
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Queen’s Plaything




A Dark ABDL Fairy Tale of Regression, Diapers, and Magical Obedience






Introduction










Lena had always hated the silence.










It reminded her of everything she had pushed away—decisions she never made, love she never chased, softness she never allowed herself to feel. That’s why she’d built her life around noise: fast deadlines, louder lovers, a city that howled with distraction. There was no room for guilt when her calendar was full, when every hour meant performance, deadlines, results.










But her body had finally said

 

enough


 
.










So here she was, standing at the edge of a quiet cabin in the middle of nowhere, staring into the kind of forest you only see in screensavers and overpriced travel magazines. No signal. No traffic. No messages. Just birdsong, the whisper of pines, and the distant glint of a lake she hadn’t even noticed on the map.










She wore an oversized shirt, no bra, no makeup. Her toes curled into the mossy ground like they’d been waiting to touch it her entire life.










“Just for a few days,” she muttered aloud, trying to convince no one in particular. “Reset. Recharge.”










She didn’t bring a book. She didn’t need one. For the first time in years, she just wanted to float. To let go.














The lake wasn’t warm, but it wasn’t cold either. It felt… strange.










The moment she stepped into it, it was like walking through silk. Like being kissed by something patient. Ancient. It hugged her skin like memory.










She swam out, deeper than she meant to. The trees curved overhead in a perfect ring, shadowing her from everything else. And that’s when she saw it—the shimmer beneath her, pulsing in soft violet light just under the surface.










She tilted her head. The light pulsed again, a slow, inviting beat. Not like danger. Not like warning.










Like… a heartbeat.










Then it pulled her.










Not hard. Not with violence. But with intention. The lake sucked her down without bubbles, without struggle, without pain. Her body didn’t flail. It folded, like she’d been waiting for this moment all her life. Like the water knew her.










The last thing she saw was her shirt floating above her like a lily.














She awoke on a bed of warm petals.










Naked. Clean. Damp in places she didn’t expect.










The air smelled of sweetness and sweat. The sky wasn’t a sky—it was velvet, deep purple, lit by floating stars that shifted when she blinked.










And someone was watching her.










A woman. No—

 

not


 
a woman. Something too perfect. Too cruel.










She was tall, her hair like woven gold, her wings spread wide and humming in the air. She wore nothing but silver rings and vines that slithered around her thighs as if alive. Her eyes glowed with a thousand years of pleasure.










The Queen.










And she was smiling.












“Oh, you’re soft. Good,” she purred, crouching beside Lena’s trembling form. “I always love the ones who come by accident. They taste the sweetest.”














The Queen reached out, and from the vine on her wrist, something bloomed.










A pacifier. White. Glossy. Glistening.










It pulsed with magic. With

 

need


 
.










Lena opened her mouth to speak.










But her lips parted instead.









Chapter One: Claimed in Silk










The first sound Lena heard wasn’t a voice, or a whisper.










It was a crinkle.










Soft. Slow. Like paper being folded in a quiet room. But it came from beneath her. Beneath her hips. Her thighs. Her bare, open body.










Her eyes fluttered open—and the light above her was wrong. Purple. Gilded. Alive. Like a thousand floating fireflies holding their breath.










She wasn’t dreaming.










The scent of lilacs and warm sugar clung to the air, sweet and sticky. The bed beneath her was velvet-soft but cradled her like a cradle. And her legs… her legs wouldn’t move.










She looked down.










Straps. Silken. Pink. Glowing.










Each one fastened her wrists and ankles to the thickly padded table beneath her—padded like a changing table. A cruel, perfect mockery of one. There were vines coiled along the sides, and they pulsed in rhythm with her breath, as though they were… alive.










She wasn’t just bound. She was

 

secured


 
.










A slow shadow crossed her field of view. Bare feet. Pale, ethereal skin. Sharp toes that kissed the stone floor with deliberate grace.










“Ah. My little blossom is awake.”










That voice again. Not just sound, but

 

pressure


 
—like honey poured into the center of her skull. The kind of voice that didn’t ask questions. It

 

told


 
you to listen.










The Queen.










She stood over Lena, wearing nothing but a soft, sheer wrap of lavender silk that revealed more than it hid. Her breasts, heavy and flawless, shimmered with tiny glints of gold dust. Her hair moved without wind. Her smile was wider now.










“You’re still confused,” the Queen said, cocking her head as she leaned over. “That’s good. Confusion means you haven’t accepted what you are yet.”










Lena opened her mouth to speak, but no words came. Her throat was dry. Her tongue felt thick. But more than that—she felt

 

watched


 
.










