
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Scrapbook of Shame

A Dark Mommy Domme ABDL Sissy Regression Story of Control, Exposure, and Complete Transformation


Chapter One

I wasn’t nervous. At least, that’s what I told myself as I sat at the café table, tapping my phone against my thigh, scanning every woman who walked through the door. It wasn’t nerves. Just… anticipation.

She was late. Typical. Women loved to keep you waiting. But I didn’t mind. I knew how this game went: she’d show up flustered, a little apologetic, and I’d smile, lean back in my chair like the cocky bastard I am, and have her eating out of my hand within fifteen minutes.

That was the plan, anyway.

Then she walked in.

I knew it was her instantly — not just because I’d seen her profile pictures a hundred times, but because the air shifted when she stepped inside. Dark hair swept into a soft chignon. Sharp black heels. A pale blouse that hugged her curves in all the right places without looking try-hard. Older, yes. Ten years on me at least. But there was nothing tired about her. She moved like someone who knew every eye in the room belonged to her, and she didn’t even need to look to confirm it.

Her gaze swept across the café, landed on me, and something in my chest tightened. She didn’t smile. Didn’t wave. Just walked straight over, heels clicking, her bag swinging from one wrist.

“Jordan.” She said my name like she already owned it.

I grinned, leaning back in my chair. “That’s me. You must be Leah.”

“Mommy,” she corrected smoothly, sliding into the seat across from me.

For a beat, I just stared. Then I laughed. “Wow, straight to it, huh?”

Her lips curved — not quite a smile. “I don’t waste time.”

“Neither do I,” I shot back, leaning forward. “But maybe we should start with coffee before the roleplay.”

Her eyes locked on mine, steady and calm. “This isn’t roleplay.”

Something about the way she said it made my cock twitch in my jeans. I shifted in my seat, smirking to cover it. “Alright, Mommy,” I teased, putting just enough sarcasm on it to make it clear I wasn’t serious.

Her gaze dipped to my mouth, then back to my eyes. “Better. But don’t test me with that tone, sweetheart. You won’t like what happens.”

My grin faltered, just slightly. “And what happens if I do?”

She leaned across the table, close enough for her perfume to curl around me — clean, floral, with something darker beneath it. Her voice dropped. “Then I remind you that little boys who mouth off get corrected.”

Heat rushed up my neck. I swallowed hard, then forced a laugh. “You’re bold, I’ll give you that.”

“Bold,” she echoed, leaning back casually, crossing one leg over the other. “That’s one word for it. Another is Mommy. You should get used to saying it.”

The waitress arrived, breaking the tension. I ordered a double espresso. Leah — Mommy — ordered tea with milk, her voice smooth, her smile polite. The moment the waitress left, the mask dropped. Her gaze slid back to me like a hand wrapping around my throat.

“So tell me, Jordan,” she said, “why did you swipe right?”

I shrugged, smirking. “Because you’re hot. Obviously.”

She tilted her head. “Hot,” she repeated, like the word was foreign. “That’s what you think I am?”

I leaned back, spreading my arms across the chair. “Am I wrong?”

“You’re not wrong,” she said softly. Then her eyes sharpened. “But that’s not why you’re here. You matched with me because you wanted someone who could see through your bravado. Someone who could put you in your place.”

Her words landed like a punch. I laughed too loud, shaking my head. “You really think so?”

“I don’t think,” she said. “I know. And I also know you’ve been waiting for me to say it. That’s why you’ve been twitching your foot under the table this entire time.”

My mouth went dry. I hadn’t even realized I was doing it.

She smiled then, slow and devastating. “Good boy.”

The waitress returned with our drinks. I grabbed my espresso like it was a lifeline, sipping too quickly, burning my tongue. Anything to avoid her gaze.

“Look at you,” she murmured once we were alone again. “So cocky on your profile. Bragging about your job, your abs, your car. But one word from me and you’re flushed pink like a schoolboy.”

“I’m not—” I started.

“Yes, you are,” she cut in, calm as ever. “And do you know what? That’s exactly why you’re perfect for Mommy.”

My cock stirred again, traitorously. I clenched my thighs, forcing a smirk. “You’re not subtle, are you?”

“I don’t need to be.” She lifted her teacup, sipped, and set it down. “Subtlety is for women who beg for attention. Mommy doesn’t beg.”

I swallowed hard. “So what do you do?”

Her smile widened. “I take.”

The rest of the date blurred. I tried to play it cool, tried to crack jokes, tried to get her number so I could text her later like this was any other hookup. But every time I opened my mouth, she steered the conversation exactly where she wanted it. By the time we stood to leave, my legs felt shaky, my head spun, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to kiss her or kneel at her feet.

Outside, she paused on the sidewalk, the evening air cool against my skin. “We’ll see each other again,” she said, not a question.

“Yeah,” I managed, my grin crooked. “Sure.”

“Not sure,” she corrected, stepping closer, her hand brushing my jaw. “Certain.”

Her thumb traced my lower lip. My cock throbbed. She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear.

“Say goodnight, Mommy.”

The command shivered down my spine. For a second, I fought it, my pride clawing up. Then, barely audible, I whispered, “Goodnight, Mommy.”

She smiled, kissed my cheek, and walked away, her heels clicking like a countdown.

I stood frozen on the sidewalk, watching her go, my heart pounding, my cock straining, my pride in tatters.

And all I could think was: what the hell did I just get myself into?


Chapter Two

I told myself it was no big deal. Just another date. Just another hookup.

But my chest was tight when I parked outside her townhouse. The windows glowed warm, the street was quiet, and the thought of her waiting inside made my stomach twist. I should’ve texted one of my buddies, bragged about scoring with a hot older woman. Instead, I just sat in the car for a minute, gripping the wheel, heart thudding.

The door opened before I even knocked.

She stood barefoot, hair loose, in a simple black dress that made my mouth go dry. No makeup, no tricks — just pure confidence.

“You’re late,” she said.

“I—traffic,” I lied.

Her lips quirked. “Excuses already. Come in.”

I kicked off my shoes because I didn’t want to test her. She’d threatened to spank me at the café and I had the terrible feeling she meant it.

Her place was neat, elegant, everything in its place. She gestured toward a padded stool in front of a full-length mirror. “Sit.”

I hovered, smirking to cover my nerves. “What if I don’t?”

She arched one brow. “Then I’ll make you. But it’ll hurt more.”

Something in her voice made my cock twitch. I sat.

She disappeared into another room and came back carrying a sleek black box. She set it on the table, opened it, and pulled out lace panties, stockings, a bra, lipstick. My eyes nearly popped.

“What the hell is this?” I asked, my voice cracking.

Her gaze cut sharp. “It’s your future. Strip.”

I laughed. “No way.”

Her hand shot out, gripping my chin, forcing me to meet her eyes. “Say no again, and I’ll have you across my lap with your ass pink before you can blink.”

My throat worked. My cock stirred. And to my own disgust, I stood and shoved my jeans down.

“Good boy.” She held out the panties. Soft pink, lacy, humiliating. “Step in.”

“Leah—”

“Mommy,” she corrected smoothly. “Say it.”

Heat scorched my face. “Mommy.”

“Better. Now, panties.”

I dragged them up over my thighs, tucking myself awkwardly into them. They clung to me, feminine and snug. My reflection in the mirror made my ears burn.

She smiled. “Perfect. Just as I pictured. My pretty boy in his first pair of panties.”

My cock twitched traitorously against the lace. I cursed under my breath.

“Oh sweetheart,” she purred. “You can’t hide that from Mommy. Your body knows what you need.”

I tried to scoff. “This doesn’t mean anything.”

Her hand cracked across my ass, the sting making me yelp.

“It means everything,” she said calmly. “Sit.”

I sat again, flustered, the lace brushing my skin. She picked up a lipstick tube, twisted it up, and painted my lips a glossy pink. I froze, staring at myself in the mirror: panties, lipstick, flushed face.

“Now say thank you, Mommy,” she whispered.

The words stuck. But her gaze was steady, patient, unyielding.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I croaked.

Her smile curved slow and merciless. “Good boy.”

The praise hit harder than the smack, sending heat through my body. My cock pressed against the lace. I shifted, humiliated.

“Tsk.” She reached into the box again and pulled out something small and metallic. A chastity cage.

My heart slammed.

She dangled it in front of me, eyes gleaming. “Panties and lipstick are just the beginning. Mommy’s going to make sure you stay honest.”


Chapter Three

The little device gleamed in her hand like something out of a nightmare. Shiny, polished, compact — but its meaning hit harder than anything she’d made me wear yet. A chastity cage.

I swallowed hard. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Her smile was calm, patient. “Mommy never kids.”

“This is insane,” I said, voice sharp to cover the panic bubbling in my chest. “Panties were one thing. Lipstick? Fine. But that thing? That’s too far.”

She stepped closer, holding the cage like bait. “You think so? Look down, sweetheart. Tell me your cock agrees with you.”

My gaze dropped against my will. The pink lace clung to me, every twitch obvious. My erection strained against the fabric, humiliating and undeniable.

Her hand slid under my chin, forcing my eyes back to hers. “See? You pretend you don’t want this, but your body is begging me to take control.”

“Bullshit,” I muttered, but it came out weak.

Her eyes softened just slightly. “No, baby. Not bullshit. Truth. You’re hard because you need Mommy to take it away from you. To make the choices you can’t.”

Heat roared in my ears. I shifted, trapped in my own arousal.

“Sit,” she commanded.

I sat.

She knelt between my legs, set the cage on the stool beside me, and tugged the panties down. My cock sprang free, red and eager, humiliatingly alive.

She laughed softly. “Oh, my poor baby. So desperate. So out of control.”

“Shut up,” I growled.

Her hand smacked my thigh, sharp enough to make me flinch. “You don’t tell Mommy to shut up. Ever.”

The sting lingered. My breath stuttered.

“Now hold still.” She worked with calm efficiency, slipping the ring around me, her fingers brushing against sensitive skin. Every time I twitched, she murmured, “Quiet,” until I obeyed. A few clicks, a snug squeeze, and the cold weight of the cage locked into place.

She slid the tiny silver key into her bra. “There. All better.”

I tugged uselessly at the metal, panic and heat colliding. “This is crazy.”

Her smile curved slow. “Crazy is letting you pretend you have control. This, sweetheart, is sanity.”

I groaned, sagging against the stool. “Fuck you.”

Her palm cracked across my cheek before I could blink. Sharp, stinging. My head whipped to the side.

She caught my chin again, turning me back. Her voice was soft, dangerous. “No, baby. You don’t say that. You say thank you, Mommy.”

The words stuck in my throat. Pride screamed at me to spit in her face. But the sting on my cheek, the weight of the cage, the intensity of her eyes broke me down.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I whispered.

Her smile was devastating. “Good boy.”

The praise made my cock ache inside its prison, throbbing with need.

“Now bend over the stool,” she ordered.

“What?”

“Bend. Now.”

Her hand on my arm made the decision for me. She pressed me down until my chest rested against the cushion, my ass exposed.

The first smack landed fast. Hot, sharp, echoing in the room. I yelped.

“Count,” she said.

“One!” I gasped.

“Good boy.”

The next landed harder. “Two!”

By five my cheeks burned. By ten my eyes watered. By fifteen I was trembling, panting, the cage pressing cruelly against me.

Her hand soothed the sting, stroking gently. “There we go. Mommy’s baby doll with a red ass and a locked cock. Perfect.”

“I’m not—” My voice cracked.

Her hand squeezed the cage through the lace still tangled at my knees. “Not what? Not a sissy?”

Tears pricked my eyes. “I’m not…”

Her laugh was soft, merciless. “Oh, baby. You are. You’re Mommy’s sissy baby, and every spank just makes you more mine.”

And as my body betrayed me — caged, aching, humiliated — I realized she was right.


Chapter Four

I woke the next morning on her couch, still caged, still in the pink panties she’d forced on me the night before. My ass burned from the spanking. My cock throbbed uselessly in its prison. For a moment, half-asleep, I thought it had been a dream.

Then I heard her voice.

“Up, sweetheart.”

Leah stood in the doorway to her bedroom, hair tied back now, wearing a black satin robe. It wasn’t just sexy — it was uniform. Command. She held a mug of coffee in one hand.

“Come here,” she said.

I shuffled over, the cage pressing with each step. “You didn’t unlock me,” I muttered.

“Of course not.” She handed me the coffee. “Drink.”

I sipped. It burned my tongue, but the warmth steadied me.

She watched me with calm eyes. “Today we go further. You’ve been rude, bratty, testing Mommy. Time to teach you how to be good.”

My stomach clenched. “How?”

Her smile curved, slow and merciless. “You’ll see.”

She led me to the bedroom. It was different from the living room: darker, softer. A large padded bench sat at the center, and on the dresser, neatly arranged, were toys: a crop, a small bottle of lube, a pink silicone plug, and — my heart lurched — a black strapon harness with a sleek, glinting dildo.

I stopped dead. “No way.”

She turned, tilting her head. “Way.”

“I’m not doing that.”

Her voice stayed calm. “Baby, you’ve been caged, spanked, painted, and you’re still hard for Mommy. This is the next step.”

“I’m not gay,” I blurted.

She laughed softly, stepping closer. “This isn’t about gay. This is about control. About learning your place.”

Heat climbed my neck. “I won’t—”

Her hand slid into my hair, tugging just enough to make me gasp. “You will. You’ll say ‘thank you, Mommy’ for teaching you. And when it’s over, you’ll realize you’re exactly where you need to be.”

My cock pulsed helplessly against the cage. My pride screamed no, but my body leaned into her touch.

She guided me to the bench, pushing gently until I was bent over. She unrolled the strapon harness slowly, deliberately, fastening it around her hips like a queen donning armor. The dildo jutted from the black straps, slick and ready.

I shuddered, trembling against the bench. “Mommy…”

Her hand stroked my back. “Shh. Breathe.”

She reached for the small pink plug first. “This will make it easier,” she murmured. “We don’t want to hurt my baby doll.”

I whimpered as she slicked it with lube, her fingers gliding between my cheeks. The cool tip pressed against me, insistent but not cruel.

“Relax,” she whispered.

My hands clenched the bench. I wanted to resist, but her voice, her touch, the cage around my cock — it all blurred together until my body betrayed me. The plug slid in slowly, stretching, filling. I gasped, hips jerking.

“Good boy,” she cooed. “Such a good little sissy.”

She left the plug in for a moment, stroking my back, letting me squirm. “Feel that? That’s Mommy preparing you. You’re safe.”

I whimpered. “I can’t—”

“You can.” She withdrew the plug slowly, coated the dildo with lube, and lined herself up behind me.

“Breathe, baby.”

The first push made me cry out, not from pain but from shock. The cage pressed harder against my cock, every nerve screaming. She moved slow, steady, filling me inch by inch.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Such a good boy. Mommy’s teaching you how to take.”

Tears stung my eyes. “Please…”

She leaned over me, her breath hot on my ear. “Say it.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I gasped.

Her hips rolled slowly, establishing a rhythm, the harness sliding against me while her hands stroked my sides. “Good boy,” she whispered with every thrust. “Good baby. Mommy’s baby doll.”

My whole body trembled, caged cock throbbing, humiliation and heat twisting into something I couldn’t name. Each stroke drove it deeper: not pain, not exactly pleasure, but surrender.

