
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Pink Collar Contract





A Femdom MDLG Story of Diaper Humiliation, Obedience Training, and Soft Control






Disclaimer







This is a work of erotic fiction intended for mature audiences (18+).




All characters are consenting adults, and all acts are consensual within the story's fantasy setting.




 







Themes may include dominance and submission, age play, diaper discipline, humiliation, pet play, and intense power exchange. These fantasies are written for pleasure and exploration, not as real-world instructions or endorsements.




Reader discretion is advised.









Introduction










She found the ad between job listings and sugar baby scams.




Tucked between

 

"Seeking Live-In Nanny"


 
and

 

"Foot Model Wanted—No Experience Necessary"


 
, it stood out because it didn’t try to lie.













“ROOM, BOARD, AND WEEKLY PAY PROVIDED.






OBEDIENCE AND AFFECTION REQUIRED.






PETS WELCOME. HUMANS CONSIDERED.






DISCRETION ABSOLUTE.”















That was it. No photos. No links. No name.










Jenna had stared at it longer than she should have.




Half out of curiosity. Half out of the sick, gnawing hunger that had followed her around since the eviction notice hit her inbox.










She was two weeks behind on rent, her bank account was flatter than her resume, and her last girlfriend had ghosted after she’d confessed she liked being called

 

“good girl”


 
in bed.










So yeah. The ad was strange.










But it wasn’t the strangest thing she’d done for money.










The house was too quiet.










She stood in the marble-floored foyer like she didn’t belong—because she didn’t. Her worn sneakers squeaked. Her hoodie clung to her like a wet towel from the summer heat. She clutched her tote bag like it could anchor her, like someone wasn’t watching her already.










A single word came from the top of the grand staircase, floating down like silk:












“Up.”














Not

 

Hello


 
. Not

 

Come in


 
.




Just

 

up


 
—spoken like a command. A rule.










Jenna went.










Delilah was older. Beautiful, but sharp-edged. She looked like she belonged in a perfume ad—pouring wine into crystal glasses and never raising her voice because the room fell silent when she blinked.










She didn’t ask for a resume. Didn’t offer tea.




She asked questions.












“Do you follow instructions well?”




“Do you have trouble with authority?”




“Would you say you’re... bratty?”














Jenna’s throat had gone dry. “Only when people tell me what to do.”










Delilah had smiled at that. And then handed her the contract.










It was printed on thick, cream paper. A fountain pen sat beside it.












“You’ll live here,” Delilah said. “You’ll eat what I provide. Sleep when I say. And learn what it means to be

 

mine


 
. I reward obedience. I punish disobedience. And I only collar those who beg for it.”














Jenna blinked. “Collar?”










Delilah had tilted her head. “You applied, little one. Did you think this was a kennel for dogs?”










Jenna should’ve run. Should’ve laughed it off, made up an excuse, and left with whatever dignity she had left.










Instead, she signed the bottom of the page.










The door closed behind her with a hush that felt final.




Her phone had been taken. Her clothes replaced with something soft and folded on the edge of the bed. There were no locks. No windows that opened. Just silence, pink walls, and the faint scent of lavender.










And resting on the pillow…










…a pink leather collar.










With a silver tag that read:













Property of Mommy Delilah.














Chapter One: The Obedience Test










Jenna didn’t sleep.










She lay beneath the soft cotton sheets—crisp, pink, and far too clean—staring at the ceiling like it might offer her answers. The collar still sat beside her, silent and patient, as if it could wait forever.










At 3:47 AM, she held it in her hands.










It wasn’t heavy. It wasn’t threatening. Just soft, high-quality leather with velvet lining and tiny heart-shaped holes punched along the edges. It even smelled expensive. Like old money and quiet punishments.










She didn’t put it on. Not yet.










But her fingers kept tracing the tag.













Property of Mommy Delilah.















The morning light slanted through the gauzy curtains in pale gold. Jenna sat up slowly, blinking, unsure if it was all some messed-up dream. But then she looked down at herself—at the oversized baby-pink sleep shirt laid out for her, the folded panties beside the bed that looked… thicker than usual.










No sign of her old clothes. No phone. No makeup. Just one new rule:













“Wear what is prepared for you. Speak only when spoken to. I’ll know if you’ve disobeyed.”















She didn’t even know how. Cameras? Microphones? Magic?




Delilah didn’t strike her as the kind of woman who

 

hoped


 
you followed rules.










She

 

ensured


 
it.










The first test came before breakfast.










Jenna padded barefoot down the marble hallway, the collar clutched in her hand, the sleep shirt brushing the tops of her thighs. At the base of the stairs sat a small white card with her name on it.










On the back, in swirling ink:













Today, you may earn your collar—or lose your place.






Your choices will speak louder than words.


















Begin by kneeling. And wait.





– M.D.














She looked around. No cameras. No movement. No signs of life. Just polished tile, spotless air, and silence.










Her knees bent before her brain gave permission.










She knelt.










And she waited.










Five minutes.




Ten.




Fifteen.










Her back began to ache. Her bare legs grew cold. Her pride started whispering:













Get up. This is stupid. You don’t kneel for strangers. You’re not some damn pet.















But she stayed.










Because her body didn’t agree.




Because part of her wanted to see what would happen.




Because Delilah had said,

 

“I only collar those who beg for it.”











Delilah appeared without warning.










Dressed in pale satin pajamas and barefoot, her hair perfectly coiled, she moved like a ghost. She didn’t smile. She just stood in front of Jenna, looking down, her presence a pressure all its own.










“You waited,” she said softly. “Even when it hurt.”










Jenna looked up, wide-eyed. “Yes, ma’am.”










Delilah’s gaze flicked to the collar in her hands. “You’re not wearing it.”










“You didn’t say to.”










Delilah’s lip curved—just barely. Approval? Amusement? Jenna couldn’t tell.










“Stand.”










Jenna obeyed, shaky on her feet.










Delilah circled her slowly, fingers brushing lightly across the hem of her sleep shirt, the curve of her thigh. She was inspecting her. Like a new toy. A possible investment.










And then Delilah stopped behind her and spoke just above a whisper:












“Little girls who wait without whining, who kneel without question… they earn rewards.”




