
        
            
                
            
        

    


Mommy Pact: Diaper Punishment, Humiliation, and Total Surrender in a Femdom Neighborhood





Four Gorgeous Mommies. One Diapered Man. And No Way Out of Their Neighborhood Pact.







Introduction










He’s the new guy on the block—mid-30s, smug, married, thinks he’s too good for the quiet suburban life. The neighborhood women? Gorgeous, confident, single, and close as sisters. They throw a yearly

 

Summer Garden Party


 
—women-only. But this year, they invite him out of pity.










He gets too drunk. Loud. Inappropriate. Then he whips it out and pees right into their flower bed, laughing like it's a joke.










They don’t call the cops. They don’t yell. They just smile and offer him another drink.










The next morning, he wakes up on a plastic changing mat, hands tied to the sides, soaked in his own shame… and surrounded by four stunning women in summer dresses. Their pact? When a man crosses them, he becomes theirs.










And in Suburbia…

 

Mommies


 
always get their way.









Chapter One: The Last Drink He’d Ever Choose










The invitation was written in soft pink cursive on a handmade card, slipped under his door like some sweet neighborhood gesture.





“You’re invited to our annual Summer Garden Party. Backyard of #14. 5 PM. Dress light, bring a bottle, leave your worries at the gate.”











Connor scoffed at it at first. “Looks like a bachelorette brunch,” he joked to his wife.




She just shrugged. “Maybe you should go. Make some friends. You’ve been miserable since we moved here.”










He rolled his eyes but showed up anyway, six-pack of craft beer in hand, designer sunglasses on, and a chip the size of Texas riding on his shoulder. Connor had always been the alpha in his friend group back in the city. Loud, dominant, a little crude. But out here? In these sterile, sunny suburbs? Everyone seemed... tamer. Softer.










Or so he thought.










The women greeted him with perfect smiles. Four of them, all in their thirties, all dressed in light summer fabrics that clung to just the right places. They looked like they belonged on magazine covers—tan legs, manicured hands, soft laughter that lingered in the air like perfume.










There was

 

Nina


 
, with her curly black hair and sly, amused eyes.





Kara


 
, statuesque and toned, in a crisp white sundress that barely covered her thighs.





Jules


 
, red-lipped and golden-skinned, always the one pouring the drinks.




And

 

Elise


 
, the soft-spoken blonde who never said much—but whose gaze could freeze time.










They doted on him, offered him food, poured him stronger and stronger cocktails. “You’re our only guest,” Kara purred. “You get all the attention.”










And he loved it.










They asked about his job. He boasted. They asked about his marriage. He downplayed it. They teased him. He flirted. They giggled at his jokes—even when they were inappropriate.










By the time the sun dipped low and the fairy lights flicked on, Connor was drunk. Loud. Swaggering.










“I gotta take a piss,” he slurred, swaying near the floral trellis. “Where’s the bathroom?”










“Inside,” Jules said with a smile, “but it’s such a long walk…”










And he took that as permission.










He turned, unzipped, and pissed directly into the hydrangeas. Laughed while doing it. “Hope they grow faster now!”










The laughter stopped. All four women stared. For a heartbeat, everything went still.










Then Kara smiled. “You really are just a little boy, aren’t you?”










Connor zipped up, blinking slowly. “What?”










But Nina was already behind him. He didn’t see the syringe. Didn’t feel the prick.




The world blurred. His vision spun. The last thing he heard was Jules’s voice, low and sweet:










“Night-night, baby.”














He woke up cold.










Not in his bed. Not even in his house.










He was lying on something plastic, his arms outstretched and fastened to the corners of a thick, padded mat. His legs were spread, ankles cuffed. He was naked—except for a thick, crinkly white diaper hugging his hips. The kind with

 

blocks and bears


 
printed across the front.










The air smelled faintly of powder.










“What the fu—”










His voice cracked. A pacifier was wedged between his lips. He tried to spit it out. It didn’t move.










It was strapped around his head.










From behind a sheer curtain, heels clicked on tile. Four pairs.










The curtain parted.










All four women stood in matching summer robes, their hair loose, makeup perfect. They looked down at him like goddesses surveying a creature far beneath them.










“Morning, sunshine,” Nina said, her voice rich and mocking.










Jules crouched beside him and patted the front of his diaper. “Still dry—for now.”










“What the fuck is this?” he tried to shout, but it came out as muffled nonsense. The pacifier gag stayed tight.










“Let’s review,” Kara said, stepping over him to straddle his waist, her bare thighs brushing the crinkly edges of his diaper. “You came to our party. You acted like a pig. You pissed in our garden. And you thought there’d be no consequences?”










Elise leaned down near his ear, whispering with breath like silk.




“We have a rule in this neighborhood, baby. A pact.”










Jules chimed in, “We don’t involve the police. We don’t call your wife.”










Kara grinned. “We handle things our own way.”










Connor squirmed violently, rattling the cuffs. “Mmmffh! Mmmhhgg!”










“Aw, poor thing,” Nina said, mock-pouting. “He’s scared. Good.”










Kara reached behind her, pulled something out from the floor beside the mat. A thick,

 

pink enema bulb


 
.










Connor thrashed.










Jules giggled. “That’s right, little one. If you’re going to act like a baby, then we’re going to treat you like one.”










“And babies,” Nina whispered, “don’t get to use the big boy potty.”














They didn’t take turns. They worked as a team.










Elise held his legs back. Nina opened the diaper. Jules prepped the lube. Kara slid the bulb in, slow and merciless, pressing down until his belly tensed.










Connor cried behind the pacifier gag, face red, shaking his head.










“That’s just the start,” Kara said, taping the diaper shut again.










“You’ll be here for a while,” Nina added. “You’re ours now.”










Elise smiled softly and kissed his forehead. “And Mommy knows best.”









Chapter Two: When Wives Find Out










He didn’t know how long he’d been lying there. The room stayed dim, lit by soft overhead sconces that mimicked candlelight. A diffuser hissed something floral into the air. Somewhere in the background, a lullaby played on repeat.










Connor’s wrists ached from tugging at the cuffs. His throat was raw from screaming behind the pacifier gag. The enema churned in his belly, and the crinkly heat of the diaper made him feel like his skin didn’t belong to him anymore.










And worst of all—the women were gone.










They hadn’t returned since they taped him back up. They’d changed his position slightly, secured his ankles together, and left a bottle of milk with a tube leading to his mouth. He could drink if he sucked.










He didn’t.










He wouldn’t.










They had to let him go eventually.










Right?














The sound of a door opening snapped his attention toward the curtain. Footsteps. He expected Jules or Kara’s mocking voice, maybe Elise’s breathy coo.










Instead, a voice pierced the air like a dagger.











“What the fuck is this?”











He froze.











That voice.











It was

 

her


 
.










His wife.










Claire.










Beautiful, sharp-tongued, no-nonsense Claire. She was here.










