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***

Preview:

“I need a yes,” Sebastian pressed. “If you want me to play with you.”

Grace fidgeted, looking down at her feet shyly. Her cheeks felt red-hot and she found her mouth felt like it was full of sand. She’d never really been able to directly ask a man to dominate her. Grace longed to have her adulthood stripped away by force, to be made to act like a baby, to be spanked and cry out ‘more, please’... to be used as a man’s fuck toy.

But she’d worked hard to get where she was, and the intense shame of admitting, out loud, what she wanted, stopped Grace in her tracks. Not to mention how making tough decisions like this made her feel far more grown-up than she wanted to.

“I’ll make you a compromise, then,” Sebastian said. “Your safeword is ‘tangerine’. If you want me to leave, or stop, you need only say that word, and I’ll stop everything, and let you go.”

Grace nodded gratefully, glad the choice was made easier for her.

“Would you like to leave?”

“N-no,” Grace replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Then stand up,” Sebastian ordered. “And undo your jeans.”

***
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Chapter 1

Grace watched her reflection in the mirror as she combed out her wet, curly hair. The towel wrapped around her body hugged her curves, and she found herself smiling at herself as she got ready for her date tonight. She looked good.

With her hair combed and drying, Grace moved on to her make-up. A proud woman, Grace always took the greatest care with her make-up, using just the right shades to compliment her rich terracotta skin tone. Tonight, since she was going out, Grace lined her eyes more dramatically than usual, picking out eyeshadow in shades of green and deep plum.

This date tonight would be the culmination of a week of texting back and forth between her and an attractive man she’d met on a fetish dating site. She preferred to have a first date as soon as possible, usually, so she didn’t waste time on anybody incompatible - but their schedules just didn’t line up until Friday evening.

As well as being attractive and well-off, Sebastian was obviously as passionate about his work as she was, which Grace appreciated. They were both at management level in their careers, and she excitedly hoped he might finally be a match for her, in the bedroom and out of it.

Grace had a serious kink for being ‘Daddy’s little girl’. When she came home from work, she loved to serve, loved to be put into a diaper and suck her thumb and find the guy she was dating rock hard from it. A long time ago she’d had dreams of finding a Daddy who could help her feel that role out more deeply - now, she just wanted a man who could successfully dominate her… which was proving more difficult than she’d thought it would be.

Maybe it was something about her personality? Grace wondered to herself, as she smacked her lips together after applying a little lipstick.

“Well, if they can’t handle a strong woman, they’re not the right guy for me,” she told her reflection, finally untying the towel from around her chest.

Her curvy body glowed with healthy radiance, her pubic hair neatly trimmed and everywhere else clean-shaved or waxed. Grace didn’t know how this date was going to go, but if anybody was going to see her naked, she wanted to look her best for them.

Sebastian had advertised himself as a ‘Daddy’ on the website, and he definitely loved the thought of her in diapers - he would ask her to send him photos whenever she mentioned she was in one - but Grace wasn’t quite sure he was dominant enough for her. Tonight, though, he had requested she wear a diaper under her dress, so maybe that was a start.

Grace slid her strapless bra on, doing it up at the front and then twisting it into place. Blushing slightly, despite the fact she was alone, she got out her diaper, laying it on bed. She smoothed out the wings, before laying herself on top of it, carefully adjusting it until it was at the right height, bringing the front up between her legs and spreading it across her stomach.

Grace felt a flutter in her tummy - this always excited her, flicking some unnameable switch inside her that made her feel shier, smaller. It was a nice feeling, one that made it easier to let somebody else take control - even if ‘easier’ still meant ‘really hard’ in this case.

Pulling the front of the diaper taut across her belly, Grace taped it up, as carefully as possible. She preferred to have somebody else do it for her, so she wasn’t perfect at it, but when she was finished, the diaper felt reasonably snug and comfortable. Finally, Grace slid the deep red off-the-shoulder dress on, feelin it clinging to her bust, flaring just slightly at the waist - but if she bent the right way, it hugged her padded hips and rump, the outline of the diaper clear.

Feeling cheeky, Grace snapped a picture of it with her bottom pushed out, captioning it ‘think anybody will notice? ;3’ and then sending it to Sebastian.

She didn’t have to wait long for a reply.

‘R u rly going out like that? Brave!’

Grace sighed a little - she’d hoped he would tell her what a good girl she was, or what a naughty one, for showing off her diapers like that. She texted back explaining that it only looked that way when she bent a certain way. Sebastian took a little longer to reply this time, but when he did, Grace smiled that special embarrassed smile she did when a guy she liked pushed her buttons.

Sebastian had asked for her to send him a picture of the diaper. His instructions were clear - lift her dress, and take a picture in the mirror that way, not by poking the phone under her skirt. It was more of a request than an order… But Grace appreciated it all the same.

She posed as he’d requested, sticking her tongue out cheekily as she snapped the photo in the mirror, before sending it off, hoping he would enjoy it. A moment later, he sent back a message saying Grace looked ‘beautiful’ and that he ‘couldn’t wait to see her tonight’. Grace felt her cheeks glow, and she smiled to herself as she slipped her feet into the shoes that matched her dress, making sure she had her purse, counting the minutes until she would get in her car and drive to her date.

***

They recognized each other instantly. Grace’s heart fluttered in her chest as she saw him, smiling, sitting at a table, in a clean-pressed blue suit, a match for his strikingly deep blue eyes. He’d already ordered a bottle of champagne, chilling in a bucket of ice, and as Grace approached, he gently took her hand and kissed it, smiling the same charming smile she’d seen in his photos.

Grace was relieved he looked exactly like his photos, his glowing umber skin, his muscled physique hidden under the suit, his kind, flirty expression. She saw him appraising her too as she sat down, and she raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“See something you like?” she teased.

“Mm,” Sebastian replied. “...But I bet I’d see something else I liked if I lifted that dress up, wouldn’t I?”

Grace laughed, brushing her hair out of her eyes unnecessarily. So far, the date was going well…

“What are you going to order?” Sebastian asked, looking over the menu. “I think I’ll have the steak.”

Grace blinked, a little taken aback… She’d hoped he would order for her, taking control of the date, but she smiled anyway, picking up her own menu.

“Maybe the chicken? Or, oh, I like the sound of the pork… What do you think?” she purred, rubbing his lower leg with her foot teasingly.

He smiled gently in response.

“I personally would have the pork - but of course, it’s up to you. Which do you like the sound of most?”

Grace felt herself getting a little frustrated. Here she wanted a man to take control and tell her what she was going to order - Sebastian apparently couldn’t even tell her what to have when she spoonfed him the two options. Trying to hide her sigh, she choose the pork, hoping more of Sebastian’s dominant side would show throughout the evening.

***

By the time the bill had been paid (they went dutch - Sebastian suggested it), Grace was certain of two things.

The first was that Sebastian was not the kind of man she wanted to be with. He made delightful conversation with her, she learned all about his work, and he about hers, but he just wasn’t a natural Dom. He never once made her feel controlled or dominated. She fished a few times for comments, and he mentioned her diaper once or twice, but other than that, nothing.

The second was that, even though she didn’t think they had a future together, Grace was going to have sex with him tonight. He was extremely good-looking, and while her mind had doubts, her body cried ‘yes yes yes!’ at the thought of spending the night with the dark-skinned adonis who’d taken her to dinner.

“Well…” Sebastian said, as they walked out of the restaurant.

“Well?” Grace repeated, smirking, picking up on his nervousness.

“...Is this good night?”

“I don’t know, what else did you have in mind?” she asked, leaning in close, pressing her breasts against him, seeing him swallow, gently.

“...Come home with me?” he more asked than stated, but Grace nodded, smirking.

“I’ll take my own car,” she added, hastily. She didn’t want to get caught at his place the next morning. Once again, Sebastian offered no argument whatsoever, and they set off for his house, her following his sleek black car in her own, smaller, red one.

The ride up on the elevator to Sebastian’s apartment was full of flirty glances and lip-biting tension. Grace reached out at one point and held Sebastian’s hand… before slowly pulling it over to her, and placing it on her padded backside.

“I’m wet,” she said, softly. “Maybe I need a change?”

“Maybe you do,” Sebastian replied, groping her rear slightly.

His apartment was beautifully furnished, Grace noted as she walked in. It hardly seemed lived in - but perhaps he was just a neat freak? The view of the skyline through his window was breath-taking, and Grace thought she could have stared at it for hours… But then Sebastian undid his shirt, and she suddenly found something more interesting to look at…

“Whoa,” she said, appreciatively, stalking towards Sebastian. “You look good half-naked.”

“Mmm, I bet you do as well,” he rumbled in response. “Why don’t you show me? … Is your diaper wet, little girl?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Grace replied, and a look of pain crossed Sebastian’s face. “Sorry, should I not-”

“It’s fine,” he said, though his smile seemed a little strained. “...That word means a lot to me. I prefer if it’s only used in a serious relationship.”

“Ah,” Grace said, thinking for a moment. What was the point of that? It was just a word. A sexy word. Still…

.

“Okay… sir?”

Sebastian’s renewed grin told Grace she was on the right track - but how he lifted her onto the bed and climbed on top of her made it extra clear. His lips found hers, kissing passionately as they both worked together to remove the dress she was wearing. It took several tries, but soon Grace was dressed in nothing but her sodden diaper, moaning as Sebastian kissed up and down her neck.

He was a skilled lover, and she felt swept up in his passion as his hand slid between her legs, groping the swollen padding. She moaned as he rolled his palm against it, pressing against her sensitive vulva. As Sebastian pressed more firmly, she could feel the firm wetness against her excited clit, biting her lip and grinding her hips up against him.

“What a soaked diaper, little girl,” Sebastian purred, shedding his own pressed trousers. “I know what dirty girls like you need…”

“Oh D- oh sir, I need it, please,” Grace whimpered, her eyes on that glorious cock, the outline of its heft visible through Sebastian’s straining boxer briefs. “Please, give it to me…”

Sebastian bit his own lip, as if overcome with lust, as he climbed back onto the bed,  one hand clenched closed around something, the other sliding down his boxer shorts. Grace peeked around her legs, and gasped, seeing his thick, dark shaft pressing up against her wet diaper, grinding and rubbing gently against it.

“Do you want this?” Sebastian murmured, and while it was a sexy question that made Grace tremble with desire, she also had the feeling he was being sincere by asking. “Do you want this cock inside you?”

“Yes, yes please, sir,” she begged, and suddenly Sebastian’s hands were on the tapes of the diaper, tearing it aside.

Her wet slit now exposed, Sebastian ground his shaft teasingly between Grace’s folds, making her gasp and whimper with pleasure, watching as he undid the condom packet he’d been holding. The rubber was quickly rolled down his slick cock, and Grace realized she was a little disappointed she wouldn’t get to feel him bare inside her - no matter how dangerous that might be…

Sebastian glanced up once more to check Grace’s expression, and, seeing her obvious willingness, he slowly slid his hips forwards his cock penetrating her in one fluid motion.

They moaned together, Grace wrapping her arms around Sebastian as he positioned himself over her. He felt so good inside her, so hot, both of them, a burning lust that left Grace panting and needy, gasping in appreciation as Sebastian’s hips began to move back and forth on top of her.

“Oh god, baby girl, you feel so good,” he murmured, his own breath hot and heavy as he lost himself in pleasure within her warm, wet tunnel.

Sebastian groaned, his hips rocking, as he pounded her against the bed, not with speed, but with the sheer force of his motions. Grace panted, legs spread as she nodded her response, loving the way his slick length pushed in and our of her inviting passage. She moaned, softly as his thrusts began to speed up.

“Yes, sir, give it to me, yes!” she gasped, trying to arch her own hips to meet Sebastian’s but finding his only response was shoving his hips harder between hers. He might not have been much of a Dom, but here at least, he was in control.

For the time being, Sebastian said nothing else, the air filled with the sounds of raw animal passion that only came from enthusiastic sex between two relative strangers with the same fetish. Grace could feel herself growing slicker and slicker around the condom, gasping, panting, moaning ‘yes!’ as Sebastian’s achingly hard member hid her sweet spot again and again.

“Cum for me,” Sebastian urged, rocking back and forth more insistently, grunting as she squeezed his length. “Cum for me, little girl.”

Those words made Grace melt, and with a happy gasp of pleasure she felt herself starting to orgasm, flung over the peak by the hunky man on top of her. She moaned, trembling - if her lusty, breaking voice didn’t tell him she was climaxing, her clenching, convulsing muscles certainly did.

Sebastian groaned himself, throbbing inside her as her eager pussy milked him for all she was worth. He grunted, thrusting his hips once, twice, three times, finally emptying all of his load into the condom. They both held each other, trembling, as they rode out the aftershocks of their orgasm.

When they finally parted, Sebastian gently kissed Grace’s lips as he withdrew from her, sliding the used condom off and carrying it and the used diaper to the bin. Grace watched dreamily, still glowing from her climax. Her legs were crossed together, enjoying the sensation of recent use between them, but Sebastian suddenly made a hand motion, asking her to spread them again.

Curious, she did so, and Sebastian headed to his closet - pulling out a thick pink diaper. Grace didn’t know whether to be more pleased or embarrassed, and she obediently lifted her bottom as Sebastian slid it underneath. He carefully lined up the tapes, getting them perfectly positioned in a way Grace had never been able to.

Despite knowing this would be the last time she’d see him, Grace felt her heart flutter, and when he slid into bed, pulling the blankets over them both, she slid her hips back, nestling her padded rear against his crotch.

“Mmmm,” Sebastian murmured, smiling. “Good night.”

“Good night, sir,” Grace replied - although she had no intention of staying the night…

***

Sebastian fell asleep quickly, but Grace managed to stay awake, despite how blissful sleep would have been after that orgasm. The man’s arms were wrapped around her waist, holding her, but she wanted to get home as quickly as possible. The sex had been fantastic - but that was all it was…

She reached over to the side table for her phone, but as she stretched her arm out, she felt strong arms holding her in place. Again, Grace felt her heart thump a little harder, but she dismissed the feeling. Still, it was very endearing that he would hold her this way all night, she thought, as she gently pried his arm off of her…

Wriggling free, Grace quickly stood up, as Sebastian’s arm fell onto the empty space where she used to be. He grunted, making a groggy noise of confusion, and Grace froze in suspense, waiting to see if he would go back to sleep.

‘That was close,’ Grace thought to herself, carefully stepping away. As quietly as she could, she pulled that tight dress back on, leaving the zip undone slightly, carrying her shoes in the other hand. Tiptoeing into the hallway, she opened the door as quietly as possible, and then walked as fast as she could to the elevator.

Grace smiled, thrilled at her own cunning escape, as she pressed the button for the ground floor. It would be several hours before she realised she didn’t have her bag or phone with her.




Chapter 2

Grace missed her yoga class that Saturday morning, oversleeping by several hours. Occasionally she stirred from sweet dreams where a brown-skinned man kissed and worshipped her body, but decided to sleep longer, certain her alarm would wake her. At around 10:30am, she rolled over in bed, looking at the light coming in through the window.

“What the hell?” she said out loud, and groggily climbed out of bed, dressed in a t-shirt and the diaper from last night.

“Oh Jesus,” Grace moaned, as she saw the microwave clock flashing ‘10:32’. “At least I don’t have work.”

Grace poured herself a lonely bowl of cornflakes, and made herself coffee - cream, one packet of sweetener. As she sat, eating by herself, her mind drifted back to the date last night. She felt her cheeks turn pink as she remembered the sex she and Sebastian had, that wonderful feeling of him rolling on top of her and thrusting deep inside her femaleness…

And then that tender little act afterwards - putting her in a diaper. Grace shifted on her stool, feeling the damp padding give way slightly - as she bit her lip, concentrating, letting pee flow into it slowly but surely. In no time at all, it was far wetter, and Grace knew she would have to change soon. Still, she’d worn it all night as a sort of… souvenir. Even if that guy obviously wasn’t right for her… he was hot.

Grace’s thoughts moved smoothly to other topics - namely, why the hell hadn’t her phone alarm gon-

Grace’s jaw dropped - luckily she had finished her spoonful of cereal already - and a flash of recognition crossed her face. She remembered trying to grab her phone. She remembered Sebastian’s arms around her. She remembered removing them.

...And now she remembered not grabbing it, or her bag, afterwards.

“Shit,” Grace hissed under her breath. “Shit, shit, fuck…”

She’d have to go back for her things, she decided. This was going to be incredibly awkward… After a moment’s debate, she decided she should send Sebastian a message before going over there.

Sitting at her desk, Grace logged in to the fetish website they’d met on. Wincing, she saw the little red icon over the ‘Messages’ widget, indicating she had a new message. She clicked, and her heart sank as she saw it was from Sebastian…

“Grace,

I had a lovely time last night. Disappointed you did not feel the same, but, no hard feelings.

You left your bag here. I’ve left it in my mail locker - #445 - so you won’t have to come all the way up to my apartment to get it. The locker is closed, but unlocked.

-        S”

Grace had started reading the letter with anxiety welling in the pit of her stomach, but as she read the last initial, she sighed with relief. This would be much less awkward than she thought.

Briefly, the thought occurred to her that she’d never had someone be so nice to her after a rejection. Grace had expected anger, or at the very least, obvious upset. Some men would have held onto her things deliberately so she’d be forced to keep interacting with him - Sebastian was a great guy.

“And he’ll find a great girl to be with,” Grace told herself, reminding herself of Sebastian’s flaws - how he would never be able to keep up with or control her. Sometimes it seemed like no man could, even self-professed ‘Dominants’.

“Whoo, no time to get mopey about that,” Grace said, sighing as she stood up. “I better go and collect my things.”

***

Grace tried to stay nonchalant as she pulled into the parking lot of Sebastian’s apartment building, now diaper free. Immediately, she noticed his car was there too, meaning he was home. Her heart thumped quickly, and she wasn’t sure whether it was concern about seeing him, remembering last night… or both.

Lingering several seconds longer than she needed to in the car to check Sebastian wasn’t in the general vicinity, Grace slowly got out of her car. She kept imagining he would ambush her and begin probing her with awkward and demanding questions, but as she walked up to the mailbox, there was nobody around but her.

“Thank fuck,” she muttered, as she opened locker #445, finding her black bag inside. “I’ll just check everything’s in there…”

She opened the bag - spare keys, body spray, eyeliner pencil… her wallet… Frowning, Grace rummaged a little harder, finding a few receipts and a loyalty card for a coffee shop… But no phone.

“FUCK. Fucking… bullshit,” Grace muttered angrily, groanin and grabbing her temples.

She’d have to go up and ask Sebastian for her phone. He obviously hadn’t realized it wasn’t in the bag, or he’d have mentioned it in the email.

Grace very briefly considered just leaving the phone there, and buying a new one - but then considered the headache of moving all her work contacts over to a new number, and sorting out her contract… Ugh.

Reluctantly, she boarded the elevator.

The journey up was at once too long, dragging on and on, and too short, bringing her to her destination before she’d had time to decide what to say to Sebastian. Before she could, she found herself knocking on the door impulsively, deciding she’d find the right words once she saw him.

The door opened after a moment, and Sebastian was there. Grace had to remind herself not to swoon - he was wearing jeans(!), and a snug-fitting t-shirt that clung his muscular chest, defining it in a way no suit could have.

He also looked taken-aback to see Grace there, his eyes flitting down to see her own casual outfit, tight jeans and a loose t-shirt that kept falling down one shoulder. Swallowing, he collected himself after a moment.

“Uh, hello, Grace…” he said, the ‘why are you here’ implicit in the pause after his greeting.

“I left my phone here,” Grace said, hurriedly. “It’s not in my bag.”

“Ah,” Sebastian said, his expression briefly changing to something that could have been relief or disappointment. “Alright. Do you remember where you saw it last?”

“On the bedside table. Nearest where I… slept.”

Sebastian paused for a moment, considering that.

“Alright, I’ll go check,” he said, and before Grace could even utter a ‘thanks’, he’d closed the door on her.

She waited impatiently outside, fretting about her phone. How could she have forgotten something like that? Grace shook her head at herself. God she hoped he’d hurry up… Just as she was thinking she’d have to knock on the door and ask what was taking so long, Sebastian opened the door.

He wasn’t holding her phone.

“I can’t see it,” he said. “I checked beside the cabinet and under it, and on my side, as well.”

Sebastian frowned, hesitating slightly before asking:

“Would you like to come in and help look for it?”

Grace shrugged, following Sebastian back into his well furnished apartment. Once again, she couldn’t help but marvel at the sunken living room with the huge black leather couch, eyeing the enormous TV on the wall. She almost regretted not watching a movie with him here before they fucked - the surround-sound speakers set up in each corner alone made the idea an appealing prospect.

“Where have you checked?” she asked, once they were back inside his bedroom.

“All around here,” Sebastian said, waving vaguely at the bedside cabinet. “It’s not there.”

Grace sighed, getting down on her hands and knees, peering under the cabinet, then to the side of it, seeing no sign of the phone. She frowned as she sat back on her heels, turning to Sebastian to confirm what he already knew.

“It’s not down there,” she said, disappointedly, before she noticed Sebastian’s expression. “What’s with the smile?”

“Oh,” Sebastian said, smirking. “I was just enjoying the view. Before you sat up, I mean.”

Grace blinked - and then flushed, although she cracked a smile too.

“Pervert,” she said, glad this wasn’t as awkward as she’d imagined it would be when she came up here. “Didn’t you get enough of seeing my ass last night?”

“Hm, I seem to remember your ‘ass’ was in a diaper, isn’t that right?”

Grace blushed harder, but giggled - and then blushed even more at that.

“So you’re trying to get a repeat viewing?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind it,” Sebastian said, shrugging, as he pulled his own phone out of his jeans. “I told you, I had a really good time last night. It’s a shame you didn’t feel the same.”

Grace felt a small pang of guilt at that, but before she could explain her actions, Sebastian spoke again.

“I’ll try calling you on my phone,” he said, selecting her number. “We’ll see if we can hear it ring.”

Nodding at him, Grace watched as Sebastian pressed the ‘dial’ key, waiting with bated breath to hear if hers would start ringing - hoping it wasn’t completely dead by now.

Thankfully, after a moment, she heard a loud buzzing, and then the default ring tone blaring from somewhere nearby. Both Grace and Sebastian looked around their immediate location, slowly moving towards the same spot. When Sebastian ended up standing above Grace, they both blinked - and then she peered underneath the bedframe.