“But little girls who hesitate—who think instead of obey—need reminders.”














Jenna swallowed. “Reminders?”










The sharp

 

smack


 
echoed through the hall.










One perfect spank, her sleep shirt lifted with expert precision, and her breath caught in her throat. Her bare ass burned.










Another smack.




Then another.










Not vicious. Not angry. Just firm. Controlled. Deliberate.










A lesson.










Jenna whimpered but didn’t move.










By the fifth spank, she was biting her lip to keep quiet.




By the sixth, her thighs pressed together for the wrong reason.










Delilah pulled the sleep shirt back down, smoothed it gently, then stepped around to face her again.










“No tears,” she murmured. “No protests. Very good.”










She lifted the collar from Jenna’s hands and fastened it slowly around her neck. The buckle clicked into place like a locked promise.










Delilah stroked her cheek with one thumb.












“From now on, you wear this when you’re in my home. You will not touch it unless given permission. Do you understand?”














Jenna nodded.










Delilah raised an eyebrow.










Jenna dropped her gaze, flushed, and whispered: “Yes, Mommy.”










Delilah smiled then. Fully. Dark and warm and proud.








“Good girl.”







Chapter Two: No More Big Girl Panties










The collar stayed on through breakfast.










Delilah didn’t mention it. She didn’t need to. The way her eyes rested on Jenna’s neck each time she passed by said enough. There was no lock, no leash. Just a constant, quiet pressure—like gravity had changed.










Jenna sat at the small kitchen table, knees together, collar snug against her skin, still wearing the pale pink sleep shirt from the night before. No panties beneath it. That part had been clear.













“Wear what I prepare. Nothing else.”















She’d slid her own underwear back on after the spanking—instinct, shame, habit. Five minutes later, she’d returned to the room to find them gone. Folded neatly. Removed.










A sticky note had been left in their place.













Big girls don’t wear panties without permission.






Little ones don’t need them at all.















Her stomach had dropped.




Her thighs had clenched.




And she’d obeyed.










Breakfast was warm and gentle.










Scrambled eggs, toast with peach jam, a sliced pear arranged like a flower. Delilah didn’t speak much—just watched. Jenna chewed slower than normal, trying not to squirm. Every time she shifted in her chair, the sleep shirt brushed against her bare skin. And every time she remembered she wasn’t wearing anything beneath, her face heated.










“Comfortable?” Delilah asked at one point, sipping her tea.










“Yes, Mommy.”










A smile. “You say that so easily now.”










Jenna hesitated. “It feels… right.”










Delilah tilted her head. “Does it?”










The silence that followed wasn’t cold. It was weighty. Like Delilah could see through every practiced smirk and every snarky comeback Jenna had ever used to defend herself from the world.










“It’s easy to say the word,” Delilah said softly. “Harder to live it.”










Jenna didn’t answer. She didn’t know how.










After breakfast came the second test.










Delilah led her down the hallway to a walk-in closet—bigger than Jenna’s entire apartment—lined with pastel dresses, plush onesies, and shelves of folded garments that made her stomach twist.










There were no jeans. No bras. No normal panties.










There were

 

diapers


 
.










Stacks of them. Pink. Printed. Puffy. Real.










Jenna blinked. “You… you seriously wear these?”










Delilah raised an eyebrow.










Then laughed—soft, measured, a musical thing.










“I don’t, little one. You do.”










Jenna stepped back. “Wait—no. I-I’m not into that. That’s not—”










Delilah didn’t speak.










She simply held out a folded item.










It was thick. Plastic-backed. Decorated with pastel unicorns and a heart pattern that made Jenna want to disappear into the floor.










“I can’t,” she whispered.










“You signed the contract.”










“I didn’t know—”










“But you obeyed yesterday,” Delilah murmured, stepping closer. “You let me spank you. You let me collar you. You waited. You wanted this.”










“It’s just—this is—this is different.”










“It’s vulnerable,” Delilah said. “Which is exactly what you need.”










She left the room.










Didn’t argue. Didn’t scold. Just gave Jenna space.










The diaper sat on the velvet bench, soft and ridiculous and final.










Jenna stared at it for what felt like forever.










And then, with shaking hands, she took off her sleep shirt. Laid herself down on the bench. And pulled it under her hips.










It crinkled.










Her fingers fumbled with the tapes, sticking the first one too high and having to peel it back. Her face burned. Her heart thudded. And when she sat up, she couldn’t even close her thighs properly.










She was padded. Diapered. Humiliated.










And wet.










Not from anything accidental.










From need.










Delilah returned exactly five minutes later.










She said nothing—just walked around Jenna like she had before, inspecting. Her hand pressed lightly on the front of the diaper, checking the seal. Jenna flinched.










“You followed instructions,” Delilah murmured.










Her fingers slipped between Jenna’s thighs, testing the leg gathers, running along the inner fold where skin met crinkle.










Jenna gasped.










Delilah smiled.










“Now,” she said, stepping back. “Let’s go over the rules.”










There were many.










No using the toilet without permission.




No touching herself.




No changing out of the diaper until checked.




And above all:

 

“If you leak, you


 


will



 

be punished.”











Jenna nodded, dizzy.










“And one more thing,” Delilah added, brushing a curl behind her ear. “You’ll drink everything I give you. No questions. No excuses. Littles stay hydrated.”










She handed her a bottle.










Not a glass.










A baby bottle.










Filled with something slightly cloudy.










“What is this?” Jenna asked.










Delilah kissed her forehead and whispered:












“Obedience tea.”














Jenna drank.




And her stomach began to bubble.










The first accident wasn’t violent. Just warm. Slow. Inevitable. She tried to hold it. Tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. But the tea had done its job. And as her body gave in, the diaper swelled between her legs, growing thicker, heavier.










She started to cry.










Not from pain. Not even from embarrassment.










But from the unbearable

 

relief


 
.










Relief that someone else was in charge. That she didn’t have to be strong anymore. That she could break, and someone would be there to catch every shattered piece.










Delilah didn’t mock her.










She just knelt. Hugged her. And whispered in her ear:












“Now you’re really mine.”













