

Daddy's Baby Girl

A Dark DDLG Romance of Regression, Diapers, and Total Surrender (Daddy's Dark Rules Book 4)


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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


Chapter 1: Admission

Maren sat in her beat-up sedan, engine idling, hands gripping the steering wheel. The gravel driveway of Thornfield Retreat stretched ahead, leading to a mansion that looked nothing like a clinic. Her knuckles were white, still trembling from the panic attack that forced her on medical leave.

She cut the engine. Silence pressed in. Her heart thudded too loud in her chest.

Six years of ER night shifts had carved her into a machine. Adrenaline, caffeine, and the high of being needed kept her moving. But last week, her hands shook during a code blue, and she couldn’t stop them.

She hadn’t cried in three years. Not even then. But sitting here, staring at the ivy-covered stone walls, something burned behind her eyes.

Her boots crunched on the gravel as she stepped out. The air was crisp, biting at her cheeks. She tugged her jacket tighter, nails bitten to the quick catching on the fabric.

The front door opened before she reached it. A man stood there, broad-shouldered, wearing a soft flannel with sleeves rolled up. His presence filled the doorway like he owned every inch of the place.

“Maren.” His voice was warm, low, like a hand extended. “I’m Callan. Welcome to Thornfield.”

She nodded, throat tight. Her eyes darted past him, seeking something clinical—white walls, clipboards, anything familiar. Instead, she saw dark wood and soft light spilling from within.

“Come in.” He stepped aside, gesturing with a hand that looked too large, too steady. “You’ve had a long drive.”

Inside, the warmth hit her like a wall. The scent of cedar and something faintly sweet lingered in the air. Her boots echoed on the hardwood floor, too loud, too out of place.

He led her through a hallway lined with old paintings. No reception desk. No waiting room. Just quiet, and him.

They stopped at a door. He pushed it open, revealing a study—leather chairs, a fireplace crackling softly, bookshelves towering to the ceiling. Firelight flickered across his face, catching the sharp line of his jaw.

“Sit.” He pointed to a chair draped with a cashmere blanket. “Let’s talk.”

She sat, the leather creaking under her. Her hands fidgeted in her lap, nails digging into her palms. The room felt too intimate, too personal for an intake.

He settled across from her, elbows on his knees, hands clasped. His eyes pinned her, patient, searching. She shifted, feeling small under that gaze.

“Tell me about your sleep.” His tone was gentle, but it wasn’t a question. It was a command, wrapped in velvet.

“I don’t sleep much.” Her voice came out clipped, clinical. “Four hours, maybe, between shifts.”

“And eating?” His head tilted slightly, like he already knew the answer.

“Whatever’s fast. Granola bars. Coffee.” She shrugged, avoiding his eyes.

He nodded, slow, deliberate. The firelight danced in his gaze, making it impossible to look away for long. Her chest tightened.

“When was the last time someone took care of you?” His voice dropped softer, warmer. “Not a patient. Not a colleague. You.”

Her breath caught. She opened her mouth, but no words came. The question hung there, heavy, stripping her bare.

He stood, moving to her side without a sound. From the arm of the chair, he lifted the cashmere blanket and draped it over her shoulders. The warmth enveloped her, soft and unasked for.

She didn’t shrug it off. Her fingers curled into the fabric instead. A traitor’s reflex.

“Good.” He returned to his seat, watching her like she’d just passed a test she didn’t know she was taking. “Thornfield is about surrender, Maren. Full surrender of daily control for four weeks.”

Her stomach twisted. Surrender wasn’t in her vocabulary. She’d spent years building walls, not tearing them down.

“No phone.” His voice stayed calm, steady. “No schedule decisions. Meals are prepared. Sleep is regulated.”

She blinked at him. Her hand instinctively went to her pocket, where her phone sat like a lifeline. The idea of losing it made her skin crawl.

“I’ll need it now.” He held out his hand, palm up, waiting. Those large, warm-looking hands didn’t waver.

Her fingers hesitated. Then, slowly, she pulled the phone out. She placed it in his palm, her skin brushing his for half a second.

Heat shot through her. She yanked her hand back, face burning. What the hell was that?

He didn’t comment. Just opened a drawer in the desk beside him, placed the phone inside, and locked it with a soft click. The sound echoed in her ears, final.

“That’s step one.” He leaned back, eyes never leaving hers. “You don’t carry the weight here. I do.”

Her throat tightened. She wanted to argue, to demand her phone back, to walk out. But the blanket’s warmth clung to her, and her hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

He slid a paper across the desk. An intake agreement, typed neatly, with a pen resting beside it. “This outlines the program. Sign it, and we begin.”

She stared at the paper. Her hands shook as she reached for the pen. The scratch of her signature felt like a crack in her armor.

“Good girl.” His voice was a low rumble, laced with something that made her stomach flip. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

She froze. Good girl. The words hit deeper than they should have, warm and heavy, sinking into her chest.

Her face flushed. She looked away, focusing on the fire, on anything but him. But she could feel his gaze, steady, unrelenting.

“Let’s talk about why you’re here.” He leaned forward again, voice softening. “Not the medical leave. Not the shifts. Why you booked Thornfield at 3 a.m. after a breakdown.”

Her jaw clenched. She didn’t want to answer. Didn’t want to admit how close she’d come to shattering.

“I couldn’t stop shaking.” The words slipped out, quiet, raw. “During a shift. I… I had to stop.”

He nodded, like he’d expected that. “You’ve been strong for too long, Maren. It’s time to let someone else be strong for you.”

Her eyes stung. She blinked hard, refusing to let anything spill. The blanket felt heavier now, like a weight she didn’t want to shake off.

He stood, moving to the desk and picking up a small folder. “This is your intake profile. I’ve already noted what I see—exhaustion, tension, control issues.”

She bristled. “I don’t have control issues.” Her voice was sharp, defensive.

His smile was small, knowing. “You’ve controlled everything to survive. But surviving isn’t living, is it?”

She had no answer. Her hands curled tighter into the blanket. The fire crackled, filling the silence.

“I’ll be taking care of you personally.” He set the folder down, eyes locking with hers. “Every need, every decision. You don’t have to think anymore.”

Her heart raced. The idea was terrifying. And yet, something in her ached at the thought of not having to fight for once.

He stepped closer, standing over her now. His presence loomed, not threatening, but undeniable. She had to tilt her head to meet his gaze.

“First rule.” His voice was firm, but still warm. “You call me Daddy. It’s how we build trust here.”

Her breath hitched. Daddy. The word felt foreign, heavy, wrong—and yet it sent a shiver through her.

“Daddy.” She tested it, barely a whisper. Her face burned hotter, but she couldn’t look away from him.

“Good girl.” His hand reached out, brushing her cheek for just a moment. The warmth of his touch lingered, branding her skin.

Her body reacted before her mind could. Heat pooled low, uninvited, shameful. She pressed her thighs together, mortified.

He noticed. Of course he did. That small smile returned, like he knew exactly what was happening.

“We’ll start slow.” He stepped back, giving her space, but his eyes never left her. “But every step, you’ll learn to let go. To let Daddy take over.”

Her chest heaved. She wanted to protest, to stand up and leave. But the blanket, the fire, his voice—they anchored her to the chair.

He moved to the desk, picking up a small key. “This is for your room upstairs. But you don’t need it yet.”

She frowned, confused. “Why not?”

“Because I’ll come get you.” His tone was final, possessive in a way that made her stomach flutter. “Dinner is at seven. You don’t need to find your way around yet—that’s my job now.”

Her breath caught again. The idea of him coming for her, guiding her, deciding for her—it was too much. And not enough.

She nodded, unable to speak. The trembling in her hands hadn’t stopped, but it felt different now. Less like panic, more like anticipation.

He watched her, eyes dark with something she couldn’t name. “Rest here for a bit. I’ll be back soon.”

He turned, walking to the door with that same unhurried grace. Every movement was deliberate, controlled. She couldn’t look away.

The door clicked shut behind him. She was alone with the fire, the blanket, the weight of what she’d just agreed to. Her heart wouldn’t slow down.

Good girl. The words echoed in her head, unbidden. They shouldn’t feel so good.

She pulled the blanket tighter around her. Her thighs pressed together again, heat still lingering where it shouldn’t. Shame and want twisted together, impossible to untangle.

She’d signed the agreement. She’d called him Daddy. And now, she was waiting for him to come back.

Her nails dug into her palm. What had she done? What was she letting herself become?

The fire crackled on, indifferent. Her mind raced, but her body stayed still, wrapped in his warmth. Waiting.

She didn’t know how long she sat there. Minutes, maybe an hour. Time felt different here, slower, heavier.

Her eyes drifted to the locked drawer where her phone sat. A lifeline, out of reach. She didn’t even want it, not really.

Not when his voice still lingered in her ears. Not when the memory of his touch still burned her cheek. Not when she could still hear him say, “Good girl.”

She shifted in the chair. The heat between her thighs hadn’t faded. If anything, it grew, fueled by the quiet, by the waiting.

Her breath came faster. She shouldn’t feel this. Not here, not now, not for him.

But she did. And she hated how much she wanted him to come back. To say it again.

The door remained closed. The firelight flickered. And Maren waited, caught between dread and a need she couldn’t name.

Her hands trembled under the blanket. Not from panic this time. From something else entirely.

She closed her eyes. Tried to steady herself. But all she could see was him, standing over her, voice low and warm.

Daddy. The word slipped into her thoughts again, uninvited. It made her shiver.

She pressed her lips together. Tried to push it away. But it stayed, heavy, promising.

The clock on the mantle ticked softly. Dinner was at seven. He’d come for her.

Her stomach flipped. She didn’t know if she was ready. But she knew she wouldn’t leave.

Not yet. Not when part of her—small, hidden, desperate—wanted to see what came next. Wanted to hear him call her “baby girl.”

She sat there, wrapped in his warmth, waiting for Daddy to return.


Chapter 2: The Bear

Maren woke to a knock. Sharp, precise, cutting through the fog of the deepest sleep she’d had in years. Her eyes snapped open, heart already racing.

Eleven hours. She’d slept eleven hours. The clock on the bedside table glared at her, accusing.

Her body felt wrong. Heavy, rested, like a stranger’s. No ache in her bones, no buzz of exhaustion behind her eyes.

She sat up. The room at Thornfield was soft—pale walls, thick curtains, a bed that swallowed her whole. Too comfortable, too safe.

Another knock. Firmer this time. Her stomach flipped.

“Come in,” she croaked. Her voice sounded small, unused.

The door opened. Callan stood there, broad-shouldered in a dark flannel, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His presence filled the doorway, warm and unhurried.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, a rumble that settled into her chest. “Did you sleep well?”

She nodded. Words stuck in her throat. His eyes held hers, steady, knowing.

“Time to start your day.” He stepped inside, closing the door with a soft click. “We’ve got a session before breakfast.”

Her hands fidgeted with the edge of the blanket. A session. Already, the word felt loaded.

“What kind of session?” Her voice wavered. She hated that.

He smiled. Just a tilt of his lips, but it pinned her in place. “Something to help you let go. Come with Daddy.”

Her breath hitched. That word again—Daddy. It shouldn’t feel so heavy, so right.

She slid out of bed, bare feet cold on the hardwood. Her oversized t-shirt hung loose, hiding the tremble in her legs. She followed him, steps hesitant.

He led her down a quiet hallway. The retreat was silent, no hum of hospital machines, no chaos of the ER. Just his steady pace ahead of her.

They stopped at a door. He opened it, revealing a room that made her pause. Soft, dim light, floor cushions scattered like clouds, weighted blankets folded neatly in a corner.

No sharp edges. No clinical white. Just warmth.

“Sit down, Maren.” His tone was gentle, but it wasn’t a request. He pointed to a cushion in the center.

She obeyed. The cushion sank under her, too soft, too inviting. Her hands clenched in her lap.

He sat across from her, cross-legged, close enough that she could feel the heat off him. His eyes never wavered. Always watching, always seeing.

“We’re going to breathe together.” His voice was a tether, pulling her focus. “Close your eyes. Listen to Daddy.”

Her eyelids fluttered shut. Resistance flickered, but his tone smothered it. She listened.

“Inhale slow. Hold it. Exhale.” His words paced her, slow and deliberate. “Feel your chest rise. Feel it fall.”

Her breathing matched his rhythm. Each inhale felt heavier, each exhale lighter. Her shoulders loosened, just a fraction.

“Good girl.” The praise hit her like a wave, warm and sudden. Her eyes snapped open.

He didn’t flinch. Just kept watching, a faint smile on his lips. “Keep them closed. Trust me.”

She did. Hated that she did. But her lids fell shut again.

“Feel your body now.” His voice wrapped around her. “Start at your toes. Are they tense? Let them go.”

She focused. Her toes curled, then relaxed. A strange warmth spread upward, slow, unfamiliar.

“Move up to your calves. Your knees.” He guided her, piece by piece. “Let each part rest. Daddy’s got you.”

Her thighs softened. Her hips. Her stomach unclenched, just a little.

“Now your chest.” His tone deepened. “Feel how tight it is. Let it open.”

Something cracked inside her. A pressure she hadn’t named, hadn’t faced. Her breath hitched, loud in the quiet.

“Keep going, baby girl.” His voice stayed steady. “You’re safe here.”

She wasn’t. She didn’t feel safe. But her body kept listening, kept softening.

He shifted. She heard it, felt the air move. Then something touched her lap—soft, heavy, unexpected.

“Open your eyes.” His command was soft, undeniable.

She did. A stuffed bear sat in her lap, brown fur, button eyes, worn like it had been loved once. Her fingers froze above it.

“Hold it.” Callan’s gaze pinned her. “Don’t think. Just hold it.”

Her hands moved before her brain caught up. Fingers brushed the fur, so soft it startled her. She gripped it tight.

Something broke. A dam inside her chest, three years of steel walls crumbling. A sob ripped out, ugly and raw.

Tears spilled. Hot, fast, unstoppable. She clutched the bear, face pressed into its fur, shaking.

Callan didn’t speak. He moved closer, arm sliding around her shoulders. Solid, warm, unyielding.

She turned into him. Face buried in his chest, flannel rough against her wet cheeks. Sobs poured out, years of grief, exhaustion, control—all of it emptying.

His hand rested on her back. No words, just pressure, grounding her. His heartbeat thudded under her ear, steady as a drum.

She cried until there was nothing left. Until her body was hollow, trembling, spent. The bear stayed crushed against her chest.

“Good girl.” His voice vibrated through her, low and warm. It hit deeper than it should have.

Her breath stuttered. Shame crept in, hot and sharp. She’d just fallen apart, clutching a toy, in front of him.

But the warmth lingered. His praise, his arm, his chest—it drowned the shame. Made it small.

“You haven’t cried in three years.” His tone was quiet, certain. “Your body has been screaming for someone to hold it. I’m here now.”

She couldn’t look at him. Face still pressed to his chest, she nodded. The bear’s fur tickled her chin.

He didn’t push her away. Just held her there, hand slow on her back. Minutes passed, or maybe hours—time didn’t work right with him.

Finally, she pulled back. Eyes swollen, nose running, a mess. She clutched the bear tighter, like it might vanish.

He looked at her. No judgment, just that steady gaze. “You’re doing exactly what you need to, baby girl.”

Her cheeks burned. She wanted to argue, to shove the bear away, to stand up and leave. But she didn’t.

“Keep it with you.” He nodded at the bear. “It’s yours now.”

She swallowed hard. The weight of the bear felt heavier, like a tether. She didn’t want to let go.

He stood, offering a hand. “Time for breakfast. Come with Daddy.”

Her legs shook as she took his hand. Large, warm, pulling her up with ease. The bear stayed tucked under her arm.

They walked back to her room first. She set the bear on the bed, hesitated, then picked it up again. She couldn’t leave it behind.

At breakfast, she sat with it in her lap. The dining room was quiet, just a few other guests, none of them looking twice. But she felt exposed, raw.

Callan sat across from her. He didn’t mention the bear. Just poured her juice, passed her toast, watched her with that faint, knowing smile.

Her fingers brushed the bear’s fur under the table. Soft, steadying. She ate in silence, heat still lingering from his words.

Good girl. It echoed, unbidden, making her shift in her seat. Her thighs pressed together, a flicker of something she didn’t want to name.

He noticed. Of course he did. His smile deepened, just for a second.

“Eat up, baby girl.” His voice was casual, but it carried weight. “We’ve got more to do today.”

Her stomach flipped. More. She didn’t know if she could handle more.

But she nodded. Sipped her juice. Held the bear tighter.

She didn’t know what was coming next. Didn’t know if she was ready. But his gaze, his voice, his presence—they held her in place.

And that smile. Like he’d expected her to keep the bear. Like he knew exactly what she’d become.

Her breath caught. She looked down at her plate. Tried to focus on the food, not the heat building low in her belly.

It didn’t work. His praise replayed, over and over. Good girl.

She gripped the bear harder. Felt the softness under her fingers. Felt his eyes on her still.

Breakfast dragged on. Every bite felt heavier, every glance from him sharper. She wanted to hide, to run, to stay.

He leaned back in his chair. Watched her with that unhurried patience. “Finish your juice, little one. We’re not done yet.”

Her hand trembled on the glass. Not done. The words hung there, a promise and a threat.

She drank. Slow, deliberate, under his gaze. The bear pressed against her side, a silent anchor.

What was next? Her mind raced. But her body stayed still, waiting for Daddy to decide.

---

They finished breakfast. Callan stood, motioning for her to follow. Her legs felt unsteady, but she obeyed.

Back in the hallway, the bear stayed tucked under her arm. She didn’t let go. Couldn’t.

He led her to another room. Smaller, cozier, with a single armchair and a low table. A blanket draped over the chair, thick and inviting.

“Sit with me.” He settled into the chair, patting his lap. “Bring your bear.”

Her heart thudded. Sit with him. On his lap.

She hesitated. Just for a second. Then moved, slow, settling onto his thighs.

His arm came around her. Warm, solid, pulling her close. The bear rested between them, fur brushing her chest.

“Relax, baby girl.” His breath was warm on her ear. “Let Daddy hold you.”

Her body obeyed before her mind did. Melting into him, head against his shoulder. His scent—clean, woodsy—filled her senses.

His hand moved. Slow, deliberate, resting on her thigh. Not pushing, just there.

Heat flared. Low, insistent, between her legs. She pressed her thighs together, ashamed of the response.

He felt it. His fingers tightened, just a fraction. “Good girl. Let yourself feel.”

Her breath hitched. Shame and want tangled tight. She shouldn’t feel this, not here, not with him.

But she did. Her hips shifted, barely, seeking something she couldn’t name. The bear’s weight grounded her, kept her still.

His hand slid higher. Not far, just enough. Brushing the edge of her t-shirt, warm against her skin.

“You’re safe here.” His voice was a low growl now. “Daddy’s got you. Let go.”

Her body trembled. Heat pooled, wet and undeniable. She bit her lip, holding back a sound.

He didn’t push further. Just held her there, hand steady on her thigh, breath warm on her neck. Letting her feel it all.

Denial ached. She wanted more, hated that she wanted it. Her fingers dug into the bear, fur soft under her grip.

“Shh, little one.” His lips brushed her temple, barely a touch. “Not yet. Daddy decides when.”

Her whine slipped out. Small, pathetic, desperate. She froze, face burning.

He chuckled. Low, warm, vibrating through her. “That’s my girl. So needy already.”

Shame burned hotter. But so did the heat between her legs. She couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hide it.

His hand stayed on her thigh. Not moving, just heavy, a reminder. She squirmed, just once, and stopped.

“Good girl.” The praise hit again, sharp and sweet. “You wait for Daddy. Always.”

She nodded. Barely, head still on his shoulder. The bear pressed tighter to her chest.

They sat like that. Minutes stretching, her body on edge, his control absolute. Every breath felt heavier, every touch sharper.

Finally, he shifted. Eased her off his lap, standing with her. His hand lingered on her back.

“Time for a break, baby girl.” His tone was gentle, but firm. “Keep your bear close. We’ve got more this afternoon.”

Her legs wobbled. More. The word echoed, heavy with promise.

She clutched the bear. Looked up at him, eyes wide, still raw from crying. Still aching from his touch.

He smiled. That knowing, patient smile. “You did so well. But we’re just getting started.”

Her stomach dropped. Started. She didn’t know if she could take more, but she knew she wouldn’t stop.

Not with his voice in her head. Not with his praise still burning through her. Not with Daddy watching her every move.

She followed him out. Bear in her arms, heart pounding. Waiting for what came next.


Chapter 3: The Schedule

Maren woke up clutching the bear. Her room at Thornfield was soft, pale pink walls glowing in the early light. She blinked, disoriented, the weight of yesterday still heavy in her chest.

Her eyes caught the paper pinned to her door. A schedule. Handwritten, precise, unhurried—Callan’s handwriting.

She slid out of bed, bare feet cold on the hardwood. The paper stared back at her. Wake: 7:30. Breakfast: 8:00. Session: 10:00. Lunch: 12:30. Rest time: 2:00. Outdoor time: 4:00. Dinner: 6:30. Evening time with Callan: 8:00. Bedtime: 10:00.