With a groan, she saw the obscured glow of her phone’s screen as it rang merrily away to nobody. She tried to slide her hand under the small gap, reaching out for the phone, but found her hand ended up wedged and stuck, her fingers just grazing the edge of her phone before she pulled her hand out, shaking it around and frowning.

“Let me try,” Sebastian offered, as he crouched down beside her, reaching under the bed. “One of us must have kicked it under and not noticed.”

“No, it’s okay,” Grace said, trying again. “My fingers are more slender…”

“But shorter,” Sebastian pointed out.

“Really it’s fi-”

“I’d like to he-”

They both spoke at once, and then simultaneously stopped talking, as they felt them brush each other’s fingers accidentally. That small contact sent electricity racing down Grace’s spine, and after a moment of staring dumbly at Sebastian with her cheeks glowing, she yanked her hand out from under the bed.

Sebastian took a moment to recover, his own ebony skin reddening slightly before he coughed, turning himself back to the task at hand. With unexpected forcefulness, he jammed his hand right under the bed, gritting his teeth as he grabbed Grace’s phone, and dragged it back out.

“There,” he said, releasing a breath he’d been holding. “Your phone.”

“Thanks…” Grace said, looking down at the now-blank screen, seeing her reflection staring back. “You know, I did have a nice time last night. That wasn’t why I left.”

“Please,” Sebastian said, with a sad smile. “You don’t have to make excuses to me.”

“No, really,” Grace said, as she helped herself up, using the bed. “I had a nice evening. Dinner was delicious… and the sex was… woo. Thank you so much for that.”

Sebastian couldn’t help but smile slightly, as Grace continued.

“I just… Well, we’re incompatible. That’s all. We have different needs.”

“Ah,” Sebastian said… and then after a moment’s thought, added: “How so?”

Grace frowned, not wanting to hurt his feelings - he was such a sweet guy, after all. Seeing her hesitation, Sebastian chuckled.

“I promise I won’t be offended,” he insisted. “Come on, let me know. So I can work on it for next time. What was the problem?”

“Well…” Grace began, uncertainly. “I suppose it was just that I didn’t feel you were actually very dominant.”

Sebastian gave her a surprised look, so she continued.

“I thought you might order for me - or insist on paying for dinner. To be honest, Sebastian, you were very sweet, but I really like to feel like my D- like a man is, is taking control, if you see what I mean?”

Sebastian nodded.

“Even when we had sex, you were asking me things, what I wanted, instead of just… taking it,” Grace said, shrugging. “But don’t get me wrong… it was amazing. I just need somebody a little more… Dominant.”

Silence reigned for several long moments as Sebastian looked down at her, stony-faced, before he finally spoke.

“So, you’re disappointed that I didn’t seize control of the evening on our first date?” he asked, raising an eyebrow of his own. “And that I didn’t ‘just take it’ when I invited you up here to my apartment?”

Grace flushed, shaking her head.

“No! I mean, well, yes, sort of, but I don’t mean in a, you know, rape way…” she sighed. “I meant… I don’t know. I just didn’t get the feeling you were being particularly dominant.”

“Well, you’re right.”

“You see? I-”

“I wasn’t being very ‘dominant’,” Sebastian began, firmly but with amusement in his voice. “Because you hadn’t agreed to be my submissive for the evening. I would never try and play with those kinds of roles without discussing everything before hand.”

“Don’t you think that makes things a little boring?” Grace said, frowning. “Wouldn’t it be nice if things… developed, naturally?”

“Of course,” Sebastian said, agreeing. “But nobody can ever truly be sure what another person is feeling. That’s why conversation is important.”

He stepped forwards - and with a gasp, Grace felt his hand grasp her chin.

“It would have been extremely erotic to me, to have chosen your meal for you, and cut it up into little, bitesize pieces,” he said, tracing her lips with his thumb. “Perhaps asked for a bib for you. Showing everybody in the restaurant what a tiny, helpless baby you are.”

Grace swallowed, vividly lost in the moment, feeling her heart race-

And then Sebastian stepped away.

“But we hadn’t agreed on that,” he said, frowning. “And though it might have disappointed you that I didn’t ‘dominate’ you that night, what’s the better situation - I disappoint somebody, or I ruin somebody’s evening by treating them in a way they haven’t consented to?”

Grace looked away, a little embarrassed.

“I suppose the first thing…” she muttered, sighing.

The conversation was over - but it didn’t feel over. Her heart thumped heavily in her chest, as she slowly looked up at Sebastian, her mouth dry as she swallowed. She could feel the sparks between them, heavy and electric - and she told herself she should leave before she got in deeper.

“So, you do… enjoy… being dominant?” Grace asked, slowly.

“Yes,” Sebastian said. “Would you like me to show you?”

“Maybe?” Grace squeaked, uncertainly.

“I need a yes,” Sebastian pressed. “If you want me to play with you.”

Grace fidgeted, looking down at her feet shyly. Her cheeks felt red-hot and she found her mouth felt like it was full of sand. She’d never really been able to directly ask a man to dominate her. Grace longed to have her adulthood stripped away by force, to be made to act like a baby, to be spanked and cry out ‘more, please’... to be used as a man’s fuck toy.

But she’d worked hard to get where she was, and the intense shame of admitting, out loud, what she wanted, stopped Grace in her tracks. Not to mention how making tough decisions like this made her feel far more grown-up than she wanted to.

“I’ll make you a compromise, then,” Sebastian said. “Your safeword is ‘tangerine’. If you want me to leave, or stop, you need only say that word, and I’ll stop everything, and let you go.”

Grace nodded gratefully, glad the choice was made easier for her.

“Would you like to leave?”

“N-no,” Grace replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Then stand up,” Sebastian ordered. “And undo your jeans.”

Grace found herself obeying, her hands trembling as she unbuttoned the jeans, sliding them down her legs, revealing the healthy copper color of the skin there. Sebastian looked at her appraisingly, circling her like a shark as he watched her, eyes raking up and down her body.

“Have you ever been spanked, before?”

“Once or twice, sir,” Grace said, standing perfectly upright, trying to hide her nervousness - and excitement…

“Good,” he said, sitting on the bed, his legs over the end and feet firmly on the floor. “Lay over my lap.”

Grace obeyed once more, her heart pounding, her hands trembling. She considered using the safeword, and leaving - but her legs carried her towards Sebastian, and she found herself laying across his lap, waiting for the spanking to begin.

“Now, young lady, I think you have some things wrong,” Sebastian whispered huskily, as Grace felt him tracing his fingers over her cotton panties.

“For a start… This isn’t just about sex, to me,” Sebastian said, as he cupped her rear, gently for a second - and then smacked it, hard.

“AH!” Grace cried out at the unexpected swat, breathing heavily. “S-sir?”

“Be quiet,” Sebastian ordered. “Don’t speak unless I give you permission, understand?”

Nodding, Grace bit her lip, her heart racing. Sebastian took control faster than she expected, and she found her head swirling with the mixture of pleasure and pain as he spanked her once more, jolting her girlhood efficiently.

“To me, dominating a little girl, is special,” he said, swatting her backside hard, making her cry out. “It’s a deeper bond than just roleplay.”

He paused in his speech to bring his hand down several times on Grace’s bottom, his broad hand smacking against the plumpness of her behind, landing once or twice on her upper thighs, smarting terribly and leaving red marks. Sebastian’s hand alone was making Grace’s rump throb with soreness - she didn’t know how she’d be able to sit down again if he spanked her with an implement…

“Being a Daddy… it’s more than a bedroom thing, to me. It’s forever. It’s for life. I want to cherish, nurture, protect her. To guide her in all areas and be in complete control,” Sebastian told her, passion in his voice as his hand slid between her legs, sliding a finger under her panties to find her slit eagerly dripping from the spanking. “It’s a commitment. And I expect an equal partnership. I need a woman who can take care of my heart, too.”

Rubbing between Grace’s folds prompted a soft moan from her, and then Sebastian slowly drew his hand back, ignoring her Grace tried to push back against his retreating hand.

She yelled again as she felt him spank her backside, and then again, and again, his hand whistling through the air as it left palm prints all over her rear.

“You have a v-very childish perspective,” Sebastian said, slightly breathless, as he delivered the spanking Grace hadn’t realized she’d been craving so badly, kicking her feet and moaning in pain and pleasure as her eyes watered.

“But that’s okay,” Sebastian continued, as he spanked her harder.. “I know how to deal with little girls. Especially naughty little girls.”

“Are you a naughty little girl, Grace?”

Taking the prompt, Grace nodded vigorously, her curly hair bouncing up and down as she did so.

“Yes sir, I am, I’m a naughty, naughty, bad little girl,” she moaned breathlessly, crying out as another swat landed right where she was growing sorest.

“Bad girls deserve a spanking, don’t they?” he said, loudly, practically having to yell over the sounds of him swatting her over and over. “Naughty girls get put over Sir’s lap and spanked until they cry.”

Grace was on the verge of tears now, whimpering and biting her lip, nodding as she tried to speak, the firey pain on her backside sending jolts of electricity up her spine. She gave up, the words drive from her by spank after spank, pushing her closer and closer to the edge...

With one particularly powerful swat, her tears began flowing freely, and Grace sobbed helplessly over Sebastian’s lap as the spanking continued. The catharsis flushed through her body as she cried, sobbing, whimpering, but not using her safeword, revelling in the feeling of losing control.

Finally, Sebastian spanked one last time - and then began to gently stroke her rump, his broad hands smoothing down the wrinkles in her underwear. Grace’s sobs gradually slowed, until she was just sniffling gently, feeling the gentle caressing of her sore backside.

“Good girl,” Sebastian murmured, gently sliding her panties down and off. “Good little girl.”

As the cool air licked at her moist slit, Grace shivered slightly, her body tense with anticipation once more, her body flooded with endorphins from the spanking and looking for more… direct… pleasure. As Sebastian’s hand again slid between her legs, she moaned happily, spreading her legs as much as she could to allow him to feel and explore between her folds.

One thick finger slid gently into her slick canal, sliding back and forth as he teased at her g-spot. Grace whimpered in the back of her throat, gently rocking her hips to meet his motions.

“You’re so wet, baby girl,” he muttered. “Aren’t you?”

“Yuh huh,” Grace replied in a small voice. “Very wet.”

Sebastian’s fingers plunged steadily and out, two of them now, thick and slightly stretching her entrance as he thrust them back and forth into her well-lubricated tightness. Grace moaned, eyes rolling back in her head at the pleasure she was feeling, panting hotly, wanting, needing more.

With a casual ease that once again revealed his strength, Sebastian lifted Grace off of his lap, tossing her onto the bed. He didn’t waste time with words, unzipping his jeans and casting them aside, lowering his underwear to reveal his thick, throbbing, hardness.

“Are you on birth control, babygirl?” he asked, his voice hinting at the lust he was holding back.

“Y-yes,” Grace replied, licking her lips as she looked at Sebastian’s bare cock. “No, diseases, or anything, either.”

“Then I’m going to fuck your little pussy raw,” Sebastian growled, his smirk growing.

Grace looked at his face, and then smirked, slowly back, recognizing that he was asking her without asking her - was she okay with him going in bare? Her delighted moan as he pounced on her, biting, sucking, kissing her neck and collarbone, seemed to suggest she was….

Her pussy was invitingly slick, aroused from the spanking, hungry for the feeling of cock inside, and as Sebastian thrust himself deep inside her, she moaned out loud with the sheer satisfaction of being filled. He grunted and growled, transformed into a beast, hungry for woman and satiating himself on her body.

Sebastian’s hips rolled smoothly again and again, pressing his cock deep inside her, making her cry out with passion and lust as his thick, throbbing shaft pressed so firmly against her g-spot, and then… stroked it. His motions were more aggressive than before, firm, hard thrusts that made Grace’s eyes roll back in her head from the sheer overload of pleasure and sensations that barraged her.

The intensity of the experience gripped them both, and in no time at all, Grace could feel her orgasm approaching. Sebastian’s urgent, forceful thrusts, the tightness of his balls slapping against her backside, told her he was close too, his breathing heavy and masculine as he pounded her into the mattress.

Grace moaned, gasped, panted underneath him, stroke after stroke urging her towards an explosive climax she knew would leave her a trembling wreck for hours. For a moment, she felt herself teetering on the edge, his cock nudging her closer and closer to it with every passionate thrust…

And then she came.

“Ohhhhh! Oh GOD YES!” Grace cried out in the throes of orgasm, moaning and writhing underneath Sebastian as that hard cock worked back and forth inside her inexorably.

She squealed with pleasure, muscles contracting, massaging his aching stiffness as he too approached a climax, every thrust inside her drawing hers out more and more. Finally she felt it, as Sebastian rammed himself deep into her spasming wetness, unloading thick gouts of spooge inside of her. Grace moaned, feeling the volume of it flowing into her, in one, two, three great spurts, and then another gentle squirt that trickled out of his cocktip, throbbing as he emptied his balls inside her.

“Ohhhhhhhh....” Grace moaned, throwing her head back onto the pillow, panting, a delighted smile on her face.

“That... was amazing,” she finally managed, as Sebastian rolled off of her, lying beside her, panting himself. “Wow…”

Sebastian just smirked, his hand sliding down her arm, gently clasping her hand in his, his thumb tracing over hers. She felt her pounding heart swell in her chest as she closed her eyes, enjoying the afterglow, the feeling of closeness.

His hand lingered a moment longer, before Sebastian slid away, making Grace’s eyes open lazily, watching him. Once more, he went to the closet, getting her out a thick diaper. Grace laughed softly, but obediently spread her legs, allowing him to slide it under her bottom, trembling as her exhausted muscles strained to lift her.

In no time at all, Sebastian had expertly taped the diaper up, and Grace could feel that small, sweet, submissive feeling coming over her, as he shuffled back to lay beside her, wrapping his arm around her and cuddling her gently. It was a close safeness she hadn’t felt in so long, and as she lay there, Grace realized it was definitely a feeling she wanted to experience more of.




Chapter 3

“So, do you want Care Cubs, or My Tiny Horsie?” Sebastian asked, holding the remote to the TV.

Grace pouted, crossing her arms over her chest - then blushing slightly as she realized it lifted her shirt, revealing her diaper’s waistband. Impulsively, Sebastian had invited her to spend the day with him - and equally impulsively, she’d agreed.

Usually, she’d have been on her phone, or at least had it nearby to check any messages, in the habit of being constantly needed at her job. But something about being around him made her not want to focus on the adult pressures of life she usually threw herself into.

They’d cuddled in bed for maybe an hour, before Grace grew restless, and Sebastian invited her into the living room to watch a movie. When she’d excitedly agreed, Grace had thought they’d be watching something romantic, or at least something rated above PG-13… But Sebastian insisted they watch something ‘appropriate for little girls’.

“I don’t know,” Grace said, frowning. “I don’t care. Those movies are for little kids.”

“Because you look ever so mature in that pretty pink diaper, missy,” Sebastian teased, and Grace blushed silently, turning away to hide her smile. “Come on, I bet you’ll enjoy yourself.”

Grace sighed. She didn’t like to admit it, but there was a part of her that was… curious… about having the full Daddy experience. Submitting totally and immersing herself in things that soothed her inner child. But it was hard to shake the thought that nobody would actually want to spend time with someone who was essentially a needy child…

Looking at the TV and focusing for a moment, Grace eventually sighed again, waving her hand vaguely in the direction of the screen.

“My Tiny Horsie, I guess,” she said, shrugging. “I think that’s newer.”

“Excellent choice, baby girl,” Sebastian said, leaning over and kissing her forehead, butterflies flapping in her stomach as he did so. “Here we go.”

As the pastel-colored world of the tiny horses came into view, Grace was surprised to find it held her attention. Maybe it was the smooth animation or just how darn cute the critters on screen were, but she kept her eyes fixed on the screen as the opening credits ran, only looking up when she felt Sebastian standing up off of the sofa.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m just going to get you a drink, and a nice blanket to snuggle under,” he said, patting her arm. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll be right back.”

Grace watched him leave, feeling an inexplicable mix of disappointment and excitement. It was… an interesting feeling, to have Sebastian looking after her. Grace wasn’t sure yet how she felt about it, but at least he obviously cared about her well-being.

Now immersed in the cartoon movie once more, Grace found herself surprisingly invested in the plot. She gasped when the villains appeared, mouthing ‘no!’ when they hurt the four queens of Tiny Horsie-land, leaving the fate of the world in the hooves of one plucky pegasus and her ragtag band of friends.

“Hi sweetheart,” Sebastian said as he leaned over the back of the couch. “Are you enjoying your cartoon?”

Shyly, Grace nodded, and Sebastian chuckled as he walked around the side of the sofa, sitting down beside her.

“I knew you would,” he said, gently beckoning her towards him, holding a blanket in one hand - and a baby bottle of juice in the other. “Come here…”

Feeling awkward, Grace slowly lay down against his chest, as he draped the blanket over her lower half, cuddling her to him with his left arm. He lifted the bottle, offering it to her, and shyly, Grace opened her mouth, suckling softly. Her face flushed pinkly. This moment was undeniably intimate, maybe even erotic on some level, but it wasn’t sexual - it was a kind of closeness Grace had never shared with another person.

Sebastian held his and the bottle out of the way so Grace could watch the TV while she slowly drank, curled up on his chest like a cat. It occured to Grace that holding his wrist that way couldn’t be entirely comfortable, and she swooned again at his consideration, his willingness to put her first.

“That’s a good girl,” he murmured, stroking her side as she drank. By now, the bottle was about a third empty, and when Grace tapped his arm, he gently pulled it away and righted it, setting it on the floor as he wrapped his arms around her.

“Had enough for now?” Sebastian asked, getting a soft nod in return as Grace laid her head on his chest.

Her eyes were fixed on the television screen, listening to the movie with one ear, the other listening to comforting lub-dub lub-dub of Sebastian’s steadily beating heart.

“Who’s your favorite horsie?” Sebastian asked, stroking Grace’s dark, kinky hair with his hand. “Is it that pink one?”

“No,” Grace said, frowning. “She’s too much of a pushover… I like the yellow pegasus.”

As she said that, the heroine appeared on screen, blowing her green and blue mane out of her face and revealing freckles on her cheek as she smiled, cockily. Grace gasped and pointed, sitting up slightly.

“Look, Seb!” she said, grinning. “She’s destroying the bridge so the trolls can’t come across!”

“Wow, that’s very cool,” Sebastian agreed, smiling at the cute shortening of his name. “I see why she’s your favorite.”

“She’s the best and the coolest,” Grace agreed, and then felt her cheeks turn pink, settling back down in Sebastian’s arms, pretending to be very focused on the screen.

She’d never felt this way before. Littlespace had always been a bedroom thing in her experience. Grace had always considered ‘regression’ a myth, something people made up to make themselves feel more authentic. But now it was like she could feel it, tugging the strings of her mind, making her feel smaller and more childish, even if it hadn’t yet dragged her all the way down.

It was exciting how someone could make her feel this way. It was also scary, like a swirling pooling beckoning her to jump in, depth unknown - and knowing she might never return.

“Are you okay, hon?” Sebastian asked, sensing her unease. “You seem a little worried.”

“Oh… just, thinking,” Grace said, vaguely. “...About the movie, I mean.”

“Hm,” Sebastian replied, sounding as if he didn’t really believe that was what Grace was thinking about. “If you’re sure?”

“Uh huh.”

Sebastian didn’t pry further, and Grace relaxed into his arms. It felt safer when she didn’t talk. When she talked, he might notice how small she was feeling, and although he hadn’t reacted badly so far, Grace felt fear flare in the pit of her gut at the idea of being so vulnerable - and possibly being rejected.

After a while, she felt an urgent pressure growing in her bladder, and she bit her lip slightly, crossing her legs under the blanket. The diaper pressed firmly up against her crotch, she glanced up at Sebastian, to confirm he was still watching the movie… and then, blushing and feeling a little naughty, she began to wet her diaper.

She squeezed her muscles slightly so that she only wet a little at a time, feeling it gradually soak into the diaper. The hot, warm wetness slowly grew against her skin, swelling the SAP of the crinkly undergarment and leaving it warm and sodden. Finally, Grace sighed, nuzzling against Sebastian’s chest happily, focused on the movie again.

***

Sebastian didn’t slip out of his caretaker role the whole day. After the movie, he made her peanut butter and jelly sandwiches with another bottle of juice - apple this time - and cut the sandwiches up into squares, serving them to Grace on a plastic plate with a smiling ladybug on the front.

As he wiped her face with a damp piece of kitchen towel, Grace felt her cheeks flush, wondering if she was mad to be here, doing this. She had to keep her legs from kicking, trying to fight the feelings pulling her under, not wanting to humiliate herself in front of Sebastian - but something made her stay there, with the man who was causing this strange, fluttery feeling in her guts and heart.

“Are you wet, princess?” Sebastian asked, and when Grace shrugged cheekily, he chuckled, reaching a hand down to check between her thighs.

His hand pressed gently against the soggy diaper, feeling how swollen and heavy it was, if he couldn’t tell by sight alone. He groped it, looking up at Grace, who blushed, a tiny smirk on her face as she looked away.

“I guess that’s a yes then, hm,” Sebastian said, standing back upright. “Come on, little one. Let’s get you changed.”

Grace followed him obediently into the bedroom, but Sebastian decided that wasn’t good enough, and insisted on holding her hand the whole way over. Grace could feel her heart pounding, wondering if he was feeling the same intensity as she was, her mind somehow clouded and perfectly sharp at once.

She was lost in a fog, but she saw with extreme that Sebastian had untaped her diaper, saw the wipes approaching her wet slit, and gasped, feeling the coolness between her folds. Sebastian dutifully cleaned her up, and although she couldn’t suppress a slight moan, he didn’t initiate anything sexual. In fact, a few moments later, he balled up the used diaper and binned it, getting another out of the closet.

Grace pouted slightly as the diaper was slid under her bottom, the padding drawn up between her thighs with only the barest of contact from Sebastian’s fingers as he ran his finger inside the legcuff, checking that it was fitting properly after he taped it up.

“All done,” he said, smiling - the smile faltering as he saw Grace’s expression. “What’s wrong?”

“We didn’t have sex,” Grace said, pouting, and Sebastian laughed at her cuteness, making her pout and blush harder.

