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Chapter 1 – How It All Started

The rain tapped hard against the living room windows of their small house in New Castle. It was one of those late autumn evenings when the sky turned dark early and the world outside felt far away. Inside, the lights were low, just the warm glow from the floor lamp and the flicker of the TV they weren’t really watching. Two empty wine glasses sat on the coffee table, the bottle between them almost finished.

Alex’s wife, Elise, curled against his side on the couch, her head on his shoulder, legs tucked under a soft throw blanket. She was thirty-two, still the same sharp, capable woman he’d married seven years ago, but tonight the wine had softened her edges. Her cheeks were flushed pink, her eyes a little glassy, and every few minutes she let out a small, contented sigh.

He stroked her hair absently, fingers combing through the dark strands. “You okay, baby?”

She nodded, then hesitated. “Can I tell you something? Something… stupid maybe.”

He turned the TV volume down with the remote. “Nothing you say is stupid. Talk to me.”

Elise bit her lower lip — the same nervous habit she’d had since their first date. She sat up a little, pulling the blanket higher like a shield. “I’ve been thinking about… stuff. Kinky stuff. For a while.”

Alex felt his pulse kick up. They’d always been good in bed — open, playful, never afraid to try new things — but this sounded different. Deeper. “What kind of stuff?”

She took a shaky breath. “I want to be… your little girl. Like, really. Not just roleplay for one night. I want you to be my Daddy. To take care of me, make rules, punish me when I’m naughty, praise me when I’m good. Call me baby, princess, little one. Spank me. Hold me. Fuck me like I belong to you completely.”

The words hung in the air. Alex’s cock twitched hard in his jeans almost instantly. He’d read things online years ago — DDLG, age play, Daddy Dom/little girl dynamics — but he’d never brought it up because he didn’t know if she’d think it was weird. Hearing her say it out loud, voice soft and needy, made heat flood his entire body.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You serious?”

She nodded fast, eyes wide. “I’ve been watching videos, reading stories. It makes me so wet just thinking about it. You being strict but caring. Me being small and safe with you. I trust you more than anyone. I want to give you that control at home. Let you decide things. Let you… own me.”

He cupped her face, thumb brushing her cheek. “Baby… that sounds perfect. I’ve thought about it too. Being the one who protects you, guides you, makes you feel little and cherished. And yeah — the dirty parts. Making my little girl beg. Punishing that pretty ass when she’s bratty. Fucking you until you can’t think straight.”

Elise let out a shaky laugh, relief flooding her face. “You don’t think I’m weird?”

“I think you’re fucking hot.” He leaned in and kissed her — slow at first, then hungry. Tongue sliding against hers, hand sliding to the back of her neck to hold her exactly where he wanted. When he pulled back, his voice was rough. “We start tonight. Small steps. But Daddy’s in charge now. Understand?”

She shivered visibly. “Yes… Daddy.”

The word hit him like a punch. His cock throbbed painfully. He stood, pulling her up with him. “Bedroom. Now.”

They barely made it through the door before he had her pressed against the wall. Hands roaming under her sweater, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled hard. She moaned into his mouth, hips rocking forward instinctively.

“Strip,” he ordered, stepping back. “Slow. Let Daddy see his little girl.”

Elise’s hands shook a little as she pulled the sweater over her head, then unhooked her bra. Her breasts spilled free — full, soft, nipples dark pink and begging. She shimmied out of her jeans and panties next, kicking them aside. Naked, vulnerable, she stood there with her arms at her sides, cheeks burning.

Alex drank her in. “Beautiful. My perfect little princess.” He stepped closer, ran a finger down the center of her body — from collarbone, between her breasts, over her stomach, stopping just above her mound. “Already so wet for Daddy, aren’t you?”

She nodded. “Yes… please…”

He slid two fingers between her folds. Slick, hot, dripping. “Fuck, baby. This pussy is soaked.” He circled her clit once, twice — slow, teasing — then pulled away when her hips jerked. “Not yet. Little girls don’t get to cum until Daddy says.”

He guided her to the bed, sat on the edge, and pulled her between his knees. “On your knees, princess. Show Daddy how much you want this.”

Elise dropped instantly. Her hands went to his belt, fumbling a little in her excitement. She freed his cock — thick, hard, veins standing out, the head already shiny with pre-cum. She looked up at him with those big, needy eyes.

“Open,” he said.

She parted her lips. He guided himself in, slow, letting her adjust to the stretch. “That’s it. Suck Daddy nice and slow. Good girl.”

She moaned around him, the vibration making him groan. Her tongue swirled under the head, then she took him deeper, cheeks hollowing. Alex threaded his fingers through her hair, not forcing, just guiding the rhythm.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “My sweet little girl on her knees, sucking cock like she was born for it. So pretty. So mine.”

She hummed happily, eyes watering a little as she tried to take more. He let her work for a minute, then pulled out with a wet pop.

“On the bed. On your back. Legs spread.”

Elise scrambled up, lying back, thighs falling open. Her pussy glistened in the low light — swollen lips, clit peeking out, inner thighs already slick.

Alex knelt between her legs, hooked her knees over his shoulders, and leaned down. He licked one long stripe from her entrance to her clit. She cried out, hands flying to his hair.

“Daddy!”

He smiled against her. “Quiet, baby. Let Daddy taste what’s his.”

He ate her like he was starving — slow laps, then flicking her clit, then sucking it gently between his lips. Two fingers slid inside her, curling up to rub that spot that made her hips buck. She was panting, thighs trembling.

“Please… please… I need to cum…”

“Not yet.” He pulled back, fingers still buried, thumb pressing her clit without moving. “Beg properly.”

Elise whimpered. “Please, Daddy… please let your little girl cum. I’ve been good. I need it so bad. Please fuck me… please…”

He groaned. “That’s my girl.”

He climbed over her, lined himself up, and pushed in one slow, steady thrust. She gasped, back arching as he filled her completely. So tight, so wet, so perfect.

“Fuck… you feel like heaven, baby.”

He started moving — deep, controlled strokes, grinding his pelvis against her clit every time he bottomed out. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

“Daddy… harder… please…”

He picked up speed, slamming in harder, the bed creaking under them. “This what my little girl needs? Daddy’s cock stretching her tight pussy?”

“Yes! Yes! Oh god, Daddy!”

He reached down, rubbed her clit in fast circles. “Cum for me, princess. Cum on Daddy’s cock. Now.”

She shattered — body locking up, pussy clenching rhythmically around him, a high, broken cry tearing from her throat. “Daddy! Daddy! I’m cumming!”

He fucked her through it, chasing his own release. A few more hard thrusts and he buried himself deep, groaning low as he came — hot pulses filling her, marking her inside.

They stayed like that for long minutes, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. He kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“My good girl,” he whispered. “My perfect little one.”

Elise smiled sleepily, curling into his chest. “I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too, baby. This is just the beginning.”

And it was.

Over the next weeks and months, the rules started small but grew.

He gave her a bedtime — 10:30 on weeknights, 11 on weekends. If she stayed up late scrolling her phone, he pulled her over his knee for a bare-bottom spanking, not too hard at first, just enough to sting and make her wet. After, he’d finger her slowly while she apologized, edging her until she cried, then finally let her cum.

He bought her cute panties — cotton with little bows, pastel colors. Sometimes he’d make her wear them under her work clothes, texting her during the day: Thinking about my little girl’s pretty panties. Are you wet for Daddy?

She always answered honestly. And when she got home, he’d check — sliding a hand between her legs, feeling the damp cotton, then making her strip and kneel while he praised her for obeying.

One night he brought home her first pacifier — plain pink, adult size. She blushed furiously when he held it up.

“Open, baby.”

She did. He slipped it between her lips. She sucked instinctively, eyes fluttering closed. He pulled her into his lap, rocked her gently, hand rubbing slow circles over her pussy through her panties.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Daddy’s got you.”

That was the first time she came just from his hand and the paci — no penetration, no rush. Just soft, overwhelming comfort and pleasure.

A few months later he bought pull-ups — not full diapers yet, but close. For “just in case” nights when she felt extra little. The first time he taped one on her, she trembled with embarrassment and arousal.

“Look at my baby girl,” he said, running a finger along the leg cuff. “All padded and safe for Daddy.”

He rubbed the front until she humped his hand, whining around her paci. Then he pulled the pull-up down just enough to slide his cock in alongside the padding, fucking her slow and shallow while she clutched her stuffed bear and came untouched.

From there it only got deeper.

He started calling her “princess” or “little one” more often. Made her ask permission to touch herself, even when alone. If she broke a rule, punishments got firmer — corner time naked, writing lines (“I will be a good girl for Daddy” fifty times), longer spankings with the wooden hairbrush that left her ass glowing red and her pussy dripping.

But always, always, the aftercare was endless. Baths with bubbles, cuddles under blankets, soft kisses, whispered praise. “Daddy’s so proud of you.” “My perfect little girl.” “You’re safe. You’re loved.”

And the sex — god, the sex.

Slow, teasing mornings where he woke her by eating her out under the covers.

Rough evenings where he bent her over the kitchen counter, yanked her panties down, and fucked her hard while she gripped the edge and moaned “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy.”

Tender nights where he laid her on her back, legs spread, and slid in inch by inch, staring into her eyes the whole time, telling her she was his forever.

By the time their seventh anniversary came around, their dynamic was solid. Private. Sacred. At work she was the confident, capable wife. At home she was his little girl — needy, obedient, dripping wet the second he said “kneel.”

And tonight, after another long day, she walked through the door already aching for him.

Alex was waiting in the hallway, sleeves rolled up, that calm, knowing smile on his face.

“Hi, baby.”

“Hi, Daddy,” she breathed, dropping her bag.

He stepped forward, cupped her face, kissed her deep. Then his hand slid down, under her skirt, between her thighs.

“Already soaked,” he murmured against her lips. “My needy little girl.”

She whimpered. “Missed you.”

“I know.” He pulled her panties aside, slid two fingers inside her slick heat. “Strip. Right here. Daddy wants to see all of you.”

Elise obeyed instantly — blouse, bra, skirt, panties pooling at her feet. Naked in the hallway, skin prickling in the cool air.

He looked her over slowly. “On your knees, princess.”

She dropped.

“Open.”

She did.

He freed his cock, already hard and leaking. Guided himself into her warm mouth.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Suck Daddy nice and slow.”

She did — tongue swirling, lips tight, moaning softly around him.

He let her worship for a minute, then pulled out. “Bedroom. Now.”

They made it halfway down the hall before he pinned her to the wall again, lifted one of her legs, and slid inside her in one hard thrust.

She cried out. “Daddy!”

“Quiet, baby. Take it.”

He fucked her standing — deep, possessive strokes, hand over her mouth to muffle her moans. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

When he felt her start to flutter around him, he growled, “Cum for Daddy. Now.”

She shattered — body shaking, pussy clenching, muffled cries against his palm.

He followed right after, burying deep and filling her with hot spurts.

They slid to the floor together, panting, tangled.

He kissed her forehead. “My good girl. My little one.”

She smiled, sleepy and sated. “Forever, Daddy.”