Her stomach twisted. A schedule. Like she was a child who couldn’t decide for herself.

She’d spent six years in the ER, thriving on chaos. Night shifts, split-second calls, no time to eat or sleep unless she stole it. And now this—every hour mapped out by someone else.

Her nails dug into her palm. She wasn’t doing this. No way.

Breakfast at 8:00 came and went. She stayed in her room, pacing, the bear forgotten on the bed. Her mind raced—old habits, needing to be in charge, needing to fight.

A soft knock at 8:15. Her heart jumped. She didn’t answer.

The door opened anyway. Callan stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame, flannel rolled to his elbows. His face was calm, patient, warm.

“Missed you at breakfast, baby girl.” His voice was low, no hint of anger. “Let’s go eat now.”

Her jaw tightened. “I’m not hungry.”

He didn’t argue. Just stepped closer, his presence a quiet weight. “You don’t have to decide anything here. That’s not laziness. That’s recovery.”

Her throat burned. Recovery. She hated how that word hit her.

She followed him anyway. Not because she wanted to. Because fighting took more energy than giving in.

Breakfast was oatmeal, warm and sweet, in a small dining room with three other people. Adults, all quiet, following their own schedules. She ate in silence, Callan watching from the head of the table.

Session at 10:00 was just the two of them. A small room, a couch, his chair. He asked about her last shift in the ER, the one where her hands shook so bad she dropped a syringe.

She answered in clipped words. He listened, nodding, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’ve carried too much, Maren. Let Daddy help.”

Her face burned at ‘Daddy.’ But her chest ached too. She nodded, just once.

Lunch at 12:30 was fine. She ate the sandwich, drank the juice. But rest time at 2:00? No.

She skipped it. Stayed in her room, staring at the ceiling. She wasn’t tired—she didn’t need a nap like some kid.

Another knock at 2:15. Callan again. He didn’t say a word about the schedule.

“Missed you at rest time, little one.” His tone was soft, almost sad. “Come sit with me now.”

Her stomach flipped. She hated how his disappointment stung worse than anger. She followed, dragging her feet.

He led her to a quiet lounge, a plush chair waiting. He sat, patted his lap. “Just for a bit.”

She hesitated. Then climbed on, stiff at first. His arm came around her, warm and heavy, pulling her close.

Her body softened. Traitor. She hated it, but the weight of him felt safe.

“Rest now, baby girl.” His hand rested on her back, rubbing slow circles. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her eyes grew heavy. She didn’t want to sleep. But his warmth, his voice—they pulled her under.

She woke later, disoriented, still on his lap. The clock said 3:45. She’d missed outdoor time too.

He didn’t scold. Just smiled, brushing hair from her face. “We’ll catch up. Let’s walk now.”

The walk was short, just around the grounds. Fresh air bit at her cheeks. His hand stayed on her lower back, guiding, steady.

Dinner at 6:30 passed without a fight. She was too tired to push back. The food was warm, filling, and his eyes stayed on her, approving.

Evening time at 8:00 was different. A small sitting room, a fire crackling in the hearth. Two chairs—one his, one across from him.

“Sit with me, princess.” He gestured to the chair beside him, not across. A reward.

Her heart skipped. She sat, closer than before. The fire’s warmth licked at her skin, mirroring the heat in her chest.

He spoke softly, about nothing important. Stories, quiet words. Her eyes grew heavy again, mid-sentence.

She didn’t fight it. Her head tipped forward. Sleep took her, right there in the chair.

Strong arms lifted her. She was half-awake, his scent—woodsy, clean—wrapping around her. She weighed nothing to him.

He carried her down the hall. Her room, her bed. The blanket pulled over her, tucked under her chin, soft and secure.

“There she is.” His whisper brushed her ear, warm and low. “My baby girl.”

Her body hummed, even half-asleep. Shame and comfort tangled tight. She shouldn’t like this, shouldn’t need it—but she did.

He lingered a moment. His hand brushed her cheek. Then he was gone, the door clicking shut.

She woke the next morning at 7:29. One minute before the schedule. Her eyes were already on the door, waiting for his knock.

Her heart thudded. Waiting for Daddy. She hated how much she wanted it.

The knock came, right on time. Her breath caught. She sat up, clutching the blanket.

“Come in,” she said, voice small. The door opened. Callan stood there, smiling, warm as ever.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His eyes scanned her, taking in everything. “Ready for the day?”

She nodded. No fight left, not this morning. His approval hit like a drug.

Breakfast went smoothly. She ate what he set in front of her. No questions, no pushback.

Session at 10:00 was deeper this time. He asked about her need to control, her fear of letting go. She answered, voice breaking once.

“You don’t need to hold on so tight, little one.” His hand reached across, resting on hers. “Daddy’s here for that.”

Her chest ached. She wanted to pull away. But his touch kept her still.

Lunch passed. Rest time came. She didn’t skip it this time.

She lay on her bed, eyes on the ceiling. Resting, like the schedule said. It felt wrong, but also right.

Outdoor time at 4:00 was a quiet walk again. His hand on her back, guiding. She didn’t pull away.

Dinner was uneventful. Her body was settling into the rhythm, even if her mind still buzzed. His gaze stayed on her, steady.

Evening time at 8:00 by the fire again. Same chair, closer to him. The warmth sank into her bones.

She didn’t fall asleep this time. Not yet. His voice kept her grounded, low and soothing.

“Tonight, we need to talk, baby girl.” His tone shifted, firmer. “About following the schedule.”

Her stomach dropped. She’d fought it at first. Did he know how hard it still was?

“You’ve done better today.” His hand rested on the arm of her chair, close but not touching. “But Daddy needs all of you, not just parts.”

Her face burned. All of her. What did that mean?

“I know it’s hard.” His eyes locked on hers, intense. “But every rule, every time, is for your recovery. Trust Daddy.”

She swallowed hard. Trust. That word felt bigger than it should.

He shifted closer. His hand moved, resting on her knee. Warm, heavy, deliberate.

Her breath hitched. Heat flared low, instant and shameful. She pressed her thighs together.

“There it is.” His voice dropped, a growl. “You feel it, don’t you?”

She nodded, barely. Her body betrayed her, wet heat pooling. She couldn’t stop it.

“Good girl.” His fingers tightened on her knee, just a fraction. “Let Daddy take care of that too.”

Her whine slipped out. Small, pathetic. Her face burned hotter.

He chuckled, low and warm. His hand slid up, slow, brushing the edge of her jeans. Not far, just enough.

Her hips twitched. She hated it. But she wanted more.

“Not yet, princess.” His hand stopped, resting heavy on her thigh. “Daddy decides when.”

Denial ached. Her body throbbed, desperate. She bit her lip, holding back another sound.

He watched her. Eyes dark, knowing. “You wait for me. Always.”

She nodded again. Helpless. The heat between her legs didn’t fade.

They sat like that. Minutes stretching, fire crackling, her body on edge. His control absolute.

Finally, he stood. Offered his hand. “Time for bed, baby girl.”

She took it. His grip was firm, warm. Her legs wobbled as she followed.

In her room, he pulled the blanket back. Watched her climb in. Tucked her under, tight and secure.

“Sleep now.” His hand brushed her hair, lingering. “Daddy’s proud of you for today.”

Her heart swelled. Proud. That word hit deep, sweeter than it should.

He turned to leave. Paused at the door. “Tomorrow, we add something new to the schedule, little one.”

Her stomach flipped. Something new. What did that mean?

The door clicked shut. She lay there, blanket heavy, body still aching from his touch. Tomorrow loomed, heavy with promise.

She stared at the ceiling. Waiting, wondering. What would Daddy ask of her next?

Her mind raced. But her body stayed still, tethered to his rules. To his voice.

She closed her eyes. The schedule burned behind her lids. 7:30 wake-up. She’d be ready.

Not because she wanted to. Because she needed to. For him.

Her breath slowed. Sleep crept in. But the ache, the want—it stayed.

Tomorrow. Something new. She wasn’t sure she could handle it, but she knew she wouldn’t stop.

Not with Daddy guiding her. Not with his warmth still lingering on her skin. Not with his rules shaping her every move.


Chapter 4: Daddy

Maren sat on the floor cushion by Callan’s chair. The room was warm, the evening light soft through the window. Her knees pressed into the plush fabric, and she didn’t feel strange about it.

She held the bear. Its fur was soft under her fingers. She couldn’t remember when it stopped feeling silly.

Callan sat above her, book in hand. His flannel sleeves were rolled up, showing strong forearms. He looked down at her with that steady gaze.

“Ready for our story, baby girl?”

His voice was low, smooth. It wrapped around her like a blanket. She nodded, leaning against his leg without thinking.

He started reading. The words flowed, steady and calm. A children’s tale, simple, but meant just for her.

She closed her eyes. Let the sound wash over her. His voice was a tether, holding her in place.

Her head rested heavier on his thigh. Solid. Warm.

He paused. His hand brushed hair from her face. The touch was gentle, deliberate.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

The word slipped out. It landed hard, shattering the quiet. Her eyes snapped open.

Her face burned. Shame flooded hot through her chest. She started to stammer, to apologize.

His hand settled on her head. Firm. Warm.

“Good girl.” His voice was softer now, but heavy with meaning. “You can call me that whenever you want.”

Relief hit her like a wave. So intense she started shaking. Her breath caught, ragged.

He slid his hand under her chin. Tilted her face up. His eyes were warm, dark, knowing.

“You don’t need to apologize for that word.” He spoke slow, each syllable sinking in. “You’ve been looking for someone to say it to. I’ve been waiting for you to find it.”

Her chest tightened. Tears pricked, unbidden. She hadn’t cried in years, but this—it broke something open.

“Come here, baby girl.”

He pulled her up. Effortless, his hands guiding her onto his lap. She curled into him, face pressing into his neck.

His scent filled her. Clean, warm, safe. She breathed it in, trembling.

His arms wrapped around her. Tight, solid, holding her together. His chin rested on her head.

“There’s my girl.” His voice rumbled through his chest. “Daddy’s got you.”

She melted. The word—Daddy—settled into her bones. It had been waiting there, all this time.

Her hands gripped his shirt. Small fists, clinging. She didn’t care how pathetic it looked.

He rocked her gently. Slow, steady. The motion soothed the raw edges inside her.

Her body softened. The tension from years of holding it together started to slip. She didn’t fight it.

His hand rubbed her back. Up and down, slow circles. Each touch felt like permission to let go.

“You’re safe here.” His breath was warm on her hair. “Daddy’s not going anywhere.”

Her heart thudded. Safe. That word felt bigger than it should.

She pressed closer. Her cheek against his collarbone. His heartbeat was steady under her ear.

Heat stirred low. Unwanted, but there. Her thighs pressed together, subtle, hiding it.

He felt it. Of course he did. His hand paused on her back.

“There it is.” His voice dropped, a growl. “You feel so much, don’t you?”

She nodded. Barely. Her face burned hotter.

His hand moved lower. Resting just above her hip. Heavy, warm, deliberate.

Her breath hitched. Wetness pooled between her legs. Shameful, instant.

“Good girl.” His fingers tightened, just a fraction. “Let Daddy take care of that feeling.”

A small whine escaped her. Pathetic. She bit her lip to stop more.

He chuckled. Low, warm. It vibrated through her.

“Not yet, princess.” His hand stayed still, teasing without moving. “Daddy decides when.”

The ache grew. Her body throbbed, desperate. Denial made it worse.

She squirmed. Just a little. His grip tightened, holding her still.

“Be still, baby girl.” His tone was firm, but kind. “Wait for Daddy.”

She nodded again. Helpless. The heat didn’t fade.

They stayed like that. Minutes stretched, his arms around her, her body on edge. His control was absolute.

Her mind spun. Daddy. The word echoed, tying her to him tighter.

His hand moved again. Brushing her hair back, tender. “You did so well, saying it.”

Her chest swelled. Pride, sweet and sharp. His praise hit deeper than it should.

She nuzzled into him. Face in his neck, hiding. The word felt right now, less scary.

He shifted her slightly. Pulled her closer, her legs over his thigh. The position made her smaller, cradled.

Heat flared again. Her hips wanted to move. She didn’t let them.

His hand slid to her thigh. Resting there, heavy. Not moving, just promising.

“Daddy knows what you need.” His voice was a whisper, meant for her alone. “Trust me to give it.”

She whimpered. Soft, barely audible. Her body betrayed her, wet and aching.

He tilted her chin up. Made her look at him. His eyes were dark, intense.

“Soon, baby girl.” His thumb brushed her lip. “When you’re ready, Daddy will take care of everything.”

Her lips parted. A shaky breath escaped. She wanted to beg, but didn’t.

He smiled. Small, knowing. “Good girl, holding it in.”

The praise made her tremble. Her body throbbed harder. She hated how much she needed it.

He rocked her again. Slow, calming. But the ache stayed, sharp and hungry.

Her hands clung to his shirt. Fingers digging in. She felt small, owned, safe.

His warmth surrounded her. His scent, his voice, his hands. All of it was hers now.

“Daddy’s proud of you.” He murmured it against her hair. “So brave, letting that word out.”

Her heart flipped. Brave. She didn’t feel it, but his words made it true.

She stayed there. Curled in his lap, trembling. Time slipped away, unimportant.

The ache between her legs didn’t fade. It pulsed, tied to his voice, his touch. She couldn’t ignore it.

He shifted. Adjusted her on his lap. She felt him—hard, pressing against her hip.

Her breath caught. Heat surged, knowing she did that to him. Shame and want twisted together.

He didn’t acknowledge it. Just held her tighter. “Relax, baby girl. Just be here.”

She tried. Focused on his heartbeat. But her body wouldn’t settle.

His hand rubbed her back again. Slow, soothing. It didn’t help the heat, but it grounded her.

Minutes passed. Or hours. She didn’t know, didn’t care.

Finally, he spoke. “Time to get you to bed, little one.”

She didn’t want to move. Her body protested, clinging. But his tone left no room for argument.

He lifted her. Strong, easy, like she weighed nothing. Her feet touched the floor, unsteady.

His hand stayed on her back. Guiding, steadying. “Come on, princess.”

She followed. Legs wobbly, body still aching. His presence behind her felt huge, unescapable.

In her room, he pulled the blanket back. Watched her climb in. His eyes never left her.

“Lie down.” His voice was soft, commanding. She obeyed, heart pounding.

He tucked her in. Tight, secure, like she couldn’t get out if she tried. The weight felt good.

His hand brushed her hair. Lingering, warm. “Sleep now, baby girl.”

Her eyes fluttered. Tired, but wired. The ache still lingered, unsatisfied.

He leaned down. His lips brushed her forehead. A small, tender shock.

“Daddy’s proud of you for tonight.” His breath was warm on her skin. “You took a big step.”

Her chest warmed. Proud. It hit again, sweeter each time.

He straightened. Stood by the bed, watching. “Tomorrow, we keep building on this, little one.”

Her stomach flipped. Tomorrow. What did that mean?

He turned to leave. Paused at the door. “Rest well, baby girl.”

The door clicked shut. Silence settled, heavy. Her body buzzed, still on edge.

She lay there. Blanket tight, heart racing. The word—Daddy—echoed in her mind.

Her hand slipped under the pillow. Found the pen on the nightstand. She didn’t think, just acted.

She pushed up her sleeve. Wrote it on the inside of her wrist. ‘Daddy.’

The ink was dark, stark against her skin. She stared at it. Her breath hitched.

Her thumb brushed over the letters. Smudging them slightly. She didn’t care.

She didn’t wash it off. Couldn’t. It felt like a claim, a tether.

Her eyes stayed on it. Minutes ticked by. The ache in her body pulsed, tied to the word.

Sleep didn’t come easy. Her mind replayed his voice, his touch. Daddy. It stuck.

Tomorrow loomed. Something new, he’d said before. Now, with that word between them, it felt bigger.

She curled tighter under the blanket. The ink on her wrist pressed against her chest. A secret, a promise.

Her body still ached. Throbbing, denied. She didn’t touch herself—Daddy’s rules held her back.

She closed her eyes. His voice echoed. “Soon, baby girl.”

Her breath slowed. Sleep crept closer. But the want, the need—it stayed.

Tomorrow. More steps. More of Daddy.

She wasn’t sure she was ready. But she knew she wouldn’t stop. Not with him guiding her.

Her wrist pressed harder to her chest. The smudged ink felt permanent. Like his control.

Sleep finally came. Fitful, restless. Dreams of his voice, his hands, his rules.

Tomorrow. She’d be ready. For Daddy.


Chapter 5: Rules

Maren woke with the ink still on her wrist. Smudged, but there. ‘Daddy.’ Her heart tripped over itself.

She traced the letters with a shaky finger. The ache from last night hadn’t faded. It sat low, heavy, waiting.

Her room at Thornfield was quiet. Soft light slipped through the curtains. The blanket still hugged her tight from Callan’s tucking.

She shifted. Legs pressed together. The need pulsed, sharp and unrelenting.

Her eyes flicked to the door. Closed. She could touch herself—ease it, just a little.

But she didn’t. Daddy’s voice echoed in her head. “Soon, baby girl.”

That stopped her hand. Cold. She didn’t even know the rules yet, but they held her.

She sat up. The bed creaked softly. Her wrist stayed hidden under the sleeve, a secret burning her skin.

A knock. Firm, deliberate. Her pulse jumped.

“Come in,” she said, voice small.

Callan entered. Broad shoulders, soft flannel, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His presence filled the room instantly.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was warm, steady. Her body reacted—heat flaring low.

“Morning, Daddy.” The word slipped out. Natural now. Her face burned anyway.

He smiled. Slow, approving. “Good girl. Saying it without hesitation.”

Her chest warmed. That praise—it hit deep. Every time.

He held something in his hand. Thick card stock, folded once. Her eyes locked on it.

“Get dressed, little one. Meet me in the study in ten minutes.” His tone left no room for delay.

She nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

He turned to leave. Paused at the door. “Don’t keep Daddy waiting, princess.”

The door clicked shut. Her breath came fast. Ten minutes felt like a countdown to something big.

She dressed quickly. Simple skirt, soft sweater. The ink on her wrist stayed hidden, but she felt it there.

The study was down the hall. Her bare feet padded on the hardwood. Each step made her stomach twist tighter.

She reached the door. Knocked softly. Her hands trembled.

“Come in, baby girl.” His voice pulled her forward.

She stepped inside. Callan sat in his chair, the card stock on the desk now. A small cushion waited by his feet—her spot.

She hesitated. Her eyes flicked to the cushion. It had a pillow now, small and plush.

Her heart squeezed. He’d noticed her pressing her face into it last time. He’d made it softer for her.

“Kneel here, little one.” He patted the cushion. His hand was large, warm-looking.

She moved. Dropped to her knees on the cushion. The pillow felt good under her—safe.

He leaned forward. Picked up the card stock. Unfolded it with deliberate care.

“Today, we make things official, baby girl.” His eyes held hers. Unwavering.

Her pulse hammered. Official. The word felt heavy, like a lock clicking shut.

He turned the card to her. His handwriting covered it—neat, certain, black ink on cream paper. Rules.

“Read them aloud, princess.” His voice was calm, but firm. A command.

She swallowed. Her fingers brushed the thick card stock. It felt real, important under her touch.

“Rule one,” she started, voice shaky. “Bedtime at ten.”

Her eyes moved down. “Rule two. Ask permission before leaving the room.”

She kept going. “Rule three. Meals eaten completely, no skipping.”

Her breath hitched. “Rule four. No skipping rest time.”

She paused. Looked up at him. His face was unreadable, but his eyes burned into her.

“Keep going, baby girl.” His hand rested on the arm of the chair. Close, but not touching.

“Rule five,” she whispered. “Good behavior earns rewards—lap time, extra story time, a treat after dinner.”

Her thighs pressed together. Rewards. The word alone made her ache.

He nodded. “These aren’t restrictions. They’re the walls of your nursery. They keep you safe. You just don’t know you need them yet.”

Her chest tightened. Nursery. The word felt infantilizing, but it wrapped around her like a blanket.

He slid a pen across the desk. Black, heavy. “Sign at the bottom, baby girl. Where it says ‘Baby Girl.’”

She stared at the line. Her name wasn’t there—just ‘Baby Girl.’ That’s who she was now.

Her hand shook as she took the pen. The card stock felt heavier now. Her signature would make it real.

She signed. Maren. Small, messy letters under ‘Baby Girl.’

He took the pen next. Signed above her, where it said ‘Daddy.’ Callan’s handwriting was bold, claiming.

Her stomach flipped. It was done. Official, like he said.

“Good girl.” His voice dropped low, warm. It sent a shiver through her.

He folded the card. Tucked it into a drawer. “Now, you’re mine to take care of, princess.”

Her body reacted. Heat pooling, fast. She bit her lip, trying to hide it.

He saw. He always saw. A small smile curved his mouth.

“Tonight, we start with a reward.” He leaned back in his chair. “Ask Daddy for something, baby girl.”

