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Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Abduction and Initial Assessment

The last normal thing Alex remembered was the click of his apartment door locking behind him at 11:47 p.m. on a Thursday. He had just finished another twelve-hour shift debugging code for a faceless startup that paid just enough to keep the lights on and the ramen stocked. His sneakers squeaked on the wet concrete of the Haarlem side street as he cut through the narrow alley toward the tram stop. Rain had slicked everything black and reflective; the sodium streetlights bled orange across puddles like spilled paint.

He never heard the van until it was already rolling up behind him, engine deliberately hushed. No screech of tires, no shouting—just the sudden clamp of a gloved hand over his mouth and the sharp prick of a needle behind his ear. The world tilted sideways. His knees buckled. The taste of chemical sweetness flooded his tongue as the chloroform rag pressed harder. Then darkness swallowed him whole.

When consciousness returned, it came in fragments.

Cold metal under his bare back.

Wrists and ankles strapped wide with thick leather cuffs bolted to the corners of a padded examination table.

Bright surgical lights directly overhead, so intense they burned afterimages into his retinas even when he squeezed his eyes shut.

The low, clinical hum of air conditioning and the softer, wet sound of latex gloves being snapped on.

He tried to speak. A thick silicone bit gag had already been forced between his teeth; it tasted faintly of industrial cleaner and stretched his jaw uncomfortably wide. Drool immediately began pooling at the corners of his mouth.

A woman’s voice—calm, amused, professionally detached—cut through the haze.

“Subject AW-47 is awake. Pulse elevated to 112, oxygen saturation 98%. Pupils responsive. No signs of cranial trauma from transport. Let’s begin the baseline assessment.”

Alex thrashed. The restraints didn’t budge. His naked body glistened under the lights; they had already stripped him completely. Even his watch and the cheap silver chain he never took off were gone. He felt exposed in a way that went beyond skin. Every inch of him was catalogued, weighed, judged.

Gloved fingers—cool, competent—lifted his flaccid cock and balls, turning them this way and that like produce at a market stall.

“Penile length flaccid: 8.2 centimeters. Girth adequate but unremarkable. Scrotal skin loose, moderate hair density. We’ll depilate later.”

Another set of hands—smaller, nails painted glossy black—cupped his testicles and gave them a light, testing squeeze. Alex whimpered into the gag. The pressure wasn’t painful yet, just humiliatingly possessive.

“Testicles descended, symmetrical, no masses on palpation. Good volume. He’ll produce nicely once we start the regimen.”

The black-nailed woman leaned closer. Alex could smell her perfume—something sharp and floral that didn’t belong in a medical setting. Her face was half-hidden behind a surgical mask, but her eyes were bright with cruel amusement.

“Hello, little boy,” she purred. “My name is Mistress Vika. I’ll be your primary trainer for the next phase. The sooner you understand that fighting makes everything worse, the sooner we can start making you pretty.”

She reached under the table and produced a slim metal tray. On it lay a gleaming steel speculum, a long flexible probe, several syringes, and a thick, black butt plug that tapered dramatically before flaring into a wide base. Alex’s stomach lurched.

“First things first,” Vika said. “We need to know exactly what we’re working with inside.”

Two more women appeared at the edges of his vision—both dressed in crisp white latex nurse uniforms, faces masked, hair pulled into severe ponytails. They moved with practiced efficiency, wheeling over an IV stand and a rolling cart loaded with lubricants, wipes, and monitoring equipment.

One of them—blonde, blue-eyed, voice clipped—spoke without looking at him. “Enema administered pre-transport. Rectum should be clear. Proceeding with digital and instrumental exam.”

Alex tried to scream. The gag turned it into a wet, animal gurgle.

The blonde nurse—her name tag read “Nurse Klara”—squirted a generous dollop of clear gel onto her gloved index and middle fingers. She didn’t bother warming it. The cold slickness pressed against his tightly clenched hole.

“Relax,” she ordered flatly. “Clenching only prolongs discomfort.”

He couldn’t relax. Every instinct screamed to resist. So she simply waited, fingers poised, until his exhausted sphincter fluttered open for a fraction of a second. That was enough. Two fingers slid inside him in one smooth, inexorable push.

Alex’s back arched off the table. The intrusion burned—not from tearing, but from sheer violation. She twisted slowly, scissoring, mapping the walls of his rectum with clinical detachment.

“Prostate located at approximately four centimeters anterior. Firm, walnut-sized, no nodules.” She curled her fingers and pressed directly against the gland.

A bolt of unwanted pleasure shot through Alex’s pelvis. His cock—traitorous, half-hard already from the sheer overload of sensation—twitched violently. A bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and slid down the shaft.

Vika laughed softly. “Look at that. Barely touched and he’s already leaking like a faucet. Such a natural sissy.”

Klara withdrew her fingers with a wet pop, replaced them immediately with the cold steel of the speculum. The ratcheting clicks as she opened the blades were louder than Alex’s muffled sobs. Cool air rushed into his stretched channel. He felt obscenely exposed, like a specimen under glass.

“Excellent dilation,” Klara noted. “Minimal resistance. We won’t need much preliminary stretching before plugging protocols begin.”

She angled a small LED light on a flexible stalk and peered inside. Alex could feel the beam moving across his inner walls. Humiliation burned hotter than the stretch.

“Rectal mucosa healthy, pink, well-vascularized. No fissures or hemorrhoids. Perfect canvas.”

Vika stepped forward, gloved hand wrapping around Alex’s now fully erect cock. She didn’t stroke—just held it firmly, letting her thumb rest over the sensitive frenulum.

“Time for the prostate milking baseline,” she announced. “We need volume and force of emission for the augmentation schedule.”

Klara adjusted the speculum wider, locking it in place. Then she reinserted two fingers, this time pressing rhythmically against the prostate while her other hand massaged Alex’s perineum from the outside. The dual pressure was merciless. Each stroke sent electric jolts up his spine, building pressure in his balls that had nowhere to go.

Alex’s hips bucked involuntarily. Drool streamed down his chin. His eyes rolled back.

“Don’t you dare hold back,” Vika hissed, squeezing the base of his cock just hard enough to prevent ejaculation. “You will give us everything, or we start again from zero. And next time we use the electro-stim probe.”

The threat was enough. Klara increased the pace, curling harder, faster. Alex’s body betrayed him completely. His balls drew up tight. A low, broken moan vibrated around the gag.

The first spurt was weak, almost dry—a pathetic dribble of clear fluid that landed on his stomach. Vika caught the second and third pulses in a small glass collection cup, tilting his cock downward like a faucet. Thick ropes of semen pulsed out, milky-white and copious, far more than he’d ever produced during solo sessions.

“Good girl,” Vika cooed, swirling the cup so the load coated the sides. “Nearly twelve milliliters on first pass. Very promising.”

Klara finally withdrew the speculum. Alex’s hole gaped for several long seconds before slowly trying to close. She didn’t give it the chance. Instead she selected the thickest plug on the tray—the black one with the pronounced taper—and coated it liberally in gel.

“This is your starter training plug,” she explained conversationally as she pressed the tip against his still-loose ring. “Seven centimeters at the widest point, flared base for security. You’ll wear it continuously until tomorrow’s assessment. Any expulsion without permission results in immediate punishment.”

Alex shook his head frantically. Tears streamed from the corners of his eyes.

Vika leaned down until her masked face was inches from his. “You don’t get to say no anymore, sweetie. You’re property now. Our property. And property gets shaped.”

Klara pushed. The plug breached him in one long, burning slide. Alex screamed behind the gag as the fattest part stretched him wider than the speculum ever had. When the base finally seated flush against his cheeks, the pressure on his prostate was constant, unrelenting. Every tiny shift of his hips ground the toy deeper.

His cock—still hard, still dripping—bobbed helplessly. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled up and slid down to join the drying mess on his stomach.

Vika noticed. She smiled behind her mask.

“Already leaking again. Perfect.” She reached for a fresh diaper from the cart—a thick, adult-sized one printed with cartoonish teddy bears and pastel blocks. The plastic crinkled loudly as she unfolded it.

Alex’s eyes widened in fresh horror.

“Oh yes,” Vika said sweetly. “You’re going to spend a lot of time in these. We find that enforced dependency accelerates psychological regression. And we like our dolls dependent.”

Klara lifted his hips with surprising strength. Vika slid the diaper underneath him, powdered his groin generously—sending little clouds of talc into the air—then pulled the front up snug between his legs. The padding pressed the plug even deeper. The tapes ripped loudly as they were fastened tight.

“There,” Vika said, patting the bulky crotch. “All snug. Now you can’t make any more messes on my nice clean table.”

Alex’s face burned with shame. The diaper felt obscene—hot, thick, crinkling with every panicked breath. The plug shifted inside him with every heartbeat. His cock throbbed uselessly against the soft inner lining.

Vika produced a small remote from her pocket. She pressed a button.

The plug buzzed to life—low, insidious vibrations that danced directly across his prostate.

Alex’s entire body seized. His hips jerked upward. A strangled cry tore from his throat as another involuntary orgasm built in seconds. This one wasn’t from stroking or suction—just pure, relentless internal stimulation.

He came hard into the diaper. Thick spurts soaked the padding, warm and sticky against his skin. The vibrations didn’t stop. Each aftershock milked another weak pulse from him until he was shuddering, oversensitive, tears streaming freely.

Vika turned the vibrations off. The sudden silence was almost worse.

“First documented sissygasm in containment,” Klara noted, scribbling on a clipboard. “Time: four minutes, seventeen seconds post-insertion. Volume estimated at six milliliters residual. Subject responsive to prostate-only stimulation. Recommend immediate escalation to vibrating beads and catheter training tomorrow.”

Vika stroked Alex’s cheek almost tenderly. “You did so well for your first exam, Dolly. That’s what we’re going to call you from now on. Dolly. Isn’t that cute?”

Alex could only sob.

She leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper only he could hear.

“This was the easy part. Tomorrow we start the silicone. And after that…” Her gloved finger traced the front of his diaper, pressing just enough to make him feel the mess he’d made. “…we make sure you never want to be anything else.”

The lights dimmed slightly. The nurses began cleaning instruments with calm efficiency. Alex lay there, bound, diapered, plugged, leaking, trembling—already no longer the man who had walked home from work just hours earlier.

Somewhere in the shadows of the room, a camera lens glinted. It had been recording the entire time.

And the footage, he would later learn, was already being uploaded to the private servers of the Diaper Dollhouse.

For prospective buyers.

For appraisal.

For the beginning of the rest of his life.


Chapter 2: The Forced Feminization Begins

The fluorescent lights in the nursery cell never dimmed. They buzzed faintly overhead, a constant, low-grade headache that burrowed into Alex’s skull as he lay strapped to the oversized crib. The mattress was covered in crinkly plastic sheeting that stuck to his sweat-damp skin. Thick leather cuffs still encircled his wrists and ankles, but now they were clipped to the crib’s high pink rails instead of the exam table. He could move—barely. Enough to squirm. Not enough to escape.

His diaper sagged heavily between his legs. The mess from his earlier forced orgasm had cooled into a sticky, clammy paste against his skin. Every tiny shift ground the sodden padding deeper into his crotch and pressed the still-seated plug firmly against his prostate. The toy had been silent since Mistress Vika switched it off hours ago (or what felt like hours—there were no clocks here), but the constant pressure kept him half-hard, leaking, humiliated.

The heavy steel door hissed open.

Two figures entered. Mistress Vika first—still in her black latex corset and thigh-high boots, mask discarded now that the initial “medical” phase was over. Her lips were painted deep crimson; her smile was predatory. Behind her came a second woman Alex hadn’t seen before: taller, broader-shouldered, platinum-blonde hair pulled into a severe bun. She wore a white vinyl nurse dress so short it barely covered her ass, the front unzipped almost to the navel to display surgically enhanced cleavage. Her name tag read “Nurse Mara.”

Mara carried a chrome tray laden with razors, shaving cream, pink ribbons, a bottle of pale formula, and—most ominously—a fresh, even thicker diaper printed with pastel ABC blocks and smiling pacifiers.

Vika stopped at the crib rail and looked down at him like one might regard a misbehaving puppy.

“Good morning, Dolly. Or should I say good afternoon? Time gets slippery when you’re not allowed to know it.” She reached through the bars and patted the front of his soiled diaper. The wet squish was audible. “Someone made quite the mess. We’ll have to do something about that dependency, won’t we?”

Alex tried to speak. The silicone bit gag was still in place, though the straps had been loosened slightly. All that came out was a garbled, drooling protest.

Mara laughed—a low, throaty sound. “He’s adorable when he tries to talk back. Like a kitten hissing.”

Vika unbuckled the gag and pulled it free. Alex worked his aching jaw, swallowing thickly.

“Please,” he rasped. “Let me go. I won’t tell anyone. I have money—”

Vika’s hand cracked across his cheek—not hard enough to bruise, just sharp enough to sting and silence him.

“No,” she said calmly. “You don’t get to negotiate. You don’t get to bargain. You exist to be reshaped. And the first step is learning that boys who make messes get treated like babies.”

Mara set the tray on a side table and began unclipping the restraints one by one. Alex’s limbs were too weak from hours of immobility and overstimulation to fight effectively. They flipped him onto his stomach with practiced ease, face pressed into the padded crib bumper printed with cartoon teddy bears.

The tapes of the soiled diaper ripped open. Cool air hit his sticky skin. Mara wrinkled her nose theatrically.

“Phew. Someone definitely needs changing.” She tugged the front down and away, exposing his cum-smeared cock and balls, the smeared remnants of his orgasm clinging to his thighs. The plug stayed firmly seated; its base winked between his cheeks like a dark jewel.

Vika produced a packet of baby wipes—scented with artificial lavender—and began cleaning him with slow, deliberate strokes. Each pass dragged across his sensitive cockhead, his perineum, the stretched rim of his hole. Alex whimpered and tried to clench away. The plug prevented it.

“None of that,” Vika murmured. “You keep that pretty little hole open for inspection at all times. It’s training.”

Mara took over the wiping while Vika moved to his head, threading her fingers through his dark, sweat-matted hair.

“First we shave,” she announced. “Sissies don’t get body hair. Ever.”

They rolled him onto his back again. Nurse Mara lathered his groin with floral-scented shaving cream, the foam cold against his overheated skin. She worked methodically—cock, balls, perineum, inner thighs—then moved upward to his chest, armpits, legs. Vika handled his face last, tilting his chin and gliding the razor over his cheeks and upper lip with surgical precision.

When they finished, his skin felt raw, baby-smooth, obscenely vulnerable. Every brush of air felt like a caress.

“Much better,” Vika purred, running a single fingernail from his sternum to the base of his cock. It jumped at the touch. “Look how pretty he is already.”

Mara unfolded the new diaper. This one was monstrous—easily twice as thick as the first, with extra absorbent panels that crinkled loudly. The plastic backing was glossy pink, patterned with dancing pacifiers and the words “Good Girl” repeated in curly script.

They lifted his hips together and slid it underneath. Powder puffed into the air in sweet clouds as Mara dusted his freshly shaved groin, his crack, even the stretched rim around the plug. The scent was cloying, infantile.