He held her tighter. “Forever.”


Chapter 2 – Their DDLG Life Now

Seven years had passed since that rainy night when Elise first whispered her fantasy into the dark. What started as a single, wine-fueled confession had become the heartbeat of their private world. At work she was still Elise — sharp, professional, the one people turned to when deadlines loomed or clients got difficult. But the second she stepped through the front door of their house in New Castle, the mask fell away. Home was where Daddy waited, and home was where she became his little girl.

Alex had grown into the role with quiet confidence. He never pushed too hard outside their agreed boundaries, but inside these walls the rules were simple and ironclad:

●        Bedtime at 10:30 on weeknights, no exceptions unless Daddy said so.

●        No touching her pussy without asking first — even when she was alone and aching.

●        When he said “kneel,” she dropped. No hesitation.

●        Diapers or pull-ups on “little nights” — his call, not hers.

●        Always call him Daddy when they were alone.

●        Good girls get praise and orgasms. Naughty girls get spanked, edged, and sometimes sent to bed frustrated.

Tonight was a Thursday, and Elise had been counting the hours since lunch. The office had been chaos — endless emails, a last-minute presentation rewrite, her boss breathing down her neck. By the time she pulled into the driveway her thighs were already slick, her panties damp from the low throb that had followed her all day. She knew the second she walked in, he’d smell it on her.

Alex was in the hallway when she opened the door. Jeans, dark t-shirt stretched across his chest, sleeves rolled to the elbows. That calm, knowing smile that always made her stomach flip.

“Hi, baby.”

“Hi, Daddy,” she breathed, kicking the door shut behind her. Her bag hit the floor with a soft thud.

He stepped forward without a word, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her — slow, possessive, tongue sliding deep until she whimpered into his mouth. When he pulled back, his thumb brushed her swollen bottom lip.

“Rough day?”

She nodded. “I missed you so much.”

“I know.” His hand slid down her body, over her blouse, her skirt, then under the hem. Fingers found the crotch of her panties — soaked through. “Jesus, princess. You’re dripping already.”

Elise’s cheeks burned. “Couldn’t help it. Kept thinking about you… about coming home.”

He hooked a finger under the elastic and tugged the fabric aside. Two fingers slid through her folds, gathering her wetness, then pushed inside her in one smooth motion. She gasped, rising on her toes.

“Such a needy little girl,” he murmured against her ear. “Strip. Right here. Show Daddy everything.”

Her hands moved before her brain caught up. Blouse buttons undone, bra unhooked, skirt unzipped and pooled at her feet. Panties last — she peeled the wet cotton down her thighs, stepped out, and stood naked in the hallway light. Skin prickling. Nipples tight. Pussy glistening.

Alex looked her over slowly, eyes dark with hunger. “On your knees, princess.”

She dropped instantly, knees hitting the hardwood. Mouth already watering.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped, pulled his cock free. Thick, hard, the head flushed dark and shiny with pre-cum. He fisted the base and guided himself to her lips.

“Open.”

She parted her mouth wide. He slid in — slow at first, letting her tongue swirl around the head, then deeper until he hit the back of her throat. She moaned around him, eyes watering, hands resting on his thighs.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Suck Daddy nice and slow. Show me how much you missed this cock.”

Elise obeyed, bobbing her head, cheeks hollowing, tongue pressing flat along the underside. She loved this — the weight of him on her tongue, the salty taste, the way his fingers tightened in her hair when she did something right. He didn’t fuck her mouth hard tonight; he let her worship, let her set the rhythm while he praised her in that low, rough voice.

“Look at you… my perfect little cocksucker. So eager for Daddy. You were thinking about this all day, weren’t you? Sitting at your desk, clit throbbing, wishing you were on your knees instead.”

She hummed yes around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

After a minute he pulled out with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “Up. Bedroom. Now.”

They made it to the bedroom door before he spun her around, pressed her front to the wall, and kicked her feet apart. One hand pinned her wrists above her head; the other slid between her legs from behind.

“Spread wider, baby.”

She did. His fingers found her clit, rubbed in tight circles while he ground his cock against her ass.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growled. “This little pussy has been aching for Daddy all day.”

“Yes… please… need you inside…”

He lined up and thrust in — one hard stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Elise cried out, forehead pressing to the cool wall.

“Quiet, princess. Take it like a good girl.”

He fucked her standing — deep, steady thrusts that rocked her onto her toes. His free hand slid around to rub her clit again, matching the rhythm of his hips. Every stroke dragged against that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes.

“Daddy… oh god… harder…”

He gave it to her — slamming in, balls slapping against her, hand working her clit faster. “This what my little girl needs? Daddy’s cock stretching her tight cunt? Filling her up?”

“Yes! Yes! Please don’t stop…”

He leaned in, teeth grazing her neck. “Cum for me, baby. Cum on Daddy’s cock. Now.”

The command tipped her over. Her whole body locked up, pussy clenching rhythmically around him, a broken moan tearing from her throat. “Daddy! I’m cumming… I’m cumming!”

He fucked her through the spasms, chasing his own release. A few more brutal thrusts and he buried deep, groaning low as he came — hot, thick pulses flooding her, marking her inside.

They stayed locked together for long seconds, breathing ragged. He kissed the back of her neck, her shoulder, then slowly pulled out. A trickle of his cum leaked down her thigh.

Alex turned her gently, kissed her forehead. “My good girl. My perfect little one.”

She smiled, legs shaky. “Love you, Daddy.”

“Love you too, baby.” He scooped her up — easy, like she weighed nothing — and carried her the rest of the way to the bedroom.

He laid her on the bed, grabbed a warm washcloth from the bathroom, and cleaned her gently between her legs. Then he reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out one of her favorite pull-ups — soft pink, crinkly, with little cartoon bears printed on the front.

“Little night tonight,” he said, voice soft but firm. “You’ve earned it.”

Elise’s heart fluttered. She lifted her hips without being told. He slid the pull-up under her, powdered her mound and between her cheeks, then taped it snug. The padding hugged her like a warm hug.

He rubbed the front in slow circles. “Feel that? All padded and safe for Daddy.”

She whimpered, already getting wet again under the cotton. “Daddy…”

“Shh. Not tonight. You already came once. Bedtime soon.”

He helped her into a soft nightie — pale blue, short enough that the pull-up peeked out at the hem — then tucked her under the covers with her favorite stuffed rabbit. He clipped her paci to the neckline.

“Teeth brushed?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Paci in if you need it.”

She nodded, sucking lightly on the nipple when he popped it between her lips.

He climbed in beside her, pulled her against his chest. One hand rested possessively on the padded front of her pull-up.

“Sleep now, princess. Daddy’s got you.”

Elise sighed, already drifting. The day’s stress felt miles away. Here, in his arms, diaper crinkling softly with every breath, she was safe. Owned. Loved.

And tomorrow, she knew, the rules would still be waiting.

She was his little girl. Always.


Chapter 3 – Work Makes Her Needy

The alarm went off at 6:15 a.m., sharp and unforgiving. Elise groaned, rolling over to slap it silent. Alex was already up — she could hear the shower running, smell the coffee starting downstairs. Normal morning. But today felt heavier than usual.

She dragged herself out of bed, still wearing the soft pink pull-up from last night. It was dry — she’d held it like a good girl — but the crinkle when she moved reminded her exactly who she belonged to. She peeled it off in the bathroom, showered quick, dressed for the office: charcoal pencil skirt, cream blouse, low heels. Professional. Capable. The opposite of the little girl who’d fallen asleep sucking her paci against Daddy’s chest.

At work the mask went on full force. Meetings back-to-back, a client call that turned into a shouting match, then her boss dropping a “quick revision” on her desk at 3:30 that needed to be done by end of day. By 5 p.m. her head throbbed, her shoulders were knotted, and every time she shifted in her chair she felt the ghost of last night’s ache between her legs. She hadn’t touched herself — hadn’t even considered breaking the rule — but the need had been simmering low and constant since she woke up.

The drive home took forty minutes in rush-hour traffic. By the time she pulled into the driveway in New Castle, tears pricked the corners of her eyes. Not from sadness exactly. Just… overload. Too much noise, too many decisions, too many people expecting her to be the grown-up. She needed to be small. She needed Daddy.

Alex must have heard the car. He opened the front door before she even reached it, standing there in jeans and a faded gray t-shirt, arms crossed, watching her with that steady gaze that always saw right through her.

She didn’t speak. Just walked straight into him, buried her face in his chest, and let the first sob escape.

His arms closed around her instantly. One hand cradled the back of her head, the other rubbed slow circles between her shoulder blades.

“Rough one, baby?”

She nodded against him, voice muffled. “Everything went wrong. I messed up the presentation timing, the client yelled, and then… then the rewrite… I just… I can’t anymore today, Daddy.”

He kissed the top of her head. “I’ve got you, princess. Come inside.”

He guided her in, shut the door, took her coat and bag. No questions, no rushing. Just quiet ownership. He led her straight to the living room, sat on the couch, and pulled her onto his lap sideways so she could curl against him like she weighed nothing.

She tucked her face into his neck, breathing in the familiar smell of his skin and soap. His hand slipped under her skirt — not sexual at first, just resting warm on her thigh.

“Tell Daddy what happened,” he said softly.

She spilled it all — the shouting client, the impossible deadline, the way her boss had sighed like she’d personally disappointed him. The words tumbled out between hiccuping breaths. Alex listened, never interrupting, just stroking her back and murmuring “I know, baby… Daddy’s listening…”

When she finally ran out of steam, he tilted her chin up and kissed her forehead.

“You did your best. That’s all Daddy asks. Now it’s time to let go. No more big-girl thoughts tonight. Understand?”

She nodded, eyes shiny. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” He stood, lifting her easily in his arms like he always did when she felt this small. Carried her upstairs to the bedroom.

He set her on her feet beside the changing mat he’d laid out on the floor weeks ago — thick, waterproof, soft fleece on top. She stood there, arms limp, letting him undress her piece by piece. Blouse unbuttoned, bra unhooked, skirt unzipped. When she was down to just her panties, he hooked his fingers in the waistband.

“These are soaked, princess. Did my little girl leak a little at work?”

Her cheeks flamed. “No… just… wet. All day.”

He tugged them down, exposing her. She was glistening, lips puffy, clit swollen from hours of low-grade arousal. Alex made a low, approving sound.

“My needy baby.”

He helped her lie back on the mat, knees bent, feet flat. From the drawer he pulled wipes, baby powder, and one of the thicker nighttime diapers — white, crinkly, with extra padding between the legs.

“Legs up, baby.”

She lifted them obediently, knees to her chest. He wiped her clean — slow, thorough strokes over her pussy and between her cheeks — then dusted powder everywhere. The scent filled the room: clean, sweet, comforting. He slid the diaper under her hips, pulled the front up snug, and taped it tight on both sides.

“There,” he said, patting the padded mound. “All safe and dry for Daddy.”

Elise whimpered. The bulk between her thighs made her feel tiny, helpless, owned. She rocked her hips once, instinctively, the padding rubbing against her clit.