His head thrashed in panic. He tried to shout, tried to beg through the gag, but all that came out was a pitiful string of moans and muffled noises.










Claire stepped into view. Her heels clicked once on the tile. She wore tight black jeans and a red blouse. Her eyes burned with disbelief—and rage.










“What the fuck did you do to him?”










Behind her came Nina and Jules, looking smug, relaxed, unbothered.










Kara followed, sipping a glass of wine. “We called her like we promised, baby boy.”










Elise shut the door gently behind them.










Claire looked from the women to her husband’s diapered body, taped down and bulging slightly at the middle. She scanned the room—the pacifier gag, the feeding tube, the powder dusted on his thighs.










She didn’t speak for a moment.










Then she

 

laughed


 
. Short, stunned at first, then crueler by the second.










“You told me these women were

 

boring


 
. That they were just a bunch of yoga moms and wine drinkers.”










Connor whimpered.










Kara circled around him slowly. “He got drunk. Pissed in our garden. Mocked us. And then passed out like a frat boy.”










“We made him our project,” Jules added. “And now we’re offering you a choice.”










Claire arched a brow. “A choice?”










“You can take him home,” Elise said, calm as ever. “Or you can help us finish the job.”










Claire took a step forward and looked down at him. “What kind of ‘job’ are we talking about?”










“He’s already soaked himself once,” Nina said, grinning. “We gave him his first enema. He begged, moaned, cried. But he still hasn’t learned manners.”










Claire crouched. Looked him in the eye.










“You little fucking idiot,” she said quietly. “You embarrassed me. You humiliated yourself. I have to

 

live


 
in this neighborhood.”










Connor blinked rapidly. Tears welled up.










“I should take you home and beat your ass.”










Kara spoke softly behind her. “Or you can let us help you... remake him.”










Claire turned her head.










“Into what?”










Jules handed her something.










A

 

changing paddle


 
.










Wooden. Smooth. Polished. Engraved on the handle:

 

Mommy’s Helper.











“A well-trained little diapered bitch,” Jules said.










The room went silent.










Claire stared at the paddle.










Then—without warning—she raised it high and

 

smacked


 
it down across Connor’s thigh with a loud, echoing

 

crack


 
.










Connor screamed behind the gag.










Another hit. And another. His legs writhed. His body jerked.










She was relentless.










When she finally stopped, she dropped the paddle on the mat beside his head and leaned in close.










“You’re not sleeping in our bed tonight,” she hissed. “You’re not even going home. You belong here now. With

 

them.


 
”










Tears streamed down his face.










“I’ll pick you up when they say you’re ready,” Claire added. “If ever.”










Jules unbuckled the gag.










Connor gasped, “Please—Claire—I’m sorry, please, get me out of here—”










She grabbed his chin. “You’re not talking to me like a man. From now on, you call me what you are.”










“…w-what?”










Elise stepped forward. “Go on, baby. Say it.”










Connor blinked.










“…M-Mommy…”










Claire’s eyes flashed.










“That’s better.”









Chapter Three: Stiff Where He Shouldn’t Be










Connor laid still, panting. The pacifier gag had been removed, but his lips still tingled, wet from drool. His legs trembled from the spanking Claire had given him—each strike echoing louder in his mind than in the room.










Now, the five women sat around him like queens at a cruel little ceremony.










Claire stood over his head. Jules sat near his knees. Nina, Elise, and Kara leaned casually nearby, sipping wine, watching him like a specimen.










“Okay, baby boy,” Jules said brightly. “Time for your first real diaper change.”










“No,” Connor whimpered.










“Yes,” Claire snapped. “You pissed yourself, you disgusting thing. I’m not taking you back to my house smelling like ammonia and powder.”










He bit his lip.










“I can’t—this is too much—I’m sorry—I didn’t know—”










Nina interrupted, “You knew enough to unzip your pants and piss all over our flowers. That was a

 

big boy


 
choice.”










“Now you get a baby consequence,” Kara added.










He tried to roll away. Claire stepped on his chest.










“Don’t you

 

dare


 
make this harder than it needs to be.”










Jules reached for the tapes.











Rip.











The first one came off, the sound sharp and final.










Connor froze.











Rip.











The second.










The diaper opened slowly. Warm air hit his skin. The women all looked down at once, eyes glinting.










He was soaked. The padding squished faintly as it peeled away, revealing his red, damp skin.










“Aw, poor little man,” Elise cooed. “He’s all wet and soggy…”










“Don’t babies usually get rashes?” Kara teased. “Might need some cream…”










Connor shut his eyes. The humiliation burned so deep it felt like his bones were on fire.










Jules lifted his balls gently, wiping underneath with a cool, wet cloth. She was professional. Unbothered.










Then came the worst part.










As her fingers worked across his skin, brushing his shaft, his body betrayed him.










It twitched.










Then twitched again.










And began to rise.










A low, horrified groan slipped from Connor’s throat.










Nina laughed first. “Oh. Oh no. Are you

 

getting hard


 
, baby?”










Jules looked up, smirking. “He is.”










“No, no, no,” Connor whispered. “I’m not—I swear I’m not trying to—it just—”










Claire crouched low, grabbed his cheeks, and forced him to look at her.










“You’re getting aroused… during your own diaper change?” she said coldly.










“It’s the nerves—it’s not—I’m not into—”










She slapped him. Not hard—but sharp. Just enough to shut him up.










“Don’t lie to your Mommies.”










Jules pressed a wipe along the underside of his shaft, letting it drag slow, watching it throb.










“I think he likes being humiliated,” she purred.










Kara leaned closer, voice dark and teasing. “Or maybe he likes being helpless. Stripped. Wiped like a little baby. Isn’t that right?”










Connor’s mouth opened, but no words came out.










He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t stop it.










The harder they mocked him, the harder he got.










Claire stood again. “You think that little thing is staying free?” She reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out a gleaming

 

pink chastity cage.











“No,” he said instantly. “Please don’t—please—Claire—I’m sorry—just let me go—”










She crouched again.










“You came to our party, pissed in our garden, got diapered like a toddler, and

 

came


 
from it.”










“I didn’t come—!”










“Yet.”










Elise walked over and placed lube on the mat beside her. Kara passed Claire the key.










“Open wide, baby,” Jules whispered, sliding the cage over his cock.










It was small. Tight. Unforgiving.










And once it was locked shut, he knew.










There was no more pretending.










No more manhood.










No more escape.










Claire stood over him with the key around her neck.










“You’re mine now. Ours. And if I

 

ever


 
see this pathetic little thing hard again…”










She leaned in.










“…you’ll be pissing through it for the rest of your life.”









Chapter Four: Garden of Shame










The leash clicked onto the collar like a lock snapping shut.










Connor flinched as Claire tugged the strap, guiding him toward the door. His legs were still shaky from the earlier enema and change. His ass stung. His cock was caged. And now, worst of all, he was wearing nothing but a thick, white diaper—freshly taped and crinkling with every step.










He still couldn’t believe it.