“No, we didn’t. Maybe letting somebody else be in control isn’t as easy as you thought, hm?” Sebastian said, grinning. “Now, if you want to use your safeword, or tell me you want to be an adult right now, then I might be agreeable if you asked to have sex.”

Grace opened her mouth, but before she could speak, Sebastian continued.

“But! But if you want to stay my padded little girl for now, and let someone else take control… that means I control when, or if, we have sex.”

Grace blushed, nodding gently. She didn’t even attempt to say her safeword, her silence for several long seconds a clear message of what she’d chosen. Sebastian nodded approvingly, offering his hand again.

“Come on, little one,” he said, smiling. “Let’s go play some games…”

***

Grace could never have imagined she’d have had such a good time at Sebastian’s house after she walked out on him the night before, but now this morning seemed like a distant, foreign memory. Sebastian took control easily, not by force or harsh words, but with a powerful charisma and the simple insistence that he was in charge.

Grace never considered herself a very submissive sub, imagining if anybody ever truly successfully dominated her, it would be a fight, all the way down. But Sebastian somehow melted her heart like butter. He said what would happen, and it did, whether she protested or not. And, remarkably… Grace rarely found herself protesting.

Their day together was full of cuddles, gentle, soft kisses, playing video games, watching cartoons, and one final diaper change before Grace had to leave. Again, her slit was left wet and needy, but this time it thrilled her a little - how long would Sebastian deny her for? It was disappointing in some ways - in others, it made her blush happily, knowing he was totally in control.

She’d thought that would be it, sitting up on the bed as Sebastian helped her up… Then she caught the grin on his face, and the twinkle in his eye as he reached for the zipper of his jeans.

“Does my babygirl want some special milk from sir’s cock?” he asked, sliding his boxers down lower, stroking his thick black shaft.

Grace nodded eagerly, and at Sebastian’s command, she dropped to her knees, wrapping her hands around his glistening shaft with awe. She stroked slowly up and down, hearing him groan as she did so, his hips arching towards her attentions.

“Am I doing a good job, sir?” Grace asked coquettishly, running her tongue up along the underside of his shaft as she worshipped it. In the bedroom, at least, she had no problem talking like a naughty little girl.

“Ahh… Y-yes, you’re doing a very good job, sweetie,” Sebastian replied, gently stroking the top of her head. “Why don’t you put it in your mouth, that’s a good girl…”

Obediently, Grace parted her plump lips, using her tongue to swirl the end of his throbbing cock into her mouth. She lowered her head, letting his thickness slide deeper into her invitingly wet mouth, while she worked his shaft with her hand to pleased grunts from above.

There was something extremely hot about being made to pleasure Sebastian, while Grace herself was still being deprived. Her slit was slick and hot between her thighs, under the thick layer of her diaper, untouchable as she bobbed her head back and forth, teasing Sebastian’s hard cock, feeling him pulsing between her lips as he nudged the back of her throat.

He guided her movements now, each time pushing her a little more firmly, his hand on the back of her head. Eventually Grace just closed her eyes, submitting to his control as he pushed her up and down on his cock, never deep enough to choke her, but filling her mouth entirely, dribbling salty precum onto her tongue.

“Ohhh, baby, ohhhh, good girl, keep going sweetie,” Sebastian moaned and gasped as her lips slurped up and down his length, cheeks bulging and hollowing to create suction.

Grace could tell Sebastian was close, from his heavy breathing and the sheer tight, rock-hardness of his cock in her hand. Moaning, she began to stroke more quickly, her hand sliding under his crotch to cup and gently fondle his balls. As he groaned, hanging on the precipice, Grace pushed her bottom out, the diaper clinging to her rear, padding and poofy and directly in Sebastian’s line of sight as he stared down at her and into her deep brown eyes.

With a single long, low vocalisation from Sebastian, Grace felt the hand on the back of her had tense and squeeze, the cock in her mouth throbbing hard - before the back of her throat was coated in thick ropes of his seed, that she eagerly swallowed. He groaned, unable to hold back from bucking his hips as he climaxed, grunting with each extra spurt, until he was completely spent.

The grip on Grace’s hair relaxing, Sebastian sighed with bliss, and she slid slowly backwards off his softening length, swallowing the rest of his load and smiling.

“W-wow,” he said, grinning. “You’re a very good girl, honey.”

Grace had been praised for her blowjobs before, but it was different this time. Sebastian made her feel like he was genuinely proud of her for doing a good job, and as she stood up, slightly breathless, he hugged her to his chest.

“Will you see me again?” he asked, as he pulled up his jeans once more, stuffing his cock back into his boxers.

“I’d like to,” Grace replied, with surprising timidness. “If that’s okay?”

“I’d love to see you again, too,” Sebastian said, helping her onto the bed and grabbing her own jeans. “I’m very glad you left your phone here by accident.”

And although she didn’t show any sign of it but a small smile, Grace was very glad too.




Chapter 4

Over Sunday, Grace was delighted to find their flirty former relationship continued, sending texts back and forth - and now he knew that was what she wanted, Sebastian ordered her to send him photos of her in diapers, rather than asking.

Now back at work, Grace blushed at a particularly steamy message, fantasizing about the next time she’d get to see Sebastian. She was wary about getting too attached, knowing far too many subs who’d agreed to and done things at the beginning of a relationship, when emotions were wild and out of control… and then regretted it later.

Personally, Grace had her concerns about if Sebastian was really prepared to deal with both sides of her. She needed the freedom to be an independent woman - as well as the freedom to submit. In the past she’d had trouble finding men who appreciated both of those things.

Either they weren’t able to take control, even seeing her as a Dominant because of her career and attitude - an assumption Grace hated! - or they wanted to control all aspects of her life, wanting a girlfriend who was happy to make them the entire centre of their world. Some men she’d dated had even gotten annoyed at her for having a better job than them, as if that were her fault.

Grace doubted that would be a problem with Sebastian, partly because she suspected he made more money than her. It was nice to think that she might be the one being treated occasionally in this relationship.

Her phone chirped, and Grace instantly picked it up, heart leaping slightly as she saw it was from Sebastian. It was a short message that said little more than ‘Have to work now, talk later’, but it still made her swoon, embarrassed but pleased somebody could still cause that reaction in her. She’d been about to send the same message to him - he also appreciated the value of a good work ethic, obviously.

“Ooo, what’s with the face?” Marge, one of the IT workers under Grace asked, having come over to ask about a recently-filled ticket. “Has someone got a cruuuush?”

Relationships in Grace’s office were more casual than a lot of places she’d worked, and she and Marjory had formed a friendship despite the disparity in their positions. Technically, Grace wasn’t really Marge’s ‘boss’ - she couldn’t fire or suspend her - which possibly made it easier. Marge always knew how to make Grace laugh, and Grace had been there for her on several occasions, mostly involving heartbreak and several tubs of icecream.

“I met this guy the other day,” Grace confessed. “We had a really good time. I think I like him a lot.”

“Oh man,” Marge said, grabbing a nearby chair and wheeling it over, sitting down to hear more. “Have you guys… you know?”

“Yes,” Grace replied, laughing. “But that isn’t why I like him… He’s really sweet. But he respects me working, you know?”

“Is he good-looking?” Marge asked, wriggling her eyebrows, making Grace laugh harder.

“Very. In fact…” Grace paused as she looked through her phone for Sebastian’s profile photo. “Here he is. Cute, huh?”

“Mmm,” Marge said, grinning. “He looks like quite a catch… Does he have a brother?”

“I’ll ask,” Grace said, smirking as she turned back to her desk, her heart skipping on air. Something about talking to someone else about her new relationship made her feel giddy, as if she was making it more real by sharing it.

“Anyway,” she said, clearing her throat. “What’s the matter?”

“Well, I went to floor D to…”

***

Sebastian texted that evening, asking to arrange another date. There was a lot of back and forth about available dates and times, but once that was settled (they chose Thursday night), Sebastian was insistent on what he wanted them to do.

“I want to cook 4 u” he wrote, accompanying the message with a little kiss emoji.

Grace was a little skeptical. She’d never met a man who could cook.. Then again, she thought, embarrassed, that was probably as sexist as the men who refused to believe she was the computer systems manager because she was a woman. So Grace texted back a smiley of her own, saying she couldn’t wait.

The plan was she would leave work at 4 on Thursday, get changed and dressed for the date, and be at Sebastian’s at 6, ready for dinner… and whatever else. Grace looked forward to the meal for the next few days, telling a few of the other people in the office to excited chatter and conversations about her budding relationship.

She, of course, didn’t mention the DDLG or ABDL aspects of their courtship… But those things were very important to Grace too. As much as she wanted him to respect her as a woman, she was beginning to wonder if, just maybe, this was a guy she could head deeper into littlespace with.

When Thursday afternoon came, Grace left the office with a spring in her step. She got into her car, pulled the seatbelt across, and started the engine…

It spluttered once, and then stopped. Frowning, Grace turned the key again. The engine revved loudly, and she thought it was going to work now - but then it abruptly stopped, the engine falling completely silent.

“No, no, no,” Grace said, groaning as she tried to get it to start once more, but it simply wouldn’t respond no matter what she did. “Shit…”

Sighing, Grace pulled out her phone, and called triple A.

***

“Sebastian?” Grace spoke into the receiver of the phone, back inside again. “Hello?”

“Grace!” Sebastian said, sounding surprised. “Wh- Our date isn’t until 6…”

“I know,” Grace replied, sighing. “I’m sorry, but I’ll have to cancel…”

There was a pause on the other end of the line.

“...Grace, if you’d prefer not to see me again, you can just say that,” Sebastian said, although it sounded like there was a little hurt in his voice. “I promise I’ll understand.”

“No, no!” Grace insisted, frowning. “I promise, Seb, I really did want to see you. It’s just, my car broke down and they’re not going to be able to get someone here for about 40 minutes… even if they can fix it here, I won’t have time to go home and get ready and be at yours by 6. I’m sorry.”

“Oh,” he said, pausing. “...Well, why don’t I just come pick you up?”

“What? N-no, I mean, I’m dressed in my work clothes…”

“So what? I bet you look beautiful.”

Grace blushed, her brain stalled as she tried to think of another reason for why Sebastian couldn’t pick her up, eventually deciding she was being silly. Being dressed in a nicely-pressed blouse and skirt wouldn’t change how he saw her - and if it did, well, they’d never work out anyway.

“Okay,” Grace said, relenting. “I’ll text you my address in a moment.”

“Good girl,” Sebastian said, and Grace felt her thighs quiver as she hung up, red-faced.

***

When Sebastian arrived, Grace was waiting patiently outside, trying not to seem like she was looking up too eagerly every time a car drove by. Finally, he pulled into the parking lot, and she waved at him, smiling as she walked over.

“Hello, cutie,” Sebastian said, as Grace climbed into the car.

“Hi,” Grace replied, grinning. “Funny to see you here!”

“Oh, well, I’m here to pick up a pretty little girl,” Sebastian replied, reaching over Grace and grabbing her seatbelt.

“Is this-” he started to ask, but then trailed off, remembering that Grace enjoyed it when he took control without asking. Without delay, he clicked the seatbelt into place, and looked up into the mirror as he backed out.

Grace felt her belly growing warm, enjoying the gentle touch of Sebastian’s fingers through her clothes - but also the loving, protective gesture. It made her feel tingly all over, like she’d drunk a bottle of soda pop and the bubbles were flowing through her bloodstream somehow.

“What are you making for dinner?” Grace finally asked, curiously.

“Maafe,” Sebastian replied. “It’s a stew, from West Africa… You aren’t allergic to peanuts, are you?”

Grace shook her head.

“Good,” Sebastian said, smiling. “I think you’ll like it. It’s very rich, though, so I won’t be upset if you can’t finish it.”

“Is it spicy?” Grace asked. “Since it’s from Africa…?”

Sebastian chuckled.

“It’s a little spicy, but not too much. I can make it less spicy for your delicate tongue,” he said, smirking. “Most of the flavor is more aromatic, than hot.”

“Where did you learn to cook?” Grace asked, curiously. “Most men I’ve met… especially men with, well, jobs like yours… Can’t cook at all.”

“My mother,” Sebastian said, fondly. “The recipe for Maafe was her mother’s, and perhaps her mother’s before that… My mother taught me how to use spices, how to make vegetables to make food go further. She was a very talented chef.”

“It sounds like you two were close,” Grace said, softly.

“We were,” Sebastian replied, oddly focused on the road, as if he didn’t want to look away from it.

Slowly, Grace slid her hand into his, both of them resting together in the centre. She didn’t say anything else, and neither did he, but she saw him smile just a little, a sparkle in his eye that could have been a tear, or a trick of the light.

***

When they pulled into the apartment’s parking lot, Grace already felt lighter, despite the stiff work clothes she was wearing. She couldn’t help but skip a little as she walked through the door, amusing Sebastian as he hung up his coat.

“Somebody’s in a good mood,” he remarked, as he tousled Grace’s hair. “Do you want to watch TV while I go finish cooking dinner?”

“No thanks,” Grace replied, surprising even herself. “I think I’d like to sit in the kitchen and watch you.”

“Would you like to help?” Sebastian asked as they walked into the kitchen.

“Um, sure,” Grace said, uncertainly. “But I have to warn you I don’t usually cook…”

“That’s fine,” Sebastian said with a smile. “I’ll show you, if you have trouble.”

Now in the kitchen, Sebastian got out carrots to peel, passing Grace a bulb of garlic.

“We need 3 cloves,” he said. “Chop them as finely as you can, but don’t worry too much. The flavor will still get in no matter how big the pieces are.”

“Okay,” Grace said, and set to work peeling the first clove.

Both of them were quiet as they focused on their respective tasks, but it was a comfortable, relaxed silence. Grace didn’t worry the date was going badly or panic trying to think of a way to fill the void of conversation. It was nice, the two of them working together, side by side, for a common goal. It felt right.

Grace finished chopping the first clove as Sebastian was preparing rice to go with the meal, filling the rice cooker with enough for two servings.

“Is this okay?” she asked, gesturing to her clumsily chopped garlic.

“That looks great, baby girl,” Sebastian replied, and Grace felt her heart swell with pride.

She turned back and picked up another clove of garlic, peeling the skin off - but Sebastian stopped her after a moment, smiling.

“You peel them by hand?” he asked, and Grace nodded in confusion, not sure how else to do it. “Here… let me show you…”

Grace’s heart rate increased as she felt Sebastian’s body pressed up against hers, his arms reaching around to grab the knife. Grace willingly allowed this, making her fingers loose and limp to let go, but Sebastian curled them back around the handle of the knife, both of them holding it at once.

“Take the clove of garlic,” he murmured softly in her ear, as he lay the clove on the chopping board. “And lay the knife against it, like this…”

Grace watched, unable to stop her heart racing like it would beat out of her chest. Sebastian lay the knife across the clove, with the dull side towards Grace’s other hand. Grace gasped quietly as she felt Sebastian’s strong fingers curling around hers, lifting her hand and gently spreading her palm open wide.

“Place the heel of your palm on the knife,” he instructed, gently pushing her hand against the cold steel. “And then… push.”

Grace swallowed anxiously, but she pushed down hard as Sebastian instructed her. The garlic resisted for a moment, and then split apart with a squishy crunch, forcing its way out of the papery skin. Grace gasped, pleased with herself as she looked down at the garlic resting in its broken shell.

“I did it, sir,” Grace said, nuzzling against his chest. “I can’t believe it…”

“You did,” Sebastian replied, smiling. “You’re a very good kitchen helper.”

“Now let me show you how to mince garlic…”

Grace watched as Sebastian positioned the knife, feeling his strong hands clenched around hers, holding onto the handle together as he moved her hand to the end of the knife. He delicately positioned her fingers, so they lay flat across the tip, holding the end of the knife down. Finally, Sebastian rocked the knife against the board, neatly slicing through the garlic again and again, until it was in neat, tiny chunks, which he then scraped into the bowl.

“Now you try,” he said, and unwrapped his hand from Grace’s.

Grace floundered for a moment - as Sebastian pulled away, it felt like the oxygen had been pulled from her lungs for a moment - having him there, helping her, was as natural as breathing.

After a moment, she collected herself, grabbing the knife and putting the last clove down on the chopping board, like Sebastian had showed her. Splitting the clove open was easy, she found, but she still turned around to Sebastian, smiling proudly as he kissed her forehead. Now to chop it…

Grace thought she had the position just right, and she began to rock the blade back and forth, a little more jerkily than Sebastian had.

“Grace, wait-”

Grace heard Sebastian’s warning, and turned around, but didn’t stop the knife in motion. The sharp tip pierced the end of her finger, and she gasped dropping the knife with a clatter as she lifted her bleeding fingertip to her mouth. Her eyes filling with tears, Grace turned to look at Sebastian, whimpering.

“Oh, sweetheart, oh, babygirl, come here…” Sebastian said, frowning as he gently took Grace’s wounded hand in his, turning over the injured finger in his hand. “Poor baby, I’m sorry.”

“I-it’s okay,” Grace sniffled, embarrassed that she’d hurt herself, and more embarrassed that she was crying. “I’ll be fine, I’ll just-”

Sebastian wasn’t listening. He walked Grace over to the sink, turning on the cold tap, and gently guiding her fingers towards the stream.

“This might sting a little, honey, but it’s going to keep that wound nice and clean.”

Grace winced as the cold water ran over her finger, washing a little of the blood away. Next, Sebastian dabbed her finger with some kitchen towel, drying it and soaking up the blood that was left.

“I’m gonna make that naughty finger all better, okay?” Sebastian said with a smile. “Here… Magic kiss…”

He pursed his lips and kissed her finger lightly, making her giggle and swoon. It was a conflicting feeling, having somebody take care of her this way. Grace couldn’t deny it felt nice, but she also had a nagging sense of guilt inside. She’d always been independent, taking care of herself - and then others afterwards. Accepting help didn’t come naturally to Grace.

“And here,” Sebastian said, opening one of the kitchen drawers. “A princess band-aid for a princess.”

Grace smiled tearily as she let Sebastian wrap the band-aid around her injured finger, flexing it slightly. She felt embarrassed, but the embarrassment had eased into a very different feeling, one where embarrassment was just part of her role as a little girl. Grace wasn’t sure which was best, but she gladly accepted the warm hug Sebastian wrapped her in, moving obediently as he directed her towards the table.

“You sit here for now, little one,” he said, pulling out a chair. “I’ll get you a coloring book.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Grace said, softly, her cheeks red. “I don’t think-”

Sebastian was already gone, and Grace bit her lip. She’d never been one for childish activities outside of the bedroom. Once she’d started a scene with an old boyfriend by pretending to color, but doing it for real was something else.

“Are any of those for adults?” Grace asked hopefully as Sebastian brought a small stack of brightly-colored books in, along with a box of crayons. “I’m not, not sure I can do this.”

Sebastian dropped the books onto the table along with the box of crayons, with a loud ‘thump’. 

“It’s just coloring, Gracie,” Sebastian said, patting her head. “It’s not hard.”

Grace swallowed. Obviously, she knew coloring was ‘easy’. It was a children’s activity. That was what made it so ‘hard’ for her. Again she felt that tug, luring her into deeper waters, and she fought against it, biting the inside of her cheek.

Perhaps she could just approach this as an adult would, and manage to not become lost in that morass of childishness she felt herself wading into deeper and deeper with every moment she spent with Sebastian. Hesitantly, she picked up a crayon - periwinkle blue - and looked through the books to decide on a picture.

Grace chose at random a picture of an owl sitting on a toadstool, her hand trembling as she started to color around its eyelids. She tried to stay focused on the lines, the shapes, telling herself over and over she was an adult. But she felt herself relaxing, and then felt herself slipping deeper into a childish mindset, before yanking herself abruptly back out of it.

Gripping the crayon, but no longer moving it, Grace whimpered. This was ridiculous, she knew. What kind of person couldn’t finish a children’s coloring?

It seemed like Sebastian really did want her to act like a child. But Grace had spent her whole life working up the career ladder, fighting to be seen as an independent adult. In the bedroom, it was fine, but here? In the kitchen, coloring like a toddler while their Daddy cooked… That made it feel almost real.

Grace wanted to see being little as not really a part of her, something that was sexy and kinky and fun. But Sebastian was forcing her to accept that ‘being little’ was as much a part of her as the fierce woman she was at meetings. And it terrified her, pride insisting that she shouldn’t feed into these feelings, she should hold them at arm’s length forever, like she had for so long.

“Okay, Grace, dinner will be ready in ten-” Sebastian walked back over to the table, and then stopped, looking at the mass of white space on the picture, the crayon in Grace’s trembling hand, and the watery shock in her eyes, as she looked up at him, helplessly.

“...Are you okay, baby?” he asked, gently.

Grace visibly shook, trembling as more and more tears filled up behind her eyes, until finally, she burst into tears, shaking her head.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry Sebastian, I can’t do this!” she said, tearfully, as the man rushed to hug her. “I’m n-not… like this…”

“Shhh, shh, it’s okay,” Sebastian said, comforting Grace but still confused about what was going on. “...Not like what, hm?”

Grace blinked several fresh tears out of her eyes before she spoke, voice shaky.

“I’ve never… Been little, outside of sex,” she said, biting her lip. “But now I’m with you, it keeps happening, and I feel… really s-scared.”

Sebastian hesitated a moment, pulling back to look at Grace.

“Why is it scary?” he asked. “Because it feels vulnerable?”

“S-sort of,” Grace sniffled. “A-and I guess… It just doesn’t fit me. I’m… A senior manager.”

Grace waved at her outfit as she took a deep sniff, eyes red.

“I shouldn’t be, be acting like this,” Grace said, whimpering. “I don’t understand why I feel this way.”

“Grace, do you want to stop being my little girl outside of the bedroom?”

Hesitating for a few seconds, Grace shook her head violently after a moment, the tracks of her tears down her soft brown skin shining in the light.

“Maybe… No, no, I mean… I don’t know!” Grace groaned. “I don’t think so. I think…. I think I like it.”

She gulped.

“And that’s… worse. I’m not a weak person, Sebastian,” Grace said, drawing herself up and dabbing her eyes with an offered piece of kitchen towel. “If I didn’t want this, I’d have walked out the door already. You know I have no problems walking away from a situation I don’t enjoy. S-so what’s scary about this, is… I want it too, on some level.”

Sebastian sighed with what could have been relief, or could have been amusement. He gently squeezed Grace’s hand and smiled at her.