Alex noticed. His eyes darkened. “Needy little thing.”

He knelt between her spread legs, hands on her thighs, keeping them open. Then he leaned down and licked — one long, slow stripe from the bottom of the diaper up over the cotton front, right where her clit hid.

She gasped. “Daddy…”

He rubbed his mouth against the padding, hot breath seeping through. “You’re already leaking into this, aren’t you? Getting my baby girl’s diaper all messy.”

“Yes… please…”

He kept going — licking, pressing his tongue flat against the front, letting her feel the pressure but not enough friction. She humped up against his face, whining.

“Shh. Let Daddy take care of you.”

He rubbed harder now — slow circles with the heel of his hand over the padded front. The friction was perfect through the cotton: soft, indirect, maddening. Elise’s breathing turned ragged, hips rolling in small desperate circles.

“Daddy… I need… please…”

“Not yet.” He pulled back just enough to look at her face — flushed, eyes glassy, lips parted. “You’re going to cum like this, princess. Humping Daddy’s hand through your diaper. Show me how much my little girl needs it.”

He pressed harder, rubbing faster. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with her soft moans. She clutched the mat on either side of her, thighs trembling.

“Daddy… oh god… I’m close…”

“That’s it. Cum for Daddy. Soak your diaper like a good girl.”

The words pushed her over. Her back arched, a high cry tearing from her throat as the orgasm rolled through her — sharp, pulsing waves that made her pussy clench against the padding. Wetness flooded the inside of the diaper, warm and slick. She shook through it, gasping “Daddy… Daddy…” over and over.

He kept rubbing gently until the aftershocks faded, then leaned down to kiss her stomach, her breasts, her mouth.

“My perfect baby,” he whispered. “So beautiful when you let go.”

She smiled weakly, still floating. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He cleaned her hands with a wipe, then lifted her — diaper and all — and carried her to the bed. Tucked her under the covers with her stuffed rabbit and paci. She sucked it instinctively, eyes already drooping.

Alex stripped down to his boxers and slid in beside her, pulling her against his chest. One hand rested on the front of her diaper, warm and possessive.

“Sleep now, little one. Daddy’s right here.”

Elise sighed, the last of the day’s tension melting away. The diaper crinkled softly with every breath. She was safe. Small. His.

Tomorrow she’d be big again — meetings, deadlines, responsibility. But tonight she was just Daddy’s baby girl.

And that was enough.


Chapter 4 – The Big Girl Talk

The next morning dawned gray and quiet, the kind of Saturday where the world outside stayed asleep for a long time. Elise woke slowly, still tucked against Alex’s chest, the thick diaper from last night crinkling softly every time she shifted. It was soggy now — not a full accident, just the slow leak of arousal and a small, helpless release during the night that she hadn’t even fully registered until morning. She blushed hard at the realization, pressing her thighs together around the bulk.

Alex stirred, his hand automatically sliding down to pat the front of her diaper. “Morning, baby. Wet already?”

She hid her face in his neck. “A little… sorry, Daddy.”

He chuckled low, the sound rumbling through his chest. “No sorrys. That’s what they’re for. My little girl doesn’t have to hold it when she’s this small.”

He rolled her gently onto her back, peeled back the tapes one by one, and opened the diaper. Cool air hit her skin, making her shiver. He wiped her clean with slow, careful strokes — between her folds, over her clit, along the crease of her ass — then powdered her generously. The scent filled the room again, comforting and filthy at the same time.

“Up, princess. Let’s get you changed and dressed. We’re talking today.”

Her stomach flipped. “Talking?”

He nodded, taping a fresh pull-up on her — thinner than last night’s, but still padded enough to remind her who was in charge. “About what you said last night. About being my big girl for Daddy now.”

She bit her lip, nodding. “I meant it.”

“I know you did.” He helped her into soft leggings and an oversized sweater — no bra, no real panties underneath the pull-up. Just cozy, easy access. “Breakfast first. Then we talk.”

Downstairs he made pancakes while she sat at the table, legs swinging, sucking lightly on her paci when he clipped it to her sweater. He set a plate in front of her — cut into small pieces, syrup on the side — and fed her the first bite himself.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Eat up. Daddy needs his princess strong for today.”

They ate in comfortable quiet, his foot resting against hers under the table. When the plates were cleared, he took her hand and led her to the living room couch.

He sat, pulled her onto his lap facing him, straddling his thighs. Her pull-up pressed against the front of his jeans; she could already feel him half-hard beneath her.

“Tell me again,” he said, hands resting warm on her hips. “What do you want, baby?”

Elise looked down at his chest for a second, gathering courage, then met his eyes. “I want to be your big girl for Daddy now. Still your little… still needing rules and diapers and spankings and all the baby stuff. But I want more too. I want to take bigger things. Plugs. Your cock in my ass. Rougher play. I want to earn bigger orgasms. I want to prove I can be good even when you push me harder.”

Alex’s grip tightened on her hips. His cock jerked under her, fully hard now.

“Fuck, princess,” he breathed. “You sure?”

She nodded fast. “I trust you. I want to feel owned deeper. Like… like I’m graduating, but I’m still yours completely.”

He studied her face for a long moment, then leaned in and kissed her — slow, deep, claiming. When he pulled back, his voice was rough.

“Okay. We start tonight. But we go slow. You use your words if it’s too much. Yellow to slow down, red to stop. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” He lifted her sweater, cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they peaked. “First lesson: big girls take what Daddy gives them. No whining. No hiding.”

He stood, carrying her upstairs to the bedroom. Laid her on her back on the changing mat again.

“Legs up and open.”

She obeyed, knees to her chest, exposing the pull-up. He tugged it down just enough to bare her ass and pussy, then reached for the lube and the medium pink plug — the one with the flared base and the heart jewel she secretly loved.

“Relax for Daddy.”

He slicked his fingers, circled her hole gently, then pushed one in. She gasped, clenching at first, then forced herself to breathe. He worked her open slowly — one finger, then two, scissoring, curling, until she was rocking back against his hand.

“So tight,” he murmured. “My big girl’s going to take this plug all day. Then tonight, Daddy’s going to fuck that pretty pussy while you’re plugged. Feel how full you are.”

He coated the plug, pressed the tip to her entrance. “Breathe out, baby.”

She did. The plug slid in — slow stretch, then the pop of the widest part, then settled snug. She moaned, hips twitching.

“Good girl,” he praised, patting her ass. “Keep it in while we finish breakfast cleanup. No taking it out.”

He pulled the pull-up back up over the plug, the extra pressure making her whimper. The jewel base pressed against the cotton, a constant reminder.

Downstairs she helped him wash dishes — bent over the sink, plug shifting with every movement, pussy dripping into the padding. He stood behind her, grinding against her ass once, letting her feel how hard he was.

“Feel that? Daddy’s cock is aching for his big girl.”

“Please…”

“Not yet. Earn it.”

The morning dragged deliciously. Every step made the plug press deeper. By lunchtime she was squirming, thighs slick under the leggings.

He finally took pity after they ate. Led her back to the bedroom.

“On the bed. On your knees. Ass up.”

She scrambled into position — face down, ass high, pull-up still on. He yanked it down to her thighs, exposing the plug.

“Such a pretty sight. My big girl plugged and dripping.”

He rubbed her clit from behind, slow circles, then slid two fingers into her pussy alongside the plug. The fullness was overwhelming — she cried out, rocking back.

“Daddy… please… need your cock…”

He groaned. “You’ve been so good.”

He pulled the plug out slowly, watching her hole flutter. Then he lined up his cock — thick, leaking — and pushed into her pussy in one long thrust.

She moaned loud, fists clutching the sheets. “Daddy!”

He fucked her deep, steady, hands on her hips pulling her back onto him. Every stroke dragged against that spot inside her.

“Take it, princess. Take Daddy’s cock like the big girl you are.”

“Yes… harder… please…”

He gave it to her — slamming in, balls slapping her clit, one hand reaching around to rub her swollen nub. The angle was perfect; the build was fast.

“Cum for me, baby. Cum on Daddy’s cock. Show me you can handle it.”

She shattered — pussy clamping down, body shaking, a raw cry ripping from her throat. “Daddy! I’m cumming… oh god!”

He fucked her through it, thrusts turning erratic, then buried deep and came — hot, thick spurts filling her, overflowing, dripping down her thighs.

They collapsed together, panting. He pulled out gently, cleaned her with wipes, taped a fresh diaper on her — thick again, for comfort.

“My perfect big girl,” he whispered, pulling her into his arms. “So proud of you.”

She nuzzled his chest, sleepy and sated. “Love being yours, Daddy. All ways.”

He kissed her forehead. “Forever, baby. Now rest. Tonight we go even bigger.”

She smiled against his skin, already drifting.

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5 – Big Girl Weekend Begins

Saturday evening arrived with a soft rain tapping the windows. The house felt smaller, warmer, more theirs. Elise had spent the afternoon in little space after the morning’s plug training — coloring at the coffee table with crayons spread out, paci clipped to her sweater, pull-up still hugging her hips under loose shorts. Alex had watched her from the couch, book in hand, but his eyes kept drifting back to the way she shifted every few minutes, the plug still buried inside her, making her squirm.

When the clock hit 7 p.m., he set the book aside.

“Princess.”

She looked up, crayon paused mid-stroke.

“Big girl weekend starts now. Stand up.”

Elise rose slowly, the plug shifting with the movement. A small whimper escaped before she could stop it.

He stood, walked over, and lifted her chin. “Rules for the weekend, baby. Listen carefully.”

She nodded, eyes wide.

“One: at home, you wear only a t-shirt or nightie. No leggings, no shorts. Diaper or pull-up only below the waist. Daddy chooses which.”

“Two: plug stays in unless Daddy removes it. You’ll wear it during chores, meals, everything.”

“Three: ask permission to pee, to touch yourself, to cum. No exceptions.”

“Four: if you break a rule, punishment is immediate. No arguing.”

“Five: you call me Daddy every time you speak to me. No exceptions.”

“Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” He tugged her sweater over her head, leaving her in just the pull-up. The pink cotton stretched tight over the plug’s base. “Kitchen. Time to clean up from dinner. Hands and knees.”

Elise dropped to all fours without hesitation. The hardwood was cool under her palms and knees. She crawled ahead of him into the kitchen, ass swaying, plug pressing deeper with every movement. The crinkle of the pull-up echoed softly.

Alex followed, leaning against the counter to watch.

“Start with the dishes. Scrub them nice and slow.”

She pulled herself up to the sink, bent over the edge, reached for the sponge. Every stretch made the plug nudge that sensitive spot inside. Her thighs trembled. Soap suds dripped down her arms. She could feel wetness seeping into the padding already.

He stepped behind her. One hand rested on her lower back; the other slid between her legs, cupping the front of the pull-up.

“Already soaked, baby. Such a needy big girl.”

She moaned softly, hips rocking back.

“Focus on the dishes. No humping Daddy’s hand yet.”

She tried. Scrubbed plates, rinsed them, set them in the drainer. But every bend, every reach, sent sparks through her core. When she stretched for the top shelf to put away a glass, the plug shifted hard. She gasped, knees buckling a little.