Vika produced something new: a slim, curved metal device with a rounded bulb at one end and a small reservoir at the other.

“Time to start the real dependency training,” she said. “This is a suppository trainer. Slow-release diuretic and mild laxative. You’ll feel the urge soon, and when it hits, you won’t be able to hold it. That’s the point.”

Alex’s eyes widened. “No—please—”

Vika ignored him. She peeled back the front of the still-open diaper, pressed the suppository against his hole beside the plug, and pushed. It slid in easily, the plug holding it deep. She patted the spot as though rewarding a good pet.

“There. Give it thirty minutes and you’ll be flooding that diaper like the helpless baby you are.”

They pulled the front up, yanked the tapes tight—tighter than necessary, so the padding crushed against his caged cock and ground the plug deeper. The bulk forced his thighs apart; he couldn’t even bring his knees together.

Mara clipped soft pink mittens over his hands, then locked a wide leather collar around his throat. A silver tag dangled from it: “DOLLY – PROPERTY OF THE DIAPER DOLLHOUSE.”

Vika clipped a short chain leash to the collar and tugged.

“Up you get, Dolly. Time for your first bottle and your first lesson in begging.”

They half-dragged, half-carried him to a low padded chair shaped like an oversized high chair. Pink vinyl straps secured his wrists to the arms, ankles to the legs, and a wide belt around his waist pinned him in place. A tray locked across his lap, pressing down on the swollen diaper front and making him gasp as the plug shifted.

Mara produced a large baby bottle filled with warm, milky liquid. The nipple was oversized, black silicone, designed to stretch the mouth. She shook it once, then pressed the tip to his lips.

“Open.”

Alex clamped his jaw shut.

Vika sighed theatrically and produced a small remote from her corset. She pressed a button.

The plug inside him erupted into violent vibration—stronger than before, pulsing in rhythmic waves directly against his prostate.

Alex’s mouth fell open on a choked cry. Mara shoved the nipple in immediately, tilting the bottle upward. Warm, sweet formula flooded his tongue—vanilla, laced with something faintly chemical. Hormones, he realized dimly. They were already dosing him.

He tried to turn his head. Vika gripped his jaw, forcing him to suckle.

“Drink,” she ordered. “Every drop. Or we turn the vibration up until you squirt again, and then we leave you in that soaked diaper for hours.”

Tears welled in his eyes as he swallowed. The formula was thick, coating his throat. Each gulp made his stomach feel fuller, warmer. The diuretic was already working; a strange, insistent pressure began building in his bladder.

The vibrations never stopped. They cycled—low, then high, then low again—keeping him teetering on the edge without mercy. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the diaper, trapped against the sodden padding.

Mara leaned close, voice soft and cruel. “Feel that? That’s your new normal. Full diaper. Full hole. Full tummy. Helpless little clitty leaking for Mistress.”

Alex whimpered around the nipple. His hips rocked involuntarily, humping the tray. The motion only ground the plug deeper, intensifying the prostate assault.

Vika watched with clinical satisfaction. “Look at him already. Barely ten minutes in and he’s humping like a desperate puppy.”

The pressure in his bladder became unbearable. He clenched, thighs trembling, but the suppository had done its job. A hot spurt escaped—then another—then a full, uncontrollable flood. Warmth spread through the diaper, soaking the already-used padding, seeping toward the leg gathers.

He sobbed around the bottle.

Mara cooed mockingly. “Awww, did baby have an accident already? Poor thing.”

Vika pressed the remote again. The vibrations jumped to a punishing intensity.

Alex’s body seized. The combination—the fullness, the heat, the relentless milking of his prostate—was too much. He came without being touched, hips jerking against the tray as thick spurts jetted into the flooded diaper. Each pulse was wrung from him by the buzzing plug; he could feel the semen mixing with his piss, turning the padding into a warm, squelching mess.

He kept suckling through the aftershocks, tears streaming, chest heaving.

When the bottle was finally empty, Mara pulled it free with a wet pop. A thin string of drool and formula connected his lips to the nipple.

Vika cupped his tear-streaked face. “That’s one. We’re going to train you to cum every time you wet or mess. It’s the fastest way to break the last of that silly boy resistance.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“By tomorrow you’ll be begging to fill your diapers for us. And when the silicone starts going in… you’ll thank us for every drop.”

Mara unstrapped him from the high chair and guided him—waddling, diaper sagging obscenely—to a low padded mat in the center of the room. They forced him onto all fours. The heavy, soaked padding swung between his thighs like a pendulum.

Vika knelt behind him and slowly—agonizingly—began to twist the plug.

“Time for your first real stretching session,” she whispered. “We’re going up a size tonight. And you’re going to thank me for every centimeter.”

Alex’s arms gave out. He collapsed face-first into the mat, ass in the air, diaper crinkling, hole twitching around the toy.

He didn’t know how long the session lasted.

Only that by the end, he was sobbing “thank you, Mistress” between every fresh, humiliating orgasm—and that the word “boy” already felt like it belonged to someone else.


Chapter 3: Silicone Injections and Body Modification

The nursery cell had begun to feel almost familiar in its suffocating pinkness. The same buzzing lights, the same sticky plastic mattress, the same inescapable crinkle of diaper every time Dolly tried to shift position. Twenty-four hours had passed since the first forced bottle and the first deliberate wetting orgasm—though time here was measured in sessions, not hours. Dolly no longer knew what day it was. She only knew the weight between her legs, the constant low ache from the thicker plug they’d forced in after last night’s “stretching lesson,” and the growing, shameful certainty that her body was already learning to crave the humiliation.

The door hissed open earlier than usual. Mistress Vika entered alone this time, carrying a small black medical case and wearing fresh black latex gloves that reached her elbows. Behind her rolled a stainless-steel IV stand draped with clear tubing and several bulging syringes the size of small bananas. The needles were long, thick-gauge, frighteningly medical.

Dolly was already positioned—strapped face-down over a padded gyno-style bench that had been wheeled into the center of the room overnight. Her wrists and ankles were locked to the lower frame, ass elevated high, knees spread wide on padded stirrups. The latest diaper—still relatively clean, for now—had been pulled down to mid-thigh, exposing the swollen, reddened ring of her hole where the plug protruded obscenely. The base was now hot pink silicone instead of black, matching the nursery aesthetic.

Vika set the case on a rolling tray and snapped her gloves with theatrical crispness.

“Good morning, Dolly. Sleep well in your messy diapee?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “Today we begin the real work. Silicone augmentation. We’re starting with the breasts and glutes—building those pretty curves you were never meant to have.”

Dolly’s stomach dropped. She’d heard the word “silicone” whispered during yesterday’s sessions, but hearing it confirmed made her heart hammer against the bench.

“Please… Mistress… I don’t want—”

Vika’s gloved hand cracked across one bare cheek—harder than the warning slap from before. The sound echoed off the pastel walls.

“You don’t want,” she repeated mockingly. “How cute. Babies don’t want. Babies need. And what you need is to be reshaped into something useful. Something displayable.”

She opened the case. Inside lay rows of pre-filled syringes, each labeled in neat black print: MEDICAL-GRADE SILICONE – 50ml. Beside them were smaller vials of local anesthetic, though Vika made no move to reach for those.

“We could numb you,” she said conversationally as she selected the first syringe. “But where’s the fun in that? Pain helps the lesson sink in. And trust me, Dolly—by the third injection, you’ll be begging for more just to feel something.”

She uncapped the needle—long, slightly curved—and drew back the plunger to check for air bubbles. Clear, viscous fluid glistened inside.

“First the breasts. We’ll do bilateral subglandular placement. Nice and perky for a sissy doll.”

She swabbed Dolly’s left nipple with alcohol. The cold made it pebble instantly. Vika pinched the areola between thumb and forefinger, pulling the small mound of flesh upward.

“Hold still.”

The needle pierced skin just below the nipple. Dolly screamed—raw, animal—before the plunger even moved. The sting was immediate, white-hot. Then came the pressure: slow, inexorable as Vika depressed the plunger. Thick silicone forced its way under the tissue, spreading in cold, burning waves. It felt like liquid fire pooling inside her chest, inflating the small breast from within.

Dolly thrashed against the restraints. Tears streamed sideways across her face and dripped onto the padded bench.

“Shhh,” Vika soothed, voice dripping false tenderness. “That’s only twenty milliliters. We need at least eighty per side for a proper C-cup start. You’ll thank me when they bounce.”

She withdrew the needle, leaving a tiny bead of blood and silicone at the puncture. Without pause she moved to the right side, repeating the process. Same pinch. Same piercing scream. Same agonizing bloom of pressure as more silicone flooded in.

By the third injection per side Dolly was sobbing continuously, body trembling. Her chest already looked wrong—swollen, asymmetrical, unnaturally round. The skin stretched taut over the new volume.

Vika stepped back to admire her work.

“Much better. Now for the fun part.”

She reached under the bench and retrieved a small remote—the same one that controlled the plug. She pressed a button.

The toy inside Dolly’s ass erupted into life—strong, pulsing vibrations that hammered directly against her prostate. The sudden internal assault made her hips buck involuntarily. Her cock, trapped against the padded bench and still half-hard from yesterday’s conditioning, throbbed painfully.

“Oh look,” Vika purred. “Already leaking. Let’s see how much we can milk out while we finish the augmentation.”

She selected another syringe—this one labeled for gluteal enhancement. She moved behind Dolly, hands spreading the cheeks wide around the protruding plug base.

“Ass up higher, Dolly. We want these cheeks plump and jiggly for display.”

The first glute injection went deep into the upper outer quadrant of the left cheek. The burn was different here—deeper muscle, more diffuse—but no less excruciating. Vika worked methodically, injecting in a fan pattern, sculpting the shape as she went. Each deposit made the cheek swell visibly, the skin growing shiny and tight.

All the while the plug vibrated relentlessly. Dolly’s prostate felt like it was being punched from the inside. Pre-cum drooled steadily from her trapped cock, pooling on the bench beneath her. She couldn’t stop the tiny rocking motions of her hips; each one ground the buzzing toy deeper, intensifying the building pressure in her balls.

By the time Vika finished the left cheek and started the right, Dolly was babbling incoherently—half pleas, half moans.

“Please… Mistress… too much… I can’t—”

“You can,” Vika said firmly. “And you will. Because if you cum without permission during augmentation, we start the whole process over from the beginning. And next time we skip the local entirely.”

Dolly bit her lip until she tasted blood, trying to hold back the inevitable.

Vika noticed. She laughed softly.

“Trying so hard to be a good boy still? Adorable.”

She finished the last glute injection, stepped back, and surveyed the damage. Dolly’s ass was dramatically fuller now—round, high, unmistakably feminine in contour despite still being attached to a male pelvis. The stretched skin gleamed under the lights. The pink plug base looked almost dainty nestled between the swollen cheeks.

Vika circled to the front again. Dolly’s new breasts hung pendulously, nipples dark and erect from overstimulation. Each breath made them jiggle slightly. The sight was obscene.

“Time for the reward,” Vika announced.

She reached under the bench and wrapped her gloved hand around Dolly’s aching cock. She didn’t stroke—just squeezed rhythmically in time with the plug’s vibrations, milking in slow, deliberate pulls.

Dolly’s eyes rolled back.

“No—no please—I’ll mess—I’ll—”

“That’s the point,” Vika whispered. “Cum for me, Dolly. Cum while your new tits and ass settle. Show me what a good plastic doll you’re becoming.”

The combination was merciless: the deep, pulsing vibrations on her prostate, the rhythmic milking of her cock, the humiliating weight of her newly swollen chest pressing into the bench, the knowledge that her body was being irreversibly altered.

Dolly broke.

Her hips slammed forward against the restraints. A strangled scream tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her—violent, prostate-driven, unstoppable. Thick ropes of semen jetted from her cock, splattering the bench, her thighs, the lowered diaper still bunched at mid-thigh. Each spurt was wrung from her by the buzzing plug; her new ass cheeks jiggled with every convulsion, breasts swaying heavily beneath her.

She kept cumming—long after she thought she was empty—until the spurts turned to weak dribbles and then dry spasms. Her entire body shook with aftershocks.

Vika finally switched the plug off. The sudden silence inside her was deafening.

Dolly collapsed against the bench, gasping, face wet with tears and drool.

Vika patted one swollen breast almost affectionately.

“Good girl. First session complete. You took almost two hundred milliliters total. We’ll add more tomorrow—maybe go for full DDs and a proper bubble butt.”

She tugged the diaper back up between Dolly’s trembling thighs, taping it snug over the messy cock and leaking hole. The fresh padding immediately began soaking up the cum that still dripped from her tip.

“But first,” Vika continued, “you need to learn to associate this pain with pleasure. So tonight you’ll sleep plugged, diapered, and edged—every hour on the hour the vibrations come on for ten minutes. No release allowed. Only when you beg like the desperate little sissy doll you are will we consider letting you cum again.”

She leaned down, lips brushing Dolly’s ear.

“And tomorrow… we start the facial fillers. Plump lips are essential for sucking, after all.”

Dolly whimpered brokenly.

Vika straightened, smiling.

“Welcome to phase two, Dolly. You’re already so much prettier.”

She left the lights on full brightness as she exited, leaving Dolly strapped over the bench—breasts aching, ass swollen, diaper sticky and heavy, cock twitching uselessly against the padding.

In the silence that followed, Dolly felt the first tiny, shameful shift inside her mind: the realization that part of her—small, buried, terrified—was already starting to crave the next injection.

Just so she could feel that overwhelming, humiliating release again.


Chapter 4: Diaper Dependency Training

The gyno-bench had been wheeled away sometime during the night, leaving Dolly alone in the nursery cell with only the low hum of the ventilation system and the occasional wet squish from her own diaper for company. The fresh silicone in her chest and ass had settled into a dull, throbbing ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. Every breath made her new breasts shift and pull at the injection sites; every tiny movement sent ripples through the swollen, unnaturally round cheeks that now forced her thighs farther apart than felt natural.

She had been left strapped loosely to the crib mattress—wrists and ankles tethered with soft pink cuffs to the rails, enough slack to roll onto her side but not enough to stand or crawl away. The diaper they’d taped on after the augmentation session was monstrously thick, designed to hold multiple accidents without leaking. It already sagged heavily. The plug—now upgraded to an eight-centimeter-wide model with internal weights that shifted with every clench—pressed relentlessly against her prostate. The vibrations had cycled on and off throughout the “night” as promised: ten agonizing minutes of edging every hour, never enough to tip her over, always stopping just as her balls tightened and her cock began to leak in earnest.

She was exhausted. Desperate. And—though the thought made her want to disappear—the constant near-orgasm had left her mind fuzzy, pliant, almost eager for the next interruption.

The door hissed open at what might have been morning.

Mistress Vika entered with Nurse Mara in tow. Both carried trays: one loaded with enema bags, catheters, and suppositories; the other with fresh diapers, wipes, powder, and a small locked box that made Dolly’s stomach lurch.

Vika smiled down at her captive doll.