“Grace, thank you for being so honest with me,” he said, smiling, while Grace continued to sniffle and occasionally sob. “I know that can’t have been easy to say. I know it’s hard to… accept something new about yourself. Especially something like this.”

“When I realized I wanted to be a Daddy,” he continued. “I hated myself. I thought maybe I was a pedophile. Maybe I was just attracted to ‘weak people’-”

“But you’re not!”

“Shhh, please? Let me speak,” Sebastian said, and Grace nodded, flushed.

“Anyway… I thought, maybe something inside me, wanted to take advantage of people, or feel more powerful than the girl I was with,” he said, frowning. “It took me a long time to realize that wasn’t true.”

“H-how did you know it wasn’t?”

“Because I wasn’t attracted to women who would be totally dependent on me,” he explained. “I wasn’t, I’m still not, interested in women who don’t want to work, or who don’t want to have their own lives.”

Smiling, Sebastian caressed the top of Grace’s hand with his thumb as he looked down.

“I’m attracted to women like you, Grace. Strong, intelligent women, who know what they want, and work hard to get it,” Sebastian said, smiling. “Women who submit because they choose to. Women who explore being a little girl again because it keeps all of them happy and healthy.”

“Women who have the strength to submit so completely that it feels like a gift,” Sebastian added, and he leant forwards, kissing Grace’s cheek, softly.

“I know it’s early,” Sebastian said. “But to me, you feel like somebody I could have that with.”

Grace sniffled, smiling though her eyes were still wet.

“I, I think that sounds nice,” she whispered, putting her other hand in Sebastian’s. “But, I think… maybe I need to take things slowly.”

“That’s fine,” Sebastian said, nodding. “Slowly it is. No, pressure, baby g-”

He froze, and Grace nodded.

“It’s okay,” she said. “You can… you can call me that. That’s fine. I like it.”

“Okay then, baby girl,” Sebastian replied, smiling. “I’m really glad I met you.”

“Me too,” Grace whispered, and they shared another smile.




Chapter 5

Dinner was delicious. The nutty, tomato-ey taste complimented the dark meat perfectly, and Grace found herself savoring every melt-in-the-mouth bite.

“Mmm… Is this lamb?” she asked, after finishing a mouthful. “It’s so good!”

“It is,” Sebastian replied, smiling proudly. “I usually make it with beef or chicken, but I think lamb adds an extra depth of flavor.”

“It definitely does,” Grace agreed.

She felt much calmer now, safe in Sebastian’s presence. Despite her reservations, Grace could feel her walls starting to come down around him, but it didn’t feel as scary any more. She couldn’t see the future, of course, but so far he’d been nothing but understanding and empathetic.

Sliding her hand across the table, Grace gently squeezed Sebastian’s for a moment, giving him a smouldering look - before turning her attention back to the meal that was too good to leave unfinished.

“I didn’t expect you to be such an amazing chef,” she admitted, as she finally scraped her plate clean.

“Well, I mean, I have so many other wonderful qualities,” Sebastian replied, smirking. “It must be hard to believe a man could look this good and still be good at cooking.”

“Right,” Grace said, laughing. “Humble, too.”

They cleared the table together, but Sebastian insisted on filling the dishwasher himself. Once that was done, he led her by the hand to the bedroom.

“Now listen, beautiful,” Sebastian said, causing a soft blush to spread across Grace’s cheeks. “I want you to know I think you look gorgeous in everything, okay?”

“...okay…” Grace replied, not sure where this was going.

“I know you were worried what I’d think when I saw you in your work clothes,” he continued. “But, Grace, you look… Sexy. Strong. Powerful. I don’t think there’s anything you could wear that would ever make me think you’re less attractive.”

Grace smiled.

“I’m loving getting to know you,” Sebastian said, sitting down on the bed, grabbing both of Grace’s hands. “And I feel like I’m getting to know all the parts of you… And I’m so grateful for that.”

“Jeez, Seb,” she said, trying to lighten the mood, the emotional tone making her a little nervous. “If I knew you were this mushy, maybe I wouldn’t have gone on a date with you.”

Sebastian chuckled and squeezed her hands, before letting them go.

“Well, anyway. I’m saying this because, as beautiful as you are, I think I’d like to see you dressed in something more… age appropriate, for my little girl.”

Grace felt her heart start pumping harder, and she grinned.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Sit,” Sebastian ordered, standing and patting the spot that had just been beside him. “I’ll get you out some things…”

Grace smiled with slight trepidation as she sat on the bed, watching Sebastian head to his closet.

“It’s nothing special,” he said. “But I think you’ll look cute anyway…”

Grace peered curiously over, and Sebastian soon emerged from behind the door, carrying a t-shirt and something that Grace couldn’t immediately identify. After a second glance, her cheeks flushed slightly, realizing it was a pull-up - one of the bigger ones, for tween bedwetters, pretty and pink with a Biznee character on the front.

“That’s… adorable,” she said, smiling softly. “I’d be happy to wear that.”

“I’m glad,” Sebastian replied, putting the clothing down on the bed as he began to undo Grace’s buttons. “And the shirt is just… something nice and comfy. To help you relax.”

Biting her lip, Grace watched as the soft brown tones of her skin became more and more exposed, her white bra holding her breasts in place, skin flushing slightly as she was carefully undressed. Delicately, Sebastian slid the blouse off her arms, and then stood her up, spinning her around and slowly unzipping her skirt.

“I… think I’m already pretty comfortable around you,” Grace said, softly, as Sebastian hooked his thumbs into her underwear.

“Only ‘pretty’ comfortable?”

“Well…” Grace swallowed, feeling him tug her cotton undies down. “There’s times you make me feel nervous… in a sexy way. I don’t mind that.

Sebastian didn’t reply, just smiled, leaving Grace to focus on the feeling of her underwear being removed, her cheeks a little pink as she stepped out of them. There was something that made her tummy flutter about the idea of having her panties removed for the express purpose of replacing them with a diaper or pull-up. It felt like a loss of status, the kind of gentle humiliation that made her heart beat faster with excitement and her head swim with confusing mixed feelings of lust and feeling like a carefree little girl.

“Step in,” Sebastian ordered, as he held the pull-up open. “Good girl.”

Grace obediently slid her feet through the holes, blushing and smiling bashfully as the pull-up was slid up her legs, over her hips. It hugged them snugly, the stretchy sides pulled taut around her curves. It was a different feeling to a diaper, a little thinner, but still thicker than underwear, and it rested firmly on her mound. Grace traced part of the design with her finger, as Sebastian span her around, undoing her bra.

She felt her breasts fall free, shifting her arms so Sebastian could slide the straps down and off. Although she was wearing something that covered her crotch, she felt more naked now than she did when she’d first stripped down. Sebastian gently guided her to sit on the bed one last time, and she lifted her arms, giggling as the large shirt was pulled down over her head.

“How do I look?” she asked, grinning.

“Adorable,” Sebastian replied, kissing her head. “You look perfect.”

Grace padded along behind Sebastian into the living room, shyly holding his hand as she did so. He made her feel so vulnerable and small, and while it still scared her, she was starting to get more comfortable with the idea of being somebody’s little girl in every way - not just sexually.

***

They watched a goofy sitcom together. Grace wasn’t sure if she was relieved or disappointed he didn’t put another children’s movie on, but he was certainly keeping to his promise of taking things slow.

As a second episode of the show started, Grace slowly let herself slide down until her head rested on his knee. Sebastian reached out and stroked her hair softly, and she closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation. It was calming, somehow, speaking to a deeper part of her.

“You look so cute,” Sebastian murmured, and a smile quirked Grace’s lips as she opened her eyes, rolling on her back to look up at him. “Precious little princess.”

“You think so?” Grace said, smoothing out the wrinkles in the over-sized shirt. “You don’t think I’d look prettier in something… dressier?”

“You’d look beautiful in anything,” Sebastian said, softly. “Right now, though, you look like the cute little girl I’m getting to know. And I really like that.”

“...Me too,” Grace said quietly, sighing as she closed her eyes again. “I didn’t ever think I could feel this way. I didn’t… I thought that kind of littlespace was just something people made up.”

“It’s not,” Sebastian said, a frown in his voice. “I’ve known a few baby girls in my time.”

Grace opened one eye, looking at him.

“Should I be jealous?” she asked, teasingly.

Sebastian gave a harsh laugh.

“No,” he said. “Absolutely not. I have a history, and I’m sure you do too. But I’ve had trouble finding a woman I felt was right for me.”

“What was wrong with the others?” Grace said, curious as she sat up to talk. “I mean, before me?”

Sebastian was quiet for a few moments, and Grace wondered if she’d asked something he considered inappropriate. She was just about to apologize when he spoke:

“I couldn’t open up to them,” Sebastian said, softly. “It was like things only went one way with them. They wanted me to be Daddy, depend on me… I couldn’t ask for the same from them.”

“Oh,” Grace said, frowning. “I’m… sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Sebastian replied, smiling. “I mean, if things had worked out with them, I’d never had met you.”

“That’s true,” Grace agreed. “You think I’m somebody you can depend on, then?”

“I think you’re somebody I can see myself coming to depend on,” he said. “I think we make a good team.”

Grace nodded, nuzzling against his shoulder, enjoying the silence for a moment. She had never felt so comfortable around somebody else so quickly.

“You can open up to me,” Grace said, after a moment. “If you want to.”

Another few moments of silence, but this time Grace could tell Sebastian was thinking.

“...My parents both died when I was 15,” he said, solemnly. “They died in a car crash.”

“I’m so sorry,” Grace said, putting her hand on Sebastian’s arm in a show of comfort. “That must have been very hard.”

“It was,” Sebastian agreed. “My aunt looked after me until I was 18, but she wasn’t a natural mother. She unloaded a lot of problems on me. Always crying to me about a failed relationship, or some drama at work.”

“That doesn’t sound very fair to you,” Grace said, frowning. “I mean, you were just a child, really.”

“I don’t think she could help it,” Sebastian replied. “She had a lot of problems.”

“Still,” Grace said. “That’s not an excuse. I’m sorry she wasn’t a proper guardian for you.”

Sebastian sighed as if a load was off his shoulders.

“It’s okay,” he said. “It’s in the past now. I guess that was when I realized looking after somebody could feel… good. It wasn’t right that she treated me that way, no, you’re right. But it felt nice to be needed.”

Grace paused, swirling a finger around on the top of his arm.

“...Do you… think it might be, unhealthy, then?” she asked. “For you to be a ‘Daddy’?”

Sebastian shook his head.

“No, no,” he replied. “I understand the concern. And there was a time when I used to focus on everybody else, never willing to share my own feelings. But those days are over.”

“Oh?”

“Definitely,” Sebastian said, smiling. “I enjoy looking after people, but if they can’t be there for me when I need them, I can’t be with them.”

“I’m glad to hear you think I’m somebody who can be there for you,” Grace said, looking up at him sweetly. “I feel the same way about you.”

In response, Sebastian slowly grasped Grace’s shoulders in his strong hands. She felt her heart pound excitedly as he pulled her towards him - she closed the rest of the distance herself, and they kissed, passionately. Grace let Sebastian take control, melting into the kiss as he lifted a hand, stroking her shoulder gently, sensually.

They broke apart after a moment, both of them sharing the same look of lust, their hearts beating in unison.

“Bedroom?” Sebastian asked, smirking.

“Bedroom,” Grace agreed, standing up.

They didn’t make it all the way there before Sebastian pinned Grace against the wall, hand sliding up under the shirt, pushing it up over her coffee-colored thighs as his lips claimed hers aggressively. She moaned, pushing her hips towards his broad palm as he slipped his hand between her thighs, the pull-up rustling loudly as she ground against him.

He pulled away, and she gasped, trying to follow with her hips and her mouth, missing the feeling of his lips on hers, but they were already moving again, into the bedroom at last.

Sebastian grabbed Grace’s wrists, pinning them together with one hand, smirking as he caught the brief flash of panic on her face. Her heart thudded in her throat, and she found herself tingling from the excitement of Sebastian taking control, as he pushed her onto the bed.

“I’m going to fuck you in your pull-up, little girl,” he growled, shedding his own pants, climbing onto the bed, his cock bare and achingly hard.

Grace met him with an embrace, lifting herself off of the bed to kiss him, then moaning as he kissed down her neck, hands sliding under her shirt to feel and caress her breasts, stroking his thumbs over the nipples and sending shivers down her spine. She felt his cock against her thigh, stiff like carved marble, and moaned.

Sebastian had been aroused by her body before, but now Grace could tell he was at a whole new level. He quivered with barely-repressed lust as he kissed, groped, caressed every inch of her he could reach, stealing her breath from her in happy gasps and moans. It seemed like more than ‘desire’ - this was a need to feel his cock inside her, to bury his shaft in her over and over until they both reached the peak of ecstasy.

Grace felt that hunger too, feeding off of Sebastian’s energy, and she spread her legs, eagerly, whimpering in a wordless demand for him to enter her.

“Please, sir, fuck me,” she begged a moment later, voicing her desires when Sebastian hadn’t immediately moved his cock up and penetrated her. “I want you so badly right now.”

Sebastian groaned, his cock throbbing against her leg, and rolled slightly, his hard length rubbing against the outer layer of the pull-up. He yanked the crinkling undergarment to one side, and slid deep into Grace with one passionate thrust.

They cried out as one, moaning, lost in the experience. Grace was overcome with passion, wrapping her arms and legs around Sebastian as he fucked her, slowly, with affection, his penis firmly pressing against her g-spot and making her murmur with bliss on every inward stroke.

The pull-up pushed to one side, the tenderness of his grasp, told one story, while the rocking of his hips and the feeling of being filled again and again by his hardness completed it. Grace was his little girl, claimed by him, possessed by him in this moment. Every gentle motion inside her made her shiver with bliss, pursing her lips up to meet his own as he peppered her face and neck with kisses, only occasionally landing on her mouth.

“Ohhh God,” he groaned. “You feel so good around me, little girl. This feels soo, so good…”

“U-uh huh,” Grace nodded, almost speechless, too overwhelmed by how wonderful she felt to say much.

Sex had never felt this good before, not in her whole life. It felt like she was connecting to Sebastian on a whole new level. His movements began to quicken, as if reading Grace’s mind, slipping in and out of her tight canal, his cock drenched with her juices as her breath hitched in her chest over and over, panting, gasping, moaning together as they rode towards the peak together.

They both had their eyes tightly shut from the sheer intensity of the pleasure they were feeling - but then, as if sharing another psychic message, their eyes flew open, staring, two smouldering gazes meeting as they each felt the pleasure building, hearts pounding eagerly, hands gripping flesh, fucking, moaning, panting…

“OHHHH!” one of them, or perhaps both of them, cried, as they were simultaneously flung off the peak.

Grace shuddered and moaned, her hips bucking and rolling on the waves of pleasure that hit her like an incoming storm. She could feel Sebastian throbbing violently in her snug, wet passage, orgasming deep into her, filling her with his seed as he rocked back and forth on top of her, her muscles massaging and clenching and squeezing all around him.

The bliss of orgasm clung to them both, second after beautiful second, their bodies glistening with sweat as their chests rose and fell as one. Sebastian pressed his lips forcefully against hers, and she kissed back, moaning into his mouth as she felt the peak slowly coming to an end, rolling away like fog, the warmth between her legs lingering as Sebastian’s hips slid backwards, drawing his cock out one final time.

“That was amazing,” Grace said, feeling the pull-up come back over to cover her well-used slit. “I loved it…”

“Me too,” whispered Sebastian, moving up to put his head on the pillow, wrapping his arms around her, pulling her head onto his chest. “I wish you could stay here tomorrow.”

“So do I,” Grace replied, sighing. “But right now I just want to focus on this… On being here, with you.”

Wordlessly, Sebastian lifted his hand, stroking her gently, as she listened to the sound of his heart rate slowly returning to normal. Alone in the bedroom, the world shrank away to just the two of them - and Grace savored every last, lingering second.




Chapter 6

Grace tapped away at her keyboard, focusing on the email she was writing to remind the sales manager that yes, the operating system for the computers in his department did have to be updated as well, and no, she didn’t care that he ‘preferred the old version’. Squinting, she sighed and backspaced several times, deleting a sentence that she worried sounded too aggressive.

If he really dug in his heels, Grace would take one of the male employees up to do the talking for her. She hated that it had to sometimes come to that, but she’d found that sometimes ‘we need to do it this way’ got more respect if it came out of a man’s mouth, and not hers - even if she was technically his superior, and, you’d think, worthy of respect from the other managers.

Pulling up the calendar on her computer to see her projected schedule, Grace was reminded that tonight was the 1 month anniversary of the start of her relationship with Sebastian - or at least, it was 1 month since that disastrous first date. She chuckled remembering it, how she’d snuck out in the night and left her phone behind. So silly!

But what a stroke of luck, really, Grace thought. After all, if she hadn’t left her phone behind, she wouldn’t have had to go back to get it, and she would never have discovered that Sebastian was as dominant as she’d originally hoped - he just needed a clear go-ahead before he would flex his muscle. That was something Grace really enjoyed about him, now she knew him better. He enjoyed being in control of her - but he was sensitive, too.

Grace was seeing him tonight for drinks at his place at 7. She’d have loved to get there earlier, but with the new system updates she was rolling out, and the numerous presentations she had to organize, it just wasn’t in the cards. Sighing, Grace turned her attention back to her email screen - and began writing one to another department.

***

Sebastian looked up from his book as he heard Grace banging on the door. He glanced at his watch. She was late, but not by much - it was 7.15.

They both had very busy work lives, so it wasn’t uncommon for one or both of them to be late. Still, Sebastian sometimes felt that Grace had a much harder time leaving work at work than he did. He never complained about it, but often she’d interrupt a date to answer her phone, or send a quick text in the middle of a conversation.

Now at the door, Sebastian opened it wide, to find an apologetic Grace standing there.

“Sorry, sir,” she said, sighing. “I was held up at work, and then traffic was awful… Just, sorry.”

“It’s alright,” Sebastian reassured her with a smile. “Have you eaten?”

“Have you?”

“I’m supposed to be taking care of you,” Sebastian said, with a smile. “Not the other way around - but no, I haven’t.”

“I don’t want to make you cook again,” Grace said, taking off her coat and hanging it up. “Want to order out? I’ll pay.”

“You will not,” Sebastian replied, sternly. “But yes, that sounds fine. How about pizza?”

“Mm,” Grace said, checking her phone. “Sounds fine.”

“How was work?”

“...Terrible,” Grace said, with another sigh as she sat down on the couch. “We’re updating the operating systems, so of course some people are complaining and trying to get us to go back to the old ones - never mind that support for that OS ended last year!”

“Oh dear,” Sebastian said, frowning.

“Then I need to organize at least two presentations for each department to explain to everybody how to use the new OS, even though it’s virtually identical,” Grace continued. “And once it’s done you just know we’re going to get asked the same questions over and over by people who refuse to listen.”

“It sounds like work was a real drag,” Sebastian said, putting his arm around Grace as he sat down. “Would a snuggle and a diaper make it better?”

“Mmmmaybe?” Grace replied, with a giggle. “I definitely need to unwind.”

“Well, here’s the snuggle,” he said, pulling her close, breathing in the scent of her banana shampoo, and kissing the top of her head. “And I’ll just order the pizza before I take you to the bedroom.”

Grace snuggled up to his chest, nodding. He felt so warm and soft, although Grace knew there were powerful muscles hidden underneath. She’d never felt as safe as she did with Sebastian, and he’d tapped into a whole new part of herself she’d never been able to accept before.

She still hadn’t called him ‘Daddy’ though. Grace thought he might be okay with it now, but now she wasn’t ready… he’d made it clear that title was a big deal, a serious commitment… and she still struggled with admitting to herself that her little side was even a real thing and not just a bedroom persona.

They were still taking it slow with that. Sebastian had suggested he take her to build-a-pal last week, and Grace had blushed furiously just imagining it, before saying she just wasn’t ready to do that. Some day, though. As a compromise, Sebastian had made her a stuffed toy himself, a floppy-eared dog with cupcake scent inside, that she kept at his house - and had named ‘Cupcake’ after the smell she had.

“No olives?” Sebastian asked, clicking an option on his phone screen.

“No, gross,” Grace said, sticking out her tongue.

Sebastian smiled. Grace may not have noticed it, but he could tell that bit by bit, she was integrating her little side into the rest of herself, letting it slip out more and more. Sebastian didn’t say anything - he didn’t want to scare Grace or make her start overthinking things - but he cherished it, all the same.

“Right, cutie,” Sebastian said, tickling Grace’s side so she giggled softly. “Let’s get the baby in a nice thick diaper.”

“Yes, sir.”

Grace followed behind Sebastian closely. The truth was her heart leapt at the thought of him diapering her. She’d been put in diapers plenty of times by other men - but it never felt quite as special as when Sebastian did it.

Once in the bedroom, He carefully undressed her, until she was completely naked. She blushed, feeling vulnerable as she looked up at him - and he planted a soft kiss on her lips, gently squeezing her bottom at the same time.

She left a couple of t-shirts there now - cute, girly things with cartoon characters on the front. Sebastian had insisted on it, and Grace had to admit, running around with one on and her diaper on display… It made her feel small and cute - and a little naughty, sometimes, especially when she teased Sebastian by wriggling her bottom in front of him until he pounced her.

“I have a new toy,” Sebastian said, as he laid her onto the patterned diaper. “Would you like to try it?”

“Show me,” Grace said, curious. They’d talked about sex toys before, but hadn’t used any together yet.

Sebastian produced a strange little rubber object, shaped like an elongated ‘C’. He handed it to Grace, who turned it over in her hand, exploring the bumpy surfaces on the tips.

“This part goes inside you,” Sebastian told her, tapping the broadest, flattest end of the toy. “And this part rests on your clit…”

“...And this button starts it buzzing?” Grace said, grinning as she pressed the tiny button and was proved right.

“Well,” Sebastian said. “It does. Or I could use my phone.”

“It connects to your phone?” Grace asked, shocked - and excited. “...I think I’d prefer that.”

Sebastian took the buzzing toy from her hand, clicking it a few times until it shut off. His other hand stole between her eagerly spread legs, stroking between her folds, finding them slick and hot with arousal.