Chapter Three: Enema Night










Jenna waddled.










Every step was a soft crinkle. Her thighs couldn’t close. Her freshly taped diaper—thicker than any before—squished with every motion, and the warm shame of her second accident still clung to her skin.










Mommy hadn’t changed her yet. That was deliberate.










Delilah walked slowly ahead, barefoot, her silk robe floating behind her. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. Jenna followed like a shadow—plugged, padded, obedient.












Tonight was enema night.














The room was sterile and dim, like a twisted spa. White tile walls, glowing floor panels, cabinets lined with bottles, gloves, and silken restraints. In the center stood the padded changing bench—thick, curved, with stirrups.










Jenna hesitated in the doorway.










Delilah finally turned. “You remember the rules?”










Jenna nodded. “Obedience. Stillness. No begging to stop.”










Delilah smiled softly. “Good girl.”










The mittens were fastened first—soft pink leather wrapped around Jenna’s hands, secured with snug buckles. Then she was helped onto the bench. Her arms laid above her head, ankles lifted into the padded stirrups, diaper removed slowly and ritualistically.










Cool air kissed her skin. She was completely exposed—holes open, plug still buzzing faintly inside her.










Delilah leaned in and whispered:












“Now you learn what it means to be cleaned. Kept.




Purged and owned.”














The plug was pulled free with a wet pop.










Jenna gasped, thighs shaking.










Delilah massaged her belly, soothing, until the nozzle came next—slick and slim, gently pressing past her tight entrance. The first wave of warm liquid entered with a slow squeeze.










Not painful. Just invasive. Constant.










Jenna whimpered, her body squirming.










“Breathe, baby,” Delilah cooed. “You’re doing beautifully.”










Another slow squeeze. Another cramp. A stretch inside her belly that made her eyes flutter.










Delilah stroked her hair as her tummy gurgled. “That’s it. You take it all because you were made to be filled.”










Once the bag was empty, the nozzle slid out and was replaced with a

 

thicker, ribbed plug


 
. Longer. Heavier. Coated in gel that tingled. Delilah pushed it in slowly, rotating as she pressed.










Jenna cried out. Not in pain—in overwhelmed submission.










The final stretch made her hips buck.










Once sealed, the plug throbbed with heat.












“You’ll sleep with this inside,” Delilah whispered.




“And if you cry? I’ll hold you.




If you beg to be emptied? I’ll kiss your tears.




But if you remove it? I’ll double it tomorrow.”














Jenna whimpered. “I won’t, Mommy.”










“I know.”










She was rediapered.










Thicker than before—three stuffers, two tapes on each side, and a locking strap between her thighs. She couldn’t bend. Couldn’t close her legs. The pressure from the plug and fullness in her belly made her feel swollen with obedience.










Delilah kissed her forehead and led her to the crib.










She was laid down gently, pacifier slipped between her lips.










Crib bars rose slowly. Music played. The lights dimmed.










Delilah watched her through the bars, arms crossed, proud.












“Now sleep, my little full thing.




Let it stretch you.




Let it shape you.”














Jenna nodded, eyelids fluttering, body twitching around the pressure inside.










She was helpless.










Plugged.










Cared for.










Claimed.










And when she finally drifted off, it wasn’t fear that lingered.










It was

 

belonging


 
.









Chapter Four: Stuffed and Leashed










Morning arrived not with sunlight, but with the soft chime of a bell.










Jenna blinked awake inside the crib, the sleep sack wrapped around her arms like a cocoon. Her diaper was soaked. The enema had emptied her sometime during the night, and the plug—still inside her—had kept it all trapped until her body gave in.










She’d cried at some point. She remembered that now.










Not from pain. From shame. From relief. From the feeling of being so utterly helpless, so small, and still being held. Still being praised. Still being

 

wanted


 
.










The bell chimed again. Delilah’s voice filtered in through a speaker.












“Rise and shine, little one. On your knees, diapered and ready.”














Delilah arrived moments later.










She didn’t greet Jenna like a lover. She didn’t kiss her. She checked her.










The sleep sack was unzipped. The pacifier removed. Her hands remained folded while Delilah pulled back the blanket and squeezed the front of her swollen diaper with expert fingers.










“Very full,” she murmured. “But no leaks. That’s something.”










Jenna flushed, heart pounding. “I held it… mostly…”










Delilah raised an eyebrow.










“You don’t hold anything anymore, remember?”










Jenna bit her lip.










“You

 

release


 
when your body needs. Or when I say. You obey because I command it. Your body is not yours. It’s mine.”










Jenna shivered. “Yes, Mommy.”










The morning routine was quiet.










She was led to the changing room—naked, save for her swollen diaper and pink collar. Delilah removed the plug slowly, watching Jenna’s face the entire time. It slid free with a wet pop, and Jenna let out a soft moan she didn’t mean to.










“Sensitive today,” Delilah whispered.










Jenna nodded.










She was wiped clean, powdered, and thickly diapered again. This time, Delilah added something new.










A

 

tail plug


 
.










It was fluffy and pastel pink, swaying gently behind a long silicone stem that filled her deeper than anything before. When she stood, the weight shifted inside her. Every step made it wiggle, teasing her hole.










Then came the leash.










Clipped to her collar. Short. Silk-wrapped.










And then Delilah gave the order:












“Crawl.”














Jenna hesitated for only a second.










Then dropped to her knees.










The floor was warm beneath her hands, her diapered hips swaying with each move. The tail bobbed behind her. The leash tugged gently every few feet, guiding her. Delilah walked slowly, barefoot, always just ahead.










They moved through the house like this.










Past the dining room. Past the mirrors. Past the front door.










Jenna saw her reflection—diapered, collared, crawling—and gasped. She looked like a pet. A toy. A thing.










And yet… the heat between her thighs throbbed.










She

 

wanted


 
to be seen like this. To be controlled. To be led.










To be hers.










The final test came with an audience.










Delilah stopped in the center of the main room, where two armchairs faced the fireplace. Seated in one was a woman Jenna hadn’t met—tall, blonde, wearing all black, sipping tea like she owned the place.