“Good morning, Dolly. How’s my pretty plastic girl feeling? All swollen and sensitive?”

Dolly’s voice was hoarse from crying and begging the empty room. “Please… Mistress… I need to… to go…”

Vika tilted her head. “To go? Oh, sweetie. You don’t ‘go’ anymore. You fill. That’s what diapers are for.”

Mara set her tray down and began unclipping the restraints. “We’re accelerating dependency today. No more voluntary control. Your body belongs to the Dollhouse now—every function, every release.”

They flipped Dolly onto her back. The heavy breasts jiggled painfully as they settled; the ass cheeks spread wide against the mattress, making the plug shift deeper. Mara ripped the tapes open with casual brutality. The diaper peeled away with a wet sucking sound. Inside was a nightmare: layers of dried and fresh cum from the night’s denied edges, streaks of pre-cum, and a small, shameful puddle where she’d lost control during one of the vibration cycles.

Mara wrinkled her nose theatrically. “Filthy little sissy. Already leaking everywhere.”

Vika produced the first new element of the day: a large, clear enema bag filled with warm, soapy water mixed with a fast-acting osmotic laxative. The tubing ended in a thick, inflatable balloon nozzle.

“Phase one: total bowel reset,” Vika announced. “We’re going to flush you clean, then refill you until you have no choice but to mess yourself on command.”

They rolled Dolly onto her side, knees drawn up fetal-style. Mara lubed the nozzle generously and pressed it against the stretched ring still clinging to the plug. She twisted the current plug out slowly—agonizingly—leaving Dolly’s hole gaping and twitching in the cool air.

Before it could close, the enema nozzle slid in. Mara pumped the balloon full with a few squeezes of the hand bulb. Dolly whimpered as it inflated inside her, sealing her completely.

Vika opened the clamp.

Warm liquid rushed in—far faster than any home enema Dolly had ever fantasized about in her secret, shameful moments. The pressure built immediately, cramping her lower belly. She tried to clench, but the inflated balloon held firm.

“Relax,” Vika cooed, rubbing slow circles over the swollen curve of one silicone breast. “Fighting only makes the cramps worse. And you’re going to need to save your energy for what comes next.”

The bag emptied in under two minutes. Dolly’s abdomen distended visibly, rounding out like she was several months pregnant. Tears streamed down her cheeks as the soapy solution churned inside her.

Mara deflated the balloon and withdrew the nozzle with a wet pop. Dolly’s hole spasmed, trying desperately to hold everything in.

Vika pressed a gloved palm firmly against the distended belly. “Hold it. Ten minutes. If even one drop escapes without permission, we start over with double the volume.”

Dolly sobbed, thighs trembling, ass cheeks clenching futilely around nothing. The pressure was unbearable—wave after wave of cramping urgency. She rocked her hips, trying to find relief, only succeeding in making her heavy breasts bounce and her cock—still uncaged for this session—twitch and leak onto the mattress.

At the nine-minute mark, Vika leaned close. “Beg.”

Dolly’s voice cracked. “Please… Mistress… let me… let me mess… I can’t—”

“Not yet.” Vika pressed harder on the belly. A fresh cramp doubled Dolly over. “Beg like a proper sissy baby.”

Dolly broke. “Please, Mistress! Please let your filthy sissy baby mess her diapee! I need it—I need to be a messy girl—please!”

Vika smiled. “Good girl.”

Mara quickly slid a fresh diaper underneath—thicker still, with extra padding front and back. They lifted Dolly’s hips and taped it snug, the plastic crinkling loudly.

The moment the tapes were secure, Vika gave one final press to the bloated belly.

Dolly’s body surrendered.

A hot, liquid rush exploded into the diaper. The force of it pushed the padding outward, sagging instantly between her thighs. The smell hit a second later—sharp, humiliating. She kept going, wave after uncontrollable wave, filling the diaper until the leg gathers strained and a small wet spot appeared at the crotch.

She came without warning.

The orgasm hit like a freight train—prostate still hypersensitive from the night’s edging, the act of messing itself now wired directly to pleasure centers that had been ruthlessly conditioned. Her cock jerked violently inside the messy diaper, spurting thick ropes that mixed with the warm flood. Her hips bucked against nothing, breasts jiggling wildly, ass cheeks clenching around empty air as the release rolled through her in endless, shameful pulses.

When it finally ebbed, she collapsed panting, face buried in the crib bumper, tears soaking the teddy-bear print.

Mara patted the massively swollen diaper front. “There we go. First documented mess-gasm. Timer started at six minutes, forty-two seconds post-release. Very responsive.”

Vika wasn’t finished.

“Phase two: reinforcement.”

She retrieved the locked box and opened it. Inside lay a set of graduated training plugs—each larger than the last—and a remote-controlled vibrating catheter.

“From now on,” Vika explained as Mara lubed the smallest of the new plugs, “you wear this catheter whenever you’re not being milked manually. It drains constantly into your diaper. No more aiming, no more control. Just endless little drips and spurts.”

Mara threaded the slim silicone tube into Dolly’s still-hard cock, pushing it deep until the balloon tip sat in her bladder. She inflated it gently, locking it in place. A thin tube ran from the external end into the diaper front, taped securely.

The moment it was in, Dolly felt the first trickle escape—warm, unstoppable. Her bladder, already stressed from the enema aftermath, gave a weak spurt. Then another. The diaper absorbed it silently.

Vika selected the next plug—nine centimeters at the widest point, ridged for extra stimulation—and pressed it slowly into the gaping hole.

Dolly whimpered as it stretched her wider than ever. When the base seated, the ridges dragged over her prostate with every tiny shift.

Vika activated the remote.

Low, pulsing vibrations began—slower than before, but deeper, more insidious. Combined with the constant bladder drainage and the heavy, messy diaper pressing everywhere, it was torture.

“Every time you feel the urge,” Vika whispered, “whether it’s pee, mess, or orgasm—you let go. No holding. No asking. Just fill. And when you fill… you cum. That’s the new rule.”

To demonstrate, she pressed a second button.

The plug jumped to medium intensity.

Dolly’s eyes widened. The pressure returned instantly—another cramp, another uncontrollable push. A second wave of soft mess forced its way out, squelching into the already full padding. At the same moment, the catheter let loose a steady stream, and her cock—milked by the vibrations—erupted again.

She came harder this time, screaming into the mattress as semen pulsed through the catheter tube and soaked the diaper further. Her body convulsed, breasts heaving, ass jiggling around the buzzing ridges. The orgasm lasted nearly a minute, wringing her dry until she was left shuddering, oversensitive, diaper now grotesquely bloated and leaking at the leg bands.

Vika switched the vibrations back to low.

“That’s two,” she said with satisfaction. “We’ll keep going until you can’t even think without filling yourself. Until the mere sound of a diaper crinkling makes you leak.”

Mara began cleaning the excess mess from Dolly’s thighs with wipes, rough and clinical. “Tomorrow we introduce the feeding tube and hormone suppositories. But for tonight… you stay like this. Messy. Leaking. Edged. And every time you cum from filling, you thank us.”

Dolly’s voice was barely a whisper. “Th-thank you… Mistress…”

Vika cupped her tear-streaked face.

“Good girl. You’re learning so fast. Soon you won’t remember ever being anything but a diaper-dependent plastic doll.”

She left the vibrations on low—endless, teasing—as they exited.

Dolly lay there in the ruined diaper, catheter dripping, plug buzzing, new curves aching, mind fraying at the edges.

And somewhere beneath the shame, a tiny, terrified voice whispered:

Again.

Please.

Again.


Chapter 5: The Sissy Wardrobe and Public Humiliation Debut

The nursery cell had begun to feel like a cocoon—claustrophobic, infantilizing, inescapable. Dolly had spent the last forty-eight hours in a haze of forced releases: every cramp, every trickle through the catheter, every involuntary push into the padding rewarded with prostate-driven orgasms that left her trembling and empty. The diapers changed every four hours like clockwork, always by gloved hands that lingered just long enough to tease the swollen rim around her plug or pinch the tender, newly augmented nipples until she whimpered. Her breasts had already started to settle into a permanent, unnatural perkiness; her ass cheeks jiggled with every waddle. The mirror they’d installed on the far wall forced her to confront the changes constantly: the rounded hips, the puffy lips still swollen from yesterday’s filler shots, the glassy, dazed look in her eyes.

She no longer fought the name. “Dolly” felt less like an insult and more like the only identity left.

The door opened mid-afternoon—or what passed for afternoon in the windowless pink prison.

Mistress Vika entered wearing a sleek black latex catsuit that hugged every curve, thigh-high boots clicking on the tile. Behind her came two new figures: a severe brunette in a red vinyl dominatrix dress carrying a rolling garment rack, and a petite Asian woman in a frilly maid outfit pushing a makeup cart laden with cosmetics, wigs, and locking accessories. The maid’s name tag read “Suki – Wardrobe Assistant.”

Vika smiled down at Dolly, who was currently strapped into a padded changing table, legs elevated in stirrups, fresh diaper taped snug around the catheter and the latest plug—a ridged, ten-centimeter monster that buzzed on low whenever she so much as breathed too deeply.

“Time to dress our doll for her debut, girls,” Vika announced. “The Dollhouse corridors are waiting. Prospective buyers want to see what they’re bidding on.”

Dolly’s stomach lurched. “Debut…?”

Suki giggled softly, already selecting items from the rack. “You’re going to be so pretty, Dolly. Everyone’s going to want to touch.”

The brunette—introduced only as “Mistress Raven”—unlocked the stirrups and helped Dolly down. Her legs shook; the heavy diaper forced an awkward, bow-legged stance. The plug shifted with every step, grinding against her prostate and sending fresh dribbles through the catheter tube.

They stripped the sodden diaper away without ceremony. Dolly stood naked except for the locked collar and the catheter, cock limp and dripping, breasts heaving with shallow breaths, ass cheeks glistening from the constant lube applications.

First came the foundation garment: a glossy pink latex corset with built-in breast cups. The cups were molded to cradle and push up her silicone-enhanced chest, forcing the new curves into dramatic cleavage. Raven laced it brutally tight, cinching Dolly’s waist until she could barely draw breath. Each pull made her breasts thrust forward obscenely, nipples poking through strategically placed cutouts.

“Perfect,” Raven murmured, adjusting the cups so the nipples stood erect and vulnerable. “These will be very popular for pinching.”

Next, the panties—or what passed for them. A pair of ruffled latex bloomers with a wide crotch opening that framed her caged cock (the chastity device had been reintroduced that morning—small, pink, curved, with internal spikes that punished erection) and left her plugged hole completely exposed. The bloomers snapped closed at the sides with padlocks. A thick layer of absorbent padding was sewn into the seat—more diaper than underwear—ensuring any “accident” would be contained but loudly announced by crinkling plastic.

Suki fitted a long, platinum-blonde wig—curly, cascading past the shoulders—with matching pink bows clipped into the pigtails. Makeup followed: heavy blush, glossy pink lipstick that made her lips look bee-stung and cock-sucking ready, thick black eyeliner, false lashes. When the mirror was angled toward her, Dolly barely recognized the doll staring back—vacant eyes, painted mouth, exaggerated curves.

Finally, the pièce de résistance: a sheer babydoll nightie in translucent pink chiffon, short enough that the ruffled hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. The fabric whispered against her skin with every movement, teasing the sensitive nipples and the swollen silicone ass. A wide satin sash tied in an enormous bow at the back completed the look.

Vika clipped a pink leather leash to the collar and gave it a sharp tug.

“Walkies, Dolly. Time to show the Dollhouse what a good little sissy diaper doll you’ve become.”

They led her out of the nursery cell and into the corridor.

The Diaper Dollhouse was vast—polished concrete floors, soft pink and lavender lighting, walls lined with glass-fronted display cases containing other transformed sissies in various stages of modification. Some stood frozen in poses, silicone skin gleaming under spotlights; others were strapped into rocking horses or high chairs, diapers visibly sagging. Soft, hypnotic lullaby music played from hidden speakers.

Dolly’s bare feet padded along the cold floor, leash taut. Every step made the bloomers crinkle loudly. The plug shifted inside her, the catheter dripped steadily into the padded seat. Her caged cock strained uselessly against the spikes.

The corridor opened into a larger atrium—a circular space ringed with viewing platforms and plush seating. A dozen figures waited: elegantly dressed men and women in masks, sipping champagne, murmuring appreciatively as new dolls were paraded past.

Vika tugged Dolly to the center of the room, where a low padded platform waited under a spotlight.

“Kneel,” she ordered.

Dolly dropped to her knees, thighs spread, ass presented. The babydoll rode up, exposing the bloomers and the pink plug base nestled between swollen cheeks.

A soft chime sounded. The lights dimmed slightly. A voice—calm, feminine, amplified—announced:

“Lot 47: Dolly. Recent silicone augmentation to breasts and glutes. Full diaper dependency training complete. Prostate-responsive. Currently plugged and catheterized. Open for inspection and demonstration.”

The crowd murmured approval.

Vika turned to the nearest guest—a tall woman in a black evening gown—and offered the leash.

“Would Madame care to feel how soft our new doll has become?”

The woman accepted the leash and stepped forward. Her gloved hand cupped one of Dolly’s breasts, squeezing firmly. Dolly whimpered as the silicone yielded under pressure, nipple hardening instantly.

“Very nice,” the woman purred. “Responsive, too.”

Another guest—a man in a tailored suit—knelt behind Dolly and ran a finger along the exposed rim of her hole, tracing the plug base.

“Nice stretch already. How deep is she trained?”

Vika smiled. “Currently at ten centimeters. We’re working up to fisting within the month.”

The man pressed against the plug, twisting it slowly. Dolly gasped, hips rocking forward involuntarily. The movement ground her caged cock against the padded bloomers; pre-cum leaked steadily through the catheter.

Vika produced the remote. “Shall we give our guests a proper show?”

A chorus of agreement.

She pressed the button.

The plug erupted into high-intensity vibration—deep, rhythmic pulses that hammered Dolly’s prostate without mercy.

Her body seized. A low, broken moan escaped her painted lips. Her hips bucked, ass cheeks jiggling around the toy. The catheter let loose a fresh spurt of piss into the padding. The bloomers crinkled wetly.

The vibrations cycled—high, low, high—edging her mercilessly. Guests circled closer, hands groping her breasts, pinching nipples, slapping the swollen ass until it glowed pink.

Dolly’s vision blurred. Tears streaked her heavy makeup. She was babbling—please, please, please—without knowing what she begged for.

Vika leaned down. “Cum for them, Dolly. Show everyone what a good display doll you are.”

She cranked the remote to maximum.

Dolly shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning—prostate milking her dry in violent spasms. Thick spurts jetted through the catheter tube, soaking the bloomers until the padding sagged visibly. Her body convulsed under the spotlight, breasts heaving, ass clenching around the buzzing plug, babydoll nightie clinging to sweat-slick skin. She screamed—a high, broken sissy wail—hips grinding air as wave after wave wrung her empty.

When it finally ebbed, she collapsed forward onto her elbows, ass still high, diaper-bloated bloomers dripping, plug still vibrating softly.

