
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Mistress’s Pet: A Femdom ABDL Ownership Fantasy




Chastity, Humiliation & Permanent Diaper Training




Introduction:










Daniel Carter had

 

everything


 
—power, wealth, control. A ruthless businessman, he dictated the lives of others, believing himself untouchable.











Until Mistress Helena took everything away.











Caught stealing from her company, he was given

 

a choice—face total financial ruin and prison, or submit to her.


 
Foolishly believing he could endure a year of servitude, he signed his life away.










But Daniel never

 

truly understood what submission meant.











From the moment he stepped into

 

Mistress Helena’s world


 
, he was

 

stripped, caged, collared, and diapered


 
—his former identity erased, replaced with that of

 

a helpless, dependent sissy pet.











●

 
       

 
His

 

cock was locked away permanently


 
, ensuring that

 

his pleasure would never again belong to him.












●

 
       

 
His

 

bathroom privileges were revoked


 
, his body

 

trained through spankings, enemas, and forced messings


 
to

 

lose all control.












●

 
       

 
His

 

hole was stretched and kept gaping


 
, trained to be

 

open at all times, ready for whatever Mistress desired.












●

 
       

 
His

 

mind was broken


 
through humiliation, edging, and denial, until he no longer

 

begged for freedom—only for his Mistress’s touch.












Publicly displayed, publicly used,

 

his existence became one of total ownership.











And when his “contract” ended?










Mistress Helena

 

never let him go.











Daniel is

 

no longer a man.











He is

 

her diapered, plugged, permanently ruined pet.











Forever.









CHAPTER 1: SIGNING AWAY HIS FREEDOM










Daniel sat in

 

Mistress Helena’s office


 
, legs crossed, arms folded, his usual

 

arrogant smirk plastered across his face.


 
He had built his life on

 

power, manipulation, and control


 
, working his way up the corporate ladder with

 

ruthlessness and charm.











And now?










Now, he was sitting across from

 

his boss—the most powerful woman in the company—who had just accused him of embezzling thousands of dollars.











Mistress Helena’s

 

icy blue eyes bore into him


 
, her manicured nails tapping rhythmically against the surface of her desk.










"You're lucky, Daniel," she said, her voice smooth and commanding. "Most men in your position would be facing prison time."










Daniel scoffed. "And yet here I am, still sitting in my office. So, what do you want? A resignation? A bribe? I can—"










"Silence."










The word was

 

sharp, final.











Daniel’s

 

mouth snapped shut involuntarily.











Mistress Helena leaned forward, sliding a

 

thick stack of papers across the desk toward him.











"I don’t want a resignation," she continued. "I want ownership."










Daniel

 

frowned, glancing down at the contract.


 
The heading made his stomach twist.











CONTRACT OF COMPLETE AND IRREVERSIBLE SUBMISSION











His smirk faltered.










Mistress Helena leaned back in her chair,

 

watching his reaction carefully.











"You have two choices," she explained. "I can turn this evidence over to the authorities, and you’ll spend the next ten years rotting in a prison cell..."










She gestured toward the

 

contract.











"Or you sign this, and you spend the next year as my personal property."










Daniel let out a sharp laugh, shaking his head. "You’ve got to be fucking kidding me."










Mistress Helena merely smiled. "Oh, I never joke about ownership, pet."










The word

 

pet


 
sent a shiver down Daniel’s spine, though he quickly masked it with another scoff.










"This is insane. What exactly do you think I’m going to be doing for a year?"










Mistress Helena smirked, standing from her desk and walking around to his side. She placed a hand on his shoulder, her nails

 

digging in just enough to remind him who held the power.











"You will be stripped of everything you once were. No more suits, no more power, no more decisions of your own. You will be

 

collared, caged, diapered, trained, and broken.


 
"










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











"Diapered?"










Mistress Helena chuckled. "Oh, yes. You won’t need to worry about using a toilet anymore. That privilege will be removed immediately. And of course, there will be… other lessons."