From the trees. From the ceiling. From the vines themselves.










She tried to struggle.










Nothing moved.










“Shhh,” the Queen cooed, pressing a single cool fingertip to Lena’s lips. “You swam into my realm, little one. And now you’re mine.”










Lena shook her head, but the Queen just laughed—rich and delighted.










“Oh no no no. We don’t speak like that here.” She tapped Lena’s cheek. “We don’t speak like grown-ups at all.”










The Queen gestured—and from the shadows, a small table of objects floated forward. A thick, gleaming pacifier. A white plastic bottle full of something glowing. And a folded square of… no.










No.










Lena’s heart thudded in her chest as the Queen picked it up and let it unfold with theatrical slowness.










A diaper.










Big. Thick. Fluffy. Pink-trimmed. Decorated with swirling, enchanted sigils that shimmered like runes. As the Queen opened it, a puff of scent released—like sugar cookies, like powder, like…










“Your new skin,” she said softly, holding it above Lena’s naked hips. “Once you wear it, your body will remember what it means to feel safe. To surrender.”










Lena whimpered.










“Shhhh,” the Queen whispered again. “You’ll be such a pretty thing in it. You’re already leaking. Look…”










Lena’s thighs glistened. She hadn’t even noticed. Heat built in her, shame curling in her belly like fire.










“I want to go home,” she croaked, finally forcing words out.










The Queen’s smile turned sharp. “Darling… this

 

is


 
your home now.”










And then she lowered the diaper.










The silk restraints loosened just enough for the Queen to lift Lena’s hips. With impossible strength, she slid the thick padding beneath her and pressed her down into it. The fabric was warm. Alive. It pulsed against her folds, against her bottom, cradling her so snugly that Lena gasped.










And then the tapes sealed themselves with glowing clicks.










“There,” the Queen purred, tracing a finger along the waistband. “Now you’re dressed properly.”










Lena shivered. She couldn’t ignore it—the way the bulk forced her legs apart, the way her heat was trapped, the way the magic hummed against her clit with every breath.










It felt… good.










No. It couldn’t. It

 

shouldn’t


 
.










The Queen leaned in, her breath hot against Lena’s ear. “You can say you hate it, if it helps. But your nipples are hard and your thighs are trembling.”










A whimper escaped her lips.










The Queen laughed again—this time softer. Loving. She stood, snapping her fingers, and the bottle from the tray floated to her hand.










“Open,” she said.










Lena clenched her jaw.










“Open,” the Queen repeated, her voice turning colder, darker.










Lena’s mouth betrayed her. Slowly, against her will, it opened. And the nipple of the bottle slid past her lips.










Warm, thick sweetness poured onto her tongue. Not milk. Not honey. Something else. Something that made her toes curl and her eyes roll back.










It was arousal in liquid form.










As she sucked, the Queen cooed, brushing her hair from her forehead.










“There’s my good girl. Drink. Let the Garden in. Let it fill you.”










Lena didn’t know how much she drank. The bottle never seemed to empty. Her belly grew warm, full, tight. Her vision blurred—but not from sleep. From need.










Her diaper pulsed.










The Queen pulled the bottle away with a soft pop, letting Lena pant beneath her.










“Such a lovely little thing,” she whispered. “You’ll do nicely.”










She snapped her fingers again.










The vines moved.










One slid up the table, coiling around Lena’s ankle. Another brushed along her side. But the third—oh gods—the third nudged between her thighs, pressing against the soft padding of her diaper.










And

 

sank into it.











The diaper didn’t resist. It opened, like a flower, as the vine slid between the folds of her helpless sex.










Lena arched, gasping, as the vine pulsed—glowing with heat, teasing her open, filling her slowly. Another found its way to her bottom, pressing gently at first, then firmer, until—










She cried out.










And the Queen… moaned.










“I could watch this forever,” she whispered, eyes half-lidded. “You humans pretend to be so strong. But give you softness, helplessness, and a little pressure in the right places…”










Another vine slithered up to Lena’s lips.










Not a gag. A pacifier.










She tried to speak. To beg. To say anything.










But the pacifier slid in.










She suckled without thinking.










Shame and pleasure collided inside her, and her body trembled with submission. Her hands were still bound. Her legs forced wide. Her holes filled. Her thoughts slipping.










She belonged to this moment. To this feeling.










To

 

her


 
.










The Queen reached down, kissed her forehead, and whispered:












“Now you’re ready for your real training, baby.”













Chapter Two: The Nursery of No Return










Lena awoke to the sound of bells.