The crowd applauded politely.

Vika tugged the leash, forcing Dolly back to her knees.

“Very good, Dolly. First public sissygasm: four minutes, twenty-one seconds. Mess level: heavy. The buyers will be pleased.”

She turned to the guests. “Bidding opens tomorrow. Until then… feel free to play.”

Hands descended again—groping, probing, teasing. Someone activated a small remote-controlled prostate stimulator hidden in the plug, sending fresh aftershocks through her oversensitive body.

Dolly knelt there, leaking, trembling, painted face streaked with tears and drool, the babydoll nightie translucent with sweat.

And somewhere beneath the crushing humiliation, a small, broken part of her mind registered the applause.

They liked her.

They wanted her.

She was on display.

And she had cum harder than ever before.


Chapter 6: Advanced Anal Conditioning

The atrium spotlight still burned behind Dolly’s eyelids even after they led her away. The applause had faded into distant echoes, but the sticky warmth in her bloomers remained—thick, squelching proof of her public surrender. Every step back down the corridor made the soaked padding shift against her caged cock and the still-vibrating plug. The catheter dripped steadily; the bloomers’ absorbent seat was nearing capacity, leg gathers straining. Her new breasts bounced with each awkward waddle, nipples chafing against the sheer babydoll fabric. Makeup streaked down her cheeks in black rivulets. She felt less like a person and more like a leaking, overstimulated toy being carried to the next playroom.

They didn’t return her to the nursery cell.

Instead, Mistress Vika tugged the leash through a side door marked “Conditioning Suite – Level 3 Access Only.” The air inside was warmer, heavier, scented with silicone lubricant and the faint metallic tang of machinery. The room was circular, walls padded in soft black vinyl, lit by dim red uplighting that made every glossy surface gleam. At the center stood the machine.

It looked like a cross between a gynecological chair and a medieval torture device reimagined by a sadistic engineer. A heavy steel frame supported a padded recliner that tilted from upright to fully inverted. Thick leather restraints waited at wrists, ankles, thighs, waist, and neck. From the base rose a mechanical arm ending in a universal mounting plate. Attached to it already: a series of interchangeable dildos in graduated sizes, all black medical-grade silicone, ribbed, veined, and—most alarmingly—motorized. Hoses and wiring snaked from the base to a control pedestal nearby.

Nurse Mara and Suki followed them in, already shedding outer layers. Mara wore only the short white vinyl dress now, unzipped to the navel; Suki had stripped to a black latex thong and pasties shaped like little pink pacifiers.

Vika unclipped the leash and pointed to the chair.

“Up you go, Dolly. Advanced conditioning begins now.”

Dolly’s legs trembled. “Please… Mistress… I just came… I’m so sensitive—”

“Exactly,” Vika said, voice velvet over steel. “We want you raw. Overstimulated holes learn faster.”

They didn’t give her time to resist. Mara and Suki lifted her under the arms and thighs, depositing her into the recliner. The moment her ass hit the padding, the plug inside her pressed deeper, forcing a fresh dribble through the catheter. They worked quickly: wrists strapped wide above her head, ankles locked into elevated stirrups that spread her thighs almost to the point of pain, waist cinched with a wide belt, neck collared to the headrest so she couldn’t look away from the mirrored ceiling panel directly overhead.

Suki peeled the babydoll nightie off, leaving Dolly in nothing but the ruffled bloomers, collar, and wig. The bloomers were unceremoniously ripped open at the crotch—Velcro panels designed for exactly this purpose—exposing the bloated, leaking padding and the hot-pink plug base nestled between swollen silicone cheeks.

Mara deflated the current plug’s internal lock and slowly twisted it free. Dolly’s hole gaped for long seconds, twitching, unable to close after days of constant occupation. Cool air kissed the stretched rim; she whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

Vika selected the first attachment from the machine’s rack: a thick, smooth silicone shaft, eleven centimeters long and seven at the widest point, mounted on a piston arm. She coated it liberally with clear lube until it glistened.

“This is your starter training dildo,” she explained, locking it into the mounting plate. “We begin slow. Full depth, moderate speed. Goal: thirty minutes without begging to stop. After that, we escalate.”

The arm whirred to life, positioning the dildo tip at Dolly’s entrance. Vika pressed a button on the pedestal remote.

The shaft advanced—slow, inexorable—breaching her in one long, steady push. Dolly’s back arched against the restraints; a high, keening sound escaped her painted lips as the toy filled her completely, pressing firmly against her prostate.

Vika adjusted the settings.

The piston began to move: slow withdrawal, slow re-entry, each cycle dragging the smooth silicone over her sensitive walls. The rhythm was maddening—deep enough to grind her prostate, not fast enough to build real friction. Within minutes her cock strained painfully against the chastity spikes, leaking steadily into the ruined bloomers.

Mara knelt between the stirrups and began teasing the caged clit with feather-light touches—nails tracing the metal bars, thumb circling the tip through the gaps. Never enough pressure to satisfy, just enough to torment.

Suki climbed onto a small step-stool beside the chair, straddling Dolly’s chest. She lowered herself until her latex-covered pussy hovered just above the augmented breasts.

“Time to multitask, Dolly,” she purred. “While your hole gets trained, you get to worship.”

She ground down slowly, smothering Dolly’s face between her thighs. The scent was overwhelming—warm latex, faint musk, the sweet artificial strawberry of whatever lube she’d used earlier. Dolly’s tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at the slick material, desperate for any kind of contact.

Vika increased the piston speed by one notch.

The thrusts came faster now—deeper, more insistent. Each withdrawal left her gaping, each re-entry stretched her anew. The constant prostate pressure built like a slow tide, coiling low in her belly. Her hips tried to rock, but the restraints held her immobile.

Mara switched from teasing to light slapping—sharp little smacks to the caged cock and balls that made Dolly jerk and moan into Suki’s crotch.

“Feel that?” Vika asked, voice calm over the wet mechanical sounds. “That’s your new normal. Filled. Used. Leaking. No escape.”

Twenty minutes in, Dolly was sobbing around Suki’s grinding hips. The piston had been upgraded to a ribbed model—thicker ridges that caught on her rim with every thrust. Her prostate felt bruised, hypersensitive; every pass sent electric jolts up her spine. Pre-cum dripped in a steady stream through the catheter, soaking the bloomers until they clung transparently to her skin.

Vika leaned close, lips brushing Dolly’s ear even as Suki rode her face.

“Beg, Dolly. Beg to cum like the desperate plastic fuck-doll you are.”

Dolly’s voice was muffled, broken. “Please… Mistress… please let me cum… I can’t… I need…”

Vika smiled. “Not yet. First we add vibration.”

She pressed another button.

The dildo began to buzz—low at first, then building until the entire shaft hummed against her prostate. The sensation was overwhelming: mechanical thrusting combined with relentless internal vibration. Dolly’s eyes rolled back; drool streamed from the corners of her mouth.

Mara finally unlocked the chastity cage—just long enough to wrap her gloved hand around the aching cock and stroke once, twice, three times—slow, deliberate, timed to the piston’s rhythm.

Dolly shattered.

The orgasm tore through her without warning—violent, full-body convulsions that rattled the steel frame. Semen jetted in thick ropes, splattering across her swollen belly and the underside of her breasts. Each pulse was milked by the buzzing, thrusting toy; her hole clenched rhythmically around the shaft, trying to pull it deeper. She screamed into Suki’s pussy, hips straining against the straps, ass cheeks jiggling with every spasm.

The machine didn’t stop.

Vika kept the piston moving, the vibration high. Oversensitivity hit like a second wave. Dolly thrashed, begging incoherently—stop, please, too much, more—tears streaming, makeup ruined completely.

Mara milked the last weak spurts from her cock, then re-locked the cage with cruel efficiency.

Suki finally lifted off, leaving Dolly gasping, face slick and shiny.

Vika switched the machine to a slower, gentler rhythm—maintenance mode, designed to keep her stretched and stimulated without immediate climax.

“First session complete,” she announced. “One hour total. Three documented orgasms, two forced. Mess level: critical. We’ll leave her plugged in the machine for the next two hours—low speed, constant vibration. No breaks.”

Mara patted the bloated bloomers. “She’ll keep leaking the whole time. Good reinforcement.”

They adjusted the chair to a slight recline, leaving Dolly staring up at her own wrecked reflection in the mirrored ceiling: puffy lips smeared with lipstick and fluids, streaked makeup, heaving silicone breasts, gaping hole rhythmically filled by the machine, diaper-bloated bloomers sagging between spread thighs.

Vika kissed her forehead almost tenderly.

“Rest now, Dolly. Or don’t. Either way, your hole is getting perfectly trained for display. Soon you’ll cum just from being filled—without anyone even touching your clitty.”

She dimmed the red lights slightly as they exited.

The machine whirred on.

Slow. Deep. Buzzing.

Dolly’s body jerked with every thrust, another weak dribble leaking from the catheter, another tiny aftershock rippling through her oversensitive prostate.

She closed her eyes.

And somewhere deep inside the haze of exhaustion and overstimulation, she felt the first true surrender:

She didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter 7: Breast Augmentation and Lactation Induction

The Conditioning Suite lights had dimmed to a soft, pulsing red by the time they finally powered down the machine. Dolly’s body felt like it had been turned inside out—raw, pulsing, endlessly stretched. The last two hours had been a slow, mechanical torment: the piston arm cycling at a gentle but unrelenting pace, the embedded vibrator humming on its lowest setting, keeping her prostate swollen and leaking without ever letting her crest again. The bloomers were ruined—sodden, heavy, the absorbent core swollen to the point that every shallow breath made the padding squish audibly against her caged cock and the base of the final training dildo still buried inside her.

Mara and Suki unstrapped her with clinical detachment. Dolly’s limbs were limp, useless; they half-carried, half-dragged her to a padded transport gurney and secured her face-up with wide Velcro bands across chest, hips, and thighs. The dildo was left in place—locked to a harness that kept it seated deep. Every bump of the gurney wheels sent fresh jolts through her oversensitive channel.

They wheeled her down a new corridor—this one lined with frosted glass panels behind which shadowy figures moved, watching. Soft, repetitive nursery rhymes played from hidden speakers, warped just enough to unsettle rather than soothe.

Mistress Vika waited at the end in what looked like an operating theater redecorated for fetish: stainless steel tables, banks of monitors, overhead surgical lights modified with pink gel filters. A second gurney waited beside a bank of IV stands and refrigeration units labeled “HORMONAL INDUCTION – PHASE 1.”

Vika smiled as they transferred Dolly to the new table.

“Welcome to the milking parlor, Dolly. Your breasts have settled nicely from the initial silicone. Now we make them functional.”

Dolly’s voice was barely a whisper, cracked from hours of moaning. “Functional…?”

“Lactating,” Vika said simply, patting one swollen mound. The skin was still tight, shiny from the augmentation, nipples dark and perpetually erect from constant stimulation. “Buyers love a doll that can be milked. It adds another layer of dependency—and humiliation.”

They stripped the ruined bloomers away, peeling the sticky padding from her skin with wet tearing sounds. The catheter tube was disconnected from the diaper and re-routed to a small collection bag hanging off the side of the table. The dildo harness was tightened further, ensuring no slippage during the procedure.

Mara wheeled over a rolling cart loaded with syringes, tubing, suction cups, and several sealed vials of milky-white fluid.

“First the final breast expansion,” Vika explained, selecting a pair of enormous syringes—100 ml each, filled with the same medical-grade silicone. “We’re pushing you to full double-Ds. Then we start the lactation protocol.”

They didn’t bother with restraints this time; Dolly was too spent to fight. Suki simply held her arms above her head while Mara swabbed the undersides of each breast with alcohol. Vika pinched the skin just below the areola on the left side, tenting it upward.

The needle went in deep—far deeper than the first injections. Dolly’s back arched on a choked sob as the plunger depressed. Thick, cold silicone flooded the subglandular pocket, stretching the already augmented tissue further. The breast ballooned visibly, skin pulling taut, veins faintly visible beneath the surface. Vika worked in a fan pattern, injecting in multiple sites until the left mound sat high, round, and impossibly full.

She moved to the right without pause.

By the time both breasts had received the full load, Dolly was trembling, tears streaming silently. Each breath made the massive globes wobble; the weight pulled at her chest in a way that felt alien, obscene. The nipples—now stretched wider, darker—stood out like ripe berries.

“Beautiful,” Vika murmured, running gloved fingers over the taut skin. “Now for the fun part.”

Mara attached small, transparent suction cups to each nipple—soft silicone funnels connected to thin tubing that ran to a dual pump machine. The cups sealed with a gentle hiss. Vika flicked the switch.

Low, rhythmic suction began—gentle at first, then building until Dolly’s nipples were drawn deep into the bells, elongating them painfully. She whimpered, hips twitching; the dildo inside her shifted with every involuntary clench.

Vika produced the first hormone vial—labeled “Galactagogue Blend: Domperidone, Fenugreek, Oxytocin Analog.” She drew it into a long syringe and injected it directly into the outer curve of each breast, deep into the glandular tissue.

“These will stimulate milk production,” she explained. “The oxytocin analog will make letdown fast and intense. You’ll feel it soon.”

She followed with intramuscular shots in Dolly’s thighs—estrogen, progesterone, prolactin boosters. The needles burned; Dolly’s body felt hot, feverish, as the hormones began circulating.

Within twenty minutes the changes started.

A strange fullness built behind her nipples—deeper than arousal, more insistent. The suction pulled harder, and suddenly—without warning—small beads of clear fluid appeared at the tips.

Vika increased the pump strength.

The first true drops of milk expressed—thin, bluish-white, trickling down the insides of the suction cups. Dolly gasped, eyes wide. The sensation was overwhelming: a tingling rush from deep inside the swollen mounds, followed by the warm, wet release as more milk let down.

Mara swapped the suction cups for larger collection bottles. The tubing turned milky almost immediately. The machine gurgled softly as the first few milliliters collected.

Vika leaned over Dolly’s face, stroking her cheek.

“Look at you. Already producing for us. Such a good milky doll.”

To reinforce the conditioning, Vika reached down and activated the dildo harness remote. Low vibration returned—slow, pulsing waves that synced perfectly with the suction rhythm.

Dolly’s body responded instantly. The dual assault—milking from the breasts, milking from the prostate—was too much. Her caged cock throbbed; the catheter bag began to fill with weak spurts of pre-cum. Her hips rocked uselessly against the table.

Suki straddled the table at Dolly’s head, lowering her latex-covered breasts until one nipple hovered over Dolly’s painted lips.

“Open wide, baby. Time to learn how a milky doll feeds.”

Dolly’s mouth fell open on a moan. Suki pressed the nipple past her lips. It wasn’t real milk—just silicone and lube—but the act was symbolic, degrading. Dolly suckled instinctively, tongue swirling around the hard tip while her own breasts continued to leak into the collection bottles.

Vika cranked the dildo vibration higher.

The pressure built fast—too fast. The constant prostate stimulation, the rhythmic suction on her nipples, the hormones flooding her system, the deep humiliation of being milked like livestock—it all crashed together.