She trailed a finger down his

 

chest, his stomach, stopping just above his belt buckle.











Daniel

 

tensed, his breath catching in his throat.











"You will learn obedience, pain, and pleasure in ways you never imagined," she continued, her voice soft but laced with steel. "You will be spanked, stretched, edged, and denied until your body and mind belong to me completely."










Daniel

 

tried to laugh again, but it came out shaky.











"This is a joke," he muttered.










Mistress Helena sighed, returning to her desk and pulling out a

 

thick, sealed folder.











"Shall I forward these files to the authorities, then?" she asked.










Daniel

 

swallowed hard.











She had him.










No legal team could save him. No amount of money could erase the evidence she had.










His only options were

 

prison… or her.











Mistress Helena picked up a

 

pen, holding it out to him.











"Sign."










Daniel’s

 

hand trembled as he reached for it.











One year.










That’s all it would be.










He could survive a year.










He signed.










The

 

moment his signature hit the page


 
, Mistress Helena’s

 

smile widened.











She stood up, walked around the desk, and gripped his

 

chin firmly, forcing his gaze up to hers.











"Welcome to your new life, pet."










Before Daniel could react, she

 

snapped her fingers.











Two women entered the office—

 

Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn


 
, both dressed in

 

black leather corsets and heels


 
, their eyes gleaming with amusement.










Mistress Helena leaned down, whispering against his ear.










"Strip him."










Daniel

 

stiffened.


 
"Wait—"










Mistress Celeste grabbed his

 

tie, yanking it loose


 
as Mistress Evelyn

 

ripped his jacket from his shoulders.











His

 

shirt was unbuttoned and discarded in seconds


 
, leaving his

 

chest bare


 
, his muscles

 

tense with resistance.











"You don’t need clothes anymore," Mistress Helena said smoothly, watching as her assistants

 

unfastened his belt, yanked down his pants, and left him standing in nothing but his underwear.











Daniel’s

 

face burned


 
, his heart

 

pounding in his chest.











Mistress Evelyn

 

reached for the waistband of his boxers.











Daniel

 

jerked back, his hands flying forward in a weak attempt to stop her.











Mistress Helena smirked. "Still resisting?"










She nodded to Mistress Celeste.










A sharp

 

slap cracked across his face


 
, stunning him.










His

 

brief hesitation was all they needed.











His

 

underwear was yanked down


 
, leaving him

 

completely exposed, his cock twitching involuntarily despite the overwhelming shame coursing through him.











Mistress Helena reached into her

 

desk drawer, pulling out a thick, polished steel chastity cage.











Daniel’s

 

breath caught.











"This will ensure that your cock is no longer your concern," she murmured, stepping closer, running a

 

gloved hand down his stomach, her fingers ghosting over his length.











Daniel

 

shuddered violently


 
, his

 

cock twitching, betraying him completely.











Mistress Helena

 

chuckled.











"Oh, pet. You’re already reacting to your new life."










Before he could respond, she

 

snapped the steel cage around his length, locking it in place, the cold metal pressing against his sensitive flesh.











Daniel

 

let out a strangled sound


 
, a mixture of frustration, shame, and unbearable arousal.










Mistress Helena smirked, holding up a small silver key.










"This," she purred, fastening it to her ankle bracelet, "is now your greatest desire. And you will never have it again."










Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn stepped forward, each gripping one of his arms.










"Let’s take him to the nursery," Mistress Celeste murmured.










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











"N-nursery?"










Mistress Helena ran a

 

hand through his hair, petting him mockingly.











"That’s right, baby," she cooed. "It’s time for your first diapering."










Daniel’s

 

cock pulsed violently inside its cage


 
, his

 

body breaking out in a cold sweat.











Mistress Helena smiled.










"And once you’re all padded up, we’re going to train your body properly… from the inside."










Daniel’s

 

throat dried.











He had made a

 

terrible mistake.











And it was

 

too late to turn back.