Soft, chiming, delicate—and terribly out of place. The kind of sound meant for children. For cribs and lullabies. Not for grown women with aching thighs and wet heat still blooming between their legs.










But she wasn’t in her world anymore.










She was still diapered. Still plugged. Still… someone else.










Gone was the velvet altar of the Queen’s chamber. Now she lay curled inside something warmer, softer—

 

rounder


 
. The air smelled like lavender powder and warm milk. Sweet, cloying, thick. Above her hung a mobile made of glowing stars that spun in slow circles.










A faint hum vibrated from her padded mattress. She shifted.










Crinkle.










It wasn’t a dream.










Her thighs were wrapped in thick, pillowy padding. She moved her legs, but the bulk held her open—vulnerable. And the pacifier was still in her mouth. Firm. Glowing slightly. Rooted to her lips like it belonged there.










She sat up slowly.










The room was enormous. Circular. The walls were smooth white crystal, veined with shimmering gold vines. Floating lights drifted overhead. Giant plush toys lounged in the corners—fae-sized bears and rabbits, stitched with living eyes. A pink rocking horse with leather restraints for reins. A carousel that turned itself. Diapers stacked in glowing cupboards, some large enough to smother her whole.










It was a nursery.










A nursery for adult playthings.










A hum of crinkling caught her attention. She wasn’t alone.










Across the room, curled in a glowing bassinet shaped like a flower, lay another “girl.” Slender, pale, her hair a waterfall of silver. Her lips were locked around a glowing bottle, her arms hugging a plush fox with a magical collar. Her diaper pulsed faintly with light—and from the rhythmic way her hips rocked against the padding, she wasn’t just nursing.










She was

 

cumming


 
.










Lena stared, breath shallow.










The girl opened her eyes slowly. Saw her. Smiled.










Then moaned softly and humped her pillow like it was the most natural thing in the world.












“You’ll get used to it,” came a voice behind her.














Lena turned sharply.










It was a fae. Male. Beautiful in a cruel, sharp way. His skin was silver-glass, his eyes glowing with violet hunger. He wore no shirt. His chest was bare, sculpted, tattooed with swirling black runes that moved when he breathed.










Around his neck hung a bell.










Around his waist: a sash with glowing vials.










Around his hips: nothing but low-cut velvet trousers.










And in his hand—a rattle that glowed.












“You’re the Queen’s new favorite,” he said with a grin. “I’m her caretaker.”
















“Caretaker?” Lena mumbled around the pacifier, voice muffled and infantile.














He stepped closer, brushing a thumb across her cheek. “Trainer. Feeder. Plug-fitter. Spanker, if needed.”










He crouched. “Now let’s check how soggy our little toy is.”










Lena gasped as his hands slid between her thighs. No hesitation. Just bold inspection.












“Dry, for now. That won’t do.”














He held up a glowing bottle. “Time to start breakfast.”










She shook her head.










He smiled.










The pacifier glowed red—and her hands flew to her belly as a warm, sharp pressure flooded her core. Her plug pulsed. Her diaper heated. Her nipples tingled.










She moaned—against her will.












“See?” he whispered. “Obedience is pleasure here.”














He removed the pacifier slowly. Her mouth felt empty.










Then the bottle replaced it.










Warm, glowing, sweet. She swallowed reflexively. And with every gulp, her mind grew softer. Slower. Warmer.












“The Queen’s milk makes you pliable,” he said. “Makes your tummy full and your bladder weaker.”














She choked slightly.










He stroked her hair. “Shh, baby. Shh. You’ll leak soon. That’s good.”










When the bottle emptied, her belly felt full,

 

tight


 
.










Her thighs shifted. Her diaper crinkled. Her plug…

 

twitched


 
.










He helped her down from the padded cradle and onto the nursery floor. It was so soft she sank into it like dough. Her legs gave out. She couldn’t stand.












“You don’t need to walk anymore,” he said. “Babies crawl.”














Lena whimpered.










But she crawled.










Across the glowing nursery floor, her ass high in the air, diaper warm and thick between her legs. Every move rubbed the padding against her clit. Every motion made her

 

feel


 
like a baby. Like she belonged on all fours. Like she wasn’t a woman at all.










And the caretaker followed her. Watching.










Eventually, she reached a padded playpen. He lifted her in effortlessly.












“Now,” he said, clapping his hands once, “let’s wake the vines.”














The floor beneath her glowed.










From the padding—tentacles.










Soft. Slippery. Magical.