Alex caught her waist. “Naughty. You bent without asking.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy…”

“Ten swats. Count them.”

He pulled her pull-up down to mid-thigh, exposing her ass. The pink plug gleamed between her cheeks. His hand came down — firm, stinging slaps that echoed in the quiet kitchen.

“One… thank you, Daddy.”

Two through ten. By the end her ass glowed pink, heat spreading to her pussy. Tears pricked her eyes, but she was dripping down her thighs.

He rubbed the warmed skin gently. “Good girl for taking it.”

He left the pull-up down, turned her around, lifted her onto the counter. Legs spread wide, feet dangling.

“Look at this messy pussy.” He traced a finger through her folds, collecting slickness. “Big girls get rewarded when they’re good.”

He leaned down, licked one long stripe from her entrance to her clit. She cried out, hands flying to his hair.

“Daddy… please…”

He ate her slow — tongue circling her clit, dipping inside, sucking gently. The plug made everything tighter, more intense. She rocked against his mouth, panting.

“Ask nicely.”

“Please, Daddy… may I cum?”

“Not yet. Hold it.”

He kept going — edging her mercilessly. Tongue flicking fast, then slow, fingers sliding in alongside the plug to rub that front wall. She sobbed with need, thighs shaking.

“Daddy… I can’t… please…”

“Cum. Now.”

She shattered — back arching off the counter, pussy clenching hard around his fingers and the plug, a raw cry tearing from her throat. Wetness flooded his mouth; he licked her through every pulse until she slumped, trembling.

He stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then pulled her into his arms.

“My perfect big girl.”

He carried her to the living room, laid her on the couch on her stomach. The plug stayed in. He rubbed lotion into her spanked ass, soothing the heat.

“Rest a minute. Then we continue.”

She nodded weakly, cheek against the cushion.

Half an hour later he returned with a fresh thick diaper — nighttime style, extra absorbent.

“Time to change my messy girl.”

He lifted her hips, slid the soaked pull-up off, wiped her clean again. Powder dusted over her mound and ass. The diaper went under her, taped snug.

“There. All padded for the rest of the night.”

He sat, pulled her onto his lap facing away, her back to his chest. One hand slipped inside the diaper front, cupping her still-sensitive pussy.

“Feel how full you are, baby? Plug in your ass, Daddy’s fingers in your pussy, diaper hugging everything.”

She whimpered, rocking slowly.

He rubbed lazy circles over her clit. “Big girls take more. Tonight you’re going to ride Daddy while plugged.”

He freed his cock from his jeans — hard, thick, leaking. Lifted her hips, guided her down slowly. The plug made her impossibly tight. She sank inch by inch, gasping.

“Daddy… so full…”

“That’s it. Take every inch.”

When she bottomed out, he held her hips, rocking her gently at first. The plug pressed against him through her walls — double pressure, overwhelming.

“Ride me, princess. Show Daddy how big you can be.”

She obeyed — lifting and dropping, slow at first, then faster. The diaper crinkled with every bounce. His hands guided her, thumbs digging into her hips.

“Fuck… so tight. My big girl’s pussy gripping Daddy so good.”

She moaned, head falling back against his shoulder.

“Harder, Daddy… please…”

He thrust up to meet her, deep and possessive. One hand slid to her clit, rubbing fast.

“Cum again. Soak your diaper while you ride me.”

The second orgasm hit like a wave — body locking, pussy spasming around him, cries muffled against his neck. He followed right after — groaning low, filling her deep, hot pulses that leaked out around his cock into the padding.

They stayed connected for long minutes, breathing hard.

He kissed her temple. “Such a good big girl for Daddy.”

She smiled sleepily. “Love you, Daddy.”

“Love you too, baby. Weekend’s just starting.”

He carried her upstairs, tucked her into bed in the fresh diaper, paci in her mouth, stuffed rabbit in her arms.

“Sleep now. Tomorrow we push even more.”

She drifted off with the plug still inside, diaper crinkling softly, feeling completely owned.


Chapter 6 – Naughty Girl Gets Spanked

Sunday morning light filtered through the curtains, soft and pale. Elise woke to the familiar crinkle of her thick diaper and the dull, persistent pressure of the plug still buried deep in her ass. She hadn’t taken it out since yesterday afternoon — Daddy’s rule, and she’d obeyed without complaint. The padding between her legs felt heavy, warm from overnight leaks and the slow drip of arousal that never quite stopped when she was plugged like this.

She rolled onto her side, hugging her stuffed rabbit, and sucked lightly on her paci. The house was quiet except for the faint sound of Alex moving downstairs — coffee brewing, maybe breakfast starting. She knew the weekend rules still applied: no big-girl clothes, no touching without permission, plug in until he said otherwise.

After a few minutes she crawled out of bed, diaper sagging slightly, and made her way to the top of the stairs on all fours. She paused there, listening, then called softly.

“Daddy?”

His voice came up from the kitchen. “Come down, princess. Crawl.”

She did — knees and palms on each step, ass swaying, plug shifting with every movement. By the time she reached the bottom her breathing was shallow, pussy throbbing under the padding.

Alex stood at the counter, pouring coffee into two mugs. He glanced over, eyes darkening as he took in the sight: his little girl crawling toward him in nothing but a nightie that barely covered the diaper, paci dangling from its clip, hair mussed from sleep.

“Good morning, baby.”

“Morning, Daddy.” She stopped at his feet, looking up.

He set the mugs down, crouched, and cupped her chin. “Did my big girl sleep well?”

“Yes, Daddy. But… I’m really full. And the plug…”

He smiled faintly. “You’ll get relief soon. First, breakfast. Then we check how good you’ve been.”

He lifted her onto a stool at the island, legs dangling, diaper crinkling loudly. He fed her bites of scrambled eggs and toast from his fork, wiping her mouth gently between each one. She ate obediently, thighs pressed together, trying not to squirm too much.

When the plate was empty, he wiped her hands and face, then stood.

“Time for inspection.”

He led her to the living room rug, had her lie on her back, knees up and spread. He peeled the tapes open slowly, exposing her. The diaper inside was damp — not soaked, but definitely used — and her pussy glistened, swollen from constant low-grade need.

“Messy girl,” he murmured, wiping her clean with warm cloths. “But no big accidents. Good.”

He powdered her again, but didn’t tape a fresh diaper yet. Instead he reached for the lube, slicked two fingers, and circled her plugged hole.

“Still tight around it. You’ve been clenching all night, haven’t you?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “Yes, Daddy. It feels… so full.”

He worked the plug slowly — in and out a few inches, twisting — until she was moaning, hips rocking up.

“Such a needy big girl.”

He pulled the plug free with a soft pop. Her hole fluttered, empty and aching. Before she could whine, he replaced it with two slick fingers, scissoring gently.

“Tell Daddy: did you touch yourself at all last night?”

“No, Daddy. I promise.”

“Did you think about it?”

She hesitated half a second — too long.

His fingers stilled. “Answer honestly.”

“…Yes, Daddy. I thought about it. A lot. But I didn’t touch.”

He withdrew his fingers, wiped them on a cloth, then stood.

“Naughty thoughts without permission count as breaking the rule.”

Her stomach dropped. “I’m sorry, Daddy…”

“Corner time first. Then punishment.”

He pointed to the corner by the window. “Naked. Hands on head. Face the wall. Twenty minutes.”

She stripped the nightie off, stood naked in the corner, palms pressed to the back of her head. The cool air hit her skin, made her nipples tighten. She could hear him moving behind her — opening a drawer, setting something on the coffee table.

The minutes dragged. Her mind raced: the plug’s absence left her feeling open, needy; the anticipation of punishment made her pussy clench emptily. By the ten-minute mark she was shifting her weight, thighs slick again.

When the timer beeped, he spoke quietly.

“Over here, princess. Over my knee.”

She turned, walked to the couch where he sat. He guided her across his lap, ass up, head down near the cushion. Her feet didn’t quite touch the floor.

He rested one hand on her lower back, the other on her warmed ass.

“Ten with the hairbrush. Count each one. Thank me after.”

The first swat landed — sharp, stinging, right across both cheeks. The wooden hairbrush was heavier than his hand, the impact deeper.

“One… thank you, Daddy.”

Two. Three. Four. Each one built the heat, turning pink to red. By six she was squirming, tears pricking her eyes. By eight the sting had turned to a deep burn that spread straight to her clit.

“Nine… thank you, Daddy.”

Ten landed hardest — low, across the sit-spot. She cried out, body jerking.

“T-ten… thank you, Daddy.”

He set the brush aside, rubbed slow circles over the glowing skin. “Good girl for taking it.”

His fingers slid lower, between her thighs. She was drenched — slick coating her inner thighs, pussy swollen and dripping.

“Even after punishment, you’re soaked. My naughty little girl loves her spankings.”

She whimpered. “Yes, Daddy… I’m sorry… I’ll be good…”

He slid two fingers inside her, curling up to rub that spot. “You will. But first, Daddy’s going to use this tight ass.”

He reached for the lube again, slicked his cock — thick, hard, veins standing out — then coated her hole generously.

“Relax, baby. Breathe.”

She did. He pressed the head against her, pushed in slow. The stretch was intense — wider than the plug, hotter, fuller. She gasped, fists clutching the cushion.

“Easy… take it for Daddy.”

Inch by inch he sank in until his hips met her ass. She moaned low, body trembling.

“So full… Daddy…”

“That’s it. My big girl taking Daddy’s cock in her ass.”

He started moving — slow, deep thrusts, letting her adjust. One hand reached under to rub her clit in tight circles.

“Feel how deep I am? This is what naughty girls get. Daddy filling every hole.”

She rocked back to meet him, moans turning desperate. The burn from the spanking mixed with the pleasure, pushing her higher.

“Daddy… please… may I cum?”

“Ask again. Nicer.”

“Please, Daddy… please let your naughty girl cum on your cock… I need it so bad…”

“Cum. Now.”

She broke — body locking, ass clenching around him, pussy spasming against his fingers. A raw, broken cry tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her.

He fucked her harder through it — three, four more thrusts — then buried deep and came with a low groan, hot pulses flooding her ass.

They stayed locked together until he softened, then he pulled out gently, cleaned her with wipes, and taped a fresh thick diaper on her — no plug this time, just soft padding to cradle her sore, full hole.

He pulled her into his lap, rocked her slowly.

“My good girl. All forgiven.”

She nuzzled his neck, tears drying on her cheeks. “Thank you, Daddy. I’ll be better.”

“I know you will.” He kissed her forehead. “Rest now. Afternoon play later.”

She sighed, safe and small in his arms, diaper crinkling softly.

The weekend was far from over.


Chapter 7 – Nap Time Play

The afternoon sun had shifted to a lazy slant across the living room floor. Elise lay curled on the couch under a soft blanket, eyes heavy after the morning’s punishment and the deep claiming that followed. Her ass still tingled from the hairbrush, a warm reminder every time she shifted in the fresh thick diaper Alex had taped on her. No plug this time — he’d decided her hole needed a break after taking his cock — but the padding felt extra bulky, hugging her sore cheeks and cradling her still-sensitive pussy.