CHAPTER 2: HIS FIRST DIAPERING










Daniel’s

 

breath came in short, panicked gasps


 
as he was

 

dragged down the long hallway


 
, his

 

naked, caged body fully exposed


 
, his

 

cock already twitching uselessly inside its new steel prison.











Mistress Helena led the way, her

 

heels clicking against the polished floors


 
, while Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn

 

kept a firm grip on his arms


 
, ensuring that he

 

didn’t even think about resisting.











The further they walked, the more Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted with dread.











Nursery.










She had called it a

 

nursery.











His

 

mind reeled, his body tense, his muscles aching with the desperate urge to fight back.











But there was no escape.










And when the doors finally

 

swung open


 
, revealing the

 

room that would now be his prison


 
, his

 

stomach dropped.











The room was

 

massive


 
, but it was not a bedroom.










It was

 

a nursery.











A

 

giant white crib sat against the far wall


 
, the

 

bars high, the mattress thick and covered in pink satin.


 
A

 

changing table sat beside it


 
, fully stocked with

 

diapers in all shades of pastel pink, blue, and white.











An

 

oversized high chair


 
stood in the corner, next to

 

a padded discipline bench, leather straps hanging from the sides.











The air was

 

sweet with the scent of baby powder


 
, mixed with something

 

far more sinister.











Mistress Helena turned to him, watching his

 

face shift from shock to pure humiliation.











“This is your new home, pet,” she purred.










Daniel

 

shook his head violently, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.











“No. No, this isn’t—”










A

 

sharp slap landed across his face, silencing him instantly.











Mistress Celeste

 

leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear.











"You don’t get to say no anymore, baby."










Mistress Evelyn stepped forward,

 

patting the padded changing table.











"Up."










Daniel

 

stared, his heart pounding, his face burning with pure shame.











“I—I can’t—”










Mistress Helena

 

sighed dramatically.











"Still resisting?"










She turned toward Mistress Celeste.










"Hold him down."










Before Daniel could move, both women

 

grabbed his arms, lifting him effortlessly onto the table, forcing him onto his back.











He

 

struggled, his muscles tensing


 
, but a

 

sharp smack to his exposed thigh made him jolt, the sting burning through his skin.











Mistress Helena loomed over him, her

 

gloved hands running down his bare chest.











"You’ll learn to be still for your diaper changes, pet," she murmured. "Or we’ll have to strap you down every time."










Daniel

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

cock pulsing helplessly against its cage.











Mistress Evelyn retrieved a

 

thick, pastel pink diaper from the stack


 
, unfolding it slowly, letting the

 

crinkling sound fill the air.











Daniel

 

squeezed his eyes shut, his breath shuddering.











"This isn’t happening," he muttered, shaking his head.










Mistress Celeste chuckled.










"Oh, but it is."










Mistress Helena gripped his

 

chin firmly


 
, forcing his eyes open.










"You signed away your rights," she reminded him.










"You belong to me now."










Mistress Evelyn

 

slid the thick padding beneath his exposed ass


 
, the softness a cruel contrast to his previous life of power and control.










The moment it touched his skin,

 

his cock pulsed violently in its cage


 
, betraying him completely.










Mistress Helena

 

smirked, running her nails over his inner thigh.











"Oh? Is our little baby excited?"










Daniel’s

 

face burned, his body trembling with humiliation.











“No—”










Another

 

sharp slap landed on his thigh.











Mistress Helena clicked her tongue.










“Lying will only earn you more punishments, pet.”










Mistress Celeste reached for a

 

large container of baby powder


 
, sprinkling it generously over his bare skin, the scent filling the air.










Daniel’s

 

cock twitched violently


 
, the

 

sensation of being powdered and diapered so deeply humiliating that it made his breath hitch.











Mistress Evelyn leaned over him, whispering against his ear.










"And since our little baby is already wet… maybe he needs some extra help."










She reached for a

 

glass plug, sleek and polished, the tip already coated in thick, slippery lubricant.











Daniel’s

 

stomach clenched.











His

 

muscles locked up.