When she finally stopped, she pulled out gently, unstrapped the harness, and guided me upright. I was shaking, lipstick smudged, cock locked, panties tangled at my knees.

She cupped my face in her hands. “Look at me.”

I did.

“You’re still my brat,” she said softly. “But now you’re Mommy’s baby doll too. And you’re going to learn to love it.”

Her thumb brushed a tear from my cheek. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I whispered, broken.

“Good boy.” She kissed my forehead. “That’s my baby.”


Chapter Five

I thought the cage was bad. I thought the strapon was worse.

But nothing prepared me for what she pulled out next.

It was after dinner — if you could call being spoon-fed noodles on her couch “dinner.” I’d grumbled, rolled my eyes, but every time I opened my mouth to complain, she’d slid another bite between my lips and smiled until I swallowed. By the time the plate was empty, I was flushed and restless, cock aching in its cage, ass still sore.

She set the empty dish aside and stood, stretching. “Time for your punishment, baby.”

My stomach dropped. “What now?”

Her smile was soft, almost sweet. “You’ll see.”

She disappeared into her bedroom. When she returned, my jaw nearly hit the floor.

In her arms: a thick, crinkling white rectangle. A diaper.

I froze. “No. No fucking way.”

“Yes,” she said simply.

“That’s—no. That’s too far. I’m not—”

Her brow arched, calm as ever. “You’re not what? Not a brat who can’t keep his hands off himself? Not a little boy who needs Mommy to feed him, dress him, spank him, and lock him up?”

Heat scorched my cheeks. “I’m not a baby!”

“Then stop acting like one,” she said smoothly, “and maybe I’ll give your big boy underwear back someday. Until then—” she shook the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room “—this is what little sissy boys wear.”

My whole body burned. “You can’t make me.”

Her lips curved. “Can’t I?”

She grabbed my wrist before I could bolt, tugging me toward the couch. She pushed me down with terrifying ease, straddled my hips, and pinned me with one hand to my chest. The diaper landed on the cushion beside me.

“Last chance,” she murmured. “You can say ‘yes, Mommy,’ like a good boy, or I’ll spank you until you’re crying and begging me to tape you up yourself.”

My pride screamed. But the memory of her palm lighting my ass on fire, the helpless throbbing of my caged cock, the inevitability of her control — it all closed in on me.

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” She kissed my forehead, then tugged the panties off me in one swift motion. The cool air hit my bare skin.

She slid the diaper under me, the thick padding rustling loudly. I whimpered, humiliated, as she pulled it up between my legs and taped it snug around my waist.

“There.” She sat back, admiring her work. “Perfect.”

I sat up slowly, the padding bulky, spreading my thighs. The cage pressed uselessly under the thickness. I could barely look at my reflection in the mirror across the room: a grown man, lipstick smeared, cock locked, sitting in a diaper like a toddler.

Tears pricked my eyes. “This is… humiliating.”

She cupped my cheek gently. “It’s correction, sweetheart. Babies who misbehave wear baby clothes. And Mommy knows what’s best.”

Her hand stroked the front of the diaper lightly, making it crinkle. My cock throbbed against the padding, trapped, aching.

She smirked. “Oh, listen to you. Crinkling already. You pretend you hate it, but your body knows.”

I groaned, burying my face in my hands. “Please… don’t make me stay like this.”

Her voice softened, dangerously sweet. “Say thank you, Mommy.”

I shook my head, trembling.

Her palm cracked across my thigh, stinging. “Say it.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I choked out, tears hot in my eyes.

Her smile was warm, almost maternal. “Good boy.” She stroked my hair, kissed my temple. “Mommy’s baby doll.”

The diaper crinkled as I shifted, the sound echoing in my ears, louder than my ragged breathing. I thought I’d never been more humiliated in my life.

And yet my cock, caged and pressed against the padding, pulsed harder than ever.


Chapter Six

I thought she’d unlock me in the morning. Maybe take pity. Maybe let me earn back my dignity.

Instead, I woke in her bed with the diaper still taped snug around me, the cage pressing hard against the thick padding. Every shift made it crinkle. Every movement reminded me of what she’d done.

“Up, sweetheart,” she said, brushing my hair off my forehead. “Mommy has errands to run.”

I groaned, burying my face in the pillow. “You’re not serious. You can’t take me out like this.”

Her laugh was soft and merciless. “Of course I can. That’s the fun part.”

Panic surged. “What if someone hears? What if—”

“No one will know.” She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “Unless you misbehave. Then maybe they will.”

My stomach knotted.

She picked out my outfit herself: slim jeans over the diaper, a fitted t-shirt, sneakers. From the outside, I looked normal. But the bulk was there. The heat. The humiliating knowledge that one wrong bend, one careless crinkle, might give me away.

She held my hand as we walked to her car, her grip firm, like she was escorting a child across the street. I tried to yank free, but her nails dug into my palm.

“Ah-ah,” she said sweetly. “You hold Mommy’s hand until we’re done. That’s the rule.”

I burned all the way to the store.

It was a small boutique, shelves stacked with candles, lotion, stationery, cutesy décor. The kind of place full of pastel packaging and giggling girls. My nightmare.

“Stay close,” she murmured as we walked in. “And remember your manners.”

I shuffled beside her, every step reminding me of the thick padding under my jeans. My ears burned as she steered us toward a display of plush toys.

“Oh, look at this one,” she said, holding up a stuffed bunny with floppy ears. “Don’t you think Mommy’s baby doll would look adorable cuddling it?”

My face went scarlet. “Stop.”

“Say it.”

My throat worked. “Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good boy.”

She tossed the bunny into our basket and moved on, plucking up items one by one: a pink water bottle, a pastel notebook with cartoon kittens, a pack of glitter gel pens. Each time, she held it up for me to see. Each time, she made me nod and say, “Yes, Mommy.”

By the third aisle, I was sweating. I kept my head down, praying no one was watching too closely. But the humiliation of carrying a basket full of girlish junk while my cock throbbed uselessly in its cage made my skin burn.

At the checkout, she handed me the basket. “Be a good boy and pay, baby.”

My jaw clenched. “With what?”

She slipped my own wallet into my hand. “Yours, of course.”

The cashier was a college-aged girl with bright nails and a friendly smile. “Find everything okay?”

“Yes,” I muttered, sliding my card through the reader.

“Speak up,” Leah cooed beside me.

“Yes, Mommy,” I blurted before I could stop myself.

The cashier blinked. Then her smile widened, a little sharper, like she’d heard exactly what I said. “Cute,” she said.

I wanted the floor to swallow me.

By the time we got back to the car, my face was still burning. I dropped into the passenger seat, burying my face in my hands. “I hate you.”

Her hand stroked my thigh, nails grazing the denim. “No, sweetheart. You hate how much you need me.”

Her hand pressed down just enough for me to feel the cage grind against the diaper. I whimpered.

She kissed my cheek, her voice low and sweet. “Good boy. Mommy’s baby doll did so well today.”

And despite everything — the humiliation, the heat, the terror of being found out — my cock twitched helplessly in its prison.


Chapter Seven

I thought she’d laugh about it later. Maybe toss the diaper aside, let me crawl back into my jeans, pretend it was all some twisted joke.

But when we got back from the store, she carried the bags inside like nothing was strange, humming to herself, while I shuffled behind her, each step crinkling, every sound a reminder of how far I’d fallen.

She set the bags on the counter and turned to me. “Shoes off. Sit.”

I obeyed without thinking, sliding onto the couch. My thighs spread automatically, the padding forcing me wide.

She pulled one of the shopping bags close and rummaged through it. When she turned back, she was holding a pastel pink bottle with a rubber nipple.

My stomach dropped. “You can’t be serious.”

Her smile was warm, maternal. “Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

I shook my head. “No way.”

Her brow arched. “Do you want another spanking?”

I clenched my jaw.

“Then open.”

Heat roared in my face. My lips parted before my pride could stop them.

She slid the nipple between my lips, tilting the bottle. Warm, sweet milk hit my tongue. I choked, coughed, swallowed. She cooed, brushing my hair back. “Good boy. Drink for Mommy.”

I sucked reluctantly, glaring up at her, but her hand stroked my jaw, her eyes soft. The humiliation sank deeper with every gulp. By the time the bottle was half empty, my cock throbbed in its cage, pressing hard against the diaper.

She pulled the bottle free, wiping my mouth with her thumb. “There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

I groaned. “This is humiliating.”

She kissed my forehead. “That’s the point, baby.”

She leaned back, eyes gleaming. “Do you need a change?”

My face went crimson. “What?”

“Your diaper,” she said sweetly, like it was the most normal question in the world. “Does my baby doll need a change?”

“I—I didn’t…” My throat worked. “I don’t—”

“Say it,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Ask Mommy.”

Tears stung my eyes. “Please don’t make me.”

Her hand cupped the front of the diaper, pressing the cage deeper into the padding. “Ask me, sweetheart, or you won’t get touched at all.”

My hips jerked involuntarily. A whimper escaped my throat.

“Please…” I choked out.

“Please what?”

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Please change me, Mommy.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good boy.” She patted the diaper, making it crinkle loudly. “Mommy will decide when you’re ready. For now, you sit pretty in your crinkles and remember who you belong to.”

She kissed my lips gently, smearing the lipstick further, and whispered, “Mommy’s baby doll.”

I groaned, humiliated, throbbing, broken. And somewhere deep inside, craving more.


Chapter Eight

I swore I wouldn’t ask again.

But by the next evening, after hours of sitting in the thick crinkling padding, after being teased with bottles and kisses and Mommy’s soft cooing words, I broke.

“Please, Mommy,” I whispered, cheeks hot. “Please change me.”

She looked up from her book, smiling like she’d been waiting all along. “Good boy. See how sweet that sounds on your lips? Come here.”

My legs trembled as I shuffled across the room. Every step made the diaper crinkle, reminding me of what I’d become.

She guided me down onto the rug, laying me on my back. The ceiling spun. My cock throbbed inside its cage.

“There,” she murmured, brushing hair from my forehead. “Just relax for Mommy.”

My stomach twisted as she tugged the waistband of my jeans down, then peeled them off entirely. The diaper bulged against me, loud and obvious.

“Lift your hips,” she ordered softly.

I obeyed, cheeks flaming.

She slipped her fingers under the tapes and ripped them free one by one, the sound sharp in the quiet room. The diaper opened, exposing me — caged, needy, helpless.

“Look at you,” she cooed. “My big boy in his baby clothes. So red. So desperate.”

Tears stung my eyes. “Mommy…”

Her hand stroked my thigh gently. “Shh. Mommy takes care of everything.”

She reached for a packet of wipes, cool against my skin as she cleaned me slowly, deliberately. Every swipe made me shiver. Every pause made me ache.

“You don’t get to control this anymore,” she said, her voice calm, steady. “Mommy decides when you’re clean. Mommy decides when you’re padded. Mommy decides when you’re touched.”

I whimpered, hips twitching, the cage pressing against her fingers.

She smirked. “Oh, sweetheart. Even locked, you still try to beg with your body. Naughty.”

She balled the used diaper, set it aside, and slid a fresh one beneath me — thicker, softer, humiliatingly infantile. The padding swallowed me as she pulled it up and taped it snug.

“There.” She patted the front, making it crinkle loudly. “All clean. All cozy. Just how Mommy likes her baby doll.”

I covered my face with my hands, mortified. “This is insane.”

Her fingers pried my hands away. She kissed my cheek, her voice a soft murmur in my ear. “No, baby. This is love.”

My chest ached. My cock throbbed helplessly in its cage, pressing against the fresh padding. And for the first time, I didn’t just feel humiliated.

I felt owned.


Chapter Nine

I thought the worst was behind me. Diapers, changes, bottles — what else could she possibly do?

Then she opened her wardrobe.

“Strip,” she said, her voice calm, the kind of calm that made my stomach twist.

I hesitated.

Her hand tightened on my collarbone, nails grazing skin. “Do I need to spank you again?”

“No, Mommy,” I muttered, heat creeping up my neck. I peeled off my shirt and jeans, standing there in just the fresh diaper she’d taped me into an hour before. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room, my thighs spread awkwardly.

She smiled, reaching into the wardrobe. When she turned back, my heart nearly stopped.

She was holding a satin bra and matching garter belt, pale pink with little bows. Behind it, sheer thigh-high stockings.

“Mommy’s baby doll needs to look the part,” she said, her eyes glinting.

“No,” I breathed. “You can’t—”

“Shh.” She stepped close, pressing the lingerie against my chest. “You’ll wear what Mommy picks. And you’ll thank me for making you pretty.”

I shook my head, trembling. “Please, don’t—”

Her palm cracked against my padded ass, the sound sharp and humiliating.

“Say it,” she ordered.

I whimpered. “Thank you, Mommy.”

“Good boy.”

She slid the bra over my arms, adjusted the straps, and fastened it snugly across my back. The satin cups framed my chest ridiculously, the bows girlish and mocking. Then came the garter belt, hugging my hips just above the diaper’s waistband. She clipped the stockings into place, smoothing them slowly up my legs, her touch lingering, teasing.

“Look at you,” she whispered, stepping back. “Mommy’s little sissy doll.”

I turned toward the mirror, shame flooding me. A grown man, lips still faintly stained from the pink lipstick, strapped into a bra and garter, thighs encased in sheer stockings, diaper bulging beneath it all.

Tears stung my eyes. “Please…”

Her arms wrapped around me from behind, her chin resting on my shoulder. “Please what, baby?”

“Please don’t make me—”

“Don’t make you what?” She kissed my neck, her voice a murmur. “Don’t make you admit you’re perfect like this?”

I groaned, cock straining uselessly inside the cage, pressed against the thick diaper.

She smirked at our reflection. “Oh, sweetheart. Your body says yes, even when your mouth says no. That’s why Mommy has to decide for you.”

Her hand slid down the front of the diaper, pressing gently. The crinkle echoed in my ears, the pressure unbearable.

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say you’re Mommy’s baby doll.”

I shook my head, trembling.

Her hand smacked the front of the diaper sharply, the sound humiliating.

“Say it.”

“Mommy’s… baby doll,” I choked, tears spilling.

Her smile in the mirror was radiant. “Good boy.” She kissed my temple. “So pretty. So mine.”

And as I stared at my reflection — feminized, padded, locked — I realized there was no turning back.


Chapter Ten

I thought it couldn’t get more humiliating than the mirror. Than seeing myself in the bra, stockings, and diaper while she whispered “baby doll” in my ear.

But then she picked up her phone.

“Smile for Mommy,” she said casually, raising the camera.

My stomach dropped. “No. No, you can’t—”

Click. The shutter sound echoed like a gunshot.

I lunged forward, hands outstretched, but the thick padding between my thighs slowed me. She laughed, holding the phone just out of reach.

“Stay still, sweetheart.” Another click. “You’ll ruin the shot.”

“Delete it!” I hissed, heart racing. “I mean it, Leah—”

“Mommy,” she corrected, her voice sharp.

I froze.

Her smile returned, soft and calm. “Good boy. But don’t raise your voice to Mommy. Ever again.”

The phone hovered inches from my face, the glow of the screen showing me my own image: me in lingerie, diaper, lipstick faint on my mouth, eyes wide and red.

Tears burned behind my eyes. “Please… don’t…”

Her free hand stroked my cheek gently, wiping away the wetness. “Shh. No one has to see. Not if you’re good.”

