
        
            
                
            
        

    



Signed & Sealed: A Dark Femdom Dare of Ownership, Display & Obedience










A humiliating wager turns into permanent submission as Dean is branded, plugged, and paraded for a live audience in this brutal, erotic femdom ABDL challenge.









Introduction: The Boy Behind the Lock










Dean hadn’t meant to say yes.










Not to her. Not to the contract.




Not to thirty days in chastity, diapers, and public view.










But he was drunk on the high of a different kind of game.










It started in a chatroom—one of those dark corners of the web where dares weren’t just typed. They were bought. Voted on. Turned into pay-per-view humiliation. A space where cocky subs made fools of themselves for clout or cash, thinking they’d top the charts, ride the ride, walk away untouched.










Dean thought he was different.










He was handsome, clever,

 

dominant


 
when he wanted to be.










Until she saw him.










Until

 

Mommy


 
slid into the game like a slow shadow and made an offer no one had ever refused.













The Dare:





“Thirty days. Chastity cage. Diapers. No safe words. The public gets to vote what happens to you. Every day. Every hour. No edits. No breaks.”

















The Reward:





“Ten thousand dollars. And your pride, if you survive.”

















The Catch:





“I keep the key. And I make the rules.”














He laughed at first.










Of course he did.










He said yes like he was invincible.










Like the words “chastity” and “diaper discipline” were just content tags, not real consequences. Like it would be easy to be bratty and fake his way through thirty days, collect the money, and walk away with his cock swinging.










He didn’t even flinch when she asked for full access to his room, his accounts, his phone, and his feed.










“I’m not afraid of you,” he said in the first stream.










And she had only smiled.










“You will be.”











Day One:











The lock clicked shut.










And Dean laughed.










The viewers tipped coins just to see his face when he realized the cage

 

hurt


 
when he got hard.










Then came the first diaper.










Taped on by her, filmed from three angles, his legs held open as she powdered him like a child.










The chat lost its mind.










And still, he smiled through it.










“Oh, you think this breaks me?” he muttered.










Day One ended with a wet diaper.










He said it was just a joke. Just the wine. Just nerves.










But by then, the stream already had 200,000 views.











Day Four:











He cried when the first plug went in.










Not from pain—

 

from how fast it slipped inside.











Because his body didn’t resist.




Because she

 

knew


 
exactly when to whisper, “Good boy,” and he came close to breaking.










But she didn’t let him.










Because he was locked.










And every edge made it worse.











Day Eight:











He begged.










Not for release.










For praise.










For eye contact.










For someone in the chat to say they still saw the man he used to be.










No one did.










Not anymore.










They voted for messings. For forced pacifier gags. For rules like “Only speak in third person” and “Ask permission to leak.”










And he obeyed.











Day Twelve:











She told him she might let him cum at the end.










If he was good.










If he was perfect.










If he was

 

hers.











He smiled again.










But it didn’t reach his eyes.










Because by then, he was on edge so tight it burned.










Because the cage had left red marks on his thighs.










Because he leaked during his nap and woke up crying, plugged and helpless.











Day Sixteen:











She gave him a choice.










“Tomorrow is Display Day,” she whispered, tracing a finger across his inner thigh. “We start letting the

 

high bidders


 
vote. In person.”










He shivered.










Not from fear.










From something deeper.










Need.










Shame.










Submission.










“You can stop now,” she said, kissing the cage. “Walk away. No punishment. I’ll even unlock you.”










He shook his head slowly.










“I’m not done,” he whispered.










And she smiled.










That was the moment Dean sealed his fate.










Not with a contract.










With a confession.










He wasn’t here for the money anymore.




Or the views.




Or the thrill.










He was here because

 

he needed this.











Because the sound of her calling him “baby” made him leak.










Because the edge without release made him feel owned.










Because the vote wasn’t just public anymore—it was

 

personal


 
.










And Dean?










He was addicted.










To the diapers.










To the plug.










To the denial.










To her.










Now: Day Seventeen.










The camera is on.










The leash is tight.










And there’s a knock at the door.










She told him someone new is coming.










A guest domme.










A special reward for his obedience.










And when the door opens, Dean will kneel.




He will blush.




And he will obey.










Because this isn’t a dare anymore.










This is forever.









Chapter One: Day Seventeen – The Guest Domme










Dean could feel the heat rising in his chest the moment the doorbell rang.










He was already kneeling, as instructed—on a baby blue mat shaped like a teddy bear, his arms neatly folded behind his back, thighs parted just enough to show off the white diaper stretched taut beneath him. The cage throbbed with every pulse of his desperate heartbeat, and the plug buzzed softly with steady rhythm, set low enough to tease but never satisfy.










Mommy stood behind the camera, fixing her lipstick in the reflection of the black monitor.










“You may speak, baby,” she said, without looking at him.










Dean swallowed. “Is… is that the guest?”










Mommy turned slowly, one eyebrow raised. “Already scared?”










He flushed. “No, Mommy.”










She smiled. “You should be.”










The chat was already going wild.













“NEW DOMME DROP??”






“Guest Mommy incoming—he’s gonna cry.”






“Bet it’s a strapon night.”






“Look at his face. Already leaking.”















Dean couldn’t look away from the door.










When it opened, he forgot how to breathe.










She stepped in like she owned the room.










Tall. Curvy. Black leather corset. Latex gloves. Her heels clicked like weapons across the hardwood floor. Her long auburn hair was tied in a high ponytail, and around her neck, a pink diamond collar glittered—though she clearly wore it by choice, not as submission.










Her eyes met Dean’s like she already knew everything about him.










And then she smiled.










“Is

 

this


 
the little pet I get to play with?”










Mommy chuckled. “He’s all yours, for the next hour.”










Dean whimpered.










The guest Domme—Sable—walked right up to him, leaned down, and pressed two gloved fingers beneath his chin.










“Name?”










“D-Dean…”










She tilted her head. “No. I said your

 

name


 
, baby.”










His throat clenched.










“My… my name is Diaper Pet.”










“Good boy.”










The livestream was climbing fast. Thousands of viewers now. The chat was moving too quickly to read.










Mommy adjusted the camera angle.










Sable circled Dean like a shark.










“So I’ve watched his clips,” she said. “The begging. The leaking. The plug play. Cute. But…”










She crouched behind him and gave his padded crotch a firm squeeze.










Dean yelped.










“This cage is way too dry for Day Seventeen.”










Mommy grinned. “Care to change that?”










“Oh, I will.”










Sable produced a remote of her own.










“Synced to his plug?”










“Fully,” Mommy replied. “And the shock module is installed too. Just in case.”










Dean’s stomach flipped.










He

 

hadn’t


 
known about that.










Sable leaned in. “Bet you didn’t know we can make your little cage twitch, did you?”










He shook his head slowly.










“Then let’s test it.”










She pressed a button.










Dean’s whole body jerked. His eyes rolled back. A sharp, painful jolt shot from the cage to his spine—followed by an immediate, shameful wet warmth flooding into the padding between his thighs.










He

 

leaked.











Hard.










The chat

 

exploded.














“HE WET HIMSELF FROM A SHOCK???”






“YESSS. She BROKE him.”






“SPANK HIS WET DIAPER NOW.”















Sable stood, smug.










“Well,” she purred, “that’s one mess. Let’s make a bigger one.”










She strapped him to the training bench.










Face down. Diaper up. Arms bound behind his back. Plug still inside.










The camera zoomed in.










Mommy held up a bowl of thick oatmeal.










“This one’s for the regression fans,” she said to the stream.










She placed the bowl in front of Dean’s face.










“No hands. No spoons. Eat like a good baby.”










Dean hesitated for a split second.











ZAP.











Another shock.










He shoved his face into the bowl, whimpering as warm mush smeared into his cheeks, mouth open, breathing through his nose.










Humiliated.










And ravenous for praise.










Sable reached between his legs and tapped the cage.










“Still hard. Poor little thing.”










She turned to the chat. “Next dare?”










Votes poured in.










The result:













“Overstimulate him while singing a lullaby.”















Sable cracked her knuckles.










“You heard them.”