The suburban garden he had laughed at. The women he had mocked. The piss-soaked flowers he had defiled.










Now they would be his punishment.










“Let’s go,” Claire snapped, tugging the leash harder. “You want to pee so badly in our garden? Then you’ll do it the right way.”










Nina opened the back door. Evening air spilled in—cool, fresh, and terrifying.










Outside, the fairy lights were still on. The lawn was pristine. The exact flowerbed he’d desecrated waited at the far end—full of pink and purple blooms.










“I—I can’t,” Connor whispered.










“You will,” Jules said. “Or we’ll bring the enema back.”










He whimpered.










They marched him out. Four stunning women in dresses. One diapered, collared man crawling behind them. His cheeks burned. If even one neighbor looked over the fence…










They stopped just in front of the flowerbed.










Kara grabbed a small garden stool and set it next to the edge of the flowers. “Stand up on it, baby.”










He hesitated.










Claire yanked the leash. “Now.”










He climbed up, his diapered hips wobbling for balance. He stood just above the flowers, staring down at the soil he’d drunkenly soaked. Back then, he thought it was funny.










Now he couldn’t stop shaking.










“Apologize,” Nina ordered.










He looked back. “W-what?”










Kara crossed her arms. “You heard her. Apologize to the flowers. And mean it.”










He swallowed.










“I’m… I’m sorry,” he said weakly.










Jules stepped forward and grabbed the front of his diaper, giving it a hard

 

crinkle.


 
“Louder, baby.”










“I’m sorry!” he cried, voice cracking. “I’m sorry for ruining your garden! I was drunk and stupid and—please—I didn’t mean to—”










Claire walked behind him and pressed a firm hand to the small of his back. “Pee.”










He blinked. “W-what?”










“Pee in your diaper. Right now. Above the flowers you disrespected.”










“I—I can’t—”










“You

 

will


 
,” she growled. “Or we’ll flood that little ass of yours again.”










The pressure in his belly had been building. The cold air, the shame, the way his bladder ached—it all collided. He was holding it in for so long.










Now they wanted him to release it. Into a diaper. On command.










He shut his eyes.










And it happened.










The warmth spread fast, soaking the front of the diaper, flooding the thick padding between his thighs. The sound of the stream was faint, but the women could hear it.










They all smiled.










“That’s it,” Elise cooed. “Let it all out, baby boy. Just like you did before. Only now? You’re doing it the

 

right


 
way.”










The pee dripped heavily into the diaper, making it sag and swell between his legs. The heat wrapped around him. The shame flooded even deeper.










Claire stepped in front of him.










“Tell the flowers what you just did.”










“I—I…” His voice trembled.










“Say it.”










“I peed in my diaper… like a baby.”










“Louder.”










“I PEED IN MY DIAPER LIKE A BABY!” he cried out.










The garden was silent again.










Only the distant chirp of crickets. The buzz of a porch light. And the sound of a man, broken in front of four Mommies.










Claire smiled coldly. “Good boy.”










Jules added, “Now give them a kiss.”










Connor bent at the waist. Slowly. Humiliated. He kissed a petal, trembling.










Then the leash yanked him back.










“Bedtime,” Kara said.










“You’re sleeping in the nursery tonight,” Claire told him.










“And tomorrow?” Nina grinned. “We potty train you all over again.”









Chapter Five: Midnight Lessons










The nursery was warm.










Too warm.










Connor lay strapped into the oversized crib, the soft mesh sides rising high above him like padded prison walls. The air smelled faintly of powder, rubber, and something sweet—like warm milk that had sat out just a little too long. The overhead mobile spun slowly, casting dancing shapes across the ceiling.










He couldn’t move much.










His arms were gently cuffed at the sides, not tight—just enough to remind him he wasn’t in control. His ankles were separated and buckled to opposite corners of the crib mattress, forcing his legs apart. His diaper was thick. Soaked from earlier and double-layered by Kara “just in case.”










He’d cried after the garden.










Silently, tears soaking into the pacifier they’d pushed back between his lips.










He’d begged Claire to take him home. She just kissed his forehead and said,

 

“Not until you’re safe to be around adults again.”











The lights were dim now. The women had left him alone hours ago.










Or so he thought.










The nursery door creaked open.










He turned his head slightly. He couldn’t speak. The pacifier gag was still locked around his head.










Soft, deliberate footsteps padded toward the crib.











Jules.











Hair down. Makeup removed. Still stunning in the low light—tighter in her expression now, focused. Dangerous.










She didn’t speak at first. Just looked down at him, her eyes cold and amused. She wore a silky black robe that clung to her curves and whispered over her skin as she moved.










“I couldn't sleep,” she said softly, running her nails along the crib bars.










Connor whimpered.










“Poor little baby,” she cooed. “You looked so scared in the garden. So

 

small.


 
I had to come see you.”










She leaned over the crib, hands pressing into the mattress beside his head. Her face came inches from his.










“I used to train men like you professionally,” she whispered. “Before I moved here. Brats. Liars. Cheaters. All of them ended up in diapers.”










Her fingers slid down his chest, tracing over his stomach, stopping just above the bulge of his swollen, used diaper.










“You leaked a little already,” she murmured, pressing a flat palm against the squishy front. “Can’t even hold it through the night.”










He groaned behind the pacifier.










She reached beneath her robe and pulled out a

 

butt plug


 
. Medium-sized. Pink. Ribbed at the base.










He shook his head. Moaned. Begged without words.










She just smiled. “Oh, don’t worry. This isn’t punishment. This is... training.”










She slid over the side of the crib like a predator climbing into a cage. Her body moved above him, graceful and deliberate. She knelt between his legs and untaped the front of his diaper slowly.










“You know what I love about men like you?” she whispered as she exposed him. “You think you’re too good for us. That we’re just bored housewives.”










Her fingers wrapped around his caged cock and gave it a humiliating

 

pat.











“But deep down, you’re

 

starving


 
to be controlled.”










He whimpered.










She dipped two fingers into a jar of cool lube and pressed them gently to his backdoor.










“You didn’t learn today. Not really. But that’s okay.”










Her finger pressed inward.










“Tonight, you get a private lesson.”










He gasped. The stretch burned. He squirmed, but the cuffs held him tight.










She slid the plug in slowly. Methodically. Watching every twitch of his face.










“You’ll sleep with this inside you,” she said. “And if I come back tomorrow and it’s not clean? You’ll be fed nothing but prune mush and milk until it

 

is.


 
”










The plug seated deep with a faint

 

pop.











Connor moaned in shame. His cock twitched behind its cage. His legs trembled.










Jules leaned down, her lips brushing his ear.










“You’re not a man anymore,” she whispered. “You’re our toy. Our baby. And I’m going to

 

enjoy


 
turning you into a leaking, drooling, pathetic little diaper slave.”










She kissed his cheek—soft and wet.










Then re-taped the diaper over the plug. Firm. Tight. Complete.