My throat worked. “You wouldn’t…”

Her thumb brushed my lips. “Wouldn’t I?”

The silence stretched until I broke. “Please, Mommy. I’ll be good.”

Click. Another photo, closer this time, capturing my pleading expression.

Her smile widened. “That’s better. Now you’re starting to understand.”

She set the phone down on the dresser, screen glowing faintly. The threat lingered in the room, heavier than the cage around my cock.

“Every time you disobey,” she murmured, tugging me back toward the mirror, “I’ll take another. And if you’re very bad…” Her lips brushed my ear. “Maybe I’ll share one.”

A whimper broke from my throat. “No—please.”

She kissed my temple. “Then behave, baby doll.”

She pressed me back in front of the mirror, her arms wrapped around me. “Look. Tell me what you see.”

My face burned. “I can’t.”

Her palm smacked the front of the diaper, the crinkle loud, the cage pressing deeper.

“Say it.”

I stared at my reflection: diapered, feminized, marked. A grown man reduced to Mommy’s plaything.

“Mommy’s… baby doll,” I whispered.

Her smile in the glass was radiant. “Good boy.” She pressed a kiss to my cheek, her voice warm. “And now Mommy has proof. You’ll never escape me.”

The diaper crinkled as I shifted, cock throbbing helplessly in its cage. The shame was unbearable.

And yet my body ached for her praise.


Chapter Eleven

I thought the pictures were the endgame. That now she had “proof,” she’d stop pushing so hard.

Instead, the next morning she handed me a printed list.

Mommy’s Training Schedule was written across the top in looping script. Below it, a neat row of boxes: wake up call, shower inspection, plug drill, diaper check, moaning practice, bottle feeding.

“What the hell is this?” I asked, holding the paper like it might bite me.

Her smile was bright, almost girlish. “Your new routine.”

“I’m not—”

“You are,” she cut in smoothly. “And you’re going to follow it, or Mommy adds another photo to her album.”

My throat tightened. “You’re serious.”

“Always.” She tapped the first line. “Wake up call. Strip. Stand by the bed.”

Heat flared in my face. “Right now?”

“Right now.”

I stripped, heart pounding, and stood by her bed in just the diaper and cage. The crinkle echoed in the quiet room.

“Good boy,” she murmured. She opened a drawer and pulled out a small, glistening plug with a soft pink jewel at the base. “Time for your drill.”

I stepped back instinctively. “No…”

Her hand shot out, gripping my chin. “Yes. This is how Mommy makes her baby doll perfect.”

She guided me to the edge of the bed, pushed me gently onto my knees, and slicked the plug with lube. Her touch was clinical but intimate, like she’d done this a thousand times.

“Breathe,” she said softly.

I whimpered as she pressed the tip against me. The cage ground against the diaper, my cock throbbing helplessly. Slowly, inexorably, the plug slid in.

My fingers dug into the sheets. “Mommy…”

“Good boy,” she whispered, stroking my back. “Hold it in. We’re going to practice.”

“Practice what?” I gasped.

“Your sounds.” She walked around me, her heels clicking on the floor. “When Mommy plays with you, you don’t get to grunt like a boy. You moan like my baby doll. Now — moan.”

Heat and humiliation surged through me. “I can’t—”

Her palm smacked the back of my diaper sharply. “Moan.”

A helpless sound escaped my throat, high and needy.

“Better.” She smirked. “Again.”

I moaned again, the plug throbbing inside me, the cage pressing cruelly.

“That’s my baby,” she cooed. “Such a pretty noise. Soon you’ll make it without me telling you.”

Tears stung my eyes. My pride cracked a little more.

She reached down, stroked the diaper lightly. “Now say it. Tell Mommy who you are.”

My voice trembled. “Mommy’s baby doll.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good boy.” She kissed my forehead, fingers curling at the base of the plug. “Hold it in for ten minutes. Practice your moans while you do. Then we’ll do your diaper check.”

When she left the room, I knelt there, plugged, caged, diapered, moaning softly to myself because she’d told me to.

And the worst part was, a piece of me wanted to get it right.


Chapter Twelve

I begged her not to.

“Mommy, please, I can’t go out like this. Someone will notice—”

She just slipped her sunglasses on, adjusting her lipstick in the mirror. “That’s the point, sweetheart.”

I glanced down at myself. Jeans pulled snug over the bulk of the diaper, the waistband digging into my hips where the garter still clung beneath. A shirt she’d picked — pastel pink, tighter than anything I’d ever wear on my own. And, deep inside me, the plug she’d slid in that morning, still throbbing with every step.

I felt like a walking humiliation.

“What if someone hears?” I whispered, heart pounding.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror. “Then you’ll remember that Mommy decides where and when you make noise. Not you.”

My cock ached in its cage, grinding against the padding.

She took my hand and tugged me toward the door. “Come, baby doll. Time for an outing.”

We walked down the street like any couple, except every crinkle of my diaper sounded thunderous in my ears, every step made the plug shift, every brush of wind threatened to give me away.

At the café, she chose a table by the window, seating me across from her. “Sit pretty,” she whispered, her foot brushing my ankle under the table.

I shifted, trying not to squirm as the plug pressed deeper.

She ordered coffee for herself. For me? Warm milk. Served in a tall glass.

When the waitress set it down, I thought I’d die. My cheeks burned as the girl smiled politely, not noticing, not knowing — but my humiliation was complete.

“Drink,” Mommy said softly.

I lifted the glass with trembling hands and sipped, the sweet warmth filling my mouth. She watched every swallow, eyes glinting.

“Now,” she said quietly, just for me. “Moan for Mommy.”

My heart stopped. “Here? No—”

Her nails grazed my hand under the table, sharp and threatening. “Now.”

Heat roared through me. I let out the faintest sound, a breathy whimper disguised as a sigh.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Again.”

I shifted, hips twitching, the plug throbbing. Another helpless moan slipped past my lips, soft and high.

The waitress passed nearby. My face burned crimson, but Mommy’s smile only widened.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her heel pressing against my shin. “Make Mommy proud.”

By the time we left the café, I was trembling, half from fear of being caught, half from the unbearable arousal pressing against my cage.

On the walk home, she leaned close and kissed my ear. “See? You can be Mommy’s perfect baby doll in public too.”

My chest heaved. “I hate you,” I whispered.

Her fingers squeezed my hand. “No, sweetheart. You need me.”

And with every crinkle, every shift of the plug, I knew she was right.


Chapter Thirteen

I should have known the café wasn’t the end.

Two days later, she marched me down the street, hand gripping my arm, a small smile on her lips. We stopped in front of a boutique window filled with mannequins in lace bras, satin slips, and thigh-high stockings.

My blood turned to ice. “No. No way.”

She squeezed my arm tighter. “Yes, baby doll. You’ll look perfect in these.”

“Please, Mommy,” I hissed, glancing around. People passed by, no one paying us any mind — but they could. Any second, they could.

Her nails dug into my skin. “Do you want another photo added to the album?”

My throat closed. “No, Mommy.”

“Then be good.” She kissed my cheek lightly, mock-sweet. “And smile.”

The bell above the door jingled as we walked in. My heart hammered so hard I thought everyone could hear it. The shop smelled of perfume and satin. Racks of lingerie lined the walls, delicate lace and pastel bows everywhere I looked.

A salesgirl glanced up with a friendly smile. “Can I help you find something today?”

“Yes,” Mommy answered smoothly. “Something for my doll.”

My stomach lurched. The girl’s eyes flicked to me, taking in the blush burning across my cheeks, the way I couldn’t meet her gaze.

“What size?” she asked brightly.

“Medium,” Mommy said, eyes never leaving mine. “He’ll be trying them on.”

The girl didn’t flinch. Maybe she’d seen worse. Maybe she thought we were a kinky couple. But my humiliation blazed hotter with every second.

“Right this way.”

She led us to a rack of lacy bodysuits and babydoll slips. Mommy plucked a pale lavender set, holding it against my chest. “Perfect. Don’t you think?”

The salesgirl nodded politely. “Fitting rooms are in the back.”

I whispered, desperate. “Mommy, I can’t—”

Her lips brushed my ear. “You can. Or I’ll send her one of your photos right now.”

Terror froze me.

She pushed the garments into my hands and guided me toward the fitting room. The curtain slid shut. My hands shook as I stared down at the delicate lace.

From the other side, her voice was firm. “Strip. Try it on. Let me see my doll.”

My jeans hit the floor, diaper crinkling loudly in the small space. The cage pressed hard against the padding, throbbing with each movement. I pulled the bodysuit over my shoulders, the lace clinging to me, the straps digging in.

When I stepped out, Mommy’s smile widened. “Look at you.”

The salesgirl passed by, her eyes flicking briefly, a faint smile tugging her lips before she turned away.

I wanted the ground to swallow me whole.

“Spin,” Mommy ordered softly.

I turned slowly, the diaper bulging beneath the lace, the straps framing me like a parody of femininity.

“Say it,” she whispered, loud enough for only me.

My throat worked. “Mommy’s baby doll.”

Her grin was victorious. “Perfect.” She kissed my cheek as if I were her proud little prize.

And I realized, with horror and heat mingling in my gut, that part of me wanted her to keep me dressed like forever.


Chapter Fourteen

I thought she’d be satisfied with the fitting room. That she’d gloat, take her victory, and let me slip back into my clothes with the memory burning in my mind.

But Mommy never stopped at just enough.

She leaned close, lips brushing my ear as I stood trembling in the lace. “We’re buying this. And you’re carrying the bag home.”

My stomach twisted. “No, please—”

Her hand pinched the front of the diaper through the lace, a sharp reminder. “Yes. Or I’ll take a photo right here, with the curtain open.”

My breath caught. She meant it. She always meant it.

Moments later, I was back in my jeans and shirt, the diaper bulky underneath, the lace bodysuit folded neatly in her arms. She brought it to the counter with a satisfied smile.

The salesgirl scanned the tag, bagging it with tissue paper. “That’ll be—”

“Put it on his card,” Mommy interrupted smoothly, nodding toward me.

The girl’s eyebrows flicked up just slightly before she masked it with professional politeness. “Of course.”

Heat flooded my face as I pulled out my wallet, hands shaking. The salesgirl’s eyes lingered a moment too long — curious, maybe amused. My humiliation roared in my ears.

When the receipt printed, Mommy slipped it into the bag and handed it to me. “Carry it, baby doll.”

I gripped the glossy bag, the brand’s name shining boldly in metallic script. Every step out of the shop felt like a spotlight. People passed us on the street — strangers who had no idea what was inside. And yet I felt exposed, marked, claimed.

Mommy strolled beside me, sunglasses hiding her eyes, smile serene. Her fingers brushed mine briefly, a secret caress. “Good boy,” she whispered. “My baby doll looks so obedient.”

I swallowed hard, cheeks burning, cock throbbing painfully in the cage with every crinkle of the diaper beneath my jeans.

Halfway home, she stopped abruptly, turning to face me. “Hold it up.”

“What?”

“The bag. Hold it higher. Show it off for Mommy.”

My heart pounded. “Please, not here—”

“Now.” Her voice was ice.

Shaking, I lifted the bag by its handles, holding it out like a prize. A couple walked past, the woman’s eyes flicking toward me briefly before she kept walking. Did she guess? Did she know?

“Perfect,” Mommy said softly, kissing my cheek. “You carried your shame so well.”

By the time we reached her apartment, I was trembling, humiliated beyond words — but also drunk on her praise, my body aching for her approval.

And I knew the bag wasn’t just lingerie. It was proof. Proof that she owned me inside and out.


Chapter Fifteen

The bag sat on the dresser like it was alive, mocking me. Every time I glanced at it, my stomach churned. I knew what was inside. I knew what she planned.

After dinner, she finally stood, walked over, and lifted it delicately. “Time to unwrap Mommy’s present.”

I shook my head, backing away. “No. Not again. Please.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Baby doll.” Just two words, sharp as a leash around my throat.

I froze.

She pulled out the lavender lace bodysuit, holding it up by the straps. “Strip.”

My hands trembled as I obeyed, peeling off my shirt, then my jeans, until I stood there in nothing but the crinkling diaper and cage.

She smiled, soft and warm — the kind of smile that broke me more than her sharpness ever could. “Good boy.”

Piece by piece, she dressed me. The lace slid over my shoulders, clinging to my chest, hugging the diaper beneath. She fastened the straps, smoothing them into place. Stockings followed, her hands gliding slowly up my thighs, attaching them to the garter with a playful snap.

When she stepped back, her eyes gleamed. “Perfect. My baby doll.”

I couldn’t breathe. The mirror reflected a parody of femininity: a grown man, diapered, locked, stuffed into lace and satin like Mommy’s doll.

Then she picked up her phone. “Please,” I whispered, already broken.

Click. The shutter echoed. She circled me, snapping angle after angle. My humiliation burned like fire, but my body betrayed me, cock straining against the cage, diaper swelling with heat.

She set the phone down, lifted a bottle, and pressed it to my lips. “Drink for Mommy.”

Warm milk filled my mouth. I swallowed, cheeks red, tears stinging my eyes.

Her fingers stroked my cheek. “Good baby. All pretty, all padded, all mine.”

The words sank deeper than any order. Something cracked open inside me — not just shame, not just fear. Something like surrender.

I whispered around the nipple, muffled, but she heard it anyway: “Mommy’s baby doll.”

Her smile was radiant. She kissed my forehead and whispered back, “Forever.”


Chapter Sixteen

I thought the lace and the bottle were the end of it. That maybe she’d let me curl up, humiliated but safe, until morning.

But when I tried to sneak a hand toward the cage under the diaper, desperate for any kind of release, she caught me.

Her voice was quiet, lethal. “What do you think you’re doing?”

I froze. My hand trembled on the padding. “I—I just—”

Her eyes narrowed. “Did Mommy say you could touch?”

“No,” I whispered.

She crossed the room slowly, heels clicking like a countdown. “Then you’ve been very, very naughty.”

My chest heaved. “Please, I didn’t—”

“On the bed. Now.”

I scrambled onto the mattress, the lace pulling tight against my chest, the diaper crinkling loudly with every move. My cock throbbed painfully in the cage, humiliation scorching me raw.

She pulled a paddle from her dresser drawer — pink, heart-shaped, utterly cruel.

“No, Mommy—please,” I begged.

Her eyes glittered. “Baby dolls don’t beg out of turn. Over my lap.”

Tears blurred my vision as I lowered myself across her thighs. The diaper pressed against her legs, thick and humiliating.

She smoothed a hand over my padded ass. “Ten swats. Count them.”

The first smack landed, sharp against the padding. The sound was louder than the sting, but the humiliation bit deep.

“One,” I whimpered.

Smack.

“Two.”

She kept a steady rhythm, each swat echoing in the room, each count breaking my pride a little more.

By five, I was sobbing softly, my voice cracking. By ten, my hips twitched helplessly, cage straining against the diaper.

She stroked the padding gently, cooing. “There now. All punished. Doesn’t my baby doll feel better?”

I buried my face in her thigh, ashamed and aching. “Yes, Mommy.”

She lifted my chin, forcing me to meet her eyes. “Say it.”

“Mommy’s baby doll.”

Her smile was radiant. She kissed my damp cheek and whispered, “Good boy. You’ll learn. Mommy always teaches her dolls how to behave.”

And deep inside, I realized the punishment hadn’t broken me. It had bound me tighter.