The next ten minutes were pure madness.










Sable pressed the remote, cycling the plug through every pattern—pulse, swirl, throb, sting. Dean cried out, face red, oatmeal dripping down his chin. His diaper squelched beneath him as every leak and tremble added warmth to the mess.










Mommy knelt beside him and whispered the lullaby.











“Rock-a-bye baby, in the high chair…”











Dean moaned.










His cock twitched.










His eyes rolled.










But the cage held firm.











“When the wind blows, the cradle will rock…”











He let out a sob.










“Mommy… I… I can’t…”










“You will,” she whispered, licking his ear.










After the fifth near-orgasm and two more shocks, he collapsed.










Sobbing.










Broken.










Dripping.










Exactly where they wanted him.










The final vote came in.










One word.













"MARKED."















Sable raised her brows.










“Oh?”










Mommy smiled.










“I have the stamp.”










The camera zoomed in.










Sable peeled down the soaked back of his diaper and revealed the curve of Dean’s trembling ass cheek. She took the custom ink stamp, pressed it firmly into the flesh, and when she removed it…










The letters were clear:











LIVESTREAM PET.











Sable ran her tongue along the edge of the mark.










Then whispered, “That’s all he is.”










Dean didn’t cry from pain.










He cried from truth.










Because he

 

wanted


 
this.










Worse…










He needed it.









Chapter Two: The Poll of No Return










The screen flashed red with a sharp

 

ding


 
, and Dean flinched instinctively.










He was kneeling once more—freshly changed, trembling, and plugged—with a pacifier clipped to his chest and a vibrating egg inserted earlier during his humiliating bath.










Mommy had been silent for ten minutes.










Letting tension bloom like a bruise.










Then she smiled.










“You’ve earned another dare, baby boy,” she said, brushing a gloved finger down his cheek. “And this time, you don’t get to choose.”










Dean looked up with wide, wet eyes.










The camera panned to his face.










That look—that blend of hope and panic—was what made the tip jar overflow.













“Poll time! YES!”






“Let us break him again!”






“Please let ‘Park Dare’ win.”






“No mercy this time.”















Mommy stepped back and tapped her screen.










“Three options,” she said sweetly. “The audience will vote. You, little one, will obey.”










She held up a small whiteboard with the dares written in marker:










Dare Poll: Choose His Fate









	




Pacifier Walk in the Park





(30-minute leash walk in diaper, paci in mouth, plugged.)




 






	




Sissy Service Task





(Deliver cookies to the neighbors wearing only a frilly apron and wet diaper.)




 






	




Nursery Cam Livestream





(Dean is strapped into crib for 2 hours, toys locked in his cage, camera running.)




 














Dean’s jaw dropped.










All three options were brutal.










All public. All humiliating. All irreversible.










He started to shake his head instinctively.










But Mommy just smiled and slipped the pacifier into his mouth.










“Suck quietly. The people are voting.”










The poll ran for five minutes.










Dean’s heart pounded with each update.










Sissy Service Task led… until the final twenty seconds.










Then the votes surged.











Pacifier Walk in the Park – 51%.











The screen flashed again.










A new overlay appeared above the stream:










LIVE SOON: DIAPER PET IN THE PARK – LEASHED & LOADED











Mommy clapped her hands once. “Perfect.”










Dean whimpered through his paci.










She crouched in front of him.










“Do you know what this means, baby?”










He nodded slowly, blushing.










“Say it.”










He pulled out the pacifier. “I have to go… out. In public. In my diaper.”










“On a leash.”










He swallowed. “On a leash.”










“With a plug inside.”










“Y-yes, Mommy.”










She grinned.










“You’re learning.”










Fifteen minutes later, they were outside.










The sun was brutal. The breeze kissed every inch of exposed skin under Dean’s long, too-short hoodie.










His legs were bare.










His diaper puffed under the fabric, clearly outlined.










Every step squished.










Every heartbeat pounded in his ears.










Mommy walked beside him with perfect calm, the leash clipped to the ring of his collar, looped around her wrist like it belonged there.










“Good posture,” she said. “Shoulders back. Chin up.”










Dean obeyed.










Because the camera was watching.










Yes—

 

the livestream was mobile.











Mounted to Mommy’s chest strap, it broadcasted everything:










●

 
       

 
The slight bounce of Dean’s exposed thighs



 









●

 
       

 
The bulge of his diaper



 









●

 
       

 
His red, burning cheeks



 









●

 
       

 
And the obvious tug of the leash as Mommy guided him toward the park path



 









Chat exploded.













“Is that a plug tail???”





 

 

“I’d die to be him right now.”





 

 

“Sniffing strangers’ reactions—genius.”





 

 

“Let him walk past the dog park. Do it!!”















Mommy grinned and turned right.










Toward the dog park.










Dean choked.










“Please—”











YANK.











She tugged the leash.










“Quiet, diaper pet.”










The reactions came fast.










Some people glanced, blinked, moved on.










Others whispered.










One woman stopped dead, mouth falling open as she watched Dean shuffle by in his clear diaper outline, pacifier dangling from his chest.










Mommy gave her a small nod.










“He’s in training,” she said casually.










The woman laughed. “Lucky boy.”










Dean nearly fell to his knees.










The worst moment came at minute 24.










They passed a family.










Two teens and their mother.










The mother’s eyes lingered on the leash, then on Dean’s flushed face, then down to the unmistakable bulge of his crinkling diaper.










She smirked.










“Keep walking, sweetheart,” she said to her daughter. “He clearly lost a bet.”










The teen girl giggled and muttered: “Looks like he liked it.”










Dean didn’t cry until they were nearly home.










Mommy stopped him at the base of the building.










She knelt in front of him, hands on his thighs.










The leash still taut.










The plug still vibrating.










She leaned in close.










“You did

 

so


 
well,” she whispered. “You leaked twice. Your diaper’s warm. Your little hole’s twitching. And all of them saw it.”










Dean looked up at her.










And said the words he hadn’t meant to.










“I… I want to do it again.”









Chapter Three: Diaper Dinner Date










Dean stared at himself in the mirror of the hotel room.










The blush wouldn’t fade.










The plug buzzed every six seconds—just enough to tease. His thick diaper bulged beneath his black slacks, making the waistband ride higher than he liked. The white button-up shirt Mommy had picked hugged his chest too tightly. No jacket. No tie. Just an obvious pacifier clip on the pocket, dangling like an exposed secret.










The vibrating egg deep in his cock cage had been turned on 10 minutes ago.










Set to random.










Which meant: no control. No warning.










Just shocks of pleasure at the worst possible times.










Mommy appeared behind him in the reflection.










Dressed to kill.










Long red dress with a thigh-high slit, heels like daggers, a pearl necklace that rested right above the swell of her perfect breasts. Her hair was up, lipstick blood-red, and her grin wicked.










“Ready for dinner, baby?”










Dean swallowed.










“No, Mommy.”










She clipped the leash to his collar.










“That’s the right answer.”










The livestream titled itself automatically:













LIVE: Diaper Pet’s First Fancy Dinner






Tag: Public. Vibrating. Plugged. Owned.















Tips started flooding in the second they walked into the restaurant.










Dean could barely keep pace behind her, his diaper swaying with every step. Every clink of his cage made him flinch. Every accidental bump of the plug made his knees tremble.










The host barely blinked at the leash.










Mommy had booked

 

this


 
place for a reason.










They’d served “alternative couples” before.










Their table was private—but not

 

hidden


 
.










Glass walls. Low lighting. Clearly visible from the main floor.










Dean was seated first.










His padded bottom landed with a loud

 

crinkle.











The sound echoed.










He winced.










A couple two tables down turned toward the noise.










The man raised an eyebrow.










The woman smiled.










Mommy ordered wine and three courses.










Dean was not given a menu.










“Babies don’t choose,” she told the waiter, her voice cool and flirtatious. “He’ll have what I order.”










The waiter nodded, clearly amused. “Of course.”










Dean looked down at his lap, feeling the humiliating pressure of his diaper pushing into the slacks, the cage twitching every time the vibrating egg went off.