“Just think, little girl,” he murmured, as he slowly slid the toy into place, making her moan softly. “I’ll be able to control how good your princess parts feel with the touch of a button. You’ll be completely powerless to stop and start it - your orgasms completely under my control. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Mmm,” Grace said, biting her lip as she watched Sebastian pull the thick front of the diaper up. “It does…”

“That’s good,” Sebastian replied, taping the diaper up tightly around her curvy hips. “Baby girls have those things completely taken out of their hands. It’s all up to somebody else…”

Grace obediently lifted her arms to allow Sebastian to pull the t-shirt over her head, feeling it fitting snugly around her breasts. It was purple, with a cute little dinosaur on, and it just barely came down over the front waistband of the diaper. Grace blushed happily, completely exposed, feeling the little toy inside her, pressing against her stiffened nub.

As she sat up, she gasped, the toy pushing deeper inside her, firmly pressing her g-spot. Grace took Sebastian’s hand, and he led her into the lounge to play video games while they waited for the pizza to arrive.

***

“You’re cheating,” Sebastian said, laughing as Grace’s character rolled right over his.

“I’m cheating?” Grace asked, giggling. “Oh, I must be cheating, because you’re losing?”

“That’s right, baby girl,” he said. “But I can cheat too…”

“What does tha-ahh!”

Sebastian had taken one hand off the controller, and into his pocket, controlling Grace’s vibrator with his phone. She gasped with pleasure at it sprang to life, only on the lowest setting but teasing her clit with low-level vibrations that handily distracted her from the game.

“Nnnn.. so unfair!” she said, focusing as she tried to re-gain her advantage - but it was futile.

Grace moaned in distress - and in pleasure, thanks to the vibrations - as her character was soundly crushed by Sebastian’s.

“Oh look, I won,” Sebastian said, smirking. “Better luck next time, Gracie.”

The vibe switched off, and Grace whimpered, her hips pushing against a stimulation that was no longer there. She could feel her pulse quicken, excited by his control, how he could choose when and where she felt pleasure - and take it away, just as quickly. The diaper crinkled as she gently pushed him.

“Now, that was cheating!”

“No, it’s only cheating when the little does it,” Sebastian replied, smugly. “But I’ll give you a kiss to make up for it…”

Grace tilted her head gladly, pursing her lips, and Sebastian kissed her sweetly, parting them with his own before he pulled away. They shared a sensual look, both of them feeling their temperatures rise - when there was a sudden bang at the door.

“That must be the pizza,” Sebastian said, standing up. “You know, if I was really unfair, I’d make you go get it dressed like that…”

He left Grace alone as he went to get the food - the woman’s face bright red as she couldn’t help but imagine what that would be like.

***

“So did I choose well?” Sebastian asked, as Grace ate her pizza with a fork.

She had to - he had cut it into little pieces while she watched, blushing.

“Mm, next time replace the ham with bacon,” Grace said, chewing. “...But it’s pretty good.”

Sebastian chuckled. He opened his mouth to speak, but at that moment Grace got a text, the table buzzing as the phone vibrated.

Without even thinking, she grabbed it, checking who it was from. Sebastian saw her groan - but she didn’t take her eyes off the screen, wiping her fingers with a napkin and then tapping out a message back to whoever it was. Sebastian narrowed his eyes… then smirked, wickedly…

“Nnnn-!” Grace’s finger wobbled and she hit the wrong letter, distracted by the sudden vibration from the toy nestled between her folds. “S-stop it!”

“I’ll stop when you start paying attention to me again,” Sebastian said, grinning, as he slid the vibe up a notch.

“Ngh… I j-just… need to s-send this… there!”

Grace’s head snapped back up and she looked right at Sebastian triumphantly - feeling the stimulation stop immediately. Her body relaxed, and she let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding, as her clit throbbed with phantom sensation.

“They keep bothering me,” Grace lamented, her face a little flushed. “Even when it’s night time…”

“Then ignore them,” Sebastian suggested - or was that ordered?  “They’ll get the message eventually.”

Grace bit her lip as if thinking about it - and then another text came, drawing her eye. This time, Sebastian didn’t even wait for her to grab the phone, turning the vibration on once more as Grace tried to reach for it.

“Nmmf…. Ooo…. C-c’mon. S-s-stop… ngh… I need to do this,” she said, her breath catching in her throat once more as she tried to ignore the tingling feeling focused on her eager nub, her hips rocking almost of their own accord. “It’s just… ohh… one text!”

“I’ll gladly stop,” Sebastian replied, nudging the slider up a little further to a distressed but pleasured moan from Grace. “...If you put your phone aside.”

Grace didn’t reply, but her hips were rolling against the chair, her lip bitten as she tried to suppress a moan while finishing the text message. She could feel the padding of the diaper pressing the toy against her sensitive clit, and she gasped as she finally finished the message, slamming the phone down to glare at Sebastian.

As the vibrator instantly shut off, she realised how heavily she was breathing.

“Stoooop,” she said, in a whiny, childish voice.

“Got your attention, didn’t it?” Sebastian replied. “Did it feel good, babygirl?”

“...Maybe,” Grace admitted. “But you could do it when I’m not writing important texts…”

“Grace,” Sebastian began, sternly. “You’re not at work right now. Anything they need from you, they can ask for during work hours. You’re here to enjoy yourself, and be my little girl. So you’re not going to answer a single text, do you understand me?”

“....Yes, sir,” Grace mumbled.

A tiny part of her was concerned about what would happen if she didn’t instantly answer people’s texts every time. A larger part of her was glad to have somebody to tell her not to - that made it ‘okay’, and she could breathe easy, knowing that particular responsibility was off her shoulders.

The phone buzzed… she reached for it - and then caught herself, smiling bashfully at Sebastian.

“Sorry.”

A few moments later, they’d finished their pizza, and they were clearing the table, when the phone buzzed again. Grace visibly bit her lip, looking pleadingly at Sebastian - but he just raised an eyebrow at her, and she nodded obediently, opening the dishwasher…

It wasn’t until a few minutes later that she heard the phone start ringing.

“Uhhh…” she looked from it, to Sebastian, then back to the phone again.

Sebastian had his own phone in his hand now, and was clearly waiting to see what Grace would do, a wicked smirk on his face. Grace trembled with indecision for a moment. He hadn’t said anything about answering a call, after all…

She snatched up the phone, and bit her lip, hard, as she felt a wall of pleasure hit her suddenly. Sebastian had thrown the vibrations up to the middle range, straight away, and Grace was so distracted by the way the device thrummed against her clit and inside her she kept missing the ‘answer’ button.

Finally, she got it:

“Naahhh… Uh, h-hello… Yes, i-it’s… mmf… I mean, sorry, it’s her,” Grace said, fighting to keep her voice level as the vibrations got stronger, her breathing heavier and out of her control.

“L-listen, it’s… I appreciate that, but it’s n-nearly 10…. GAH! S-sorry, I, I dropped something…”

Grace gripped the countertop, her knuckles far paler than the surrounding skin as she trembled, legs stiff, trying to breathe through her nose. Sebastian kept forcing the vibrations higher and higher, her poor body unable to do anything but react as she tried to keep her cool, feeling the beginnings of an orgasm from the stimulation and the naughtiness of talking on the phone while it happened.

“Look- well I- NGH…” Grace panted, barely able to conceal her vocalizations now, trying to act normal despite it. “Pl-please, you have to... OHHHH!”

Grace moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head, jaw slack as she felt the most extreme wave of pleasure yet wash over her. Trembling, she managed to squeak down the phone:

“C-callbackduringworkhours!”

She hurriedly hammered the ‘hang up’ button frantically several times, and then moaned loudly, reaching a hand between her thighs, to press the front of the diaper hard against her pussy, forcing the vibrator against herself. Grace expected the stimulation to end suddenly again, but instead, it doubled, making her knees buckle as she focused on the feeling of the vibrator pulsing between her folds.

She humped the air like a dog, crushing her hand between her thighs, trying desperately to get more stimulation but finding it next to impossible the vibrations just going on and on. Grace whimpered, alarmed but also incredibly aroused by the situation - it was just as Sebastian had said earlier, she couldn’t do anything to stop it, couldn’t do anything to make it better. It just kept building and building at that same steady rate, working Grace up more and more until…

“Aahh! Nghh! Oh, oh, sir!” Grace cried out as she orgasmed, grabbing for Sebastian, grunting and whimpering as she felt her tight canal clenching rhythmically on the vibrating object that massaged her insides.

She moaned as she fell from the peak, riding rolling waves of pleasure all the way down. Shamefully, she felt her bladder contract too, sending several squirts of pee into the diaper, but unable to stop it as she shuddered and came, until she was a gasping heap, leaning on Sebastian as she slowly got her breath back. When she finally did, Grace shoved Sebastian, gently.

“W-why did you do that! I told them to luh… leave me alone…”

“Then the orgasm was your reward,” Sebastian replied, with a wink. “Aren’t I nice?”

“And I s-suppose if I hadn’t hung up… it would have been my punishment?”

“Of course,” Sebastian said, grinning. “...Next time, you should listen to me. Little girls don’t answer business calls, they pay attention to their grown-ups… And when you’re with me, you’re my little girl.”

Grace gulped. She’d just orgasmed, and the endorphins from her orgasm were swimming through her veins, the release making her emotional and sleepy. She could feel the strings once more, tugging her down, making her feel little. For a moment, Grace thought about giving in, but fought back, neatly sidestepping the sensation of regression as she suggested another adult activity.

“Why don’t we go to the bedroom,” she said, still red-cheeked. “And I’ll show you what a ‘big girl’ I can be…”

Sebastian had seen her expression change, but didn’t want to force her to talk about it. She’d hopefully come to him with it eventually…

“Alright,” he said, letting Grace lean on him as he walked her there. “But I hope you’ve learned your lesson about leaving work at work.”

“Uh huh,” Grace replied, smiling guiltily.

As they headed to the bedroom, Grace thought about that. The truth was, she could probably have ignored a lot of calls and texts she’d gotten on dates with Sebastian. And she didn’t answer them because she felt guilty, or because she didn’t like him, either. Grace just realized that a good way to keep herself from slipping into littlespace was to keep her mind on work, at least partially.

But with that barrier gone… What would happen? Grace wasn’t sure if she was more scared… or excited.

Noticing they were approaching the bedroom, Grace shook her head to clear it, smiling nervously at Sebastian. He kissed her, lovingly, as he stroked her hair, and she felt herself melt and whimper into his mouth. He had a way of making her feel tamed - controlled by someone who respected her, and only wanted her because of that respect and adoration he had for her strength.

Sebastian undid his fly, shuffling his pants down around his thighs - and then sat on the bed, stroking his firm, heavy cock.

“Sit on my lap, babygirl,” he commanded, and Grace did just that, straddling him, knees on the bed as she slowly ground the wet front of the diaper against his hard shaft.

“Nmmmm,” Sebastian groaned, as he grabbed her hips, rolling them against him. “Soggy little girl…”

“Yes, sir,” Grace whispered, biting her lip. “Y-your cock feels very hard through my diaper.”

Sebastian moaned at how filthy that sounded, and Grace almost giggled as she saw him throb against her.

“It knows it’s going to be buried inside a sweet little girl’s pussy,” he growled gently, as he reached up, undoing one side of the diaper and letting it fall away slightly. “And it’s going to make us both feel soooo good, baby.”

“I know, sir,” Grace replied, gasping a little as the vibrator was slid out of her. “I want it, please, I want it bad…”

Smirking, Sebastian slid his cock up and down between her folds, sliding it against her over-sensitive nub again and again and making her gasp and whimper from the sensation, squirming on his lap. Frustrated, Grace pressed her mound hard against him, rocking her hips to try and entice Sebastian to put it in her.

At last, he relented, his strong hands grasping her hips and lifting her up… then sliding his cock up inside of her. She gasped happily, feeling her sensitive walls gripping at him, her body still basking in the afterglow of her previous orgasm and now sensing the beginning of new pleasure.

Sebastian rocked her on his lap as his hips also rocked back and forth. His cock was like steel, hard and throbbing and sliding in and out of her molten pussy, slippering and wet with arousal. He grunted, quickly picking up the pace, pushing back and forth with more haste, his cock grinding against Grace’s g-spot and causing moans, igniting the embers of arousal more fully.

“Ohhh…. So good,” Grace moaned, slinging her arms over his shoulders as she helped him bounce her on his lap, the wet, juicy sounds of their coupling filling the room.

“Nmmmmm,” Sebastian agreed, beyond words as he grunted and pumped his hardness in and out of Grace.

Seeing her orgasm before had already sent his libido into a frenzy, his erection achingly stiff and throbbing as it plunged into Grace over and over. She began to use more and more of her own energy to bounce herself, moaning, breasts jiggling as she rode him, her slick canal clenching around his length as it slid up into her again and again. Sebastian could feel his breathing getting heavier, his pulse racing as orgasm approached - and with a final hard thrust up, he heard Grace shriek, making him cum instantly.

His erection pulsed deep inside Grace, and a moment later, he shot his first load into her, grunting and rocking his hips. Spurt after spurt followed, and Grace shuddered feeling it, her hand stealing between her thighs and finding her stiff clit.

As Sebastian climaxed inside her, holding her hips with trembling hands, she eagerly stroked her nub, frantically trying to join him at the finish line - and gasping with delight as she orgasmed, cumming around his cock, coaxing his cum deeper, grinding and rocking on his length. His balls slowly emptied into her, every squirt making her cry out once more, until he was spent, kissing her lips softly over and over, until she lifted herself off of his shaft, legs trembling - and then collapsed on the bed, looking at him with a wobbly smile.

“Oooo,” she said, sighing.

***

Now, Grace was re-diapered, and being snuggled from behind by Sebastian, enjoying the closeness and warmth. She’d been a little embarrassed at first when she’d asked for Cupcake, her plushie, but now she was glad she had. Breathing in deep, Grace smiled softly at the sweet scent that came from her, hugging her tight to her chest.

At night, in the dark, and wrapped in Sebastian’s arms, it felt safer to be small. Grace could forget she was supposed to be an assertive, in-control manager, and just pretend she was a little girl snuggled in bed with her… well, with someone she liked a lot.

“Grace,” Sebastian murmured, as if hearing her thoughts. “How come you haven’t asked to call me ‘Daddy’ yet? Since our first date, I mean.”

Grace swallowed.

“Um. I will if you want me to…”

“That’s not what I’m asking,” he said, softly. “I just want to know why it is. On our first date, you said it right away - I expected I’d have to tell you ‘no’ a few times before I felt ready… But you haven’t mentioned it. Why?”

Sighing, Grace turned onto her back to look at the ceiling, and so Sebastian could hear her better.

“I guess, when you explained what it meant to me… I realized it was a big deal,” she said, running her fingers along the hair on his arm. “It’s… not something you take lightly.”

“Right,” Sebastian agreed.

“I think I’m… I’m holding back because I’m scared, Seb,” she said, frowning. “I’ve never felt this way. I told you before how being little was really new to me, right? Well I guess I’m… afraid, of getting hurt, while I’m like that… And I’m just. Afraid of admitting to myself, that there’s a part of me that’s a child. It doesn’t fit with the image I have of myself, I suppose.”

“I think it does,” Sebastian interrupted gently. “Remember what I said about liking strong women who have the strength to submit? You’re a tough woman - and a tough little girl.”

“Right, yes,” Grace agreed, sighing. “But I… I’m having a hard time accepting I can be both. And I know if I called you ‘Daddy’, knowing what it means…”

“...You’d have to admit to yourself this is a real, big, part of who you are?” Sebastian finished for her.

“Exactly,” Grave replied in a small voice, fiddling with Cupcake’s tail. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, hun,” Sebastian replied, kissing her cheek. “I said we’ll take it slow and I meant it. I’m not sure we’re ready for the ‘D’ word either… But I’d like to try and head in that direction.”

After a few seconds of silence, Grace nodded.

“Me too,” she said, quietly.

“Then how about Saturday - not this Saturday, but next Saturday... we agree I’ll come to yours for a playdate,” Sebastian said, smiling. “No phones, no big girl talk, just cuddles, and cartoons, and trying to give you safe to feel small. I want you to have the chance to really embrace your inner child for once.”

Grace felt her heart do loop-de-loops at the thought of it… and slowly, her cheeks pink, she nodded, unable to keep the tiny smile off of her face. She was nervous… But more than that, she was extremely excited.

“Good girl,” Sebastian said, patting her tummy. “Now you and Cupcake roll back over, and go back to sleep. Grown-up Grace has to go back to work in the morning…”

Closing her eyes, Grace rolled back over - but behind her eyelids, her brain was whirring away, imagining what the weekend had in store for her...




Chapter 7

That special Saturday morning came quickly, and Grace found her stomach was tied up in knots as she woke up. Sebastian was offering to help her fully embrace her little side with a whole day devoted to it… Grace was past the stage of denying it was something she wanted. She just wasn’t sure if it was something she could actually do.

She’d managed to hold back from asking for reassurance too often, but she still worried she’d come off as more clingy and childish than she’d wanted. Grace rolled her eyes at herself as she thought that - he wanted her childish and clingy, that was the whole point. It still felt unnatural to Grace to allow herself to be that way, to be so dependent on somebody else. She hoped she’d be able to get over that...

Stepping into the shower, Grace turned on the hot water, hoping it would wash away some of her anxieties. Her stomach fluttered - the feeling of learning to let herself be Sebastian’s little girl was almost like falling in love.

Grace blushed, even though nobody else was around. She hadn’t admitted it, but… she was falling for Sebastian. He was so unlike any other man she’d been with. Honestly, she already couldn’t imagine being with anybody else, even though it hadn’t even been two whole months.

Was she crazy? Grace couldn’t remember ever feeling this way about… anybody. She wasn’t a teenager, she’d had plenty of relationships, even a couple of serious ones… But they never felt like this. Things had moved on to the next stage when Grace knew it was expected. She’d believed that real, passionate love, that fairytale emotion of desperately wanting to be with another person, was made up.

This thing with Sebastian felt like the fairytale coming real - with bonus elements she’d never even imagined. Grace sighed as she washed the suds off her body and hair, and began laboriously applying conditioner.

At least her hair would look good, even if she was afraid she’d be a nervous wreck by the time Sebastian arrived.

Maybe after today she’d tell Sebastian ‘I love you’...

...Maybe even ‘I love you, Daddy’, she thought, with another blush.

***

Clean and smelling of fresh cut flowers and baby powder, Grace dressed herself, ready for her playdate. She wore a cute powder blue dress that landed just above her knees, with a white peter pan collar and puffy sleeves, adding white thigh high socks to compliment it. It was the most ‘little’ outfit she owned.

Grace debated putting on a diaper, but decided no - she wanted Sebastian to put it on her. Having her panties slid off and replaced with a diaper always made her feel warm and fuzzy inside. She did choose cute underwear though, with a happy frog on the front. With a pacifier clipped to her dress, Grace reached over to her closet to get out a diaper - and stopped as she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror.

She looked… cute. Really cute. Grace waved coyly at herself, and the little girl in the mirror waved back. Wow. Grace knew she could look good as an adult woman, even in her work clothes, she was a sharp dresser. But she’d never imagined she could appreciate how nice she looked when she was dressed this way.

To but it simply, Grace didn’t see herself as ‘cute’ - and she didn’t think she’d have liked it, if she did. But now… Wow, again. Grace found herself not only noticing that she was cute… but really, really liking it, twisting in place slightly so her skirt flapped, giggling.

She’d originally intended to leave her hair loose, but… Grabbing some hair ties from her bathroom dresser, she soon put her curly hair into two bunches, and then took another look. Really, really cute, she thought, swishing her head a little and then smiling.

Picking up Cupcake from her bed, Grace wandered into her living room, clutching a diaper in her other hand so Sebastian could put it on her as soon as he walked in the door. She felt her tummy flutter again, and smiled bashfully as she imagined him putting her into it right there on her living room floor.

He’d given her a coloring book and her own pack of crayons, which Grace had been occasionally trying to use while she was alone. She lay those out on the table, too, making the room feel more playful already.

Grace looked at the clock.  Eight am… she had enough time to get breakfast, she decided, wondering when Sebastian would be arriving.

***

After breakfast, Grace watched the news for a while, checking her phone occasionally. It was weird that Sebastian hadn’t texted her yet. He’d sent her a ‘Good morning!’ text at around 7, while she was in the shower, and she’d replied… and now… nothing.

Grace didn’t start to worry until 10, though. He’d said he’d be there in the morning - and yes, he could have been driving over now, and there were still 2 hours of morning left… but… It was still getting a little late. Grace fired off a text to him, asking when he was going to get there.

10 minutes later, and he still hadn’t responded. Grace swallowed, and hoped she’d hear from him soon. Absently, she popped the pacifier into her mouth and gently suckled on it. It was surprisingly soothing.

Why hadn’t he texted? Maybe he was hurt… or wasn’t coming? Grace squeezed Cupcake hard to her chest, forcing herself to breathe in her sugary scent. For a moment, she felt ashamed, knowing she was feeling a little smaller than usual… Then she frowned at herself.

Sebastian wanted her, she told herself. Sebastian wanted her to be his little girl. She took a deep breath - and then let it out, still squeezing Cupcake to her chest and grabbing the remote to put something else on, to take her mind off of waiting. Sebastian had never let her down before - there was no reason to think he would this time.

“Keep it together, Grace,” she muttered to herself. “He’ll be here soon.”

Grace put on the new episode of a cartoon series she and Sebastian had been watching together. She’d been saving it for today, when he arrived, but she thought with a smirk that this could be his punishment for not texting her.

***

Grace tried to ignore the growing pit of dread in her stomach. She felt sick. It was two o’clock… And she’d heard nothing from Sebastian.

She tried to keep it together as she text him again.

‘Hey. Is everything ok? :(‘

Grace could feel emotions warring inside her, like the two parts of herself were fighting. The newly uncovered child part of her was shaking, on the verge of tears, terrified she’d been abandoned.

The adult part of her hurt too, but in a far more detached way. Grace felt anger inside herself, anger at herself for being so stupid. Right now the little girl was in control, grasping Cupcake, biting Grace’s lip… but the more adult part watched coolly from inside, reminding Grace of how stupid it had been to ever think this was okay. She’d been weak, and now she was paying the price.

“He wouldn’t really abandon me, would he?” Grace whispered to Cupcake, feeling silly, but talking to someone - even a stuffed toy - made her feel a little better. “He… really likes me, I thought.”