Her mind raced. A reward. She knew what she wanted—had known since last night.

“Can I…” She hesitated. Her face burned. “Can I sit on your lap during our session?”

His smile widened. “Yes, little one. You’ve earned it.”

Her heart pounded. Earned it. Those words made her wetter.

He patted his thigh. “Come here, princess.”

She stood. Legs shaky. Moved to him, slow, like she might break.

He guided her. Sideways, legs over the arm of the chair. Her head rested against his shoulder.

His warmth surrounded her. Solid, unyielding. She melted into it.

His hand settled on her bare thigh. Heavy, warm, just there. Not moving, but it burned anyway.

She soaked through her panties. No diaper yet—not today. But the ache was unbearable.

He picked up a book from the side table. Opened it. Started reading aloud.

His voice rumbled through his chest. Low, steady. She felt it in her bones.

Her eyes closed. His hand stayed on her thigh. The heat between her legs grew, pulsing with every word.

She shifted. Just a little. His hand tightened slightly, stilling her.

“Relax, baby girl.” His tone was soft, but firm. “Just listen.”

She tried. Focused on his voice. But her body wouldn’t settle.

Minutes passed. His hand never moved. Her wetness grew, humiliating and undeniable.

Finally, he closed the book. Set it aside. “Time for bed, little one.”

She didn’t want to move. Her body clung to his warmth. But his tone was final.

He lifted her. Easy, strong. Set her on her feet, hand on her back.

“Come on, princess.” He guided her out of the study. Down the hall to her room.

Her legs felt weak. His presence behind her was huge, steady. She couldn’t escape it.

In her room, he pulled the blanket back. Watched her climb in. His eyes never left her.

“Lie down.” His voice was a command, soft but absolute.

She obeyed. Heart racing. The bed felt too big without him near.

He tucked her in. Tight, secure. The weight of the blanket pinned her, comforting.

His hand brushed her hair. Lingering, warm. “Sleep now, baby girl.”

Her eyes fluttered. The ache pulsed, unsatisfied. She needed more—needed him.

He leaned down. His lips pressed to her forehead. Dry, firm, deliberate—a small shock to her system.

“Daddy’s proud of you for signing tonight.” His breath warmed her skin. “You took another big step.”

Her chest bloomed. Proud. It hit sweeter every time.

He straightened. Stood by the bed, watching. “Rest well, little one.”

The door clicked shut. Silence fell, heavy. Her body buzzed, still on edge.

Her hand slipped under the blanket. Hovered. She wanted to touch, to ease the ache.

But she didn’t. Daddy’s rules. They held her, even now.

She turned over. Buried her face in the pillow. Whispered into the dark, “Daddy.”

Her voice sounded small. Needy. It humiliated her, but it felt right.

Her wrist pressed to her chest. The ink—smudged, but there. A claim, a tether.

Sleep didn’t come easy. The ache throbbed, denied. Her mind replayed his hand on her thigh, his lips on her forehead.

Tomorrow loomed. More rules, more steps. She wasn’t sure she was ready.

But she knew she’d test it. Break a rule—on purpose. She needed to know.

What would Daddy do when his baby girl disobeyed? Her stomach twisted at the thought. Fear and want, tangled tight.

She curled tighter under the blanket. The ache didn’t fade. Tomorrow, she’d find out.

Her breath slowed. Sleep crept closer. But the need stayed, burning.

Tomorrow. More of Daddy. She’d push, just to see.

Her eyes closed. Dreams of his voice, his hands, his rules. Waiting for her.

She’d break a rule. She had to. The thought alone made her wetter.

Sleep finally came. Restless, fitful. Tomorrow, she’d test Daddy’s walls.

---

The next morning, Maren woke with purpose. Her wrist still bore the faint ink. It fueled her.

She dressed quickly. Skirt, sweater, nothing special. But her mind was already racing.

Breakfast was in the dining room. Callan wasn’t there yet. A tray waited—oatmeal, fruit, a glass of milk.

Rule three. Meals eaten completely. She stared at the tray, pulse quickening.

She could skip it. Just a bite or two. See what happens.

Her hands hesitated. Picked up the spoon. Then set it down.

Footsteps. Heavy, deliberate. Her heart jumped to her throat.

Callan entered. Flannel, sleeves rolled, eyes on her instantly. “Good morning, baby girl.”

“Morning, Daddy.” Her voice wavered. She shifted, hiding the untouched tray.

His gaze flicked to it. He saw. Of course he did.

“Eat, little one.” His tone was calm, but firm. “Every bite.”

She swallowed. Her plan already crumbling. But she pushed anyway.

“I’m not hungry.” A lie. Her stomach growled, betraying her.

His eyebrow lifted. Just slightly. “That’s not how this works, princess.”

Her face burned. She picked up the spoon. Took a small bite.

He watched. Silent, unhurried. His presence pressed down on her, heavy.

Another bite. Then another. Her defiance melted under his stare.

“Good girl.” His voice warmed. It hit her low, spreading heat.

She finished the oatmeal. The fruit next. Her hands shook, but she did it.

He nodded. “See? Daddy knows what you need.”

Her thighs pressed together. That phrase—it did things to her. Made her ache.

He stepped closer. Loomed over her. “But you thought about skipping, didn’t you?”

Her breath caught. How did he know? She nodded, small, ashamed.

“Honesty is good, baby girl.” His hand brushed her cheek. Warm, grounding.

Her body reacted. Wetness pooling again. She hated how easily he did this.

“Next time, you tell Daddy before you decide to test a rule.” His thumb lingered on her skin. “Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was a whisper. Needy, pathetic.

He smiled. “Good. Now, let’s get you ready for the day.”

Her stomach flipped. Ready for the day. What did that mean?

He took her hand. Led her out of the dining room. Her legs felt weak under his grip.

Back to the study. The cushion waited. So did something new on the desk.

A small stack of pull-ups. White, thick, crinkling softly as he picked one up. Her heart stopped.

“Time for the next step, baby girl.” His voice was gentle, but absolute. “Just in case.”

Her face burned. Pull-ups. She wasn’t ready for this.

“But I don’t—” She stopped. His eyes pinned her.

“Daddy just wants to make sure his baby girl is comfortable.” His hand held the pull-up out. “Trust me, princess.”

Her body trembled. Shame and want fought inside her. She didn’t know which would win.

He stepped closer. His warmth surrounded her. “Lift your skirt, little one.”

Her hands shook. Moved to the hem. Pulled it up, slow.

Her panties showed. Plain, white, already damp. Humiliation burned through her.

He didn’t comment. Just knelt. His hands were steady, sliding her panties down.

Her breath hitched. Exposed. His face was so close.

He unfolded the pull-up. Slid it up her legs. The crinkle was loud, obscene.

It settled against her. Thick, bulky. The padding pressed between her thighs.

Her face flamed. She hated it. But the safety—it crept in, uninvited.

He smoothed the waistband. His fingers lingered. Checked the fit, deliberate.

“There.” He stood. “Now Daddy knows you’re taken care of.”

Her body betrayed her. Heat pulsed under the padding. She was wetter now.

He saw it. That small smile again. “Good girl. You’ll get used to it.”

Her thighs squeezed. The bulk felt foreign, wrong. But his praise made it bearable.

“Come here, baby girl.” He sat in his chair. Patted his lap again.

She moved. Climbed on, sideways, legs over the arm. The pull-up crinkled with every shift.

His hand settled on her thigh. Warm, heavy. Her skirt hid the padding, but he knew it was there.

Her head rested on his shoulder. His scent—clean, warm—filled her. She melted, despite herself.

“We’ll talk more later, princess.” His voice rumbled. “For now, just be here with Daddy.”

She nodded. The ache pulsed, trapped under the pull-up. She couldn’t ignore it.

His hand didn’t move. Stayed on her thigh. But it was enough to keep her on edge.

Minutes passed. Her body stayed tense. Wet, needy, denied.

Finally, he shifted. “Time to get up, little one.” His tone was final.

She didn’t want to. Clung to his warmth. But he lifted her anyway.

“Rest time soon, baby girl.” He set her on her feet. “Follow the rules, and Daddy will reward you.”

Her stomach twisted. Reward. She wanted it—whatever it was.

He guided her to the door. Hand on her back. “Be good, princess.”

The door shut behind her. She stood in the hall. The pull-up crinkled with every step.

Her body throbbed. Denied, aching. She’d follow the rules—for now.

But tomorrow? She’d push again. She needed to know Daddy’s limits.

Her wrist pressed to her chest. The ink still there. A promise, a challenge.

Tomorrow. She’d break a rule. See what Daddy does when his baby girl disobeys.


Chapter 6: The Sippy Cup

Maren sat at the breakfast table, hands fidgeting in her lap. The pull-up crinkled under her skirt, a constant reminder of yesterday’s surrender. Her face still burned thinking about it.

She reached for her usual glass of water. It wasn’t there. Instead, something else sat by her plate.

A sippy cup. Pastel blue, soft silicone spout, tiny handles on the sides. Her stomach dropped hard.

She stared at it. Her fingers froze mid-reach. This wasn’t just a step—it was a leap into something she couldn’t unsee.

Footsteps behind her. Callan entered the dining room, his presence filling the space. Broad shoulders, soft flannel, sleeves rolled to his elbows.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was warm, calm, like nothing was wrong. He sat across from her, eyes already on the cup.

She didn’t speak. Couldn’t. Her throat felt tight.

He tilted his head. “Part of the sensory regression protocol. Tactile anchoring, little one.”

Her brows knit. Tactile what? It sounded clinical, reasonable, but her gut screamed otherwise.

“Pick it up.” His tone stayed gentle, but it wasn’t a request. It was a rule.

Her hand moved slow, hesitant. Fingers curled around the small handles. The plastic felt foreign, childish.

“Drink.” His eyes held hers, steady, unyielding. “Daddy wants to see his baby girl taken care of.”

Her face flamed. She lifted the cup, the silicone spout brushing her lower lip. Soft, strange, humiliating.

She tilted it. Cool water touched her tongue. Swallow, breathe, swallow—a small, rhythmic motion.

Her eyes darted to him. He watched, a faint smile on his lips. Approval radiated from him, and it hit her deep.

She finished breakfast without a word. The cup sat empty by her plate. Her hands trembled as she set it down.

At lunch, it was there again. Same pastel blue, filled with juice this time. She didn’t hesitate as long.

Her lips closed around the spout. That rhythm again—swallow, breathe, swallow. Her mind quieted, just a little.

By dinner, she reached for it automatically. No pause, no resistance. The silicone felt familiar now, almost comforting.

Callan noticed. Of course he did. “Good girl, princess. Daddy’s proud of you.”

Her chest warmed at the praise. Pathetic, how much she craved it. But she couldn’t stop.

After dinner, lap time. She climbed onto his lap in the study, the pull-up crinkling under her. His arm wrapped around her waist.

He held the sippy cup for her. Raised it to her lips. “Drink, baby girl.”

She did. Small gulps, steady rhythm. His other hand stroked her hair, fingers slow and deliberate.

Swallow, breathe, swallow. Something in her brain went quiet. The part always planning, always bracing—it just stopped.

Her eyes lifted to his. Wet, glassy, vulnerable. She couldn’t hide it.

He smiled down at her. “There’s my good girl. Daddy knows what you need.”

Her heart stuttered. His warmth, his voice, his hand in her hair—it was too much. She melted into him.

But then, a thought. A reckless one. She needed to test him again.

She slid off his lap without asking. Stood, turned, and walked toward the door. Her pulse raced.

“Baby girl.” His voice stopped her cold. Low, firm, no warmth now.

She froze. Turned slow. His face was unreadable, but his eyes pinned her in place.

“You know the rules.” He stood, towering over her. “Permission before you leave.”

Her stomach twisted. She’d broken this rule yesterday. She knew better.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” Her voice was small, shaky. She meant it, but it was too late.

He shook his head. “No lap time, little one. Sit on your cushion. Alone.”

Her chest ached. Alone. The word cut deeper than she expected.

She moved to the cushion by his desk. Sat, knees pulled to her chest. The pull-up crinkled, mocking her.

He sat back in his chair. Ignored her. Started reading papers, his pen scratching softly.

Minutes dragged. No warmth, no voice, no Daddy. Just cold silence.

Her throat burned. She bit her lip to keep from crying. This was worse than any scolding.

An hour passed. The longest hour at Thornfield. Her body felt heavy, empty without his attention.

Finally, he spoke. “Come here, baby girl.” His tone softened, but only just.

She scrambled to her feet. Moved to him, head down. Shame burned through her.

“Eyes up.” He waited until she obeyed. “Why did you leave without asking?”

Her voice cracked. “I… I wanted to see. What you’d do.”

He nodded slow. “And now you know. Daddy’s rules aren’t games.”

She swallowed hard. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I won’t do it again.”

His hand reached out. Brushed her cheek, warm and grounding. “I know you won’t, princess.”

Her body reacted instantly. Heat pooled low, under the pull-up. She hated how easy it was for him.

He saw it. That small smile returned. “You need Daddy’s care, don’t you?”

She nodded, barely. “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was a whisper.

He pulled her closer. “Let’s make sure you’re comfortable, little one.” His hand dropped to her skirt.

Her breath hitched. He lifted the hem, slow, deliberate. The pull-up showed, thick and white.

His fingers slipped under the waistband. Checked, lingered. “Not wet yet. Good girl.”

Her thighs trembled. His touch, even brief, sent heat racing through her. She couldn’t stop it.

He pulled his hand back. Smoothed the waistband down. “But Daddy’s going to make sure you feel taken care of.”

Her heart pounded. What did that mean? Her body already ached for more.

He reached for something on the desk. A small bottle of baby powder. Her stomach flipped.

“Lay back on the changing mat, baby girl.” His voice was calm, firm. “Daddy needs to take care of you.”

She hesitated. Just a second. Then moved to the mat by the cushion, lying down slow.

The pull-up crinkled loud as she settled. Her skirt bunched at her hips. Exposed, vulnerable.

He knelt beside her. Large, warm hands slid the pull-up down her legs. The cool air hit her skin.

Her face burned. She was bare now, legs spread just enough. His gaze didn’t waver.

He shook the powder bottle. A soft puff of white dusted over her. The scent—sweet, infantile—filled the air.

His fingers spread it slow. Over her skin, between her thighs. Deliberate, lingering touches.

Her breath caught. Heat pulsed where his fingers grazed. She was wet already, and he knew it.

“Good girl.” His voice was low, approving. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t help it. The shame mixed with need, a toxic, perfect storm.

He didn’t stop. Fingers moved, teasing, edging her closer. Her clit throbbed under his touch.

“Daddy, please…” Her voice broke. Needy, pathetic. She didn’t care.

“Not yet, baby girl.” He pulled back, just as she teetered on the edge. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her body screamed. Denied, aching. She whimpered, thighs squeezing together.

He slid a fresh pull-up under her. Taped it snug, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. “There. All safe.”

Her chest heaved. The bulk pressed between her legs, trapping the heat. She hated it—and craved it.

He lifted her to sit. Pulled her back onto his lap. His arm curled around her waist.

The sippy cup appeared again. He held it to her lips. “Drink, princess.”

She did. Swallow, breathe, swallow. His fingers returned to her hair, stroking slow.

Her body stayed tense. Wetness spread under the padding, not from need this time, but from denial. She felt it, warm, humiliating.

He felt it too. His hand pressed against the front of the pull-up. “There it is. Daddy’s baby girl.”

Her face flamed. She couldn’t hide from him. Not her body, not her shame.

“You rolled your eyes at a sippy cup this morning.” His voice was soft, but piercing. “Now you’re holding it like it’s the only thing keeping you here.”

She gripped the cup tighter. He was right. Her body knew before her mind did.

“That’s not weakness, baby girl.” His hand squeezed her thigh. “That’s your body telling you what it needs.”

Her eyes stung. She nodded, small, broken in the best way. She didn’t let go of the cup.

Later, she stood at the door of his study. Apologized again, voice barely audible. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

He looked up from his desk. Nodded once. “Come in, little one.”

She did. Crawled onto his lap without asking. He let her stay.

Her fingers clutched his shirt. The sippy cup rested in her other hand. She didn’t let go of either.

His arm tightened around her. “You’re safe here, baby girl.” His breath warmed her ear.

She melted into him. The pull-up crinkled, the cup pressed to her chest. She needed this—needed him.

Her body throbbed, still denied. Wetness lingered under the padding. She knew he’d make her wait.

“Daddy’s got more for you tomorrow, princess.” His voice held a promise, a threat. “Be a good girl until then.”

Her stomach flipped. Tomorrow. She’d wait, aching, for whatever he planned next.


Chapter 7: Pull-Ups

Maren stood at the edge of her room at Thornfield. The small space felt softer now, less like a temporary retreat and more like a cocoon. Two weeks ago, she’d have laughed at the pastel walls and stuffed animals on the shelf.

Now, they didn’t seem so strange.

Her body ached from the day. Muscles tight from tension she couldn’t shake, even here. She rubbed her arms, nails bitten to the quick, waiting for bedtime.

The door opened slow. Callan stepped in, broad shoulders filling the frame. His flannel shirt was rolled at the sleeves, showing strong forearms that made her chest tighten.

“Ready for bed, baby girl?”

She nodded. Words stuck in her throat. His voice always did that—warm, steady, pulling her under.

He carried something under his arm. A package, plain white, no label. He set it on her bed without a word.

She stared at it. Her stomach twisted. What now?

“Sit down, little one.” His tone was gentle, but firm. She obeyed, perching on the edge of the mattress.

He knelt in front of her. Opened the package with deliberate hands. Pulled out a pull-up—thick, white, with faint cartoon prints on the front.

Her breath caught.

“Daddy’s introducing something new tonight.” His eyes held hers, calm and unyielding. “This is for your sleep, to help you let go completely.”

She swallowed hard. “I… I don’t need that, Daddy.”

His smile was small, patient. “I know it feels strange, baby girl. But Daddy wants you to rest without any worry, even subconsciously.”

Her face burned. A pull-up. Like she was a child who couldn’t control herself.

He held it out, unfolded. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room. Her thighs clenched instinctively.

“Stand up for Daddy.” His voice didn’t waver. “Let’s get you ready for bed.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She stood, hands fidgeting at her sides. He reached for her pajama pants, fingers hooking the waistband.

She froze.

He slid them down slow. Cool air hit her bare legs. Her panties followed, pooling at her ankles.

Her cheeks flamed. Exposed. Vulnerable.

“Step in, princess.” He held the pull-up open, waiting. His hands were steady, large, warm.

She hesitated. One second. Then lifted a foot, trembling, stepping into the padding.

He slid it up her legs. The crinkle echoed with every inch. His fingers brushed her thighs, adjusting the waistband against her hips.

Her skin tingled where he touched.

“There. All done.” He tapped her hip twice, a small signal of completion.

She couldn’t move. The bulk pressed between her thighs, soft but foreign. Every shift made a sound—crinkle, crinkle, crinkle.

He pulled her pajama pants back up. Tucked the fabric over the pull-up. The padding still bulged underneath, impossible to ignore.

“Into bed, baby girl.” He lifted the blanket, guiding her under. His hand smoothed over her hair as she settled.

She lay still. Hyper-aware of the padding. It hugged her, thick and inescapable.

He leaned down. Kissed her forehead, lips warm and lingering. “Goodnight, baby girl.”

Her throat tightened. “Goodnight, Daddy.”

He turned off the light. Left the door cracked just enough. She listened to his footsteps fade.

Alone now. She shifted under the blanket. Crinkle. Loud. Obscene.

Her mind raced. A pull-up. She was a grown woman wearing a pull-up.

But her body felt… different. Heavy. Like it could finally let go.

She turned onto her side. Crinkle again. The softness pressed against her, a constant reminder.

Her fingers twitched. Wanted to touch, to feel the padding herself. But she didn’t.

Daddy’s rules. No touching without permission. She bit her lip, hands staying still.

Hours passed. Or minutes. She couldn’t tell.

Midnight came. Her eyes finally grew heavy. The padding cradled her, strange but safe.

Sleep took her. Deep, unbroken. No dreams, no waking.

Six in the morning. Her eyes snapped open. Something felt… off.

Warmth. Spreading through the pull-up. Wet.

Her heart stopped.

She stared at the ceiling. The padding sagged, heavy now. She’d wet herself.

No waking in the night. No jolt of anxiety. Just… release.

Her face burned with shame. But her body felt rested. Eight hours of sleep—uninterrupted.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Just lay there, trapped in the warmth, the bulk, the reality.

The clock ticked. 7:30 approached. She heard his footsteps before the door opened.

Callan stepped in. His presence filled the room. “Morning, baby girl.”

She didn’t speak. Couldn’t meet his eyes. The pull-up felt heavier under his gaze.

He knelt by the bed. Lifted the blanket without asking. His hand pressed against the front of the padding.

Her breath hitched.

“Wet.” His voice was calm, no judgment. Just fact.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” Her whisper was barely audible.

He shook his head. “No apologies, little one. Your body did what it needed to.”

Her chest tightened. Shame and relief warred inside her. His acceptance made it worse—and better.