By the time she slipped back out of the crib and closed the nursery door behind her, Connor had wet himself again—without even realizing it.









Chapter Six: Mommies Know Best










Sunlight spilled through the blinds in thin golden slits, casting lines across Connor’s crinkling prison.










He blinked slowly, dry-eyed and exhausted. The pacifier had fallen out sometime during the night, leaving his lips parted and damp. The air was warm again—too warm—and his thighs were sticky, his diaper swollen, heavy with shame. The plug inside him still pulsed with every twitch.










But that wasn’t what made his heart pound now.










It was the

 

comfort


 
.










He hated it, but he couldn’t deny it: something in his body had relaxed.










The crib bars felt secure.










The thick diaper muffled every anxious movement.










He didn’t have to make decisions. Didn't have to pretend. No deadlines. No emails. No wife demanding answers.










Just Mommies.










And rules.










The realization made his cock twitch painfully against the cage. He gasped. That reaction again. The one he couldn’t stop.










Was this arousal?










Was this relief?














The nursery door creaked open.










Claire entered first.










She wore tight jeans again—hips swinging with authority—and a soft green crop top that revealed just a hint of her toned stomach. Her hair was pulled back in a high, no-nonsense ponytail. Behind her came Nina and Elise.










“You wet again,” Claire said flatly, peeling back the blankets.










He nodded—barely. Ashamed… but not resisting.










Nina raised a brow. “No whining today?”










He shook his head.










“Interesting,” Elise murmured. “Our little flower-pisser is finally learning his place.”










Claire leaned into the crib and checked his diaper with two fingers. The squeeze made him twitch again.










“Did you just get hard?”










“I—I didn’t mean to,” he whispered.










They all paused.










Claire smiled slowly. “Oh, baby…”










Nina stepped in closer. “You liked sleeping in your crib, didn’t you?”










“I don’t—no—I just—”










Elise whispered from behind, “You

 

missed


 
being big.”










Claire reached into a nearby drawer. Pulled out a

 

bonnet


 
and matching

 

pink mittens


 
.










“Oh, sweetie,” she said gently, “you were starting to think this was as far as it goes, weren’t you?”










Connor's eyes widened. “W-wait—what—”










“You thought we'd stop here?” Nina laughed. “Just a few diapers and changes?”










“We saw the way you sucked your paci in your sleep,” Elise added. “You cuddled the stuffie. You drooled.”










Connor’s voice cracked. “I didn’t mean to—I wasn’t thinking—”










“Exactly,” Claire said coldly. “You stopped thinking. And that’s

 

exactly


 
what we want.”










She slipped the bonnet over his head. Tied it tight. The chin strap hugged under his jaw.










The mittens came next—thick, padded, useless for grabbing. His fingers curled helplessly inside them.










“You’ve graduated,” Elise said softly.










Connor shook his head. “From what?”










“From baby boy,” Nina said.










“To full-time

 

sissy dolly.


 
”














They stripped him next—not out of his diaper, but out of the idea of being anything but property.










They stood him in front of a full-length mirror.










The leash returned. So did the leash-harness—this time pink, studded, and connected to a ring that made his plug shift with every movement.










Claire held the leash. Kara appeared with a

 

giant baby bottle


 
filled with thick white mush.










Jules set down the

 

training stool


 
: a tiny pink potty with glittering hearts on the seat.










“You don’t get diapers forever,” Kara said.










“We’ll potty train you again,” Jules added, “but

 

our


 
way.”










Connor’s head spun.










This wasn’t the end.










It was the beginning.










And somewhere in the locked-down corners of his mind… the ones he used to deny… he felt something crack.










He wanted to be good.










He wanted to obey.










He wanted…










To belong.










But that’s when Claire knelt down and whispered into his ear.











“You’re not supposed to enjoy this, sweetheart. You're supposed to break.”










Chapter Seven: Walkies for Baby










The door clicked shut behind him with a sound that made his stomach drop.










Connor stood just outside the house, squinting against the morning sun, one mittened hand clutching a

 

pink leash


 
that trailed back to Claire’s grip. The other Mommies circled him, all dressed in light summer dresses and sunglasses, as if they were just heading to brunch.










But he? He wasn’t wearing pants.










Not even shorts.










Just a

 

frilly, baby-blue onesie


 
that barely covered the bulge of his thick morning diaper. His bare legs trembled. The frills at the sleeves and thighs tickled his skin. A large pacifier dangled from a clip on his chest. The

 

bonnet


 
tied under his chin made him look like a doll.










Every crinkle echoed like thunder in his ears.










“I don’t know if I can do this,” he whispered.










Kara adjusted her sunglasses. “Then maybe you’re not ready for your reward.”










He swallowed. His cock pulsed inside the cage.










Claire leaned down and whispered in his ear, “One block. You walk the neighborhood like a good baby. No hiding. No whining. And if you

 

do


 
well…”










She traced a slow finger across the back of his diaper.










“You get to sleep in a

 

big girl bed


 
tonight—with all your Mommies.”










His breath hitched.










They began walking.














The leash tugged gently with each step, keeping him close. Nina took photos—discreet, but constant. Kara made him wave to houses they passed.










“Say hi, baby,” she cooed.










Connor lifted his mittened hand and waved to an empty porch. “H-hi…”










“You forgot something,” Elise added.










“...H-hi from… M-Mommy’s baby boy…”










“Good girl,” Claire purred.










His cheeks burned.










Then came the first neighbor.










An older man watering his lawn paused, looked up, and blinked.










Connor froze.










Claire didn’t.










She tugged the leash forward. “Keep walking, baby. You’re leaking.”










The man watched. Said nothing.










But Connor swore he heard a chuckle.














Halfway down the block, they reached the small community bench under the oak tree. It sat right beside the flower garden where they’d once hosted the very same Summer Party that led to this spiral.










Claire patted the bench. “Up.”










He climbed awkwardly onto the bench, unsure of his balance in the bulky diaper.










“Down,” she corrected, grinning. “On your back.”










He obeyed.










Legs dangling off the edge, back to the wood, his onesie unsnapped and opened wide by Nina’s nimble fingers.










The sound of

 

ripping tapes


 
echoed loud and final.










“Oh my,” Kara said sweetly, running a finger along his inner thigh. “Somebody is absolutely soaked.”










Connor whimpered, trying to look anywhere but at the passing

 

jogger


 
, a woman in tight black shorts and earbuds, who slowed… then stopped.










She looked once, twice, lips parting in shock.










“Public potty training,” Nina called to her casually. “He’s very naughty.”










The jogger blinked. Then laughed. “That’s… actually hilarious.”










Claire held his legs up. Elise wiped him slowly.










“I hate this,” Connor whispered.










“No, you don’t,” Jules said, smiling down at him. “Your cock is twitching.”










He wanted to scream. Instead, he moaned as the cold wipe slid between his cheeks.










The jogger ran on.














Once the fresh diaper was taped on, Nina snapped the onesie shut with deliberate force. The frills bounced as he stood. The sag from the new padding made his gait even wider—more childish.