Dolly came without being touched below the waist.

The orgasm was different this time—deeper, more全身, almost painful in its intensity. Her entire body seized; milk sprayed in fine jets from her nipples as the letdown surged with the climax. The collection bottles filled faster, gurgling loudly. Her cock pulsed weakly in its cage, dribbling semen through the catheter in time with each breast contraction. She moaned around Suki’s fake nipple, tears streaming, hips bucking against the straps.

Vika watched with clinical satisfaction, one hand pressing firmly on Dolly’s distended belly to intensify the sensation.

“That’s it. Cum while you’re milked. Every time you let down, you associate it with orgasm. That’s how we rewire you.”

The climax rolled on for nearly a minute—wave after wave of prostate-driven ecstasy, each one forcing more milk from her swollen breasts. When it finally ebbed, Dolly collapsed back against the table, gasping, chest heaving, nipples red and swollen from the suction.

The pump continued its slow rhythm, drawing out the last drops.

Vika switched it off and removed the cups. Dolly’s nipples were elongated, dripping, hypersensitive. A thin trail of milk leaked down the curves of her breasts and pooled on her stomach.

Mara wiped her clean with soft cloths, then taped a fresh, extra-absorbent diaper around her hips—pink, crinkling, with extra padding to catch any continued leakage from breasts or catheter.

Vika leaned down, kissing Dolly’s forehead.

“First milking session complete. Six hundred milliliters collected. Very promising yield for day one.”

She cupped one leaking breast, thumb brushing the sore nipple.

“Tonight you sleep in the lactation crib—suction cups on low, dildo vibrating gently, diaper changed every two hours. Tomorrow we increase the hormone dose. Soon you’ll be producing enough to feed yourself… or our guests.”

Dolly whimpered, too exhausted to speak.

Vika smiled.

“Good milky girl. You’re becoming exactly what the Dollhouse needs.”

They wheeled her away—breasts still leaking tiny drops onto the gurney sheet, diaper crinkling, dildo buzzing softly, mind fraying at the edges.

In the quiet of the transport corridor, Dolly felt another shameful shift inside her:

The weight of her milk-heavy breasts.

The ache of being used.

And the tiny, terrifying whisper that part of her wanted more.


Chapter 8: The Display Case Trial

The lactation crib was a nightmare of enforced intimacy. Dolly spent the night strapped semi-upright in a padded recliner that cradled her swollen double-Ds like offerings on an altar. Transparent suction cups remained sealed over each nipple, connected to a low-volume pump that cycled every fifteen minutes—gentle pulls designed to keep milk flowing without letting her rest. Thin tubes carried the warm, thin liquid into collection bottles that glowed softly under pink night-lights. Every letdown brought a tingling rush through her chest, followed by the humiliating drip-drip-drip into the bottles and the inevitable clench around the dildo still harnessed deep inside her ass. The vibrations stayed on the lowest setting—enough to keep her prostate engorged and leaking, never enough to let her cum. By morning her diaper sagged heavily with hours of slow catheter drainage and three small, involuntary prostate dribbles.

She was changed at dawn by Suki and a new attendant—a silent, muscular woman in black latex called simply “Handler Three.” They peeled the soaked diaper away, wiped her clean with clinical roughness, re-lubed the dildo harness, and taped on a fresh one: ultra-thick, glossy white with pastel pink trim and the words “MILK ME” embroidered across the front panel in looping script. The padding crushed against her caged cock and pressed the dildo base firmly into place. They reattached the suction cups—higher flow this time—and wheeled her, still semi-reclined, down a long corridor she hadn’t seen before.

The sign above the double doors read: EXHIBITION GALLERY – PERMANENT & TRIAL DISPLAY

The room beyond was vast, cathedral-like, lit by soft spotlights that tracked movement. Rows of glass display cases lined the walls—each one a sealed acrylic cube large enough for a single doll. Some cases were occupied: sissies frozen in elaborate poses, silicone skin gleaming, diapers visibly bloated, eyes glassy from hypnosis or exhaustion. A few cases stood empty, waiting.

They wheeled Dolly to the center of the room, where a raised circular platform held the largest case yet: a tall, hexagonal pillar of crystal-clear acrylic, open at the front with hidden tracks for sliding doors. Inside waited a custom pose stand—polished chrome with padded leather cuffs at ankles, wrists, waist, and neck, plus articulated supports for thighs and arms to hold any position indefinitely.

Vika appeared, dressed for show in a floor-length black latex gown slit to the thigh. She carried a tablet and a small remote.

“Trial display day, Dolly,” she announced. “Buyers get to see how you behave under public scrutiny. You’ll spend six hours in the case. Visitors vote on your torments via the Dollhouse app. The more votes, the more intense the stimulation.”

Dolly’s milk-heavy breasts heaved with shallow panic breaths. “Please… Mistress… not in front of everyone…”

Vika cupped her chin. “Especially in front of everyone. That’s the point.”

Handler Three and Suki lifted her from the gurney and positioned her inside the case. They locked her ankles to the base plates—spread wide—then secured her wrists to overhead cuffs so her arms formed a graceful Y. A wide chrome belt cinched her waist, forcing her posture upright and thrusting her swollen, leaking breasts forward. Thigh cuffs held her legs slightly bent, ass pushed back to present the dildo base prominently between silicone cheeks. A final collar locked her neck to a vertical post, ensuring she couldn’t turn her head away from the glass.

They removed the suction cups for now—leaving her nipples dark, elongated, still beading tiny drops of milk that trailed slowly down the curves of her breasts.

Suki slid the front panel closed. It sealed with a soft pneumatic hiss. Air circulated through hidden vents; speakers inside the case let her hear everything outside clearly.

Vika tapped her tablet.

The case lit up—spotlights bathing Dolly in warm pink. A small digital display on the front panel began counting down: 6:00:00.

“Welcome to your trial, Dolly,” Vika’s voice echoed through the internal speakers. “You may not speak. You may not beg. You will pose, leak, and cum on command. Let’s start the voting.”

The first torment options appeared on screens around the gallery and on guests’ phones:

	Prostate vibration – low / medium / high 
	Nipple suction – gentle / strong / pulsing 
	Enema fill – 500ml / 1000ml / continuous drip 
	Edge cycle – 5 min / 10 min / denied 
	Random shock – mild / moderate (to chastity cage) 


Guests began voting. Numbers ticked up in real time on Dolly’s display.

Within sixty seconds the results locked:

●        Prostate vibration: HIGH

●        Nipple suction: PULSING

●        Edge cycle: 10 min

●        Random shock: MODERATE

Dolly’s eyes widened.

The toys activated simultaneously.

The dildo inside her roared to life—high-intensity vibration hammering her prostate like a fist. At the same instant, transparent suction cups descended from the case ceiling on mechanical arms and sealed over her nipples with a wet smack. They began pulsing—strong pull, quick release, strong pull—drawing milk in rhythmic jets that sprayed against the inside of the cups and ran down clear collection tubes.

Her body seized. Hips jerked against the restraints. A strangled moan echoed through the speakers.

The edge cycle timer began: ten minutes of building torment before any possibility of release.

Guests wandered closer, sipping drinks, murmuring appreciatively. Some tapped their phones again, adding votes for bonus torments. A second round appeared:

	Anal beads extraction/insertion cycle 
	Forced feeding – formula bottle through gag 
	Public humiliation audio loop 


The beads won.

A hidden compartment in the case floor opened. A string of five large, graduated silicone beads—each the size of a plum—rose on a thin motorized chain. The chain threaded through a small port in the dildo base, attaching to an internal ring.

The dildo withdrew slowly, dragging over her prostate the entire way. Dolly’s knees buckled against the cuffs. When only the tip remained inside, the beads began feeding in—pop… pop… pop… each one stretching her wider, pressing deeper, grinding against her already raw walls.

She came on the fourth bead.

The orgasm hit without buildup—sudden, violent, prostate-milking spasms that made her entire body convulse in the restraints. Milk sprayed in arcs inside the suction cups; the catheter bag filled rapidly with semen. Her hips slammed forward, ass cheeks jiggling, breasts bouncing heavily as wave after wave tore through her. The case speakers amplified every wet squelch, every choked sob.

The display updated:

Orgasm #1 – Time: 4:12

Mess level: Critical

Milk yield this cycle: 120 ml

The beads continued inserting until all five were buried deep. Then the cycle reversed—slow extraction, each bead popping free with agonizing slowness, dragging over her prostate again.

She came a second time on the way out.

By the third hour she had lost count. The prostate vibration never stopped. The nipple suction pulsed relentlessly, milk flowing in steady streams. The edge cycles reset every ten minutes—building her to the brink, then backing off just as her balls tightened—unless enough votes came in for release. When they did, the orgasm was merciless: full-body, screaming, milk-spraying, diaper-soaking surrender.

Guests pressed hands to the glass, watching her painted face contort, watching milk trail down her belly, watching the bloated diaper sag lower with every forced climax.

At hour five, the final torment activated: public humiliation audio loop.

Her own recorded voice began playing through the case speakers—begging, moaning, thanking Mistress for every injection, every plug, every orgasm—looped on repeat, loud enough for the entire gallery to hear.

“Thank you Mistress for making me your milky diaper doll… please let me cum in my diapee… I’m just a plastic sissy toy…”

Dolly’s face burned beneath the ruined makeup. Tears streamed. And still her body betrayed her—one more edge cycle building, one more bead insertion, one more pulsing suction pull.

When the final release came—voted in unanimously—the orgasm lasted nearly two minutes. She thrashed against every restraint, milk jetting in rhythmic spurts, semen flooding the diaper until it leaked at the leg gathers, body convulsing in endless, shattering ecstasy.

The timer hit 0:00:00.

The toys powered down.

The suction cups retracted.

The beads withdrew.

The lights dimmed.

Dolly hung limp in the chrome pose stand—breasts leaking final drops, diaper grotesquely swollen, eyes glassy, chest heaving.

Vika’s voice came through the speakers one last time.

“Trial complete. Dolly performed exceptionally. Permanent display status pending buyer auction.”

The front panel slid open.

Guests applauded softly as Handler Three wheeled the gurney forward to collect her.

Dolly couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move.

She could only leak—milk, cum, tears, surrender.

And somewhere beneath the crushing overload, a broken whisper in her mind registered the sound of the applause.

They wanted more.

They always wanted more.


Chapter 9: Group Domination and Taboo Orgy

The exhibition gallery lights had barely dimmed when they extracted Dolly from the display case. Her body hung limp in Handler Three’s arms—breasts still leaking thin trails of milk down her sweat-slick torso, the diaper grotesquely distended and leaking at the leg bands, eyes glassy and unfocused from six hours of relentless, public overstimulation. The chrome pose stand had left faint red marks on her wrists and ankles; the internal dildo harness had been left buzzing on low, ensuring she stayed pliant and leaking during transport.

They didn’t return her to the nursery or the conditioning suite.

Instead, they wheeled her—still strapped semi-upright on the gurney—through a heavy velvet curtain into the Dollhouse’s deepest chamber: The Velvet Orgy Pit.

The space was cavernous, circular, sunken several steps below floor level like a decadent Roman bathhouse reimagined for extreme kink. Black velvet walls absorbed sound; recessed red and purple lighting cast long, erotic shadows. At the center lay a massive circular platform covered in waterproof black latex sheeting, ringed with low padded benches, restraint points, and an array of overhead chains and pulleys. Soft, throbbing bass pulsed from hidden speakers—slow, hypnotic, designed to sync with heartbeats and hip movements.

Tonight the pit was already occupied.

Eight other sissies—each at different stages of transformation—knelt or lay in various states of restraint around the platform. Their bodies gleamed with oil and sweat; diapers (when present) were visibly soiled, chastity cages glinted, plugs and catheters dripped. Some had massive silicone breasts like Dolly’s; others sported exaggerated lips, permanent makeup, or glossy silicone skin coatings. All wore glassy, conditioned expressions—broken, eager, waiting.

Mistress Vika stood at the edge of the platform in full dominatrix regalia: black leather corset, thigh-high boots, a coiled bullwhip at her hip. Flanking her were four other Mistresses—each in variations of latex and leather—plus two well-muscled male handlers in harnesses and masks. All carried remotes, plugs, straps, and bottles of lube.

Vika smiled as Dolly’s gurney was rolled to the center.

“Tonight, Dolly, you’re the centerpiece. Group domination session. Every hole, every inch of you belongs to the pit until we say otherwise. No safewords. No limits. Only surrender.”

Dolly’s voice was a cracked whisper. “Please… Mistress… I’m so full already…”

“That’s the point,” Vika purred. “You’re going to overflow.”

They lifted her onto the platform and positioned her on all fours—knees and elbows padded, wrists and ankles locked to recessed rings so she couldn’t collapse. A wide leather harness went around her waist, with D-rings at front and back for easy repositioning. The current dildo was removed with a wet pop; her hole gaped, twitching, unable to close after days of constant training.

The first wave descended.

Two sissies—both heavily augmented with bubble butts and platinum wigs—crawled forward on leashes held by Mistresses. One carried a thick, ridged strap-on; the other a vibrating double-ended dildo. They positioned themselves in front and behind Dolly.

Behind: the ridged strap-on pressed against her gaping entrance. The Mistress controlling the sissy thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying the toy to the hilt. Dolly screamed—high, broken—as the ridges dragged over her raw prostate. The sissy behind her began pumping in slow, deep strokes, hips slapping against Dolly’s swollen silicone cheeks.

In front: the double-ender was fed into Dolly’s mouth. The sissy wearing the other end straddled her face, lowering until the shaft filled Dolly’s throat. She gagged, drool streaming, but the harness kept her head immobile. The sissy rocked gently, fucking her mouth in time with the anal thrusts.

Vika activated the remotes.

Both toys buzzed to life—high vibration, synchronized pulses.

Dolly’s body seized. Milk let down instantly from her overstimulated breasts, dripping in steady streams onto the latex below. Her caged cock throbbed uselessly; the catheter bag filled with pre-cum.

The other sissies joined in waves.

One crawled beneath Dolly and latched onto a leaking nipple, suckling hard—drawing milk in greedy pulls that made Dolly whimper around the dildo in her throat. Another positioned herself to grind her own soiled diaper against Dolly’s thigh, humping shamelessly while a Mistress whipped her ass in encouragement.

A male handler knelt behind the sissy doing the anal fucking and slid his cock into her ass—turning the chain into triple penetration: handler → sissy → Dolly.

The rhythm built—slaps, squelches, moans echoing off the velvet walls.

Vika circled with a tablet, directing.

“Swap. Now.”

The toys withdrew. Dolly gasped for air, drool and pre-cum stringing from her painted lips.

A new configuration: two Mistresses with strap-ons—one thick and veined, one long and curved—took her from both ends at once. The curved one slid into her ass, pressing directly against her prostate; the thick one forced its way past her lips, stretching her jaw wide.

At the same moment, Suki straddled Dolly’s back, facing forward, and lowered her pussy onto the back of Dolly’s neck—grinding slowly, marking her with slickness.