Jenna froze mid-crawl.










Delilah tugged her leash once, firmly. “Present.”










Jenna turned, face burning, and sat back on her haunches like she’d been taught. Tail raised. Legs open. Collar straight. Diaper on full display.










The stranger smiled.










“Well, she’s darling,” the woman said.










“She’s obedient,” Delilah replied, stroking Jenna’s hair. “But not yet broken. We’re working on that.”










Jenna felt tears sting behind her eyes.










But when the woman reached forward and gently patted her padded crotch, she didn’t pull away.










She

 

moaned


 
.










Later, Jenna was rewarded.










Not with orgasms. Not with release.










But with a soft blanket. A bottle of warm milk. A whispered promise.












“You were very brave,” Delilah said, holding her against her chest. “You let someone else see who you are. You didn’t run. You didn’t hide.”














“I almost cried,” Jenna whispered.










“I would have wiped your tears,” Delilah murmured, rocking her. “And kissed them dry.”










The tail still filled her. The diaper was still thick. But in Delilah’s arms, Jenna didn’t feel like a freak.










She felt like a good girl.










A precious little thing.










A pet.









Chapter Five: The High Chair Dinner










The high chair stood alone in the center of the dining room.










It wasn’t plastic or childish—it was handcrafted. Dark wood with curved edges, a velvet-padded seat, and gleaming gold buckles affixed to the tray and straps. It was a throne dressed up like a punishment.










And it had her name carved into the back in looping cursive:

 

Petal.











She froze when she saw it.










Not because she was surprised—Delilah had hinted it was coming—but because it made everything feel real in a way nothing else had.










She wasn’t just wearing diapers.










She had a high chair now.










Delilah guided her forward with the softest tug of the leash.










Petal waddled, her diaper crinkling with every step, tail plug pulsing softly between her cheeks in time with her heartbeat. She wore a sheer pink top with little bows over her nipples and a frilly diaper cover that did nothing to hide the bulk beneath.










She climbed into the chair awkwardly. Delilah helped her, lifting her legs, tucking them into place, pulling the tray forward with a loud click.










Then the restraints.












One strap across her chest.




One between her thighs.




Wrists buckled softly to the tray’s sides.














She couldn’t move.










Her legs were forced apart. Her plug nestled deeper. Her diapered crotch barely hidden behind the tray.










And then the door opened.










Two women entered.










They didn’t look shocked.










They looked intrigued.










One wore a silk blouse and pearls, her gray hair coiled into a perfect bun. The other, younger, with a bob haircut and thigh-high boots, carried a slim leather riding crop like it belonged in her hand at all times.










Delilah smiled and gestured to Petal.










“She’s ready.”










The older woman chuckled. “I remember my first high chair meal. Let’s see what yours can do.”










Dinner began.










Delilah sat beside Petal with calm confidence, a bowl of mashed sweet potato and apple in hand, spoon in the other. Petal opened her mouth automatically. The first bite was warm, soft, just a little sweet.










Not disgusting. Just… babyish.










“Use your words,” Delilah said gently.










“Thank you, Mommy.”










The women exchanged pleased glances.










Each bite came with praise.










Each obedient swallow, each shy whisper of gratitude, made the heat between Petal’s thighs grow unbearable. The plug buzzed once—softly, gently—making her hips twitch.










“She’s sensitive,” the younger guest noted.










“She’s obedient,” Delilah replied. “We trained that into her.”










Midway through the meal, Petal felt it.










A warm trickle. A squish. She’d wet herself without realizing. Her thighs burned with shame.










She froze.










Delilah leaned close. “Is something wrong, baby?”










“I… I think I…”










“You did,” Delilah said softly, checking with a discreet press of her hand under the tray. “You wet while eating like a good girl. That’s perfect.”










The older guest leaned in. “May I feel?”










“Go ahead.”










Petal whimpered as unfamiliar fingers slipped beneath the tray, pressing into her swollen diaper. It was humiliating. Erotic. She trembled, breath hitching.










“She’s soaked.”










“She’s ready for inspection.”










After the last spoonful, Delilah removed the tray. Petal slumped in her chair, flushed, panting through her pacifier.










Then came the bottle—filled with warm, thick milk. She suckled automatically, hands still bound, thighs still spread, the plug pulsing gently with approval from a remote Delilah had in her lap.










The guests watched.










One took notes.










The other licked her lips.










“She’s more than a pet,” the younger guest whispered. “She’s art.”










When the bottle was empty, Delilah unstrapped her and lifted her down. Petal couldn’t walk straight. Her body was too overwhelmed, her head too light.










But her training took over.










She crawled to the changing table.










Delilah undressed her slowly, lovingly. The guests observed every moment as Petal’s diaper was peeled down, her folds exposed, her plug removed, wiped, powdered, and replaced.










“You made Mommy proud tonight,” Delilah whispered, taping her back up.










Petal whimpered. “Was I enough?”










Delilah kissed her on the nose.









“You were everything.”










Chapter Six: Training Day












The card was pinned beside her crib with a pink ribbon.




Glossy. Laminated. Undeniable.













Petal’s Daily Protocol





07:00 – Wake and diaper check




07:15 – Morning bottle and pacifier time




08:00 – Crawling posture drills




08:30 – Plug insertion (Level 2)




09:00 – Obedience stance training




09:30 – Diapering and praise session




10:00 – Free play or inspection














Petal stared at it for a long time.




Not in protest.




But in awe.










She wasn’t just living under rules anymore.




She

 

was


 
the rules.










Her day began the moment the music played.










A soft lullaby, programmed into the nursery speaker, chimed at exactly seven. She blinked awake in the crib, her pacifier still between her lips, her diaper warm and slightly squishy from the night.










Delilah appeared moments later, fresh and glowing in a silk robe, clipboard in hand.










“Let’s check my girl.”










The crib bars lowered with a mechanical hiss.










Petal opened her legs instinctively.










The diaper was checked. Not just casually—

 

evaluated


 
.










“Twelve ounces. No leak. Perfect.”










The changing process was deliberate.










Slow wipes. Lavender-scented powder. A new, thicker diaper padded with two stuffers and sealed with soft satin tapes.