They brushed her thighs, her belly, her nipples. One found the tapes of her diaper and unsealed them—but didn’t remove it. Instead, it opened it like petals.










She gasped as the air hit her bare folds.










The tentacles

 

cooed


 
—as if delighted.










One slipped between her cheeks, finding the plug already there.










Another circled her clit—teasing, not penetrating. Just pressure. Rhythmic. Endless.










Lena moaned, arching, and the caretaker grinned.












“Welcome to training, little one. Let the Garden show you how it rewards obedience.”














The pacifier returned.










And she sucked it willingly.









Chapter Three: The Court of Eyes










Lena had no sense of time in the Garden.










There were no clocks. No days. Just the slow rhythm of feeding, crinkling, and aching.










She no longer flinched when the tentacles changed her. They came each morning, humming with warmth, unfolding her diaper like a gift, wiping her with enchanted silk leaves. Sometimes they teased her nipples while they worked. Sometimes they didn’t. Sometimes, she hoped they would.










She didn’t ask questions anymore. She didn’t speak.










She suckled. She crawled. She moaned when told.










And when the Queen returned, Lena felt it in her chest like a drumbeat.














The caretaker dressed her that morning.










Not in clothes.










In presentation.










First came the plug—larger than before. It slipped into her with a magical

 

pulse


 
, filling her deeply. It bloomed once inside, locking in place with a vine-wrapped vibration. She whimpered, sucking her pacifier instinctively.












“Good girl,” he whispered, tightening her collar. “The Queen likes her toys full.”














Then came the diaper. Thicker. Glossier. Its surface shimmered like silk. Fae runes danced along the padding, glowing faintly pink as it sealed itself tight around her hips.












“You’ll leak if you try to speak,” he told her.














She nodded.












“You’ll tremble if you disobey.”














She nodded again.










Then came the reins.










Two soft velvet straps clipped to the back of her collar, pulling her arms into position behind her. She was on all fours—knees spread, ass high, diaper crinkling.










He kissed her forehead.












“The court awaits.”


















The doors opened.










She crawled behind him.










The Court of Eyes was vast—an endless garden made of petals and shadow. Fae lounged on vine-wrapped thrones, their wings glowing. Some male. Some female. Many neither. All

 

beautiful


 
. All cruel.










Lena’s face burned as she crawled past them.










She heard their murmurs.












“So that’s the new pet…”




“Such thick padding. Has she leaked yet?”




“She’s trembling already. How adorable.”














She wanted to hide—but the plug pulsed as she slowed, shocking her pussy with a jolt of vibration. She gasped around her pacifier.












“Keep crawling,” the caretaker said, tugging her reins gently.














She obeyed.










They led her to a low platform in the center of the court—soft and plush, made of living moss.










The Queen stood beside it, her body wrapped in black silk, her hair braided with thorns. Her eyes sparkled.












“My little blossom,” she purred. “You’ve bloomed so beautifully.”














Lena whimpered. Her cheeks flushed. Her diaper crinkled loud as she crawled up onto the platform and knelt.












“Do you know why you’re here today?” the Queen asked.














Lena shook her head.












“You’re going to be

 

shown.


 
”














With a flick of her wrist, the diaper

 

peeled open


 
—still strapped, but now split down the middle, revealing Lena’s swollen, helpless sex to the watching court. Her folds glistened. Her plug twitched. Her thighs shook.












“See how her body betrays her,” the Queen said proudly. “See how much she loves to be seen.”














A murmur of aroused approval swept through the crowd.










Lena whimpered again—but the pacifier glowed, sealing her lips.










She couldn’t speak.










She could only

 

feel


 
.














The vines rose.










Not dozens.

 

Hundreds


 
.










All soft. All patient. All reaching.










They wrapped around her legs, thighs, breasts. One lifted her chin. One teased the edge of her plug.










And then—they began.










The first vine curled over her clit and buzzed gently. She moaned, hips twitching.










The second slid into her mouth—

 

after


 
removing the pacifier—and pulsed against her tongue with a slow rhythm, feeding her sweetness.










The third wrapped around her ankles and yanked them wider.










She was splayed, bound, wet, full.










And the court

 

watched


 
.










The Queen sat in a high throne and smiled.












“Give her what she craves,” she whispered.














And the vines obeyed.










One tentacle coiled around her breasts, tugging her nipples until she cried out. Another slid under her, lifting her hips, exposing her hole, pressing against her plug—

 

vibrating harder


 
.










Lena couldn’t stop it.










She

 

surrendered


 
to it.










The orgasm hit like magic—sudden, shattering, humiliating.