Alex came back from the kitchen with a bottle — warm milk, nipple already attached. He sat beside her, lifted her head gently onto his lap.

“Nap time, princess. Little girls need rest after big mornings.”

She opened her mouth without protest. He slipped the nipple between her lips. She sucked slowly, the warm sweetness filling her mouth, eyes fluttering closed. His free hand rested on the front of her diaper, palm warm through the cotton, not rubbing yet — just holding, owning.

“Drink it all down. Good girl.”

She nursed quietly, the rhythmic sucking calming the last edges of tension from her body. When the bottle was empty, he set it aside, popped her paci in place, and stroked her hair.

“Eyes closed. Daddy’s watching.”

She drifted — not fully asleep, but floating in that hazy space between. The diaper crinkled softly with every breath. Minutes passed, maybe twenty. Then she felt his hand move — slow circles over the padded front, pressing just enough to remind her clit it was there.

She stirred, a small whimper around the paci.

“Shh. Stay still, baby. Daddy’s waking his little girl up properly.”

He kept the pressure steady, rubbing in lazy loops. The friction through the thick padding was indirect, teasing, building heat without giving her the direct touch she craved. Her hips twitched once, then again.

“Needy already,” he murmured. “Even after this morning.”

She nodded faintly, paci bobbing.

He peeled one tape open, then the other, folding the front of the diaper down to expose her. Her pussy was flushed, lips puffy, a thin sheen of wetness already gathering. He leaned down, blew a soft breath across her clit. She jerked, moaning around the paci.

“Quiet, princess. Nap time isn’t over yet.”

He licked — one long, flat stroke from her entrance up over her clit. She arched, hands clutching the blanket.

“Daddy…”

He spread her wider with his thumbs, tongue circling her clit slow, then flicking the tip. She tasted like arousal and the faint sweetness of powder. He sucked gently, drawing her in, then released with a soft pop.

“Look at this pretty pussy. All swollen and wet for Daddy.”

He slid two fingers inside her — easy, slick, curling up to rub that front wall. She moaned louder, hips rocking.

“Shh. Or Daddy stops.”

She bit down on the paci, trying to stay quiet. He pumped his fingers slow, tongue lapping her clit in time. The build was torturous — steady, relentless, no rush.

When her thighs started trembling, he pulled back.

“Turn over. On your knees, face down.”

She obeyed shakily, ass up, head on the cushion. The diaper hung open around her thighs like a frame. He knelt behind her, hands spreading her cheeks.

“My big girl’s hole is still pink from earlier. So pretty.”

He licked there too — rimming her slowly, tongue pressing in gentle circles. She whimpered, pushing back.

“Please… Daddy…”

He slid his tongue inside, fucking her with shallow thrusts while one hand reached under to rub her clit again. She was dripping now, slick running down her thighs.

“Such a messy baby.”

He pulled back, replaced his tongue with two fingers in her ass — slow stretch, scissoring. His other hand worked her clit faster.

“Ride Daddy’s fingers. Show me how much you want it.”

She rocked back, moaning into the cushion, paci falling out. “Daddy… need more…”

He added a third finger in her ass, stretching her wider. His thumb pressed her clit hard.

“Cum like this. Hump Daddy’s hand. Soak the couch if you have to.”

She broke — body shaking, ass clenching around his fingers, pussy spasming against his palm. A muffled cry, wetness flooding his hand. She trembled through it, hips jerking until the waves faded.

He withdrew gently, wiped his hand, then flipped her onto her back again.

“Open your legs wide.”

She did. He lowered his mouth to her pussy once more — licking her clean, sucking the last pulses of her orgasm. She whimpered, oversensitive, but didn’t pull away.

When he finally lifted his head, his lips glistened. “Taste so good, princess.”

He reached for the lube on the side table, slicked his cock — still hard from watching her fall apart. He lined up at her entrance.

“Big girls take Daddy’s cock after naps. Ready?”

“Yes… please…”

He pushed in slow — inch by inch, letting her feel every ridge. She was tight from the earlier play, walls fluttering around him.

“Fuck… so perfect.”

He bottomed out, held still for a moment, then started thrusting — deep, controlled strokes that dragged against her oversensitive spots.

“Feel that? Daddy filling his big girl completely.”

She moaned, legs wrapping around his waist. “Harder… Daddy…”

He gave it to her — hips snapping, cock slamming deep. One hand pinned her wrists above her head; the other rubbed her clit in fast circles.

“Cum again. Milk Daddy’s cock. Show me you can take it.”

She shattered a second time — pussy clamping down hard, body bowing off the couch, cries raw and desperate. “Daddy! I’m cumming… again…”

He fucked her through it, thrusts turning erratic. A few more hard strokes and he buried deep, groaning as he came — thick pulses flooding her, overflowing, leaking out around his cock.

They stayed locked together until he softened. He pulled out slowly, cleaned her with wipes, then taped a fresh diaper on — even thicker this time, for the rest of the afternoon.

He gathered her close, rocked her gently on the couch.

“My perfect girl. So good for Daddy.”

She nuzzled his chest, paci back in her mouth, eyes heavy again.

“Love you, Daddy.”

“Love you too, baby. Rest now. Evening play soon.”

She drifted off in his arms, diaper crinkling softly, feeling small, full, and completely his.


Chapter 8 – Restaurant Tease

Monday evening came faster than either of them expected. The weekend had left Elise blissfully sore and floating, but work had dragged her back into big-girl mode all day. By the time she got home, she was already aching for the shift — for the moment Daddy took over again.

Alex had planned it carefully. He greeted her at the door with a kiss that lingered longer than usual, his hand sliding under her skirt to cup her through her panties.

“Date night tonight, princess. We’re going out.”

Her eyes widened. “Out? Like… normal?”

He smiled. “Normal enough. But Daddy’s rules still apply.”

He led her upstairs, stripped her slowly, and laid her on the changing mat. From the drawer he pulled a fresh pull-up — thin, discreet under clothes — and a small remote-controlled bullet vibe, egg-shaped, with a short cord and flared base to keep it in place.

“Tonight you wear this inside your panties. Daddy controls it from his phone.”

She shivered as he slicked the vibe with lube, pressed it against her clit, then slid it inside her pussy. The base nestled against her folds, secure. He taped the pull-up over it, then helped her into a simple black dress — knee-length, modest from the front, but the fabric clung just enough to hint at curves.

“No bra,” he said. “And these panties stay on unless I say.”

She nodded, already feeling the subtle weight of the vibe inside her.

At the restaurant — a quiet Italian place a short drive away — they were seated in a corner booth. Dim lights, soft music, the kind of spot where conversations stayed private. Alex ordered wine for both of them, then reached under the table to rest his hand on her thigh.

“Be good,” he murmured. “No squirming too obviously.”

The first buzz came while she was reading the menu. Low, steady vibration right against her clit. She gasped softly, thighs pressing together.

He didn’t look up from his own menu. Just sipped his wine.

“Order for us, princess.”

She managed it — voice only slightly higher than normal — pasta for her, steak for him. When the waiter left, the vibe ramped up. Medium now, pulsing in slow waves.

Her fingers gripped the edge of the table. She bit her lip, trying to keep her breathing even.

“Daddy…” she whispered.

“Shh. Smile for me.”

She forced a small smile. Across the table he looked perfectly calm — scrolling his phone like he was checking emails. But she knew better. Another pulse — stronger, longer. Her hips shifted involuntarily.

The food arrived. She picked up her fork with trembling fingers. Every bite felt impossible to focus on. The vibe cycled: low for a minute, then high for ten seconds, then off completely — leaving her throbbing and empty.

By the time the main course was half gone, she was soaked. The pull-up was damp, the vibe slick inside her. She leaned forward slightly, whispering.

“Please… Daddy… it’s too much…”

He met her eyes. “You’re doing so well. My big girl can handle a little tease in public.”

He turned it to a steady medium. She clenched around the toy, fighting the urge to rock against the seat. A soft whimper escaped before she could stop it.

The waiter came by to check on them. Alex smiled politely, asked for more water. Elise managed a nod, cheeks burning.

When the waiter left, Alex leaned in.

“Almost done. Finish your pasta.”

She tried. The vibe pulsed again — fast, insistent. Her thighs trembled under the table. She was close — embarrassingly close — right there in the booth.

“Daddy… I’m going to…”

“No.” His voice was firm, low. “Not yet. Hold it.”

She whimpered, nails digging into her palms. The waiter brought the check. Alex paid calmly, then stood, offering his hand.

“Let’s go home.”

The walk to the car felt endless. Every step shifted the vibe inside her, pressing it harder against her clit. She bit her lip so hard she tasted blood.

In the parking lot, he opened the passenger door for her. Before she could sit, he pushed her gently against the side of the car — back to him, dress hiked just enough.

“Spread your legs a little.”

She did. His hand slipped under the dress, between her thighs, pressing the vibe deeper through the pull-up.

“You’re dripping, baby. Soaked your padding for Daddy.”

He buzzed it high for five seconds. She moaned, head falling back against his shoulder.

“Please… home… need you…”

He turned it off, opened the door, helped her in.

The drive back was torture. He kept the vibe on low the whole way — constant, teasing, never enough. By the time they pulled into the driveway she was shaking, tears of frustration in her eyes.

Inside the door he didn’t wait. He pinned her against the wall — front first, hands above her head.

“Dress up.”

She hiked it to her waist. He yanked the pull-up down to her thighs, the vibe still buzzing low inside her.

“Quiet, princess. Neighbors might hear.”

He pulled the vibe out slowly — slick, glistening — then replaced it with two fingers, pumping fast.

“You were such a good girl tonight. Holding it all through dinner.”

She moaned against the wall. “Daddy… please… let me cum…”

He spun her around, lifted one of her legs around his waist, freed his cock. He thrust in hard — deep, stretching her around him.

“Cum now. On Daddy’s cock. Right here.”

She shattered instantly — pussy clamping down, body shaking, a muffled cry against his shoulder. Wetness flooded around him, soaking his jeans.

He fucked her through it — hard, possessive thrusts against the wall. One hand over her mouth to keep her quiet, the other gripping her ass.

“That’s it… take it… my big girl earned this.”

A few more strokes and he came — deep inside her, groaning low against her neck.

They slid to the floor together, breathing ragged.

He pulled out gently, cleaned her with wipes from his pocket, taped a fresh pull-up over her messy pussy.

“My perfect princess.”

She curled into his lap right there in the hallway, head on his chest.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “Bed now. You’ve earned a good night’s sleep.”

He carried her upstairs, tucked her in with her paci and rabbit, hand resting on the padded front of her pull-up.

“Sleep, baby. Tomorrow we finish the weekend strong.”

She drifted off smiling, still tingling from the night’s tease.


Chapter 9 – Daddy Reassures His Girl

The weekend had stretched into something raw and beautiful, every rule and scene layering deeper into Elise’s skin. By Sunday night she felt both exhausted and alive — sore in the best ways, marked inside and out by Daddy’s hands, his cock, his voice. The thick diaper he’d taped on after their hallway claiming still hugged her hips, crinkling softly when she shifted in bed. Alex lay beside her, one arm draped possessively across her waist, hand resting on the padded front like it belonged there.