Grace was too nervous to watch anything else now. She hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast, though, so she set Cupcake carefully down, and went to the kitchen to get a snack. Grace didn’t feel like cooking, or even making a sandwich, so she grabbed a box of frosted toaster pastries from the back of the cupboard.

The sugary junk food made her feel a little better, and helped pass the time - but even eating slowly, taking tiny bites, it was still only 2.30 by the time she finished. And Sebastian still wasn’t there…

***

Five. How had it gotten so late? Grace couldn’t believe it.

She lay on the couch, staring up at the ceiling, lip trembling, fighting the tears in her eyes.

This was what happened, she told herself. This was what happened when you let yourself really feel for somebody else. And worse, she’d let Sebastian drag out the part of herself she’d denied and kept hidden for so long. Yes, Grace had always felt like something was missing from her life, like there was a hole inside her - but at least the little girl part of her had been safe from the world.

Safe from things like this. Grace wiped away a bitter tear, glaring at the back of the couch. Stupid, stupid, stupid. She wasn’t a child. Why did she think any man would ever want that? Keep that shit in the bedroom where it belonged… not here…

Her phone beeped, and she leapt up to grab it… only to find a text from a nearby pizza company offering her a voucher. Trembling, she pulled up Sebastian’s contact on her phone, and clicked the ‘ring’ button.

Holding the phone to her ear, she waited. It rang. Then it rang again. And then…

“Sorry, Sebastian cannot take your call right now. If you’d like-”

Grace burst into tears, barely able to end the call as she threw herself onto the couch, crying. Why had he done this? Why would he play with her heart this way… She’d thrown everything into this relationship, and thought he’d done the same, but apparently not.

Sobbing heartwrenchingly, Grace yanked out her bunches, ignoring the pain in her scalp. She was an idiot for ever believing this was possible. She’d let herself really, truly believe there was a part of her that was a child inside and that Sebastian would look after her.

Well, the only person who would look after Grace was herself, obviously. Feeling her tears turn to rage, Grace violently kicked the box of crayons and the coloring book onto the floor. Stupid kids’ stuff. She was a grown woman, and it was time to act like it.

Grace decided she’d give herself a day or two to wallow and get over this - and then she’d put it behind her. Gathering up the diaper she’d gotten out and her stuffed toy, she carried them both to the trashcan, and dropped them inside, glaring, before she stormed off to her room…

...A few moments later, she returned, pulling Cupcake back out and whispering an apology, crying hot tears of shame and anger at being unable to suppress the part of her that would care about throwing away a piece of fabric and stuffing. Right now she wanted to slam the door on the child inside her, lock her away forever - because she was ruining her life.

Grace tried to ball up the sadness and pain at being abandoned and use it to crush any inkling that she was more than just a mature, adult woman, to destroy that vulnerability for good, because it so obviously only brought pain.

Returning to bed, she settled in for a long night of crying and hating herself for being so stupid - hoping in the morning she’d have managed to get herself back to ‘normal’, and wouldn’t even care… but until then she clung to Cupcake, sobbing into her soft, fluffy fur.

***

Grace forced herself to go back to sleep every time she woke up. She’d stir, and for a brief moment she’d forget what had happened, maybe even think about talking to Sebastian…

Then it would flood back, and she’d feel like dying, and instead she’d squeeze her eyes shut and not move until she drifted back into dreamless sleep again. She didn’t want to deal with this world, where Sebastian no longer liked her. Where she’d ruined everything, by

Her emotions had been completely dragged through the wringer. Grace hadn’t realised how attached that part of her had been getting - heck, even how real it was - until last night. In emotional terms, it was like a little girl waiting up all day for a father who never showed up, never came home again. It hurt more than Grace had ever thought possible.

She sighed, turning over in bed. She must have been sleeping for more than fourteen hours now. Grace felt her body growing restless - it just wouldn’t allow her to sleep any more, no matter how badly she wanted to.

Just as Grace was thinking about getting up and pouring herself another miserable bowl of cereal, her phone rang.

Without even thinking, she grabbed it, looking at the screen…

Sebastian.

Part of her felt her heart leap with relief and happiness.

...Another part felt furious that he’d dare to call her - but after a moment, she decided he must be calling to explain, and maybe him not being there the other day wasn’t really his fault. Sighing, Grace made what she thought was the adult choice, and answered.

“Hello?” she said, trying to keep her voice level, not whiny or desperate.

“Grace!” Sebastian said on the other end of the line, obviously relieved. “Grace, I’m so glad to hear your voice… I’m so sorry!”

“What happened?”

“I got into a car accident on my way to see you,” he explained. “My phone was nearly dead, and then my car had to be towed… Then I had to take a bus home, and it took hours to reach my place… And it turned out I’d left my phone in the car.”

“I’d have called you,” he added. “But I don’t have your number memorized. I’m really sorry, Gracie. I sent you an IM when I got home - but it was already about 4 by then…”

“Oh,” Grace said. She felt another strange mix of emotions - guilt over being angry at him… but also, the hurt hadn’t gone away. Somehow, hearing this hadn’t fixed the problem.

“I didn’t see it,” she finally added, her voice thick with tears.

Grace knew Sebastian had perfectly good reasons for not being able to come. She even knew that if she gave him a second chance he would probably never do it again, would take precautions to make sure they could always reach each other.

...But that didn’t stop the hurt, either.

“Listen, Sebastian,” Grace said, trying to keep her voice level. “I’ve had a lot of fun with you recently. But I think we should break up.”

“What? No, Grace, don’t be sil-”

“I’m not being silly,” Grace snapped. “I’m a grown-ass woman. And I’ve decided I don’t like being treated like a child.”

“Oh, Grace,” Sebastian said, sounding sad on the end of the phone.

“We obviously want different things,” Grace continued. “This whole idea of treating me like a little girl is frankly, ridiculous. If you want, we can still be friends - but I have no interest in… In continuing this relationship.”

Grace hung up before Sebastian could say anything.

She hadn’t noticed the tears rolling down her cheeks - but now she felt them.

Grace sniffed, and then got out of bed.

She could ignore her tears, too.




Chapter 8

Grace sipped her coffee, and tried not to think about anything but the taste, and her list of tasks for today… Without getting dragged into the childish emotions that had led to her getting hurt.

Forcing herself to move, Grace put down her empty cup, grabbed a trash bag, and headed to her closet. Her hands trembled as she pulled out the open bag of diapers. She tried not to remember the last time Sebastian put her into one. She tried not to picture herself laying on the bed, blushing, feeling vulnerable as she felt the snug plastic sides pulled tight around her hips, seeing the adoration on Sebastian’s face.

“Shit,” she said to herself, feeling her eyes prick with tears. Fine. That was fine. Grace wouldn’t let her emotions get in the way of what needed to be done again.

After a moment’s hesitation, Grace dumped the open bag of diapers into the trash bag. She swallowed, but knew this was for the best. A second, unopened bag followed - and then she began grabbing various other things she’d bought over the years and rarely used: a pacifier, a bottle… The coloring book was thrown into the bag especially hard.

Grace found she was angrier at herself than Sebastian. It hadn’t been his fault - it had been hers for letting herself get carried away. Stupid. But at least she’d learned next time.

Her hands moved like a blur, grabbing things, ripping stickers off where she’d stuck them while Sebastian was there, tossing anything even tangentially related to him into the bag. Her eyes fell on Cupcake on the bed, and as if in slow motion, she walked towards her, picking her up.

She felt soft on her skin, and Grace couldn’t suppress a whimper as she remembered when Sebastian had given her to her. It had felt so special. It was so unfair… Why did this have to end?

‘You know why,’ she snarled at herself internally, stiffening.

That was right. The relationship had been all wrong. Grace didn’t want to be treated like a child. She was a grown woman, she had no interest in pretending she was anything else. It was ridiculous to pretend there was anything more to being ‘little’. Maybe one day she’d be willing to do it sexually again, after a perfectly normal mourning period… But she never wanted to be anybody’s little girl in that way again.

...So why couldn’t she just throw this toy out?

One of Grace’s hands held the bag open, the other held Cupcake above it. Her heart pounded as she urged herself to just throw the stuffed toy away, it should be easy. But second after second passed, and she found she just couldn’t do it. Trembling with shame and sadness, she dropped the bag, letting out a mournful sob.

Grace quickly stuffed Cupcake into the back of the closet where she wouldn’t have to look at her and remember how things had been just a week ago. She couldn’t suppress the sobs that shook her body, but she knew this must be right.

Things would feel better soon. She was making the right choice… wasn’t she?

***

Fortunately, Grace found it easy to find things to do around the house. After tidying the kitchen and doing the dishwasher, she realised she’d never organized the spices before - and then managed to take a half hour debating over whether or not they should be in alphabetical order, or order of ‘most used’.

‘Most used’ was a bit of a misnomer, honestly. Grace rarely cooked. Not until she met… She swallowed, hard.

She definitely did not think about Sebastian. Grace ignored the stinging in her eyes and the warm wetness drifting down her cheeks, the way her breathing became unsteady and her nose reddened - so what? Breaking up hurt, even if it was the right thing to do. There was no way around that.

...Back to work.

Grace found that vacuuming worked well to distract herself. The sounds were almost loud enough to drown out her thoughts, and having to keep her body moving meant she had something physical to focus on.

She was so distracted, in fact, she didn’t notice until she went to get a late lunch that she’d gotten a text.

Hesitantly, Grace checked it. It was from Sebastian. Of course. Her heart flipped, as if it had forgotten they’d broken up - and then sank like a stone.

Grace was debating even opening it, but she found she couldn’t stop herself, needing to see what he’d said. Part of her hoped he’d somehow have magically said something to fix it all, but she knew that was impossible. They just weren’t right for each other.

“Grace,” it began “I’m so sorry I let you down. Is there any way we can work things out? I felt like we had something special, I was really starting to feel safe opening up to you - and I hoped you felt the same. Please get in touch. X”

Even thought it was only text, Grace could feel the pain coming through in Sebastian’s words. She swallowed guiltily as she closed the message, ignoring it.

It had felt special, having a man like Sebastian share things with her, be open with his emotions. It made her feel connected to him like she’d never felt with anybody before. And there he was, again, laying out his feelings… But Grace had to reject them.

Again, she reminded herself that she didn’t want to be a little girl. She wanted to get on with her life as a manager, and put this behind her. That just wasn’t who she was…

...And even if it was? It made her uncomfortably vulnerable. There was no way to do it safely. She’d been playing with the most delicate parts of herself and now she’d been hurt. Grace felt the storm of emotions swirling within her - anger at herself, humiliation, sadness… No… It was worth throwing that away, even if it was something she wanted, to avoid this pain again.

Grace turned her phone off, and spent the rest of the day pretending she wasn’t thinking about Sebastian.

***

Grace pulled out of the parking lot of the sandwich shop where she’d picked up her lunch for later, and turned on her phone once again, preparing for the drive to work. As she did so, she saw that Sebastian had sent two more texts. Grace’s thumb twitched, tempted to read them… And then hurriedly deleted them.

At first, she had the radio on, but after ten minutes she drove in silence. Grace almost laughed at the cliché, but every song seemed to remind her of her own heartbreak. The long, quiet drive gave her plenty of time to think, and as much as she tried to re-direct her thoughts towards her upcoming work day, Sebastian’s face kept coming into her mind unbidden.

His smile, his voice… The way he smelled as he wrapped his strong arms around her. Grace sighed. Hopefully a long hard day of work would take her mind off of her latest failed relationship.

Grace was beyond relieved when she finally pulled in to the parking lot, walking into the office building. She felt safe here, like the drama of her relationship collapsing couldn’t reach her.

Wincing, she tried not to think about where else she’d felt safe until recently, heading to her desk with a sigh. Marge met her on the way.

“Morning, Grace,” she said, smiling. “Have you had coffee? Here’s a latte anyway, I was at the place on the way here. Can you believe they’re bringing back pumpkin spice early this year?”

Grace let herself get swept up in the torrent of conversation, glad for the distraction, trying to ignore the way her chest ached with sadness. She even managed a few smiles and laughs, feeling a little better already.

“Oh, by the way,” Marge said, between sips of her own drink. “I heard Woker saying you’ve got a lot of meetings today. Gonna be busy busy busy. Hope the coffee helps!”

“Me too,” Grace replied, sighing as she began to make her way to her desk. “I’d better get on then. Thank you for the drink.”

“You’re welcome,” Marge replied, fortunately oblivious to Grace’s upset. That was good. Grace felt sure if anybody had asked her about her break-up, she’d have burst into tears, and that would have been… horribly humiliating.

The first meeting went about as well as Grace expected. The CEO droned on and on about targets and goals that really had nothing to do with her, but since she was a manager, she had to be there. Grace always found these kinds of meetings incredibly tedious, wishing she could go back to the office and do some actual work.

Today, of course, it was doubly frustrating, because while she was tuning out her boss, her mind wandered to Sebastian. She was starting to get used to them being broken up now, but every so often it was like she somehow forgot, remembering something she loved about him - and then cringing as it all came back to her.

The second meeting at least involved more input from her, as they were discussing the email system and computer security. Most of the time, Grace was annoyed when she had to argue with people who clearly had no idea what they were talking about, but today she appreciated it. She realised by the end of the meeting she’d barely had time to think about Sebastian at all - and then groaned, as she thought about him right then.

Marge banged on the open door to her office as she sat down for lunch.

“Is it okay if I join you?” she asked.

“Please,” Grace replied, with a weak smile. “I really need the company…”

“Why, what’s wrong?” Marge asked, sitting in the chair Grace usually used for one on one meetings. “Boyfriend trouble?”

Grace swallowed.

“...Yeah.”

She must have looked as upset as she felt, because Marge stopped mid-bite of her sandwich, eyes wide with concern. She swallowed too, and wiped her mouth.

“What happened?” Marge asked, frowning. “It seemed like you guys were having a great time together…”

“We were,” Grace said, sniffling, her face bright pink with humiliation. “But, I just… We weren’t right for each other…”

“Why not, hon?” Marge said, getting up and kindly closing Grace’s office door. “Like I say… what happened this weekend?”

“We had a… date,” Grace replied, trying to choke back sobs, but tears were running down her face now. “And he didn’t turn up.”

“Ohh…”

“He had a good reason!” Grace said, before Marge could jump to the wrong conclusion. “And he still wants to be with me…”

“...Then what’s the problem?” Marge asked, slowly, not understanding. “You still like him, right? I mean, you’re crying over this, so, it seems like you do…”

“Of course! I still like...  I…” Grace swallowed back her sobs, but they kept coming, and she found herself breaking down as she finally managed to finish her sentence:

“Marge, I think I l-love him.”

Grace burst into tears, raging at the impossibility of the all, the stupidity of herself, her worthless, worthless heart for making her fall in love with a man she couldn’t be with. Marge rushed forwards, rubbing Grace’s shoulders as they heaved with sobs.

“Honey, honey, slow down, why are you crying over that?” she asked, confused. “That’s a good thing! Can’t you work it out?”

“N-no,” Grace sobbed. “I can’t, I…”

Grace shuddered, closing her eyes, swallowing hard. She needed a friend, so badly, but she’d always kept this part of her hidden, even from herself. Would Marge even understand? Or would she think Grace was crazy… heck… Grace thought she was crazy.

Grace sniffed, looking up at Marjory.

“Marge,” she said, her voice soft. “Have you ever done anything… kinky?”

Marge sat straight up, surprised - and then narrowed her eyes, smirking.

“Why are you asking?” she said, amused… then frowned. “Was that why? Did he like something in bed that you didn’t?”

“Sort of,” Grace mumbled. “It was… More like I liked it in bed, and he wanted it outside of it, too.”

Marge seemed puzzled by that comment.

“And you didn’t want that?”

Grace’s lip wobbled.

“At first… A-at first I didn’t think so,” she admitted. “But then I started to really enjoy it. It made me… I felt like I was connecting to a deeper part of myself. I was finally starting to feel safe, being his… being that way, with him…”

Grace’s hands were balled up into fists as she fought to keep her breathing under control, face red and wet with tears. It hurt so much to remember how she could never have that again…

“...And then he didn’t show up, and it hurt so badly,” Grace finally said. “I never wanted to be hurt like that again. And I felt so weak, and pathetic, and desperate, and, how could anybody want to be with someone like that? I can’t stand being such a, a baby.”

Marge frowned considering that as she shifted in her seat. Grace had tried to be discreet, but she could see Marge trying to piece everything together, to work out how best to advise her - and also, of course, because she was curious.

“So… he wanted you to be a baby?” Marge asked, hesitantly. “...Is that the sex thing?”

Grace flushed and looked away, and Marge knew she was onto something there. She was about to ask more questions, but Grace cut her off, suddenly opening her mouth after a long pause.

“...Yes, sort of,” Grace said, biting her lip. “It’s called ageplay… I’m his… I was… his little girl. It used to just be a sexual thing but I guess I was repressing the rest of it. To avoid being hurt.”

“Uh huh,” Marge said, interested - but not judging, as far as Grace could tell.

“I know it’s weird,” Grace continued. “But somehow it felt really right. But…”

“...But if you’re a little girl, it must really hurt when your, uh… ‘Daddy’... makes a promise and then breaks it, right?”

“H-he wasn’t my Daddy, yet,” Grace whispered, that word like a barb to her heart. “...That ni-night… I thought.. I might end up calling him that…”

Tears ran freely down her face once more.

“I was stupid. I got too attached. I can’t be both, I have to choose, and if I have to choose… I choose this… This job, this life.”

Marge looked away as Grace wiped her eyes, seeming like she was trying to work up the courage to say something. Finally, she sighed, and did it:

“Grace. I love you, but I have to say - I think you’re being kind of stupid.”

Grace looked up, not sure if her friend meant about the ridiculous acting like a child, or about falling in love so hard so fast, but she sniffled, preparing to nod and agree with her. She definitely didn’t expect what Marge said next:

“I may not understand everything you’re talking about,” she said, slowly. “...But I know when my friends are happy. These past few weeks, you’ve been happier than I’ve ever seen.”

“But I-”

“Shh,” Marge said, raising a hand. “I know. It hurt badly when he made a mistake, and now you think you can’t be his ‘little girl’ or whatever. You’re trying to keep yourself from depending on him that way. But, Grace, from what I can tell… That’s a real part of who you are. You can’t suppress it or hide from it.”

Grace swallowed, looking at the floor, as a tiny ember of hope began to glow within her.

“And yes, there’s always a danger of being hurt when you fall in love, and I guess it hurts more when your… inner child… is so closely wrapped up in everything,” Marge continued. “But nobody is 100% dependable. This man obviously cares about you a great deal. And he never meant to hurt you. I bet he’s been trying to put it right since then, hasn’t he?”

Nodding, Grace slid her phone out, feeling slightly numb. Her heart was starting to beat faster, and she tried telling herself to give up, stop hoping… but for some reason she couldn’t, clinging to Marge’s every word of encouragement.

“He’s been texting,” Grace said, softly. “Saying he wanted to work things out, and that he’s sorry.”

“Grace, listen to me,” Marge said, putting her hand on her friend’s shoulder. “If you don’t go after this man, you’ll regret it forever. You two are clearly meant to be together. If he’s helped you find a part of yourself you never knew, and helped you open up, even when it’s hard? That’s love. You won’t find anything better, and I mean that in the best way possible - people talk about ‘the One’, and honestly, if you’d asked me last week, I wouldn’t have hesitated to say I thought you’d found it.”

Heart pounding in her ears now, Grace nodded slowly, as if in a dream. Yes. She’d thought that too. She’d thought there was something special about her relationship with Sebastian, something she’d never had before. But…

“But, Marge,” Grace said in a squeaky voice, cutting to the heart of her fears. “How could anybody want that? How could anybody l-love… someone who acts like a child?”

“I don’t know,” Marge replied, gently. “But from everything you’ve told me, he does want that… and I’ll bet he loves you, too. You can’t decide for him if he should or shouldn’t want you - all of you. He does, and that’s that.”

Grace bit her lip.

“Maybe you’re right…”

“I usually am,” Marge replied, with a wink to lighten the mood. “...What’s he been texting you?”

“...I don’t know,” Grace said, peering down at her phone. “I ignored his last messages…”

She clicked her inbox, reading what Sebastian had sent.

The first message was another plea for contact, much like the one she’d seen yesterday.

The second… The second nearly broke her heart:

“Gracie,

I’m so sorry I wasn’t able to be the caregiver you needed for the little girl inside you. I’m so sorry I let you down when you needed me most. I really wanted things to work out between us, but I’ll respect your decision, and not contact you again from now on.

Please remember you’re a beautiful woman, and a precious little girl. I hope you find someone to keep your heart safe.

For the last time,

-        Seb xx”

Grace’s lip trembled, reading that. What did that mean? Would he have blocked her… was it too late to contact him again? She swallowed, knowing she’d done this to herself, she could have been happy, and she’d messed it up.

“What does it say?” Marge asked, bluntly.

“...It says he respects my decision,” Grace said, softly, as if those words were something loathsome. “...And he won’t contact me again.”

“Then you need to contact him.”

“Wh-what?” Grace sniffed as she spoke. How long had she been crying? She hardly ever cried, certainly not in front of other people. It seemed like maybe admitting she was a ‘little’ (even if Marge didn’t seem to fully understand it) had used up all her embarrassment for now.

“What if he’s blocked me?”

“Well, there’s nothing we can do about that,” Marge said. “But if you don’t try, you’ll always regret it.”

Grace was silent for a moment, as she felt a swell of determination fill her. Yes. That was right. It would hurt, if he had blocked her, if he had moved on, especially because it was down to her own stupid choices. But she’d always hate herself for not even trying.

“You’re right,” Grace said, standing. “I have to try. I… I’m going home. Could you tell the boss I left because I felt sick?”

“Sure,” Marge said, sitting back happily as she watched Grace gather her things up. “Go get him, sweetie.”

“I just hope I’m not too late!” Grace replied, as she rushed out the door to the parking lot.

***

Once in the car, Grace found her hands were sweating and shaking so much that she found herself unable to text coherently. Sighing, she put her phone on the bluetooth, and swallowed as she pulled out of the lot, trying to focus on driving and composing a text at the same time.

“Phone, text Sebastian,” she said, once she’d decided on what she wanted to say, hearing it beep in response. “...Sebastian, I’m sorry. I was wrong, and stupid. Can we talk?”

The message sent. Grace drummed her fingers on the wheel impatiently. It was ridiculous to expect a reply back straight away, but she found herself full of nervous energy as she waited for a response, afraid there would never be one.