She screamed into the vine in her mouth, body spasming, juices soaking the split diaper below her.










The court clapped.










The Queen laughed. “She’ll need training for

 

multiple


 
releases, now.”










The caretaker nodded. “We’ll plug her deeper. Keep her open. Let her stretch.”










Lena sobbed, but her body pulsed with

 

more


 
.










The Queen stood, stepping down from her throne.










She crouched beside Lena, stroking her cheek.












“You’re not done. You haven’t

 

leaked


 
yet.”














She snapped her fingers.










The diaper

 

resealed


 
—and began to pulse.










Warm. Hot.










A spell wrapped around Lena’s bladder, squeezing gently.










She tried to hold it.










Tried.










But the plug inside her buzzed once, and—










She

 

wet herself.











In front of them all.










The heat flooded the diaper. The spell absorbed it instantly, but the glow turned golden, visible to every watching eye.










Lena collapsed, trembling.










The Queen kissed her temple.












“Now you’re perfect.”













Chapter Four: Court Display










She didn’t know what time meant anymore.










The Garden had no clocks. No sun. Just shifting skies, glowing vines, and the hum of magic that pulsed through every petal and every nerve in her body.










Lena lay in the Queen’s private chamber—half-naked, diaper squishy, lips bruised from the pacifier she now suckled in her sleep.










Mara curled beside her, arms wrapped around her padded waist like a child clinging to a stuffed toy.










Neither of them were “girls” anymore.










They were

 

dolls


 
. Pets. Living pleasure-things.










And today, they would be shown off.














It began with the changing ritual.










The handmaids arrived in silence—fluttering fae with glowing skin and sharp smiles. They did not speak. They didn’t

 

ask


 
.










They lifted Lena by her wrists and ankles, stripped her of the bloated diaper she’d soaked in her sleep, and wiped her with cold cloths soaked in lilac-scented oils.












“No talking,” one whispered into her ear.
















“Just leaking.”














Lena whimpered.










Her plug hadn’t been removed. If anything, it had

 

grown


 
overnight—deeper, more sensitive, humming with stored magic.










When the new diaper was taped up—thick, glowing, marked with golden runes—she shivered.












“There,” the fae said. “Now the court will see your shame.”


















Mara was already dressed.










If “dressed” meant gagged with a pacifier, wrists bound with pink vines, and a transparent diaper decorated with floating silver hearts.










She looked up at Lena with something between fear and devotion.










And then the Queen arrived.










Tall. Radiant. Wearing nothing but glittering thigh-high boots and a harness of shimmering ivy.












“My little messes,” she said sweetly.
















“Today, the court meets you.”














She didn’t ask if they were ready.










She just snapped her fingers.










And the vines came to carry them.














They were

 

paraded


 
through the Garden.










Floated like dolls on invisible cushions. Spinning slowly, legs spread just wide enough to show the bulk between their thighs.










Fae citizens watched from balconies. Whispers followed them.












“That one begged for her plug last night.”




“They both dribbled through their pacis.”




“Do you think the Queen will let us touch?”














Lena trembled.










But deep in her core, the plug pulsed in time with the whispers.










Each humiliation fed it. Fed

 

her


 
.










She didn’t want to run.










She wanted more.














The Court Hall was enormous.










A glowing amphitheater carved into a living tree, with rows of nobles seated in circles of petals, all turned toward the central platform.










Two thrones waited there.










Not for rulers.










For

 

babies


 
.










Dainty, padded, and bound with sparkling straps, the thrones pulsed with warm light—enough to make Lena’s thighs twitch.










They were lowered into place.










Strapped in.










Pacifiers clicked into place.










And the Queen stepped forward.
















“Behold,” she announced, “my new dolls.”
















“One was strong once. Independent. Sharp-tongued and cold.”
















“Now she leaks in her sleep and moans for her feeding vine.”














Laughter. Applause. Magic pulsed through the hall like heat.












“Shall we see how far she’s come?”














The Queen knelt before Lena.










Reached under the thick, rune-wrapped diaper.










And

 

pressed.











Lena cried out behind her pacifier, eyes rolling back.










The plug activated.










The runes lit up.










Her body jerked as pleasure flooded her belly.










She

 

squirted


 
.










Right there, in front of everyone.














Mara followed.










A vine was slid between her thighs. Her mouth popped off the paci. Her tongue lolled out.












“Say it,” the Queen demanded.
















“Say what you are.”














Mara whimpered.












“B-baby,” she gasped. “Q-Queen’s baby.”


















They weren’t asked to walk back.










They were carried.










Used.










Wet.