Which it did—twice—before appetizers arrived.










The stream chat was

 

wild.














“Imagine being plugged in a restaurant”






“Tip if he leaks before dessert!”






“Zoom in on his face during the next vibe!!”






“Waiter definitely knows.”















Mommy leaned forward and brushed crumbs off Dean’s cheek with her napkin.










“You’re doing so well, sweetheart,” she whispered, loud enough for the mic to catch. “But you still haven’t leaked.”










Dean clenched.










“I’m trying, Mommy.”










She laughed. “That’s the problem.”










Main course arrived.










So did trouble.










The waiter returned and slipped something onto the table:










A folded note.










Dean glanced up.










The man two tables down—still watching—raised his glass in a silent toast.










Mommy opened the note and read it aloud.












“If you want him broken, dessert’s on me.




Just humiliate him until he begs.”




– A fan














Dean froze.










Mommy’s eyes glinted like knives.










She turned to the waiter. “Tell him we accept.”










Then to Dean.










“Take off your shoes.”










His hands shook.










He obeyed.










“Now the socks.”










His face flamed red. The cool air hit his toes.










“Now place both feet on my lap. Be a good boy.”










Dean whimpered.










“But—”











Click.











The vibrating egg surged to full power.










He gasped, nearly knocking over the wine.










The stream exploded.










She began massaging his feet.










Slowly.










Deliberately.










Eyes locked on his.










“Tell me who owns you.”










Dean swallowed, his voice tight.










“You do, Mommy.”










“And what are you?”










“Your diapered little dinner toy.”










“Louder.”










“YOUR DIAPERED LITTLE DINNER TOY.”










Heads turned.










Forks paused.










A ripple of gasps across the room.










And then… applause.










A waiter clapped discreetly.










The woman two tables down

 

tipped her glass


 
.










Dean moaned softly as the plug pulsed, the egg buzzed, and his cock—trapped and denied—pushed hard against its prison.










Mommy leaned in.










“Leak now… or I’ll feed you dessert with your diaper on the table.”










He tried.










Eyes shut.










Breath held.










Muscles slackened.










And…










Warmth.










A soft

 

hiss


 
.










He leaked.










Fully.










Utterly.










A dark patch crept along the seat of his pants.










The outline visible now even in low light.










The chat howled.













“YESSSS HE LEAKED IN PUBLIC.”






“Best stream ever.”






“Give him his dessert ON THE FLOOR.”















Dessert arrived in a pink ceramic bowl.










Mommy took Dean’s leash.










Guided him to the floor.










And placed the bowl between his knees.










Inside?










Banana pudding.










Topped with a single pacifier.










“Eat.”










He did.










Face-first.










Licking the spoon clean with trembling hands, plug buzzing wildly, cheeks soaked in sweet yellow shame.










The man who sent the note came over afterward.










Dropped a crisp €100 into Mommy’s purse.










“Thanks for the show.”










Mommy kissed Dean’s forehead.










“He’ll be available for private bookings soon.”









Chapter Four: Daycare Dare










The nursery smelled like powder and plastic.










Dean’s heart pounded as he shuffled across the foam-padded floor, his thick diaper crinkling loudly beneath his yellow onesie. Mommy had zipped it up in the back so he couldn’t touch the snaps. A pacifier dangled from a white ribbon clipped to the collar. His mittens were buckled shut. The plug buzzed faintly with each timid step.










He wasn’t alone.










Three other women stood in the nursery, chatting over coffee and watching him with gleaming, wicked smiles.










Mommy turned to him.










“Come say hi to your babysitters, little one.”










He froze.










The stream was already live.













“Oh my god—other Mommies??”






“HE’S NOT GONNA SURVIVE THIS.”






“Put him in the high chair!”






“Triple inspection incoming!”















Mommy clapped her hands once. “Now, baby.”










Dean waddled toward them, cheeks burning.










“Good boy,” said a tall brunette with deep red lipstick and leather gloves. She crouched in front of him and gave his diaper a loud

 

pat


 
. “I’m Miss Lacey. I’ll be in charge of your potty checks.”










Dean whimpered.










Another woman, short with silver hair and tattooed arms, stepped forward and grabbed his pacifier. “And I’m Miss Tara,” she said. “I do feeding and spankings.”










The third, younger than the others but with eyes like ice, tilted her head. “You can call me Miss June. I handle… emotional regulation.”










Dean didn’t know what that meant.










He would soon.










The stream lit up with glee.













“THEY DIVIDED HIS HUMILIATION.”






“Miss June is terrifying.”






“Make him crawl!!”















Mommy nodded to the others.










“Let’s begin his morning routine.”










Miss Tara held up a clipboard. “First up:

 

diaper check


 
.”










Dean’s stomach dropped.










He hadn’t wet.










Yet.










They made him lie down on the changing mat in the middle of the room.










Miss Lacey crouched beside him and began unzipping the onesie’s rear, revealing the taut white diaper underneath. It was bulging from the plug… and slightly yellow from last night’s dare.










She peeled it open and gave a low whistle.










“Oh my,” she said. “Someone leaked a little early.”










She looked up at the camera. “Should we change him or make him stay in it?”










A new poll appeared.













Should Dean be changed now?





YES – fresh and clean




NO – let him stew














The audience chose “NO” by 68%.










Miss Lacey giggled.










“Well then.”










She

 

re-taped


 
the diaper snugly, pressing the squish against his skin. “Guess you’ll stay wet for now, baby.”










Dean moaned in shame.










Next came “breakfast.”










Miss Tara sat in the rocking chair, legs wide, and patted her lap.










“Up.”










Dean climbed into her lap awkwardly.










She pulled him to her chest, unbuttoned her blouse—revealing a realistic latex nursing breast—and pressed it to his mouth.










“You’ll nurse like a good boy,” she whispered. “Or I’ll spank your soggy bottom till it turns red.”










Dean didn’t dare disobey.










He latched.










The stream

 

exploded.














“NURSING IN FRONT OF 20K PEOPLE??”






“He’s fully gone.”





 

 

“That paci got replaced real fast 😩


 ”












Miss June circled behind them.










“Emotional check-in time,” she said coolly.










She crouched beside him and whispered in his ear.










“Do you even remember who you were before this?”










Dean whimpered.










“Were you a man once? Did you go to work, wear real pants, have a phone that wasn’t locked by Mommy’s password?”










She licked his earlobe.










“Now look at you. Drinking from a fake tit, plugged and pissing yourself for viewers. You don’t need a name. Just a diaper and a livestream.”










Dean’s cage throbbed painfully.










His hands trembled.










And then—

 

he leaked.











Again.










Miss Lacey clapped. “Time for tummy time!”










They laid him on the rug, face down, and placed a stack of colorful plastic rings in front of him.










“You’ll entertain yourself while the adults talk,” said Mommy, pouring champagne.










“And every five minutes,” added Miss June, “you’ll have to crawl to one of us and beg for affection.”










“Or a spanking,” Miss Tara grinned.










“Or a plug twist,” Miss Lacey winked.










Dean didn’t last two minutes before crawling, red-faced, to Miss June.










“Please… I need…”










“What do you need, baby?”










“Touch me…”










“Where?”










“…back there.”










She bent him over the stuffed hippo and pressed hard on the plug.










He cried out, loudly.










And the stream tipped so fast the interface

 

froze.











They kept him there for two full hours.










No break.










No change.










No control.










By the end, he was a sobbing, giggling mess, crawling between Mommies, cheeks red, diaper soaked, babbling through his pacifier.










When the stream ended, the tip total was record-breaking.










And the final frame?










Dean on his back, sucking his thumb, eyes glazed.










The title read:













PROPERTY OF THE DAYCARE MISTRESSES.














Chapter Five: Auction Night










The screen went black.










Then white text faded in:













LIVE IN: 00:10






Tonight’s Auction Item: One Diapered Plaything


 
🕯

 ️












Dean stood trembling in a dimly lit room. His ankles were cuffed in place. A leather collar hugged his neck, tethered to a short post. He was wearing only his diaper—thick, crinkly, yellow-stained from the day’s earlier denial. The plug inside him buzzed on a low, torturous rhythm.