Another sissy was positioned beneath Dolly, licking at the leaking milk from her swaying breasts while fingering herself through her diaper.

The vibrations returned—now from multiple remotes, cycling at random intensities.

Dolly came first—prostate hammered relentlessly, throat stuffed, nipples suckled, body used from every angle. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning: violent convulsions that rattled the harness chains, milk spraying in arcs from her nipples, semen jetting through the catheter in thick pulses. She screamed around the strap-on, body bucking, ass clenching around the invading toy.

They didn’t stop.

They rotated.

A sissy with massive lips was forced to clean Dolly’s gaping hole with her tongue—lapping deep while another Mistress fucked the sissy’s ass with a massive plug. When the tongue withdrew, a new strap-on took its place—thicker, longer, ribbed.

Another wave: triple anal.

One Mistress with a double-dildo harness positioned herself behind Dolly. The front dildo slid into Dolly’s ass; the back dildo was fed into another sissy who was then pushed forward until both dolls were impaled on the same toy. The Mistress thrust—driving both dolls together in synchronized strokes.

Dolly’s prostate was crushed between the two shafts. She came again—harder, messier—milk and cum mixing on the latex below, body convulsing in endless spasms.

The pit became a writhing mass of silicone, latex, leather, and leaking diapers.

Sissies were swapped, holes shared, diapers pressed together so messes mingled. Mistresses and handlers took turns—straps, cocks, plugs, fingers—until every doll was leaking from every orifice.

Dolly lost count of her orgasms. Each one built on the last—prostate milked dry, then milked again, breasts emptied and refilled by hormones and suction, throat raw from use.

In the final configuration she was lifted—harnessed to overhead chains, suspended spread-eagle, feet inches off the platform. Every Mistress and handler circled her.

One by one they took her ass—strap-ons, real cocks, massive plugs—while others suckled her breasts, milked her caged cock through the catheter, fingered her prostate from the outside.

The last orgasm was collective.

Every toy, every vibration, every thrust synchronized on Vika’s command.

Dolly shattered—screaming, convulsing, milk jetting in rhythmic sprays, semen flooding the catheter bag until it overflowed, body thrashing in the chains as wave after wave of ecstasy tore through her. The other sissies came in chain reaction—moaning, leaking, collapsing around her in a heap of ruined makeup and soiled padding.

When it ended, silence fell—broken only by heavy breathing and the drip-drip of fluids.

Vika stepped forward, stroking Dolly’s sweat-matted wig.

“Group session complete. Dolly: twelve documented orgasms. Highest yield of the night.”

She kissed Dolly’s forehead—almost tenderly.

“You’re perfect, little doll. The pit owns you now.”

They lowered her gently to the latex, leaving her sprawled among the other sissies—breasts leaking final drops, hole gaping and twitching, diaper (what remained of it) a sodden ruin, body trembling with aftershocks.

In the dim red light, Dolly stared at the velvet ceiling.

No thoughts left.

Only the echo of applause from the pit.

And the quiet, broken certainty:

She belonged here.


Chapter 10: Permanent Silicone Encasement

The Velvet Orgy Pit still smelled of sweat, lube, milk, and ruined diapers when they finally dragged Dolly from the center of the latex platform. Her body was a trembling wreck—breasts hanging heavy and sore, nipples raw from constant suckling and pumping, hole gaping and twitching from the final triple-anal chain that had left her stretched beyond anything she’d thought possible. The diaper—if it could still be called that—was shredded at the sides, the sodden core hanging like a bloated sack between her thighs, leaking steadily onto the floor as Handler Three carried her to the preparation alcove.

Mistress Vika followed, heels clicking, tablet in hand, reviewing the session metrics with clinical satisfaction.

“Twelve orgasms. Highest milk yield of any doll in a single group scene. Prostate tolerance exceptional. She’s ready for full encasement.”

Dolly’s head lolled against Handler Three’s shoulder. She couldn’t form words anymore—just soft, broken whimpers that might have been pleas or thanks. They didn’t matter.

The alcove opened into a sterile white chamber that looked more like a high-end cosmetic surgery suite than a kink dungeon. Banks of LED lights, mirrored walls, a padded surgical chair that reclined fully horizontal, and—most ominously—a large, transparent tank filled with viscous, shimmering liquid that glowed faintly blue under UV strips. Medical carts lined one wall: trays of syringes, airbrushes, hoses, molds, and rolls of thin, translucent silicone sheeting in pale doll-pink.

They lowered Dolly into the chair and reclined it flat. Restraints snapped into place automatically—soft but unyielding cuffs at wrists, ankles, thighs, waist, upper arms, and forehead. A padded cradle supported her neck so she couldn’t turn away from the mirrors above. The ruined diaper was finally peeled away; the catheter tube was reconnected to a drainage bag, and the harness dildo removed with a long, wet slurp. Her hole stayed open—pink, puffy, unable to close after days of relentless use.

Vika circled the chair, gloved hands tracing the curves they’d sculpted.

“Permanent silicone encasement,” she announced for the overhead cameras. “Full-body medical-grade silicone coating—two-millimeter base layer, with targeted thickening at breasts, ass, lips, and erogenous zones. This is stage one of true dollification. Once cured, the coating is irreversible without surgical removal. Skin will remain glossy, seamless, plastic-smooth. Sensitivity will actually increase—every touch will feel amplified.”

Dolly’s eyes widened fractionally—the first real flicker of fear since the orgy pit.

Vika smiled. “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’re making sure you feel everything.”

They began with preparation.

First, a full-body depilation—laser followed by chemical cream that left her skin baby-smooth and tingling. Then a thorough antiseptic wash, cold and clinical, every crease and fold scrubbed until she shivered. The catheter was temporarily removed; a new, permanent model with a self-sealing valve was threaded in and locked with a tiny internal clip.

Next came the molding.

Two technicians in full hazmat suits entered, carrying custom silicone molds. They pressed rigid half-shells over her breasts—perfectly contoured to the current double-D size but with exaggerated pertness and pronounced nipple cones. Similar molds cupped her ass cheeks, adding another centimeter of exaggerated roundness. A facial mold clamped over her features—plumping the already filled lips further, sculpting high cheekbones, and creating a permanent “O” shape around her mouth. Even her hands and feet received thin, articulated molds that forced fingers into delicate, splayed poses and toes into pointed arches.

The molds were locked tight. Air was vacuumed out. Dolly felt the pressure increase as the silicone coating began.

They started at her feet—spraying a thin, cool mist of liquid silicone that hardened almost instantly into a glossy second skin. Layer by layer they built: ankles, calves, thighs, hips. When they reached her groin, they carefully threaded the catheter tube through a pre-formed slit and sealed it flush. The caged cock was coated in place—pink silicone encasing the metal bars so the entire chastity device looked like part of her plastic anatomy. The coating thickened around her perineum and hole, creating a seamless, glossy ring that framed the gaping entrance perfectly.

They paused at her ass.

A custom anal molding plug—twelve centimeters long, heavily ribbed, with an internal vibrator—was slowly inserted. Dolly whimpered as it stretched her wider than ever. Once seated, they inflated a balloon cuff just inside the rim, locking it in place. The external base was broad, flared, and sculpted to blend seamlessly with the encasement layer. More silicone was sprayed around it, building up until the plug appeared to be part of her body—permanently installed, glossy pink, impossible to remove without tools.

The coating continued upward—torso, breasts (extra layers to make them impossibly firm and buoyant), arms, neck. The facial mold received its final pour; when it set and was removed, Dolly’s lips were permanently plumped into a glossy, cock-sucking pout, cheeks high and doll-like, eyes framed by sculpted lashes that looked almost real.

They finished with a final UV-cure pass—bright lights sweeping over her entire body until the silicone hardened to a durable, flexible sheen. When the molds were removed, she was no longer human skin. She was plastic. Glossy. Seamless. A living sex doll.

Vika stepped close, running a gloved finger down the center of one coated breast. The sensation was electric—every nerve ending amplified by the thin, conductive layer.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

They tilted the chair upright.

Dolly stared at her reflection in the mirrored ceiling.

A shiny pink doll stared back—massive breasts jutting forward, nipples dark and perpetually erect beneath the coating, ass cheeks round and high, lips parted in a permanent invitation, hole framed by glossy silicone, catheter tube disappearing seamlessly into her plastic crotch.

Vika activated the anal plug.

Low vibration—deep, pulsing, directly against her prostate.

The encasement made every sensation sharper. The vibration felt like it was resonating through her entire body. Her coated cock strained against the embedded cage; pre-cum immediately welled at the self-sealing valve and dripped down the glossy inner thigh.

Vika leaned in, lips brushing the new plastic ear.

“Cum for me, Dolly. Cum in your new skin.”

She cranked the vibration to medium.

Dolly’s body seized—orgasm building in seconds from the intensified stimulation. The coating transmitted every pulse, every throb. Milk let down instantly from her silicone breasts—thin streams leaking from the permanently erect nipples, trailing down the glossy curves. Her hips jerked against the restraints; the plug buzzed harder.

She came—hard, silent at first, then a high, keening wail as the orgasm ripped through her plastic body. Semen pulsed through the catheter valve in thick spurts, dripping down her coated legs. Her breasts jiggled with each convulsion, milk spraying in fine arcs. The encasement amplified every aftershock until she was shuddering, oversensitive, leaking from every modified orifice.

Vika switched the plug back to low—maintenance mode.

“You’ll stay coated like this permanently,” she said softly. “No more skin. Only plastic. Only doll.”

They wheeled her—still restrained—to a recovery alcove. A fresh, clear silicone diaper was taped on—thin enough to show the glossy coating beneath, thick enough to catch the constant leakage from breasts, cock, and the slow drip of lube around the permanent plug.

Dolly lay there, staring at her own reflection in the angled mirror.

Shiny. Plastic. Leaking. Buzzing.

And somewhere beneath the overload, the final piece clicked into place:

She wasn’t Alex anymore.

She wasn’t even Dolly anymore.

She was the doll.

And the doll was finally complete.


Chapter 11: Mind-Breaking Hypnosis and Kink Imprinting

The encasement chamber lights had dimmed to a soft, hypnotic blue when they finally wheeled Dolly out. Her new plastic skin gleamed under the corridor LEDs—seamless, glossy, doll-pink perfection from pointed toes to the permanent “O” of her plumped lips. Every movement sent micro-shivers across amplified nerves; the thin silicone coating acted like a second, hypersensitive layer of skin. The permanent anal plug buzzed on its lowest setting—enough to keep her prostate gently swollen and leaking, never enough to let her rest. Milk still beaded at her coated nipples, trailing slow, shiny paths down the curves of her massive breasts before dripping onto the clear silicone diaper taped snug around her hips. The catheter valve dripped steadily into the absorbent core.

They didn’t take her back to any familiar cell.

Instead, the gurney rolled deeper into the Dollhouse—past locked doors marked “Sensory Reprogramming” and “Neural Conditioning Wing”—until it stopped outside a soundproofed, circular chamber lit only by a single overhead spotlight and concentric rings of slowly pulsing violet LEDs embedded in the walls.

The door sealed behind them with a pneumatic sigh.

Inside waited the tank.

A tall, cylindrical sensory-deprivation pod filled with warm, saline solution the exact temperature of skin. Floating electrodes, micro-speakers, and fiber-optic lights lined the interior. A custom breathing mask with integrated feeding tube and noise-cancelling earpieces hung from the lid. Restraint harnesses dangled from the bottom—soft silicone cuffs designed to hold without chafing the new coating.

Mistress Vika stood beside the open pod in a sleek black bodysuit, hair pulled back, eyes calm and clinical.

“Phase three: mind imprinting,” she announced for the ceiling cameras. “Your body is perfect now, Dolly. Time to make your mind match.”

Dolly’s glossy lips parted in a soft, automatic whimper. No words came. The permanent “O” shape made speech difficult; only moans and muffled pleas were possible without a gag.

Vika stroked one coated cheek—electric sensation racing through the amplified nerves.

“You won’t fight this,” she whispered. “You’ll beg for it.”

They lifted her from the gurney. The plastic skin squeaked faintly against the silicone padding as they lowered her into the tank. Warm saline enveloped her immediately—buoyant, womb-like, erasing gravity. The cuffs locked around wrists, ankles, thighs, waist. A wide harness crossed her chest beneath the breasts, forcing them upward like buoyant offerings. The breathing mask sealed over her face—soft silicone gasket conforming perfectly to her plumped lips, feeding tube sliding down her throat just far enough to deliver nutrients without gagging. Earpieces clicked into place. A final band secured across her eyes—total visual blackout.

Darkness. Warmth. Silence.

Then the audio began.

Soft, layered voices—Vika’s, layered with subliminals, binaural beats, whispered affirmations that slipped past conscious resistance.

“You are Dolly. Plastic. Perfect. Empty-headed. Leaking. Needy.”

The plug vibrated—low, pulsing, timed to the rhythm of the words.

“Diapers make you wet. Plugs make you cum. Milking makes you obedient.”

A slow drip of thick, sweet formula began through the feeding tube—estrogen-laced, hormone-boosted, laced with mild sedatives and nootropics designed to heighten suggestibility.

The first trigger phrase dropped.

“Display.”

The plug jumped to medium intensity. Dolly’s body arched in the restraints—prostate hammered, cock straining in its embedded cage, milk letting down in slow streams that dispersed into the saline. A muffled moan vibrated through the mask.

The vibration dropped back to low.

Another phrase.

“Messy baby.”

The plug cycled high again—this time with a second, deeper setting that made her entire lower body clench and release in rhythmic spasms. Her hips tried to buck; the harness held her immobile. Pre-cum pulsed through the catheter valve, mixing with the saline.

Drop to low.

They repeated the cycle for hours—trigger, escalation, denial, reinforcement. Each phrase etched deeper:

●        “Good girl” → gentle prostate massage + nipple vibration (electrodes had been placed under the coating during encasement)

●        “Plastic doll” → full-body tingling as micro-currents danced across the silicone skin

●        “Cum for display” → edge cycle without release until the phrase was repeated three times

By the fourth hour, Dolly’s mind was fraying at the edges—thoughts dissolving into pink fog, replaced by conditioned responses. Every time a trigger hit, her body reacted before her conscious mind could register it.

Vika monitored from outside, tablet in hand, adjusting intensity in real time.

“Time for real-time imprinting.”

The tank lights shifted to deep violet. The audio changed—now a live feed of Vika’s voice, intimate, close.

“Dolly… listen carefully. When I say ‘display,’ you will orgasm on command. No touch needed. Just the word. Understand?”

Silence. Then, softly through the speakers:

“Display.”

Dolly’s body convulsed instantly—prostate milking itself through the permanent plug, milk jetting from her nipples in rhythmic spurts, semen pulsing through the catheter in thick, helpless ropes. The orgasm rolled through her plastic form like thunder—long, silent, total. She thrashed weakly in the buoyant restraints, moaning into the mask, saline clouding with milk and fluids.

Vika smiled.

“Good girl.”

She repeated it three more times—each trigger faster, stronger. Each orgasm more automatic, more mindless. By the fourth, Dolly came the moment the word left Vika’s lips—no buildup, no resistance, just pure conditioned release.