And fully broken.









Chapter Five: The Milk of Obedience










Lena was no longer allowed to sleep alone.










After their public use, she and Mara were led—still diapered, still glowing, still messy—into a new chamber: warm, pink-lit, quiet, and perfumed with milk and musk.










But the centerpiece wasn’t a bed.










It was a

 

shared crib


 
.










Oversized, with thickly padded rails and a mattress that gently shifted beneath them like a womb. The air buzzed with magical lullabies. Floating mobiles danced with fae sigils that pulsed like sleepy spells.










They were lowered in together. Spooned. Diapered.










No washing. No release. Just

 

used and restrained


 
.










Their wrists were bound in matching mittens. Their legs spread by soft cuffs clipped to the corners of the mattress. The scent of each other’s soaked, violated padding pressed in from behind.












“You’ll sleep in each other’s shame,” the caretaker said.














And then he activated the crib’s spell.










The mattress pulsed with warmth beneath them. Their diapers crinkled with every twitch. The plug inside Lena hummed faintly—low enough to keep her aroused, never high enough to let her cum.










And every few minutes, a small, glowing nipple dropped from above—offering milk.










Not for nourishment.










For obedience.














The first time Lena refused to suck, the plug flared. Her diaper grew hot. Her belly tightened in punishment.










Mara leaned back and whispered, voice soft and dreamy, “Drink. It’ll go easier.”










So she drank.










And with every swallow, her thoughts melted further.










Milk dripped down her chin as she suckled, half-asleep, eyes glassy. The diaper between her thighs stayed heavy, squishy. She didn’t care.










She didn’t even

 

remember


 
how to care.










Her hand found Mara’s and squeezed the mitten.










The warmth that pulsed through her chest was…

 

right


 
.














Sometime later—minutes? hours? days?—they were awakened.










The Queen didn’t knock.










She arrived in a shimmer of gold light, wearing nothing but a flowing cape of thorns and a crown of glistening black vines.












“It’s time for your walk,” she purred.














They were lifted from the crib like dolls.










Stripped of mittens. But not of diapers.










Mara’s glowed brown and silver. Lena’s pulsed with pink and yellow swirls—shame colors.










They were leashed.










Led side by side, crawling through the hallways of the Garden, every step a reminder of their swollen diapers and bloated plugs.










And the

 

eyes


 
followed them.










Fae nobles leaned from balconies. Lesser fae gathered near corridors.










Lena heard them whispering.












“The Queen’s newest pet still leaks in her sleep.”




“She nurses like a calf, I heard.”




“Do they tongue each other yet, or are they still shy?”


















They were brought to the

 

Viewing Garden


 
.










A platform. High above the court. Transparent floor.










From below, the entire Garden could look up.










And the Queen wanted a

 

show


 
.












“Sit on each other’s laps,” she commanded.














Mara obeyed instantly, sliding beneath Lena and guiding her onto her thighs.










The warmth of the messy diaper squished beneath her. Lena trembled.












“Nurse,” the Queen ordered.














A vine descended. Its twin nipples glowed with milk.










Lena opened her mouth, suckling instinctively.










But so did Mara.










Their faces were close. Their eyes locked.










Then a third vine dropped—this one tipped with a magical

 

cock


 
of glowing crystal and heat.












“Take it together,” the Queen said.














Lena whimpered.










The vine pressed between them—nudging both of their leaking holes. Their diapers stretched wide. The vine pushed in.










They gasped in unison, moaning into each other’s mouths as the cock vibrated, twisted, filled them both at once.












“Kiss,” the Queen whispered.














And they did.










Tongues meeting, milk dribbling between them, vines driving them open—two diapered pets locked in orgasmic obedience.














When the plug finally pulled free and left them dripping, the Queen stepped forward, smiling.












“You’ve pleased me,” she said softly.
















“Tomorrow,” she added, “we’ll pierce your nipples and chain you together at the leash.”
















“And after that…”














She leaned down.












“We’ll make sure you never remember what it felt like to be clean.”













Chapter Six: The Regression Rite










Lena no longer remembered what her voice sounded like.










Her world was crinkles, warmth, milk, and moans.










The diaper between her thighs was no longer strange—it was hers. The pacifier she once spit out was now cradled between her lips like a secret. And the Queen’s touch? It wasn’t feared anymore.










It was

 

needed


 
.














The day began with the ceremony of

 

Piercing and Leashing


 
.










She and Mara were bathed in rosewater by silent fae handmaidens. Their diapers were removed—not for relief, but for ritual.