She stared at the ceiling, paci clipped to her nightie but not in her mouth yet. The quiet stretched long enough that he noticed.

“What’s going on in that head, princess?”

She turned toward him, cheek against his shoulder. “I keep thinking… what if being your big girl means I stop being your little one? Like… if I take more, handle more, maybe I won’t need the diapers or the bottles or the paci anymore. And I don’t want that. I want both. I want to be strong out there and small here. With you.”

Alex shifted, rolling to face her fully. He cupped her cheek, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth.

“Listen to me, baby.” His voice was low, steady, the one he used when she needed grounding most. “You don’t lose anything by growing in this. Being my big girl doesn’t erase my little girl. It adds to her. You can take plugs and rough fucks and public teases and still crawl to me at the end of the day for your diaper change. You can kill it at work and still need Daddy to feed you dinner from his fork. Those things aren’t opposites. They’re both you. And both are mine.”

She swallowed, eyes shiny. “You promise?”

“I promise.” He leaned in, kissed her slow — lips soft at first, then deeper, tongue sliding against hers until she sighed into his mouth. When he pulled back, he rested his forehead against hers. “You’re my wife. My little girl. My big girl. All of it. Forever. No part gets left behind.”

She nodded, a small tear slipping free. He kissed it away.

“Now come here.”

He pulled her on top of him, straddling his waist. The diaper crinkled loudly between them. He tugged the nightie up and over her head, leaving her bare from the waist up. His hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they tightened into hard peaks.

“See this body?” he murmured. “It’s mine to care for. To baby. To fuck. To praise. All at once.”

He rocked her hips gently, grinding the padded front against his hardening cock through his boxers. She whimpered, already wet again under the cotton.

“Daddy…”

“Shh. Slow tonight. No rush.”

He lifted her just enough to tug the diaper tapes open, folding the front down to bare her pussy. She was slick, swollen from the day’s play. He freed his cock — thick, heavy, already leaking — and guided her down slowly.

“Inch by inch, baby. Feel every bit of Daddy.”

She sank onto him, gasping as he filled her completely. The stretch was perfect, familiar, grounding. He held her hips, keeping the rhythm lazy — deep rolls, no slamming, just intimate connection.

“Look at me.”

She did. His eyes locked on hers, dark and steady.

“You’re safe. You’re loved. You’re mine — little and big. Say it.”

“I’m yours… little and big… Daddy’s forever.”

“Good girl.”

He kept rocking her, hands sliding up to cup her face. One thumb brushed her bottom lip; she sucked it instinctively. He groaned softly.

“That’s it. My sweet girl.”

He thrust up gently, grinding his pelvis against her clit with every roll. The build was slow, simmering — no frantic chase, just steady heat coiling tighter and tighter.

“Feel how deep I am? How much I own this pussy?”

“Yes… Daddy… all yours…”

He slid one hand between them, fingers finding her clit, rubbing in slow, firm circles. She moaned, head falling forward, forehead against his.

“Cum when you’re ready, princess. No holding back. Just let go for Daddy.”

The words unlocked her. The orgasm rolled in soft and deep — waves rather than a crash — pussy fluttering around him, body trembling in his arms. She gasped his name — “Daddy…” — over and over, quiet and reverent.

He followed right after — hips pressing up, cock pulsing inside her, filling her with slow, warm spurts. He held her tight through it, whispering praise against her ear.

“My perfect girl… so beautiful… so mine…”

They stayed connected long after, breathing together. He didn’t pull out yet — just rocked her gently, letting her come down wrapped around him.

When he finally lifted her off, he cleaned her with wipes, taped a fresh diaper on — soft, thick, comforting. He pulled the blanket over them both, tucked her against his chest, hand resting on the padded mound.

“Sleep now, baby. No more worries.”

She nuzzled closer, paci back in her mouth, sucking softly. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “Always.”

She drifted off feeling lighter than she had in days — small and strong, little and big, completely held.

The weekend wasn’t over yet, but the fear was.


Chapter 10 – Close Call

Monday had bled into Tuesday without much fanfare. Elise spent the day in meetings and emails, the pull-up from last night swapped for regular panties under her work clothes — Daddy’s rule for “big-girl days” outside the house. But the memory of the restaurant tease lingered: the constant low buzz, the way she’d clenched around the vibe while trying to look normal, the flood of relief when he finally let her cum against the hallway wall. By the time she walked through the door that evening, she was already half in little space, thighs slick with anticipation.

Alex greeted her with a kiss and a quick check — hand sliding under her skirt, fingers pressing against the damp cotton of her panties.

“Wet already, princess?”

She nodded, cheeks flushing. “Missed you, Daddy.”

He smiled, but there was a glint in his eye. “We have company tonight. My old friend Mark is stopping by for an hour. Beer and catching up. You’ll be good while he’s here.”

Her stomach flipped. “Good… how?”

“Big girl on the outside. No little hints. No paci, no stuffies out. But underneath…” He tugged her panties down just enough to slip a small, silent bullet vibe inside her — no remote this time, just a promise he’d control it later if needed. “You wear this. And you stay quiet.”

She shivered as he taped a thin pull-up over the vibe, then helped her into jeans and a sweater. Nothing obvious. Nothing that would raise questions.

Mark arrived at seven sharp — tall, easygoing, the kind of friend who’d known Alex since college. They settled in the living room with beers, talking work, old stories, sports. Elise sat on the couch beside Alex, legs crossed, smiling politely when spoken to. She kept her answers short, voice steady.

The vibe stayed off for the first half hour. She almost relaxed.

Then Alex’s hand — casual, resting on her thigh — brushed the pocket where his phone sat. A soft buzz started inside her. Low. Barely noticeable at first.

She clenched her thighs, smile freezing for half a second.

Mark didn’t notice. He was mid-story about a disastrous camping trip years ago.

The buzz pulsed once — stronger. Elise bit the inside of her cheek, forced a small laugh at the right moment.

Alex’s thumb scrolled his screen like he was checking a text. The vibe kicked to medium, steady waves now. Heat bloomed fast between her legs. She shifted slightly, trying to look like she was just adjusting position.

Mark glanced over. “You okay, Elise?”

She nodded too quickly. “Fine. Just… long day.”

Alex’s hand squeezed her thigh — warning and praise in one touch. The vibe pulsed high for five seconds, then dropped low again.

She was soaked. The pull-up absorbed it, but she could feel the dampness spreading. Her clit throbbed in time with the toy. Every breath felt shallow.

Mark leaned forward to grab another beer from the coffee table. As he did, his elbow knocked the remote paci she’d forgotten on the side cushion — the pink one with the clip, half-hidden under a throw pillow.

It rolled out, landing on the rug between them.

Time slowed.

Mark frowned, picked it up. “What’s this? You guys got a kid I don’t know about?”

Elise’s heart slammed against her ribs. The vibe buzzed high again — Alex’s finger on the screen — and she nearly whimpered out loud.

Alex laughed — calm, easy. “Nah, just a gag gift from a party. You know how those things go.”

Mark chuckled, tossed it back onto the couch. “Weird party.”

He didn’t push. The conversation moved on.

But Elise was burning. The paci sat there in plain sight, innocent-looking but screaming secret. The vibe pulsed relentlessly now — fast, insistent. She was close, embarrassingly close, right there with company in the room.

Alex leaned in, voice low under the cover of Mark’s story. “Hold it, princess. Not yet.”

She dug her nails into her palms. The seconds dragged.

Finally Mark checked his watch. “Gotta run. Early meeting tomorrow.”

They walked him to the door. Hugs, handshakes, see-you-soons.

The door clicked shut.

Alex turned, eyes dark.

Elise didn’t wait. She dropped to her knees right there in the hallway, hands behind her back, head bowed.

“I’m sorry, Daddy. I forgot to put it away. I almost…”

He crouched, lifted her chin. “You were good. Held it together. But you worried. And worrying when Daddy has everything under control? That’s naughty.”

He stood, pulled her up by the arm, led her to the living room.

“Strip. Now.”

She peeled off the sweater, jeans, bra. Panties last — the pull-up soaked through, vibe still buzzing low inside her.

He yanked it down, pulled the toy free. She gasped at the sudden emptiness.

“Over the arm of the couch. Ass up.”

She bent over the couch arm, legs spread, hands gripping the cushions.

He didn’t make her count this time. Just spanked — hard, fast swats with his open hand, turning her ass bright red in under a minute. She cried out, tears coming quick.

“You don’t hide from Daddy. You don’t worry about what might happen. I protect what’s mine.”

Each slap landed low, stinging her sit-spots. Heat spread to her pussy, making her drip onto the floor.

When her ass glowed, he stopped. Rubbed the burning skin.

“Better?”

She nodded, sniffling. “Yes, Daddy. Sorry.”

He dropped to his knees behind her, spread her cheeks, licked a long stripe from her clit to her hole. She moaned, pushing back.

“My naughty girl. Still so wet after a spanking.”

He ate her roughly — tongue fucking her pussy, thumb pressing her clit. She rocked against his face, moans muffled in the cushion.

“Please… Daddy… may I cum?”

“Cum. Show me you’re sorry by soaking my tongue.”

She broke — body shaking, pussy clenching, wetness flooding his mouth. She cried his name, tears and pleasure mixing.

He stood, freed his cock, thrust into her from behind in one hard stroke.

“Take it. Feel how hard Daddy is from punishing his girl.”

He fucked her rough — deep, possessive, hips slamming against her sore ass. One hand in her hair, pulling her head back.

“This pussy is mine. This ass is mine. No hiding. No fear.”

She moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Yours… all yours… Daddy…”

He reached around, rubbed her clit fast. “Cum again. Milk me.”

She shattered a second time — pussy spasming, body locking, raw cries filling the room.

He followed — burying deep, groaning as he filled her, hot pulses marking her inside.

He pulled out slowly, cleaned her with wipes, taped a fresh thick diaper on — comforting bulk after the intensity.

He pulled her into his lap on the couch, rocked her gently.

“No more close calls. I’ll make sure everything’s put away. You just be my good girl.”

She nodded against his chest, paci back in her mouth. “Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “Sleep soon. Tomorrow’s a new day.”

She drifted in his arms, safe again, owned completely.


Chapter 11 – All-In Night

The weekend rules had carried over into Monday night without a word — no discussion needed. Elise came home from work still buzzing from the close call the day before, the memory of the paci rolling across the rug and Mark’s casual question burning in her mind. She’d held it together, but the adrenaline had left her needy, restless, craving the full surrender Daddy promised when they were alone again.

Alex waited in the bedroom, lights low, changing mat already laid out on the floor. A fresh thick nighttime diaper sat beside it — the extra-absorbent kind with soft inner lining and extra padding in the crotch. Next to it: the largest plug she owned, black silicone, thick base, flared enough to stay put no matter how she moved. A baby bottle of warm milk. Her favorite paci. Everything arranged like an offering.