The session continued for another two hours—new triggers layered in:

●        “Milky” → forced lactation surge + gentle suction simulation

●        “Messy” → internal laxative micro-dose + anal clench reflex

●        “Obey” → full-body submissive posture attempt (even restrained, muscles tried to kneel)

When they finally opened the tank, Dolly was limp, floating, glassy-eyed behind the blindfold. Saline dripped from her glossy skin as they lifted her out. The coating shone wet and perfect; milk trailed from her nipples, cum dripped from the catheter valve, lube leaked slowly around the permanent plug base.

They laid her on a padded recovery table—no restraints needed. She stayed perfectly still, breathing shallowly through the mask they left in place.

Vika removed the blindfold.

Dolly’s eyes—wide, vacant, pupils blown—focused slowly on her Mistress.

Vika leaned close.

“Display.”

Dolly came again—silent, shuddering, milk spraying in fine arcs, hips jerking once against nothing, plastic skin gleaming with fresh fluids.

Vika kissed the glossy forehead.

“Perfect imprinting. Phase complete.”

They wheeled her back to the nursery cell—now redecorated as a permanent display alcove with mirrored walls and soft pink spotlighting.

Dolly was placed on her back in the crib, legs spread, arms at her sides—classic doll pose. A fresh clear silicone diaper was taped on, thin enough to show every glossy curve beneath. The plug stayed on low buzz; the catheter dripped steadily.

Vika stood at the crib rail.

“Sleep now, Dolly. Tomorrow we test your triggers in front of buyers.”

She turned off the main lights, leaving only the soft pink glow.

In the darkness, Dolly stared at her own reflection—plastic, leaking, empty.

And when the whisper came—unbidden, from deep inside her rewired mind:

Display.

She came again—softly, automatically, helplessly.

No hands. No toys beyond the permanent ones.

Just the word.

And surrender.


Chapter 12: The Auction and New Ownership

The permanent display alcove had become Dolly’s entire world. Mirrored walls reflected her glossy pink plastic form from every angle—massive silicone breasts jutting forward with milk-beaded nipples, exaggerated bubble ass framing the permanent plug base, plumped lips frozen in an open pout, clear diaper crinkling softly with every tiny shift. The low buzz of the anal plug and the steady drip-drip of the catheter into the padding kept her in a perpetual state of low-grade arousal. Triggers had rooted deep: a single whispered “display” from the overhead speakers could make her cum silently, milk spraying in fine arcs, semen pulsing through the valve, body jerking in helpless spasms against the crib rails.

She no longer counted the hours. Time was measured in feedings (thick formula through a bottle gag), milkings (automated suction cups that descended every three hours), and changes (fresh clear diapers taped on by silent handlers who never spoke, only patted the swollen front condescendingly).

Then the lights shifted—brighter, golden, theatrical.

The crib rails lowered. Two handlers in black latex lifted her out and stood her upright on unsteady legs. The plastic coating made every movement feel amplified; the diaper crinkled loudly between her thighs. They fitted her with final auction accessories: a thin gold chain leash clipped to the collar, matching gold nipple clamps with tiny bells that jingled with every breath, and a wide satin sash tied around her waist that read “LOT 47 – FULLY ENCASED SISSY DOLL – AUCTION READY” in elegant black script.

They led her—waddling, leaking, bells tinkling—down a velvet-draped corridor to the main auction hall.

The hall was opulent: tiered seating in deep burgundy velvet, crystal chandeliers modified with pink gels, a central raised stage under a single spotlight. Fifty or sixty masked figures sat in the shadows—wealthy buyers, collectors, syndicate representatives—sipping champagne, tablets glowing in their laps. Soft orchestral strings played beneath a low, throbbing bassline that synced with Dolly’s conditioned heartbeat.

Vika waited on stage in a floor-length crimson latex gown, whip coiled at her hip. A large screen behind her displayed Dolly’s metrics in elegant scrolling text:

LOT 47: DOLLY

Permanent silicone encasement – full body

Double-D augmented & lactating breasts

Permanent anal plug (vibrating, 12 cm)

Catheterized & diaper-dependent

Hypnotic trigger imprinting complete

Prostate-responsive – 12+ documented orgasms per session

Milk yield: 800+ ml daily

Starting bid: €250,000

The handlers positioned Dolly center-stage on a low chrome pedestal. They locked her ankles to recessed rings—spread wide—then cuffed her wrists behind her back in gold-lined leather. A final chrome posture collar forced her chin up, breasts thrust forward, ass presented. The clear diaper showed everything beneath: glossy plastic skin, caged cock straining, slow drip into the padding.

Vika tapped a microphone.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the annual Dollhouse Auction. Tonight we present Lot 47—our most complete transformation to date. Fully plastic, fully dependent, fully conditioned. Let the bidding begin.”

A soft chime. Numbers flashed on the screen.

€250,000

€300,000

€375,000

Vika smiled. “Before we continue, a demonstration of her conditioning.”

She leaned close to Dolly’s ear and whispered just loud enough for the microphone to catch:

“Display.”

Dolly came instantly—silent at first, then a high, keening moan as her body convulsed in the restraints. Milk sprayed in rhythmic jets from her nipples, soaking the clear diaper front. Semen pulsed through the catheter valve, bloating the padding visibly. Her hips jerked forward, bells jingling wildly, plastic skin gleaming with fresh fluids under the spotlight. The orgasm lasted forty seconds—long, helpless, public.

The screen updated:

Live sissygasm – triggered on command

Milk release: 140 ml

Current bid: €450,000

Bidding surged.

€500,000

€675,000

€800,000

Vika circled Dolly slowly, trailing the whip handle over glossy curves.

“Notice the permanent plug—vibrating, molded in place, impossible to remove without surgery. The encasement amplifies every sensation tenfold. She cums from words alone. She leaks constantly. She exists to be displayed, used, milked.”

Another trigger—louder, for the room:

“Milky.”

Dolly’s breasts let down hard—milk jetting in steady streams, dripping down her plastic belly, pooling at the diaper waistband before soaking in. She whimpered, hips rocking uselessly.

€1,100,000

A pause. Then a new voice—female, cool, aristocratic—from the front row:

“€1,500,000. And I want a claiming demonstration before close.”

Vika’s smile sharpened. “Of course, Madame Voss.”

The bidding froze. No one countered.

Vika nodded to the handlers.

They unlocked Dolly’s wrists and bent her forward at the waist—ass high, face toward the front row. Madame Voss rose—tall, silver-haired, black velvet gown, a slim silver mask—and ascended the stage steps. In her hand: a custom strap-on harness with a thick, curved black silicone dildo already glistening.

She circled behind Dolly, running gloved fingers over the glossy cheeks, pressing the permanent plug base until Dolly whimpered.

“Such a pretty plastic doll,” Voss murmured. She unbuckled her gown’s front slit, revealing the harness already strapped beneath. She aligned the dildo tip with the framed, gaping entrance beside the permanent plug.

The plug base had a secondary channel—designed exactly for this. Voss slid the strap-on alongside the molded plug, stretching Dolly wider than ever. The dual intrusion pressed the permanent vibrator directly against her prostate from both sides.

Dolly keened—high, broken.

Voss thrust—slow, deep, claiming.

The room watched in reverent silence as she fucked the plastic doll on stage—long, deliberate strokes that made the bells jingle, milk drip faster, diaper sag lower. Voss reached around and pinched a leaking nipple, twisting until Dolly’s body seized in another conditioned orgasm—prostate crushed between plug and strap-on, milk spraying, semen flooding the diaper until it leaked down glossy thighs.

Voss didn’t stop until her own climax—hips slamming forward one final time, holding deep as she shuddered.

When she withdrew, Dolly’s hole gaped around the permanent plug, lube and fluids trailing down her legs.

Vika stepped forward.

“Lot 47 sold to Madame Voss for €1,500,000. Claiming complete.”

The room applauded—polite, appreciative.

Handlers lifted Dolly from the pedestal—legs trembling, diaper grotesquely swollen, milk still leaking, body shuddering with aftershocks.

Madame Voss clipped the gold leash to Dolly’s collar and tugged gently.

“Come, little doll. Your new home awaits.”

They led her offstage—waddling, leaking, bells jingling softly.

Behind them, the screen flashed final stats:

Final sale: €1,500,000

New owner: Madame E. Voss

Permanent status: Personal display & service doll

In the corridor beyond the curtain, Voss paused, turning Dolly to face a full-length mirror.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered, pressing a gloved hand to the sodden diaper front. “All mine now.”

Dolly stared at the glossy reflection—plastic, leaking, owned.

And when Voss whispered “display” one more time—

She came again—helpless, public, perfect.

Her new life had begun.


Chapter 13: Domestic Doll Service

Madame Voss’s estate lay on the outskirts of a private wooded enclave north of Amsterdam—secluded, sprawling, ringed by high iron gates topped with discreet security cameras. The blacked-out limousine that carried Dolly from the Dollhouse auction hall passed through those gates just before dawn on the third day after her sale. The ride had been silent except for the soft hum of the permanent plug cycling through low-vibration patterns Voss controlled from her phone. Dolly spent the journey strapped into a custom rear-facing seat—wrists cuffed behind her back, ankles spread to the floor mounts, clear silicone diaper already sagging from two conditioned “display” triggers during transit. Milk leaked steadily from her glossy nipples, trailing down the plastic curves of her breasts and soaking into the diaper waistband.

The car stopped in a circular gravel drive before a modern glass-and-steel villa that looked more like a private gallery than a home. Voss stepped out first, heels crunching, then tugged Dolly’s gold leash. The doll waddled behind—plastic skin gleaming in the early light, bells on her nipple clamps jingling softly, diaper crinkling with every bow-legged step.

Inside, the foyer opened into a vast open-plan space: polished concrete floors, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking manicured gardens, and—most prominently—a series of custom display pedestals and restraint furniture arranged like living sculptures. One pedestal was already prepared for Dolly: a low chrome platform with recessed ankle and wrist rings, a padded kneeling rest, and an overhead chain hoist. A discreet drainage grate sat directly beneath it.

Voss unclipped the leash and pointed.

“Kneel, doll.”

Dolly dropped to her knees on the padded rest—automatically assuming the conditioned display pose: back arched, breasts thrust forward, ass presented, glossy lips parted. The permanent plug shifted deeper with the motion; a tiny dribble of pre-cum pulsed through the catheter valve into the diaper.

Voss circled her slowly, appraising.

“You will serve here twenty-four hours a day. No days off. No privacy. Every function—milking, messing, cumming—will happen on my schedule or in front of my guests. You exist to be useful, decorative, and entertaining.”

She produced a slim remote and pressed a button.

The plug jumped to medium intensity—deep, rhythmic pulses that made Dolly’s hips jerk once before she forced herself still.

“First routine: morning milking and change.”

Voss guided Dolly to a low chaise near the windows. A padded milking bench waited—angled so her breasts hung downward into two transparent suction cups mounted on articulated arms. Voss locked Dolly’s wrists and ankles to the frame, then sealed the cups over her nipples with a soft hiss. The machine activated—gentle pulsing suction that quickly drew milk in steady streams down the clear tubes into collection bottles. At the same time, Voss activated a second setting: the plug vibrated in perfect sync with the suction rhythm.

Dolly whimpered, hips rocking involuntarily. The dual milking—breasts and prostate—built fast. Within four minutes she came—silent, shuddering, milk jetting harder into the bottles, semen pulsing into the diaper until the clear plastic front bulged visibly.

Voss watched impassively, checking her watch.

“Yield: 210 ml in first session. Acceptable for morning.”

She switched the machine off, removed the cups (leaving Dolly’s nipples elongated and dripping), then untaped the sodden diaper. The padding peeled away with wet sucking sounds. Voss wiped her clean with scented wipes—slow, deliberate strokes over glossy plastic skin, lingering on the caged cock and the framed hole around the permanent plug.

A fresh diaper followed—thicker this time, white with delicate lace trim, absorbent core designed to show every leak through the semi-transparent front panel. Voss taped it snug, then patted the front twice.

“Next: domestic service.”

She led Dolly—leash clipped again—to the kitchen wing. A row of low counters and appliances waited at doll height. Voss clipped Dolly’s leash to a ceiling track that ran the length of the room.

“You will prepare breakfast every morning. Hands only—no tools beyond what I allow.”

Dolly’s mittened hands (pink silicone, fingerless but padded) trembled as she followed commands: retrieving eggs from the fridge, cracking them one-handed into a bowl, whisking slowly while the plug buzzed on low. Every movement made her breasts sway, milk beading anew at the tips. When she bent to retrieve a pan, Voss pressed the remote—high vibration for ten seconds. Dolly froze, knees buckling, a fresh dribble soaking the new diaper as a mini-orgasm rippled through her.

Breakfast was served to Voss at the glass table overlooking the garden. Dolly knelt beside the chair—leash short, face level with Voss’s lap—while the woman ate. Halfway through the meal, Voss lifted her silk robe and guided Dolly’s plumped lips to her pussy.

“Service,” she ordered.

Dolly’s conditioned mouth opened wider. Tongue extended, lapping slowly, reverently. Voss ate one-handed, scrolling her phone with the other, occasionally tugging the leash to adjust angle or depth. When she came—quiet, controlled—she simply held Dolly in place until the aftershocks faded, then pushed her back to kneel.

“Clean-up.”

Dolly crawled—leash trailing—to the dishwasher, loading plates with mittened hands while milk dripped from her nipples onto the floor. Voss watched, amused.

“Afternoon routine begins at two. Guests arrive at three.”

The day unfolded in cruel, regimented blocks.

At two: enema fill and mess training. Voss strapped Dolly over a padded horse in the sunlit atrium, inserted a large funnel-plug beside the permanent one, and slowly poured a warm, laxative-laced solution. Dolly’s belly rounded; cramps built. Voss edged her with the plug remote—high, low, high—until Dolly begged through her permanent pout:

“P-pleash… Messhy baby… cum…”

Voss allowed it. Dolly filled the diaper in hot, uncontrollable waves—mess squelching into the padding while the prostate vibrator forced a shattering orgasm. Semen and waste mixed in the swollen front; the clear panel turned opaque and heavy.

At three: guests.

Five women—elegant, masked, mid-forties to sixties—arrived for afternoon tea. They lounged on velvet sofas while Dolly served: crawling with a silver tray balanced on her back, milk-heavy breasts swaying, diaper sagging visibly between glossy thighs. Each guest was allowed one “interaction.”

One pinched and twisted Dolly’s leaking nipples until milk sprayed across the tray.

Another activated “display” three times in quick succession—watching Dolly convulse silently on all fours, milk jetting, diaper bloating further with each triggered orgasm.

A third knelt behind her, slid two gloved fingers alongside the permanent plug, and fucked her slowly while whispering new triggers Voss had authorized: “Serve… Obey… Leak…”

By five, Dolly had cum seven more times—each one messier, more public, more mindless.

Evening brought the final routine: bedtime service.