They were laid bare on an altar of shifting silk. Arms bound, thighs spread.










The Queen approached first with a blade of golden bone.












“The body must be marked,” she said, “so the mind forgets it was ever free.”














She pierced Lena’s nipples one by one, sliding in rings of glimmering vine-metal that instantly sealed and tightened, humming with heat.










Mara cried out beside her, moaning as the same was done.










The Queen tugged the rings gently.










Both girls

 

squirted


 
—on command.










Then came the leash: a shared silver chain, attached to both collars, no more than eighteen inches long.












“From now on,” the Queen said, “where one of you goes, the other follows. Even into disgrace.”


















Later that morning, they were taken to the

 

Garden’s Heart


 
.










The largest clearing yet—an open arena where hundreds of fae lounged, fed, teased each other, and waited to be

 

entertained


 
.










Today’s entertainment?













The Regression Rite.















A glowing throne sat in the center of the court. Not for the Queen—but for the “baby.” High-backed, with thick pink restraints and a bowl built into the seat.












“Step forward,” said the caretaker, pulling Lena and Mara by the chain.














They obeyed.












“Today, we make you forget how to hold anything inside. Words. Fluids. Control.”














The throne pulsed.










They were lifted—Lena first—and strapped in tight. Arms above her head. Ankles wide.










Her diaper was removed.










A vine hissed as it approached—tipped with a

 

thick pink nozzle


 
, glistening.












“This is not punishment,” the caretaker said. “This is renewal.”














The enema spell flowed into her slowly—warm, bubbling, slick with magic that made her body tremble and clench around it.










Then the plug.










Larger. Rounder. With a heart-shaped gem that glowed once it was seated inside.










Mara was next—sobbing softly, but smiling through it.










Their bellies gurgled.










Their nipples dripped.










Their eyes glazed.














The Queen raised her hand. The crowd hushed.












“Speak,” she commanded.














Lena blinked. Her mind struggled.












“T-t’ank you, M’Queen,” she mumbled around the pacifier.














The crowd erupted in laughter and claps.










Pacifier speech.










She hadn’t been allowed to speak properly in days.










And now, even when she tried…










Her body didn’t

 

let


 
her.










The spell in the plug reacted—vibrating intensely with every adult syllable.










Only baby talk was safe.












“T’ank you f’my p’uggy, M’wady,” she whimpered, cheeks burning.














The plug pulsed in approval.










The crowd

 

cheered


 
.












“Good baby,” the Queen said.
















“Now mess.”














Lena’s eyes widened.










The plug dissolved instantly—liquefied into heat.










Her belly

 

emptied


 
into the throne bowl with a helpless groan.










Mara followed seconds later.










The throne glowed red.










The Queen smiled.












“Now clean each other with your tongues.”


















They crawled to each other, tongues shaking.










And as they licked, moaned, and trembled—filthy, ruined, diapered, and adored—










The Queen looked to her court.












“Tomorrow,” she said, “they’ll forget their names.”
















“Tomorrow, they become

 

mine.


 
”













Chapter Seven: Dolls of the Crown










The names were taken at dawn.










Not erased by force.










But

 

sung


 
out of them.










The Queen stood before her two kneeling pets—still diapered, still leashed, still glowing from the humiliations of the Regression Rite. Her voice hummed in slow, coiling song, a melody woven with old fae magic.










And with every note, Lena’s name unraveled in her chest.










She tried to whisper it.










“L… Le…”










But it slid from her tongue like water.










She looked to Mara. The girl was already drooling, eyes wide, mouth open behind her pacifier. Her hand trembled as it reached for Lena’s.










The Queen’s eyes sparkled.












“You’re not Lena anymore,” she whispered. “You’re Doll L.”
















“And you,” she purred, turning to Mara, “are Doll M.”
















“You don’t

 

have


 
names anymore. You are mine.”


















They were dressed like toys.










Not clothing—presentation.










Their diapers were layered. Triple-padded. Decorated with swirls of runes and tiny pink ribbons that blinked with magic. Their plugs were swapped for new ones—shaped like roses that bloomed when they moaned.










Pacifiers glowed with enchantments that muffled anything but whimpers and babble.










Their hair was styled in twin high pigtails. Their collars clicked with metal loops ready to be leashed or clipped to anything.










And their wrists?










Cuffed in pink leather, tied behind their backs with glowing silk.










No crawling now.










They would be

 

carried


 
.














The Display Hall was waiting.










An enormous, domed room of mirrors, flowers, and low golden thrones where guests could lounge and touch.