There was no music.










Only the quiet chime of the countdown.












3… 2… 1…














The stream went live.










The spotlight snapped on.










Dean winced.










His image filled screens around the world—thousands watching.










And bidding.










Mommy’s voice echoed from behind the camera.










“Good evening, lovers of obedience.”










She walked into frame slowly, dressed like an empress: corset of black silk, hair coiled into a crown, boots that clicked like gunshots across the floor. She held a long silver pointer.










“Tonight, our little pet is up for auction.”










She circled Dean.










“He has no say.”










She tapped his diaper.










“He has no rights.”










Then she turned to the camera with a grin.










“But you, dear viewers… you get to choose what we do with him.”










The bids came in immediately.










$50. $100. $175.










Every new tier unlocked an option.










At $300, the first fantasy was revealed:













“Sticky Play”





Cover him in syrup and strap him to the baby table for teasing.














Dean whimpered.










At $500, a second option appeared:










 

 

“Heel Obedience”





Let a guest domme use him as a footstool—naked, leaking, plugged.










The tips

 

exploded.















At $800, the winner’s message flashed across the screen:













“Chosen Dare: Baby Auction Training.”





—

 

User: ChairWoman69















Dean’s eyes went wide.










Mommy grinned.










“Oh.

 

That


 
one.”










She clapped her hands.










Curtains opened on both sides of the stage.










Two assistants wheeled out props:










●

 
       

 
A changing table



 









●

 
       

 
A baby scale



 









●

 
       

 
A metal high chair with restraints



 









●

 
       

 
And a clear display case holding several new

 

training tools


 
: plug sizes, feeding gags, shock diapers, and a vibrating cradle.




 











Dean trembled.














Mommy lifted a clipboard.










“Let’s begin the inspection.”










Miss Lacey reappeared, her gloved hands ready.










She unstrapped Dean’s diaper in front of the entire audience, revealing the soaked padding, the swollen cage, and the glistening plug that twitched from deep inside.










She pulled it out slowly.










Dean moaned, falling forward.










The crowd watching at home

 

lost it.














“HE’S ALREADY DRIPPINGGG.”






“ChairWoman69 knows what’s up.”






“Please weigh his balls next”















He was lifted onto the baby scale.










The numbers beeped.










Mommy leaned in to read.










“Still heavy,” she murmured. “Lots of useless cum just rotting in there.”










She turned to the camera. “Should we milk him for measurement?”










A

 

poll popped up.













Should we drain the baby before the main show?




Yes – Controlled milking




No – Edge him until failure














“Edge,” won by 74%.










Mommy smiled.










“Better to save his frustration for the punishment phase.”










Dean was strapped into the high chair.










Pacifier gag in his mouth.










Legs forced apart.










His cock cage was placed on a vibrating plate, slowly increasing power every 30 seconds.










A countdown began behind him.












⏳

 

Edging Round Begins: 10 Minutes















Miss June leaned in beside him.










“Every minute you moan, you lose a privilege.”










Dean moaned

 

at 00:40.











By the end, he’d lost:










●

 
       

 
Water access



 









●

 
       

 
Safe word privileges



 









●

 
       

 
His next change



 









And then Mommy turned to the camera again.










“We’re almost ready to deliver the fantasy you paid for.”










She held up a remote.










“ChairWoman69 has submitted the final command: a surprise dare revealed

 

after


 
he leaks.”










Dean’s eyes went wide.










He knew what that meant.










He had to fight it.










But it was useless.










Between the vibrations, the thick gag, the aching denial, and the pulsing plug pressed back inside him… he leaked after two more minutes.










The camera zoomed in on the wet spread.










Confirmed.













“LEAK CONFIRMED – Final Dare Unlocking”















On screen, the final dare appeared:













“Baby Branding.”





He will wear the name of his owner—on his chest, written in permanent pink ink:





“PROPERTY OF MOMMY’S LIVESTREAM.”















Dean sobbed.










Miss Lacey held him down.










Miss Tara rubbed the pink cream on his skin.










The words were carefully written, sealed with powder, and photographed.










By the time the stream ended, Dean had leaked three times, moaned forty-seven, and broken his silence command twice.










He earned them a total of $7,245.










And his last conscious thought that night was hearing Mommy whisper:










“You’re not just owned, baby. You’re sponsored.”









Chapter Six: Breaking News










Dean woke up in the crib.










Strapped down.










Diaper wet.










Plug humming.










He blinked groggily at the ceiling, the mobile spinning above him like it held secrets.










The pacifier was still between his lips. He tried to move—felt the cuffs. His cock cage pulsed. He whimpered softly.










Then the tablet screen beside the crib lit up.













BREAKING: “Adult Baby” Streamer Goes Viral After Auction Night Clip





“Is This the Future of Kink Entertainment?”














Dean’s stomach dropped.










He blinked again.










No…










No, no, no.










Mommy’s voice drifted in from across the room.










“Morning, star of the internet.”










She appeared in his line of sight, smiling like a satisfied queen. Dressed in a pink latex corset and soft slippers, she held a steaming cup of coffee and a wireless remote.










Dean shook his head weakly.










She clicked it once.










The plug jolted.










He gasped.










“Yes, baby. You’re famous.”










She sat beside the crib and held up the tablet for him.










The screen played a clip—looped, crisp, humiliating:










Dean, strapped to the high chair.




Moaning.




Leaking.




Whimpering as Mommy traced the words “PROPERTY OF MOMMY’S LIVESTREAM” across his chest in soft pink ink.










The audio was brutal:












“Look at you, dripping like a dumb baby. Say it—say who you belong to.”
















“M-Mommy… please…”














Dean’s voice.










Raw.










Broken.










The video had 3.4 million views.













“Is this real??”






“He’s totally gone. That’s hot.”






“I recognize his face… didn’t he work in marketing?”















Dean tried to sit up, panicking.










Mommy pushed him gently back.










“Relax, sweetheart. It’s not

 

your


 
face they recognize.”










Pause.










A smirk.










“Yet.”










She explained while feeding him applesauce.










Spoon by spoon.










He was now trending on three kink forums.










The stream clips had been sold—disguised as “performance art.”










Some media sites were already calling it a

 

revolution in consensual humiliation.











Others were just calling him “Diaper Boy.”










And the worst part?










His

 

old coworkers


 
had found the video.










A few had

 

commented.














“Holy shit, that’s Dean from finance.”






“No wonder he was always shy.”






“How much does he get paid for this?”















Dean turned red as Mommy spooned in another bite, cooing softly.










“There, there. Fame always has a price, baby.”










He tried to shake his head.










To beg.










To cry.










The gag prevented it.










And the comments kept coming.










After breakfast, Mommy dressed him.










Not in a diaper.










Not this time.










In a full, childish outfit: yellow overalls, baby-blue shirt, a bonnet that tied beneath his chin.










“Where are we going?” he asked softly, the plug humming low.










She only winked.










They drove in silence.










Dean sat in the backseat, strapped into a car seat too small for his frame. His plug pulsed with every bump. His pacifier dangled from a clip.










His phone buzzed.










He wasn’t allowed to touch it.










But Mommy read it aloud.












“Someone’s requested a

 

public meet and greet.


 
”














Dean’s breath caught.










“In-person?”










She nodded.










“In the park.”










Fifteen minutes later, they arrived.










It was a sunny Saturday.










Kids played in the distance.










Couples walked their dogs.










And in the middle of the park stood a pink pop-up tent.










With a hand-painted sign:













“LIVE: Diaper Boy Meet & Greet”















Dean froze.










“No,” he whispered.










Mommy looked at him. “Yes.”










She clipped the leash to his collar.










Walked him forward.










He waddled, stiff, mortified, every muscle screaming to flee.










And then he saw her.










The bidder.











ChairWoman69.











Dressed in sharp boots, sunglasses, and a pencil skirt that screamed money.










She smiled.










“Nice to meet you, baby.”










Dean nearly collapsed.










She held up her phone.










The stream was already running.













“HE’S IN PUBLIC.”






“PARK LEAK INCOMING??”