"No—no, please—"










Mistress Celeste grabbed his

 

thighs, spreading them wide, ensuring he was completely open.











Mistress Helena

 

trailed her fingers over his caged cock, squeezing it lightly.











"Shhh, pet," she cooed. "Babies don’t get to decide what goes inside them."










Mistress Evelyn pressed the

 

cool tip of the plug against his tight entrance, teasing, circling, pushing.











Daniel

 

squirmed, his cock twitching pathetically in its cage, his face burning with unbearable shame.











Mistress Helena leaned over him, whispering against his ear.










"You’re going to be kept open for us, pet. Always stretched. Always ready."










The plug

 

slid in slowly, inch by inch, forcing him to take every bit of it, stretching him wider than before.











Daniel

 

let out a strangled moan


 
, his

 

cock pulsing uncontrollably, his hole clenching around the invading toy.











Mistress Evelyn let out a

 

soft moan of approval.











"Oh, he’s gripping it so well."










Mistress Celeste chuckled,

 

running her fingers along the edges of his diaper.











"Now, let’s get him taped up."










Daniel

 

whimpered, his body completely helpless


 
as the thick diaper was

 

pulled up between his legs, taped securely, locking the plug inside him.











Mistress Helena

 

patted the front of the thick padding, smirking.











"There. Now our little baby is nice and snug."










Mistress Celeste leaned down, stroking his

 

flushed cheek.











"And since you’re plugged, pet, you’ll be nice and full when we change you later."










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











Mistress Helena stood, crossing her arms.










"You are no longer a man," she murmured.










"You are our helpless, obedient little baby."










Daniel’s

 

cock throbbed uselessly against the thick padding


 
, his

 

body aching, stretched, and completely owned.











Mistress Helena tilted his

 

chin up, forcing him to look at her.











"This is only the beginning, pet," she whispered.










Daniel

 

whimpered, his entire body trembling.











And he knew—











She was right.










CHAPTER 3: HIS FIRST FORCED MESSING










Daniel

 

lay in the crib, his thick diaper pressing against his sore, stretched hole


 
, the plug buried deep inside him a

 

constant reminder of his helplessness.


 
His

 

cock throbbed uselessly in its cage


 
, trapped, aching,

 

leaking into the soft padding


 
, but there was nothing he could do.










Mistress Helena had made it

 

very clear


 
—

 

babies do not have control.











The nursery was

 

silent except for the soft crinkling of his diaper as he shifted slightly


 
, the scent of baby powder lingering in the air, but he knew what was coming.

 

He could feel it.











His

 

stomach gurgled


 
, a deep, rolling sensation spreading through his core.










He squeezed his eyes shut,

 

his breath coming in uneven gasps


 
.










They had

 

fed him a special bottle earlier


 
, full of

 

thick, creamy formula laced with a strong laxative.











They had

 

strapped him into the crib


 
, making sure he was unable to remove his diaper.










They had

 

told him exactly what was about to happen.











And now, his

 

body was betraying him,


 
just like they had planned.















THE BUILD-UP











The

 

nursery door creaked open, heels clicking against the floor, the sound unmistakable.











Mistress Helena.










Daniel’s

 

face burned


 
, his body already trembling in

 

humiliation and anticipation.











She approached the

 

crib slowly


 
, watching him carefully.










"How is my little baby feeling?" she cooed, trailing her fingers over his

 

flushed cheek.











Daniel whimpered,

 

shaking his head.











"I—I don’t need to go," he whispered, his

 

voice wrecked, desperate, pleading.











Mistress Helena chuckled, gripping his

 

chin tightly


 
, forcing his

 

gaze up to meet hers.











"Oh, pet," she murmured. "You don’t get to decide that anymore."










She ran her

 

gloved hand down his chest, over the thick padding between his legs, pressing lightly.











His

 

stomach clenched


 
, another sharp cramp twisting through him.










His

 

muscles locked up, fighting against the inevitable.