“Strip and lie down, princess.”

She obeyed instantly. Clothes folded neatly on the chair, then naked on the mat, knees up, legs spread. The air felt cool against her bare skin, making her nipples tighten.

He knelt between her thighs, wiped her gently even though she was clean, then powdered her mound and between her cheeks. The scent filled the room — sweet, comforting, filthy.

“Tonight we go all in,” he said, voice low. “Big girl takes everything Daddy gives. No holding back.”

He slicked the plug generously with lube, pressed the tip to her hole. “Breathe out.”

She did. The stretch was intense — wider than anything she’d taken in days. She whimpered as the widest part popped past her rim, settling deep. The base nestled flush against her skin.

“Good girl. Stay.”

He taped the thick diaper over it — snug, crinkly, the bulk forcing her thighs apart. The plug pressed harder now, trapped inside the padding. Every small shift sent sparks through her core.

He lifted her onto the bed, propped pillows behind her back so she was half-reclined. Then he handed her the bottle.

“Drink while Daddy edges you.”

She took the nipple between her lips, sucking slowly. Warm milk filled her mouth as his hand slipped inside the diaper front, fingers finding her clit. He rubbed in slow, firm circles — no rush, just steady pressure that built heat without mercy.

Minutes passed. The bottle emptied. Her breathing turned shallow, hips rocking against his hand. The plug shifted with every movement, pressing against that deep spot inside.

“Daddy… please…”

“Not yet.”

He kept going — edging her for what felt like forever. Fingers dipping inside her pussy alongside the plug, stretching her fuller. Thumb on her clit, circling, pressing, then pulling away just as her thighs started to shake.

She whined around the empty bottle nipple, tears pricking her eyes.

“Beg properly.”

“Please, Daddy… please let your big girl cum. I need it so bad. I’ve been good… please…”

He pulled his hand free, stood, and stripped. Cock hard, thick, leaking. He climbed over her, straddled her chest carefully so the diaper stayed in place.

“Open.”

She parted her lips. He guided himself into her mouth — slow, letting her taste him. She sucked eagerly, tongue swirling, moaning around the stretch.

“Good girl. Get Daddy nice and wet.”

When he was slick enough, he pulled out, moved down her body. He tugged the diaper front down just enough to bare her pussy, keeping the plug trapped under the back padding.

“Legs wide.”

She spread them. He lined up, pushed into her pussy in one slow thrust. The plug made her impossibly tight — every inch felt like too much and exactly right.

“Fuck… feel that? Daddy’s cock and the plug filling my big girl completely.”

She cried out, hands clutching the sheets. “Daddy… so full…”

He started moving — deep, controlled strokes that dragged against the plug through her walls. Double pressure, overwhelming. His hand slipped back inside the diaper front, rubbing her clit fast now.

“Take it. Take everything.”

She rocked up to meet him, moans turning desperate. The diaper crinkled loudly with every thrust. Milk from earlier sloshed softly in her stomach, adding to the full, helpless feeling.

“Daddy… I’m close… please…”

“Cum. Soak your diaper while Daddy fucks you.”

The orgasm hit hard — body locking, pussy spasming around his cock and the plug, wetness flooding the padding. She screamed his name, back arching off the bed.

He didn’t stop. Fucked her through it — harder, faster. The wet sounds of their bodies mixed with the crinkle and her broken moans.

“Again. Cum again for Daddy.”

He angled deeper, grinding against her clit with every thrust. Fingers pinching her nipples, twisting just enough to sting.

She shattered a second time — even stronger, pussy clenching so tight he groaned. Tears streamed down her cheeks from the intensity.

“That’s my girl.”

He pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, ass up. The diaper hung open around her thighs. He yanked the plug free — slow, watching her hole flutter — then pressed his cock to her ass.

“Last hole tonight. Take it all.”

He pushed in — slow, steady, stretching her wide. She moaned into the pillow, pushing back.

“Full… Daddy… so full…”

He bottomed out, held still for a moment, then started thrusting — deep, possessive. One hand reached under to rub her clit again.

“Cum one more time. Show Daddy you can handle everything.”

The third orgasm built fast — ass clenching around him, pussy spasming untouched. She sobbed with pleasure, body shaking.

He followed — burying deep in her ass, groaning as he came, hot pulses filling her.

They collapsed together. He pulled out gently, cleaned her thoroughly, taped a fresh diaper on — the thickest one yet, soft and secure.

He gathered her close, rocked her slowly.

“My perfect big girl. Took everything so well.”

She nuzzled his chest, paci back in her mouth, eyes heavy.

“Love you, Daddy.”

“Love you too, baby. Sleep now.”

She drifted off completely held — plugged no more, but full of him in every way that mattered.


Chapter 12 – The Test

Tuesday night felt different — quieter, heavier with expectation. The weekend’s intensity had settled into a low, constant hum under Elise’s skin, but Daddy had been clear: the final test of her “big girl” training would come tonight. No more small steps. She had to prove she could hold everything together under pressure, still be his perfect little one even when the outside world brushed close.

He told her over dinner — simple pasta he’d made, feeding her bites from his fork while she sat on a cushion at his feet in just a nightie and pull-up.

“Tonight you host. Two friends coming over for drinks. Casual. You stay dressed like a big girl on the outside, but Daddy’s rules stay on underneath.”

Her heart kicked hard. “What… what do I wear underneath?”

He smiled faintly. “A plug. A pull-up. And the remote vibe from last time. You keep everything in place, stay polite, make conversation. No leaks. No obvious squirming. If you do it perfectly, Daddy rewards you after they leave.”

She swallowed. “And if I don’t?”

“Punishment. And no reward.”

She nodded, already wet at the thought.

He changed her after dinner — fresh pull-up taped snug, medium plug slicked and worked in slowly until she moaned against his shoulder. Then the bullet vibe — slid inside her pussy, base nestled against her clit. He dressed her in dark jeans and a soft sweater — nothing flashy, nothing that screamed kink. Just everyday clothes hiding the secret bulk and toys.

Their friends — Sarah and Tom, a couple they’d known for years — arrived at eight. Laughter, wine poured, stories swapped on the couch. Elise sat beside Alex, legs crossed, smile in place. She poured drinks, passed snacks, asked questions about their recent trip.

The first buzz came ten minutes in — low, steady. She clenched around the plug and vibe, kept her voice even while answering Sarah’s question about work.

Alex’s thumb scrolled his phone casually. The vibe pulsed once — medium, short. Her thighs pressed tighter.

She laughed at Tom’s joke — a little too high, but no one seemed to notice.

Another pulse — longer, higher. The plug shifted when she adjusted her position. Wetness seeped into the pull-up. She bit the inside of her cheek, focused on breathing through her nose.

Sarah asked about weekend plans. Elise answered smoothly, voice only slightly breathier than normal.

“Good,” Alex murmured under his breath, just for her. “Keep going.”

The vibe cycled — low for a minute, then high for ten seconds, off, then repeat. She was dripping steadily now, the pull-up absorbing it all. Her clit throbbed in time with the toy. Every time she shifted, the plug pressed deeper.

Half an hour in, she excused herself to “check on the snacks.” In the kitchen she gripped the counter, thighs trembling. The vibe buzzed high again. She nearly moaned out loud.

Alex appeared behind her a moment later, hand on her lower back.

“Almost done. You’re doing perfect.”

He turned the vibe off completely. Relief and frustration hit at once.

Back in the living room she rejoined the conversation — calmer now, but still aching. The plug kept her constantly aware, the damp pull-up a secret reminder.

Sarah and Tom stayed another half hour — more wine, more stories. Elise stayed composed: smiling, nodding, refilling glasses. No one suspected a thing.

When they finally stood to leave, hugs exchanged, door closed behind them, the house went silent.

Alex turned to her immediately.

“Living room. Now.”

She walked ahead, heart pounding. He followed, shut the door behind them.

“Strip. Slowly.”

She peeled off the sweater, jeans, bra. Panties last — the pull-up soaked through, vibe still inside, plug base visible between her cheeks.

He pulled the pull-up down, removed the vibe — slick and glistening — then tugged the plug free with a soft pop.

“On the dining table. Legs spread.”

She climbed up, lay back, knees bent and open wide. The wood was cool against her heated skin.

He stood between her thighs, eyes dark.

“You did it. Perfect. No slip-ups. No one knew.”

He leaned down, licked one long stripe through her folds. She gasped, hips jerking.

“My big girl earned her reward.”

He ate her slowly at first — tongue circling her clit, dipping inside, savoring the taste of her hours-long arousal. Then faster — sucking her clit between his lips, two fingers sliding in to rub that front wall.

She moaned loud — no need to be quiet now.

“Daddy… please…”

“Cum whenever you want. Scream if you need to.”

He added a third finger, tongue flicking fast. She shattered — back arching off the table, pussy clenching around his fingers, wetness flooding his mouth. She cried out, raw and unrestrained.

He didn’t stop. Kept licking her through it, drawing out every aftershock until she whimpered from oversensitivity.

Then he stood, freed his cock, lined up at her entrance.

“Last part of the reward. Daddy’s cock on the table where you hosted so perfectly.”

He thrust in — deep, hard. She gasped, hands gripping the edges.

“Feel that? This is what good girls get.”

He fucked her steadily — long strokes, bottoming out each time. One hand on her hip, the other rubbing her clit again.

“Cum again. Show Daddy how much you loved being his secret big girl tonight.”

The second orgasm built fast — pressure coiling tight. She rocked up to meet him, moans turning desperate.

“Daddy… I’m… I’m cumming…”

She broke — pussy spasming hard, body shaking, cries echoing in the empty room.

He followed — slamming deep, groaning as he filled her, hot pulses overflowing and dripping onto the table.

He stayed inside until he softened, then pulled out gently. Cleaned her with wipes, taped a fresh thick diaper on — soft, secure, comforting after the intensity.

He lifted her off the table, carried her to the couch, settled her in his lap.

“My perfect princess. You passed with flying colors.”

She curled against his chest, paci in her mouth, sucking softly.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “Rest now. You’ve earned it.”

She drifted off wrapped in his arms, diaper crinkling with every breath, feeling stronger and smaller all at once.


Chapter 13 – After the High

The dining table still felt warm under her back when Alex finally lifted her down. Elise’s legs shook as he carried her upstairs — not from exhaustion exactly, but from the deep, rolling aftershocks that kept rippling through her core. The thick diaper he’d taped on crinkled with every step, the fresh padding already damp from the mess he’d left inside her. She clung to his neck, face buried in his shoulder, paci dangling from its clip against her chest.

He set her on the edge of the bathtub, turned the water on warm, added a capful of bubbles. Steam rose slowly, filling the small bathroom with the clean scent of lavender. He knelt in front of her, peeled the diaper tapes open one by one, wiped her clean with gentle strokes — between her folds, over her swollen clit, along the crease of her ass where she still felt tender from the plug earlier.

“You were perfect tonight,” he said quietly. “Held everything together. No one knew a thing.”

She nodded, eyes glassy. “Felt… so full. The whole time.”