Then the

 

plug


 
.










Today’s was labeled Level 2—longer than yesterday’s, with a curved shaft and delicate ribs. Delilah showed it to her first.










“You’ll wear this one until lunch. No complaining. No shifting. If I see you squirm, you’ll wear the training size overnight.”










Petal swallowed, nodded. “Yes, Mommy.”










The plug slid in slowly, and Delilah moaned softly—not from arousal, but appreciation.










“You open so easily now.”










Petal whimpered. “I’m yours.”










“I know.”










By eight, she was crawling.










The leash clipped to her collar held her at just the right height—low enough that she had to arch her back and lift her tail with every step. Her mittens slipped slightly on the floor as she moved, but she didn’t stop.










“Posture!” Delilah barked.










Petal arched harder.










“Tail up.”










The plug buzzed softly when she obeyed.










It was training, but it was also praise.










Every command followed by sensation. Every act of submission rewarded with pleasure.




Not orgasm. Never that. But enough to make her

 

ache


 
.










Obedience stance training followed next.










She was positioned against the nursery wall, arms at her sides, legs spread to expose the crinkle of her diaper. The plug kept her on edge. The posture kept her humbled.










“Hold it for ten minutes.”










Delilah circled her slowly, riding crop in hand—not to punish, but to correct.










She tapped Petal’s inner thigh.










“Spread.”










Tapped her collar.










“Chin up.”










Tapped her diaper.










“Breathe. Don’t forget to feel what you are.”










Petal’s knees wobbled. Her plug shifted with every breath.










But she held the pose.










By mid-morning, she was rewarded.










A short bottle. Vanilla milk. Warm. Sweet. Fed while she lay back on a plush rug, her legs spread, the plug still inside her, her diaper warm again from another wetting she hadn’t realized happened.










Delilah watched her drink.










“You don’t need to think anymore,” she whispered. “You don’t need to plan. You just follow.”










Petal nodded sleepily, milk dribbling down her chin.










“I don’t want to think,” she mumbled around the nipple.










“I know, baby. That’s why you’re mine.”










At ten sharp, the inspection came.










Delilah had her crawl to the middle of the room, roll onto her back, and lift her legs.










She unsnapped the diaper cover, peeled back the tapes, and stared at her soaked padding with a satisfied smile.










“No rash. No resistance. Just raw obedience.”










She touched her gently. Not to bring her to the edge—but to

 

remind


 
her who was in control.










Petal moaned.










“Do you want release?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










“Then keep being perfect.”










By the time the next nap rolled around, Petal was exhausted.










Her body ached.










Her mind floated.










She hadn’t spoken unless asked.










She hadn’t made a decision in hours.










And as she lay in the crib, plug buzzing faintly, diaper warm and heavy, she realized something:












She didn’t miss freedom.




She missed nothing at all.














She had

 

Mommy


 
.










And Mommy had

 

everything else


 
.









Chapter Seven: The Crib and the Code










The crib bars clicked shut with a soft hum.










It wasn’t a punishment.










It was routine.










Expected.










Part of the protocol.










Petal lay flat on her back in the silk-lined crib, arms snug in her mittens, legs splayed naturally by the thickness of her triple-padded nighttime diaper. Her pacifier was already in, her collar freshly polished, and the small vibrating plug inside her still buzzing faintly—low and steady like Mommy’s voice.










The air was lavender-scented. Calming. Surrendering.










And then the speaker clicked on.










Delilah’s voice flowed through the nursery, rich and warm.












“Tonight, we begin Obedience Coding.”














Petal blinked slowly.










She didn’t understand the words.










But her body listened.













Code One: Crawl now, baby girl.















The voice came from above. Recorded. Softly looped. Each repetition layered with ambient tones.










Even lying on her back, Petal twitched.










Her thighs tensed. Her shoulders rolled.










Her body

 

wanted


 
to crawl.










Delilah’s voice purred from the doorway: “Look how fast you learn, my precious thing.”













Code Two: Present that tail.















The plug buzzed harder. Her hips lifted off the mattress.










She didn’t even mean to move.










It just… happened.










A soft moan escaped her lips, muffled behind the pacifier. Delilah made a note on her clipboard, smiling proudly.










“Your plug and your brain are finally in sync,” she whispered. “And neither of them belong to you anymore.”













Code Three: Mommy owns this.















The words echoed like gospel.












Mommy owns this.




Mommy owns this.




Mommy owns this.














Petal whimpered.










She began humping the air—slowly, desperately, bound in mittens, unable to reach herself.










The stimulation was too much.










The control was deeper than her plug.










Delilah stepped closer and leaned over the crib. She didn’t unlock the bars. She didn’t free her. She just knelt beside her and stroked her cheek.










“Shh. You’re doing so well. So obedient.”










Petal’s breath came in quick, shallow bursts. She wasn’t sure if she was crying or moaning. Maybe both.










“I’ll let the loops run through the night,” Delilah whispered. “By morning, your body will know the codes even if your mouth forgets the words.”










The lights dimmed.










The voice continued.












“Crawl now, baby girl.”




“Present that tail.”




“Mommy owns this.”














Her mind slipped into a haze—floating on heat, sound, surrender.










She didn’t dream of escape.










She dreamed of more commands.










By sunrise, her diaper was soaked.










Her plug buzzed in timed waves.










And her first words when Delilah opened the bars weren’t

 

good morning


 
—










They were:












“What do you want me to do now, Mommy?”













Chapter Eight: The Baby Pageant










Petal had never seen so many girls in diapers.










Some were crawling. Some were sitting on pink cushions. One sobbed quietly in the corner while a stern Mistress in red latex rubbed her back with mechanical calm. Another strutted around with a tail plug swaying behind her and a pacifier between her lips like a fashion accessory.










The

 

parlor


 
—once a quiet drawing room with velvet curtains and antique furniture—had been transformed. A soft pink runway stretched down the middle of the room. Pillows, high chairs, and velvet mats lined the edges.










And at the far end, an armchair. Gold-trimmed. Regal.










Delilah’s chair.










Petal knelt beside it, plugged and diapered as always.