Mistress Helena

 

felt the tension, the way he squirmed against the pressure.











She smirked.










"You’re still trying to hold it in, aren’t you?"










Daniel’s

 

cheeks burned hotter


 
, his

 

cock twitching against the soaked padding.











Mistress Helena tapped the front of his diaper playfully.










"That’s cute," she mused. "But we both know how this ends."















FORCED TO LOSE CONTROL











Daniel clenched his fists, his

 

stomach tightening, another cramp rolling through him.











Mistress Helena

 

sat beside the crib, watching him carefully


 
, waiting for him to break.










She reached into a

 

small bag beside her, pulling out a vibrator


 
, pressing it against the

 

front of his diaper, right against his locked, throbbing cock.











The

 

sudden, overwhelming stimulation made him gasp


 
, his

 

hips bucking involuntarily.











"Oh, did my baby like that?" Mistress Helena teased,

 

pressing the vibrator harder, the low hum filling the room.











Daniel

 

groaned, his body caught between unbearable pleasure and shame.











His

 

stomach clenched again, another wave of urgency crashing through him.











Mistress Helena

 

smirked knowingly.











"It’s coming, isn’t it?" she whispered.










Daniel

 

shook his head violently, whimpering.











"No—no, Mistress, please—"










She

 

ignored his pleas


 
, keeping the vibrator pressed against his

 

aching, dripping cock.











"You don’t get to beg, pet," she cooed. "You don’t get to control anything anymore."










Her fingers

 

pressed against his swollen stomach


 
, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles.










His

 

body tensed violently


 
, a deep, desperate cramp rolling through him.










Mistress Helena

 

felt the shift, the way his body shuddered under her touch.











And then—










It happened.










Daniel

 

let out a broken sob


 
, his

 

body finally giving in.











The

 

first warm, wet release filled his diaper, spreading instantly.











His

 

cock pulsed violently


 
, the

 

shame of it sending waves of unbearable pleasure and humiliation crashing over him.











Mistress Helena

 

sighed in satisfaction, stroking his trembling thigh.











"Good boy," she whispered.










Daniel

 

sobbed, his body convulsing


 
, his

 

cock throbbing uncontrollably inside its cage.











His

 

legs trembled, another wave rolling through him, his body giving in fully, helplessly.











Mistress Helena

 

watched him closely, enjoying every second.











"You’re ruining yourself for me," she purred. "Just like you should."










Daniel

 

moaned, his mind breaking further, his cock leaking uncontrollably into the soaked padding.











Mistress Helena

 

pressed the vibrator harder


 
, her voice low and commanding.










"Now, cum for me, baby," she whispered.










Daniel

 

gasped, his back arching, his body completely surrendering.











His

 

cock pulsed violently, his cage trapping his useless orgasm


 
, his

 

ruined release mixing with the warmth already spreading inside his diaper.











Mistress Helena

 

sighed in satisfaction, stroking his hair as his body convulsed beneath her touch.











"You will never be anything else," she whispered.










Daniel

 

lay there, shaking, broken, his body completely spent.











Mistress Helena

 

smirked, standing up, looking down at her helpless little pet.











"You’re going to sleep in that, pet," she murmured.










Daniel

 

whimpered softly, his body aching, exhausted, completely used.











Mistress Helena

 

leaned down, pressing a kiss to his forehead.











"You belong to me forever."










And Daniel knew—











She was right.










CHAPTER 4: PUT ON DISPLAY










The morning after his

 

first forced messing


 
, Daniel woke up

 

soaked, sore, and completely broken.


 
The heavy diaper sagged between his legs, the

 

thick padding a humiliating reminder of what he had become.


 
His

 

chastity cage throbbed painfully


 
, his

 

cock dripping helplessly inside its prison


 
, completely untouched and denied.










Mistress Helena stood over his

 

crib


 
, dressed in a

 

tight black dress, her lips curved into a smirk of satisfaction.











"Good morning, my little diapered slut," she purred,

 

reaching down to stroke his flushed cheek.