“We’re heading back,” Claire said. “Be a good baby.”










He didn’t answer.










She tugged the leash.










“Use your words.”










“…Yes, Mommy.”










“Louder.”










“

 

Yes, Mommy!


 
”










Kara grinned.










Elise leaned in. “One block down, diaper baby. Three more to go.”









Chapter Eight: The Pee Stop










By the time they reached the second cul-de-sac, Connor’s diaper had already warmed with sweat. His thighs rubbed together with every clumsy, wide-legged step. The leash tugged gently with each motion, guiding him forward like a good little pet.










But his bladder?










His bladder screamed.










He hadn’t gone since the nursery. Kara had purposely overfed him a bottle of thick, salty formula that bloated his stomach. They'd giggled when he begged for water. Now he felt it pressing—urgent, hot, impossible to ignore.










“Claire,” he mumbled, trying not to sound too desperate. “M-Mommy?”










She didn’t look back.










He quickened his steps until he was even with her. “Please, I—I need to go…”










“Oh?” She turned to the others. “Does baby need a potty break?”










Jules mock-gasped. “But you’re

 

already wearing


 
your potty, sweetie.”










Nina ruffled his hair from behind. “Aren’t you lucky?”










“I know, but—” He dropped his voice to a trembling whisper. “I want to ask permission. Like you said. Like a good boy.”










All four women stopped walking.










He stopped, too—unsure, blushing, hopeful.










Claire turned, lips twitching into a cold little smile. “You

 

are


 
learning.”










“That deserves a reward,” Elise said.










Kara stepped closer, placed her hand on the front of his diaper, and pressed. Firm. He let out a soft moan.










“Oh my,” she said. “You’re holding it so tight. Poor thing.”










He nodded quickly. “Please, I really—”










Claire raised her hand.










“Permission denied.”










His jaw dropped.










“W-what?”










“You heard me,” she said. “You don’t get to decide when you wet yourself.”










“But—but I asked—”










“Exactly. You asked.” Claire leaned in close. “Which means you gave up the right to choose.”










He trembled.










Jules stepped behind him, gave his padded butt a firm smack. “We’ll tell you when to pee.”










“And where,” Elise added, pulling out her phone. “Let’s pick the perfect spot.”














They turned the corner, leash still taut, until they reached a small decorative garden at the end of the street. Pink roses. White stones. A tiny statue of a cherub holding a watering can.










It was almost too perfect.










“This is it,” Claire said. “Right in front of the statue.”










Connor’s breath caught. “Here?”










“Right here,” Jules confirmed. “Feet apart. Hands on your knees.”










He obeyed—slowly, awkwardly—squatting down above the gravel like a toddler mid-tantrum. His frilly onesie rode up. The bonnet bobbed with every twitch.










“Now,” Claire said softly, “wet your diaper.”










“I—” His voice cracked. “I can’t just…”










“Yes, you can,” Nina whispered. “We

 

own


 
your bladder.”










He shook his head. “I can’t do it when you’re all watching like this—”










“Oh?” Kara said. “Then maybe we need an audience.”










She waved at a nearby front yard.










A teenage girl stood in her driveway, pulling weeds. She turned. Froze.










Watched.










And

 

smirked


 
.










Connor whimpered.










“Go ahead,” Claire ordered.










“I—please—”










“NOW.”










The command hit like a slap.










And then—it started.










First a drip, then a hot stream. The diaper darkened, the front swelling visibly. It hissed faintly in the silence of the cul-de-sac.










Jules giggled. “Good baby.”










He shut his eyes, face flushed, lips trembling.










Claire stepped closer. “Say it.”










“S-say what?”










“Say what you are.”










“I’m…” He swallowed hard. “I’m a diaper-wearing little baby who pees himself for his Mommies.”










The teen across the street

 

laughed


 
. Loud and cruel.










He nearly collapsed.














On the walk back, nobody spoke to him.










They just led him, wet, trembling, and completely broken.










But behind the shame, buried somewhere in the haze of humiliation and warmth, was something worse:











He wanted more.












Chapter Nine: The Waddler's Choice










They stripped him down again just before sunset.










Connor stood trembling at the center of the living room—his swollen, wet diaper sagging between his thighs. His bonnet had been replaced by a new one—this one lace-trimmed, tied tight beneath his chin. The Mommies circled him like wolves, heels clicking against the floor, their faces unreadable.










Claire stood in front of him, holding something behind her back.










“You did well today,” she said.










He didn’t speak.










“You walked,” Nina said.




“You peed when told,” Kara added.




“You embarrassed yourself without whining,” Elise finished.










“And now,” Claire said softly, pulling her arms forward, “you have a choice.”










She revealed it.










A

 

massive


 
, absurdly thick

 

pink diaper


 
. The kind no adult could wear without waddling like a toddler. Glossy plastic with white satin trim and cartoon hearts printed across the back. The words

 

“Mommy’s Perfect Waddler”


 
shimmered in silver cursive along the rear.










Connor blinked. His breath caught in his throat.










“If you wear this,” Claire said, “we take the cage off. You get to sleep in our bed. With us. All four of us.”










He swallowed hard.










“But if you say no…”










“No reward,” Jules said.










“No touching,” Elise added.










“No release,” Nina smiled. “Just another night in the crib. Plugged. Silenced. Denied.”










He stared at the diaper.










It looked humiliating. It would make walking impossible. It would mark him—visibly—as something no longer even pretending to be a man.










His cock strained in the cage.










Claire stepped closer. “You want to be our baby boy? Or just a little whore who likes getting teased?”










He hesitated.










Then dropped to his knees.










“I’ll wear it,” he whispered. “Please… I want to be your waddler.”










Claire smirked. “Louder.”










“I want to wear the humiliating pink waddlie diaper,” he said, blushing deep. “I want to be Mommy’s waddling baby slut.”










That got all four of them grinning.










“Good boy.”














They didn’t change him gently.










Kara ripped the tapes off his soaked diaper like tearing paper. Elise held his ankles up while Jules wiped his cock clean, taking her time. Claire opened the new pink diaper with a

 

crack


 
, spreading it beneath his raised hips.










They didn’t even wait to remove the cage first.










The padding swallowed his lower body. Thick. Puffy. Crinkly.










Claire leaned in close as she powdered him. “You’re not just wearing this. You’re going to beg to be fucked in it.”










When it was taped on, he couldn’t close his legs. Not even close. The bulk forced a wide-legged waddle. His cheeks burned as he struggled to sit up.










But then he heard it:











Click.











The chastity cage came off.










His cock sprang free—hard. Desperate. Throbbing.










“Greedy,” Nina purred.














They took him to the bedroom like a toy being paraded on display.










He crawled now, the thick diaper puffing behind him, leash tugging at his collar. The bed was enormous—satin sheets, ropes at the corners, a bottle on the nightstand filled with milky fluid.










“Up,” Kara ordered.