Chapter Seventeen

I thought the spanking would be the peak. That maybe, after ten humiliating swats over my diaper, she’d ease off.

But Mommy never eased. She only escalated.

The next morning, she woke me with a firm shake of my shoulder. “Up, baby doll. Time for training.”

Bleary-eyed, I sat up, the diaper between my legs crinkling as I moved. She was already dressed — black skirt, silk blouse, lipstick perfect. I felt like a parody beside her, lace still hugging my chest, padding thick around my hips.

She handed me another list, this one bolder than the last.

Baby Doll Obedience Drills

	Kneeling position — thighs wide, hands on knees, eyes down.
  
	Corner time — diaper and lace only, nose to the wall.
  
	Verbal drills — repeat: “I am Mommy’s baby doll.” Ten times, clear voice.
  
	Display posture — stand pretty, one hand on hip, one holding diaper front.
  


My stomach turned. “You can’t be serious.”

Her eyes glinted. “Do you want me to add more photos to the album?”

I swallowed hard. “No, Mommy.”

“Then let’s begin.”

She positioned me in the center of the room, nudging my thighs apart with the toe of her heel until they were wide, the padding on full display. My hands trembled as I placed them on my knees.

“Kneel,” she ordered softly.

I sank down, eyes glued to the floor.

“Good boy. Stay.”

Minutes stretched like hours. My knees ached, my cock throbbed in its cage, and humiliation burned through me.

Then came corner time. She stripped away the lace bodysuit, leaving me in just the diaper and garter. She pressed me toward the wall, nose inches from the paint.

“Twenty minutes,” she said calmly, setting a timer on her phone.

I whimpered. “Mommy—”

Her hand smacked the back of my diaper, the sound deafening. “No whining. Dolls don’t whine.”

I stood trembling, face to the wall, every crinkle magnified in my ears, until the timer finally beeped.

When she turned me back around, her smile was sharp. “Verbal drills. Say it.”

My voice cracked. “I am Mommy’s baby doll.”

“Louder.”

“I am Mommy’s baby doll.”

“Ten times. No mistakes.”

I repeated it, shame digging deeper each time, until my throat burned and my face was wet with tears.

Finally, she pulled me upright, adjusted the garter on my thighs, and placed my hand firmly on the front of my diaper.

“Display posture,” she whispered. “Show me how pretty you are.”

I stood there, frozen, holding the padding like she ordered, cock throbbing wildly against the cage beneath.

Her smile softened, almost loving. “Perfect.”

And for the first time, I realized these weren’t just humiliations. They were lessons. Drills. Conditioning.

She wasn’t just playing with me. She was remaking me.


Chapter Eighteen

It stopped feeling like a game.

When I opened my eyes that morning, there wasn’t a single trace of the man I used to be — no jeans slung over a chair, no scattered socks, no phone buzzing with messages. Just Mommy’s world: the pastel bottles lined up on the dresser, the stack of folded diapers, the little printed charts taped to the wall.

She stood at the foot of the bed, arms crossed. “Up, baby doll. Inspection.”

My heart sank. This was our third morning like this, and still my body jolted at her voice.

I sat up, the diaper between my thighs crinkling loudly. She tugged the covers off, eyes sweeping over me like a drill sergeant checking a uniform.

“Hands on your head,” she ordered.

I obeyed.

She circled me slowly, nails dragging along the diaper’s waistband, checking the cage, the plug, the way the garter sat against my hips. She tugged at the straps, adjusted them with little snaps.

“Say it,” she murmured.

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

“Good boy.” She kissed my temple. “Now on your knees. Breakfast.”

I slid off the bed, knees sinking into the plush rug, and she held the bottle ready. Warm milk dripped from the nipple as she pressed it to my lips. I drank because she expected me to, because her hand stroked my hair as I swallowed, because some part of me had started to crave it.

After the bottle came the chart. She pointed to each line. “Plug drill. Corner time. Diaper check. Then you can have your treat.”

“What treat?” I asked, voice small.

Her smile curved. “A fresh change and a pat on your cage. Maybe even a stroke, if Mommy feels generous.”

Heat surged through me. The cage felt heavier.

She guided me to the wall, nose to the paint, diaper rustling with each step. “Fifteen minutes. Practice your lines.”

I pressed my forehead to the wall and whispered, “I’m Mommy’s baby doll. I’m Mommy’s baby doll…” over and over until my voice blurred into a chant.

When she finally turned me around, her eyes glinted with satisfaction. “See how easy you’re learning? Soon you won’t even need the charts. You’ll just know what to do.”

I stood there trembling, cage pressing against the diaper, a slick shameful heat spreading through me. My mind fought it, but my body had already fallen into the rhythm: stand, kneel, drink, repeat.

Mommy cupped my face, her voice soft but unyielding. “This isn’t a game anymore, baby. This is who you are.”

I wanted to deny it. But my lips moved before I could stop them. “Mommy’s baby doll.”

Her smile was radiant. She kissed my forehead. “That’s my good girl.”

The word hit me harder than any slap. Girl.

And I realized she was right. It wasn’t a game anymore. It was my life.


Chapter Nineteen

I froze when she handed me the coat.

“Put it on,” Mommy said softly, holding the hanger out like an offering.

I stared at what I was already wearing: thick diaper snug and taped, cage tight beneath it, the lavender lace bodysuit stretched across my chest, garter straps clipped neatly to my stockings. My humiliation burned hot enough to melt me.

“Mommy, please. I can’t—”

“You can.” Her tone was calm, absolute. “Or do you want another photo for the album?”

My throat closed. I slid the coat over my shoulders. It was long enough to cover me, but not long enough to hide the way the stockings hugged my thighs. The bulk of the diaper still shifted awkwardly when I walked, crinkles muffled but present.

She tied the belt around my waist herself, tugging it snug. “Perfect.” She leaned in, her lips grazing my ear. “Now you’re Mommy’s secret baby doll.”

We walked down the street together, hand in hand. Every step felt like a spotlight was following me, every car passing by, every stranger’s glance a possible exposure.

“Smile,” she whispered. “No one suspects a thing. But you know. And that’s what makes it delicious.”

At the corner, we stopped for the light. A woman stood beside us, scrolling her phone. My heart pounded. Could she hear the faint crinkle when I shifted my weight? Could she smell the powder?

Mommy squeezed my hand. “Say it.”

My head jerked toward her. “What?”

“Say it. Quietly.”

Heat blazed across my cheeks. “Mommy’s baby doll,” I whispered, voice barely audible.

Her smile was wicked. “Good girl.”

We crossed the street. Each step made the plug shift inside me, the cage press deeper against the diaper, the lace itch against my chest.

Finally, we ducked into a quiet park, trees rustling overhead. She sat on a bench and patted her lap. “Come here.”

“Mommy, no—”

Her eyes hardened. “Now.”

I sank onto her lap, heart racing. She held me close, one arm curled around me, her other hand stroking my hair. To anyone passing by, it might look sweet. Tender. A lover’s embrace.

But only I knew the truth — that beneath the coat, I was dressed like her doll, padded and plugged, trembling with humiliation.

She kissed my forehead, murmuring just for me. “See? You can sit on Mommy’s lap in public. You can be her baby doll anywhere.”

Tears pricked my eyes. My cock throbbed helplessly in the cage, pressing into the padding.

And deep down, I realized she was right. The coat didn’t matter. The setting didn’t matter. I was Mommy’s baby doll — inside, outside, everywhere.


Chapter Twenty

The knock at the door made my stomach drop.

I was still in the lavender bodysuit, diaper snug beneath it, cage biting cruelly against me, stockings hugging my thighs. The coat lay draped on the chair, useless now.

“Mommy,” I whispered, panic flooding my chest. “Who is that?”

She smiled, applying a fresh coat of lipstick in the mirror. “A friend.”

“No. No, please—”

Her hand shot out, pinching the front of my diaper hard enough to make me gasp. “Dolls don’t argue.”

I froze, trembling.

She opened the door with a breezy laugh. “Come in, Claire.”

A woman stepped inside — tall, elegant, with sharp eyes that took in everything. She carried a bottle of wine, but her gaze flicked instantly to me.

“Oh,” she said lightly, setting the bottle on the counter. “So this is the baby doll you told me about.”

My heart stopped.

“Isn’t she pretty?” Mommy cooed, tugging me forward by the wrist. “All dressed up for Mommy.”

Claire’s lips curved. “Adorable.”

Heat roared through me, shame burning every nerve. I wanted to vanish, to melt into the floor. Instead, Mommy nudged me to kneel at her feet like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Hands on your knees. Eyes down,” she ordered softly.

I obeyed, my humiliation complete.

Claire circled me slowly, the way Mommy had during inspections. “So obedient,” she murmured. “You’ve trained her well.”

My cock strained against the cage, throbbing harder with every word.

“Baby doll,” Mommy said sweetly, “tell Auntie Claire who you belong to.”

My throat tightened.

Her nails grazed the back of my neck, sharp enough to remind me of the photos, the leash, the punishments.

I swallowed hard. “I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

Claire’s smile widened. “Perfect.” She crouched down, tilting my chin up with a manicured finger. “Such pretty eyes. I think I’d like to babysit sometime.”

My chest seized.

Mommy laughed softly, stroking my hair. “We’ll see if she’s good enough to earn that.”

They talked above me then, sipping wine, chatting about ordinary things — work, friends, books. Except every so often, Claire’s eyes would drift down, and Mommy’s hand would stroke the top of my head like I really was her doll.

By the time Claire left, my knees ached, my cheeks burned, and my cock throbbed so hard I thought I’d burst through the cage.

Mommy tilted my chin up. “See, baby doll? You’re not just mine anymore. You’re a secret both of us share.”

Tears welled in my eyes. Shame, arousal, surrender — all tangled in a knot I couldn’t untie.

And I realized with horror and longing that next time, Claire might not just watch.


Chapter Twenty-One

The next time Claire came over, there wasn’t even a knock. Mommy had given her a key.

I was already kneeling on the rug in my diaper and bodysuit when the door swung open. My stomach twisted as Claire stepped inside like she owned the place.

“Evening,” she said lightly, setting her bag down. Her eyes flicked over me and a slow smile spread across her face. “She’s all ready.”

“Yes,” Mommy purred, walking over to stroke my hair. “My baby doll has been waiting.”

I trembled, cock straining inside the cage, the crinkle of the diaper loud in my ears.

Mommy knelt beside me, tilting my chin up. “Do you remember what we talked about, sweetheart?”

My voice cracked. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Tell Auntie Claire.”

Heat surged through my face. “I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

Claire’s smile deepened. “Good. Let’s see how obedient she is.”

Mommy stood, helping me up by the wrists. “Hands on the back of the chair,” she ordered. “Stay still.”

I obeyed, gripping the chair as Claire circled me like a cat. She tugged at the garter straps, adjusted the lace over my chest, then slid her hands down the front of the diaper.

I gasped, jerking in place.

“Hold still,” Mommy said sharply.

Claire chuckled softly. “So skittish.” She tugged at the tapes, loosening them slightly, not quite opening the diaper but enough to make me feel exposed. “What a pretty little thing you’ve made.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “Please…”

“Say it properly,” Mommy warned.

“Please, Mommy,” I whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please don’t—”

Claire smirked. “Please don’t what, little doll?”

My voice cracked. “Please don’t change me…”

Mommy’s hand slid along my back, soothing. “Good girl for asking. But part of your training is letting Auntie Claire inspect you.”

Claire’s fingers slid along the inside of the waistband, cool against my hot skin. She didn’t pull it off; she just explored, adjusting, testing, watching me squirm.

“You’re trembling,” she murmured. “She’s perfect.”

Mommy kissed the back of my neck. “We’re still working on her noises. Make your baby moan for Auntie, sweetheart.”

I whimpered helplessly, a soft, high sound escaping my throat.

Claire’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, I like that.”

Mommy stroked my cheek, her voice warm but firm. “Say it again. Who are you?”

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll,” I gasped, the humiliation thick and heavy.

Claire’s chuckle was low. “I think she’s ready for more soon.”

Mommy kissed my temple. “Soon. But for today, Auntie only watches. That’s enough for my doll.”

She retaped the diaper snugly, straightened my lace straps, and guided me back to my knees between them. Both women looked down at me, wine glasses in hand, like I was a display.

And I realized, trembling, that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Twenty-Two

The third time Claire visited, Mommy didn’t even bother easing me into it.

“On the rug,” she ordered as soon as the door shut. “Lie back. Hands at your sides.”

My stomach twisted. Claire was already slipping off her coat, heels clicking on the hardwood as she set down the wine. Her eyes sparkled. “Oh, finally. I was hoping today would be the day.”

“Today’s the day,” Mommy confirmed.

My throat went dry. “Mommy, please—”

Her eyes cut sharp to me. “Dolls don’t whine.”

I trembled, lowering myself onto the rug. The diaper crinkled beneath me, thick and humiliating, the cage pressing cruelly. My hands shook as I placed them flat at my sides like she commanded.

Claire knelt beside me, her perfume sweet and dizzying. “So helpless. So ready.”

Mommy handed her a fresh diaper and a packet of wipes. “Show Auntie how obedient you are, baby doll.”

Tears stung my eyes. “Mommy—”

Her nails grazed my cheek, sharp enough to sting. “Do you want another album photo?”

My chest heaved. “No, Mommy.”

“Then be still.”

Claire’s fingers tugged at the tapes, the loud ripping filling the room. She peeled the diaper open, exposing my caged cock and flushed skin. Her chuckle was low. “Oh, look at that. Already blushing for us.”

Humiliation burned through me as she cleaned me slowly with the wipes, her touch cool and clinical but devastating. Every stroke made the cage bite harder, my body twitching despite myself.

“Shh,” she cooed mockingly. “Auntie’s just making you clean.”

Mommy stroked my hair, voice soft but commanding. “Say it for her, sweetheart.”

My lips trembled. “I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

Claire smirked, sliding the fresh diaper beneath me. “And Auntie’s little doll too, I think.”

The padding folded up snug, tapes pressed into place. She patted the front, the crinkle sharp, the humiliation sharper. “There. All cozy.”

Mommy kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

Claire leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “Next time, I’ll make sure you’re messy enough to really need me.”

My body jolted, heat rushing down my spine.

Mommy chuckled, pulling me upright onto my knees between them. “See, baby doll? Now Auntie knows exactly what you are.”

I whimpered, tears sliding hot down my cheeks. But the cage throbbed painfully, betraying me completely.

And deep inside, I realized the truth: I wasn’t just Mommy’s baby doll anymore.

I was theirs.


Chapter Twenty-Three

I heard them before I saw them. Low voices, a clink of glasses, a shared laugh. Mommy and Claire. Together. Waiting.

When I walked into the living room, my heart stopped. The rug had been cleared. A small mat lay in the center, flanked by a low stool on one side and Mommy’s phone on a tripod on the other.

Mommy was seated elegantly, one leg crossed over the other. Claire stood behind her, arms folded, smile sharp.

“Come here, baby doll,” Mommy said softly.

I shuffled forward, the crinkle of my diaper loud in the silence. The cage pressed cruelly with every step.

Claire’s eyes roamed over me. “Such a good little doll. Ready for your lesson?”

My throat tightened. “Mommy—”

Her gaze silenced me. “Kneel.”

I sank down onto the mat.