Daniel

 

whimpered, his body trembling beneath her touch.











Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste stepped inside, their

 

heels clicking against the polished nursery floor.











Mistress Celeste smirked,

 

gripping the bars of the crib and shaking her head.











"Look at him," she mused. "A grown man waking up in a soaked diaper."










Mistress Evelyn walked over to the changing table, picking up a

 

fresh, pink diaper with ruffled edges, holding it up for him to see.











"You’re going to be displayed tonight, pet," she said.










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











"P—please, Mistress," he whimpered.










Mistress Helena

 

grabbed his chin tightly, forcing him to look up at her.











"You don’t beg, baby," she whispered. "You obey."










She reached down,

 

sliding a hand over the front of his soaked, full diaper


 
, pressing lightly against the

 

bulging, wet fabric.











Daniel

 

gasped, his cock throbbing, aching for any touch—but knowing he would never get release.











Mistress Helena chuckled.










"Oh, you’re still dripping, aren’t you? You really are becoming the perfect little thing."










She turned to Mistress Celeste.










"Strip him. Clean him. And get him dressed."










Daniel

 

whimpered as the women worked quickly—unfastening his soaked diaper, wiping his sensitive skin, making sure he was clean but still utterly humiliated.











Mistress Evelyn reached for a

 

thick buttplug


 
, rolling it between her fingers before

 

spreading his legs wider.











"Open up, baby," she cooed.










Daniel

 

let out a broken sob as the plug was pressed inside him, stretching him, locking him into his new, permanent role.











Mistress Celeste pulled the

 

fresh diaper up between his legs


 
, taping it snugly around him, sealing him inside.










Mistress Helena smiled.










"Perfect."















THE PUBLIC DISPLAY











The club was

 

packed with dominant women


 
, all dressed in elegant evening wear, their

 

eyes filled with hunger and amusement as Mistress Helena led Daniel inside.











His

 

diaper crinkled loudly with every hesitant step


 
, his

 

face burning as he was forced to crawl behind her, his leash held firmly in her grip.











His

 

dress was humiliatingly short


 
, a

 

frilly pink maid’s outfit that did nothing to hide his thick, padded state.











Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste flanked him, ensuring he had

 

no escape, no chance to resist.











Mistress Helena stopped at the center of the room, giving the leash a sharp tug.










"Kneel, pet."










Daniel

 

sank onto his knees instantly


 
, his

 

head lowered, his hands resting on his thighs.











Mistress Helena turned to the crowd.










"Ladies," she announced,

 

her voice smooth, commanding.


 
"I would like to introduce my new pet."










The room

 

erupted into laughter and applause.











Mistress Celeste stepped forward, running a

 

hand over the front of Daniel’s thick diaper.











"Go on, baby," she purred.










"Show them what you are."










Daniel’s

 

entire body tensed, his cock throbbing inside its cage, his hole clenching around the plug buried deep inside him.











Mistress Helena leaned down, whispering against his ear.










"Tell them, pet."










Daniel’s

 

throat closed.











His

 

cock twitched violently inside his cage.











His

 

diaper crinkled loudly beneath him.











And then, his

 

voice came out broken, wrecked, completely shattered.











"I’m… I’m Mistress Helena’s diapered sissy pet."










The

 

club roared with laughter and cheers, women raising their glasses, clinking them together in celebration of his complete destruction.











Mistress Helena smirked,

 

stroking his hair gently, mockingly.











"Good boy."










Mistress Celeste stepped closer,

 

tilting his face up with the tip of her stiletto.











"Now crawl for them, baby," she cooed.










Daniel

 

whimpered, his body trembling as he obeyed, crawling through the crowd, his thick diaper swaying, his hole stretched and filled, his humiliation complete.











He was

 

no longer a man.











He was

 

Mistress Helena’s diapered pet.











Forever.









CHAPTER 5: SEALED AS HER PERMANENT PROPERTY










The ride home from the club was

 

silent except for the crinkling of Daniel’s thick diaper


 
, his

 

body trembling, his mind shattered beyond repair.