He climbed awkwardly onto the bed, diaper crinkling.










And then the Mommies undressed.










One by one.










Their dresses fell. Bras unclasped. Panties slid down. All four women, gorgeous, in their thirties, glowing in the low amber light—surrounded him.










“You want your reward, baby?” Claire whispered, stroking his chest.










He nodded.










“You only cum when we say.”














It started with Jules. She sat on his face, grinding down softly, using his tongue like a pacifier. “No hands,” she warned, slapping his wrist with a riding crop. “Only tongue.”










He obeyed. He licked until her thighs trembled. Until she moaned. Until she laughed and got off him—leaving his face wet and his cock aching.










Elise was next. She sat behind him, pulling him into her lap. Her fingers toyed with his nipples while her other hand dipped down between his thighs, teasing the swollen front of his diaper.










“Beg,” she whispered.










“Please… let me cum…”










“Not yet.”














Kara rode him through the padding.










The diaper peeled open just enough for his cock to press through the swollen front. She slid down onto him like it was hers. She bounced slow, holding his shoulders down, letting him feel every pulse inside her. He came hard—but she didn’t stop.










“Again,” she said.










And again, he did.














Finally, Claire took her turn.










Not with his cock.










With his plug.










She slipped it in deep while he lay panting, spent and twitching. His cock was leaking, soft now, useless.










She whispered against his ear.










“You’re still leaking,” she said. “That’s messy.”










Then she smiled.










“Let’s fix that.”










She locked the cage back on.










Connor moaned softly.










Claire kissed his forehead. “Reward’s over, baby. Tomorrow, you go back to being our filthy little doll.”










The diaper was taped back up.










The lights dimmed.










And in the middle of four warm, dominant bodies… he fell asleep.










Wet.










Plugged.










Owned.











Chapter Ten: The Reward or the Waddle










Connor awoke to the sound of heels on tile.










He didn’t dare move. Not yet.










The nursery lights were low, but the tension in the air told him everything he needed to know. Something had changed. Something was coming.










When the door opened, all four Mommies entered together. Claire in cream silk and a gold necklace that looked more like a collar than anything he wore. Kara with her abs on display and a crop in hand. Jules, barefoot, in a flowing red slip that clung to her curves. And Nina, serene as ever, holding a clipboard and not even sparing him a glance.










Claire approached his crib.










“You’ve made it far,” she said softly, tapping the pacifier still clipped to his chest. “Most men would’ve safeworded by now. But look at you. So obedient. So wet.”










He was, of course. The diaper beneath him squished as he shifted. His plug hadn’t been removed in almost a full day. And he hadn’t been allowed to cum since… he lost count.










“Today,” Claire whispered, “you get a choice.”










Jules stepped forward and wheeled in a small cart with three folded diapers. Each one had a different color, a different message.










Claire began the explanation.










“Choose one. If you choose the right one, we’ll let you sleep with all four of us. One night. No cage. No diaper. Just raw, messy, adult pleasure. You’ll be passed around, used, and adored.”










His heart raced.










“But choose wrong…” Kara smirked, running her fingers across his inner thigh, “…and you’ll be paraded through the neighborhood during our next Mommy brunch. Diaper exposed. Leashed. Changed on a picnic table.”










Nina finally looked up from her clipboard. “So choose carefully, Lulu.”










He looked.











Diaper One


 
: Sleek white with baby blue trim. It looked modest. Manageable. It screamed “easy out.” Which made him instantly suspicious.











Diaper Two


 
: Locked yellow with steel loops at the waistband. The kind used for long-term denial. Brutal. Likely a trap.











Diaper Three


 
: A massive pink monstrosity. Glittery cartoon bears, thick waddle core, and frilly lace edging. The kind of diaper made to be seen, to humiliate, to break.










He hesitated.










He knew them by now.










They wanted shame. They rewarded surrender.










“I choose…” He took a breath. “The pink one, Mommy.”










Claire’s lips curled into a wicked smile.










“Good baby.”














Ten minutes later, he stood in the center of the playroom, fully taped into the

 

giant pink diaper


 
. It ballooned around his hips, pushed his legs wide, and made movement a squeaky, humiliating crinkle. The girls had dressed him in a matching lace-trimmed shirt that read

 

“Mommy’s Toy”


 
and strapped little bells to his ankles.










Every step would ring.










He was aroused beyond sanity.










And they… just watched.










Kara stroked his cheek. “Do you know what choosing that diaper means?”










He nodded.










“It means,” Jules whispered, leaning in, “you’re ready.”










Then they walked away.










Left him there. Erect, trembling, wiggling in the enormous pink padding, bells chiming softly as he tried not to cry.










His reward was coming.










But only when they decided he’d earned it.











Chapter Eleven: The Dollhouse Night










He didn’t know what time it was.










Hours had passed since the pink diaper choice. The bells on his ankles had long gone quiet. He’d been kept on display—

 

teased


 
, not touched.

 

Watched


 
, not used.










Until now.










The nursery door opened slowly, and Claire stepped in holding something delicate in her hands: a pink silk blindfold.










“Time to earn your reward, Lulu.”










His legs trembled.














They led him by leash, blindfolded and waddling, into a room filled with warmth, perfume, and muffled whispers. Soft jazz played in the background. A padded mat covered the floor. Someone kissed his neck from behind. Another undid the tapes of his massive diaper. Fingers grazed over the damp padding, and then…











Cold air.












His cock sprang free.











A voice he knew—Kara’s—giggled. “Look at that little thing. So eager.”










Another voice—Jules—closer to his ear: “Tonight you’re not our baby.”










“You’re our doll,” Claire finished. “And dolls don’t ask. They perform.”














They didn’t tie him up.




They didn’t threaten him.




They didn’t spank or shout.










They

 

positioned him


 
.










Claire pushed him onto his knees.










Jules sat astride a velvet cushion and spread her thighs, already wet, already smirking.










“You want to lick Mommy’s pussy?” she asked softly.










He nodded, breathless.










“Good girl.”










They took turns.










Jules first—her hands tangled in his hair, riding his tongue, grinding her clit against his gagged gasps. She came twice before she let him breathe.










Kara second—straddled his face backward, whispering filth, holding his face against her as she dripped down his cheeks.










Nina third—silent, slow, deeply controlling. She fucked his mouth like it was her right, and didn’t let him stop until he cried.










Then Claire.










She didn’t sit on his face.










She laid him down.










Straddled his thighs.










Unlocked the cage.










And whispered:










“Cum for Mommy.”










She stroked him once.










Twice.










Her spit slicked her hand. Her eyes never blinked. He twitched, whimpered, and tried to beg. But the moment his hips lifted—










She stopped.










Smirked.










“Only dolls who ask properly get milked.”










He sobbed.










“I’m Lulu. I’m your doll. Please, Mommy, please…”










That did it.










She squeezed.










He exploded.










Hot, helpless, twitching in her grip while the other three Mommies clapped in a slow, mocking rhythm. As he came, he whimpered the name they gave him. Over and over.