“Let the bidder change him!!”















Mommy nodded. “He’s yours for the next hour.”










ChairWoman licked her lips.










She pulled a padded changing mat from her purse.










Unclipped Dean’s overalls.










Exposed the diaper beneath.










Still dry.










“Let’s fix that,” she whispered.










She pressed on his stomach.










Plugged him harder.










Whispered filthy things in his ear.










Dean squirmed, trying not to cry, not to moan.










Children passed by, oblivious.










An old couple walked their poodle.










And finally—Dean broke.










A

 

hiss


 
.










Warmth.










Shame.










The diaper darkened in public.










People saw.










A child pointed.










“Mommy, what’s wrong with that man?”










Dean sobbed.










And the stream tipped like wildfire.










By the end of the hour, Dean had:










●

 
       

 
Been changed in public



 









●

 
       

 
Drank formula from a sippy cup



 










●

 
       

 
Sat on ChairWoman’s lap while she read

 

Goodnight Moon


 
aloud



 









●

 
       

 
And kissed her heels in front of a live audience



 









He didn’t remember walking back to the car.










Only Mommy whispering in his ear:










“You’re not just mine anymore.”









Chapter Seven: The Thirty-Day Lockdown










The countdown clock ticked in the corner of the stream.













Day 01/30






Chastity + Plug Lock Active






24/7 Stream: LIVE















Dean knelt in the middle of the padded nursery floor.










He was diapered, gagged, plugged, and locked in the cruelest cage yet—a triple-segmented device that compressed and stretched in rhythm with his plug’s buzzing pattern.










It had no key.










Because the viewers had it.










The new rules were simple.










Every day, the audience would vote on three things:









	




His Meal


 
(formula, enema, or pureed mush)




 






	




His Task


 
(from ballet to humiliation drills)




 






	




His Reward or Punishment


 
(edge or denial, spanking or plug twist)




 














He could not speak.










He could not leave the padded room.










He had one job:











Obey. On camera.











The first command appeared on the nursery monitor.













Day 1 Task: Crawling Drill





50 laps around the nursery




In a tutu, plugged, leash held by Mommy














Dean whimpered.










The pink tutu was too tight.










The crinkle of his diaper louder than breath.










And every time he passed the stuffed animals lining the wall, they’d

 

squeak


 
—programmed to count his humiliating laps.










Mommy sat in a rocking chair.










She held the leash with one hand and a baby bottle in the other.










“Smile for the camera, sweetie.”










Dean’s thighs burned by lap 12.










By lap 27, he’d leaked slightly.










By lap 42, the plug was pulsing so hard he could barely think.










And the chat was

 

thriving.














“He’s leaking before 50”






“This is better than Netflix.”






“Add ballet slippers!”



















When he finally reached lap 50, he collapsed on his padded tummy, face flushed, drool trailing from the gag.










Mommy clapped. “Such a good effort.”










She held up the reward results.













Day 1 Reward: “Bottle Edging – 5 Minutes”















Dean’s eyes widened.










She turned the plug down.










Pulled out a small vibrating bottle nipple.










Placed it against his caged tip.










And whispered:










“Don’t cum.”










For five minutes, she teased.










Soft vibrations.










Tiny circles.










A cruel, constant threat of release—but not quite.










Dean shook, moaned through the gag, gripped the floor.










He leaked. Trembled. Bit down hard.










At 4:57, she pulled away.










“Done.”










Dean sobbed.










The cage glistened.










But no orgasm.










Only denial.










Only Day One.










The days blurred.










Day 2: Paddle punishment after a voting sabotage.




Day 3: Enema ballet—forced to twirl until he begged.




Day 4: Diaper art—drawing with his ass plugged full of remote-controlled paint pods.










And all the while, the clock ticked:













DAY 10/30






DAY 17/30






DAY 23/30















His will broke on Day 24.










That morning’s task:













“Confession Hour”





Sit in the high chair, plugged and weeping, and confess your filthiest desires to the chat via writing.














Mommy handed him a pink crayon and a laminated board.










Dean stared at it, numb.










He hesitated.










But the cage ached.










The plug pulsed.










He began to write.












“I want to stay like this.”




“I like being helpless.”




“I want to be Mommy’s leaking little showtoy forever.”














The chat

 

erupted.














“YESSSSS HE’S BROKEN.”

















 

 

“Mark him for permanent contract.”


















“Clip this. Tattoo it.”















Mommy kissed the top of his head.










“I’m proud of you.”










Dean melted.










On Day 30, the room was silent.










He sat on the crib, hands shaking, legs spread.










The stream reached record viewership.











FINAL DAY VOTE: ORGASM OR LIFETIME DENIAL?


 🎉








The vote closed.










Dean stared at the result.










51% chose

 

orgasm.











But 49%… had almost won.










He didn’t know what he wanted.










But it no longer mattered.














Mommy knelt in front of him.










Held his face gently.










“Today, you cum, baby.”










She whispered a command.










The cage clicked.










The plug twisted.










And Dean exploded.










Hard.










Loud.










Shameless.










The chat tipped thousands in seconds.










And when it was done…










He fell asleep in her lap, twitching.










And the final caption faded in:













“He’ll beg to be locked again.”














Chapter Eight: Leashed Forever










The cameras were off.










For the first time in thirty days, there was silence.










No task countdown.










No votes.










No plugged humiliation broadcast to thousands.










Just Dean, sitting in the padded nursery, his legs spread, his diaper squishy under him, the remote-controlled plug resting idle inside him like a sleeping serpent. He could feel it—still, yet not gone.










He wasn’t sure how long he sat there. Minutes? Hours?










It was only when the door creaked open that he stirred.










Mommy entered quietly, wearing a loose satin robe, hair down for the first time since the challenge began. She didn’t look like a cruel goddess today. She looked… soft.










Gentle.










Almost human.










Dean looked up at her, his lips dry, voice hoarse.










“Is it really over?”










She stepped closer, knelt beside him, and wiped the sweat from his forehead with a damp cloth.










“The challenge is,” she whispered. “But not us.”










Dean blinked.










“What does that mean?”










She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she held up a black folder. A silver clasp kept it sealed.










“I promised the viewers a finale.”










Dean’s throat tightened.










“I thought… that was yesterday.”










“No,” she said softly. “Yesterday was the end of a trial. Today is a beginning.”










She opened the folder and placed it in front of him.










A thick contract.










Dozens of pages.










On the cover:

 

Livestream Ownership Agreement—Voluntary Total Submission.











Dean felt dizzy.










“What is this?”










Mommy didn’t smile. Not yet.










“This is your choice.”










She placed a single silver pen on top of the folder.










“You walk out of this house. I erase the footage. You get your old life back.”










Dean’s eyes flicked to the door.










She continued.










“Or… you sign. You stay mine. Permanently. The plug. The cage. The diapers. The tasks. The fans. Everything.”










His stomach flipped.










“And you’ll become the centerpiece of my platform.”










He swallowed.










“And if I say no?”










She looked at him, serious now.










“You’ll never see me again.”










Silence.










He stared at the contract.










Then at her.










His body still ached from denial.










His cock was sore from overuse.










His ass throbbed from thirty days of daily invasion.










But the scariest part?










He didn’t want to leave.










She saw it in his eyes.










“You crave this.”










“I hate it,” he whispered.










She nodded.










“And yet you’re hard now.”










He looked down.










The cage was bulging.










No escape.










Only truth.










“You want to be leashed. Owned. Watched.”










He shook.










“I…”










“You want to live where choice doesn’t exist. Only tasks. Obedience. Filthy, beautiful surrender.”










He whimpered.










“I’m scared.”










She kissed his cheek.










“You should be.”










He picked up the pen.










The silence was heavy.










Then he signed.










The moment the pen touched paper, Mommy smiled.










Not sweetly.










But like a lioness.










A predator.










She reached into her robe and pulled out something heavy.










A metal collar.










Thicker than before.










With his livestream name engraved into the front.










She clasped it around his throat.










It clicked.










“No key,” she whispered. “Digital lock. Only I can open it.”










Dean’s heart pounded.