“Hands behind your back,” Claire ordered. Her voice wasn’t sweet like Mommy’s; it was crisp, almost amused. “Chin down. Eyes on the floor.”

I obeyed, trembling.

Mommy rose, walking a slow circle around me, heels clicking. “Today Auntie Claire is going to help Mommy with your drills. You’ll do exactly as she says. Understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.”

Claire crouched in front of me, her perfume dizzying. “We’re going to practice your sounds,” she said, lips curved. “When I tap your chin, you moan. When I tap the front of your diaper, you whimper. Understand?”

I swallowed. “Yes, Auntie.”

She smiled. “Perfect. Let’s begin.”

Tap under my chin. A helpless moan slipped from my throat, high and needy.

“Good.” Tap on the diaper. A soft whimper escaped.

“Again.” Tap, moan. Tap, whimper.

My face burned, but my body responded automatically, shame and arousal tangled in a knot I couldn’t untie.

Mommy’s voice floated above me. “See how easily she learns when both of us guide her?”

Claire’s hand slid up my cheek, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “Such a pretty doll. You’ll be perfect in no time.”

Mommy stepped closer, her hand cupping the back of my neck. “Say it. Tell Auntie who you are.”

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll,” I whispered.

“And Auntie’s?” Claire prompted, eyes glinting.

My lips trembled. “I’m Auntie’s baby doll too.”

Their smiles mirrored each other, triumphant.

Mommy straightened. “Now display posture.”

I shifted automatically, hands on the front of my diaper, legs apart, chin down. The crinkle echoed, my cage throbbed, and my shame felt complete.

Claire stroked my hair. “You’re learning so well. Next time, we’ll see how you sound when you’re plugged.”

My cock twitched helplessly in its cage.

And for the first time, I realized I was no longer being trained by one woman. I was being conditioned by two.


Chapter Twenty-Four

The plug gleamed in Claire’s hand like a threat. Pink jewel at the base, slick with lube Mommy had already drizzled across it.

I knelt on the mat, trembling, diaper opened and folded beneath me, cage exposed. My cock throbbed helplessly, already aching.

“Stay still,” Mommy murmured, stroking my hair. “Be a good doll for Auntie.”

Claire crouched behind me, one hand firm on my hip. “Ready, baby doll?”

My throat worked. “No—”

Mommy’s hand tightened in my hair. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Yes, Mommy,” I whispered, broken.

“Good girl.”

Claire pressed the plug’s tip against me, slow and deliberate. My whole body stiffened, hands clenching the mat.

“Breathe,” Mommy soothed.

I gasped as the toy slid deeper, stretching me, humiliating me. Claire smirked as she twisted it into place, the jewel glinting cruelly.

“There,” she said softly. “Now let’s hear those noises.”

Mommy moved to sit in front of me, her legs crossed, her eyes sharp. “Show Auntie how pretty you sound. Moan for Mommy.”

The pressure inside me was unbearable. A soft moan escaped, high and needy.

“Louder,” Claire ordered, giving the plug a sharp twist.

I yelped, then moaned again, voice cracking.

“Perfect,” Mommy cooed, stroking my cheek. “Now say it. Tell us who you are.”

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll,” I gasped.

“And?” Claire pressed the plug deeper, making my body jolt.

“I’m Auntie’s baby doll too,” I choked out, tears blurring my vision.

Their smiles mirrored each other, triumphant.

Mommy leaned close, her breath warm on my lips. “Good girl. Now beg us to keep you like this.”

Humiliation roared through me. My body trembled, cage throbbing against the open diaper.

“Please…” I whispered.

“Say it properly,” Claire snapped, giving the plug another twist.

“Please keep me like this,” I cried. “Please keep me Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll.”

Both women stroked my face, cooing praise, while the plug filled me, the cage bit, and the diaper crinkled beneath me.

And in that moment, I knew there was no escape. I belonged to them.


Chapter Twenty-Five

I didn’t even get a chance to stand when they were done with the plug drill. Mommy’s hand stayed on my shoulder, pressing me down gently but firmly.

“Stay kneeling, baby doll,” she murmured. “We’re not finished yet.”

Claire was already rummaging in a large tote bag she’d brought with her. When she straightened, my stomach turned to ice. In her arms: piles of fabric — satin ribbons, frilly panties, another diaper so thick it looked absurd, and a pair of pale pink ballet flats.

“We’re going to play dress-up,” she said, eyes glinting. “Time to make our baby doll look like the toy she is.”

“Please…” I whispered.

Mommy stroked my hair, voice soft but commanding. “This isn’t a punishment, sweetheart. This is what dolls are for.”

I shuddered as Claire peeled the lavender bodysuit from my torso, leaving me in nothing but the open diaper and cage. She slid a fresh diaper beneath me — thicker than any before — then added a second one on top, the layers crinkling loudly as she taped them snug.

The bulk spread my thighs wide, forcing me into a helpless waddle.

Mommy pulled a frilly white blouse over my head, tucking it neatly into the waistband of the double diaper. Claire slid knee-high socks up my legs, smoothing them carefully before slipping the ballet flats onto my feet.

Then came a satin ribbon around my neck, tied into a perfect bow.

When they stepped back, both women smiled. “Perfect,” Mommy said softly. “A real baby doll.”

I stared at myself in the mirror. Double diaper, ribbon bow, frilly blouse, ballet flats. A grown man reduced to an oversized doll.

“Stand still,” Claire ordered.

I obeyed, trembling.

They began moving me like a mannequin. Mommy positioned my arms in a cutesy pose, hands curled near my chest. Claire adjusted my legs, one knee bent slightly inward to exaggerate the childishness.

“Smile,” Mommy whispered.

I tried, my face burning.

Click. Claire’s phone captured the moment. Another click. Another pose.

“Hands on your diaper,” Mommy instructed. “Tilt your head.” Click. “Good girl.”

They moved me from pose to pose: sitting cross-legged on the rug hugging a plush bunny, standing with the ribbon bow visible, kneeling with my hands folded like a prayer. Every click of the camera made my heart race, humiliation mounting with each shutter.

Finally, Mommy pressed a bottle to my lips. “Drink for the camera, baby doll.”

Warm milk filled my mouth as Claire snapped photos, laughing softly. “She’s perfect.”

Mommy stroked my hair, her voice a low purr. “Our perfect little toy.”

And as I knelt there, double-diapered, plugged, ribboned, and posed for their amusement, I realized I’d crossed another line. I wasn’t just playing a part anymore.

I’d become exactly what they wanted: a living doll.


Chapter Twenty-Six

“Stay,” Mommy said softly, adjusting the satin ribbon around my neck. “Dolls don’t fidget.”

I stood on the rug, double-diapered, bodysuit stretched over the bulk, ballet flats tight on my feet. The plush bunny was tucked under one arm, my hands arranged neatly on the front of my diaper. Claire had tilted my head slightly to the side, giving me a “cute” expression.

My thighs burned. The padding forced me to stand with legs apart. The plug shifted deep inside me with every breath.

Mommy stepped back, admiring. “Perfect.”

Claire smiled. “Now let’s see how long she can hold it.”

My heart thudded. “How long?”

“Until Mommy says,” she said, brushing my cheek with her fingertips. “Dolls don’t keep time.”

They settled onto the couch with their glasses of wine, chatting casually while I stood in my “display posture.” Their voices blended with the soft hum of the room — normal conversation about work, friends, plans — while I was left frozen in humiliation.

Every so often, one of them would glance up.

“Still,” Mommy would murmur.

Or Claire would snap a quick photo, the shutter sound echoing.

Minutes crawled by. My legs trembled, my arms ached from holding the bunny. Sweat pricked under the lace. The cage throbbed painfully against the double diaper.

I shifted slightly.

Mommy’s voice cut like a blade. “Dolls don’t move.”

I froze, tears stinging my eyes. “Mommy, please—”

“Shh.” She stood, walked over, and smoothed my hair. “Another five minutes. You can do it.”

Her hand cupped the front of the diaper briefly, pressing the cage into the padding. “You want to make Mommy proud, don’t you?”

A whimper slipped from my throat. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Then stay still.”

She returned to the couch. Claire smirked at me over her glass, one eyebrow raised as if daring me to break.

I focused on breathing. One, two, three. My body screamed to move, but the threat of another photo — or worse — held me frozen.

Finally, Mommy’s voice softened. “Good girl. Come here.”

My knees nearly gave out as I shuffled toward them, diaper crinkling loudly. She guided me onto her lap, stroking my hair, kissing my temple.

“You stayed still for Mommy and Auntie,” she murmured. “Such a good baby doll.”

Claire’s fingers slid under my chin, tilting my face up. “Next time we’ll see if you can last an hour.”

My cock throbbed in its cage. Shame, heat, and a strange pride tangled inside me. I was trembling, but part of me wanted to prove I could.

Mommy kissed my forehead again. “See? You’re learning to be a real doll now.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven

The “crib” hadn’t been there before.

When Claire and Mommy led me into the bedroom, my stomach dropped. Against the far wall stood a low daybed with tall white bars fixed to the sides. Not quite a real crib, but close enough to twist my gut into knots. A stack of diapers sat neatly at one end, along with folded blankets and a pastel plush bear.

Claire chuckled softly. “Doesn’t she look nervous?”

Mommy smiled, stroking my cheek. “She should. Tonight’s her first sleep as Mommy’s baby doll.”

My throat tightened. “Mommy, please—”

Her finger pressed to my lips. “Dolls don’t argue about bedtime.”

They stripped me slowly, layer by layer, until I was left in nothing but a fresh, thick diaper and the jeweled plug they’d slid back inside me. The cage bit down hard, cruel against the padding.

“Hands up,” Claire ordered.

I obeyed, trembling. She buckled padded mittens around my wrists, soft but firm, trapping my hands into useless fists. Then came a satin ribbon around my neck, tied into a neat bow that matched the plush bear waiting in the crib.

Mommy guided me down into the bed, laying me flat against the fresh sheets. She tucked the blanket over me, patting it down snug.

“There,” she murmured, brushing my hair back. “All cozy.”

Claire leaned over, her perfume dizzying. “Don’t squirm too much, baby doll. You’ll only make the plug wriggle deeper.”

I whimpered, heat flooding my face.

Mommy kissed my forehead. “Now the rules. You don’t move out of position. You don’t make a sound unless Mommy allows. And in the morning, we’ll inspect to see how good you’ve been.”

My eyes stung with tears. “All night?”

“All night,” she said firmly.

They dimmed the lights, leaving only the glow of a night lamp. Mommy and Claire sat nearby with their wine, chatting softly as if I weren’t even there, as if I really were just a toy left in its place.

Every shift of my hips made the plug throb, every crinkle of the diaper echoed in my ears. I lay there bound, muted, ribboned, staring at the bars, humiliation thick and heavy.

And yet… my cock pulsed desperately in its cage, harder than it had ever been.

Mommy’s voice floated through the dark, calm and sure. “Sleep well, baby doll. Tomorrow we’ll see if you behaved.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

The light woke me first — pale, cold through the curtains. My body ached from stillness. The mittens had trapped my hands all night, leaving my fingers tingling and useless. My thighs were spread by the thick diaper, the plug still lodged deep, every small shift reminding me of it.

Then came their voices.

“Time for inspection,” Mommy said softly, her heels clicking against the floor.

Claire followed, sipping from a mug of coffee. Her smirk was already sharp. “Let’s see how well our doll behaved.”

I whimpered, cheeks burning as they stood over me.

Mommy knelt at the side of the crib, her hand brushing my hair from my damp forehead. “Did you stay still for Mommy?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I whispered, voice cracked from the night.

“Did you stay quiet?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was warm, almost tender. “Good girl.”

Claire leaned over the bars, her perfume sweet and sharp. “Time to check her properly.”

Mommy tugged the blanket down, exposing me in the thick diaper and ribbon bow. The padding was warm, swollen, humiliating.

She pressed her palm to the front, squeezing gently. “Wet,” she murmured.

Heat flooded my face. “I—I couldn’t—”

“You weren’t supposed to,” she said simply, stroking the swollen padding. “Dolls don’t use toilets.”

Claire chuckled. “Exactly. She’s learning.”

Mommy unfastened the mittens, slipping them off my hands. My fingers tingled as blood rushed back, but I didn’t dare move. She kissed my knuckles softly, then pulled me gently upright against the bars.

“Say it,” she whispered.

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

Claire’s eyes glinted. “And Auntie’s too.”

Tears stung my eyes. “I’m Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll.”

“Good girl.” Mommy patted the diaper firmly, making it crinkle. “Now lie back. Auntie will do your change.”

I whimpered, but obeyed.

Claire untaped the swollen diaper, pulling it away with a laugh. “So wet. Such a messy little doll.” She wiped me slowly, deliberately, teasing each touch. Then she slid a fresh diaper beneath me — thicker, softer, smelling faintly of powder — and taped it snug.

“There.” She patted the front sharply. “All ready for another day.”

Mommy kissed my forehead again, her eyes gleaming. “See how easy it is? You sleep as our doll, you wake as our doll, you live as our doll. That’s who you are now.”

My chest heaved. My cock throbbed helplessly in its cage, pressing into the new padding.

And for the first time, I didn’t even try to deny it.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

When Mommy handed me the shopping list, my stomach turned cold. It wasn’t written in code or discreet language like before. It was clear as day:

– Two packs of adult diapers (pink, thick)
– Baby powder, lavender scented
– Lace training panties
– Oversized pacifier (display model okay)
– Nursery decals

I stared at the paper. “Mommy, I can’t. They’ll know.”

She slipped on her sunglasses, adjusting her lipstick in the mirror. “That’s the point, sweetheart.”

Claire leaned against the doorframe, smirking. “Time to go shopping.”

I swallowed hard. “Please—”

Mommy’s nails grazed my cheek. “You don’t have a choice, baby doll. You’ll carry the basket. We’ll do the talking.”

The store was bright and sterile, the shelves stacked high. My pulse roared in my ears as Mommy guided me down an aisle marked Incontinence / Special Care. The sign felt like a spotlight burning my skin.

Claire plucked items from the shelves with calm efficiency — the pink diapers, the powder, the pacifier. She dropped them into the basket I held like it was nothing.

“Hold it higher,” she said, eyes glinting. “Show Mommy what you’re buying.”

My cheeks burned as I lifted the basket. People passed by — strangers, ordinary shoppers. Some glanced. One or two lingered for a heartbeat too long.

Mommy’s smile was serene. “Good girl. Now the lace training panties.”

She led me down a smaller aisle lined with pastel underthings. Claire reached for a pair of frilly panties, holding them up against my chest. “Perfect for our doll.”

A clerk glanced over, eyebrows raised. My humiliation roared.

Mommy didn’t flinch. “We’ll take three pairs,” she told the clerk smoothly.

I wished the floor would open and swallow me whole. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, the diaper beneath my jeans crinkling faintly with every shift.

At checkout, Mommy handed me her card but made me swipe it myself. The clerk’s eyes flicked from the items to my blushing face and back again. A polite smile, but something knowing behind it.

“Have a nice day,” she said as she bagged the last item.

Mommy handed the bag to me. “Carry it, baby doll.”

On the sidewalk outside, Claire laughed softly. “So obedient.”

Mommy kissed my temple. “See? We’re making you real. No more secrets.”