Lulu. Lulu. Lulu.














After, they wiped him clean.










Re-caged him.










Taped him into a new, even thicker diaper.










Then laid him in the center of the playmat—

 

plugged, pacified, and soaked in their scent


 
.










Jules whispered, “That was the only time.”










“Next time,” Kara added, “you’ll have to earn each one of us separately.”










“And some of us,” Nina murmured, “don’t give it up so easily.”










Claire kissed his forehead and turned off the lights.










“Goodnight, doll.”











Chapter Twelve: The Morning After Isn’t Yours










Lulu woke soaked.










Not from sweat.




Not from cum.




But from the diaper that had

 

swollen so large


 
overnight, it pressed painfully against the cage now back around his cock.










He tried to sit up.










He couldn’t.










His wrists had been bound to the mattress with soft pink cuffs sometime in the night. His legs were strapped down too, forcing his thighs wide. There was only one thing free: his mouth.










And even that had a pacifier ring clipped loosely in, dangling from his lips like a toddler too tired to suck.










The lights turned on.










One by one, the Mommies entered—fresh, clean, radiant.










He didn’t even know what time it was. What day it was.










Claire crouched beside him, brushing hair from his damp forehead.










“Good morning, doll.”










His voice cracked. “M-Mommy, did I… was I a good…?”










Kara interrupted with a sharp tug of the plastic tapes around his thigh. “That diaper says otherwise.”










“You made a mess,” Jules said simply, holding up the soaked, sagging padding.










Nina stood at the foot of the bed, clipboard in hand. “Leak rating: 4.7. Chastity refitted. Plug still sealed. Mild diaper rash forming. Shall we escalate?”










He froze.










Claire nodded.










“Let’s begin.”














The cuffs were unbuckled, but only so they could

 

lift him up like a doll


 
—not to grant him freedom.










They carried him into the master bathroom and laid him on a table lined with puppy pads and satin straps.










Jules began wiping.










Kara spread his cheeks and removed the plug slowly, not gently.










Nina prepared something new—

 

a larger plug


 
, remote-enabled, with two bulbous ridges and a deeper taper.










He whimpered. “I… I thought I was good.”










Claire leaned down.










“You were good. And now we expect more.”










The new plug slid in with resistance that made his toes curl and a sob catch in his throat.










It filled him

 

deeper


 
. Stayed inside

 

harder


 
. Made him clench without meaning to.










Then came the oil.










Kara massaged his cage.










Jules dripped peppermint lube on his shaft until he squirmed.










Claire whispered, “This is to remind you that pleasure is ours to give.”










Then

 

nothing


 
.










No release.










No reward.










Just diapers again.










Thicker this time. With gel padding that turned blue as it swelled.










They taped him in tightly, snapped a locking onesie over his body, and clipped the remote to his collar.










“You’ll spend the day

 

pleasing others


 
now,” Nina said without looking up from her notes. “We’ve scheduled your first

 

showcase cleaning shift


 
at noon.”










He blinked. “Cleaning?”










Claire smiled.










“Your tongue, Lulu.”










“They’ll use your tongue.”














He was placed in the playpen.










Plugged. Diapered. Caged. Denied.










And waiting for the bell that would summon him.











Chapter Thirteen: Tongue Duty at the Suburbia Spa










The leash clicked onto his collar before the blindfold came off.










By the time Lulu could see, he was already in the passenger seat of Claire’s SUV—

 

buckled into a booster seat


 
, his triple-thick diaper ballooning between his thighs, the vibrating plug humming with every bump in the road.










Claire drove one-handed, the other casually resting on the gearshift—sometimes grazing his bare knee. “You’re going to be useful today,” she said, not even glancing at him.










“W-who am I serving, Mommy?” he asked, his voice dry behind his paci gag.










Claire smiled without answering.














The “Suburbia Spa” wasn’t a public salon. It was a hidden retreat, deep in the neighborhood woods, run by the Mommies' inner circle. A place where submissives were brought—not pampered, but

 

put to work


 
.










Jules was already waiting at the entrance, wearing nothing but a sheer robe and a clipboard.










“Lulu’s here for tongue duty?”










Claire nodded. “Start him at the foot wash.”














The room smelled like oils and sweat.










Three older women—Mommy-adjacent, perhaps retired dommes—sat in plush recliners, bare feet dipped in basins of warm water. Lulu was led in on all fours, the leash tugged tight, bells chiming with each humiliating step.










“Begin with Madame Terri,” Jules ordered.










He did.










He

 

licked


 
between her toes, obediently, while she read from a magazine and commented on how "eager the new doll" was.










Then Madame Irene—more demanding, lifting her heel and pressing it to his mouth like a command.










Then Madame Ava—who chuckled and fed him her toe ring as a treat. “Keep it in, little tongue pet. Let Mommy see it glitter when you whimper.”














His diaper grew heavier. His tongue dried. The taste of lotion and sweat clung to him like perfume.










And just when he thought he might collapse…










“Bath time,” Jules called.










They dragged him to the next room. Stripped his onesie. Cut off the leaking diaper.










And placed him in a see-through tub.










Five spa guests gathered around. The plug buzzed inside him. His cock twitched in the cage.










They didn’t touch him.










They just

 

watched


 
as he was forced to

 

pee in the water


 
in front of them.










“Now he’s clean,” Claire said, pouring baby oil into the bath.










“Now he’s ready for the tongue massage table.”














That night, Lulu returned home exhausted.










Plugged. Diapered. Dripping.










He hadn’t cum. He hadn’t asked.










He’d just… obeyed.











Chapter Fourteen: Mommy Nina’s Silence Game










He didn't hear her enter.










Connor sat alone on the floor of the nursery, still in the same sagging diaper Kara had locked him into last night. His thighs ached. His skin was raw. His plug throbbed with every shift. No one had changed him. No one had spoken to him in hours.










Then came the sound:

 

heels clicking softly


 
on hardwood.










He looked up.











Nina.











She wore a long black robe tied loosely at the waist, sheer underneath, hinting at the dark lace bra beneath. Her lips were glossed but bare of color. Her nails sharp. Her eyes—unchanging.










She said nothing.










She walked in slowly, circled him once.










Still no words.










She dropped something on the floor beside him: a

 

mirror.


 
Full-length. Tall. Tilted to reflect

 

him


 
—exactly as he was.










The bonnet.




The leash.




The sagging, yellowed diaper with cartoon hearts.




The pacifier gag with the glowing monitor chip.




His expression: red-eyed, tired, soaked in shame.










Then she sat in a velvet armchair… and pointed.










To the mirror.










And held up one finger.











Rule One: Look.















He sat there for ten minutes, unable to break eye contact.










Every twitch made the soaked padding crinkle louder. Every slight shift made the plug inside him press somewhere new.










She crossed her legs.










Raised a second finger.











Rule Two: Touch.











He hesitated. Looked at her.