“Come here.” He lifted her from the bed, effortless. Carried her to the changing mat in the corner.

She clung to his shirt. Felt small in his arms. Safe, despite everything.

He laid her down. Pulled her pajama pants off. The pull-up crinkled as he peeled the sides open.

Cool air hit her skin. She shivered. Her legs spread just enough under his hands.

He grabbed a warm wipe from the pack. Dragged it slow over her skin, cleaning her. Every touch was deliberate, intimate.

Her breath caught. Heat pulsed low. His fingers lingered, just a moment too long.

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t stop it. Wetness wasn’t just from the pull-up now.

He noticed. Of course he did. A small smirk played on his lips.

“Good girl.” His voice was low, approving. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her clit throbbed. She bit her lip, holding back a whimper. Need clawed at her.

He didn’t push further. Not yet. Just cleaned her, slow and thorough.

He unfolded a fresh pull-up. Slid it under her hips. The crinkle filled the room again.

Her body tensed. The padding pressed against her, trapping the heat. She hated how much she wanted it.

He adjusted the waistband. Taped it snug. His fingers brushed her skin, sending sparks through her.

“There. All clean.” He pulled her pajamas back on. Lifted her into his arms again.

She pressed her face into his chest. Inhaled the scent of him—woodsy, warm. Her heart pounded.

He carried her out of the room. Down the hall to the small dining area. Her legs dangled over his arm.

The pull-up crinkled with every step. She felt it, wet already—not from an accident this time. From need.

He sat at the table. Kept her on his lap. One arm curled around her waist, holding her close.

She felt his cock, hard under her diapered bottom. Her breath hitched. The contrast—his adult strength, her infantile padding—made her dizzy.

A sippy cup appeared on the table. Filled with juice, bright and cold. He lifted it to her lips.

“Drink, princess.” His voice was a command, soft but absolute. She opened her mouth.

The sweet liquid hit her tongue. She swallowed, slow, under his gaze. His hand pressed the cup firmer.

Her body relaxed into him. The pull-up crinkled as she shifted. Wetness spread again, warm under the padding.

He felt it. His hand slid down, pressed against the front. “There it is, baby girl.”

Her face flamed. Shame burned hot. But so did desire.

His fingers lingered through the padding. Found her clit, even through the bulk. Rubbed slow, teasing.

She gasped. Hips jerked toward his touch. “Daddy…”

“Not yet.” He pulled his hand back. Left her aching, denied.

Her whimper was pathetic. She didn’t care. Need pulsed, trapped under the pull-up.

He held the sippy cup again. Made her drink more. Every swallow felt like surrender.

Her body throbbed. Wet, desperate, diapered on his lap. Two weeks ago, she’d been in the ER, hands steady on a crash victim.

Now this. Drinking from a sippy cup. Wet pull-up sagging under her.

Which Maren was real? The nurse who didn’t break? Or the baby girl who needed Daddy?

She couldn’t decide. Didn’t want to. His arm tightened around her.

“You slept eight hours without waking.” His voice was warm, piercing. “That’s the first time in how long?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her throat was too tight.

“Your body did exactly what it needed to do.” He pressed a kiss to her temple. “Daddy’s not going anywhere.”

Her chest ached. Relief, raw and sharp, cut through her. She melted into him, pull-up crinkling, sippy cup in hand.

But his eyes held a glint. A promise. Something more was coming.

“Finish your juice, baby girl.” His tone shifted, darker. “Daddy’s got bigger plans for you today.”

Her stomach flipped. Anticipation burned. Whatever he planned, she’d be waiting—wet, aching, and his.


Chapter 8: The First Diaper

Maren sat on the soft rug in the quiet room at Thornfield. Her legs were crossed, the pull-up crinkling faintly under her pastel pajamas. She felt the padding, snug and familiar now, a constant reminder of her surrender.

It was early afternoon. The light streamed through the sheer curtains, painting the room in a warm glow. Her body felt heavy, the kind of tired that wasn’t just physical but bone-deep.

She’d been at Thornfield for weeks. Nightmares of the ER still crept in—blood on her gloves, monitors screaming—but they were softer now. Callan’s voice always pulled her back.

The door opened. Callan stepped in, broad shoulders filling the frame, flannel shirt rolled to his elbows. His presence was a weight, a comfort, a command.

“Nap time, baby girl.”

Maren’s heart skipped. Nap time was non-negotiable. Secretly, she craved it—the stillness, the permission to stop.

She stood. Followed him to the soft room down the hall. The familiar daybed waited, blankets folded neatly at the foot.

But something was different. A changing pad lay on the daybed, pale blue and plasticky. Beside it, a stack of something white and thick.

Her stomach dropped. She stopped in the doorway. Her hands clenched at her sides.

Callan turned. His eyes met hers, warm but unyielding. “Come here, princess.”

Her feet moved before her mind caught up. She stood by the daybed, staring at the stack. Not pull-ups. Diapers. Real ones. With tapes.

Her mouth opened. Nothing came out.

Callan sat on the edge of the daybed. Patted the space beside him. “Lie down, baby girl. Daddy’s going to take care of you.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. She wanted to argue. But her body obeyed, sliding onto the changing pad, head resting on the pillow.

She stared at the ceiling. Her breath came fast. The ER Maren—the one who ran codes, who never broke—screamed inside her to get up.

Callan’s hand touched her knee. Warm. Steady. “Pull-ups are for nighttime now. Nap time needs something more secure.”

He reached for the stack. Unfolded a diaper with a loud crinkle. The sound hit her like a slap, sharp and undeniable.

Her legs tensed. She wanted to close them, to hide. But his hand was already on her hip, gentle but firm.

“Lift up for Daddy.”

Her body betrayed her. Hips rose off the pad. He slid the diaper under her, the padding soft and thick against her skin.

She felt the bulk already. He pulled the front up between her legs. The plastic backing rustled, loud in the quiet room.

One side taped down. Then the other. His fingers smoothed the edges, deliberate, lingering just a second too long.

Her thighs wouldn’t close all the way. The diaper forced them apart, a constant pressure. Humiliation burned her cheeks.

Callan pulled a blanket over her. Tucked it around her shoulders. “Sleep, baby.”

The lights dimmed. His voice was a low hum, a tether. She stared at the ceiling, the diaper heavy and warm around her.

It held her. Not just her body, but something deeper. The shaking wire inside her—the one that had vibrated for six years in the ER—went slack.

Her eyes grew heavy. The crinkle faded as her breathing slowed. She slept.

No dreams. No clenched fists. Just silence—four hours of it, the deepest she’d had in years.

When her eyes opened, the room was still dim. Callan sat in the chair beside her, a book in his hands. His gaze lifted, meeting hers.

She shifted. The diaper crinkled. Wetness spread warm under the padding, a slow realization that made her face burn.

He set the book down. Stood. “Let’s get you checked, sweetheart.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t move as he leaned over. Two fingers slid inside the waistband, warm against her skin.

“Wet already.” His tone wasn’t mocking, just matter-of-fact. But it still made her want to disappear.

She turned her head. Couldn’t look at him. Shame clawed at her, hot and sharp.

But his hand stayed gentle. He pulled the blanket off. “Daddy’s got you. Let’s get you changed.”

Her heart raced. She lay still as he untaped one side, then the other. The crinkle was deafening as he opened the diaper.

Cool air hit her skin. Her legs trembled. She was exposed, vulnerable, and wet in more ways than one.

His fingers brushed her inner thigh. Lingering. Teasing. Heat pulsed low, her clit throbbing under his gaze.

She bit her lip. A whimper escaped. She hated how much she wanted his touch.

Callan grabbed a wipe. Dragged it slow over her skin, cleaning her with deliberate care. Every stroke sent sparks through her.

Her hips twitched. Wetness slicked her, not just from the diaper now. He noticed—of course he did.

“Good girl.” His voice was low, approving. It hit her like a drug, warm and addictive.

His fingers moved higher. Found her clit through the wipe. Rubbed slow, just enough to make her gasp.

“Daddy…” Her voice was small, pleading.

“Not yet, baby girl.” He pulled his hand back. Left her aching, denied, pussy throbbing with need.

Her whimper was pathetic. She didn’t care. The need clawed at her, trapped under her skin.

He unfolded a pull-up. Slid it under her hips. Taped it snug, the crinkle softer this time but still a reminder.

Her body relaxed. But a part of her—the part that had gone quiet in the diaper—ached for it back. She almost asked.

She didn’t. Didn’t need to. His eyes held a promise as he adjusted her pajamas.

He lifted her into his arms. Carried her to the chair. Sat with her on his lap, her diapered bottom pressing against him.

She felt his cock, hard under her. The contrast—his adult strength, her infantile padding—made her dizzy. Wetness spread in the pull-up again.

His arm curled around her waist. Held her close. “You slept four hours. No nightmares. No clenched fists.”

She swallowed hard. Her chest ached. Relief and shame twisted together.

“This is what happens when you let Daddy take care of everything—including this.” His hand pressed against the front of her pull-up. Firm, possessive.

Her breath caught. Heat pooled low. She melted into him, the pull-up crinkling with every tiny shift.

He tilted her chin up. Made her meet his eyes. “Daddy knows what you need, even when you don’t.”

Her throat tightened. She nodded, small and silent. The ER Maren was gone, buried under padding and his voice.

His thumb brushed her cheek. Warm. Steady. “Tonight, at bedtime, you’ll wear the diaper again.”

Her stomach flipped. Anticipation burned hot. She didn’t argue—couldn’t, even if she wanted to.

But his gaze darkened. A glint of something more. “And tomorrow, baby girl, we’re going to try something new.”

Her heart pounded. Whatever it was, she’d be waiting. Wet, aching, and completely his.

---

Maren stayed on his lap for a while. The pull-up felt thinner after the diaper, less secure. Her body missed the weight, the way it held her together.

Callan’s hand rested on her thigh. Not teasing now, just there. A reminder of who was in charge.

She pressed her face into his chest. Inhaled his scent—woodsy, warm, safe. Her fingers curled into his shirt.

“You did so well today.” His voice was soft, piercing. “Daddy’s proud of you.”

Her chest warmed. That praise—it hit deeper than it should have. She craved more, needed it like air.

She shifted. The pull-up crinkled. Wetness spread again, warm and humiliating, but she didn’t care.

His hand slid down. Pressed against the front. “There it is, princess.”

Her face flamed. Shame burned, but so did desire. She couldn’t hide anything from him—not her body, not her need.

He didn’t push further. Just held her. Let her sit with the ache, the denial, the surrender.

Hours passed, or maybe minutes. Time blurred when she was with him. The world outside Thornfield didn’t exist.

Eventually, he stood. Carried her to the small kitchen for a late snack. Kept her on his lap like always.

A sippy cup appeared. Filled with milk, warmed just right. He lifted it to her lips.

“Drink, baby girl.”

She opened her mouth. The milk was sweet, soothing. She swallowed under his gaze, every sip a small act of obedience.

His cock pressed harder against her diapered bottom. Her breath hitched. The bulk of the pull-up trapped her arousal, made it worse.

She wanted to grind against him. To beg. But she knew the rules—Daddy decided when.

He fed her the rest of the milk. Slow, deliberate. Her body relaxed, even as need pulsed low.

“Good girl.” His hand rubbed her back. “You’re learning to let go.”

Her eyes stung. Not tears—just the edge of them. She hadn’t cried in years, but with him, it felt close.

He carried her back to the soft room. Set her on the daybed. “Rest a little more before dinner.”

She nodded. Lay back, the pull-up crinkling. Her mind spun, replaying the diaper, the tapes, the silence in her head.

Callan adjusted the blanket over her. Kissed her forehead. “Daddy’s not going anywhere.”

Her heart steadied. She watched him step out, the door closing softly. Alone now, she felt the pull-up’s padding, wishing for the diaper’s weight.

Bedtime would come soon. He’d promised the diaper again. Her body ached for it already—humiliation, safety, surrender all wrapped in one.

She closed her eyes. Let the quiet take her. But his last words echoed, a dark promise of more.

Tomorrow. Something new. Her pulse quickened, even in rest.

She’d be ready. Wet, diapered, and his. No matter what he planned.


Chapter 9: All Day

Maren woke to sunlight streaming through the curtains. Her body felt heavy, cocooned in the soft sheets of her bed at Thornfield. The pull-up crinkled under her as she shifted.

She touched the padding. A reminder of last night. Of Callan’s promise.

Her heart thudded. Something new, he’d said. A shiver ran through her.

She sat up. The room was quiet, her bear tucked beside her. She hugged it tight.

Footsteps approached. Slow, deliberate. Callan.

The door opened. There he stood—broad shoulders, flannel shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. Always so steady.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was warm honey. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her words came soft, automatic. They felt right.

He smiled. That smile that made her melt. “Time for your bath, princess.”

She nodded. Slipped out of bed. The pull-up sagged slightly, a quiet humiliation.

He led her to the bathroom. The tub was already filled, bubbles floating on the surface. Steam curled in the air.

“Arms up.” His command was gentle. She obeyed instantly.

He peeled off her nightshirt. Then the pull-up, sliding it down her legs. Cool air hit her skin.

She stepped into the tub. Warm water enveloped her. She sighed, clutching her bear.

Callan knelt beside her. His large hands scooped water over her shoulders. Soothing, deliberate.

He reached for the shampoo. Poured it into his palm. The scent of lavender filled the room.

His fingers worked into her hair. Massaging her scalp. She closed her eyes, leaning into his touch.

“Good girl.” His praise hit deep. Her chest warmed.

He rinsed her hair. Water cascaded down her back. She felt small, cared for.

“Time to get out, little one.” He held a fluffy towel. Wrapped it around her.

She stepped out, dripping. He dried her gently, every movement precise. Her skin tingled under his care.

He lifted her easily. Carried her to the changing pad in her room. Laid her down like she weighed nothing.

Her breath hitched. What now? Her eyes searched his face.

Callan reached for something on the shelf. A diaper. Not a pull-up—thick, white, taped.

Her stomach flipped. A daytime diaper. No pretense of “just for naps.”

“Daddy, I—” She stopped. Words caught in her throat.

He looked at her. Calm, patient. “Daddy knows what you need, baby girl. Trust me.”

She swallowed hard. Nodded. Her body tensed, waiting.

He unfolded the diaper. Slid it under her hips. The plastic backing rustled loud in the quiet room.

Cool powder dusted her skin. His hands smoothed it over her, lingering just a moment. Her breath caught.

He pulled the front of the diaper up. Taped it snug on both sides. The bulk settled between her thighs.

She shifted. The crinkle echoed. Her face burned, but something else stirred too—safety.

Callan grabbed a soft cotton dress from the dresser. Pale pink, short. He slipped it over her head.

“Stand up, princess.” He helped her off the pad. Guided her to the full-length mirror.

She stared at her reflection. A grown woman in a diaper, the hem of the dress barely covering it. Her heart pounded.

No shame came. Just warmth, heavy in her chest. She felt... held.

Callan stood behind her. His hands on her shoulders. “Look at my baby girl. So perfect.”

Her body softened. She leaned back into him. His warmth was everything.

“You’ll wear it all day.” His voice was firm, tender. “Daddy’s rule.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her whisper was small. But certain.

He tapped her nose. A playful, possessive gesture. “Good girl.”

They walked to breakfast. Every step crinkled. The sound followed her, a constant reminder.

She sat at the table. The diaper bulk pressed against the chair. Her cheeks flushed, but no one else was here to hear.

Callan fed her oatmeal from a spoon. His eyes never left her. Every bite felt like surrender.

After breakfast, they moved to the soft room. She sat on her cushion. Crinkle, crinkle, crinkle.

He sat beside her. Read her a story. His voice wrapped around her like a blanket.

Mid-morning, he paused. “Let Daddy check, baby girl.” His tone was casual, commanding.

She froze. Then nodded. Her body already leaning toward him.

His fingers slid into the waistband. Two of them, warm against her skin. Checking, lingering.

“All dry.” He smiled. Pulled his hand back. “Good girl.”

Her breath came fast. She wanted those fingers back. Needed them.

They played with blocks. She built a tower. The diaper crinkled with every move.

She bent forward. The dress rode up. She felt the diaper exposed, vulnerable.

Callan watched. His gaze heavy. “Careful, princess. Keep that pretty dress down.”

Her face burned. But heat pooled low. His words controlled her, body and mind.

Lunch came. She sat on his lap. The diaper pressed against his thigh, crinkling loud.

He fed her bites of sandwich. Sipped juice from her sippy cup. Every act deepened her dependence.

“Time for a check.” His hand moved again. Slipped inside the waistband, slow and deliberate.

Her hips shifted. A tiny, involuntary movement. She bit her lip.

“Still dry.” His fingers lingered a second longer. Then pulled away. “Daddy’s proud.”

Her body ached. Denial stung. She pressed closer to him.

Nap time arrived. She curled on the daybed. The diaper’s bulk comforted her, strange and safe.

Callan tucked a blanket over her. Kissed her forehead. “Rest, baby girl.”

She closed her eyes. The crinkle faded as sleep pulled her under. His presence lingered in her mind.

She woke to his voice. “Time to get up, little one.” His hand rested on her hip.

Her eyes fluttered open. The diaper crinkled as she moved. A reminder of her reality.

“Let Daddy check.” Those words again. His fingers slipped inside, warm and sure.

Her breath hitched. Heat spread low. She couldn’t hide it.

“Wet now.” His tone was calm, approving. “Time for a change, princess.”

Her face flamed. Shame burned, but so did need. She nodded, small and silent.

He lifted her to the changing pad. Laid her down. His hands moved with practiced ease.

He untaped the diaper. Cool air hit her skin. She felt exposed, vulnerable.

Warm wipes cleaned her. Then powder, cool against her warmth. His fingers brushed her clit, just for a second.

Her hips jerked. A gasp escaped. Need pulsed hard.

“Shh, baby girl.” His voice soothed. “Not yet.”

He taped a fresh diaper on. Snug, secure. The crinkle returned, louder now.

He tapped her nose. “All clean, princess.” A smile curved his lips.

She grabbed his finger. Held it tight. Didn’t let go.

He chuckled. Pulled her up into his arms. Hugged her close.

Her head rested on his shoulder. The diaper bulk pressed between them. She felt small, owned, safe.

They spent the afternoon coloring. She sat on the floor. Every shift crinkled, a sound she couldn’t escape.

Callan checked her again. Fingers in the waistband. “Still dry. Good girl.”

Her body reacted. Heat, wetness, need. She whimpered softly.

He heard it. Smiled. “Soon, baby girl. When Daddy says.”

Denial burned. But his control felt right. She trusted it.

Dinner passed the same way. On his lap, diaper crinkling, his hands feeding her. Total dependence.

After, they sat on the couch. She curled into him. The diaper bulk pressed against his side.

His hand rested on her thigh. Not teasing, just there. A claim.

“Time for another check.” His fingers moved. Slipped inside, slow and warm.

Her breath caught. Wetness spread. She couldn’t stop it.

“There it is.” His voice was low, approving. “My baby girl needs Daddy, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her whisper was desperate. True.

He didn’t push further. Just held her. Let the ache build.

Bedtime loomed. He carried her to her room. Laid her on the bed.

“Let’s get you ready.” He untaped the diaper. Cool air, then warm wipes.

Her body tensed. Need throbbed. She watched his hands, steady and sure.

Fresh diaper on. Taped tight. The crinkle settled over her like a lullaby.

He pulled the covers over her. Kissed her forehead. “Sleep well, princess.”

She reached for him. Grabbed his hand. “Stay, Daddy?”

He sat on the edge of the bed. Stroked her hair. “Just for a little, baby girl.”

Her eyes grew heavy. The diaper’s bulk comforted her. She felt safe, small, his.

“You wore it all day and you didn’t ask me once to take it off.” His voice was quiet, piercing. “You know why? Because this is who you are when no one’s watching. Daddy just gave you permission.”

Her heart clenched. Truth hit hard. She pressed her hand against the padding between her legs.

“Daddy.” The word slipped out, a whisper. It sounded like home.

She hadn’t thought of the ER in four days. No shaking hands, no patients, no chaos. Just him.

Her fingers pressed harder. Heat bloomed under the diaper. She ached for him, for release.

Callan watched her. Eyes dark, knowing. “Not tonight, baby girl. Tomorrow, if you’re good.”

Denial stung. But his promise burned hotter. She nodded, obedient.

He kissed her forehead again. Stood. “Sleep now. Daddy’s got plans for tomorrow.”

Her pulse raced. Plans. Another step, another surrender.

She closed her eyes. The crinkle lingered in her ears. Her body ached, but her mind was quiet.

Tomorrow would come. She’d be ready. Wet, diapered, and completely his.


Chapter 10: The Bottle

Evening settled over Thornfield. A quiet hush, broken only by the soft crackle of the fireplace in Callan’s study. Maren perched on his lap, the diaper crinkling beneath her.

She wore a pale pink nightgown, delicate and thin. He’d chosen it for her. It barely reached her thighs, exposing the thick padding taped snug around her hips.

