, rocking slowly as the plug buzzed her deeper.










And once while being bottle-fed—nursing softly as her padding filled without a single instruction.










Her body

 

knew.











Her mind

 

obeyed.











And her mouth?










Smiled behind the pacifier with each release.














Afterward, she was led offstage by two handlers.










Laid down.










Diaper changed in silence.










She didn’t ask what the sponsors thought.










She didn’t

 

care.











She wasn’t here to know.










She was here to

 

leak.











To obey.










To be pretty and soft and good.










And when Mistress Delphine knelt beside her crib that night and whispered:












“You were perfect today…”














Bliss whimpered.










And wet again.









Chapter 9: The Mirror Test










The room was warm.










No cuffs.










No leash.










No handlers watching behind glass.










Just Bliss, kneeling on a soft heart-shaped cushion, pacifier clipped to her onesie, diaper thick and quietly crinkling beneath her.










Mistress Delphine entered slowly, not with authority—

 

but care.











She sat across from Bliss on a velvet chair.










Set a small framed screen between them.










And said only:












“Let’s see how far we’ve come.”


















The screen flickered.










A photograph appeared.










Black suit. Sharp jaw. Confident eyes. Arrogant tilt of the head.










Victor Lang.










Just as he’d looked on his last free day.














Bliss blinked.










The image meant nothing.










Maybe once it might have made her flinch.










Maybe even weep.










Now?










She tilted her head slightly.










Then giggled.










Just a soft little puff of sound.










And whispered through her pacifier:












“Is dat a… guest, Miss?”














Delphine smiled.










“No, sweetheart.”










She leaned forward.










“You used to be him.”














Bliss blinked again.










Looked at the image.










Then at her mittened hands.










At the lace over her chest.










The slight weight of her soft new breasts.










The bulge of the plug gently pulsing in her diaper.










She frowned. For just a moment.










Then she smiled wide.












“No, Miss.”
















“Dat’s not me.”
















“I’m… Bliss!”


















Delphine exhaled slowly.










Something like

 

relief.











Something like pride.










She pressed a button.










The screen powered down.










She removed the pacifier from Bliss’s mouth and cradled her face in both gloved hands.










“I’m proud of you.”










“You didn’t forget, little one.”










“You became.”














Bliss whimpered softly.










Her thighs pressed together, cage twitching behind soaked padding.










She leaned into the touch.










Nuzzled.










“I wan’ my plug, Miss…”










Delphine chuckled.










“You never lost it, baby.”














She tapped her finger twice against Bliss’s collar.










A faint vibration answered from between her legs.










Bliss gasped and rocked forward—leaking, moaning, smiling with tears in her eyes.










Not from confusion.










From

 

recognition.











This was her.










She wasn’t pretending anymore.










She wasn’t submitting.










She was

 

herself.















That night, the name “Victor Lang” was erased from the House logs.










And a new entry was written in soft cursive, sealed in gold:













“Doll B-02 – Bliss. Fully regressed. Fully mine.”















—Mistress Delphine









Chapter 10: The New Bliss










The nursery was silent.










Dozens of dolls knelt in neat rows—each one thickly padded, some pacified, some plugged, all dressed in the colors of submission. Soft pink. Pale blue. Lilac trimmed in white.










The lights dimmed.










The music began.










A lullaby.










And Mistress Delphine entered.










With

 

Bliss


 
on a leash.














She didn’t stumble.










She didn’t hesitate.










She

 

pranced.











Barefoot.










Diapered.










A soft smile on her lips, pacifier bouncing gently between her teeth.










Her dress was barely a dress at all—sheer lace, cut high to show her clear plastic diaper, which was printed with:













“BLISS – PROPERTY OF THE HOUSE”















Tied to her tail plug was a satin bow.










Every step jiggled her hips.










Every crinkle made her

 

giggle.















At the center of the room, Delphine stopped.










Gently tugged the leash.










Bliss dropped to her knees.










Legs wide.










Chest out.










Back arched in the perfected dolly display posture.










She stared at the floor.










Smiling.










Leaking.














Delphine unfastened the final clasp at Bliss’s collar.










Slipped something new into place:










A gold tag.










Oval-shaped.










Polished.










Inscribed with three words:













“Doll B-02 – Bliss”















She clipped it.










Let it shine against the lace.










Then turned to the room.












“She doesn’t remember her old name.”
















“She doesn’t speak without permission.”
















“She leaks. She giggles. She giggles

 

while leaking


 
.”
















“She belongs to the House.”














The dolls clapped in unison.










Bliss moaned softly as her plug responded—buzzing deep.










She leaked again.










The diaper swelled.










And the audience cooed.














Delphine crouched in front of her.










Cradled her chin.










“Who are you, little dolly?”










Bliss whispered behind her pacifier.












“I’m Bwissy, Miss…”
















“Your leaky doll.”














Delphine smiled.










“Forever?”










Bliss nodded.










Eyes glassy.










Voice dreamy.












“Forever and ever and ever…”


















That night, Bliss was moved to the premium doll wing.










A soft pink nameplate on her crib read:













“Bliss – For Display, Not Discipline”















She wouldn’t be punished anymore.










She’d be shown off.










Praised.










Loved.










Milked.










Plugged.










And adored.










Forever soft.










Forever giggling.










Forever

 

Bliss.
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