She tried to keep that ember of hope in her chest alive, but fear wrapped its icy tendrils around her heart. Every second he didn’t respond, Grace was afraid he must have blocked her number, or just decided he was tired of trying with her.

The fear grew and grew as she got home. Sebastian still hadn’t responded when Grace pulled into her drive. She nervously gripped the phone as she walked inside, as if it was a weapon that would explode if handled improperly.

Finally, she managed to gather her nerves enough to send a one word text message:

“Please.”

Grace gulped. She was full of doubt now, sure she’d never get a reply, and as the minutes ticked by once more, she became more and more certain that things between her and Sebastian were over. Grace found she couldn’t sit still, pacing her living room as she waited for something, anything…

At last, her phone dinged, and she rushed to check it.

“I was in a meeting, sorry” the message said, and then another quickly followed: “Call me?”

Brimming with delight and nervous excitement, Grace hurriedly hit the number to call Sebastian, heart pounding. This was it, this was it…

“Hello?” Sebastian said, as he answered.

“Seb… Sebastian,” Grace said, her voice quaking. “I’m… I’m so sorry.”

There was no sound from the other end.

“Sebastian, I love you,” she continued, desperately. “I’ve known it for a while. You’ve tapped into a part of myself I wanted to deny for so long. And I’m, I’m sorry, I got hurt, and it hurt so badly because that… that part is so vulnerable and easily hurt. I thought it was safer to lock her away.”

Grace made a noise that was half-laugh, half-sob.

“I know that’s crazy,” she continued. “I just… got so wrapped up, in those big emotions… I… Anyway, wh-what I’m saying is, y-yeah. Sebastian, I love you, with all my heart, with… with all of me. I want to be your little girl… If it’s still okay? If you still… want that?”

She could swear her heart had never pounded this fast in her life, as she hung on every second, waiting for a response.

“Grace…?” Sebastian said, some emotion in his voice, making it shake…. But Grace wasn’t sure which one.

“Yes?” she replied, mouth dry.

“...I can’t talk about this right now,” he finally said. “I’m sorry.”

And with that, he hung up, leaving Grace utterly stunned and alone.




Chapter 9

Alone.

Grace stared at the phone in her hand, Sebastian’s name still on the screen, lingering for a few moments - before the whole thing went dark. For a moment, she considered calling him back again, begging, pleading, crying for him to take her back… but… no. It was obvious he wanted nothing to do with her.

In the midst of her numbness, Grace distantly thought that she could have stayed at work. She could have sheltered her damaged heart for a few days, and maybe moved on. But no. She’d ruined the relationship with her impulsive, childish behavior - and then she’d had the idiotic thought that there might be hope for it.

Her heart was more than broken - it felt shattered. Destroyed. Ripped out.

It was strange that somebody could walk around with her heart ripped out. But Grace managed it. She felt like the living dead. Numb, numb to her core - where a single kernel of indescribable agony was concealed. Maybe later, she could let herself feel it. Right now, she wanted to feel nothing.

Somehow she ended up in the kitchen. Going through the motions of making coffee was easy, and then, a moment later, she found herself sitting on the couch. She stared at the television as blankly as its screen stared back at her. Grace sipped her coffee absently, not even bothering to reach for the remote.

Time seemed to move like molasses, thick, like a swamp she found herself trudging through, unable to move forwards. The seconds slipped away, putting more and more space between her and Sebastian. Grace closed her eyes, tears slipping out from behind them. All she could do was wait out the agonizing seconds until all of them had passed.

Grace took a deep breath.

Might as well get the mourning process truly under way…

Putting the cup down on the coffee table, Grace slowly stood up. Her legs shook slightly, but she didn’t let that stop her. Walking towards her bedroom with purpose, she soon found herself staring at the three-quarter full trash bag she hadn’t taken out earlier.

Her hands curled into fists. Grace felt sick to her stomach. But this was for the best, right? She had to get this over with.

Breathing steadily to calm herself, Grace picked the bag up with one hand, lifting it. She turned to leave… And then paused, in front of her wardrobe.

Steadfastly ignoring the welling up of emotions inside her as she opened the wardrobe door, Grace reached one hand in, and closed her hand around Cupcake’s soft, furry arm. She pulled, and the stuffed animal came out easily. Grace didn’t have the heart to stuff her… to stuff it into the bag she was carrying, so the toy dangled limply by its fuzzy wrist, bouncing off of Grace’s outer thigh as she walked.

She’d go to the big garbage can outside, she decided. Toss everything in, and walk away.

Again, she felt like she was walking through molasses, but her feet moved just fine, anyway. So focused on trying to keep her emotions in check, Grace didn’t notice the commotion outside her door until she was right there, but once she did, she froze.

Was that… Someone at her door?

Grace heard a knock, confirming it. Her heart began to beat again. It couldn’t be-

“Grace?”

Sebastian was right there. Why was he there? Did this mean he still-

“Grace! Can we talk?”

It didn’t matter. Grace dropped the bag of diapers and assorted ‘little’ items to the floor, rushing to unbolt the door. Tears began streaming down her cheek, her mouth stretched in a smile of pure relief and gratitude as she opened the door.

Sebastian didn’t get a word out before Grace flung her arms around his neck, still holding Cupcake. She clung to him for all she was worth, sobbing, pressing herself against him as hard as she could, wanting to feel every inch of his body against hers.

He’d been stunned for a moment, but now Sebastian wrapped his arms around Grace’s curvy body, stroking her back slowly as she cried, tears dampening his well-pressed suit. He gently pushed them both through the doorway, murmuring something gently. Grace couldn’t hear through the pounding of her heart in her ears, and her own sobbing, so she just held onto him, weeping with joy, not caring who walked by or saw her.

At long last, she stopped, pulling herself away. Sebastian smiled down at her - turning and closing the door, quickly, before he gently wiped away a stray tear from her face.

“Wh-why are you here?” she asked, sniffling. “I thought… You said we couldn’t talk...”

“I said I couldn’t talk right then. I meant on the phone. I wanted to speak to you in person,” Sebastian said, grabbing the hand that wasn’t holding Cupcake in his, and squeezing gently.

“Because this is important,” he added.

Grace swallowed, looking up at him uncertainly, dreading his response to her next question.

“S-so are you… Do you… still like me?”

Sebastian laughed, and then, by way of response, he pulled her close with one hand, using the other to tilt her chin upwards. The rest of the world dropped away as he kissed her, tender but firm, his passion obvious but restrained.

When he pulled away, Grace didn’t need to hear his response any more - but he gave it anyway.

“Grace, of course I like you,” Sebastian told her. “I love you.”

“Y-you do?” Grace whispered, in awe.

“I do,” Sebastian said, smiling warmly. “So much.”

“Grace, I left work to race straight here to see you and talk to you about our relationship, because it was that important to me,” he continued. “I’ve never done that for anybody else. I’ve never even wanted to. For you? It was easy. Everything else was… meaningless, in comparison.”

Overwhelmed, Grace felt herself tearing up again - happily this time.

“I thought you would h-hate me,” Grace said, pressing Cupcake to her chest with her free arm. “After… After I was so mean.”

“When you told me to leave you alone, it hurt, Grace, I can’t lie,” Sebastian said, and Grace looked at the floor, guiltily.

“But,” he continued. “I understood. I could never hate you, Grace. Do you know what I heard when you said those things to me - when you were trying so hard to be an adult, I’m sure, and put all this little stuff behind you?”

“What?” Grace asked, her cheeks glowing under the tears running down them.

“I thought ‘there’s a hurt little girl who’s mad at her Daddy for not coming home on time’,” Sebastian said, smiling.  “And I think I was right, wasn’t I?”

Screwing up her face, Grace swallowed. Her pride was still there, telling her to disagree, that that was a ridiculous idea, that she was a grown woman…

...It was no match for the love burning within her now.

“Yes. You were,” Grace almost whispered, her smile shaky. “I love you too. I love you so much. Thank you for being… For being you. I’ve never felt this way before, either.”

Sebastian pulled her in for another hug, sighing.

“I’m sorry I was so fussy,” Grace said quietly, as her head rested against Sebastian’s chest. She felt it rise and fall rapidly as he chuckled.

“Well, that’s okay,” Sebastian said. “You’re my fussy little girl… if you want me, that is?”

“Of course… Daddy,” Grace said softly, blushing even harder.

She’d said that word a lot in the bedroom, fantasized about it for years - but it had never meant more than it did now, never affected her as much. Just saying it now made her feel warm inside, glowing from the inside out with love for him.

Daddy. Daddy, Daddy, Daddy. She was His. She was owned. All of her, the good, the bad, the adult, the child, was accepted by this man. And oh, how she loved him for that.

“I’m sorry for holding back,” Grace said, thinking. “I’m sorry for not being open… For trying to suppress this part of me, for so long.”

“I understand, sweetie,” Sebastian replied understandingly. “It’s scary, learning to be little again. But Daddy’s here to help you feel safe.”

Grace’s smile grew wider and goofier, and for once, she didn’t care how she looked.

“Daddy…” she repeated, rubbing her cheek against him. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy.”

“I’m right here, Gracie,” Sebastian said with a chuckle.

“...I love you, Daddy,” Grace said, stepping away with a big smile. “So much!”

“I love you too, beautiful,” Sebastian said, leaning down and kissing her forehead. “Even more.”

“No way, Daddy,” Grace said, giggling, revelling in the new special word. “I love you most!”

“Hmmm,” Sebastian said, clearly enjoying the way Grace was embracing her little side now. “I don’t know, sweetie. Daddy’s a lot bigger. He has a lot more space for lovin’ inside him.”

“Nuh uh! Look! I can be as big as you, easily!”

Grace pushed herself up on her tiptoes, grinning, giggling, wobbling, as she reached the same height as Sebastian for a moment. He leaned forwards, and pecked her on the lips, and she fell back onto her heels, laughing.

“Well, I think only a big, strong, Daddy could do… this!”

Sebastian scooped Grace up in his arms, and she squealed excitedly, as he span her around, sitting on the couch with a gentle thump. Her heart pounded from the sudden movement - and she nestled herself against him, in her arms.

“I guess you’re right,” Grace said, after a moment. “...I still love you tonnes.”

“I love you tonnes too, babygirl,” Sebastian said, kissing her nose.

Grace lay in his arms, enjoying the way Sebastian’s strong arms wrapped around her. She felt so safe there. She felt so happy, too. How had things worked out this well? Magic, maybe. Grace usually felt too old to believe in fairy tales… But right there, in the arms of the man of her dreams… She thought maybe it was time she started believing.

After several minutes of silent cuddling, Grace hesitated and pulled her head away, to look up at him. Her arms crossed her chest as she held Cupcake as close as Sebastian held her.

“Daddy…” she said, softly. “...Do you want to go to the bedroom and do grown-up things?”

Sebastian smirked.

“You know what… no,” he said, hurriedly finishing his thought as he saw the worry in Grace’s face. “You look as beautiful as ever, Gracie, and I love you, in every way… But I think there’s a special little girl here who’s Daddy let her down recently. And I’d like to give her time to just be little, outside of the bedroom.”

Grace’s copper skin was flushed with pink.

“You don’t have to,” she said, but obediently slid off of Sebastian’s lap and took his hand. “If you don’t-”

“I want to,” Sebastian interrupted. “I do. Now...Where are your diapers?”

Shyly, biting her lip, Grace pointed to the bag near the door, still laying where she’d dropped it. Sebastian raised an eyebrow, and then walked over, gingerly opening it and peering inside - laughing softly when he did.

“Little girl, were you planning to purge your entire stash of diapers?” he asked, fondly. “What a grumpy babygirl I have, hm?”

“It’s not my fault, Daddy,” Grace complained, as he lay her down on the rug, just like in her fantasy the other day. “I thought I shouldn’t ever be little again.”

“Well, that sounds like a very ‘little’ attitude to me,” Sebastian said, eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Mmmmmf,” Grace said in reply, blushing, having nothing to say - and nothing she wanted to say, either. She was happy now, to have a ‘little’ attitude. As long as she was his little…

After a few moments, he’d undressed her completely, her stiff work clothes put aside. Grace blushed at being so completely naked, gasping as Sebastian lifted her by the ankles, sliding a diaper underneath her, then lowering her onto it. She felt exposed in the best possible way, bare and vulnerable, looking down curiously with her stuffed animal brushing one breast as Sebastian pulled the front of the diaper up.

He did it up tightly as always, and Grace sighed with relief, slowly sitting up for more cuddles. Before she could reach Sebastian, though, he quickly pushed a pacifier into her mouth - and she suckled in surprise, before giggling, cuddling him tightly, as they returned to the couch.

Him, dressed in his suit from work… and her, naked as a jaybird apart from her diaper. Both of them completely happy and at ease, comfortable in their roles with each other, and cuddling, gently, words no longer needed right now.

***

Grace didn’t know how long they lay there, just holding one another, occasionally kissing or nuzzling against Sebastian. She was no longer concerned with things as crude as eating, floating above it all, on a higher plane of love and being loved by her new Daddy…

Despite that, her stomach rudely rumbled after several hours. Obviously, it hadn’t got the memo.

“Hungry, baby?” Sebastian asked, rubbing her back. “I could cook…”

“No, don’t,” Grace said, insistently, wrapping her arms around him more tightly. “...That would waste valuable cuddle time.”

“Oh?” Sebastian replied, grinning. “Well then… we can order something. On the condition that I get to cut it up for you.”

Grace looked up.

“Not feed it to me?”

“Ah,” Sebastian looked uncertain. “...I thought about it. But I thought that might be a little too fast, for you.”

“You’re probably right,” Grace agreed, sighing. “...I love you. It means a lot that you’re willing to go at my pace.”

Sebastian kissed the top of head in response.

“I love you, too, princess,” he replied. “And I promise - we’ll never go faster than you feel ready for.”

It would be several more minutes before Grace allowed him up to grab his phone and order food.

***

Once dinner had been delivered and eaten, Grace and Sebastian returned to cuddling - actively watching a movie now instead of just leaving the television off in the background.

Sebastian’s hand found its way to Grace’s padded bottom, and she flushed slightly as he squeezed it.

“You’re a soggy baby,” he muttered, giving her rump a gentle swat. “How did that happen?”

“I don’t know, Daddy!” Grace replied, batting her eyelashes and then giggling.

“I think you do know, my puddly cutie,” Sebastian said, wrapping an arm around Grace and hugging her tightly to his chest, upon which Grace rested her head, listening to his heartbeat and feeling the rise and fall of his breathing.

“Maybe you need to be distracted then,” Grace murmured, her voice sultry.

She began to roll her hips, pressing her soggy diaper against Sebastian’s leg, making her intentions clear - before she quickly sat up, only to immediately bring her face down to her Daddy’s face, kissing his lips with a fervent eagerness.

“Mmm…” Sebastian murmured happily. “Maybe we should head to the bedroom…”

“I dunno, Daddy,” Grace said, smiling. “The bedroom is an awfully long way away…”

Now she’d accepted that being little was a part of who she was, it flowed easily into all aspects of herself. She moved easily from the comfortable but nonsexual cuddling she’d been doing into a more sensual headspace, feeling the warmth between her legs growing as she straddled her Daddy.

Even through her diaper, Grace could feel the tent in his dark blue work trousers, and she grinned as she pushed herself down against it, grinding gently to tease him.

“Ooo… You’re a bad little girl, Gracie,” Sebastian murmured, his hand trailing up her thigh to her hip. “Do you want Daddy’s cock?”

That question felt like a lightning bolt shooting straight through her, and Grace nodded, eyes wide. Of course, she’d heard that a few times in intimate moments, but it had never made her feel this way. Now it really meant something - ‘Daddy’ wasn’t just a name, a random word they were using to make sex more exciting.

Sebastian was her Daddy, for keeps. And yes, she certainly did want her Daddy’s cock inside her…

He’d undone the tapes on her diaper while she was distracted, and Grace lifted her hips eagerly to allow him to pull it out from underneath her. Her wet mound rubbed against the bulge in Sebastian’s pants, and he quickly reached down, unzipping his fly, pulling his cock out.

Now the slickness between Grace’s legs slipped up and down along his hard shaft, making it throb in time with her motions. They were both so warm, burning hot with love and lust, and Grace trembled as she lifted herself, Sebastian guiding his cockhead to the tight warmth of her entrance.

“Ah!” she gasped with pleasure as she felt him slowly entering her. “Oh, Daddy…”

“Mmm, my baby girl,” Sebastian replied, moaning softly himself as she sank further and further down onto his shaft, hard as marble, but far, far hotter.

As Grace’s crotch finally met his, she shuddered, eyes rolling back in pleasure as she focused on the feeling of him inside her, his throbbing length making her feel so full, stretched just slightly but in the pleasant way that reminded her it was her Daddy who was fucking her. Slowly, she began to move her hips, up and down, leaving a thin sheen of fluid on Sebastian’s erection as it plunged in and out of her excited pussy.

Sebastian grunted, pushing his hips up to meet hers, but it was obvious she was doing most of the work. Her slick canal was warm and yielding around his length, and yet her muscles gripped him with what felt like fierce determination, tensing and stroking all the most sensitive spots along his cock. Grace’s movements began to quicken, and she gasped with happy pleasure as she felt Sebastian’s hand between her legs.

As she rode him faster and faster, he sought out her clit, his knuckle pressed against it. Sebastian made little circles, teasing the already stiff nub, and Grace moaned delightedly as she bounced faster up and down, the sloppy sounds of eager, frantic sex filling the air.

The added stimulation of Sebastian rubbing her there made her muscles squeeze, panting and moaning as she worked herself - worked them both - towards a mind-blowing orgasm that seemed like it would be the pinnacle of everything right that had happened this evening and afternoon. Sebastian fit inside Grace’s pussy like a glove, snugly pushing deep inside her on every downward stroke.

She was beyond breathless now, the sensations overwhelming, Sebastian’s finger working away between her thighs, her hips bucking even as she slid up and down his length, the tip of it rubbing over and over against her g-spot. Grace whimpered, moaning, gasping, as she opened her eyes wide to look down into Sebastian’s deep blue irises, seeing the amusement there, the love, the complete devotion to his little girl…

“Oooo Daddy!” Grace cried out, arching her back. “I’m c-cumming!”

With a moan of unrepentant lust and bliss, Grace felt her body convulse with pleasure, her pussy clenching and squeezing frantically as her clit throbbed with waves of sensual feeling that felt like they would never end. As she moaned and frantically ground herself against Sebastian, she heard him grunt, dimly, and felt him swell up inside her - before he exploded, spurting jet after jet of hot cum into her.

“OHHHH!” Grace moaned, biting her lip, rocking her hips desperately like a woman gone mad. She was beyond words as she opened her mouth in awe, eyes tightly closed, but as her body was rocked by wave after wave of sheer pleasure, all she could think was  ‘yes, yes, YES!’, over and over again.

Sebastian apparently felt similarly, the hand that wasn’t between her thighs grabbing one hip, grunting as he pushed her down, filling her like a hose with his load. She milked him as she came, every clench squeezing a little more love out of him, until, finally, they were both sated, sagging as they panted in unison.

“Wow…” Grace said, smiling as best she could while she was still struggling to catch her breath.

“Yeah,” Sebastian said back with a chuckle, equally breathless. “...Come here…”

Grace lifted her hips with a gentle moan, feeling him slip out of her, and then obediently came forward to lay on his chest, snuggling against him, feeling totally peaceful. He stroked her back, lovingly, and she sighed the sigh of utter, complete contentment.

“I love you, Daddy,” she said, basking in the warmth between them.

“I love you too, baby girl,” Sebastian replied.

And Grace knew right then and there, without question, that he always would.




Chapter 10 - Epilogue

7 months later…

Grace wrapped a towel around her dripping hair, enjoying the scent of bubblegum from the hotel shower gel she’d used. It made her feel childish - and she’d come to really enjoy that feeling, with Sebastian’s help.

With her Daddy’s help, she corrected mentally, blushing.

Two months ago Sebastian had moved into Grace’s house. She’d never really had a relationship where she’d wanted the other person to move in, but with Sebastian, she truly craved it - and the best part was he clearly wanted to live with her as badly as she wanted him to move in.

After they’d said ‘I love you’ to each other, Grace had waited every day to hear him say it was a mistake, for the happy ever after to be ripped away.

That never happened. After seven months, Grace finally believed with all her heart that this thing she had with Sebastian was forever, and every day he was right there to prove it. She still felt giddy on a daily basis, just thinking about how lucky she was.

“Graciiieeee,” Sebastian called from the other room. “Come here, sweetie, we need to get ready.”

“Coming, Daddy!”

Most of the week, Grace was the mature, disciplined Computer Systems’ Manager she’d always been, while she slipped in and out of her role of ‘little’ in the evening with Sebastian. But on Saturdays, Sebastian was strictly ‘Daddy’, and Grace found herself able to be more and more open about being little with him. For once, she felt she was in a healthy, loving relationship, where both sides of herself were wanted and appreciated.

This Saturday, there happened to be an ageplay event happening a few cities over from where they lived. Sebastian had booked a hotel room nearby for that weekend - and now the event was only a few hours away.

It was reportedly completely nonsexual, so Grace knew she’d be able to spend the entire day in her more childish headspace… If she wanted to. Truth be told, she was about as nervous as she was excited… but Grace had come to enjoy that particular combination of feelings, when Sebastian was provoking it in her.

“There you are, babygirl,” Sebastian said, smiling broadly, already dressed in jeans and an un-tucked dress shirt. “How was your shower?”

“Good, thank you,” Grace replied, smiling back, still feeling butterflies in her stomach after half a year with this man.

She followed his motions obediently, laying down on the bed, the towel around her body unravelling and exposing her nude form, ready for her Daddy to put her in a diaper. He was just pulling the front of it up, when Grace suddenly blurted out her concerns:

“Daddy, do you think I’ll have a good time today?”

“I think so, baby,” Sebastian replied, smiling as he straightened out the front of the patterned diaper. “It sounded like lots of fun, didn’t it?”

“Well… yes,” Grace admitted, looking down at the diapered foxes and raccoons on the landing zone as Sebastian pulled it taut across her stomach, taping it snugly in place. “...But what if… What if I don’t have any fun? I’m a little nervous.”