She stared back, unmoving.










He brought his mittened hands down. Palmed the front of his diaper. Pressed slowly. His cock stirred—throbbed in its cage, useless and humiliated.










A tear rolled down his cheek.










Nina’s expression didn’t change.










She held up a third finger.











Rule Three: Suffer.















She stood and approached him in absolute silence.










Kneeled in front of him.










She didn’t undo the tapes. She didn’t unlock the cage. Instead, she placed one hand flat against his chest and pushed him slowly down onto his back.










Then, still wordless, she pulled a new object from her robe:










A

 

black pacifier with a shock probe


 
and a

 

voice recognition lock.











She knelt beside him, slipped it between his lips, and clicked it into place.










Then whispered, the first and only words she'd say that hour:











“You will not speak again until you know your new name.”















The next hour was pure mental torture.










She brought out the remote.










Buzzed the plug inside him once every three minutes. No rhythm. No warning.










Each time he whimpered too loud, the pacifier shocked his tongue.










Every time he grunted, it buzzed harder.










And the mirror? Always in front of him.










Showing him his collapse.










His twitching.










His tears.










His confusion.










He didn’t even realize he’d soaked himself again until the warmth dripped down his thighs.










He whimpered.










Shock.










Moaned.










Buzz.










Shook.










Nothing.










Nothing but

 

her eyes.


 
Watching. Waiting. Measuring how much of his mind was left.














When she finally removed the pacifier, she pressed her lips to his ear.










And said his

 

new name


 
.











“Lulu.”











He blinked.










“Say it,” she whispered.










He trembled. “I… I’m Lulu.”










She smiled, soft and slow.










“Good girl.”










Then stood. Left. Silent.










The name echoed in his head long after she was gone.










And when Claire returned that night to check his chart, she found him curled in the corner of the nursery, thumb in mouth, whispering it to himself over and over again.











Chapter Fifteen: A Slut’s Reward Isn’t Love










He came without permission.










It happened in the laundry room.










The Mommies had sent him there alone—a rare gift of autonomy. A single basket of their used panties, fresh from the hamper. His task? Sort them. Fold them. Arrange them by scent, not color.










He obeyed.










He sniffed Jules’ lavender lace. He whimpered into Claire’s satin red pair, which still held the faintest hint of arousal.










By the time he reached Nina’s black thong, he was

 

hard in the cage


 
, leaking like a faucet.










He squirmed on his knees. Tried to focus. But then—










The plug buzzed.










Long. Deep.










His back arched. His body betrayed him.










He

 

came


 
.




No permission. No hands. No stimulation.




Just scent. Shame. The sound of his own whimper.














The door swung open.










Kara stood there, silent, watching him twitch and leak into his soggy pink diaper.










“You filthy little slut.”










He tried to beg.










She grabbed him by the collar and yanked him upright.










“Sluts don’t get cleaned. Sluts get

 

displayed


 
.”














The rest happened in a blur.










The backyard. A post.




His arms tied above his head.




His leaking diaper sagging, his thighs smeared with evidence.










One by one, the Mommies came out.










None of them touched him.










They just

 

pointed


 
. Laughed. Filmed.










Claire whispered to the camera:




“Look what happens when we leave our little Lulu alone with our panties.”










Jules added, “Guess he really

 

is


 
Mommy’s toy now.”










Then came the worst part.










They brought out a stranger.










A woman Lulu didn’t know.










She was tall, tanned, mid-30s, with perfect makeup and cruel eyes.










“This,” Nina said sweetly, “is Ms. Rowen. She’s looking to join the Pact. And we told her you were ready to be rented.”










“Rented?” he gasped, heart hammering.










Claire nodded. “You’ve graduated, Lulu. You’re not just our pet anymore.”










“You’re

 

available


 
.”











Chapter Sixteen: The Showcase










The van had no windows.










Lulu sat strapped into a five-point car seat, the thick bulk of a

 

triple-layered diaper


 
pushing his thighs wide apart. His arms were mittened and buckled at his sides. A

 

pacifier gag


 
clicked tightly behind his head. He couldn’t speak. Could barely moan.










And Claire? Claire sat beside him, calm as ever, scrolling through her phone. Her hand rested idly on Lulu’s knee, occasionally patting the crinkling padding like she was checking luggage.










“You’re going to make me proud tonight,” she whispered. “Aren’t you?”










He nodded. Slowly. Nervously.










She smiled.














The building looked like a warehouse from the outside. Plain. Grey. Unassuming. But when the Mommies brought him in through the side door—leash clipped to his collar, hood drawn low—he gasped behind the gag.










The space was

 

massive.


 
Carpeted. Candlelit. Warm.










And full of them.











Other Mommies.











And their toys.










Dozens of boys and girls—some bound, some crawling, some on display like dolls—diapered, pacified, blushing, twitching. All owned. All trained.










Some were on leashes.




Some were locked into see-through cribs.




Some were strapped to rocking horses with vibrating saddles.




Some were being changed. In front of everyone.










And every single one of them had the same look in their eyes:

 

broken and grateful.















Claire led Lulu to the stage.










It was shaped like a

 

carousel


 
, spinning slowly, with platforms designed to showcase one toy at a time.










Kara adjusted his bonnet.




Jules fluffed out his pink lace skirt.




Elise pulled out a fresh

 

remote-controlled plug


 
and slid it into place.




Nina clipped the display card to his collar:













Lulu – Diapered Doll of the Pact.

















Branding Verified.




Chastity Compliant.




Full Obedience Rating.




Plug Tolerance: Level 3.




Leak-Frequency: 3.5/hr.




Available for Show Use with Handler Supervision.














Connor—Lulu—trembled as Claire guided him up onto the platform.










The carousel turned.










The lights shifted.










And the room turned to

 

watch.















A woman with sharp eyes and a velvet whip circled the carousel, smirking as she eyed Lulu’s puffy diaper. “Does she leak?”










“Only when she’s told,” Claire replied.










A Mommy in pearls leaned down and tugged at Lulu’s pacifier. “How’s her plug retention?”










“Excellent,” Jules answered. “We tested her under pressure. She can clench through orgasms now.”










Another chuckled. “Such pretty lips. I’d love to see her gag on my boy’s cock.”










“Maybe during the after-show,” Nina said sweetly. “If she’s good.”










Lulu trembled.










The carousel kept turning.










And then—he saw them.











Three new toys.





One in a sailor suit.




One in frilly yellow bloomers.




And one strapped to a feeding chair, drooling with eyes glassy from regression drugs.










They weren’t looking at the crowd.










They were staring at

 

Lulu


 
.










Watching her.










Wanting her.














Claire leaned down one last time and whispered in Lulu’s ear:










“You’re not a punishment anymore, baby.”










“You’re an

 

example.


 
”










Then she tapped the remote.










The plug inside buzzed to life.










The diaper grew warm as Lulu moaned into the gag, knees wobbling, lights flashing off the glossy plastic.










The crowd clapped.
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