The bag felt heavy in my hand. Not from the items — from the meaning. I was walking through the city in a diaper under my jeans, carrying a bag of my own humiliation in plain sight, owned by two women who no longer cared if anyone knew.

And part of me realized: neither did I.


Chapter Thirty

The bags from the store sat piled by the wall, plastic crackling when Mommy nudged them with her heel. “Time to unpack, baby doll,” she said smoothly.

My stomach lurched. “Mommy… no…”

Claire arched a brow. “What did we buy all this for, if not to use?”

She pulled out the first item — a roll of pastel wall decals, little cartoon clouds and bunnies. She handed it to me. “Put them up. Right there, above the crib.”

The crib. My “bed.” My prison.

I hesitated, but Mommy’s nails tapped the front of my diaper, sharp enough to make me flinch. “Do as Auntie says.”

With shaking hands, I peeled the decals and stuck them to the wall, one by one. A bunny smiling down at me, a cluster of stars above the bars. Each one sank the truth deeper: this wasn’t just play. They were building a nursery around me.

Next came the powder, placed neatly on a low shelf within reach of the crib. The lace panties were folded into a drawer Mommy labeled in looping script: Baby Doll’s Things. The pacifier was set carefully on the nightstand beside the crib, its plastic gleaming like a threat.

“Now the diapers,” Claire said, tugging the packs free. She stacked them with deliberate precision in a clear plastic bin. The word adult blazed across the packaging, humiliating in its openness.

“Count them,” Mommy ordered.

I swallowed. “Wh-what?”

“Count them. Dolls don’t lose track of their supplies.”

Heat burned across my cheeks as I whispered, “One… two… three…” all the way up to forty-eight. Each number scraped against my pride like sandpaper.

When I finished, Mommy kissed my temple. “Good girl.”

Claire stepped back, admiring the space. “It’s coming together. Soon it’ll look just like a real nursery.”

My chest heaved. “Please don’t—”

Mommy’s hand cupped my face, her thumb brushing my cheek. “Shh. This isn’t punishment anymore, sweetheart. This is your room. Your life. Your truth.”

Tears stung my eyes.

Claire pressed a folded onesie into my hands — pastel, trimmed with lace. “Put it in the drawer.”

I did. Slowly. My fingers trembled as I laid it beside the panties.

Mommy’s voice was calm, final. “By the end of this week, this will be the only room you sleep in. You’ll eat here, drink here, be changed here. Dolls don’t need bedrooms. They need nurseries.”

The words landed heavy, terrifying. But my cock throbbed in its cage, betraying me, grinding into the padding.

Claire smirked. “Look at her. She’s ready.”

And as I stood in the half-finished nursery, surrounded by diapers, decals, and humiliation made real, I realized they weren’t just changing the room.

They were changing me.


Chapter Thirty-One

By evening, the nursery looked finished.

The decals covered the wall above the crib in a pastel constellation of clouds and bunnies. The shelves were neatly stocked — powder, wipes, lotion, and stacked rows of thick diapers in plain sight. The drawer labeled Baby Doll’s Things bulged with lace panties, onesies, and socks. And in the corner sat the plush bear, its black button eyes fixed on me like it knew my shame.

Mommy stood in the doorway with Claire, surveying their work like artists admiring a masterpiece.

“Perfect,” Mommy murmured. “Time for the first ritual.”

My stomach twisted. “Mommy, please, not—”

Her eyes cut sharp to mine. “Baby dolls don’t argue about bedtime.”

Claire smirked, stepping forward with a fresh diaper in hand. “Up on the changing table.”

The “changing table” was just a sturdy dresser with a padded mat fixed on top, but it looked terrifyingly official. My legs shook as I climbed onto it, lying back while the diaper crinkled beneath me.

Mommy leaned over, brushing my hair from my damp forehead. “Hands on your chest. Eyes up.”

I obeyed, trembling.

Claire untaped the used diaper and peeled it away, exposing my caged cock and flushed skin. “Still leaking for us,” she teased, her fingers slow as she wiped me clean.

Heat roared through my face. “Please…”

“Please what?” Mommy asked softly.

“Please don’t make me—”

Her nails tapped the cage lightly. “Dolls don’t beg for less. They beg for more.”

A whimper broke from my throat.

Claire slid the fresh diaper under me, thick and powder-soft, folding it up snug and taping it tight. She patted the front firmly. “All sealed in.”

Mommy lifted a bottle from the shelf — glass, pink-tinted, filled with warm milk. She settled onto the crib mattress and patted her lap. “Come here.”

I shuffled over, double-diapered, thighs forced apart. She pulled me down so my head rested against her chest. The nipple pressed to my lips.

“Drink.”

I whimpered, but obeyed. Warm milk filled my mouth as she stroked my hair, rocking me gently.

Claire stood above us, arms folded, watching with a smile. “She looks perfect.”

Mommy kissed my forehead. “She is perfect. She’s our baby doll.”

My chest heaved, shame burning hot and unbearable. But my cock throbbed helplessly against the cage, pressed deep into the thick new padding.

When the bottle emptied, Mommy laid me back in the crib, pulling the blanket up over my chest. The bars clicked into place with finality.

“There,” she whispered. “All tucked in. All ours.”

Claire leaned down, tying the satin ribbon bow snug around my neck. “Sweet dreams, doll.”

The lamp dimmed, leaving me staring at pastel bunnies on the wall, crinkling under layers of humiliation, the taste of warm milk still in my mouth.

And I realized with aching clarity: this wasn’t just a nursery anymore. It was my world.


Chapter Thirty-Two

The next morning, I woke to the sound of the crib bars sliding open.

Mommy’s shadow loomed above me, her voice soft but commanding. “Rise and shine, baby doll. Time for your new routine.”

I rubbed my eyes with mittened hands, the satin bow still tied at my throat. The diaper was swollen, humiliatingly warm.

Claire appeared in the doorway, holding a clipboard. “We’ve written out a schedule for her,” she said casually, flipping the page. “Breakfast bottle, posture drills, playtime, afternoon change, corner time, then nap.”

My stomach twisted. A whole day. A whole life.

Mommy slid her hands under my arms and lifted me gently from the crib, setting me down on the rug. The padding forced me into a waddle, thighs spread awkwardly.

“Hands behind your back. Kneel.”

I obeyed, cheeks burning.

Claire crouched in front of me, holding up a rattle — plastic, pastel, humiliating. “Playtime comes later. First, your morning feeding.”

Mommy lowered herself onto the nursery chair, patting her lap. I crawled over on all fours, the diaper crinkling loudly. She pulled me up, holding me like a child, pressing a bottle to my lips.

“Drink,” she murmured.

Warm milk filled my mouth as she rocked me, humming softly. Claire snapped a photo, the shutter echoing. “Perfect. That’s going in the album.”

When the bottle was empty, Mommy set me back on the rug. “Now posture drills. Show Auntie your display stance.”

I rose shakily, placing one hand on the front of my diaper, the other bent at my hip, chin tilted down. My cock throbbed helplessly in its cage, grinding against the padding.

“Hold,” Mommy said.

I froze while Claire circled me, inspecting. “Not bad. But she needs to smile.”

Mommy reached out and pinched my cheeks gently until my lips curved upward. “Better.”

The drill lasted minutes that felt like hours. My thighs burned, my neck ached, but I stayed still because I knew the rules. Dolls don’t move until told.

Finally, Claire clapped her hands. “Playtime.”

She scattered a few toys across the rug — the rattle, a plush bunny, a set of plastic stacking rings.

“On your knees. Entertain us.”

Humiliation scalded me as I crawled forward, picking up the rattle with my mittened hands, shaking it weakly. The sound was sharp and childish. Mommy and Claire sipped coffee, watching like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Louder,” Claire ordered.

I shook it harder, the rattle clattering like thunder in my ears.

Mommy smiled. “Good girl. Now hug your bunny.”

I wrapped my arms around the plush bear, burying my face in its fur, my diaper crinkling with every move.

“Perfect,” Claire said, snapping another photo.

By midday, I was trembling with exhaustion, humiliation, and arousal so sharp it ached. Mommy stroked my hair, soothing. “See, baby doll? You don’t just sleep in your nursery. You live in it.”

And as I knelt there hugging my toy, my cage biting cruelly, I realized she was right. This wasn’t playtime.

It was my life now.


Chapter Thirty-Three

The clipboard appeared again, this time with neat columns drawn across the page.

At the top, written in Mommy’s looping script: Baby Doll’s Obedience Chart.

My stomach flipped as Claire tapped the paper with her pen. “New rules. From now on, your behavior is tracked. You earn stars for obedience. You lose them for whining, fidgeting, or forgetting your place.”

Mommy smiled softly, stroking my cheek. “Ten stars, and you get a treat. No stars, and you get punishment.”

“What kind of treat?” I whispered.

Her eyes glinted. “Maybe a pat on your cage. Maybe a stroke. Maybe permission to sit in Mommy’s lap without your diaper for a minute.”

Heat roared through me. My cock pressed desperately against the cage, the padding muffling the ache.

Claire’s grin sharpened. “And punishment? Let’s say—corner time, paddlings, extra-thick diapers.”

Tears stung my eyes. “Please—”

“Begging without being told?” Claire’s pen scratched a line through a box. “Minus one.”

Mommy tilted my chin up. “Careful, baby doll. You’ve already lost a star.”

They set the clipboard on the nursery shelf where I could see it from the crib, every mark a constant reminder.

“Now let’s test her,” Claire said. She stood in front of me, snapping her fingers. “Kneel. Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed instantly, diaper crinkling as I sank down.

“Good. That’s one star.” Mommy drew a neat gold star in the box.

Claire leaned close, her perfume sharp. “Moan for Auntie.”

A soft sound slipped out of my throat, high and needy.

“Better. Another star.”

The praise lit me up with shame and heat at once. I wanted more.

Then Mommy whispered, “Display posture.”

I shifted, one hand on my diaper, chin tilted down. My thighs burned from the position, but I held it.

“Three stars,” Claire announced.

But when my eyes flicked up toward the clipboard, Mommy’s hand smacked the front of my diaper sharply. “No peeking, baby doll.”

Claire’s pen scratched again. “Minus one. Two stars total.”

The ache in my chest deepened. I hadn’t realized until then how badly I wanted to see those stars fill the page.

“Say it,” Mommy murmured.

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll.”

“And Auntie’s,” Claire pressed.

“I’m Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll.”

Their smiles glowed.

Mommy kissed my forehead. “Good girl. Back to three stars.”

Claire tapped the chart. “See how easy it is? Obey, and you’re rewarded. Disobey, and you suffer.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage. My pride burned. But a deeper truth hollowed me out: I wanted those stars.

I wanted to earn them.


Chapter Thirty-Four

By the third day, the chart was already filling up with neat gold stars. Three here for kneeling without hesitation, two there for bottle-feeding quietly, another for holding my display posture until my thighs ached.

I thought maybe — just maybe — I was learning.

That’s when Mommy smiled that slow, dangerous smile. “Time to see what happens when you’re naughty.”

Claire tapped the chart with her pen. “She needs to understand both sides of the system. Stars are sweet, but punishment… that’s what makes them stick.”

My chest tightened. “Mommy, I’ll be good—”

“Shh.” Her finger pressed to my lips. “You don’t get to decide.”

They had me kneel in the center of the rug, hands behind my back, ribbon bow tied snug at my throat. My diaper was fresh, the padding thick, the cage biting cruelly underneath.

“Baby doll,” Claire said sweetly. “Stand.”

I rose to my feet, legs wobbling from the bulk.

“Now,” she said, “walk to the wall. Quietly. No sound.”

I started forward, the crinkle loud with each step. I tried to move slowly, carefully, but the plug inside shifted, the cage pressed, and a whimper escaped my throat before I could stop it.

“Minus one,” Claire sang.

My heart sank.

“Again,” Mommy said. “Back to the rug.”

I turned, crinkle louder this time, panic rising. Another small gasp slipped out as I reached the center.

“Minus one more.”

I dropped to my knees. “Please, I can’t—”

Claire’s smile sharpened. “Minus another. Down to zero.”

Mommy knelt in front of me, her eyes warm but unyielding. “See how easy it is to lose them, sweetheart?”

Tears stung my eyes. “Mommy, please, I’ll do better—”

Her palm stroked my cheek. “I know you will. But dolls need discipline. Lay across Auntie’s lap.”

My chest heaved, but I obeyed, crawling shakily into position. Claire’s thighs were firm beneath me, the diaper spread humiliatingly wide as she adjusted me with a smirk.

Mommy retrieved the pink heart paddle from the drawer. She placed it in Claire’s hand. “Ten swats. Hard. Make her count.”

The first smack landed sharp and loud, the padding absorbing the sting but magnifying the shame.

“One,” I choked out.

Smack.

“Two.”

By five, I was sobbing, my voice cracking. By ten, my hips twitched helplessly, cock throbbing painfully inside the cage.

Claire patted the back of the diaper with mock affection. “All finished. Such a noisy little doll.”

Mommy lifted my chin, kissing my damp cheek. “And now you understand. Obedience brings stars. Mistakes bring punishment. Both belong to Mommy and Auntie.”

They led me back to kneel in front of the chart. The row was empty, wiped clean.

“Start again,” Mommy whispered. “Earn them back.”

My tears blurred the gold boxes on the page. My pride ached. My cock throbbed.

And somewhere deep inside, I wanted to try.


Chapter Thirty-Five

By the end of the week, the chart was half-filled again. Stars clustered in neat rows for kneeling, bottle-feeding, playtime, and corner drills.

But the memory of the swats still burned every time I saw the empty spaces.

Mommy noticed, of course. She always noticed.

At breakfast, while she guided a spoon of mushy oatmeal toward my mouth, she smiled that slow, deliberate smile. “We’ve decided your chart isn’t private anymore.”

My chest clenched. “Mommy—”

Claire sipped her coffee, her eyes sharp. “From now on, if you don’t keep it full, we’ll show it to someone.”

I froze. “Someone?”

Mommy nodded. “Maybe the salesgirl at the boutique. Maybe the clerk from the diaper aisle. Maybe even a neighbor.”

My stomach dropped. “No, please, Mommy, you can’t—”

Her spoon pressed to my lips, smearing oatmeal on my cheek when I hesitated. “Swallow.”

I obeyed, tears burning my eyes.

Claire set the clipboard down on the table, angled so I could see it while I chewed. “If you’re good, no one ever sees. If you’re bad…” Her smile widened. “Well. I’m sure someone would find it very interesting to read how many times you wet your diapers or forgot to smile for us.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage at the threat, humiliation surging through me.

“Say it,” Mommy whispered, wiping the oatmeal from my cheek with her thumb.

“I’m Mommy’s baby doll,” I whispered.

“And Auntie’s too,” Claire added.

“I’m Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll.”

“Good girl.” Mommy kissed my forehead, her lipstick marking my skin. “Then keep your chart full. Make us proud.”

The day’s drills began immediately. Kneeling, moaning, playtime with the bunny. Every action earned or lost stars.

But this time, every mark on the chart carried a new weight. Every mistake was a threat of exposure. Every star was a shield against the humiliation of someone else seeing the truth.

By the evening, I was trembling with effort, desperate to obey, desperate to keep the rows filled.

Mommy stroked my hair as she tucked me into the crib, her voice soft but sure. “See, sweetheart? Obedience isn’t just for Mommy and Auntie now. It’s for anyone we choose.”