Her body felt heavy, small against his broad chest. The day had drained her—coloring, storytime, another diaper change. Total surrender to his rules.

She didn’t fight anymore. Not really. The ER felt like a distant fever dream, a life that wasn’t hers.

Callan shifted her slightly. Her head rested on his shoulder. The warmth of his flannel shirt pressed against her cheek.

“Time for your drink, baby girl.” His voice was low, warm, a blanket of sound. He reached for the sippy cup on the side table.

She expected the familiar plastic lid. But he set it aside. Picked up something else instead.

A baby bottle. Glass, clear, filled with pale liquid. A soft silicone nipple capped the top.

Her stomach tightened. A bottle? This was new, too far, too much.

“Open, baby girl.” His tone stayed gentle, but firm. No room for no.

Her lips parted before her mind caught up. Instinct took over. She didn’t think—just obeyed.

He slid the nipple between her lips. It was warm, yielding, unfamiliar. Her mouth closed around it on reflex.

Suck. Warm milk flowed in, sweet with a hint of honey. It coated her tongue, slid down her throat.

She swallowed. Her eyes widened. A small sound escaped her throat, half-surprise, half-need.

“Good girl.” His hand moved to her hair. Stroked from forehead to nape, slow and deliberate.

He adjusted her in his lap. Her body draped across his thighs, head cradled in the crook of his arm. She felt tiny, held, completely his.

The bottle tilted. More milk flowed. She suckled again, matching the rhythm of his hand in her hair.

Her eyes grew heavy. The room shrank to just them—his chest, his arm, his heartbeat under her ear. Steady, strong, a lullaby of its own.

Milk filled her mouth. Warmth spread through her chest, down to her belly. Each swallow pulled her deeper into something soft, safe.

She whimpered softly. Not in protest. In surrender.

“That’s it, princess.” His voice vibrated against her ear. “Let Daddy feed you. Let go.”

Her body relaxed into him. The diaper bulk pressed against his thigh, a reminder of her helplessness. She didn’t care.

The nipple felt right between her lips. Each suck soothed her, quieted her mind. No ER, no shaking hands, just this.

His hand kept stroking. Forehead to nape. Over and over, a hypnotic rhythm.

Her breathing slowed. The crackle of the fire faded. All she heard was his heartbeat, all she felt was his warmth.

She sucked slower. Half the bottle gone now. Her eyelids drooped, heavy as lead.

Sleep pulled at her. She didn’t fight it. Couldn’t.

His arm tightened slightly. Held her closer. “Sleepy already, baby girl?”

She hummed around the nipple. Didn’t stop sucking. Didn’t want to.

He chuckled softly. The sound rumbled through his chest. “Finish what you can. Daddy’s got you.”

More milk. More warmth. Her body melted into his lap, boneless, small.

The bottle emptied bit by bit. She didn’t notice when it stopped. Her lips still moved, weak little sucks against the empty nipple.

Her eyes closed. Sleep took her. Deep, dreamless, safe.

Callan watched her. His baby girl, asleep in his arms, bottle still in her slack mouth. He eased it out gently.

Her face was soft, peaceful. No tension, no fight. Just trust.

He stood, cradling her against his chest. Her head lolled on his shoulder. The diaper crinkled with every step.

Into her room. He laid her on the bed, careful not to wake her. Tucked the blanket around her small frame.

Time for a check. His fingers slipped under the waistband of her diaper. Wet, warm, heavy with her surrender.

“Good girl,” he murmured. No need to change her now. She’d sleep through it.

He placed her teddy bear beside her. Its soft fur brushed her arm. She stirred faintly, clutching it without waking.

He stepped back. Watched her for a moment. Ten hours of sleep ahead—she needed it.

His cock twitched at the sight of her. Diapered, vulnerable, completely his. But not tonight.

Tomorrow, though. Tomorrow he’d push her further. Build on this new step.

He turned off the light. Closed the door softly. Let her rest in the dark, safe under his control.

Morning came. Maren woke slowly, blinking at the soft light through the window. The taste of milk and honey lingered on her tongue.

Her diaper felt heavy. Soaked. Warmth clung to her skin between her thighs.

Shame flickered. But only for a second. Then came the need—for him, for his hands, his voice.

She didn’t call out. Didn’t move. Just waited, teddy bear clutched tight.

The clock ticked. 7:30 sharp. The door opened.

Callan stepped in. Flannel shirt, sleeves rolled up, broad and steady. His eyes found hers instantly.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice wrapped around her. Warm, possessive, safe.

She whimpered softly. Needed him closer. Needed his touch.

He crossed the room in three steps. Sat on the bed’s edge. His hand rested on her thigh, over the blanket.

“Wet, aren’t you?” Not a question. A fact. His fingers moved to the waistband, checked for himself.

She nodded. Face hot. Body hotter.

“Such a good girl.” He smiled, slow and approving. “Daddy will change you soon. But first, let’s talk.”

Her heart skipped. Talk? About what?

“Last night.” His hand stayed on her thigh. Heavy, claiming. “You didn’t fight the bottle. You didn’t question it.”

She swallowed. Remembered the nipple, the warmth, the surrender. Heat pooled low, traitorous.

“You just opened your mouth and let Daddy feed you.” His voice deepened. “That’s my brave girl.”

Her breath hitched. Brave. The word hit harder than it should.

His hand slid up. Over the blanket, over the diaper’s bulk. Pressed lightly against the front.

She gasped. Hips shifted. Need burned through her.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” His fingers lingered. Felt the warmth, the wetness. “Being Daddy’s baby, taking the bottle.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was small, desperate. True.

He leaned closer. His other hand cupped her cheek. Thumb brushed her lip, where the nipple had been.

“Good.” One word, heavy with promise. “Because we’re not stopping there.”

Her pulse raced. More? What more could there be?

His hand pressed harder against the diaper. Her clit throbbed under the padding. She couldn’t hide it.

“Not yet, baby girl.” He pulled back. Denied her. “You’ll get your reward when Daddy says.”

She whimpered. Ached. But nodded, obedient.

He stood. Loomed over her, broad and in control. “Let’s get you changed. Then breakfast.”

Her body trembled. Another change, another moment of vulnerability. She craved it.

He untaped the diaper. Cool air hit her skin. Her pussy clenched, exposed under his gaze.

Warm wipes moved over her. His fingers brushed her clit, deliberate, slow. She moaned, hips jerking.

“Shh, princess.” His voice soothed. “Soon. Be patient.”

Fresh powder. Fresh diaper. Tapes secured tight, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

He lifted her into his arms. Carried her to the kitchen. Her head rested on his shoulder, body pressed to his chest.

Breakfast waited. Oatmeal, soft and warm. But her eyes drifted to the counter.

The bottle sat there. Glass, empty, nipple gleaming under the light. Her mouth watered.

He noticed. Chuckled low. “Not yet, baby girl. But soon.”

Her heart pounded. Soon. Another step, another surrender.

She sat on his lap at the table. Diaper crinkling, nightgown riding up. His hand rested on her thigh, a constant claim.

He fed her oatmeal. Spoon by spoon, slow and steady. Her body reacted to every bite—heat, need, dependence.

“You’re doing so well.” His praise washed over her. “Taking every step Daddy gives you.”

She nodded. Melted into him. Wanted more, always more.

His hand slipped under the nightgown. Checked the diaper again. Fingers lingered, pressed, teased.

Wetness spread. Not just in the diaper. Her pussy ached, throbbed under his touch.

“Daddy, please.” Her whisper broke. Desperate, raw.

He smiled. Dark, knowing. “Not yet. But you’re close.”

Denial burned. But his control felt right. She trusted it.

Breakfast ended. He carried her to the couch. Sat with her on his lap, diaper pressed against his thigh.

His cock was hard. She felt it through his jeans, against her padded bottom. Heat surged through her.

She squirmed. Crinkle filled the air. Her body begged without words.

His hand moved. Slipped inside the diaper. Found her clit, slick and swollen.

She gasped. Hips bucked. Need clawed at her.

“Shh, baby girl.” His fingers circled, slow, torturous. “Let Daddy play.”

Her moans grew louder. The crinkle mixed with her sounds. Shame and arousal twisted tight.

He edged her. Brought her to the brink. Then stopped, fingers still, inside the padding.

“No, Daddy!” Her cry was desperate. Body trembling, so close.

“Not yet.” His voice was firm. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Tears pricked her eyes. Need hurt. But she nodded, broken, his.

He pulled his hand out. Adjusted the diaper. Taped it tighter, sealing her ache inside.

“Good girl.” He kissed her forehead. Held her close, letting the denial burn.

Her body throbbed. Ached in the diaper, under his control. She clung to him, small and helpless.

“Today, we’ll play more.” His voice promised. “Maybe the bottle again. Maybe something else.”

Her pulse raced. Something else. Another rung, another fall.

She pressed her face to his chest. Breathed in his scent. Felt his heartbeat, steady and sure.

The diaper crinkled with every breath. Wet, warm, hers. She hated it, needed it, loved it.

His hand rested on her back. Stroked slowly. “You’re mine, baby girl. Every step, every surrender.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her whisper was soft, true. She was his.

They sat in silence. Fire crackling, morning light soft through the window. Her body ached, but her mind was quiet.

The bottle waited. On the counter, in her future. She’d take it again, she knew.

And whatever came next. She’d take that too. Because Daddy said so.

Her diaper pressed against him. Bulk between her thighs, a constant reminder. She was his baby girl, always.

He shifted her closer. His cock still hard, a promise of later. “Rest now, princess. Daddy’s got plans.”

Her heart skipped. Plans. Another step, deeper into his world.

She closed her eyes. Let his warmth surround her. Waited for what came next.


Chapter 11: The Check

Maren lay on the daybed, eyes half-closed. The diaper crinkled under her with every tiny shift. Afternoon nap time, but sleep wouldn’t come.

Her body buzzed. Not just the wet warmth in the padding. Something deeper, hotter, aching.

She glanced at Callan through her lashes. He sat in the armchair across the room, book in hand. Flannel shirt rolled to his elbows, broad shoulders relaxed, but his presence filled every corner.

He turned a page. Didn’t look up. Yet she felt watched, always.

The diaper pressed against her thighs. Bulk between her legs, a constant reminder. She’d been wet for twenty minutes—wet in more ways than one.

Her pussy throbbed under the padding. Shame burned her cheeks. But the need was louder.

She shifted again. The crinkle sliced through the quiet. Her breath hitched.

Callan’s eyes flicked up. Dark, steady, knowing. He set the book down.

“Baby girl.” His voice was warm, low. “Not sleeping?”

She shook her head. Words stuck in her throat. Her body answered for her.

He stood. Moved to the daybed with that deliberate pace. Every step made her pulse jump.

He sat on the edge. His weight dipped the mattress. Her diaper crinkled louder under the shift.

“Restless, princess?” His hand rested on her knee. Warmth spread from his touch. “Daddy needs to check.”

Her heart pounded. A check. She knew what that meant.

She nodded. Barely. Her nails dug into her palms.

“Good girl.” He smiled, soft but firm. His hand moved up her thigh.

Her nightgown bunched as he pushed it aside. The diaper was exposed, white and thick, tapes snug. She felt small under his gaze.

His fingers hooked the waistband. Slid inside, routine at first. Two fingers, checking the padding.

Her breath stopped. His touch was familiar. But today, it lingered.

He paused. Eyes locked on hers. “Wet already, baby girl?”

She swallowed. Couldn’t lie. Not with him this close.

His fingers pressed deeper. Past the padding, against her skin. Slick heat met his touch.

Her gasp broke the silence.

“Shh.” His voice soothed, but his eyes darkened. “Baby girl’s been thinking about Daddy.”

It wasn’t a question. His fingers didn’t pull back. They stayed, pressing through the warm, wet padding.

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t stop it. The crinkle echoed with every move.

“You’ve been soaking through your diaper for me, haven’t you?” His tone was calm, possessive. “Daddy always knows, baby girl. Daddy checks.”

Her face burned. Shame twisted with need. She wanted to hide, but his hand pinned her there.

His fingers slid lower. Found her directly—swollen, aching, slick. Slow circles started, deliberate and torturous.

She moaned. Soft, broken. The sound embarrassed her more.

“Daddy’s got you.” His other hand cradled her head. Pulled her closer, grounding her.

Her hands grabbed his wrist. Not to push away. To hold on.

His touch didn’t falter. Circles tightened, pressure built. The diaper crinkled with every tremble of her thighs.

Heat coiled low. Her moans grew louder. She couldn’t stop them if she tried.

“Look at me.” His command was quiet, firm. Her eyes snapped to his.

Dark hunger stared back. Possessive, raw. It pushed her closer to the edge.

“Daddy—” Her voice broke. Pleading, desperate. She was so close.

“Let go, princess.” His fingers sped up. “Cum for Daddy.”

Her body obeyed. The orgasm hit hard, waves crashing through her. Legs trembled, diaper crinkling with every spasm.

She cried out. His name on her lips. Not Callan—Daddy.

Her pussy clenched, wetness spilling. The padding soaked it up. Her shame burned hotter, but the release was everything.

He didn’t stop. Kept stroking, drawing out every shudder. Her moans turned to whimpers.

“Good girl.” His voice washed over her. Warm, proud, owning.

Her body slumped. Spent, trembling. The diaper felt heavier now, warm and wet in all the wrong ways.

His hand finally slipped out. He adjusted the waistband. The crinkle was softer now, but still loud in her ears.

He stood. Grabbed wipes from the nearby table. His movements were calm, practiced.

Her breathing slowed. But her heart still raced. What just happened?

He cleaned her up. Wipes cool against her heated skin. Every touch was gentle, but deliberate.

Fresh powder dusted her. The scent filled the air—babyish, humiliating, comforting. A new diaper slid under her, tapes secured tight.

She couldn’t look at him. Not yet. Her face stayed turned away.

He lifted her chin. Forced her to meet his gaze. His eyes were different now—darker, hungrier, more possessive.

“You did so well, baby girl.” His thumb brushed her cheek. “Daddy’s proud.”

Her chest warmed. Shame faded under his praise. She nodded, small and his.

He kissed her forehead. Lingered there, breath warm on her skin. Then pulled back, standing straight.

“Rest now.” His tone left no room for argument. “Nap time isn’t over.”

She nodded again. Curled onto her side. The fresh diaper crinkled under her, a reminder of everything.

He returned to his chair. Picked up the book. But his eyes flicked to her every few seconds.

She felt it. His gaze, heavy and claiming. Sleep still wouldn’t come, but she closed her eyes.

Her body hummed. Not just from the orgasm. From him—Daddy.

The afternoon stretched on. Quiet, except for the faint rustle of pages. And the crinkle when she dared to move.

Her mind replayed it. His fingers, his voice, her surrender. Heat pooled low again, already.

She hated it. Needed it. Craved more.

Time passed. She didn’t sleep, but she rested. His presence kept her grounded, even from across the room.

Finally, he closed the book. Stood again. Her pulse jumped without permission.

“Time to get up, princess.” His voice was softer now. But still firm.

She sat up. Diaper crinkling, nightgown falling back into place. Her cheeks flushed under his stare.

He held out a hand. She took it. His grip was warm, steady, pulling her to her feet.

The rest of the day blurred. Small tasks, his rules, his voice guiding her. Every moment felt heavier now, charged.

Dinner came. She sat on his lap, diaper pressed against his thigh. His cock was hard again—she felt it.

Heat surged through her. She squirmed. The crinkle was loud, humiliating, perfect.

“Be still, baby girl.” His hand rested on her hip. Stopped her movement, claimed her again.

She obeyed. Melted into him. His control was her safety.

After dinner, he bathed her. Warm water, his hands, no diaper for once. But the vulnerability was the same.

He dressed her again. Fresh diaper, soft pajamas. The tapes pulled tight, sealing her in.

Bedtime approached. Her heart raced for no reason. Or every reason.

He carried her to the bedroom. Laid her down, tucked the blanket around her. The diaper crinkled under the covers.

He sat on the edge of the bed. Pulled a bottle from the nightstand. Her eyes widened, mouth watering despite herself.

“Open, princess.” He held the nipple to her lips. Warm milk waited inside.

She hesitated. Just a second. Then obeyed, lips parting for him.

He tilted the bottle. Milk flowed, sweet and warm. She sucked, slow at first, then eager.

His other hand stroked her hair. “Good girl. Take it all for Daddy.”

Her body relaxed. Dependence felt right, here, now. His voice, his touch, his rules.

She finished the bottle. Lips still wet, eyes heavy. He wiped her mouth, gentle and firm.

He changed her one last time. Quick, efficient, but his fingers lingered just a moment. Heat flickered again.

Fresh diaper taped on. He tucked her in tighter. Kissed her forehead, breath warm on her skin.

“Sleep now, baby girl.” His voice was a promise. “Tomorrow, Daddy’s going to show you the nursery.”

Her pulse spiked. The nursery. Another step, deeper into his world.

He stood. Paused at the door. Looked back, eyes dark with something unspoken.

She watched him go. The door clicked shut. Darkness settled around her.

Her diaper pressed against her thighs. Warm, bulky, his. She was wet again, in a different way entirely.

Sleep came slow. Her mind spun with tomorrow. The nursery—what did it mean?

She didn’t know. But she’d find out. Because Daddy said so.

Her body ached. Need simmered under the padding. Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.

She curled tighter under the blanket. Breathed deep, powder scent lingering. She was his baby girl, always.

Her eyes closed. Heart steady, mind quiet. Waiting for Daddy’s next plan.

---

The quiet stretched. Her breathing evened out, but thoughts kept circling. The nursery loomed in her mind.

What would it be? A crib, maybe. More rules, more surrender.

Her thighs pressed together. The diaper crinkled softly. Heat built again, slow and persistent.

She hated how much she wanted it. Hated how much she needed him. But she did—completely.

His voice echoed in her head. “Daddy always knows, baby girl. Daddy checks.”

Her fingers twitched. Wanted to touch, to ease the ache. But she didn’t—Daddy’s rule.

No touching without permission. No release without him. She obeyed, even alone.

The diaper felt heavier. Wetness spread, not from before. From now, from wanting.

She whimpered into the dark. Soft, pathetic. No one heard, but she felt it.

Tomorrow. The nursery. Another rung on his ladder.

She’d climb it. She always did. Because he made her want to.

Her body burned. Sleep teased her edges. But need kept her tethered.

She pictured his hands. Large, warm, controlling. Checking her, changing her, making her cum.

Her hips shifted. Crinkle again, loud in the quiet. Shame and arousal twisted tight.

She stopped moving. Forced herself still. Daddy’s rules, even in her mind.

The nursery waited. Tomorrow waited. And Daddy waited.

She’d be ready. She had to be. For him.

Her breathing slowed. Finally, sleep crept closer. But the ache stayed, a promise of more.

---

Morning would come. She’d wake in his world again. Diapered, small, his.

The thought warmed her. Scared her. Thrilled her.

She drifted off. Last thought—his eyes, dark and hungry. Tomorrow, she’d see them again.

And whatever came next, she’d take it. Because Daddy said so. Always.


Chapter 12: The Nursery

Maren woke to pale light filtering through the curtains. Her diaper pressed heavy against her thighs, warm from the night. She shifted, and the crinkle sliced through the quiet.

Her heart thudded.

Yesterday’s promise echoed in her mind. The nursery. Daddy’s next step.

She lay still, staring at the ceiling. Her old room felt temporary now, like a skin she’d already shed. The ache from last night lingered, low and persistent.

Footsteps approached. Heavy, deliberate. Callan.

The door opened. He stood there, broad in a soft gray flannel, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His eyes locked on hers, warm but unyielding.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice wrapped around her, a tether. “Time to see your new space.”

Her stomach flipped.

He crossed the room in three strides. Pulled the blanket back, exposing her padded bottom. His hand rested on the front of her diaper, checking without asking.

“Wet already.” A statement, not a question. His fingers pressed through the padding, lingering.

Heat bloomed under his touch. She bit her lip, hating the way her body answered him.

“Good girl.” He straightened, offering a hand. “Come with Daddy.”

She took it, trembling. Her legs wobbled as she stood, the bulk between her thighs making every step awkward. He led her out, down a hallway she hadn’t explored.

The walls were soft cream, the air faintly sweet. Her pulse raced faster with each step. At the end, a door painted pale yellow waited.

He stopped. Turned the knob slowly. Pushed it open.

Her breath caught.

A nursery. Not for a child—for her. A full-size crib dominated the room, high rails gleaming white, a latch she couldn’t reach from inside.

Beside it, a changing table, straps dangling, ready to hold her down. Shelves lined the walls, stacked with diapers, bottles, and onesies in pastel shades. A rocking chair sat in the corner, wide enough for two.

Above the crib, a mobile turned slow circles. Stars and moons, casting tiny shadows on the wall. The room smelled of powder and lavender, soft and suffocating.

She couldn’t move. Her feet rooted to the spot in the doorway. Her chest tightened, air hard to pull in.

Callan knelt beside her, his warmth grounding. “This is yours, baby girl. If you want it.”

If she wanted it. Her mind screamed no, but her body—her traitor body—leaned toward the crib. Toward him.