Her hair was brushed into pigtails with pink ribbons. Her top was a lacy crop with heart-shaped cutouts, leaving her breasts barely contained. Her diaper was custom—printed with stars and bunnies, puffed with extra padding. She could barely close her legs.










The tail plug inside her had been replaced with one that buzzed.












Intermittent. Random. Humiliating.














The first time it pulsed mid-conversation, she had nearly moaned aloud.










Delilah only smiled and patted her on the head.










“You’ll win tonight, Petal. You were made to be shown off.”










The rules were simple.










Each “baby” would crawl the runway, demonstrate one act of obedience, and one act of humiliation. The dommes would observe, comment, and—if inspired—participate.










Petal was fifth in line.










She watched the others perform:










●

 
       

 
One girl bent over and wet herself on command.



 









●

 
       

 
Another was spanked across Mommy’s lap while sucking a bottle.



 









●

 
       

 
A third performed plug insertions without flinching, her face glazed in obedient bliss.



 









Some were praised. Some were mocked. All were judged.










Petal’s heart pounded as the fourth girl crawled off the stage in tears.










Then Delilah tugged the leash.












“Show them what

 

mine


 
looks like.”














She crawled onto the stage like she’d practiced.










Back straight. Head high. Diaper crinkling. Her tail buzzed once—softly—and her thighs shivered in response.










The dommes murmured.










“She’s cute.”










“Very well-trained.”










“Is she fully plug-dependent yet?”










“Looks like it. She twitches when she breathes.”










Petal flushed, but stayed poised.










Delilah stepped beside her and raised her hand.












“Obedience demonstration: Commanded wetting.”














A pause.










Petal whimpered.










Delilah leaned down, her voice hot at her ear. “Now.”










And just like that, her body obeyed.










Warmth spread through her diaper. The heat between her thighs grew. She felt the swell. The leak. The silence. The watching.










And the plug buzzing harder as she lost control in front of everyone.












She didn’t cry.




She smiled.














Applause.










Then Delilah turned to the crowd.










“Humiliation demonstration: Public climax.”










Jenna gasped.










Delilah crouched behind her, one hand on her leash, the other reaching beneath the swollen padding. She didn’t untape it. She

 

slipped in


 
. Expert fingers. Knowing pressure. The buzzing tail going steady now.










Petal moaned.










The room leaned in.










“Keep your eyes forward, baby,” Delilah cooed. “Let them all see how good you are.”










The moan turned to whimper. To gasping.










She couldn’t help it. Couldn’t stop. Couldn’t hold back.










She came hard—shaking, twitching, leaking into her diaper as she sobbed with release.










One domme whispered, “Fuck, she’s perfect.”










Another clapped slowly. “She wins.”










Petal didn’t even hear them.










Her world had shrunk to trembling limbs, crinkled heat, Mommy’s hand still gently stroking her hair.










Delilah stood and lifted her leash high.










“She belongs to me.”










The other women nodded.










After the pageant, Delilah carried her back to the nursery.










Wrapped in a blanket, plugged and wet, still twitching.










She was changed, powdered, and placed into the crib.










But this time, Delilah didn’t leave.










She curled in beside her. Held her.










And whispered:












“You did beautifully, baby. The whole room saw what I already knew.




You were born to crawl.




Born to obey.




Born to belong.”














Petal drifted off with a smile.










Her shame was gone.










Only pride remained.









Chapter Nine: The Breakdown










She was perfect—on the outside.










She crawled when told. She drank her tea. She moaned when plugged and whispered

 

thank you


 
into her pacifier. Her diaper had become normal. Her mittens felt like skin. Her mind… quiet.










Until it wasn’t.










It happened the morning after the pageant.










Delilah was brushing her hair, long strokes from crown to nape, whispering praise in a voice like honey. Petal sat naked between her knees, legs splayed, fresh from a change.










“You made me so proud,” Delilah whispered. “They all saw it. What I’ve shaped you into. What you’ve become for me.”










Petal nodded slowly, sucking her paci.










But her eyes stared forward, glassy.










Something cracked in the bath.










It wasn’t loud. Just a whisper inside her head:













This isn’t me.















Delilah gently washed between her legs, cooing about how soft she was. She lathered her plug, massaging it as if Petal’s holes were just parts to maintain. Petal obeyed. She always did.










But her breath hitched. And her hands started shaking.










Delilah noticed instantly.










“Pause,” she said softly. “What is it, little one?”










Petal looked up.










And for the first time since her collar had clicked shut, her voice broke through the fog.












“I don’t know who I am anymore.”














The bath water sloshed as she pulled away. The leash tugged at her neck. Her diaper was gone, her body vulnerable, trembling.










“I don’t know what day it is. I don’t remember my own name. I—”




She looked at her fingers. At the baby-pink mittens.




At her reflection in the tub’s brass faucet.










“I’m

 

gone


 
, Mommy.”










Delilah didn’t scold.










She reached forward. Pulled Petal gently into her lap. Naked. Wet. Shaking.










“You’re not gone,” she whispered. “You’re opening.”










“I don’t know how to be anyone else.”










“You don’t have to.”










Petal sobbed, burying her face into Mommy’s shoulder. “I thought I wanted to be free. I thought I wanted to feel

 

adult


 
. But this—this collar—this crib—this leash—it’s not just play anymore.”










Delilah kissed her temple.










“It never was.”










That night, she wasn’t put in the crib.










She was laid on the nursery bed—larger, warmer. Still diapered, still plugged. But next to Mommy. Under the same blanket.










Delilah pulled her close and whispered:












“You had to break to understand you’re mine. That’s what real submission is.




Not obedience. Not diapers.




Trust.




Letting me hold the pieces you can’t anymore.”














In the dark, Petal spoke:










“Will I ever be allowed to speak like an adult again?”










“Only if you beg for it the way you beg to be plugged.”










Petal giggled through her tears.










“Can I ever leave?”










“You can. But you won’t.”










“…why?”










Delilah ran a finger down her spine. “Because you’ll never be loved like this anywhere else.”










Silence.










And then:












“Mommy?”




“Yes, baby?”




“Can you change me in the morning? Like always?”