He helped her into the tub. The water enveloped her like a hug — warm, soothing, easing the ache in her muscles. He sat on the rim, rolled up his sleeves, and washed her slowly. Soap lathered over her shoulders, down her arms, across her breasts. Thumbs circled her nipples gently, not teasing this time, just caring.

When he reached between her legs, his touch was feather-light. Fingers parted her folds, washed away the last traces of cum and arousal. She sighed, leaning back against the tub wall, eyes closing.

“Daddy…”

“Shh. Let me take care of you.”

He rinsed her, lifted her out, wrapped her in the big fluffy towel. Dried her carefully — every inch, no rush. Then he carried her to the bedroom, laid her on a fresh changing mat.

No thick diaper this time. Just soft lotion rubbed into her skin — over her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. He massaged her sore ass gently, easing the faint redness from earlier spankings. When he reached her pussy, his fingers were slick with lotion, circling her clit in the slowest, softest strokes.

She whimpered. “Daddy… I’m still sensitive…”

“I know, baby. Just gentle. No pressure.”

He kept it light — lazy circles, barely touching, letting the warmth build without pushing. Her breathing deepened, hips lifting just a fraction.

“Let it happen slow,” he murmured. “No rush tonight.”

She came quietly — a soft, shuddering release that rolled through her like a sigh. No screaming, no arching. Just trembling thighs, a small gasp, wetness seeping onto the mat. He kissed her forehead while she floated through it.

“Good girl. So beautiful when you let go like that.”

He taped a light pull-up on her — thin enough for comfort, soft enough to feel like a hug. No plug, no vibe. Just padding and safety.

He pulled her into bed, under the covers. She curled against his chest, leg thrown over his, paci finally in her mouth. He stroked her hair, slow and steady.

The tears came then — not from pain, but from the sudden drop after so much intensity. The high of the test, the reward, the fullness — it all crashed softly, leaving her raw and open.

He held her tighter. “Let it out, princess. Daddy’s got you.”

She cried quietly against his skin — small, hiccuping sobs that eased the tightness in her chest. He rocked her gently, whispered praise the whole time.

“My strong girl. My brave little one. You did so much tonight. Held everything perfectly. I’m so proud.”

The tears slowed. She nuzzled closer, paci sucking softly.

“Feel better?”

She nodded. “Just… needed to let go.”

“I know. That’s why we do this. So you can feel everything — big and small — and still be safe.”

He kissed her temple. “Sleep now. No rules tomorrow morning. Just cuddles and breakfast in bed.”

She sighed, already drifting. The pull-up crinkled faintly with her breathing. His hand rested warm on her padded mound — not sexual, just possessive and comforting.

She fell asleep wrapped in him, tears dried, body soft and sated.

The high had passed, but the connection stayed — deeper than before.


Chapter 14 – Anniversary Claiming

The calendar had turned quietly to their eighth anniversary. No big party, no reservations — just the two of them, the house quiet, the evening stretching ahead like a gift they’d wrapped for each other. Elise had come home from work early, nerves humming under her skin. Alex had texted her once during the afternoon: “Little tonight. Full nursery setup. Be ready.”

She walked in to find the bedroom transformed. The usual bed pushed aside, a thick crib mattress on the floor covered in soft blankets and fairy lights strung above. Stuffies lined one side, her paci and bottle waiting on a small tray. The changing mat was out, thick diaper already prepared, powder and lotion arranged neatly.

Alex stood by the door in a crisp button-down, sleeves rolled, waiting.

“Happy anniversary, princess.”

She stepped into his arms, kissed him slow. “Happy anniversary, Daddy.”

He undressed her piece by piece — work blouse unbuttoned, skirt unzipped, bra unhooked. When she was naked, he guided her to the mat.

“Lie down. Legs up.”

She obeyed. He wiped her gently, even though she was clean, then dusted powder over her mound and between her cheeks. The scent wrapped around her like a blanket. He slid the thick diaper under her hips — the kind with extra absorbency and soft inner lining — pulled the front up snug, taped it tight on both sides.

“There. My baby girl all padded for our special night.”

He helped her into a pale pink onesie — snaps at the crotch, short sleeves, ruffles at the legs. The diaper bulk made her thighs spread naturally. He clipped her paci to the neckline, handed her the stuffed rabbit.

“Beautiful.”

He lifted her onto the mattress, settled beside her. The fairy lights cast soft glows across her skin. He fed her the bottle — warm milk, slow sips while she sucked, eyes locked on his. His free hand rubbed slow circles over the diaper front, not pushing for heat yet, just reminding her she was his.

When the bottle was empty, he set it aside, popped the paci between her lips.

“Time for Daddy to unwrap his gift properly.”

He unsnapped the onesie crotch, folded the diaper front down to bare her pussy. She was already wet — slick from the anticipation, the powder, the safety of the padding. He leaned down, licked one long stripe through her folds. She moaned around the paci, hips lifting.

He ate her slow — tongue circling her clit, dipping inside, savoring every taste. Fingers slid in alongside his tongue, curling gently to rub that front wall. She rocked against his mouth, soft whimpers muffled by the paci.

When she started trembling, he pulled back, kissed her inner thighs.

“Legs over my shoulders, baby.”

She hooked them high. He lined up his cock — thick, hard, leaking — and pushed in slow. The diaper padding framed her pussy, crinkling with every inch he sank deeper.

“Feel that? Daddy sliding into his little girl on our anniversary.”

She moaned, hands clutching the blankets. He bottomed out, held still for a moment, letting her adjust.

Then he started moving — deep, steady thrusts, grinding his pelvis against her clit each time. The angle was perfect, hitting every sensitive spot. His hands gripped her thighs, keeping her open wide.

“Look at me, princess.”

She did — eyes glassy, paci bobbing with every breath.

“You’re mine. Little. Big. Wife. Baby girl. All of it. Forever.”

He thrust deeper, slower now — drawing it out. One hand reached down, rubbed her clit in tight circles through the open diaper front.

“Cum for Daddy. Let me feel you squeeze around me on our anniversary.”

The orgasm built soft and deep — waves rolling through her, pussy fluttering around his cock. She cried out around the paci, body trembling, wetness soaking the diaper beneath her.

He kept going — steady, possessive. “One more. Give Daddy another.”

He angled harder, rubbing her clit faster. She shattered again — stronger this time, pussy clamping down, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes as pleasure overwhelmed her.

He followed — burying deep, groaning low as he came, hot pulses filling her, overflowing into the padding.

He stayed inside until he softened, then pulled out gently. Cleaned her with wipes, taped the diaper back up — snug, secure, messy in the best way.

He gathered her close on the mattress, pulled a blanket over them both. Fairy lights twinkled above.

“My perfect girl. Eight years married, and you’re still everything I want.”

She nuzzled his chest, paci sucking softly. “Forever yours, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “Forever.”

They stayed like that — tangled, warm, held — the night wrapping around them like the diaper around her hips.


Chapter 15 – Every Day Forever

Months had passed since the anniversary night on the crib mattress under fairy lights. The seasons had turned — winter giving way to spring, then summer warmth settling over the house. Work remained demanding for Elise: deadlines, presentations, the constant pull of being the capable one in the room. But the rhythm at home had deepened into something unbreakable. Every evening the shift happened the same way — door opening, bag dropping, and the quiet surrender to Daddy’s rules.

Tonight was no different. She walked in at six-thirty, heels clicking on the hardwood. Alex was already in the living room, sleeves rolled, sitting on the couch with a book he wasn’t really reading. He set it aside the moment she appeared.

“Hi, baby.”

“Hi, Daddy.”

He stood, crossed the room, cupped her face and kissed her — slow, deep, the kind of kiss that said the day was over and the real one was beginning.

“Strip. Inspection time.”

She obeyed without hesitation. Blouse unbuttoned, skirt unzipped, bra unhooked. Panties last — plain cotton today, but already damp from the drive home. He tugged them down, checked between her thighs with two fingers.

“Wet for Daddy already. Good girl.”

He led her upstairs to the bedroom. The changing mat was waiting, thick diaper prepared beside it — the nighttime kind she loved, extra soft, extra bulky. Powder, wipes, lotion lined up neatly.

“On the mat. Legs up.”

She lay back, knees to chest. He wiped her clean, powdered her generously, slid the diaper under her hips. The crinkle filled the quiet room as he pulled the front up and taped it snug — tight enough to hug every curve, loose enough to let her move.

He rubbed the padded front in slow circles. “All padded and safe again. My little girl home where she belongs.”

She sighed, hips rocking once against his hand. The day’s tension melted with every crinkle.

He helped her into a soft onesie — pale blue, snaps at the crotch. Then he lifted her onto the bed, propped pillows behind her, handed her the bottle of warm milk.

“Drink while Daddy checks you.”

She sucked slowly, eyes half-closed, while his hand slipped inside the diaper front. Fingers circled her clit lazily — not pushing for orgasm, just gentle reminder that she was his to touch whenever he wanted.

When the bottle was empty, he set it aside, popped her paci between her lips. She sucked instinctively, curling against his chest.

“Tell Daddy about your day.”

She mumbled around the paci — work frustrations, a difficult client, the way she’d held it together even when she wanted to cry. He listened, stroking her hair, hand still resting warm on the diaper.

“You did so well out there. Now you get to be small here.”

He unsnapped the onesie crotch, folded the diaper front down just enough to bare her. She was slick, ready. He freed his cock, guided her onto her side facing him, lifted one of her legs over his hip.

“Slow tonight. Just feel Daddy.”

He slid in — deep, easy, filling her completely. She moaned softly around the paci, clutching her stuffed rabbit to her chest.

He rocked into her — long, lazy thrusts, grinding against her clit with every roll of his hips. No rush. No punishment. Just intimate, possessive connection.

“You’re my big girl out there. Killing it. Making decisions. Being strong.”

Another slow thrust.

“And you’re my little girl here. Needing Daddy’s cock. Needing your diaper. Needing to be held.”

She whimpered, hips rocking to meet him.

“Cum whenever you want, baby. No holding back tonight.”

The build was gentle — heat coiling soft and deep. She came quietly — pussy fluttering around him, body trembling in his arms, a muffled moan against the paci. Wetness soaked the open diaper beneath her.

He kept moving — steady, deep — until he followed. A low groan as he filled her, hot pulses spilling inside, leaking into the padding.

He stayed buried for long minutes, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, the corner of her mouth around the paci.

“My perfect girl. Every day.”

He cleaned her gently, taped the diaper back up — snug, messy, comforting. Pulled the onesie snaps closed. Tucked her under the covers with her rabbit, paci still in place.

He slid in beside her, pulled her against his chest. Hand resting on the padded front — warm, possessive.

“Sleep now, princess.”

She sighed, already drifting. The diaper crinkled softly with her breathing. His heartbeat steady under her ear.

Tomorrow she’d wake up, dress for work, be the capable one again. But the moment she walked back through that door, the shift would happen. Diaper check. Rules. Praise. Cock. Cuddles.

Every day.

Forever.

She was his big girl.

She was his little girl.

She was his wife.

And that was everything.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 
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© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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