She stepped in, slow, like wading through water. Her hand brushed the crib rail, smooth and cool under her fingers. A drawer sat open nearby, lavender and white onesies folded neat, her size.

Snap-crotch. Adult, but not. Her fingers shook as she touched the soft fabric.

Callan watched. Always watching. His silence pressed heavier than words.

“Pick one, princess.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in care. “Daddy will dress you.”

Her throat closed. She grabbed the lavender one, barely thinking. Handed it to him like an offering.

He smiled, small but approving. Took it from her, unfolding it slow. “Arms up.”

She obeyed. Couldn’t not. He peeled her pajama top off, cool air hitting her skin.

Her breasts tightened, nipples pebbling under his gaze. He didn’t rush. Never did.

He slid the onesie over her head, fabric soft against her chest. Guided her arms through, then knelt to pull it down. His hands brushed her hips, deliberate.

“Step out.” He tapped her pajama bottoms. She did, unsteady, clinging to his shoulder.

The onesie settled over her diaper. His fingers worked the crotch, snapping it shut. Snap. Snap. Snap. Each click echoed in her core.

She stood there, dressed like his baby. The diaper bulged under the tight fabric, crinkling with every breath. Shame burned her cheeks.

“Look at you.” His hand cupped her padded bottom, squeezing lightly. “Daddy’s perfect little girl.”

Her pussy throbbed under the padding. She hated it. Needed it.

He stepped back, eyes dark with hunger. “Climb in, baby girl. See how it feels.”

The crib loomed. High rails, a cage made soft with pastel bedding. She hesitated, nails digging into her palms.

His hand pressed her lower back. Warm, firm. “Daddy’s here. Always.”

She moved. Stepped to the crib, gripped the rail. Hoisted herself over, awkward with the diaper’s bulk.

The mattress sank under her, plush and conforming. She lay back, staring up at the mobile. Stars and moons turned slow, hypnotic.

Callan stood beside the crib, towering. His hand slipped through the rails, stroking her cheek. “Safe now, princess.”

Her chest loosened, just a fraction. Safe. His word made it true.

He pulled something from his pocket. A pacifier, pale pink, clipped to a ribbon. He fastened it to her onesie, then pressed it to her lips.

“Open.” A quiet order. Her mouth parted, automatic.

The silicone slipped in, filling her mouth. She sucked, tentative, then harder. The rhythm soothed, even as heat pulsed lower.

His thumb brushed her jaw. “That’s it. Relax for Daddy.”

Her eyes drifted shut, then snapped open. She couldn’t sleep—not yet. But her body begged for it, heavy under his gaze.

He moved to the rocking chair, settling in. “I’ll be right here, baby girl. All night.”

All night. Watching her. Owning her, even in sleep.

She turned her head, watching him through the bars. His broad frame filled the chair, one hand resting on the armrest, calm as ever. Her protector, her jailer.

The pacifier bobbed in her mouth. Suck, suck, suck. Her thighs pressed together, diaper crinkling loud.

Heat built again, slow and torturous. She whimpered around the pacifier, soft and pathetic. His eyes flicked to her, catching it all.

“Not yet, princess.” His voice cut through the haze. “No touching. Daddy decides when.”

Her hips stilled, obedient even as need clawed her. The denial stung, sharp and hot. She sucked harder, desperate for something—anything.

“Sleep now.” His tone softened, but the command held. “Daddy’s got plans for tomorrow.”

Plans. Another rung. Her mind spun, but her body gave in.

She drifted, half-aware. The mobile turned above, stars blurring into moons. His presence anchored her, even as sleep pulled her under.

She woke once, disoriented. The crib rails loomed high, caging her. She turned—Callan was still there, in the chair, eyes on her.

Her heart steadied.

Sleep took her again, deeper this time. The second waking was softer, slower. Light crept through the window, pale and new.

She reached out, fingers brushing the bars. Seeking him. Needing him.

His hand met hers, warm through the rails. Large, engulfing. “I’m here, baby girl.”

Her chest ached, not from fear. From something else. Something she couldn’t name yet.

He stood, releasing her hand. Moved to the crib, unlatched the rail with a quiet click. Lowered it slow, never breaking eye contact.

“Time for a change.” His voice was morning-rough, intimate. He lifted her out, effortless, cradling her against his chest.

Her head rested on his shoulder. The onesie’s fabric stretched tight, diaper sagging under it. Powder scent mixed with his warmth, dizzying her.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down, straps dangling unused—for now. His hands worked quick, unsnapping the crotch.

Snap. Snap. Snap. Each sound punched through her haze.

He peeled the onesie up, exposing her diaper. Tapes ripped loud, the wet padding pulling away from her skin. Cool air hit her, making her gasp around the pacifier.

His fingers checked her, slow and deliberate. Slid through her folds, finding her already slick. “So wet for Daddy.”

She moaned, muffled by the pacifier. Her hips lifted, chasing his touch. Shame burned, but need burned hotter.

He pulled back, denying her. Wiped her down, clinical but lingering. Fresh diaper unfolded, powder dusted on, the scent thick in her nose.

He taped her up, tight and secure. His palm pressed the front, sealing her in. “Not yet, baby girl. Soon.”

Her whine was pitiful, even to her own ears. The pacifier muffled it, but he heard. Always did.

He snapped the onesie back in place, covering the diaper. Lifted her off the table, setting her on her feet. His hands steadied her hips, grounding her.

“Look around.” He turned her toward the room. “This is your space now. Your home.”

Her home. Not her old room, not the sterile retreat quarters. This nursery, with its crib and pastel prison.

Her eyes caught the shelves again. Bottles, diapers, more onesies. All for her, all waiting.

She swayed, overwhelmed. His arm slid around her waist, pulling her close. His cock pressed hard against her padded bottom, a reminder of his control.

“You don’t go back to the old room.” His breath was warm on her ear. “Your things are already here. Daddy moved them while you slept.”

Her pulse spiked. He’d known. Before she did.

“I built this room the week you arrived.” His voice dropped, a confession and a claim. “I could see what you needed before you could. That’s what Daddies do.”

Her knees weakened. He held her tighter, keeping her upright. The words sank deep, branding her.

She was his. Fully, now. No going back.

His hand slid lower, over the onesie, pressing the diaper against her. “Feel that, baby girl? That’s Daddy’s care.”

Heat surged again, trapped under the padding. She squirmed, desperate, but his grip didn’t budge. He controlled even this.

“Breakfast soon.” He stepped back, leaving her aching. “But first, a bottle in Daddy’s lap.”

Her mouth watered, Pavlovian. The pacifier bobbed as she nodded, small and eager. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” His praise hit harder than his touch. Made her wetter, needier.

He led her to the rocking chair. Sat, pulling her onto his lap. Her diaper crinkled loud, pressed against his thigh.

He reached for a bottle from the shelf, already filled. Warm milk, waiting for her. He pulled the pacifier free, replacing it with the nipple.

“Open, princess.” His arm cradled her, strong and unyielding. She parted her lips, letting him in.

Milk flowed, sweet on her tongue. She sucked, greedy now, eyes half-closed. His cock hardened under her, pressing against the diaper’s bulk.

She shifted, rubbing against him without thought. Heat built fast, her pussy throbbing under the padding. She moaned around the nipple, soft and needy.

“Not yet.” His voice was firm, cutting through the haze. “Finish your bottle first.”

Denial stung again, sharp and cruel. She sucked harder, desperate to obey, to earn his reward. Milk dribbled down her chin, messy and helpless.

He wiped it away, thumb brushing her lip. “Such a good baby girl. Daddy’s so proud.”

Her body clenched, arousal spiking at his words. The diaper trapped it all, warm and wet now, not just from milk. She whimpered, hips twitching.

He rocked the chair, slow and steady. Kept feeding her, kept denying her. “Soon, princess. Daddy decides.”

She nodded, barely, lost in the rhythm. The bottle, his lap, his voice. All of it—his.

The nursery walls closed in, soft and suffocating. Her new cage, her new home. She didn’t fight it.

Couldn’t fight it. Not with Daddy here, holding her tight. Not with his rules, his care, his control.

The bottle emptied. He pulled it away, wiping her mouth again. His eyes darkened, promising more.

“Time for a check.” His hand slid under the onesie, past the diaper’s waistband. Fingers found her, slick and ready.

She gasped, head tipping back against his shoulder. Her hips bucked, chasing him. “Please, Daddy.”

“Soon.” He pulled his hand free, leaving her trembling. “But not now. Daddy’s got bigger plans for today.”

Her whine was loud, desperate. The ache throbbed, unrelenting. She needed him—needed release.

He stood, lifting her with him. Set her on her feet, steadying her. “We’re not done, baby girl. Not by a long shot.”

Her heart raced. Another step, another rung. Always more with him.

She looked up, meeting his gaze. Dark, hungry, certain. Whatever came next, she’d take it.

Because Daddy said so.

Always.


Chapter 13: Baby Girl's Day

The crib latch clicked. Maren stirred, her eyes fluttering open in the soft morning light filtering through the nursery curtains. The rail lowered with a quiet creak, and there was Callan—broad shoulders, flannel sleeves rolled up, his warm gaze already on her.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice was a low rumble, wrapping around her like a blanket.

She reached up without thinking. Arms out, fingers grabbing for him. Needy, automatic, like she’d forgotten how to wait.

He smiled. Lifted her out with those strong, warm hands under her arms. Her diaper crinkled loud as he settled her against his chest.

“Time for a fresh start, princess.” He carried her to the changing table, laying her down with deliberate care. The padded surface was cool under her back.

Her onesie unsnapped with quick, practiced pops. Cold air hit her skin as he peeled the fabric up. Her cheeks burned—she hated how exposed she felt, every time.

“Shh, little one.” His voice soothed, even as his fingers worked the diaper tapes free. The sticky rip echoed in the quiet room.

He slid the used diaper away. Grabbed a wipe, cool and damp, dragging it over her skin with slow, thorough strokes. Her breath hitched.

“Sensitive today, aren’t you?” His tone was warm, teasing, but his eyes were sharp, watching every twitch. He knew exactly what he was doing.

Powder came next. A soft cloud rose as he patted it on, the scent filling her nose—babyish, clean, humiliating. Her thighs trembled under his large hands.

“Almost done, baby girl.” He unfolded a fresh diaper, sliding it under her hips. The plastic backing crinkled as he taped it snug, trapping her in that familiar bulk.

She squirmed. The padding pressed between her legs, a constant reminder of her helplessness. She couldn’t even change herself—he’d made sure of that.

“There we go.” He snapped the onesie back in place, covering the diaper. His palm rested on her padded bottom, a possessive pat.

He lifted her again. Carried her to the rocking chair in the corner. A bottle waited on the side table, already filled with warm milk.

“Breakfast time, princess.” He settled her in his lap, her diaper pressing against his thigh. His cock was hard beneath her—she felt it through the layers.

Her face flushed. She couldn’t help shifting, just a little, rubbing against him. Heat bloomed low, trapped under the padding.

“Not yet.” His warning was gentle but firm. He pulled her closer, cradling her with one arm while he grabbed the bottle with the other.

“Open for Daddy.” The nipple brushed her lips, warm and soft. She parted them, letting him in.

Milk flowed, sweet and thick on her tongue. She sucked, greedy, eyes half-closing as his humming vibrated through her body. It was deep, soothing, filling her chest.

“Good girl.” His praise hit like a drug, making her pussy throb under the diaper. She whimpered around the nipple, hips twitching.

“Finish it all, baby girl.” His hand rubbed slow circles on her back. Denial lingered in his tone—she knew he’d make her wait.

The bottle emptied. He pulled it away, wiping a dribble from her chin with his thumb. His eyes darkened, promising more.

“Time to get dressed.” He stood, setting her on her feet. Her legs wobbled, still hazy from the bottle, from his lap.

He picked out soft socks, sliding them onto her feet with care. The onesie stayed on, diaper hidden but crinkling with every move. She felt small, smaller than ever.

“Breakfast at the table now.” He led her to the kitchen, where a high chair waited next to his spot. Her stomach twisted—another step, another loss of control.

“Up you go.” He lifted her into the chair, securing the tray in front of her. She gripped the edge, nails digging into the plastic.

He sat with his coffee, casual, watching her. A small bowl of oatmeal sat on the tray, paired with a tiny spoon. Her hands shook as she reached for it.

“Eat, baby girl.” His voice was encouraging, warm. She scooped a bite, the warm oatmeal sliding down, comforting in a way she didn’t expect.

She ate slowly. The spoon felt tiny in her hand, childish. His gaze never left her, heavy with approval.

“That’s my girl.” His words sent a shiver through her. Her pussy clenched, heat building again under the padding.

Breakfast ended. He wiped her mouth with a napkin, gentle but firm. “Good job, princess.”

He lifted her out of the high chair. Set her down on a soft blanket on the living room floor. A teddy bear and wooden blocks waited there, bright and inviting.

“Playtime, little one.” He knelt beside her, his presence looming but warm. “Show Daddy what you can build.”

Her hands hesitated. Play? She hadn’t played in years—decades, maybe.

But his eyes were on her. Expectant. She picked up a block, the wood smooth and cool in her palm.

She stacked one. Then another. The clack of wood against wood broke the silence, startling a giggle from her lips.

Her cheeks burned. A laugh? From her?

Callan’s smile widened. “That’s it, baby girl. Let it out.”

She stacked more, faster now. Knocked them over with a swipe, laughing again, louder. The sound felt foreign, raw, but so good.

He pulled out his phone. Snapped a photo, the shutter sound sharp. “I’m keeping this, princess. That smile is mine.”

Her heart fluttered. Shame and pride tangled together. She ducked her head, hiding behind the bear.

“Nap time soon.” He stood, towering over her. “But keep playing for now.”

She did. Stacking, knocking over, giggling. Her mind was empty—no ER, no charts, no shaking hands.

Nap time came. He carried her back to the crib, laying her down under a soft blanket. The mobile above spun slow circles, casting shadows on the walls.

“Sleep, baby girl.” His hand rested on her stomach, warm through the onesie. Her eyes drooped, heavy and safe.

She woke to his voice. “Afternoon bath, princess.” He lifted her out, carrying her to the bathroom.

The tub was ready, water warm and sudsy. He undressed her, peeling off the onesie, untaping the diaper with those same deliberate hands. Her skin prickled under his gaze.

“Into the water.” He lowered her in, the warmth enveloping her. She sighed, melting into it.

He washed her. Every inch—arms, legs, between her thighs. His touch was clinical but lingered just enough to make her breath catch.

“Clean and perfect.” His soapy hand slid over her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples. They hardened instantly, aching for more.

She moaned. Soft, needy. Her hips shifted in the water, chasing his touch.

“Not yet, little one.” He pulled his hands away, rinsing her with a warm cloth. Denial burned, sharp and familiar.

Bath ended. He wrapped her in a fluffy towel, drying her with care. A fresh diaper waited, crinkling as he taped it on.

Dinner was back in the high chair. More oatmeal, more tiny spoonfuls. His coffee cup steamed beside her, a reminder of the adult world she’d left behind.

“Evening bottle now.” He lifted her out, settling in the rocking chair again. The warm milk flowed, his humming filling her ears.

She sucked, nestled in his lap. His cock pressed against her diapered bottom, hard and insistent. Heat surged, her pussy throbbing under the padding.

“Please, Daddy.” Her voice was small, muffled around the nipple. She needed him—needed release.

“Soon, baby girl.” His hand slid under her onesie, over the diaper’s front. Fingers pressed through the padding, finding her clit.

She gasped. Hips bucked, chasing the pressure. The crinkle was loud, obscene, as he rubbed slow circles.

“Finish your bottle.” His voice was firm, even as his fingers worked her. Denial again—she whimpered, sucking harder.

The bottle emptied. He pulled it away, but his hand stayed. Pressing, rubbing, edging her closer.

“Daddy, please.” Her voice broke, desperate. She was so close, trembling under his touch.

“Cum for Daddy, princess.” His permission unleashed her. Her body clenched, orgasm ripping through her, trapped in the diaper’s warmth.

She cried out. Loud, raw, shaking as the waves hit. Wetness spread, her cum soaking into the padding.

“Good girl.” His praise dragged it out, making her shudder again. He held her tight, rocking slowly.

Her breathing slowed. Body limp in his lap. The diaper felt heavier now, a shameful reminder of her surrender.

“Bedtime story.” He carried her to the rocking chair, a book in hand. His voice read soft and steady, lulling her.

Story ended. He lifted her into the crib, tucking the blanket around her. The mobile spun above, gentle and hypnotic.

“Sleep, baby girl.” His hand slipped through the bars, resting on her stomach. Warm, grounding, owning.

She stared at the ceiling. In the dark, a realization hit. She hadn’t thought “I should be doing something” in forty-eight hours.

Her mind was quiet. Perfectly, beautifully quiet. For a woman who never stopped moving, this was either healing or drowning.

She closed her eyes. She didn’t care which it was. Not with Daddy here.

“You played with blocks today and laughed like you’d forgotten how.” His voice cut through the dark, low and reverent. “That sound is the reason I built this place. That sound is everything.”

Her heart squeezed. Another hook, another pull. Tomorrow would bring more—she knew it, and she’d take it. Because Daddy said so. Always.


Chapter 14: Daddy's Hands

The nursery was dim, moonlight slipping through the curtains. Maren lay in Callan’s lap, the rocking chair creaking softly beneath them. Her head rested against his broad chest, the steady thud of his heartbeat grounding her.

She was already in her onesie, the soft cotton hugging her body. The diaper underneath crinkled with every tiny shift. She hated that sound—still did, sometimes—but it was starting to feel… normal.

Callan’s arm curled around her, strong and warm. He held the bottle in his other hand, the nipple brushing her lips. “Open, baby girl.”

Her mouth parted. The warm milk flowed, sweet and soothing. She sucked gently, eyes half-closed, letting the rhythm take over.

His hand moved to her hair, fingers threading through the dark strands. Slow strokes, tender and deliberate. Her body softened, melting into him.

“You’ve had a big day, princess.” His voice was low, a warm rumble against her ear. “Daddy’s so proud of you.”

Her chest tightened. That praise—it hit deeper every time. She sucked a little harder, craving more of it.

The rocking chair swayed. His hand in her hair stayed gentle, but his other hand shifted. It slid down her shoulder, over the onesie, resting on her stomach.

She tensed. Her breath hitched around the bottle’s nipple. What was he doing?

“Keep drinking, little one.” His tone stayed calm, but there was a command in it. She obeyed, lips tightening around the nipple.

His hand moved lower. Slowly. Down to the snaps of her onesie.

Her eyes flicked open, wide for a second. The milk kept flowing, warm on her tongue. She didn’t stop sucking, but her body buzzed with sudden awareness.

Click. One snap popped open. Then another.

Her heart raced. The diaper’s bulk felt heavier now, exposed under the opened fabric. She whimpered softly, the sound muffled by the bottle.

“Shh, baby girl.” His hand rested on the front of the diaper, palm flat against the padding. “Daddy’s just taking care of you.”

Heat surged low in her belly. His touch was firm, pressing the thick material against her. The crinkle was loud, obscene in the quiet room.

She moaned. Couldn’t help it. The sound vibrated around the nipple in her mouth.

His fingers curled slightly, pushing the padding harder against her clit. The pressure was maddening through the layers. Her hips twitched, chasing it.

“Not yet, princess.” His voice was steady, controlling. “Daddy decides when.”

She whimpered again. Louder this time. Her mouth sucked faster on the bottle, desperate for something—anything—to match the ache building inside her.

His hand moved again. Slipped under the waistband of the diaper. His warm fingers found her bare skin, sliding through the wetness already pooling there.

Her body jolted. A sharp gasp broke around the bottle. Milk dribbled down her chin.

“Keep drinking.” His command was firm, but his fingers didn’t stop. They moved slow, deliberate, circling her clit with perfect pressure.

She obeyed. Sucked harder. The dual sensation—warm milk flowing, his fingers teasing—overwhelmed her senses.

Her hips rocked against his hand. The diaper crinkled with every movement, a humiliating reminder of how small she was right now. How helpless.

“Good girl.” His praise sent a shiver through her. His fingers dipped lower, sliding inside her, slow and deep.

She moaned again. Louder. Her mouth worked the bottle, matching the rhythm of his hand.

Heat built fast. Too fast. Her body tightened, teetering on the edge.

He felt it. His fingers slowed, pulling back just enough to keep her there. “Not yet, baby girl.”

She whined. A desperate, needy sound. Her lips trembled around the nipple, milk spilling again.

“Shh.” His thumb brushed her clit, light and teasing. “Daddy’s got you.”

The edging was torture. Her body screamed for release, but he controlled it all—the bottle, his hand, her pleasure. She was completely his.

He pushed two fingers inside her again. Deeper this time. Curling just right.

Her eyes rolled back. She sucked frantically, the warm milk barely registering now. All she felt was him.

Closer. So close. Her thighs trembled, trapped by the diaper’s bulk.

He pulled his fingers back again. Just to the edge. Denying her.