“Stand.”










He did.










“Face the mirror.”










He turned.










In front of him was a full-length mirror, showing him exactly what he’d become.










A diapered man.










Collared.










Leaking.










Plugged.










Owned.










“Say it,” she whispered from behind.










“I’m yours.”










“Louder.”










“I’m yours.”










“Again.”










“I belong to you!”










His voice broke.










Tears rolled down his cheeks.










And the camera light turned back on.










Without warning.










Without countdown.










Without mercy.










Dean’s collar flashed green.










The stream went live.










And the title was already updated.











“Season Two: Leashed Forever”











Mommy stepped into frame behind him.










She held up a remote.










And smiled.










“Let’s remind our viewers who you are.”









Chapter Nine: Viewer Control Weekend










It began with a notification chime.










Soft. Innocent.










A tone Dean had come to fear more than alarms or sirens.










Because now, it meant he was no longer a person.










He was a puppet—strings held not by a single hand, but by thousands of anonymous viewers who had paid for the privilege to pull.










The nursery lights faded into a glowing blush as the screen on the far wall illuminated, casting a soft pink hue across the padded floor.










Mommy stood beside it, barefoot, dressed in a silk blouse and pencil skirt that contrasted sharply with the pastel world Dean was caged within.










Her lips curled into a smile that wasn’t unkind—but it wasn’t comforting, either.










It was the smile of a woman who had waited for this moment.










“The polls are open,” she said, tapping the screen once. “Viewer Control Weekend has officially begun.”










Dean shifted on the floor, the diaper between his legs still thick from the morning’s forced wetting session. The plug inside him buzzed in quiet pulses, reminding him that he was never fully alone in his own body. His collar blinked twice—green light. That meant tracking was live. Every movement, every noise, every biometric tremor was being uploaded, analyzed, and displayed to the viewers in real time.










The screen updated.










The first vote had already closed.










Mommy read it aloud.










“Task One: Baby Obedience Parade.”










She turned to him, slow and deliberate.










“That means thirty minutes crawling laps through the house. One crinkle for each viewer who tipped. If you don’t make it in time, they voted for a full diaper spanking with the paddle… in the garden.”










Dean’s stomach twisted.










Not outside.










Not where someone could see.










But Mommy had already unclipped his leash from the wall. She fastened it to his collar and tugged once, firm and patient.










“Come now,” she said, stepping toward the open nursery door. “It’s time to show them how a baby behaves when everyone’s watching.”










The house was different now.










Not a home.










Not even a dungeon.










It was a set.










Each room repurposed into a humiliating obstacle course of obedience. The hallway was lined with crawling mats, each with embedded pressure sensors that squeaked and flashed when his padded knees pressed down. Every squeak echoed through the speakers, counting out his humiliation in rhythmic, mechanical tones.










Squeak. Crinkle. Crawl. Moan.










The loop repeated.










Mommy walked just behind him, tapping on her tablet, updating the viewers with his progress.










“He’s leaking already,” she whispered, voice soft enough to make him tremble. “Only seven laps in.”










Dean pushed forward, thighs burning, breath ragged.










He could feel the sweat trickling down his back. The plug inside him shifted with each motion, cruelly curved to stimulate, not stretch. It rubbed him raw in ways that didn’t hurt—but punished all the same.










By lap fifteen, he couldn’t stop the drool from pooling at the edge of his lips. The pacifier bobbed in and out of his mouth as he whimpered, the pace faltering.










Mommy stepped around him and crouched down.










She held up the camera.










“Smile.”










He tried.










It came out broken, cracked with exhaustion.










The chat exploded.










They loved it.










The next poll hit before he finished lap twenty.










A sharp buzz in his collar.










He froze.










Mommy checked the update and let out a soft hum.










“They want you plugged… and gagged… for the rest of the weekend. No safewords. No breaks. You are not a man to them anymore. You’re a toy.”










Dean whimpered, collapsing onto all fours, his forehead pressed against the mat.










He didn’t argue.










Not because he agreed—but because arguing wasn’t part of the game anymore.










It never had been.










She helped him up.










Re-diapered him in silence, hands firm but not unkind.










The new diaper was thicker—obscene, swollen at the core—and powdered with something cool and tingling. She slid the plug in again, this one thicker, curved, and vibrating before it even fully seated itself.










He moaned.










She strapped the gag into place—pink leather, stitched with the word “YES” across the ball—and then clipped the leash back to his collar.










The screen chimed again.










A new vote.










Her brows lifted.










“Oh,” she said.










“What?”










She smiled.










“They want to watch you do your little dance.”










He looked at her, panicked.










She raised a brow.










“You know the one.”










The living room was now a stage.










Curtains had been pulled.










Lights had been angled.










In the center stood the mat.










He was led there by the leash, his knees trembling, the weight of the plug causing involuntary twitches in his thighs.










The song began.










High-pitched. Childish. Horrifyingly familiar.










The same nursery tune they’d made him memorize during his second week of training.










The dance routine was simple.










Twirl.










Bend.










Shake your padded ass.










Smile through the pain.










He did it all.










And when he slipped and fell mid-spin, the room roared with laughter—not Mommy’s, but the wall of speakers broadcasting real-time reactions.










A voice from the stream even boomed:










“DO IT AGAIN, BABY.”










He did.










By evening, Dean had completed six tasks.










He had:










●

 
       

 
Written his name in baby food using only his tongue.



 









●

 
       

 
Licked whipped cream off Mommy’s boots while plugged.



 









●

 
       

 
Been spanked for tipping over a bottle of formula.



 









●

 
       

 
Been forced to hold his bladder for two hours while being edged via the cage remote.



 









●

 
       

 
Failed a wetting control task and been punished with a thirty-minute corner time with clamps on his nipples.




 











●

 
       

 
Been fed five viewers’ custom-selected meals—all blended into one disgusting bottle.



 









Each one brought in more tips.










Each one lowered his sense of self further.










And each one made the cage feel tighter.










More inescapable.










More necessary.










Late that night, Mommy led him back to the nursery.










She didn’t say a word.










She placed him in the crib.










Strapped his limbs to the corners.










Inserted a new plug—cool, large, buzzing steadily.










And then, she leaned in close, brushing his damp hair from his forehead.










“You did so well today.”










His eyes fluttered.










“I…”










“You don’t need to speak,” she whispered. “You’ve earned this.”










She kissed his forehead.










Tucked a blanket over his hips.










And tapped on the side of the crib rail.










A small LED light blinked on.










He looked up at the monitor on the wall.










A countdown.










Another one.










This one read:











"Viewer Weekend - Phase Two Begins In: 08:00:00"











He whimpered.










And the chat, even in the middle of the night, began to stir again.










They were waiting.










Watching.










And tomorrow, they would own every part of him.










Again.









Chapter Ten: Broken in Public










The sun was already high when the final vote came in.










Dean, strapped in the crib with his limbs bound to the corners, hadn’t slept more than an hour. The plug had pulsed softly all night—a cruel lullaby that teased, edged, and denied him at random intervals, making rest impossible. He had cried once, quietly, into the pacifier gag they’d buckled him into before lights out.










And now, morning had come with no mercy.










Mommy stood at the foot of the crib, tablet in hand, her lips curled in a smile both pleased and entertained. She didn’t speak at first. She let him squirm, let the realization settle that another day had begun. Another round of viewer commands. Another cascade of tasks meant to humiliate, degrade, break.










She finally broke the silence.










“They’ve made their choice.”










Dean blinked blearily, struggling against the soft restraints.










“The viewers want to take you outside.”










His eyes widened. His body jerked in instinctive refusal—but the restraints held.










She tapped the screen.










“You’re going on a field trip, baby. Don’t worry, you won’t be alone.”










Dean’s stomach twisted into knots.










“Field trip?” he mouthed around the pacifier, voice muffled and trembling.










She leaned in.










“You’ll be escorted. There’s someone new who wants to meet you.”










Before he could process that, she released the crib straps and helped him sit up. His body was weak, pliable, heavy with fatigue and unreleased tension. She removed the gag, replacing it with a new one—wider, shaped like a teddy bear muzzle. It buckled tightly at the back of his head, forcing his jaw open just enough to rob him of speech entirely.