He sat

 

in the back of Mistress Helena’s limousine


 
,

 

strapped into a special harnessed seat


 
, ensuring that he remained

 

fully restrained and helpless.


 
His

 

thighs were spread wide, his legs secured, his hands trapped in padded mittens so he couldn’t even attempt to remove his diaper.











The plug buried deep inside him

 

pulsed with every bump in the road


 
, keeping him stretched, keeping him open,

 

reminding him that he belonged to Mistress Helena now.











She sat across from him, her

 

legs crossed elegantly, sipping a glass of wine


 
, watching him with an

 

amused smirk.











Mistress Evelyn sat beside her,

 

stroking her riding crop against her palm, occasionally tapping it against his caged cock just to watch him twitch.











Mistress Celeste sighed dramatically, tapping a finger against her chin.










"I think he’s finally learned his place," she mused.










Mistress Helena took a slow sip of her wine before setting the glass down.










"Not quite," she murmured.










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted.











His

 

cock throbbed uselessly in its cage, leaking against the soaked padding of his diaper.











Mistress Helena leaned forward, gripping his

 

chin tightly, forcing his eyes to meet hers.











"You’re still holding on to a sliver of resistance, aren’t you, pet?"










Daniel

 

whimpered, his entire body stiffening.











Mistress Evelyn chuckled,

 

reaching down to squeeze the front of his thick, soaked diaper.











"Oh, I think he’s desperate enough now," she purred.










Mistress Helena smirked, leaning back against the plush leather seat.










"We’ll see."










The limousine slowed as they approached the estate, the

 

massive wrought iron gates opening to let them in.


 
The vehicle pulled up to the

 

main entrance


 
, and the moment the doors opened,

 

Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn unbuckled Daniel from the seat, pulling him onto his feet.











His

 

diaper sagged heavily between his legs


 
, a

 

clear sign of his helpless state.











Mistress Helena stepped out first, watching as her

 

pet was led inside, crawling, his head bowed in absolute submission.











"Take him to the branding room," she ordered.










Daniel’s

 

breath caught in his throat.











Branding?










Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn dragged him down the long, dark hallway, past the lavishly decorated rooms, until they reached a

 

small, dimly lit chamber.











A

 

cold, metal table stood in the center


 
, the surface covered in

 

restraints.











Mistress Helena followed behind, her

 

heels clicking against the tile, her presence commanding.











Daniel

 

squirmed, struggling weakly, his body shivering in fear.











"M-Mistress, please," he whimpered, tears welling in his eyes.










Mistress Celeste grinned,

 

pressing a firm hand against his back, forcing him onto the table.











Mistress Evelyn secured the

 

leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles


 
, strapping him down tightly, making sure he had

 

no chance to resist.











Mistress Helena stepped forward, placing a

 

hand against his chest, feeling his rapid heartbeat.











"You belong to me now, pet," she whispered.










Daniel

 

sobbed, his cock twitching helplessly inside his cage.











Mistress Helena turned to the side, retrieving a

 

long, thin metal brand from the nearby heating station.











The

 

tip glowed a deep, fiery red.











She ran a gloved finger along the

 

cool skin of his inner thigh


 
, her

 

voice soft but filled with undeniable authority.











"This will be your final lesson."










She pressed the

 

searing-hot brand against his sensitive flesh, marking him forever.











Daniel

 

screamed, his entire body arching violently against the restraints, his hole clenching around the plug buried deep inside him.











Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste

 

watched in delight


 
, their hands roaming over his trembling form, feeling the way he

 

shook, whimpered, and fully surrendered beneath the pain.











When Mistress Helena finally pulled the brand away, the

 

mark was clear and perfect.












"MISTRESS HELENA'S DIAPERED PET."











His

 

new, permanent identity.











His

 

mind broke completely.











His

 

cock pulsed inside its cage, leaking into his soaked diaper.











Mistress Helena smiled, stroking his

 

tear-streaked cheek.