Delilah smiled into the dark.












“Of course.




Good girl.”













Chapter Ten: The Ownership Ceremony










The invitation was delivered in a pale pink envelope, sealed with a kiss of lipstick and the faint scent of jasmine.










It simply read:













You are formally invited to the Collaring Ceremony of PETAL






A possession of Mistress Delilah






Saturday. Sundown. Ceremony Room 3.















Beneath it:

 

Attire: Formal. Diapered. Respectfully displayed.











Petal had no say in the event.










She wasn’t even told what day it was. She only knew by the rituals. The way Delilah had bathed her twice that morning, slowly, gently, rubbing scented oils into every fold and crease.










The way her plug was replaced with a smaller one, but deeper.










The way she was diapered in silence, thick and white and sealed with pink satin tapes, the front reading

 

“Mine”


 
in embroidered cursive.










The way Delilah looked at her—not like she was preparing a girl for play, but like she was polishing a

 

gift


 
.










She was dressed in nothing but lace cuffs, a collar, and a sheer white baby dress that barely covered her puffy diaper. Her pacifier was crystal-tipped. Her leash was braided silk.










Delilah walked her barefoot down the hallway as the sun set, golden light spilling through stained glass windows. The air smelled like candlewax, lavender, and devotion.










Every domme they passed paused to watch.










Some smiled. Some whispered.




One even reached out and stroked her diapered hip.










Petal didn’t flinch.










She waddled. She followed. She obeyed.










The

 

ceremony room


 
was low-lit and circular, its domed ceiling painted with art of submission: leashed pets kneeling at their Mistress’ feet, diapered girls bent over and blushing, pacifiers and butt plugs laid at the center of golden altars.










Petal was guided to the center mat—a circular pillow shaped like a flower.










Delilah stood behind her, one hand resting softly on her shoulder.










The room grew silent.










Then Delilah spoke:












“This girl came to me in pieces.




She fought. She cried.




She obeyed.




She surrendered.”
















“I did not

 

break


 
her. I

 

revealed


 
her.”
















“She is no longer the woman who walked through my door.




She is a pet. A baby. A beautiful thing to be cared for, used, changed, and adored.”
















“And as of tonight, she is no longer ‘Jenna.’




She is—forever—

 

Petal


 
.”














The leash was pulled gently.










Petal crawled forward to the raised pedestal where her

 

final collar


 
rested—thicker, glossier, inscribed in gold.












Property of Mistress Delilah.





Petal


 
.




Loved. Owned. Obeyed.














Her pacifier was removed.










Her lips touched the edge of the collar like a holy ritual.










Delilah fastened it around her neck with slow precision, buckling the back and snapping the golden clasp shut.












Click.














The sound echoed like a vow.










A wave of soft applause filled the room.










Not loud. Not mocking.




Respectful. Warm. Ritualistic.










Delilah knelt beside her and whispered:












“From now on, you do not ask if you belong.




You simply

 

are


 
mine.




No more doubts.




No more words that aren’t earned.




Only service. Obedience.




And diapers.”














Petal smiled, tears in her eyes.










“I want this, Mommy. I want to be yours.”










“You always were.”










After the ceremony, she was changed on a raised platform in front of the guests—legs spread, tail re-inserted, fresh powder, fresh praise.










They watched.










Some cheered.










One domme kissed Delilah’s cheek and whispered:












“She’s not just owned.




She’s cherished.”














Petal was returned to her crib that night with a heavy plug, a double-stuffed diaper, and a full bottle of Mommy’s milk.










She suckled as the nursery lights dimmed, and the lullaby began.










Her hands were bound.










Her hips were crinkled.










Her collar shone in the dark.










And for the first time in her life…












She was whole.













Chapter Eleven: Aftercare & Afterplay










The lights in the ceremony hall had dimmed.




The collar lay snug around her neck.




Her name—

 

Petal


 
—was no longer a nickname, no longer a joke or ritual.










It was who she was.










Owned. Loved. Finished.










Delilah carried her from the ceremony on one hip like she weighed nothing.










Petal didn’t resist.










She couldn’t.










Her body was limp from exhaustion, her diaper soaked, her thighs sore from shaking through public climax after public use. Her plug buzzed faintly with each step, a dull echo of the pleasure that had left her boneless.










But her heart?










It had never been fuller.










The master bedroom glowed in candlelight.










Petal had never been allowed in here before—not while conscious, anyway. It was Mommy’s space. Sacred. Warm. Soft. Powerful.










Now, it was where she would be held.










Not changed.










Not punished.










Just

 

held


 
.










Delilah undressed her slowly.










Not like a lover in a rush, but like a collector cleaning glass. One mitten at a time. Her pacifier unclipped and set on silk. The saturated diaper peeled away and discarded.










Then: warm cloth. Lotion. Powder.










All done in silence.










All with worshipful touch.










She was laid naked on the bed with a soft pillow under her hips. A smaller plug was inserted—a relaxing one. Comfortable. Comforting. Then, surprisingly, her diaper wasn’t immediately replaced.










Instead, Delilah stripped too.










Her robe slid to the floor, revealing the body Petal had spent nights dreaming about.










Full, soft curves. Stretch marks like rings of authority. Breasts that had fed others, punished others, bound others.










And tonight?










They cradled her.










Delilah climbed in beside her, skin to skin, and pulled Petal close like a favorite doll.










“Tonight,” she whispered, “you’re not just my baby. You’re my reward.”










The kiss started slow.










Lips parting softly, Petal’s breath catching as she felt real heat—real intimacy. Not training. Not domination.










Love.










Delilah’s hand drifted down her belly and into the space between her legs.










Still wet.










Still swollen.










She didn’t tease.










She

 

commanded


 
.










Two fingers. Slow strokes. Pressure in perfect rhythm with the plug’s soft buzz.










“Mommy,” Petal gasped.










“Not yet.”










“Please—”










Delilah stopped.










Petal whined.










“Now you know the cost of impatience.”










When she finally earned permission, Petal came like it was the first time.










Body trembling.










Breasts pressed to Delilah’s chest.










Plug pulsing in perfect harmony.










It wasn’t a brat’s orgasm.