“There,” she said sweetly. “Now you’re ready to meet your audience.”










Dean had been diapered for long periods before.










He’d worn thick ones—triple-padded, reinforced, even rubber-coated.










But this one felt different.










It was medical-grade, with extra bulk between the thighs that forced his gait into an exaggerated waddle. The plastic crinkled with every step, loud and unapologetic. Over it, Mommy dressed him in a pale blue romper stitched with cartoon ducklings. The snaps at the crotch were left open, exposing the white bulk beneath with every movement.










And to top it off, she clipped a leash to the front of his collar and handed it to someone else.










A woman he’d never seen before.










She was tall—taller than Mommy. Jet-black hair, blunt bangs, red lipstick. Her outfit looked like something from a corporate boardroom: pencil skirt, black blouse, heels that clicked sharply on the tile as she walked in.










“This,” Mommy said, her voice light with mischief, “is Mistress Veda. She’ll be taking you on your outing.”










Mistress Veda didn’t smile.










She simply gave Dean a long, evaluating look—like one might give a dog in a pound. Then she turned to Mommy and said, “Has he been trained to beg properly?”










Dean shivered.










Mommy laughed.










“Oh yes. He’s been dying to be taken outside.”










Dean wanted to protest. To scream.










But the gag silenced him.










And the leash was already pulling him forward.










They took a car—black, tinted windows, leather seats. Dean sat in the back on a thick, waterproof mat while Veda reviewed the polling results aloud.










“Viewers requested a coffee shop,” she said, scrolling. “Then a short walk through the park.”










Dean’s eyes widened.










Outside. Among people.










She glanced at him through the mirror.










“You’d better not embarrass me.”










He couldn’t breathe.










The car stopped.










The door opened.










And daylight hit him like a spotlight.










The coffee shop was busy.










Midday rush.










People working on laptops, chatting over oat milk lattes, sipping iced drinks while jazz music played softly through the overhead speakers.










And into that peaceful scene, waddled Dean.










Leashed.










Gagged.










In a duckling onesie with a diaper ballooning beneath it.










Mistress Veda didn’t hesitate.










She walked to the counter with Dean behind her like a trained dog, pulling gently on the leash to force him to follow.










No one noticed at first.










Not until they reached the register.










Then the stares began.










A girl behind the counter blinked, then did a slow double take.










Veda smiled politely.










“One espresso for me,” she said. “And for him… just some warm milk.”










The girl hesitated.










Dean turned crimson.










Someone nearby snorted.










Someone else pulled out a phone.










The whispers began.










Veda turned to him.










“Kneel.”










He hesitated.










The leash tightened.










“Kneel.”










He sank to his knees.










The pacifier gag muffled his shame as the onlookers realized it wasn’t a costume.










It was real.










The diaper crinkled loudly as he shifted, and when Veda patted his head, murmurs rippled through the room.










The warm milk came in a pink baby bottle.










She made him drink it on the floor beside her chair.










Sitting cross-legged.










In public.










The stream was live.










The viewers were tipping faster than ever.










Some even recognized the location. One commented:










“I’m twenty minutes away—should I come say hi to the baby?”










Dean’s hands trembled around the bottle.










Veda leaned down, whispering into his ear.










“If you spill a single drop, I’ll change you on that table in front of everyone.”










He didn’t.










He drank every humiliating ounce.










Outside, the walk through the park felt endless.










Every step was a fresh humiliation.










The birds chirped.










Children played.










Joggers ran past, earbuds in, pretending not to look.










And Dean waddled beside Mistress Veda, leash taut, head down, crinkling with every step.










She led him to a shaded bench and sat.










The stream overlay pinged with a new instruction.










She read it aloud.










“Public diaper check.”










Dean whimpered behind the pacifier.










She pulled him toward her and bent him over her knee.










One snap.










Then two.










The crotch of his onesie opened wide.










Gasps echoed nearby.










She peeled back the top of his diaper and poked two fingers in—deep, violating, decisive.










“He’s soaked.”










She announced it like a proud mother.










Dean groaned, his knees threatening to give out.










And the stream lit up in celebration.










The viewers had gotten what they wanted.










But Veda wasn’t done.










“Last vote,” she said.










“Do I change him here… or make him sit in it for the rest of the afternoon?”










The poll closed fast.










They wanted him messy.










She stood.










Pulled him to his feet.










Resnapped the onesie.










And tightened the leash.










“We’ll walk a little more,” she said. “Let the world see what a desperate little thing you are.”










Dean’s vision blurred from the heat, the shame, the fullness pressing against his body.










And as they passed a group of teenagers, one of them shouted:










“Nice diaper, freak!”










He flinched.










But Veda simply smiled.










“Wave to your fans.”










He raised his hand.










And did as he was told.









Chapter Eleven: Branded Live










Dean didn’t sleep that night.










Not from exhaustion—his body was beyond that now—but because the anticipation wouldn’t let him.










They had returned from the park hours ago, his diaper soaked, thighs chafed from walking, and the humiliating taunts of strangers still ringing in his ears like an echo chamber he couldn’t escape. Mistress Veda had said little on the drive back, and that silence was worse than punishment. It was calculating. Controlled. The quiet of a woman who knew something was coming and wanted him to

 

feel


 
the dread build.










Now, he lay in the nursery again—strapped spread-eagle to the padded changing table with his legs wide open, wrists bound to the side buckles. A pacifier gag filled his mouth. His diaper was changed but not taped shut, left open, exposing his cage and plug, as if his body were already prepared for something sacred. Something final.










He didn’t even resist anymore.










Because they’d won.










Because some part of him—the part that used to scream no—had learned to whisper

 

maybe


 
.










The soft hum of the wall monitor flicked to life.










A countdown filled the screen:











"BRANDING CEREMONY BEGINS IN: 00:10:00"











Ten minutes.










He shivered.










Mommy entered the room quietly, dressed in black.










Not her usual teasing pastels or seductive satin.










This was ceremonial.










Her eyes were darker today.










Sharper.










Behind her came Mistress Veda, holding a silver case—long, rectangular, sterile-looking. She placed it on the cart next to the table and opened it slowly, revealing a collection of branding tools.










Metal rods.










Heated coils.










Leather straps.










A vial of numbing gel.










And a single strip of polished steel, engraved with the word:











"OWNED."











Dean made a sound behind the pacifier gag.










A desperate, muffled noise.










Mommy walked up beside him and ran her fingers through his damp hair, brushing it back from his forehead like he was a frightened child on a hospital bed.










“Don’t panic,” she whispered. “This isn’t pain. This is proof.”










He shook his head—weakly, but still shaking.










Mistress Veda placed a warm hand on his inner thigh.










“Don’t be scared, pet. The viewers chose this for you. And you

 

agreed


 
to obey.”










He trembled harder.










But it was too late.










The ceremony had begun.










The chat was already flooding with hearts, tips, custom emojis.











“This is it!”






“He’s about to become property.”






“Make it permanent, Mommy.”






“No safewords, no limits.”











The stream panned to the branding tray.










The steel was placed into the heating coil, which began to glow red-hot within seconds, an ominous hiss rising from the metal as heat licked across its surface.










Dean thrashed lightly in his restraints, but it wasn’t resistance—it was instinct. His eyes watered. His chest rose and fell in ragged breaths. The plug inside him pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat, keeping him tethered to sensation.










Mistress Veda leaned close, whispering into his ear.










“You were made for this.”










Mommy positioned the camera just above his torso, making sure the viewers had the perfect angle.










“This mark,” she said aloud, her voice like velvet draped over steel, “is not punishment. It’s declaration.”










She ran her finger slowly across the spot just above his right hip.










Smooth skin.










Unclaimed.










Until now.










“We are not hurting him,” she added. “We are setting him free.”










The heat from the brand was tangible now.










It hovered inches above his skin.










Dean whimpered.










He tried to scream.










But the gag absorbed every sound.










Then—










The press.










Hot.










Searing.










Final.










The hiss of flesh meeting steel.