Claire leaned over the bars, smirking. “And you’ll never know who until it’s too late.”

The bars clicked shut. My cock throbbed helplessly in its cage.

And I realized I wasn’t just playing to please them anymore. I was playing to protect myself from the world outside.


Chapter Thirty-Six

Saturday morning, the bell rang.

My heart nearly stopped when Mommy glanced at Claire with a conspiratorial smile. “Perfect timing,” she whispered.

Claire straightened her blouse, hiding the chart behind her back. “Remember our deal, doll. Stars full, no one sees. But if you stumble…”

Terror crawled through me. “Mommy, please, not today—”

“Shh.” Her finger pressed firmly to my lips. “Baby dolls don’t negotiate. They obey.”

The door opened, and Mrs. Hanley from next door stepped inside, clutching a plate of cookies. She was sweet, silver-haired, and always asked too many questions.

“Thought I’d drop these by!” she said warmly. “Such a lovely couple you two make.”

I stood frozen in the nursery doorway, mittened hands trembling at my sides, diaper thick and obvious under the frilly onesie Claire had strapped me into.

Mommy’s voice was honey-smooth. “Thank you, that’s so kind. Why don’t you sit a moment? We were just finishing a little… project.”

My stomach knotted. The clipboard gleamed in Claire’s hands.

Mrs. Hanley set the plate on the table and looked toward me. “And who’s this?”

Heat roared through my face. I wanted the floor to swallow me.

Mommy’s smile was patient, perfect. “A friend of ours. Very special. She’s helping us with something.”

Claire tapped the chart lightly against her thigh. My blood ran cold.

I shuffled a step closer, the diaper’s crinkle deafening in the quiet. “H-hello,” I whispered.

Mrs. Hanley smiled kindly, completely oblivious. “Well aren’t you precious. That bow looks darling on you.”

My knees nearly buckled.

Mommy guided her back toward the door with practiced grace, chatting about weather and recipes. The chart never left Claire’s hand, a silent weapon.

When the door finally shut, I collapsed to my knees on the rug, trembling.

Claire crouched in front of me, eyes gleaming. “See how close you came?”

Mommy stroked my hair, kissing the top of my head. “One wrong move, and she’d have known everything. That’s why you need to keep your stars, sweetheart. It’s not just us you’re performing for anymore.”

My chest heaved, shame burning deep, my cock aching unbearably in the cage.

I realized then that every visitor, every stranger, was a threat they could unleash at any time.

And the chart wasn’t just a nursery game.

It was my leash.


Chapter Thirty-Seven

The clipboard hung from a pink ribbon now, always visible, always watching. Mommy had pinned it to the wall above the nursery shelf, but today she took it down and tucked it under her arm.

“Field trip,” she said softly.

My blood went cold. “Mommy, please, I can’t—”

Her hand slid under my chin, tilting my face up. “You don’t get to decide.”

Claire knelt in front of me, strapping my shoes over the thick diaper bulging under my skirt. “She’s had enough practice. Time to see how well she obeys in the real world.”

I shook my head desperately. “No one can see—”

“Minus one for whining,” Claire said, marking the chart.

Tears stung my eyes.

They led me to the car, every step loud with crinkle, the cage biting cruelly against the swollen padding. The seatbelt pressed across my chest like a restraint.

Mommy glanced at me in the rearview mirror. “If you behave, no one will know. If you don’t…” She tapped the chart on the dashboard. “We’ll show someone.”

My throat ached. “Yes, Mommy.”

The drive felt endless. When the car stopped, my heart nearly stopped too: a quiet café at the edge of town, half-empty, with a chalkboard sign that read Homemade Pies.

Claire leaned back, grinning. “Perfect. Somewhere small. Intimate.”

I could barely move as they guided me inside, the skirt swishing, the diaper loud in my ears.

The waitress, a bored-looking college girl, seated us by the window. She smiled, took their order for coffee and pie, and left.

I sat trembling, hands folded, head down.

Mommy laid the clipboard flat on the table. The waitress returned, pouring coffee, her eyes flicking to the page before sliding away again. My chest seized.

Stars, tallies, neat boxes. Baby Doll’s Obedience Chart.

I wanted to crawl under the table and vanish.

When the waitress left again, Claire whispered, “One slip and she’ll see. Keep your posture. Keep your smile.”

My lips curved shakily upward, my thighs burning as I held myself in perfect doll stance.

The coffee steam curled in the air. The pie smelled sweet. My cage throbbed painfully with every breath.

Mommy reached across the table, stroking my cheek with her nail. “Good girl. Stars for that.” She drew a gold star on the chart right in front of me.

The sound of the pen scratching felt louder than anything else in the room.

By the time we left, I was dizzy with humiliation, my skin hot, my cock aching unbearably.

But my row of stars gleamed brighter than ever.

And deep down, I knew I’d do anything — anything — to keep them there.


Chapter Thirty-Eight

The pie sat half-eaten on the plate. My stomach churned with every bite, not from the food but from the pressure building inside me.

The cage pressed cruelly, the padding swollen from earlier. I hadn’t been changed since morning, and the bottle Mommy had made me drink before leaving sloshed heavy in my bladder.

Claire noticed first, of course. She leaned across the table, her voice sweet but sharp. “She’s squirming.”

Mommy’s eyes glinted. “Are you holding something, baby doll?”

I froze. The waitress was only a few tables away, wiping down silverware. My throat tightened. “N-no, Mommy.”

“Minus one,” Claire said immediately, scratching the chart.

Tears stung my eyes. “Please—”

Mommy’s nail tapped the clipboard. “We’ll do this the easy way, sweetheart. Or the hard way.”

The pressure grew unbearable, my thighs clenching under the table. The skirt barely covered the diaper’s edge.

“Let go,” Mommy whispered.

My eyes went wide. “Here?”

“Yes.” Her smile was cruelly soft. “Right here. Right now.”

The waitress walked past with a tray. My body trembled violently.

“Do it,” Claire hissed. “Or I’ll hold the chart up for her to see.”

The threat pierced me. My chest heaved. And then, shame hotter than fire, I let go.

The diaper swelled, warmth spreading, crinkling audibly as I shifted. My face burned so hot I thought it would melt.

Claire’s pen scratched again. “Minus one for hesitation. But one star for obedience.”

I wanted to die.

The waitress glanced our way briefly, smiling politely, completely unaware. My whole world felt like it was caving in, but to her it was just another quiet afternoon.

Mommy reached under the table, pressing her palm firmly against the soaked padding. My whole body jolted.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You did as you were told.”

Her hand lingered, stroking the swollen front, the cage biting cruelly against the padding. “But you’ll earn your punishment when we get home.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully, tears hot in my eyes.

When the bill came, the clipboard lay flat on the table again. The waitress’s eyes flicked to it a second time. She didn’t read, but my pulse thundered.

The risk was enough to split me open.

By the time we left, I was trembling so badly I could barely walk.

The stars on the chart gleamed. But the punishment waiting at home gleamed brighter.


Chapter Thirty-Nine

The ride home was silent, except for the crinkle of my soaked diaper and the pounding of my heart. Mommy drove calmly, humming under her breath, while Claire sat beside me in the back, the clipboard balanced on her knees.

Every so often, she tapped the pen against it, making me flinch. “Soaked in public,” she whispered. “That deserves a permanent mark.”

My stomach twisted. “Please, Auntie, no one saw—”

Her nail traced the column of boxes. “That’s not the point. The point is, you’re ours to display if we want.”

Mommy’s eyes met mine in the mirror. “And we will.”

When we got home, they didn’t lead me to the nursery right away. Instead, Claire tugged me into the living room, pushing me down onto the floor rug.

“On your knees. Spread them.”

The diaper sagged heavily between my thighs, crinkling, swollen.

Mommy crouched in front of me, lifting her phone. The flash blinked before I even had time to beg.

A photo. My soaked, sagging diaper framed perfectly.

“Please, Mommy, delete it—”

She silenced me with a kiss on the forehead. “This goes right next to your chart. A reminder for every time you hesitate again.”

Claire grabbed a roll of tape from the desk and pressed the photo to the wall beside the clipboard, the glossy image glaring under the nursery light.

“There,” she said. “Permanent punishment. Every time you look at your stars, you’ll see this too.”

Tears burned my eyes. I wanted to tear it down, hide it, shred it — but I couldn’t move.

Mommy guided me onto the changing table, peeling the soaked diaper away with slow precision. The air was cold against my skin, my cock caged and red.

“Spread wider.”

I obeyed, sobbing softly as she wiped me clean.

Claire leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Imagine if we’d shown that waitress. Imagine if Mommy had texted her this picture.”

My whole body shook.

Mommy slid a fresh, thicker diaper beneath me, powdered, taped, and sealed it with a firm pat. The bulk forced my thighs apart more than usual, the thickness unmistakable.

“There,” she said softly. “Punished and protected.”

Claire hung the chart back on the wall, penning in neat letters across the margin: Public Slip — Photo Posted.

The words burned hotter than any spanking.

Mommy stroked my hair as she tucked me back into the crib. “Every star you earn now, you’ll see what it cost you when you failed. That’s how dolls learn.”

Claire kissed my cheek with mocking sweetness. “Sweet dreams, soggy doll.”

The bars clicked shut, leaving me staring at the chart and the damning photo taped beside it.

And I realized: my humiliation wasn’t just a memory anymore. It was evidence.


Chapter Forty

The photo didn’t stay alone for long.

By the next morning, Claire came into the nursery with a wide, leather-bound book in her arms. It was pink, embossed with gold letters across the front.

Baby Doll’s Scrapbook.

My stomach lurched. “Mommy, please—”

She set it on the shelf, stroking the cover like it was something precious. “This isn’t just about stars anymore, sweetheart. This is about keeping a history. Every doll needs a baby book.”

Claire flipped it open to the first page. The photo from last night stared back at me, taped neatly onto pink paper. Underneath, in looping handwriting: First Public Accident.

Tears blurred my vision.

Mommy smiled, pressing a pacifier into my mouth. “Shh. Don’t pout. It’s not all punishment. Good girls get pages too.”

Claire snapped another photo on her phone as I knelt, cheeks wet, pacifier bobbing between my lips. “There. Perfect. ‘First Morning Paci Obedience.’”

The page turned, another empty space waiting.

They made me crawl across the rug, clutch the plush bunny, rattle it for them until my arms shook. Flash — another photo. Playtime Obedience.

Then came posture drills, my thighs burning as I held still. Flash. Display Stance.

Each humiliation immortalized, not in memory but in glossy prints taped onto pastel paper, neat captions written in Mommy’s hand.

When Claire finally shut the book with a satisfied snap, my chest heaved with humiliation and helpless arousal.

“You see, doll?” she whispered, leaning close. “This book is your life now. Every moment — sweet or shameful — goes in here. And if you ever forget who you are, we’ll show you. Or show someone else.”

Mommy kissed my forehead, soft and certain. “You’ll be proud of it someday, sweetheart. All our baby dolls are.”

The pacifier muffled my whimper.

The scrapbook gleamed on the shelf, right beside the chart. Two records now. Two leashes.

And I knew both would grow thicker, page by page, star by star, until there was no part of me left unclaimed.


Chapter Forty-One

By the third night, the scrapbook wasn’t just sitting on the shelf anymore. It had its own place now — on a low stand at the foot of the crib, where I could see its pink cover every time I lifted my eyes.

When Mommy came in, she didn’t have a bottle in her hand. She had the book.

“Up,” she murmured.

I crawled out of the crib on all fours, the diaper thick between my thighs, the cage pressing cruelly underneath. My mittens muffled my hands, my ribbon bow snug at my throat.

Claire was already sitting on the nursery chair, sipping tea, the clipboard on her lap. “Time for the new ritual,” she said, smiling.

Mommy settled onto the rug, patting the space in front of her. “Kneel here, baby doll.”

I obeyed, trembling.

She opened the scrapbook to the first page. The photo of my public accident gleamed under the lamplight.

“First Public Accident,” she read aloud in a soft, almost storybook tone. “Our baby doll wet her diaper at the café because Mommy told her to. She obeyed, even though she was scared.”

Claire leaned forward, eyes glinting. “Say it back.”

My throat worked. “I wet my diaper at the café because Mommy told me to. I obeyed, even though I was scared.”

“Good girl,” Mommy murmured. She turned the page.

“First Morning Paci Obedience,” she read. “Our baby doll knelt on the rug and sucked her pacifier like a good girl while Auntie watched.”

My face burned. “I knelt on the rug and sucked my pacifier like a good girl while Auntie watched.”

Another page. Another caption. Another recitation.

Claire marked the chart as I spoke, her pen scratching neat little stars and minuses in the boxes. Every mistake — a stammer, a too-long pause — earned a deduction. Every clean recitation earned a star.

By the fifth page, my voice had gone soft and high, the pacifier bobbing between my lips as I spoke around it.

Mommy stroked my hair. “You’re learning to remember, sweetheart. Dolls need to be reminded of who they are.”

Claire closed the book with a soft snap. “And soon she won’t need to be reminded. She’ll know every caption by heart.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, pressed into the thick diaper. My eyes stung with tears.

Mommy kissed my forehead, her voice warm but absolute. “Every night, we’ll read your pages together until you can say them without help. Then we’ll add more.”

Claire smirked. “One day, we’ll bring someone in to hear you recite them out loud.”

A whimper broke from my throat, muffled by the pacifier.

Mommy smiled, satisfied. “That’s enough for tonight. Back into your crib.”

I crawled in, curling up as she tucked the blanket over me. The scrapbook lay open at the foot of the crib, my own captions staring back at me like a mirror.

And I realized the book wasn’t just recording my humiliation. It was scripting me.


Chapter Forty-Two

I thought the scrapbook ritual was unbearable already — kneeling, reciting my own captions, hearing Mommy’s soft voice turn my failures into bedtime stories.

But tonight, when the doorbell rang, I knew something worse was coming.

Claire returned with someone behind her: Lydia, Mommy’s friend from work. She was tall, sharp-eyed, dressed in a black blazer and pencil skirt, her lipstick the same shade as Mommy’s.

“Hope you don’t mind me stopping by,” she said smoothly. “Claire told me you had a new… project.”

My chest seized. Project. That word alone was enough to twist the knife.

Mommy guided Lydia into the nursery with casual grace. The scrapbook already lay open on the rug, its pages gleaming under the lamp.

“Baby doll,” Mommy said sweetly, “time to show Lydia your bedtime ritual.”

My knees nearly buckled. “Mommy, please, not in front of—”

“Minus one,” Claire said instantly, marking the chart.

Tears blurred my eyes as Mommy pointed to the rug. “Kneel.”

I obeyed, diaper crinkling, ribbon bow tight at my throat. My cock throbbed miserably in the cage.

Mommy opened the scrapbook to the first page. Her voice was gentle, sing-song, like a lullaby. “First Public Accident. Our baby doll wet her diaper at the café because Mommy told her to. She obeyed, even though she was scared.”

Her eyes met mine. “Repeat it.”

Shame clawed at my throat, but I spoke, voice cracking. “I… I wet my diaper at the café because Mommy told me to. I obeyed, even though I was scared.”

Lydia’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. She crossed one leg over the other, watching intently.

“Good,” Mommy cooed, stroking my hair. She turned the page.

“First Morning Paci Obedience. Our baby doll knelt on the rug and sucked her pacifier like a good girl while Auntie watched.”