“I can tell,” Sebastian said, chuckling as he stuffed two extra diapers into the hefty diaper bag he’d be bringing with them, enjoying Grace’s bashful smile as he did so. Sebastian found her so cute when she was a little embarrassed, and both of them enjoyed the spice it brought to their relationship.

“You’ll have fun,” Sebastian finally added, as he zipped the bag back up, patting it. Cupcake was nestled inside, with two pacifiers and a bottle waiting for Grace if she wanted them.

“What do you think it’ll be like?” Grace asked, curiously, still laying on the bed.

In lieu of an answer, Sebastian grabbed her hands and pulled her suddenly upwards into a sitting position, making her giggle. He pulled her just a few inches further forward, and pecked her lips with his, smiling.

“I think it will be like lots of littles running around, having fun, with their Bigs,” Sebastian replied. “And I think you’ll have a great time. But if you don’t, we can come home.”

“Promise?” Grace asked, uncertainly.

“Promise,” Sebastian repeated, sincerely. “Now, arms up… Did you put deodorant on yet?”

A few minutes later, and Grace was dressed in a cute outfit that was acceptable to wear in public - but still made her feel very cute. Her pale pink ‘My Tiny Horsie’ shirt was visible underneath a blue denim overall dress, and she wore brightly colored ankle socks underneath the sneakers that Sebastian had velcroed up for her.

She admired herself in the mirror, giggling as she wriggled her rump slightly, the diaper crinkling audibly as she moved. Sebastian wrapped his arms around her from behind, and kissed her neck gently, stroking her still slightly-damp hair.

“Oh,” Sebastian said, noticing Grace’s bare neck suddenly. “Where’s your collar?”

“On the dresser, Daddy.”

Grace didn’t have a traditional collar, preferring something she could wear in public without attracting attention to herself. To that end, her collar was a fine silver chain, with a heart-shaped padlock charm hanging from it. She and Sebastian had picked it out together, and she thought it suited them just right.

With an air of ritual, Sebastian slid the opened chain around Grace’s neck, so the pendant came to rest on her sternum. She shivered slightly, not just at the coldness of the metal, but at the love and care Sebastian displayed, at the magical feeling she got every time he put her ‘collar’ on her.

She was owned… and she loved it.

“Thannnk yooou Dadddyy,” Grace said, drawing out each word cutely as she turned around and kissed his cheek. “...Is it time to go?”

“Mmhmm,” Sebastian replied, checking his phone. “...Let’s get moving.”

***

They had a nice time on the car ride over, pointing out landmarks in the city and noticing everything that was different, but they arrived at the building all-too-quickly for Grace’s liking.

It was obvious they’d found the right place, because there was a long queue of people waiting outside to enter, some of them with brightly-colored clothes or cute outfits that didn’t look strange alone… But combined made you realize how childish some of the attendees looked.

Grace gulped.

“Are you sure about this, Seb?”

“I’m sure, little one,” he replied, sliding his hand down to hers and giving it a squeeze.

“What if… What if I can’t be little there, in front of everybody?” Grace whispered, nervously peering at the waiting line as several people filed indoors. “I’m scared.”

“Don’t be scared, babygirl,” Sebastian told her, running his thumb up and down hers affectionately. “I’m right here, and today I’m making it my mission to help you feel as little as I can.”

“...But what if I can’t?... What if I don’t like it there.”

“Then we’ll drive back to the hotel room,” Sebastian said, patiently. “We can leave any time you like, remember?”

“Y-yeah,” Grace said uncertainly, letting out a big sigh. “...You won’t be annoyed about driving us here, and booking the hotel for nothing?”

“Not even a little bit,” Sebastian replied. “I just want you to give this a chance. If you try it and don’t like it, that’s good enough for me.”

“But,” he added, eyes twinkling. “I think you’re going to enjoy yourself.”

Grace nodded, squeezing Sebastian’s hand for a few seconds to steel herself… And then she opened her door and got out, waiting for him to join her on the other side of the car and cross the street with her.

Her hand felt clammy in his, and she could tell her heart was racing as they walked over towards the line of people. She and Sebastian ended up behind two white men who were holding hands - one tall and scrawny, and wearing blue shortalls, a teddy bear tucked under his arm; one slightly shorter and chubbier, with a neat beard he clearly kept well-trimmed.

The taller man glanced behind him, and when Grace blushed and took a step back behind Sebastian, he grinned and turned all the way around.

“Hey there!” he said, in a playful voice. “You two must be new! Daddy, meet these new people!”

With an affectionate sigh, the shorter man turned around to look at them both.

“Hi there,” he said. “I’m Shep, and this is Justin, my little boy.”

“Hello there,” Sebastian replied, offering his hand to shake while Grace looked on uncertainly. “I’m Sebastian, and this is… Grace.”

“Is this your Daddy, then?” Justin asked, pointing at Sebastian.

Grace’s face went bright red, but a smile curled up the corners of her lips. She nodded, both embarrassed and proud that their new friends had been able to tell he was her Daddy.

“I could tell, you’re definitely giving me a ‘little’ vibe,” Justin said, moving his hands animatedly. “Your outfit’s really cute by the way.”

“Thank you,” Grace said, feeling a little more confident now. “Yours too… Who’s this?”

“This is Ronnie,” Justin said, holding the teddybear aloft with a grin. “We’re here every time it’s on, it’s great!”

The line moved forward, and the conversation paused for a moment.

“Do you have a special cuddly toy, Grace?” Shep asked politely, and Grace nodded.

“Her name’s Cupcake,” Grace said. “Seb- I mean, Daddy’s got them in his bag…”

“Ooo, nearly using grown-up names at an event!” Justin said, giggling. “I’m guessing you’re pretty new to things like this.”

“Yes” and “We are”, Sebastian and Grace both replied, in unison.

“I’ve actually never really done anything public like this,” Grace said, blushing. “I mean, nonsexually…”

“It’s a great experience,” Shep said, smiling kindly. “I was actually really nervous myself the first time, but Justin dragged me along, and we had an amazing time. I’ve been hooked ever since.”

Justin wrapped his arms around his Daddy’s, and squeezed tightly, grinning and kissing his cheek.

“So you two will have fun too, I’m sure of it,” he said, confidently. “...Looks like we’re just about there! We’ll see you inside…”

Justin and Shep slipped into the front doors, which were darkened to keep people from peering inside, leaving Sebastian and Grace at the front of the shorter line now. Sebastian squeezed Grace’s hand.

“They seemed nice,” he said, after a moment.

“Yeah,” Grace replied. “It was good to meet somebody like that first, I think.”

“Yeah? Feeling a little less nervous?”

Grace furrowed her brow, and then held up her finger and thumb a half inch apart, in the universal symbol for ‘a little bit’.

“I’m still worried, but talking gave me something else to focus on before we-”

She cut herself off, as a short black man in a dark blue shirt beckoned them both in. They followed, both of them glancing around the entryway. There was a large front desk where several people were standing, two women also in dark blue shirts with the club’s logo on behind it.

“Hello,” one of them said, smiling. “Could we just see your ID, before you pay?”

Sebastian dug around in his bag for both of their licenses. Grace had been expecting this - to keep minors out, they checked IDs at the door. Grace knew they would keep her identity discreet, but it still gave her a tiny, naughty thrill to associate stiff-bloused, hard-working manager Grace with baby Gracie who wore diapers and held her Daddy’s hand.

“...That’s just fine,” the woman behind the desk said with a smile. “It’s $30 each for entry. What color wristbands would you like? Red is for littles, yellow is for switches, and blue is for big.”

“One red and one blue,” Sebastian said, as he handed over the money.

“I thought as much,” the woman replied, chuckling. “Here you go. Just wait over there with the other new people, and Auntie Dina will be here in a few minutes to show you around.”

Grace held out her slender brown wrist, allowing Sebastian to do the wristband up around it, before he put on his own. She glanced at the other newbies, noticing several of them seemed just as nervous as she felt, many of them looking at the floor, or away, when her eyes fell on them. Somehow, that alone made her feel more confident - she wasn’t the only one who was scared.

“Hello everybody!” a voice said from behind them.

Grace turned around quickly to find herself face to face with a woman in a dark blue shirt - Auntie Dina, she assumed… and then noticed the label stuck to her shirt, confirming that assumption.

“Ooo, we’ve got a lot of new kiddies today! I’ll get you all name tags when we get to the craft room, for now, how about you all follow me, hm?”

Grace obediently followed, giggling as she whispered into Sebastian’s ear.

“She called you a ‘kiddy’, Daddy!” she said, with a giggle.

“Obviously she was just trying to make the babies feel more grown-up,” he shot back, smirking.

Grace was about to reply with a smart remark of her own, but Dina began to speak instead.

“This is the changing area,” Dina said, as she led them past a closed door. “There’s several changing tables with screens around them… Or if you really like your privacy, or have something new to change into later, there’s a private bathroom right there you can use.”

Grace listened carefully, blushing slightly at the idea of being changed in public, even if nobody would be able to see her.

“This is the craft room,” Dina continued, pointing into a room with about a dozen large tables, paper and glue and all kinds of other crafting materials scattered over them. “We do a coloring contest, but even if you don’t win, we still put your pictures up on the wall.”

Dina gestured around the room, and Grace noticed that the room was decorated with colorings and art, making the white-painted room look more child-like and friendly. Inside, the smaller part of herself stirred, excited at the idea of her picture on the wall, too.

They were led past another room, full of train sets and legos, that Dina explained was a more quiet play area, where you were expected to sit and play quietly.

“But if you don’t mind a lot of noise,” she said, grinning as she pushed open the doors to the biggest room yet. “Here’s our main playroom.”

Grace heard gasps behind her from some of the others, and she had to admit, her jaw dropped as well.

There were comfy chairs and couches for Bigs to sit in and cuddle their littles, surfaces covered in toys from dollhouses to plastic dinosaurs. A giant ballpit sat in the middle of the room, and at the other end from Grace and the rest of the newbies was a wooden stage that dropped down to a shiny dance floor, loud playful pop music spilling out of speakers as a group of littles giggled and squealed, chasing each other around on it.

It was as loud as you’d expect a group of boisterous children to be, screams and whoops occasionally going up, and as Grace looked around she was struck by the diversity of the people playing. People from all kinds of backgrounds, races, and sexualities were talking or playing, many of them looking like they were deep in the giggly, wiggly grip of littlespace, eyes big and bright and shining with happiness.

Grace swallowed, staring at a doll sat on a table. Now she was still uncertain about whether or not she’d be able to really regress in front of other people… but darn it, she really wanted to try!

“I can see you’re all excited,” Auntie Dina said, chuckling. “But there’s a few other places to show you…”

They were led out of the main playroom into a large hall that acted like a corridor between the playroom and wherever Dina was leading them - but had several tables displaying ABDL and ageplay wares lining the walls, as well as another comfy seating area, facing a television and games’ console.

Seeing the products on display, Grace bit her lip slightly, realising that if she was allowed, she could really spend a lot of money here. It was a good thing Sebastian had her card, she thought, looking up at him, half-hoping he would say he could buy anything she wanted.

“You can maybe get one thing, princess,” he said, as if reading her mind, and she huffed playfully, before quietening down for Dina as she spoke again.

“This room is the vendor’s room,” Auntie Dina told them, walking them through “There’s also a little area here to sit down and play video games, for the older kids.”

Just before they moved on, Dina pointed out a cosy room with no door, full of blankets, pillows, and a couple of large sofas, the whole area lit up with dim fairy lights.

“This is the quiet area,” she whispered. “You can come here if you want to sit down and decompress, or snuggle for a bit without being jostled.”

After a short walk through a couple of doors, they soon arrived in an open area with a high fence around it, holding an enormous bouncehouse that several littles were playing on. A person with short hair and wearing a pink dress jumped up and down, shrieking happily as another little jumped around them, giggling, both of them red-faced and completely engrossed in their game.

Before she came here, Grace had worried she’d feel self-conscious… Or worse, be unable to stop herself judging everybody else, thinking how foolish they looked. But she didn’t feel that way at all, now she was here. Instead of slipping back into her old ways, thinking consciously about how ridiculous everybody looked - and unconsciously, about how acting that way made them weak - Grace just thought how much fun it would be to join everybody.

“That’s the bouncehouse,” Dina said, smiling. “Obviously!... Now, let’s all get back to the craft room, and you guys can make name badges so we can all start to get to know each other better…”

***

A short while later, and Sebastian took Grace into the quiet area, both of them wearing their name tags with pride. Sebastian’s read ‘DADDY Sebastian’, which made Grace grin, but she’d still barely said a word, clinging to his side the whole time. As they settled down on a big comfy cushion together, Sebastian wrapped his arms around Grace and kissed her cheek.

“Are you okay?” he asked, softly. “I just wanted to check in with you…”

“Honestly?” Grace said, looking down at her sneakers. “...I really love it here. There’s a part of me that still wants to fight and make me go home. But there’s more of me that wants to stay and play.”

She looked up at Sebastian, who smiled.

“...This place seems really special.”

“Yeah,” Sebastian said, chuckling. “Well I’m glad you feel that way… What would you like to do first?”

Grace requested they go to the main play room first, enjoying the bouncy, bubbly energy. If she was honest, she also thought she’d be less likely to stick out there, people too busy playing or watching other, more boisterous littles, to notice her.

She felt like a shy girl on the first day of school at first, but seeing that, a woman in a pink dress with kittens all over waved at her, inviting her over without a second thought.

“Hello! We’re going to build a tower! Do you want to help?” the woman asked, grinning as she set one duplo piece on top of another.

“...Okay,” Grace replied shyly. She looked up at her Daddy to check it was okay, and he nodded, smiling, glad to see she was enjoying herself.

“It’s a tower for Godzilla t’live in,” the other little, a boy, said, bouncing a large toy of the monster up and down on the table. “So it hasta be real big…”

“I thought Godzilla only knocked down buildings, not lived in them!” Grace said, giggling, getting a little more into her role now.

“Well he’s gunna live in this one!” the boy said firmly, putting down a block hard on top of Grace’s one.

Soon, Daddy took a seat beside her, watching, as Grace chattered away happily to the two of them. The conversation was delightfully childish, about things like: who would win in a fight - werewolves or dragons (dragons) and whether the best color was pink or purple (Grace voted purple, her new friends voted pink).

Grace worried Sebastian must have been getting bored by now, but every time she looked over, he was still staring at her with the same smile and eyes full of devotion. After a while she realised that just being here, seeing her being little, was making him feel good as well.

Eventually, she began to get tired of making the tower, but before she could figure out a tactful way to say so, the other girl did it for her.

“I’m bored of playing with these blocks,” she said, loudly, sighing.

“Me too,” Grace agreed. “...What should we do with the tower?”

“...Now Godzilla should knock it down!” the boy said, grinning as he made the reptile wriggle walk towards it.

“Good idea!” Grace said, giggling.

“Goooo Godzilla!” the other girl added - and soon, Godzilla had rammed into the tall tower, knocking it over with a loud CRASH.

All three littles and several nearby shrieked and giggled delightedly. Sebastian smiled and snuggled Grace close to him, kissing the top of her head, before asking what she wanted to do next.

Grace grabbed his wrist and led him back down to the bouncehouse. Once there, she excitedly pulled off her shoes, running onto it - even managing to tempt Sebastian to join her after several hard bounces.

The rest of the day was like that. Grace’s inhibitions seemed to have abruptly vanished, and she entered a wild, giggly littlespace that Sebastian was rarely lucky enough to see. She hopped in and out of the ballpit, she took part in all the party games, and when the face-painter arrived, Grace was one of the first in line.

As the day gradually drew to a close, Grace wanted to go into the craft room - but insisted Sebastian not come in with her.

“I’m making you a surprise, Daddy!” she said, grinning. “So go somewhere else, okay?”

“Okay, okay!” Sebastian said, raising his hands in mock submission. “I’ll go look at the things for sale.”

Grace nodded, waiting until he was out of sight before she slipped into the craft room, grabbing a sheet of yellow paper.

This was going to be the bestest picture her Daddy ever saw…

***

Finally satisfied, Grace put her artwork on the drying rack, returning to her Daddy. When she found him, he was holding a new purple onesie, with teddy bears on… and a thick pink diaper Grace had never seen before.

“Where did you get those, Daddy?” she asked, curiously. “Are they for me?”

“Hmm… I don’t know,” Sebastian teased. “Maybe they’re for me?”

“Daaaadddyyy!” Grace said, giggling and shoving him gently. “Did you buy them just now?”

“Well, I bought this bodysuit,” he explained. “And the diaper came free.”

“Ohh…” Grace nodded in understanding.

“...So I’m wondering… does a certain little girl need a diaper change?”

And Grace nodded again, shyly this time.

She still found herself a little embarrassed as she was led into the changing area, heading for the very last curtained-off table to try and keep the change more private. But Sebastian leading her by the hand gave her more confidence - although she did blush as she walked past another table, hearing the sound of tapes being undone.

Sebastian patted the table, and Grace hopped up, feeling the soft foam give way slightly… but her soggy diaper gave way even more, squishing under her bottom. She giggled quietly as she was laid down, her denim skirt flipped up to reveal her soaked diaper.

“Gosh, what a soggy baby girl!” Sebastian said, loudly enough to be heard by anybody else in the room.

Grace whined and covered her face with her hands, cheeks bright red… And secretly loving it, just a little bit.

“Daddy, no!” she whispered, but Sebastian just smirked and undid her diaper, wiping her clean.

There was something still so special about being changed from diaper to diaper. Grace didn’t get to do it often, but when she did, it made her feel like a helpless baby girl, relying on them to keep her clothes dry - and her Daddy to change her. Kicking her feet, she giggled as Sebastian powdered her backside, and then did the new pink diaper up snugly.

Grace gasped as he actually lifted her off the table himself, snuggling against his chest with a sigh.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said, softly, as he led her out of the room.

“You’re welcome, babygirl,” Sebastian replied. “Diaper changes are part of my job description.”

Grace giggled behind her hand.

“Not that!” she said. “But… Thanks for that too. I mean, thank you for bringing me. I… Didn’t know how much I’d like it here.”

“I’m so glad you did,” Sebastian said, smiling lovingly at her, tracing her face with his hand. “Seeing you smile means the world to me.”

After months together, Sebastian still made Grace’s heart go ‘ba-bump, ba-bump’ with excitement and overwhelming love. She held his hands in hers, and for a few magical seconds, they just stared lovingly into one another’s eyes. Both of them thought about how happy they were things had turned out this way - and both of them simultaneously leaned in for a kiss.

“Mwah!”

Grace giggled after her little noise, pulling away, only holding one of Sebastian’s hands now.

“Let’s go, I heard it’s story time soon!” she said, instantly back in little-mode and not lovey-dovey mode. Sebastian chuckled - that was fine by him. He loved all of her, and every part played into the others, making Grace the perfect woman in his eyes.

***

For story time, the lights were dimmed, and littles sat, snuggled up to bigs and to each other, listening surprisingly quietly, considering how loud and excited everybody had been earlier. Just like real kids, Grace supposed, they got tired after running about all day. As she yawned around her pacifier, she blushed slightly. She definitely had to include herself in that equation.

Daddy had gotten out Cupcake, and as Grace snuggled her tight, resting her head in her Daddy’s lap, she felt completely at peace. The words of the story washed over her, and she suckled gently in time with them. They were at once very close and far away, seeming to have a deeper meaning she could only comprehend now, and Grace found herself nuzzling her Daddy’s tummy gently every so often.

At long last, the day came to an end. Somewhat reluctantly, Grace helped her Daddy gather up their things… But she kept Cupcake out, tucked under her armpit for safekeeping.

“I don’t want to shove her back in the bag again, Daddy,” she explained, frowning. “She needsta breathe.”

Grace looked around the emptying room, still hardly believing she’d really been part of this. Where had her shame been? One small part of her still snarled and snapped at her behavior today, reminding her she hadn’t acted like an adult at all… But that part was getting quieter and quieter now, and Grace felt proud of herself. She remembered how, so long ago now, Sebastian had told her it took strength to submit, to allow yourself to be little and vulnerable. She truly believed that now, and Grace found herself feeling stronger than ever just before she left.

“Oh!” she said, with a sudden gasp. “Daddy… come to the craft room with me, I have something for you!”

Sebastian followed behind her with an indulgent smile on his face, carrying the diaper bag over one shoulder. Grace ran over to where she’d left her picture, and grinned, holding it up for her Daddy to see.

Sebastian’s heart swelled as he looked at it. True, it was very blobby, and covered in too much glitter and a surprising amount of dry pasta. But it was clearly an image of a big, strong Daddy Sebastian holding hands with a smiling little girl Grace, with felt-tip hearts all around them.

In fact, he realised, with a tear in his own eye, the fact it looked so childish was even more of a testament to Grace’s love for him. He remembered how once upon a time Grace couldn’t even bear to do a coloring, because it was too ‘babyish’. Today she’d created a piece of artwork that would make any three-year-old’s parents proud - and that emotion was exactly what Sebastian felt.

“It’s beautiful,” he said, meaning it, as he took the picture from her, looking at it with reverence. “Thank you so much, princess.”

Grace shuffled her feet, grinning bashfully. She’d made her Daddy smile, and that was the important thing…

“Gracie!” a voice suddenly said, and Grace whipped around, finding the couple they’d met at the beginning of the day behind her.

“Justin!” she said, squealing. “Hiii!”

Both littles threw their arms open and quickly hugged each other tightly.

“Sorry I didn’t see you around,” Grace said apologetically. “Daddy and I were busy…”

“That’s okay!” Justin replied, smiling. “I take it you had fun then!”

Grace nodded enthusiastically, but before she could go into more detail, Shep noticed the artwork Sebastian was holding.

“That’s a beautiful picture, Grace,” he said. “Did you make it?”

“Yes!” she said, happily. “It’s… It’s of me and my Daddy.”

“Wow, cool!” Justin replied, looking at every detail. “I like the glitter in the sky.”

“Me too,” Shep said, his own smile more subdued. “You could probably leave it here and they’d put it on the wall… If you wanted.”

Grace looked at Sebastian uncertainly. She wanted it to be on display… but she also wanted her Daddy to have it…

Making a decision, taking control, Sebastian shook his head.

“Sorry,” he said, firmly. “But I’m taking this picture home with me.”

Grace smiled, wrapping her arms around him, and hugging, gently… Almost missing what Sebastian said next, but as she heard it, it made her heart sing with joy:

“...But Grace can make a new one to put up,” her Daddy said, smiling. “When we come back next time.”

End.
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