His entire body arched off the table, tendons pulling tight, every nerve screaming without voice.










His eyes rolled back.










Tears streamed down his cheeks.










But he didn’t pass out.










That would’ve been too easy.










He felt every moment.










Felt it not just on his skin, but in his soul.










Felt the shape of the letters being etched into his body permanently.











O-W-N-E-D











A lifetime in four seconds.










When the metal lifted, the smell hit him.










Burnt flesh.










Sterile.










Real.










His chest heaved.










The pain didn’t stop—but it faded from fire to throb, from scream to sob, from terror to surrender.










Mistress Veda gently pressed a cool cloth to the edges of the wound, careful not to smear the outline.










Mommy removed the gag.










He didn’t speak.










Couldn’t.










She kissed his temple.










“You did so well, baby.”










He cried harder.










The viewers had exploded with celebration.










Tipping surged.










Someone sent a full month’s salary just to request a close-up of the brand.










The camera zoomed in.










The letters were perfect.










Scarlet. Raised. Unmistakable.










And below it, Mommy’s initials in tiny script—almost invisible unless you were close enough to taste him.










“You’ll never forget who you are,” Mommy whispered. “And neither will anyone who sees you.”










They let him rest for an hour after that.










The plug was removed.










The cage left in place.










The brand was bandaged gently, and he was diapered again with soft layers and cooling powder. A soothing lullaby played through the room, and for the first time in weeks, Dean fell asleep without restraints.










But even in sleep, he dreamed of heat.










Of red steel.










Of the moment his name died and his purpose was born.










He awoke hours later in a fresh crib—no walls, no restraints, just him in his thick diaper and a tiny cropped shirt that read

 

BRANDED BOY


 
across the chest in glitter ink.










The camera was already rolling.










The viewers were still there.










Still watching.










Still hungry.










And the poll had already begun:











“Should he be shown off at the club?”











Yes: 92%




No: 8%










Dean stared at the result, heart pounding again.










A new location.










A new level.










A new humiliation.










And he already knew:








He wouldn’t say no.







Chapter Twelve: Display Night










The invitation had already been sent.










Dean wasn’t the one who received it. He didn’t have access to that world anymore—phones, messages, calendars, even thoughts not filtered through permission had all been taken from him. But still, the invite went out. Not to him, but to them.










The VIP patrons. The highest tier subscribers. The ones who had tipped with thousands, voted with cruelty, and begged for the chance to see what he had become—not through a screen, but in flesh.










A private club.










Underground.










Hidden behind a façade of an antique bookstore with no signage and no hours.










But on this night, it would open.










And the

 

branded boy


 
would be presented.










They dressed him slowly.










Not in clothes—clothes were too generous a word.










The outfit came from a white satin box sealed with pink wax and the DareCrave logo etched in silver.










Inside: a black leather chest harness that clipped tightly across his pecs, pushing them forward; a thick collar connected by short chains to matching wrist cuffs that clinked every time he moved; and a sheer lace diaper cover, jet black and impossibly short, made to showcase the swollen white padding underneath it.










They powdered him like a baby and made him look like a toy.










He didn’t speak.










Didn’t cry.










Didn’t resist.










Not anymore.










Because when the brand healed, something inside him hadn’t.










The club smelled like wine, perfume, and wet secrets.










Mistress Veda walked beside him, her heels clicking against marble, leash looped casually around her wrist like she wasn’t dragging a grown man dressed like a fetish doll through a place where CEOs and celebrities mingled in leather and latex.










Dean waddled behind her, knees trembling, head down.










Eyes glanced at him.










Hungry.










Amused.










Cruel.










He felt their gaze before he even saw their faces—eyes like predators, jaws half-open behind champagne glasses.










The first comment came before they reached the platform.










“Is that

 

the


 
baby boy from DareCrave?”










“Fuck, he’s even cuter in person.”










“Turn him around—I want to see the brand.”










Mistress Veda obliged.










She yanked the leash, spun him slowly in a circle, and pulled the sheer fabric of the diaper cover up so the mark just above his hip could be fully seen.










OWNED.










Still red.










Still raised.










Still unmistakably permanent.










Someone clapped.










Someone tipped in real time—$5,000 just for the spin.










Dean swayed, heart pounding so loudly he thought it might shatter his ribs.










And then it was time.










The platform was circular, raised about half a meter, surrounded by plush red lounge seats and candlelit tables. It wasn’t a stage—it was an altar.










Mistress Veda led him onto it and clipped the leash to a ring embedded in the floor. Then she stepped back, folded her arms, and waited.










The room quieted.










Mommy stepped into the spotlight.










She wasn’t streaming now—this was for them, the elite.










She held no microphone.










She didn’t need one.










Her voice carried like smoke.










“Ladies and gentlemen, tonight you meet the product of your votes.”










Dean flinched.










The word cut deeper than it should have.










“Thirty days. One hundred tasks. Seven orgasms denied. Fifty humiliations broadcast. And one permanent mark.”










She circled the platform slowly as she spoke, like a general inspecting her most loyal soldier.










“He arrived cocky, arrogant, defiant. He thought this was a game.”










Murmurs.










Laughter.










A few smug nods.










“And now?” she asked, smiling. “Now he asks to be changed. Now he flinches if you say the word ‘plug.’ Now he wets without permission and begs for praise when he does.”










Dean trembled.










The leash pulled tight against his collar every time he shifted.










“And now,” Mommy said, pausing at his side, brushing her fingers across the brand gently, “he’s yours.”










Silence.










Then:










The bidding began.










The first bidder was a man in a tailored navy suit.










He raised a finger.










“$2,000,” he said, casually. “For twenty minutes of cuddling.”










Laughter echoed.










Mistress Veda raised an eyebrow.










“How vanilla.”










The second bidder was a woman in a velvet corset.










“$6,000. To feed him from a bottle and call him

 

my little mess.


 
”










That one earned whistles.










But the third bid changed everything.










“$10,000,” said a woman in black gloves, “for diaper inspection and public plug insertion.”










Dean froze.










The air went sharp.










Mistress Veda smiled.










“Sold.”










They didn’t take him to a private room.










That wasn’t the point.










Instead, they brought a changing mat to the platform and had him lie on it in full view. The woman in gloves approached with graceful cruelty, like she’d done this before—many times. She kneeled between his legs, unsnapped the diaper cover, and peeled the front of the diaper open like she was unwrapping a gift.










Gasps.










Not from Dean.










From the crowd.










He was hard.










Caged.










And dripping.










“Oh, he’s ready,” she purred.










Dean turned crimson.










His hands twitched at his sides, desperate to hide—but the restraints held firm.










She reached into a velvet pouch.










A long, translucent plug—decorated with a heart-shaped jewel at the base.










And with a single motion, she pressed it to his hole.










“No lube?” someone asked, mocking.










“He doesn’t need it,” Veda replied. “He’s trained.”










Dean whimpered, face twisted with a mix of shame and unbearable arousal.










The plug slid in.










Too smooth.










Too slow.










Too deep.










When it seated inside him with a soft click, the woman leaned down and whispered into his ear:










“Every time it pulses, remember: we all voted for this.”










Then she stood.










Snapped the diaper closed.










And walked off.










Dean didn’t move for a long time.










He lay there, plugged, branded, owned, his body on fire and his brain dissolving.










And then he noticed something strange.










The leash was gone.










The collar… unlocked.










He looked up at Mommy.










She stepped forward.










And smiled.










“You’re free,” she said.










He blinked, unsure he’d heard right.










“You’re free to leave,” she repeated. “Thirty days complete. DareCrave is finished.”










His lips parted.










The crowd stilled.










No sound.










Just tension.










He could leave?










Just like that?










No collar.










No plug.










No leash?










No votes?










He sat up.










Slowly.










The room didn’t stop him.










The platform lights dimmed.










The path to the door was open.










He stood.










Staggered.










Every instinct screamed for the exit.










And yet…










He turned to Mommy.










“Where would I go?”










She smiled.










And offered a new contract.










No cameras.










No time limits.










No exit clause.










Just him.










And her.










Forever.
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