She cried out. A muffled sob around the bottle. Tears pricked her eyes from the frustration.

“Almost, princess.” His voice was warm, but unyielding. “Finish your milk first.”

She tried. Sucked harder, faster. The bottle was nearly empty now, the last drops hitting her tongue.

His fingers moved again. Faster now. Pressing, stroking, building her back up.

Her body arched in his lap. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with her ragged breaths. She was right there—teetering.

The bottle emptied. He pulled it away, letting it drop to the side. “Now, baby girl. Come for Daddy.”

Permission hit like a trigger. Her body shattered, orgasm ripping through her. She screamed, the sound raw and broken, echoing in the quiet nursery.

Wetness flooded the diaper, her cum soaking into the padding. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, over and over. Waves of pleasure drowned her.

“Good girl.” His voice dragged it out, making her shudder harder. “Come for Daddy.”

Aftershocks rocked her. Her body trembled, limp in his arms. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think.

His fingers stayed inside her for a moment longer. Then slid out, slow and deliberate. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted it back into place.

She panted. Chest heaving. Milk still lingered on her lips, sticky and warm.

He wiped her chin with his thumb. Gentle, caring. Then kissed her forehead.

“You came with my fingers inside your diaper and the bottle still in your mouth.” His voice was reverent, possessive. “That’s my perfect baby girl. Daddy’s going to take such good care of you.”

Her heart squeezed. That line—it owned her. She felt it in her bones.

He shifted, lifting her from his lap. Her body was boneless, useless. She didn’t even try to hold on.

“Let’s get you changed, princess.” His hands were quick now, efficient. The wet diaper came off, replaced with a fresh one in moments.

The powder scent hit her. Soft, familiar. It grounded her, even as her mind floated.

He snapped the onesie back into place. Then carried her to the crib, laying her down on the soft mattress. The bars loomed above, a reminder of her place.

She stared at the mobile spinning slowly. Stars and moons twirled, casting faint shadows. Her body felt heavy, spent.

He tucked the blanket around her. His hand lingered on her stomach, warm through the fabric. “Sleep, baby girl.”

Her eyes drooped. Exhaustion pulled her under fast. But her mind clung to him, even as she drifted.

A dream flickered to life. She was small—truly small—in a way she hadn’t been in decades. Her tiny hand gripped his finger as he carried her through a house she’d never seen.

The hallway stretched on. Doors lined the walls, but one stood out. Pink paint, soft and bright.

Her name was on it. Maren. Curved letters, like a child’s drawing.

He pushed the door open. Inside was a nursery, bigger than the one at Thornfield. A crib waited, blankets folded just for her.

She felt safe. So safe. Even in the dream, she knew Daddy was there.

Her body curled under the real blanket. The crib bars framed her vision as the dream faded. But the feeling stayed.

Tomorrow, she’d wake up to him. To his rules, his hands, his voice. And she’d want more.

Because Daddy said so. Always.

---

The rocking chair was empty now, but Callan lingered by the crib. Watching her sleep. His shadow fell over her small form, protective and unyielding.

She didn’t stir. Didn’t see the way his eyes softened, just for a moment. Or the way his hand tightened on the crib rail, like he was holding himself back.

“Tomorrow, baby girl,” he whispered, too quiet for her to hear. “Daddy’s got plans for you.”

He turned off the small lamp. The room plunged into darkness, save for the faint glow of the mobile. Its stars spun slow, hypnotic.

Maren slept deeper than she had in years. Her body was still, her mind quiet. But underneath, something stirred—something new.

She’d given up more tonight. Not just control, not just her body. Something deeper, something she couldn’t name yet.

Callan stepped out of the room. Closed the door with a soft click. The hallway was silent, but his presence lingered.

Her dream shifted again. Back to that pink door, that nursery with her name. She didn’t know it, but she was walking toward it with every day she spent here.

Every touch, every rule, every “good girl” pulled her closer. And Daddy was waiting at the end of the hall. Always waiting.

She sighed in her sleep. A tiny sound, lost in the dark. But it was enough.

Enough to mark another step down. Another piece of herself handed over. Another night where she became his.

The crib held her tight. The diaper crinkled faintly as she shifted. And somewhere in her subconscious, she knew—tomorrow would be more.

More rules. More surrender. More of Daddy’s hands.

Her lips parted. A soft breath escaped. She was already dreaming of it.

Callan’s plans weren’t done. Not by a long shot. And Maren—his baby girl—was right where he wanted her.

She didn’t fight it in her sleep. Didn’t resist. Just let the dream carry her.

The house in her mind grew clearer. The nursery door stayed open. And Daddy’s voice echoed down the hall, calling her name.

“Come to Daddy, princess.” Even in sleep, she felt the pull. Even in sleep, she obeyed.

Her body relaxed completely. The blanket settled over her. And the night took her under, deeper than ever before.

Tomorrow waited. With more of him. With more of her surrender.

Because Daddy said so. Always.

---

The nursery stayed quiet. Only the mobile moved, spinning its slow dance. Maren’s breathing was even, soft, childlike.

She didn’t know what tomorrow held. Didn’t know how much further she’d fall. But her body did.

Her body remembered his hands. His voice. His control.

And it craved more. Even now, in the deepest part of sleep, it craved more. The warmth of the diaper, the weight of his praise, the promise of his touch.

Callan stood just outside the door. Listening to her breathe. Knowing she was his.

He smiled. A small, private thing in the dark. “Soon, baby girl.”

Soon, she’d be deeper. Soon, she’d need him for everything. Soon, she’d forget who she was before.

The hallway stretched empty behind him. Thornfield was silent, save for her soft breaths. But the air hummed with what was coming.

Maren slept on. Unaware of the next step. Unaware of how much she’d already given.

Her dream nursery glowed. That pink door stayed open. And Daddy waited inside.

Always waiting. Always ready. Always in control.

She’d walk through that door soon enough. Not in the dream, but in real life. And when she did, there’d be no going back.

Because Daddy said so. Always.

---

The night stretched on. Maren’s small form stayed curled in the crib. Safe, for now.

But safety was a trap. A warm, comforting trap. And she was already caught.

Her breathing slowed even more. Her mind drifted further. And somewhere, in the haze of sleep, she felt it.

Felt him. Felt the pull. Felt the surrender.

Tomorrow, she’d wake to his voice. To his hands. To his rules.

And she’d take another step down. Another piece gone. Another moment where she became his.

Completely. Utterly. Forever.

Because Daddy said so. Always.
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Chapter 15: The Nursery at Night

Maren stirred in the crib. The darkness pressed close, broken only by the faint glow of a moon-shaped nightlight. Its pale light cast soft shadows on the pink walls.

Her body felt heavy. The diaper hugged her hips, thick and slightly sagging. A reminder of how far she’d fallen.

She shifted. The crinkle echoed in the quiet nursery. Her heart sped up for no reason at all.

Where was he? The rocking chair sat empty in the corner. No Daddy to watch over her.

A faint creak. The door opened slow. Her breath caught.

Callan stepped in. Broad shoulders filled the frame, flannel sleeves rolled to his elbows. Even in the dim light, his presence owned the room.

“Awake, baby girl?” His voice was low, warm. A blanket of sound in the dark.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Not yet.

He crossed the nursery in three steps. The crib rail lowered with a soft click. His large hand rested on her blanket.

“Wet already,” he murmured. Not a question. A fact.

Her face burned. She wanted to deny it. But her body didn’t lie to Daddy.

He slid his hand under the blanket. Fingers brushed the waistband of her diaper. Pressed against the padding, checking slow and deliberate.

“Mm-hm.” His tone held quiet approval. “Daddy’s baby girl, wet and waiting for me in her crib at two in the morning. You’re exactly where you belong.”

Her stomach flipped. Shame and need twisted tight. She hated how those words made her feel—small, owned, safe.

“Come here, princess.” His arms slipped under her, lifting her from the crib. So easy, like she weighed nothing.

Her head rested on his shoulder. His warmth seeped through the flannel, grounding her. The diaper crinkled with every step to the changing table.

He laid her down. The padded surface was cool under her back. The moon nightlight glowed above, casting his face in soft shadow.

“Shh, baby.” His hands moved to her onesie. Snap. Snap. Snap. The fabric parted, exposing her to the cold air.

She shivered. Bare from the waist down, except for the diaper. Vulnerable under his gaze.

He untaped the sides. Slow, deliberate. The wet padding peeled away, leaving her skin prickling in the cool night.

Her breath hitched. Naked now, fully exposed. His eyes drank her in, unhurried.

“Daddy wants to play with his baby girl.” His voice dropped lower. A promise, not a question.

Her heart pounded. She gripped the edges of the changing table. A stack of fresh diapers sat beside her head, a stark reminder of her place.

He stepped closer. His hands gripped her thighs, lifting them over his shoulders. Her legs trembled against his broad frame.

“Look at you.” His gaze pinned her. “Spread out for Daddy on your changing table. So perfect.”

Her cheeks burned. But her body arched toward him. Traitorous, always wanting more.

He unbuttoned his jeans. The sound of the zipper cut through the quiet. Then he was there, hard and ready.

She bit her lip. The mobile above spun slowly—stars and moons watching. Her world narrowed to him.

He pressed against her. Teasing at first, just the tip. Her hips twitched, desperate.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. Barely a sound. But he heard.

“Good girl.” He pushed in slow. Filling her, stretching her, claiming every inch.

She gasped. Her back arched on the padded table. The bulk of the unused diapers brushed her cheek as her head turned.

He moved. Deep, controlled thrusts. Each one rocked her against the table, her legs tight over his shoulders.

Her hands gripped harder. Fingernails dug into the padding. The nursery blurred—pink walls, spinning mobile, moon glow.

Heat built fast. Low and tight in her core. She moaned, soft and helpless.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His voice was firm. “You cum when Daddy says.”

She whimpered. Tried to hold back. But he kept going, relentless, driving her closer.

His hand slid down. Fingers found her clit, circling slow. Too much, too good.

“Daddy—please!” Her voice broke. Needy, pathetic. She didn’t care.

“Now, princess.” His permission hit like a spark. “Cum for Daddy.”

Her body shattered. Waves crashed through her, pussy clenching tight around his cock. Wetness slicked between them as she cried out.

He didn’t stop. Kept thrusting, drawing it out. Her legs shook, still hooked over his shoulders.

“Good girl.” His praise washed over her. Warm, owning, perfect.

She panted. Still trembling from the aftershocks. But he wasn’t done.

His rhythm changed. Harder now, deeper. Building her up again before she could catch her breath.

Her eyes fluttered. The mobile spun above, dizzying. She felt it again—tight, hot, inevitable.

“Daddy—” She couldn’t finish. Words lost in a moan.

“Again, baby girl.” His command was absolute. “Cum for me one more time.”

She broke again. Harder this time, a sharp, shuddering release. Her cry echoed in the nursery, raw and unrestrained.

Her body went limp. Chest heaving, skin flushed. Cum dripped down her thighs, messy and real.

Callan slowed. His own breath grew ragged. Then he groaned low, spilling inside her, hot and deep.

She felt it. Every pulse, every drop. Marking her as his.

He stayed there a moment. Still inside, hands on her thighs. Letting her feel the weight of him.

Then he pulled out. Slow, careful. Her legs slid down, weak and useless.

“Shh, baby.” His voice softened. He reached for a wipe from the stack nearby.

The cold cloth touched her skin. Cleaning her with gentle strokes. Every touch was deliberate, caring, controlling.

She lay still. Too spent to move. Watching him through half-lidded eyes.

He unfolded a fresh diaper. Slid it under her hips. The powder scent hit her nose, familiar now, comforting.

His hands taped the sides. Snug, secure. The crinkle filled the quiet again as he adjusted it.

Then the onesie. Snap. Snap. Snap. Covering her, sealing her back into her role.

Her body relaxed. Safe again, small again. His baby girl, always.

He lifted her. Cradled her against his chest. Her head tucked under his chin as he carried her back to the crib.

The rail clicked back into place. He laid her down, tucking the blanket over her. Soft, warm, secure.

“Here’s your bear, princess.” He pressed the stuffed toy into her arms. Her fingers curled around it instinctively.

She looked up. His face was half-shadowed by the moon nightlight. Still so strong, so in control.

“Go back to sleep, baby.” His hand brushed her hair. A final touch, a final claim.

Her eyes drifted shut. His taste lingered in her mouth. The fresh diaper hugged her, a constant reminder.

She sighed. Body heavy, mind quiet. Drifting already.

But something shifted. A tiny spark of intent. She wanted this again—wanted him to come at 2 a.m.

The thought settled deep. She’d wet on purpose next time. Anything to bring Daddy back.

Callan lingered by the crib. Watching her breathe. Knowing she was his in ways she didn’t yet understand.

He stepped back. Turned toward the door. But his presence stayed, heavy in the dark.

The nursery stayed quiet. Only the mobile moved, spinning slow. Maren slept, unaware of how much deeper she’d go.

Because Daddy wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. And she’d wake to more—always more.

The week stretched ahead. He’d check on her three more times in the night. Sometimes to change her diaper, sometimes for more.

Her body already craved it. Already knew. 2 a.m. was Daddy’s time now.

She shifted in her sleep. The diaper crinkled softly. A promise of what was coming.

Her breathing slowed. Mind slipping under. But even in sleep, she felt the pull.

Tomorrow night—or the next—she’d make sure he came. Wet and waiting, just for him. Because Daddy said so.

Always.

---

The moon nightlight glowed on. Pale shadows stretched across the nursery walls. Maren’s small form stayed curled in the crib.

Her chest rose and fell. Even, childlike. The blanket held her tight, a cocoon of surrender.

Callan stood just outside the door. Listening to her soft breaths. A faint smile curved his lips.

“Soon, baby girl.” His whisper melted into the dark. A promise, a plan, a claim.

Thornfield was silent. Save for her breathing. But the air hummed with what waited ahead.

Maren didn’t stir. Didn’t know how much further she’d fall. But her body did.

It remembered his hands. His cock. His control.

And it wanted more. Even in sleep, it wanted more. Craved the crinkle, the warmth, the weight of his praise.

The nursery door stayed cracked open. Just a sliver. Enough for Daddy to hear if she needed him.

Or if she made herself need him. Wet at 2 a.m., waiting in her crib. Hoping he’d come.

Her dream shifted. A pink door in her mind. Daddy’s voice calling her through it.

She didn’t fight it. Not in sleep. Just let the pull take her.

The blanket settled heavier. Her bear stayed clutched tight. A tiny anchor in the dark.

Tomorrow—or the night after—she’d wake to his touch. To his rules. To his ownership.

And she’d give more. Always more. Because Daddy said so.

Her breathing deepened. Mind drifting further. Body still humming from his touch.

The nursery held her. Safe, small, his. And the night stretched on.

Callan’s plans weren’t done. Not even close. And Maren—his baby girl—was right where he wanted her.

Deeper every day. Needing him for everything. Forgetting who she was before.

The moon glow faded softer. Shadows grew long. But the pull stayed strong.

She’d wet for him. Wait for him. Surrender to him.

Because Daddy said so. Always. And she was learning to love it.
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Chapter 16: Outside

Maren woke to sunlight streaming through the nursery window. The crib bars framed her view, a reminder of where she was. Her diaper crinkled softly as she shifted, the bear still clutched in her arms.

She blinked. Her body felt heavy, rested in a way it hadn’t been in years. But her mind buzzed with something new—anticipation.

Callan’s footsteps approached. Steady, unhurried, always in control. The door opened, and there he was—broad shoulders filling the frame, flannel shirt rolled at the sleeves, eyes warm but commanding.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice wrapped around her, a blanket of its own. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her words came soft, automatic now. She didn’t even think about them anymore.

He stepped closer. Lowered the crib rail with a click. His hand brushed her cheek, warm and possessive.

“Good girl.” That praise hit deep, a spark in her chest. She couldn’t help but lean into his touch.

He reached down. Checked her diaper with a quick, deliberate press of his palm. The crinkle echoed in the quiet room.

“Wet already.” Not a question, just a fact. Her cheeks burned, but her body betrayed her—heat pooling low.

“Daddy’s got plans today.” His tone stayed calm, but there was an edge. Something different.

She tilted her head. Watched him move to the closet. He pulled out a bag—a diaper bag, pink with little stars.

Her stomach flipped. A bag. For her.

He started packing. Diapers, bottles, onesies, wipes, powder—all laid out with precision. Every item a reminder of how small he’d made her.

“We’re leaving Thornfield for the day.” He zipped the bag shut. “A little trip, just you and Daddy.”

Her breath caught. Leaving? The retreat was her bubble, her safe cage.

“Outside?” Her voice trembled. Small, unsure. The real world felt like a threat now.

“Yes, princess.” He turned, bag slung over his shoulder. “Daddy’s got a cabin. Private. Just us.”

She swallowed. The idea of leaving—of being his baby girl beyond these walls—twisted something inside her. Fear, yes, but also a strange thrill.

“Time to get you ready.” He lifted her from the crib, strong hands under her arms. Her diaper sagged slightly, a humiliating weight.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. The routine was second nature now, but today it felt heavier—loaded with what was coming.

Tapes ripped open. Cool air hit her skin. His hands moved with care, wiping, powdering, sliding a fresh diaper under her.

“There we go.” His fingers lingered just a moment too long, brushing her inner thigh. Her hips twitched, pathetic and eager.

He taped the diaper snug. Pulled a soft t-shirt over her head, no pants. Just the diaper and the shirt, bare legs exposed.

She squirmed. Outside in this? The thought made her dizzy.

He noticed. Always did. “Daddy’s got you, baby girl. You don’t need to worry about a thing.”

His words soothed, even as her mind raced. She clung to them. Let them quiet the storm inside.

He picked up the pacifier from the table. Pressed it to her lips. “Suck, princess.”

She obeyed. The rubber filled her mouth, a familiar comfort. Her body relaxed, even if her thoughts didn’t.

He lifted her again. Carried her out of the nursery, diaper bag in his other hand. Every step echoed—she was leaving Thornfield like this.

The car waited outside. A sleek, black SUV, tinted windows. He opened the back door, revealing a car seat strapped in place.

Her heart thudded. A car seat. For her.

“In you go.” He settled her into it, buckling her tight. The diaper crinkled loud against the padded seat.

She gripped her bear. Sucked harder on the pacifier. The world outside the window looked too big, too real.

Callan slid into the driver’s seat. Adjusted the rearview mirror to watch her. His eyes met hers, steady and sure.

“Two hours, baby girl.” He started the engine. “Just relax for Daddy.”

The car moved. Trees blurred past the window, tall and green, stretching endless. She stared, pacifier bobbing in her mouth, the rhythm calming her.

Her diaper felt bulky between her thighs. A constant reminder. She was his baby, even out here.

The drive stretched on. Her mind drifted, lulled by the hum of the engine. Callan’s presence filled the car, even in silence.

They arrived. A cabin emerged from the woods—small, rustic, surrounded by nothing but trees. Total isolation.

He parked. Opened her door. Unbuckled her with those warm, careful hands.

“Out we go, princess.” He lifted her, bear and all. Her bare feet dangled, diaper crinkling with every move.

She looked around. No one here. Just birdsong and the rustle of leaves.

He carried her inside. The cabin smelled of wood and something earthy. He set her down on a soft rug, diapered bottom hitting the floor.

“Stay there.” He unpacked the diaper bag on the counter. Bottles, diapers, wipes—all laid out like this was normal.

Her eyes followed him. Every action deliberate. Every move claiming this space as theirs.

He came back. Knelt beside her. “Time for a change, baby girl.”

Her breath hitched. Here? Now?

He laid a changing mat on the floor. Guided her onto it. Her t-shirt rode up, exposing the diaper fully.

Tapes ripped. Cool air again. His hands moved quick—wipe, powder, fresh diaper taped snug.

“There.” His fingers brushed her skin, a tease. Her body reacted, heat flaring despite the shame.

He sat back. Pulled her into his lap. “Bottle time, princess.”

She leaned against his chest. The flannel smelled like him—warm, safe. He tipped the bottle to her lips, warm milk trickling in.

She sucked. Eyes half-closed. Birds sang outside, the forest alive around them.

His arm held her tight. His other hand rested on her diaper, a subtle press. Her body hummed, caught between comfort and need.

They moved to the porch. He sat in a rocking chair, her in his lap. The bottle stayed in her mouth, milk slow and steady.

Sunlight warmed her bare legs. The diaper bulked beneath her, crinkling softly. She felt small, exposed, but… free.

She finished the bottle. He set it aside. Kissed her forehead, lips lingering.

“Good girl.” His whisper sank into her. Her chest tightened with something like joy.

He stood. Carried her inside. Set her on a blanket on the floor while he moved to the kitchen.

She watched. He cooked lunch, chopping vegetables, stirring a pot. So normal, yet so strange with her diapered on the floor.

Her fingers clutched the bear. The bulk between her legs felt heavier now. She didn’t hate it—not here.

Lunch passed. Simple food, fed to her by his hand. Every bite a reminder of who controlled even this.

Afternoon came. He took her hand. “Outside, baby girl.”