The pacifier was pushed between my lips, and I had to mumble the words around it, drool sliding down my chin as Lydia’s eyes glittered with amusement.

Page by page, humiliation by humiliation, I recited them all. Claire marked the chart with neat stars when I spoke clearly, minuses when I stammered.

By the final page, my cheeks were wet, my cock throbbed painfully against the thick padding, and my voice had shrunk to a whisper.

Mommy kissed my forehead softly. “Good girl. Stars for that.”

Claire closed the book with a snap. “And what do you say, doll?”

“I’m Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll,” I whispered, broken.

Lydia leaned forward, her voice low and amused. “She’s exquisite. You’ve trained her beautifully.”

My chest heaved, tears burning hot as Mommy tucked the scrapbook back onto its stand.

The ritual wasn’t mine anymore. It was theirs. And now, it had witnesses.


Chapter Forty-Three

Lydia returned two nights later.

I knew before the door even opened. The scrapbook had been laid out on the nursery rug again, a fresh page already waiting. The chart gleamed with new columns, a clean row titled Guest Training.

Claire straightened my ribbon bow. “You’ll want to do well tonight, doll. Lydia’s got a sharp eye.”

Mommy guided me onto the rug, diaper thick, mittens snug, pacifier tied on a ribbon around my neck. “Kneel. Eyes down.”

The door creaked open, and Lydia stepped inside, heels clicking against the floor. She set her purse down on the dresser, her eyes sweeping over me with slow precision.

“Your doll looks even more precious this time,” she said smoothly.

Mommy smiled warmly. “She’s learning.”

Claire picked up the clipboard, tapping it with her pen. “Shall we test her?”

Lydia crouched in front of me, one manicured hand tilting my chin upward. “Say it for me. Who do you belong to?”

My chest heaved. “I belong to Mommy and Auntie.”

Her smile widened. “And tonight, you belong to me too.”

The words made my stomach twist, but Mommy stroked my hair, nodding. “Say it, sweetheart.”

“I… I belong to you too, Miss Lydia.”

The pen scratched. Claire smiled. “Good girl. First star.”

Lydia circled me slowly, heels clicking. “Stand up. Hands on your diaper.”

I obeyed, trembling, the padding crinkling loud in the quiet.

“Pat it,” she ordered softly.

Heat surged up my face as I patted the swollen front, my cage pressing unbearably against the thickness.

“Louder,” she snapped.

I slapped the padding harder, the sound obscene, echoing in the nursery. Tears stung my eyes.

“Perfect,” Lydia purred. She glanced back at Mommy. “She’s very responsive.”

“Wait until you see her play posture,” Claire said, smirking.

They guided me down onto all fours, pushing a plush bunny into my arms. “Crawl,” Lydia ordered.

I crawled awkwardly across the rug, diaper crinkling, bunny clutched tight. My humiliation burned so hot I could barely breathe, but every second their pens scratched — stars, notes, deductions.

At the end, Mommy lifted her phone. Flash.

Lydia smiled at the picture. “That one goes in the scrapbook. First Guest Training.”

I sagged onto the rug, trembling, the pacifier pressed back between my lips.

Mommy kissed the top of my head. “Good girl. You’ve made us very proud tonight.”

Claire wrote the final star of the row, her voice sweet. “And tomorrow, you’ll get to see what Miss Lydia added to your book.”

The thought made my chest ache, my cock throb painfully in its cage, and my shame cut even deeper.

My scrapbook wasn’t just Mommy’s and Claire’s anymore. It was Lydia’s too.


Chapter Forty-Four

Lydia didn’t wait for another invitation. By the following weekend, she walked into the nursery as though she owned it.

Her blazer was gone this time, replaced by a silk blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers. Still sharp, still commanding, but softer around the edges.

Mommy kissed her cheek in greeting. Claire handed her the clipboard without hesitation.

“She’s yours for the evening,” Claire said with a smirk.

My stomach clenched. “Mommy, please—”

“Minus one,” Lydia said coolly, pen scratching across the chart.

I froze.

Her gaze flicked down at me, sharp and deliberate. “On your knees. Hands on your thighs. Eyes down.”

The diaper forced my legs wide as I obeyed, my face burning, my cage throbbing painfully.

Mommy settled into the chair, watching with calm satisfaction. Claire leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, grinning.

Lydia circled me slowly, heels clicking. “Such pretty packaging. Thick diaper. Bow on the neck. She’s ready for display.”

She crouched in front of me, lifting the pacifier to my lips and tying the ribbon snug. “Suck.”

I obeyed, cheeks hollowing, drool slipping down my chin.

“Good girl.” The pen scratched again. “One star.”

The ritual repeated itself: crawling, rattling, hugging the plush bunny, moaning on command. But with Lydia, every order cut sharper, every star burned brighter, because the chart now had a new column: Lydia’s Rules.

And the scrapbook — God, the scrapbook.

She added a new page herself, neat handwriting in ink beneath a photo she snapped: First Guest Obedience.

Claire kissed the top of my head. “Now your scrapbook belongs to all three of us.”

Mommy stroked my hair softly. “And soon, baby doll, so will you.”

Lydia smiled, closing the book with deliberate care. “I’ll be back. She’s too much fun to leave alone.”

My cock throbbed, my pride shattered, my body trembling in its cage.

The scrapbook gleamed on the shelf, thicker now. The chart gleamed on the wall, rows filling under three different hands.

And I knew — I wasn’t just Mommy’s and Auntie’s baby doll anymore. I was Lydia’s too.


Chapter Forty-Five

Lydia arrived with a leather tote this time. She set it down on the dresser with a heavy thud, her eyes glittering as she unbuttoned her coat.

“I thought it was time I added something of my own,” she said smoothly.

Claire perked up immediately. “What did you bring?”

Lydia smiled, sliding a folded length of fabric from the bag. Not silk. Not lace. Denim.

It was a bib — oversized, with stitched letters across the front in pink thread: Doll’s Messy Girl.

My stomach lurched.

Mommy clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Oh, Lydia, that’s perfect.”

Claire grabbed the scrapbook, flipping to a fresh page. “First Lydia Ritual. This will look beautiful here.”

Lydia walked toward me slowly, bib dangling from her hand. “On your knees, doll.”

I sank down, diaper crinkling, my cage pressing cruelly against the bulk.

She tied the bib around my neck, the stiff denim heavy on my chest, the pink letters glaring against my skin.

“Now,” she said, taking a small jar from her tote — bright orange baby food. Carrots. The smell hit me before the lid even twisted off.

“Open.”

My lips parted reluctantly. She spooned the mush in, smearing the edges across my cheeks when I hesitated.

Mommy stroked my hair, cooing. “Swallow for Miss Lydia.”

I swallowed, my face burning hot.

Claire’s pen scratched against the chart. “Stars for obedience. Minus one for hesitation.”

The ritual stretched into humiliation: spoon after spoon, Lydia deliberately missing my mouth, smearing my cheeks, chin, even my bib until the words “Doll’s Messy Girl” were streaked with orange.

When the jar was empty, she held up her phone. Flash. Another photo.

“Perfect,” Lydia purred. “Her first messy meal.”

Claire pasted the picture into the scrapbook immediately, writing the caption in elegant ink: First Lydia Ritual: Messy Girl.

Mommy kissed my sticky cheek softly, lipstick pressing into the mess. “Good girl. You made us proud tonight.”

Lydia untied the bib, folding it neatly. “This stays here now. Every visit, she wears it for me.”

I trembled, diaper crinkling, my cage throbbing painfully. My bib. My scrapbook page. My chart column.

I wasn’t just theirs anymore.

I was Lydia’s too.


Chapter Forty-Six

The bib hung on the nursery hook now, right beside the pacifiers and ribbons. Every time I glanced at it, my stomach turned.

When Lydia arrived again, her eyes went straight to it. She plucked it from the hook and draped it over her arm. “Ready for our little outing?”

My chest seized. “O-outing?”

Mommy stroked my cheek with a gentle smile. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. We’re not marching you through the grocery store. Not yet.”

Claire smirked. “Think smaller. Think scarier.”

Lydia crouched in front of me, tying the bib snugly around my neck. “You’re coming to the car with us. Just a drive. But if you displease me…” Her finger tapped the stitched pink letters: Doll’s Messy Girl. “…I’ll roll down the window and wave hello to anyone we pass.”

My heart thundered in my chest. “Please, Miss Lydia—”

“Minus one,” Claire sang, pen scratching the chart.

They led me out the front door. The bib felt enormous, even though a jacket had been draped over my shoulders to hide most of it. I could still feel the words burning against my chest like a brand.

In the backseat, Lydia slid in beside me, crossing her legs casually. The clipboard rested on her lap. “Let’s test her composure.”

Mommy drove slowly through town, every stoplight a fresh terror.

“Hands folded,” Lydia ordered.

I folded them tightly over my lap, diaper crinkling beneath.

“Smile.”

I forced my lips upward, my face trembling.

Claire glanced back from the passenger seat, grinning. “She looks ready for show-and-tell.”

At one point, Lydia tugged the jacket aside just enough to reveal the pink-stitched words. My blood went cold. A pedestrian walked past the car window — a teenager, earbuds in, oblivious.

Lydia didn’t roll the window down. But she could have.

And that possibility burned hotter than anything.

By the time we pulled back into the driveway, I was shaking, tears streaking my cheeks.

Mommy kissed my forehead. “You were brave, sweetheart.”

Lydia untied the bib with deliberate slowness, folding it neatly. “One star for composure. One minus for whining. But overall? A successful test.”

Claire wrote the caption neatly beneath a new photo of me strapped in the car seat, bib strings tied snug at my throat. First Public Risk: Messy Girl Drive.

The scrapbook closed with a snap.

I sagged onto the rug, diaper heavy, cock throbbing in its cage, humiliation scalding me from the inside out.

The outside world wasn’t safe anymore. Mommy, Auntie, and Lydia had carried my shame across the threshold.

And I knew this was only the beginning.


Chapter Forty-Seven

The bib wasn’t hanging on the nursery hook anymore. It was folded neatly in Lydia’s tote, ready.

She sat on the edge of the crib, crossing her legs, her lipstick flawless. “Last time was practice. Tonight, she goes inside.”

My stomach dropped. “Inside?”

Mommy smoothed my hair. “Just a small shop, sweetheart. Quiet. Nobody will look at you if you behave.”

Claire lifted the scrapbook, tapping a blank page. “And if she doesn’t behave, well…” Her grin widened. “We’ll have something very special to paste in here.”

Lydia tugged the bib strings out and tied them snug around my neck, tucking the fabric beneath my coat so only the pink ribbons peeked out at the collar. “If anyone looks closely, they’ll see. That’s enough.”

The car ride was a blur. My heart hammered so loudly I thought the whole world could hear it.

Mommy parked outside a little corner pharmacy, the kind with shelves of lotion and baby powder in the window.

Claire turned in her seat. “Here’s the rule, doll: follow Mommy, carry her basket, smile. One wrong move and Miss Lydia pulls your coat aside.”

The ribbons tickled my throat like burning threads.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of soap and plastic. The cashier barely looked up as the bell jingled.

Mommy handed me a small plastic basket. “Hold it with both hands.”

I obeyed, the basket digging into my mittened palms, diaper crinkling as I walked.

She led me down an aisle lined with bottles of baby oil, wipes, and powder. My knees shook as she picked items off the shelf, dropping them into the basket. Every sound of the plastic clatter echoed like thunder.

Claire trailed behind, snapping discreet photos on her phone. Lydia stayed close, one hand resting casually on my coat collar, thumb brushing the hidden bib strings.

“Smile,” she whispered.

I forced my lips upward, tears stinging my eyes.

At the counter, the cashier finally looked at me. My chest locked. Did he see the pink ribbons? Did he hear the crinkle?

Mommy slid the basket onto the counter, her voice calm and pleasant. “Just these.”

The cashier rang up the wipes, powder, and baby oil without comment. The sound of the register was deafening.

When the receipt printed, Lydia leaned close to my ear. “One star for composure. Minus one for shaking.”

The ribbons brushed my throat as she tugged my coat closed again.

Back in the car, Claire was already pasting the photos into the scrapbook, handwriting neat beneath them: First Public Outing: Pharmacy Trip.

Mommy kissed my damp cheek. “You were so brave, sweetheart. But next time, there won’t be a coat.”

The book snapped shut, thicker than ever.

And I realized — my life wasn’t divided between nursery and outside anymore.

It was all one, and I was always their baby doll.


Chapter Forty-Eight

The scrapbook lay open on the dresser, every page thick with photos, captions, and humiliations. The chart was full — rows of gold stars and deductions, neat as a ledger.

Mommy stood in the doorway, her voice soft but sure. “It’s time.”

Claire lifted the scrapbook and held it under her arm. Lydia carried the clipboard. Both looked at me like proud artists unveiling their masterpiece.

My diaper was thicker than ever, forcing my legs wide. The frilly pink dress barely covered it, lace hem brushing the bulge. The bib hung openly around my neck this time, the words glaring in stitched letters: Doll’s Messy Girl.

There was no coat. No jacket. No hiding.

“Mommy, please—” My voice cracked.

She cupped my face, eyes warm and unyielding. “You’ve been preparing for this from the moment you knelt in your nursery. Tonight, you show the world who you are.”

Claire clipped the leash to my collar, tugging it gently. “Time to debut our baby doll.”

Lydia smiled, stroking my cheek with one manicured nail. “And we’ll be right there, every step.”

The café wasn’t crowded, but it wasn’t empty either. The bell chimed as the door opened, the air thick with coffee and chatter.

Every head didn’t turn — but some did. Enough.

The leash tugged. I waddled forward, diaper crinkling audibly under the pink dress. My bib swung with each step.

The waitress — the same one from before — blinked, then smiled nervously as she recognized us. Her eyes flicked to my bib, my diaper bulge, the scrapbook under Claire’s arm.

Mommy’s voice was steady as silk. “Table for four.”

We sat by the window again, only this time, there was no pretense. The scrapbook opened on the table, Lydia’s nails flipping through glossy pages of me kneeling, crawling, sucking pacifiers, wetting diapers.

The waitress’s cheeks reddened as she poured coffee, her eyes darting to the photos, then to me. My whole body burned, but my leash tugged, forcing me to keep posture.

“Smile,” Lydia whispered.

I did. My lips trembled, but I smiled.

Claire’s pen scratched across the chart, drawing a neat gold star. “Perfect.”

The room buzzed faintly with whispers. I could feel eyes on me. Strangers glancing, then glancing again.

Mommy stroked my hair, kissing my temple. “See, sweetheart? It’s all real now. No hiding. No pretending.”

Lydia closed the scrapbook with deliberate care, her eyes locked on mine. “From this day forward, you’re not just Mommy’s and Auntie’s doll. You’re mine too. Ours, forever.”

Claire hung the chart on the edge of the table, the rows of stars gleaming in the café light. “Complete,” she said softly.

Tears blurred my vision, humiliation and arousal twisting in unbearable knots. My cock throbbed miserably in its cage, pressed into the thick diaper.

Mommy kissed my damp cheek. “Good girl. Our perfect baby doll.”

The leash tugged. The chart gleamed. The scrapbook bulged with every page of me.

And I knew — with every star, every photo, every witness in that café — I was theirs forever.
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