It wasn’t a stolen one.










It was

 

given


 
.










After, she was changed.










Delilah lifted her gently, wiped her clean, and sealed her in a thick nighttime diaper. Then the mittens went back on—not to bind her, but to soothe her. Her pacifier returned. Her collar kissed.










She was tucked beneath the covers like something sacred.










Delilah wrapped herself around her.










“I love you, Petal.”










A soft moan behind the pacifier.










“And I’ll never let you be anything else again.”









Chapter Twelve: Shared Property










Petal didn’t ask why she was blindfolded.










She knew better by now.










The soft silk across her eyes tightened her world to touch and sound. Her body was already diapered and plugged—standard for nighttime—but this time, the plug was different. Heavier. Thicker. Buzzing only when commanded.










Her wrists were bound in mittens and clipped behind her back. Her collar was freshly polished. Her breathing was slow. She was ready.










Delilah’s voice was the first sound she registered.












“Do you trust me, baby?”














“Yes, Mommy.”










“Even if I let another woman use you?”










A pause. A shiver.










“…Yes, Mommy.”










The guest entered quietly. No announcement. No footsteps. Just presence.










Petal felt it before she heard the voice—low, syrupy, dangerous.












“So this is the girl you’ve trained.”














Delilah chuckled. “No. This is the girl I’ve perfected.”










Fingers brushed her thighs. The guest’s touch was firm, impersonal. Evaluating her like a possession on display.










“Diapered. Plugged. Obedient.”










“She responds to voice command.”












“Present that tail.”














The plug buzzed. Petal gasped. Her hips lifted automatically.










“She’s very well conditioned.”










Petal was led to the middle of the room by her leash. She waddled, diaper crinkling, thighs spread. Her tail pulsed every third step, sending heat up her spine.










She was told to kneel.










She dropped.










She was told to crawl.










She obeyed.










She was told to beg.










She whimpered, pacifier still in, “Please use me, Miss.”










The guest moaned. “Oh, Delilah. You’ve outdone yourself.”










Then came the ritual unwrapping.










Her diaper was unfastened and peeled back in front of both women. Her thighs were trembling. Her folds glistened.










The guest knelt and whispered into her ear:












“Do you want to cum while someone else is inside you?”














Petal sobbed through the gag. “Yes, Miss.”










“Even if Mommy is watching?”










Another moan. “Yes.”










Delilah’s voice came from above. Calm. Cool. “Then you’d better make it beautiful.”










The guest didn’t tease.










She slid two fingers inside Petal and curled them just so, her other hand pressed flat against the padding as the plug buzzed back to life. Petal moaned hard, legs spread wide, her whole body twitching on command.










She came like a prayer—long, loud, helpless.










She collapsed forward onto the nursery mat, drooling around her pacifier, twitching from aftershocks as both women stood above her.










“She's soaked,” the guest whispered.










Delilah knelt, brushing back Petal’s hair.












“And completely mine.”














After the guest left, Delilah cleaned her up personally. No words. No punishment. Just lotion, fresh powder, a clean diaper, and a kiss on the forehead.










“You did beautifully,” she whispered. “Next time, there will be two.”









Chapter Thirteen: Epilogue – The Pet’s Forever Place










Spring came quietly to the estate.










The garden outside the nursery window had begun to bloom—roses, lavender, tulips, and carefully pruned cherry blossoms—all perfectly tended by silent, obedient hands.










Petal watched from behind the glass, pacifier between her lips, chin resting on a stuffed unicorn’s head. She wore nothing but her usual: a thick pastel diaper with her name embroidered across the front and a sheer lace top that made her feel beautiful, delicate, owned.










The scent of powder and morning sun drifted through the air.










Her plug pulsed inside her in gentle waves.










Mommy would be coming soon.










A chime echoed from the hallway.










Petal turned on instinct—diaper crinkling, back arching slightly, tail lifting.










Obedience wasn’t effort anymore.










It was

 

identity


 
.










Delilah entered with a clipboard in one hand and a warm bottle in the other. She looked radiant—casual, barefoot, a silken robe clinging to her curves. Her collar peeked out from beneath it.










Not

 

hers


 
.





Petal’s.











“Good morning, my pretty girl,” she said softly.










Petal dropped to all fours and crawled to her without hesitation. She nuzzled Delilah’s thigh like a puppy.










“I missed you, Mommy,” she whispered around her paci.










“I was gone for five minutes,” Delilah laughed.










Petal looked up. “Still too long.”










The day unfolded like ritual.










She was fed from the bottle in Delilah’s lap. Changed while humming filled the room. Plugged again, as always. But not punished. Not inspected.










Just cared for.










Petal no longer feared humiliation. She craved it. But today wasn’t about correction or teasing. Today was about

 

belonging


 
.










“I have a surprise,” Delilah said after dressing her in a pink romper with ruffled edges and a wide-open diaper flap.










Petal’s eyes lit up.










“You’ve earned your first command over another pet.”










She blinked. “Me? But I’m not a—”










“You’re mine,” Delilah said firmly. “Which means you’re above

 

others.


 
You obey me, and

 

they


 
obey

 

you.


 
”










The new girl was brought in that afternoon.










She was nervous, trembling, clearly fresh.










She wore an oversized onesie that didn’t quite hide her padding, and when she saw Petal—kneeling calmly on her mat, plug swaying, posture perfect—her cheeks went crimson.










Petal smiled behind her pacifier.












“Crawl now, baby girl.”














The girl dropped instantly.










Delilah grinned.










“My perfect little Petal,” she whispered. “You’ve become what most girls only dream of.”










“A toy?”










“A treasure.”










That night, Petal was given a new collar—ceremonial, softer, meant for bedtime snuggles.










Delilah held her beneath the covers, stroking her hair, one arm wrapped tightly around her padded hips.










“Do you miss who you were?” she asked.










Petal shook her head.










“I was scared. Lonely. Angry.”










“And now?”










“Now I’m safe. Used. Needed.

 

Loved.


 
”










Delilah kissed her neck.










“And you’ll stay this way forever?”










Petal smiled, curling into her chest.












“Forever, Mommy.”
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