Lena—

 

Doll L


 
—and Mara—

 

Doll M


 
—were carried inside on floating pillows, hovering over the smooth marble floor, their diapered bodies on full show.










Gasps. Moans. Chuckles.










Dozens of nobles had come to see the Queen’s latest pets.












“That one used to have a job,” someone whispered. “She leaked in front of a negotiation spell.”
















“They’re synced now, I heard. Same orgasms. Same shame.”














The Queen raised her hand.










Silence fell.












“Watch closely,” she said.














She snapped her fingers once.










Doll L’s plug pulsed inside her.










Her body arched.










One second.










Two.










She came.










Diaper swelling. Mouth moaning. Eyes rolling back.










Another snap.










Doll M followed.










Hands bound. Tongue out. Face flushed.










Another snap.










They moaned

 

together


 
—diapers pulsing, thighs shaking.












“They’re trained,” the Queen said. “One gesture, and they leak. Another, and they sob.”
















“Want to see?”


















A noble approached.










Beautiful. Tall. With golden horns and a cruel smile.










He snapped his fingers twice—slow, deliberate.










Doll L moaned.










Snap.










She whimpered.










Snap.










She wet herself.










Snap.










She came again.










The noble chuckled. “Perfection.”














Hours passed in a haze of demonstration.










Guests took turns snapping. Pressing. Stroking the bloated fronts of their diapers. Watching the roses on their plugs bloom with every pulse.










They were not women anymore.










They were

 

objects


 
.










Leaking. Crinkling. Helpless.










Dolls.














That night, the Queen kissed their foreheads.












“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “you’ll crawl on stage and beg for your final gift.”
















“You’ll beg for forever.”














And both dolls… nodded.









Chapter Eight: The Final Gift










Lena didn’t wake up in a crib.










She woke up

 

on stage


 
.










Kneeling. Diapered. Plugged. Collared.










Spotlights of enchanted moonlight circled her, painting her pale skin in silvery sheen. Her arms were bound behind her with floral cuffs, her leash attached to the center of the platform like a dog’s tether.










Doll M—Mara—was beside her, already drooling around her pacifier.










She looked…

 

ready


 
.










So did Lena.










Even if she wasn’t sure what that meant anymore.














The Queen stood high above, on a dais of thorns and gold.












“Today,” she announced, “you do not obey because you’re told.”
















“You obey because you

 

want to.


 
”














She raised a hand.










The vines at Lena’s thighs pulsed.










The plug twisted. The diaper pulsed. The heat returned like lightning in her gut.










And from all sides, the court whispered the same two words:













“Beg for it.”



















Lena tried to speak, but the pacifier spell turned her words to babble.










So she dropped her face to the floor. Pushed her hips high. Let the glow of her messy, soaked diaper be seen by everyone.










She

 

thrusted


 
for attention.










Moaned through her plug.










Wiggled her padded ass and whimpered like a heat-drunk pup.










The Queen smiled.












“That’s not begging,” she said.
















“That’s

 

offering.


 
”
















“Beg, my Doll.”














Lena whimpered.










Then, without thinking, she spread her knees as wide as the leash allowed, pushed her diaper down to her thighs, and arched her back—her rose-plug on display, wet and twitching.












“P’ease, Mommy Queen,” she sobbed. “P’ease keep me! P’ease never let me be big again!”
















“P’ease stuff me. Plug me. P’ease leash me to your titty throne! P’ease—p’ease fill me!”














The crowd erupted.










So did her body.














The Queen descended like a goddess.










Her crown glowed.










Her tongue traced Lena’s lips.












“Such a good begging baby,” she whispered.














She snapped her fingers.










The rose-plug turned to crystal and

 

sealed itself in


 
—permanent.










The collar tightened. An unbreakable rune lit.










Her name—

 

Lena


 
—flashed once across the collar’s surface… and then disappeared.










In its place:

 

DOLL L.











Forever.














The Queen turned to the court.












“From this day on, she belongs to the Garden.”
















“She will be displayed. Used. Changed.”
















“She will be held down and praised when she leaks. She will be stuffed when she forgets her place.”
















“And every single day, she will crawl to my throne and thank me for taking her adulthood away.”


















The nursery was different now.










Not a place of punishment.










A place of

 

worship


 
.










Doll L was strapped down beside Doll M. Both sealed. Both smiling.










The Queen fed them from golden bottles.










One drop and their minds went foggy again.










The smell of powder. The crinkle of fresh padding. The pulse of enchanted plugs that made them throb with helpless pleasure.










And above them, a sign floated in gold script:













"You’re Home Now, Little One."
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