Voss’s master bedroom featured a custom doll crib beside the king bed—clear acrylic sides, padded base, overhead suction arms for nightly milking. Dolly was strapped in on her back—legs elevated and spread, arms at her sides, fresh diaper taped on. Voss connected the suction cups, set them to low overnight mode, and activated the plug’s sleep cycle: gentle pulses every twenty minutes to keep her leaking without fully waking.

Before dimming the lights, Voss leaned over the crib rail.

“You will dream of display, little doll. You will wake leaking. You will serve again tomorrow. And every tomorrow after.”

She whispered one last trigger:

“Obey.”

Dolly’s body relaxed instantly—eyes glazing, milk letting down softly into the cups, a tiny dribble pulsing into the diaper as submission washed through her rewired mind.

Voss turned off the light.

In the darkness, the suction machine gurgled softly. The plug buzzed. Milk dripped. Fluids leaked.

And Dolly—plastic, owned, empty-headed—drifted into conditioned sleep.

Tomorrow would bring more routines.

More guests.

More orgasms wrung from her helpless, glossy body.

She no longer questioned it.

She simply existed for it.


Chapter 14: Ultimate Taboo Modifications

Three months had passed since Madame Voss claimed Dolly at auction. The villa’s routines had become as automatic as breathing: dawn milking on the chaise, mid-morning crawling service in the sunlit atrium, afternoon tea with guests who treated her glossy plastic body like a living ornament, evening strap-on rituals in the master bedroom, and overnight suspension in the acrylic crib with suction cups and plug pulses keeping her leaking through the dark hours. The clear diapers changed four times daily were always heavy by the next change—milk, piss, semen, occasional soft messes—all absorbed into the padding while the permanent coating amplified every sensation until even the brush of air felt like teasing fingers.

Voss had been pleased with the initial results. But pleasure, for her, was never static.

On the morning of the ninety-second day, two black vans arrived at the private gate just after breakfast service. Dolly—still kneeling beside Voss’s chair with the taste of her owner’s climax lingering on her plumped tongue—heard the low rumble of tires on gravel. Voss clipped the gold leash to her collar and tugged.

“Come, doll. Today we finish what the Dollhouse started.”

The medical suite had been prepared in the east wing: a windowless room Voss had converted into a private surgical theater. Stainless steel tables, banks of monitors, overhead lights on articulated arms, and—most ominously—a padded operating chair with every restraint point reinforced in black leather and chrome. Two Dollhouse technicians waited inside—same hazmat suits, same detached efficiency—along with a third figure: the Dollhouse’s senior modification surgeon, Dr. Liesel, masked and gloved, already reviewing scans on a wall-mounted screen.

Dolly was lifted onto the chair and reclined flat. Restraints locked automatically: ankles spread wide in elevated stirrups, thighs strapped apart, waist cinched, wrists above her head, posture collar forcing her chin up so she could see nothing but her own glossy reflection in the mirrored ceiling. The clear diaper was peeled away; the catheter valve was temporarily capped. Milk beaded at her nipples from the mere anticipation of restraint.

Dr. Liesel stepped forward, voice calm through the mask.

“Madame Voss has authorized the final suite of modifications for permanent ownership and maximum utility. We will proceed in order: anal port installation, diaper-seal integration, inflation-plug calibration, and mirror-session reinforcement. All procedures are irreversible without major reconstruction. Sensitivity will remain amplified—possibly increased.”

Voss stood at the head of the chair, gloved hand resting possessively on one massive, leaking breast.

“Begin.”

First: the anal port.

They deflated and slowly withdrew the permanent plug that had lived inside Dolly for months. Her hole gaped—pink, puffy, trained beyond closure. Dr. Liesel inserted a custom silicone sleeve—thin but rigid—lining the entire rectal canal from rim to sigmoid bend. The sleeve had embedded sensors and a self-sealing external flange that locked flush with the glossy encasement layer. Once positioned, medical adhesive bonded it permanently to the surrounding plastic skin.

Next came the port itself: a chrome-ringed aperture at the center of the flange, fitted with a removable cap and internal one-way valve. The surgeon tested it—sliding a gloved finger through the ring, then a slim probe. Dolly whimpered as the new access point transmitted every touch with crystalline clarity; the sleeve prevented any natural tightening, leaving her permanently open for use.

Voss smiled. “Perfect access. No more plug removal hassles.”

Second: diaper-seal integration.

Technicians applied a thin band of medical-grade silicone adhesive around the base of the anal port flange and along the inner thighs and lower belly. A new diaper—specially modified, clear front panel with reinforced adhesive edges—was positioned beneath her. When taped, the adhesive edges bonded directly to the permanent coating, creating an airtight, tamper-proof seal. Once locked, the diaper could only be removed with a proprietary solvent Voss alone controlled.

Dr. Liesel demonstrated: she poured warm water into the diaper front through a small filling port. The liquid stayed contained—no leaks at the leg gathers or waistband. Dolly felt the warmth press against her caged cock and the new port, every drop amplified by the coating.

“Full dependency,” Liesel noted. “She will now soil and leak exclusively into sealed containment. Cleaning requires full removal and re-sealing.”

Third: inflation-plug calibration.

A new device was inserted through the fresh anal port: a hollow silicone balloon-plug with external pump tubing. Once seated deep, Dr. Liesel slowly inflated it—watching the monitors that tracked internal pressure and prostate displacement. The balloon expanded in controlled stages: walnut-sized, then egg, then fist. At each increment Dolly’s body seized—prostate crushed, milk letting down in sudden spurts, semen dribbling through the capped catheter valve into the sealed diaper.

They stopped at a level that left her belly visibly rounded, the glossy plastic skin stretched taut over the internal swell. Voss took the pump handle and gave one more squeeze. Dolly came instantly—violent, muffled scream through her permanent pout, milk jetting from her nipples, body convulsing in the restraints as the inflation forced a prostate orgasm without any external motion.

“Optimal,” Liesel said. “She can now be inflated to any desired level for display, punishment, or amusement. The balloon will auto-deflate slowly over eight hours unless re-pumped.”

Final procedure: mirror-session reinforcement.

They wheeled in a full-length, articulated mirror panel and positioned it directly in front of the chair—tilted so Dolly could see every inch of her modified body in excruciating detail. The lights brightened. Dr. Liesel adjusted the chair so Dolly was semi-upright, legs still spread, diaper sealed and bloated from the inflation.

Voss leaned close, lips brushing the glossy plastic ear.

“Look at yourself, doll. See what you’ve become.”

Dolly stared—plastic skin gleaming, massive breasts leaking steadily, sealed diaper sagging heavily between glossy thighs, chrome anal port winking in the light, belly rounded from the inflation balloon. The reflection showed every leak, every tremble, every conditioned twitch.

Voss whispered the strongest trigger.

“Display.”

The orgasm hit like a freight train—prostate crushed by the inflated balloon, milk spraying in arcs that splattered the mirror, semen flooding the sealed diaper until the clear front turned milky-opaque. Dolly thrashed against every restraint, bells jingling wildly, body convulsing in endless waves while forced to watch her own degradation in perfect detail.

Voss didn’t stop.

“Display again.”

Another climax—harder, messier, the sealed diaper now visibly straining at the adhesive edges, milk dripping down the mirror in rivulets.

“Again.”

The third orgasm was almost painful—oversensitive nerves screaming, body bucking, inflation balloon pressing relentlessly as she came dry, prostate milked to emptiness, only milk and tears left to give.

Voss finally let the balloon deflate slowly through the port tubing. As it shrank, aftershocks continued to ripple through Dolly’s body—small, helpless twitches that made the sealed diaper squelch.

Dr. Liesel stepped back.

“Modifications complete. Permanent access, permanent containment, permanent inflation capability. She is now fully optimized for long-term ownership.”

Voss stroked one leaking breast, collecting a drop of milk on her gloved fingertip and pressing it to Dolly’s plumped lips.

“Good girl. You watched yourself break. You’ll watch yourself break every day from now on.”

They released the restraints. Dolly couldn’t stand—legs too weak, mind too fogged. Voss clipped the leash and led her—crawling, waddling, sealed diaper sagging grotesquely—back to the atrium display pedestal.

There, under the afternoon sun streaming through the windows, Dolly was locked into her permanent home pose: kneeling, back arched, breasts presented, ass high, chrome port visible through the clear panel, mirror panel wheeled in front so she could never look away from her own ruined perfection.

Voss whispered one last trigger before leaving for a meeting.

“Obey.”

Dolly relaxed instantly—eyes glazing, milk dripping, a tiny dribble pulsing into the sealed padding.

She stared at her reflection.

Plastic. Owned. Modified. Leaking.

Forever.

And when the mirror whispered back—her own conditioned mind echoing the triggers—she came again.

Silently.

Helplessly.

Exactly as designed.


Chapter 15: Eternal Display in the Diaper Dollhouse

The villa’s routines had held for almost eighteen months. Madame Voss had displayed Dolly in every conceivable way: suspended in the atrium during dinner parties, inflated to grotesque proportions for weekend guests, milked live on video calls to syndicate contacts, forced to crawl through the garden on a short leash while the sealed diaper sagged and squelched with every humiliating step. The mirror panel remained a constant—angled so Dolly could never escape the sight of her own glossy, leaking, plastic perfection. Triggers had become so deeply etched that even Voss’s casual use of words like “display,” “milky,” or “messy baby” during phone conversations could make Dolly convulse silently on her pedestal, milk jetting in fine arcs, sealed diaper bloating further with conditioned semen.

But Voss was a collector, not a hoarder.

On the morning of the 547th day of ownership, two black vans returned to the gravel drive. Dolly—currently locked in the atrium on all fours, belly rounded from an overnight inflation session, sealed diaper heavy with the morning’s mess and three triggered orgasms—was lifted without ceremony. Voss clipped the gold leash one last time and whispered into her plumped ear:

“You’ve been exquisite, doll. But the Dollhouse always reclaims its masterpieces for the permanent collection.”

The drive back was silent except for the soft buzz of the permanent plug cycling through a new pattern Voss had programmed: slow build to edge, then abrupt drop, repeated every twelve minutes. Dolly spent the journey strapped face-down in the rear compartment—ass elevated, breasts pressed into padded supports so milk dripped steadily onto a collection tray beneath her. The sealed diaper had been left unchanged since the previous evening; its contents shifted wetly with every bump in the road.

When the gates of the Diaper Dollhouse opened, Dolly felt no fear—only the conditioned flutter of anticipation deep in her rewired core.

They wheeled her directly to the central gallery—the same vast, cathedral-like space where her trial display had once taken place. The glass cases had multiplied; more dolls stood or knelt in eternal poses, some inflated, some lactating into collection tubes, all glossy and vacant-eyed. A new hexagonal pillar waited in the very center—larger than before, floor-to-ceiling acrylic with internal lighting, climate control, and a reinforced chrome pose frame visible through the transparent walls.

The front panel was already open.

Handlers lifted Dolly inside. They positioned her in the classic eternal-display stance: standing with knees slightly bent, back arched sharply, arms raised and bent at the elbows in a delicate “ballet” pose, wrists locked to overhead rings. Thighs spread wide, ankles secured to floor plates. The posture thrust her massive breasts forward and upward; the sealed diaper—still the same one from the villa—was left in place, its adhesive edges gleaming under the spotlights. A new chrome support bar ran vertically behind her spine, locking to the posture collar and waist harness so she could never slump, never rest, never look away from the mirrored back wall of the case.

Dr. Liesel entered last, carrying the final piece: an automated stimulation module.

The device was small, sleek, black—designed to mount directly to the anal port flange. It clicked into place with a soft magnetic lock. Inside: a series of micro-pistons, vibration motors, and an inflatable core synced to the permanent balloon already seated deep. Thin tubes connected it to external reservoirs hidden in the case base—lube, mild diuretic/laxative mix, cleaning solution.

Liesel activated the module remotely.

A gentle inflation began—slow enough to be arousing rather than painful. The balloon inside Dolly expanded in rhythmic pulses, pressing her prostate with mechanical precision. At the same time, the vibration kicked in—low, deep, cycling through patterns that had been calibrated from every orgasm she’d ever had in the Dollhouse’s records.

Dolly’s glossy body jerked once in the restraints. Milk let down instantly, thin streams trailing down the plastic curves of her breasts and dripping onto the sealed diaper below. The catheter valve pulsed; semen dribbled into the already heavy padding.

Vika’s voice came through hidden speakers inside the case—calm, intimate, inescapable.

“Welcome home, Dolly. This is your final placement. Eternal display. No removal. No reprieve. The module will cycle continuously—twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Visitors will control intensity via the app. Triggers will fire randomly. You will cum, leak, lactate, and mess on an endless loop. The case maintains perfect temperature, humidity, and hygiene. You will never age, never degrade, never be anything but the perfect plastic diaper doll.”

The front panel slid closed and sealed with a pneumatic hiss. Internal air circulated softly. Spotlights bathed her in warm pink. The mirrored back wall reflected her from every angle—glossy pink plastic skin, massive leaking breasts, sealed diaper sagging lower with every fresh dribble, chrome anal port module blinking softly as it worked.

The first full cycle began.

The module inflated to medium, pistons thrusting in slow, deep strokes while the vibrator hammered her prostate in perfect sync. A random trigger fired through the speakers:

“Display.”

Dolly came—violently, silently at first, then a high keening moan amplified by the case acoustics. Milk sprayed in rhythmic jets, splattering the inside of the acrylic. Semen flooded the sealed diaper, bloating it until the clear front panel turned milky and swollen. A soft laxative pulse followed; warm mess pushed into the padding, mixing with everything else in a hot, squelching mass.

The cycle eased—deflation, vibration drop to low maintenance—but never stopped.

Another random trigger ten minutes later:

“Milky.”

Breasts let down hard again. Suction-like pulses from the module simulated nursing; milk jetted steadily, dripping down her plastic belly, pooling at the diaper seal before soaking inward.

Visitors began to arrive.

Masked figures wandered the gallery, pausing at each case. Many stopped longest at the center pillar. Phones came out; apps were opened. Intensity sliders moved. Patterns changed.

Dolly felt every adjustment—low buzz becoming punishing thrust, gentle inflation becoming gut-rounding fullness, random triggers firing in unpredictable sequences.

She came again.

And again.

And again.

Hours blurred into days. The sealed diaper grew impossibly heavy—contents never removed, only slowly cycled through micro-filtration vents that kept the padding from rupturing while preserving the humiliating weight and squelch. Milk yield stabilized at over a liter daily, collected in hidden reservoirs beneath the case for “premium buyers” who paid extra for fresh doll milk.

The module never powered down.

The triggers never ceased.

The mirror never let her look away.

In the endless pink glow of the case, Dolly stared at her reflection—plastic, leaking, convulsing, eternally displayed.

And somewhere in the pink fog that had once been a mind, the last tiny fragment of Alex understood:

This was forever.

No escape.

No end.

Only display.

Only leaking.

Only orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.

A soft chime sounded—new visitors entering the gallery.

A hand pressed to the glass.

A phone screen glowed.

The module intensified.

Dolly came again—silent, helpless, perfect.

The cycle continued.

Eternal.
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