"Good boy," she whispered.










Daniel

 

whimpered, his body shuddering, his submission now irreversible.











Mistress Helena turned to Mistress Celeste.










"Change him, lock him in his crib, and make sure his plug stays in all night."










Mistress Celeste nodded. "Of course, Mistress."










Mistress Evelyn grinned, running her

 

hand over the fresh mark on his thigh.











"He’s perfect now."










Mistress Helena leaned down,

 

pressing a soft kiss against his forehead.











"You will never be anything else."










Daniel

 

lay there, completely ruined, completely owned.











And he knew—











She was right.










EPILOGUE: HIS FINAL ACCEPTANCE










The morning sun filtered through the grand nursery, casting a warm glow over the

 

crib where Daniel lay, completely and utterly owned.


 
His

 

thick, pastel pink diaper was soaked


 
, swollen with the

 

evidence of his permanent helplessness.


 
His

 

legs remained spread wide by the thick padding


 
, his

 

plugged hole clenching weakly, forever stretched to accommodate whatever Mistress Helena wished to use him for.











He had

 

stopped resisting long ago.











The

 

chastity cage locked around his cock


 
was no longer something he fought against—it was simply part of him now, ensuring he would

 

never again know the pleasure of touching himself.











His

 

thigh still burned from the branding


 
, the

 

mark of his Mistress ensuring he would never belong to anyone else.











He was

 

her diapered pet.











Forever.















HIS MORNING ROUTINE











The nursery door opened, and

 

Mistress Helena entered, dressed in a silk robe, looking every bit as powerful and in control as the day she had first broken him.











Behind her,

 

Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste followed, carrying a fresh diaper and a bottle filled with thick formula.











Daniel

 

immediately whimpered, shifting onto all fours inside the crib, his body trembling with need and obedience.











Mistress Helena smirked, running a

 

gloved hand through his messy hair.











"Good morning, my little diapered slut," she purred.










Daniel

 

shivered


 
, his

 

cock throbbing uselessly inside its steel cage.











Mistress Evelyn reached into the crib, gripping his

 

collar tightly, tugging him forward until his face was pressed against the bars.











"Are you wet, baby?" she cooed.










Daniel

 

whimpered, his cheeks flushing with humiliation.











"Y-yes, Mistress," he whispered.










Mistress Celeste chuckled, running a

 

hand over the front of his swollen diaper, pressing lightly.











"Oh, he’s more than wet," she teased. "He’s absolutely soaked."










Mistress Helena tapped her

 

nails against his locked cock.











"And did my little baby make a mess last night?"










Daniel

 

trembled, his entire body burning with humiliation.











"I… I messed myself, Mistress," he admitted softly.










Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste

 

giggled, delighted by his continued degradation.











Mistress Helena sighed in satisfaction.










"Good boy," she murmured. "You’ve finally accepted what you are."










She stepped back, folding her arms.










"You no longer need reminders. No more resistance. No more punishment. You belong to me completely."










Daniel’s

 

cock twitched, his hole clenching instinctively around the plug buried inside him.











He

 

had nothing left to fight for.











He was

 

diapered, permanently caged, stretched and used, trained to serve.











And the worst part?










He

 

loved it.











Mistress Helena reached down, unlocking the

 

crib bars, allowing him to crawl out onto the floor.











"Time for your morning change, pet," she said smoothly.










Daniel

 

whimpered


 
, but he

 

obeyed immediately, crawling toward the changing mat


 
, his

 

diaper crinkling loudly, his body weak, submissive, and desperate for her approval.











Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn knelt beside him, giggling as they

 

untaped his soaked diaper


 
, exposing his

 

plugged, ruined hole.











Mistress Helena sat back, watching as her

 

property was cleaned, powdered, and re-diapered, ready to serve her for another day.











Daniel

 

closed his eyes, letting it all happen, fully surrendering to his new, permanent life.











This was who he was now.










Her

 

diapered pet.











Forever.
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