Her stomach flipped. Outside again? Like this?

He led her to the door. Her bare feet hesitated on the threshold. Diaper crinkling, t-shirt barely covering her.

“Daddy’s got you.” His hand squeezed hers. Warm, firm, undeniable.

She stepped out. Sunlight hit her skin, warm and bright. Her legs felt bare above the diaper, vulnerable but alive.

He tugged her forward. They walked into the yard, trees towering around them. His oversized flannel draped over her shoulders now, smelling of him.

She toddled beside him. Diaper crinkling with every step. The forest didn’t care—she felt wild, untethered.

He stopped. Looked down at her. “You just walked through a forest in a diaper and Daddy’s flannel and you didn’t look over your shoulder once.”

Her breath caught. His words landed hard. “That’s called freedom, baby girl.”

Freedom. The word echoed. She felt it—small, exposed, but unbound.

She looked up. His eyes held hers, proud and possessive. Her heart raced, a mix of shame and something deeper.

Back inside, evening fell. The cabin grew dim, shadows stretching long. He carried her to the bed.

“Time for Daddy, princess.” His voice dropped low. Her body responded before her mind could.

He laid her down. Diaper still on, crinkling beneath her. His hands slid her t-shirt up, exposing her chest.

Her nipples hardened. His mouth found one, sucking slow. She moaned, pacifier long gone, replaced by raw need.

His hand pressed her diaper. Felt the bulk, the warmth. “So small for Daddy.”

She whimpered. His words burned through her. Shame and want tangled tight.

He pulled the diaper tapes open. Just enough to expose her. His fingers found her pussy, wet and ready.

“Already dripping.” He teased her clit, slow circles. Her hips bucked, desperate.

He unzipped his jeans. Freed his cock, hard and thick. Her eyes locked on it, hungry.

He shifted. Pushed the diaper aside further. Slid into her, slow and deep.

She gasped. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with her moans. Every thrust rocked her, plastic rustling beneath.

“Daddy…” Her voice broke. Small, needy. “Daddy, please.”

“Cum for me, baby girl.” His command pushed her over. Her body clenched, pussy gripping him tight.

She shattered. Wetness spilled, her cries filling the cabin. His cock pulsed, cum hot inside her, claiming her fully.

He slowed. Stayed inside her, heavy and warm. Her breaths came ragged, body trembling in the aftermath.

He pulled out. Taped the diaper back in place. The crinkle sounded louder now, soaked with their mess.

“Good girl.” His lips brushed her forehead. Her body glowed, owned and adored.

Night deepened. They lay together, her head on his chest. The forest outside hummed, a quiet witness.

Her diaper clung to her. A reminder of everything. She didn’t fight it—just let it be.

Morning would come. The drive back loomed. But for now, she was his, here in this cabin.

He held her tighter. His breath even, controlled. Always in charge, even in sleep.

She drifted. Mind quiet, body sated. The crinkle faded into the background, just another part of her.

The drive back started early. He buckled her into the car seat again. Diaper fresh, bottle in her hand, bear in her lap.

She sucked the bottle slow. Trees blurred past once more. Her body felt heavy, lulled by the motion.

Her eyes drooped. Sleep pulled her under. Diapered, bottle-fed, small in the back seat.

Callan watched her in the rearview mirror. His baby girl, completely his. A faint smile curved his lips.

The four-week program ended in three days. He hadn’t mentioned it. Neither had she.

The car hummed on. Woods gave way to roads. But Maren slept, unaware of the countdown.

Her bear stayed clutched tight. Her diaper crinkled softly. She was his, even in dreams.

And Callan drove. Plans unspoken, control absolute. The end of the program wasn’t the end—not for them.
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Chapter 17: The Call

Maren sat cross-legged on the nursery floor. The diaper crinkled under her onesie, a soft pastel pink with bunnies hopping across the chest. Day 26 at Thornfield, and the world outside felt like a fever dream.

The phone rested in her lap. Cold. Heavy. Callan had handed it to her an hour ago, part of the ‘reintegration protocol.’ One hour to touch base with reality. Her thumb hovered over the screen.

Forty-seven notifications. Missed calls, texts, voicemails. The harsh blue light stung her eyes after weeks of soft lamps and pastel walls.

She scrolled. Most were spam. But one name stopped her cold.

Jess. Her ER charge nurse. The voicemail icon blinked like a warning.

Maren pressed play. Jess’s voice crackled through, urgent and raw. “Maren, we need you back. Sarah quit. We’re drowning. Are you okay? You just disappeared.”

Her chest tightened. The nursery spun. Bunnies on her onesie mocked her.

She was needed. Out there, in the chaos of the ER, where hands shook but still saved lives. Where she was Maren, the nurse who didn’t break.

But here she was. Diapered. Small. A baby girl who slept in a crib and drank from a bottle.

Her fingers shook. She yanked at the onesie snaps, popping them open. The fabric peeled off, exposing the diaper taped snug around her hips.

She stood. The crinkle echoed in the quiet room. Her bare skin prickled in the cool air.

She rummaged through a drawer. Found jeans, stiff and unfamiliar. A bra, straps like chains after weeks without them.

She tugged the jeans on. They scraped against her thighs, rough after the softness of diapers. The bra cut into her shoulders, a reminder of a body she’d forgotten.

She caught her reflection in the mirror. Dark hair tangled. Eyes wide, lost. Who was this woman?

Maren, the nurse? Or Daddy’s baby girl?

Her heart pounded. She clutched the phone like a lifeline. She needed to leave.

She marched down the hall to Callan’s study. The door was open. He sat at his desk, flannel sleeves rolled up, pen poised over papers.

“I need to leave.” Her voice cracked. Raw and desperate.

He looked up. His eyes, warm and steady, pinned her in place. No shock, no anger.

“The door is never locked, Maren.” His voice was calm, deliberate. “It never was.”

Her name. Not baby girl. Not sweetheart. Maren. It sounded wrong, like a stranger’s name.

“Everything you did here, you chose.” He set the pen down. “Everything you became here is real.”

Her throat burned. She wanted to scream. But his gaze held her, unyielding.

“Go if you need to.” He leaned back in his chair. “The nursery will be here if you come back.”

No fight. No plea. Just that quiet, unshakable control.

She turned. Walked to the front door. Her sneakers squeaked on the hardwood, a sound from another life.

The door loomed ahead. Heavy wood, brass knob. Beyond it, the world she’d left behind.

She stood there. Hand on the knob. Minutes ticked by—ten, twenty.

Her breathing was shallow. The jeans felt wrong, tight. The bra straps dug deeper, punishing her for remembering.

She could hear it. Down the hall, the faint tinkling of the mobile above the crib. Turning in the empty nursery.

No footsteps followed her. Callan didn’t come. His absence was a void, sharper than any words.

Her knees trembled. She wanted his voice. His warmth. “Baby girl, come back to Daddy.”

But there was only silence. And the mobile, spinning endlessly.

Her hand dropped from the knob. She didn’t open the door. The sun dipped low outside, casting long shadows through the windows.

Hours passed. Her legs ached. Still, she stood there, caught between two worlds.

Bedtime came. Ten p.m. The house was quiet, save for that distant mobile.

She turned. Walked back down the hall. Each step felt heavier, jeans dragging like weights.

The nursery door was open. The crib was made, blankets smoothed. The onesie lay folded on top, bunnies staring up at her.

Callan sat in the rocking chair. Broad shoulders relaxed, hands resting on the armrests. He didn’t speak.

He just opened his arms.

Her breath hitched. She stood frozen for a moment. Then, like gravity, she moved.

She stepped closer. His warmth pulled her in. She sank into his lap, face pressed to his chest.

His flannel smelled of him—safe, steady. His arms closed around her. Large hands cradled her, one on her back, one on her diapered hip.

“You’re okay.” His voice rumbled low. Finally, that warmth she craved.

Tears pricked her eyes. She hadn’t cried in years. But now, they came—hot, silent.

He rocked her. Slow, steady. The chair creaked under them, a soothing rhythm.

Her jeans felt wrong. The bra, unbearable. She squirmed, needing them off.

He noticed. Always did. “Let Daddy help, baby girl.”

Her heart skipped. Baby girl. The name she’d missed more than she could say.

He shifted her. Stood, lifting her effortlessly. Laid her on the changing table.

His hands worked the jeans off. Rough denim slid down, replaced by cool air. The bra came next, straps snapping free.

She lay there. Diaper exposed, crinkling softly. Vulnerable, but safe.

His fingers lingered at the diaper tapes. Not pulling them yet. Just resting there, warm through the plastic.

“You don’t need those old clothes.” His voice was a caress. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her body responded. Heat pooled low, traitorously fast. Shame flickered, but need burned brighter.

He tugged the tapes open. Slow, deliberate. The diaper unfolded, cool air hitting her skin.

She was wet. Not from an accident. From him—his voice, his hands, his control.

His fingers brushed her pussy. Barely a touch, but she gasped. Hips twitched toward him.

“Look at that.” His tone held quiet pride. “So ready for Daddy.”

Her face burned. She wanted to hide. But his gaze held her, raw and exposed.

He didn’t push further. Not yet. Just taped a fresh diaper on, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

The powder scent filled the air. Soft, familiar. A reminder of where she belonged.

He snapped the onesie back on. Bunnies covered her chest again. His hands smoothed the fabric, lingering on her thighs.

She whimpered. Needy, small. His touch was everything.

He lifted her. Carried her to the rocking chair. Sat with her in his lap again.

His cock pressed against her diapered bottom. Hard, undeniable. A promise of more.

He reached for a bottle on the side table. Warm milk, ready for her. “Open, baby girl.”

Her lips parted. The nipple slipped in. She sucked, slow and desperate, eyes on his.

His free hand slid under the onesie. Found her chest. Thumb brushed her nipple, teasing it hard.

She moaned around the bottle. Milk dribbled down her chin. Her body ached, caught between infantile need and raw desire.

“Good girl.” His voice was a growl. “Drink for Daddy.”

Her pussy throbbed. The diaper bulk pressed between her legs, frustrating and humiliating. She wanted him inside her.

He shifted her. Let her feel his cock more, pressing through his jeans against the padding. A tease, nothing more.

She squirmed. Whined. Bottle still in her mouth, pacifying her pleas.

“Not yet.” His hand squeezed her thigh. “Daddy decides when.”

Denial stung. Her body screamed for release. But his control wrapped around her, tighter than any restraint.

He rocked her again. Bottle feeding slowed. Her eyes grew heavy, even as need pulsed low.

His hand stayed on her chest. Playing with her nipple, keeping her on edge. A slow, torturous game.

Her breathing hitched. Every touch was fire. But sleep pulled, his warmth a lullaby.

“Rest, baby girl.” His lips brushed her forehead. “Daddy’s here.”

She drifted. Diaper crinkling softly with each breath. His cock still hard against her, a reminder of unfinished business.

Morning would come. The phone would wait. But for now, she was his.

His voice followed her into sleep. Low, possessive. “Tomorrow, we’ll talk about staying. For good.”
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Chapter 18: Home

Maren stood in the foyer, her bag heavy on her shoulder. The retreat’s front door loomed ahead, a cold barrier to the world outside. Her car waited in the driveway, engine long gone silent.

She didn’t move.

Callan stood a few steps away. Broad shoulders, soft flannel, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His presence filled the space, warm and unyielding.

“Ready to go, Maren?” His voice was quiet, patient. But it carried weight, like he already knew her answer.

Her fingers tightened on the bag strap. Leaving meant returning to the ER, to night shifts, to hands that shook when she least expected. Control, chaos, exhaustion—all waiting for her.

She shook her head. Small, barely a motion. But enough.

Callan’s eyes softened. A flicker of pride, possession. He stepped closer, his large hand reaching for hers.

“Come with me, baby girl.” His fingers closed around hers, warm and firm. He tugged gently, guiding her away from the front door.

They didn’t go back to the retreat nursery. Not to the clinical white walls or the star mobile. He led her to a side door she’d never noticed before.

Outside, a garden path stretched under the late afternoon sun. Flowers lined the way, their scent faint but sweet. Her sneakers crunched on gravel, her bag forgotten in his other hand.

He stopped at a separate building. Smaller, tucked behind tall hedges. A private home, not part of the retreat.

He opened the door. Inside, it was his world—his kitchen with a worn wooden table, his books stacked on a shelf, a faint scent of coffee lingering. Real, lived-in, intimate.

Her heart thudded. This wasn’t a patient space. This was Callan.

He didn’t speak. Just led her down a short hallway. At the end, a door painted pale yellow.

Her breath caught. That color—it echoed the retreat nursery, but this felt different. Personal.

“Open it, baby girl.” His voice was a low murmur, close to her ear.

Her hand trembled as she pushed the door open. Light spilled out, soft and warm. A nursery.

Not the retreat’s version. This one was his. Built by him.

A crib stood in the center, a hand-sewn quilt draped over the edge. Butterflies danced on a mobile above, spinning slowly. Framed spaces on the wall waited for photos—her photos, she knew it.

Her eyes lifted. Above the crib, in soft white letters, was her name: MAREN.

Tears burned hot. She hadn’t cried since that first day, clutching the bear. But now, they spilled over, silent and unstoppable.

Callan’s arms came around her. One under her knees, one behind her back. He lifted her like she weighed nothing, like she was everything.

She clung to him. Face buried in his flannel, breathing in his warmth. His heartbeat steady under her cheek.

He carried her to the crib. Laid her down gently on the soft mattress. The quilt brushed her skin, a tender weight.

“You’re home, baby girl.” His voice was thick, raw. “I built this the week you arrived. Not the retreat nursery—this one. Because I knew, Maren. I knew you were mine the moment you wrapped that blanket around yourself without asking. Welcome home, baby girl.”

Her chest cracked open. Sobs shook her, small and broken. But safe. So safe.

He didn’t let her cry alone. His hands moved to her jeans, sliding them off with care. The diaper underneath crinkled, loud in the quiet room.

She didn’t fight it. Not anymore. The padding, the bulk between her legs—it was his care, his control.

His fingers worked the tapes open. Slow, deliberate. Cool air hit her skin as the diaper unfolded.

She was exposed. Vulnerable. But his gaze held no judgment, only hunger and pride.

“Such a good girl.” His voice wrapped around her, tight as a hug. His fingers brushed her pussy, checking, lingering.

Her hips twitched. Heat bloomed low, fast and humiliating. She couldn’t stop it.

He felt it. His thumb circled her clit, teasing, not giving enough. Just enough to make her whimper.

“Daddy’s got you.” He murmured it like a promise. His hand left her, reaching for a fresh diaper from a stack nearby.

The powder scent hit her as he slid the new diaper under her. Tapes secured with a soft rip. The crinkle settled around her, a reminder of her place.

She lay there, diapered, in a crib with her name above it. Tears slowed, but her body still ached. Needy, small, his.

Callan reached for a bottle on a nearby shelf. Warm milk, ready for her. He sat on the edge of the crib, the mattress dipping under his weight.

“Open, baby girl.” His voice was a command, soft but firm. He guided the nipple to her lips.

She parted them. Sucked slow, the warmth of the milk spreading through her. Her eyes locked on his, wide and trusting.

His free hand slid under her onesie. Found her breast, cupping its softness. His thumb brushed her nipple, teasing it hard.

She moaned around the bottle. Milk dribbled down her chin. Her pussy throbbed, trapped under the diaper’s bulk.

He rocked the crib gently. Back and forth, a soothing rhythm. The bottle emptied, but the need in her grew.

Her hand reached through the crib bars. Fingers stretching for him. He took her hand, held it tight.

“Rest now.” His voice was a lullaby, low and warm. “Daddy’s here.”

Her eyes grew heavy. The crinkle of the diaper faded into background noise. She drifted, his hand still holding hers.

But her body buzzed. Even in sleep’s pull, she felt the heat, the frustration. The diaper pressed against her, a barrier she both hated and craved.

Callan leaned down. Kissed her forehead through the bars. “We’ve got forever, baby girl.”

She sighed. Small, content. Home.

---

Hours later, she woke. The nursery was dim, evening light filtering through a small window. Callan sat in a chair nearby, watching her.

Her diaper felt heavy. Not wet from an accident, but from the heat still lingering between her legs. She squirmed, the crinkle loud.

“Daddy?” Her voice was small, sleepy. A question, a plea.

He stood. Moved to the crib with that deliberate grace of his. “I’m here, princess.”

He lowered the crib side. Lifted her out, settling her on his hip. His hand pressed against the diaper, checking.

“Needy already.” His tone held quiet amusement. His fingers slipped under the waistband, brushing her skin.

She gasped. Hips pushed toward him, desperate. Shame burned, but need burned hotter.

“Not yet.” He pulled his hand back, leaving her aching. “Daddy decides when.”

Her whine was soft, pathetic. She buried her face in his shoulder. The diaper bulk frustrated her, a constant tease.

He carried her to his bedroom. Not the nursery, not this time. His bed was wide, the sheets dark and soft.

He laid her down. Climbed in beside her, his body a wall of warmth. His cock pressed against her diapered hip through his jeans, hard and undeniable.

She whimpered. Wanted to beg. But his rules held her tongue.

His hand slid under her onesie again. Found her breast, cupping, squeezing. Her nipple hardened under his touch.

“Good girl.” His voice was a growl. “So responsive for Daddy.”

Her pussy clenched. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, trying to get closer. But the padding kept her trapped, denied.

He pressed his lips to her neck. Sucked gently, marking her. His hand played with her breast, thumb circling her nipple.

She moaned. Body trembling, caught between infantile helplessness and raw adult desire. The contrast burned her alive.

His cock throbbed against her hip. A promise, a threat. But he didn’t move to take her—not yet.

“Daddy, please.” The words slipped out, small and broken. A rule broken—she hadn’t been given permission to beg.

His hand stilled on her breast. Pulled back. The loss of his touch was worse than any punishment.

“Shh, baby girl.” His voice was firm, but not cruel. “You know the rules. Daddy decides.”

Her face burned. Tears pricked again, frustration mixing with shame. She nodded, small and obedient.

He kissed her forehead. Pulled her closer, tucking her against his chest. His cock still pressed against her, a torment she couldn’t escape.

“Sleep now.” His hand smoothed her hair. “We’ll play tomorrow.”

She closed her eyes. The diaper crinkled with every breath. His warmth surrounded her, a cage and a comfort.

---

Morning came. Sunlight streamed through his bedroom window. Maren woke to the scent of coffee, the sound of Callan in the kitchen.

She lay in his bed, diaper still snug around her hips. The bulk felt heavier now, her need from last night still unresolved. She squirmed, the crinkle a quiet confession.

He returned with a mug in one hand, a bottle in the other. His flannel was unbuttoned at the top, showing a hint of chest hair. Her body reacted instantly.

“Morning, baby girl.” His smile was slow, knowing. He set the mug down, kept the bottle.

She reached for him. Small hands, needy. He sat on the bed, pulled her into his lap.

The bottle pressed to her lips. “Drink first.” His voice left no room for argument.

She sucked, milk warm and sweet. His free hand slid under the onesie, found her breast again. Teased her nipple until she moaned around the nipple.

Her pussy throbbed. The diaper pressed against her, a cruel barrier. She rocked in his lap, desperate for more.

His cock hardened under her. Pressed against the padding, a tease through layers. He groaned low, but didn’t give in.

“Finish the bottle, princess.” His thumb flicked her nipple harder. “Then Daddy might play.”

She drank faster. Milk dribbled, but she didn’t care. Her body screamed for release, for him.

The bottle emptied. He set it aside. His hand left her breast, slid down to the diaper.

“Wet for Daddy?” His fingers slipped under the waistband. Found her pussy, slick and ready.

She gasped. Hips bucked into his touch. “Yes, Daddy.”

He circled her clit. Slow, torturous. Her moans grew louder, desperate.

“Good girl.” His voice was a reward. “Cum for Daddy.”

Her body obeyed. The orgasm hit hard, waves crashing through her. Her pussy clenched, wetness soaking into the diaper as she cried out.

Her body shook. Cum spread, warm and humiliating, trapped by the padding. Her face burned, but his praise drowned the shame.

“So perfect.” He kissed her forehead. Held her through the aftershocks, his hand still inside the diaper.

She panted. Clung to him. Safe, owned, his.

He pulled his hand free. Taped the diaper back up, the crinkle loud. “We’ll change you later, baby girl.”

She nodded. Small, content. His.

---

Six months later, Maren pulled into the driveway after a long ER shift. Three nights a week, she saved lives. She was good at it, steady, sharp.

But the pale yellow door waited. Her home, her surrender. She opened it, stepped inside.

Callan was there. Flannel, warm hands, that slow smile. “Welcome home, baby girl.”

Her bag dropped. She kicked off her shoes. The diaper under her scrubs crinkled softly, a secret between them.

He lifted her. Carried her to the nursery. The bear sat in the crib, always waiting.

Her name still hung above it in white letters. MAREN. A promise, a claim.

“Daddy’s got you.” His voice was everything. “Let’s get you changed.”

She melted. Home, forever. His baby girl. [Word Count: 2250]
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