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“I saw you, little one.”

The words, spoken in that low, velvet-rumbled voice she knew so well, cut through the humid silence of the nursery. Barbie froze, her hand stilled deep inside the thick padding of her diaper, her eyes flying open wide.

Shawn stood in the doorway, a mountain of a man framed by the soft pastel light of the hall. His arms were crossed, his expression unreadable, but his gaze held hers with an intensity that made the warm, slick feeling between her legs pulse in sudden, sharp awareness.

He saw.

The baby monitor, with its little unblinking eye in the corner, had betrayed her. A flush, hot and prickling, spread from her chest up her neck, staining her cheeks. She wasn’t embarrassed, not truly. It was a different heat—a mixture of being caught in a private act and the immediate, dizzying thrill of his attention now fully, solely on her.

“Daddy,” she breathed, the word a soft, wet sound.

He didn’t move for a long moment, just let the weight of his observation settle over her. She lay in her adult-sized playpen, a sea of plush toys and soft blankets around her, wearing a frilly pink dress with puffed sleeves and, underneath, the bulky white diaper. The contrast was never lost on her: the infantilizing trappings and the very adult, very urgent thrum of desire coiling in her belly.

It had started innocently enough. She’d been content, stacking oversized blocks, the pacifier bobbing gently between her lips. But her mind, as it often did, had drifted to him. To the solid strength of his shoulders under his t-shirt, the way his hands, so large and capable, could be impossibly gentle when he brushed her hair or fastened the snaps on her onesie. She’d thought of his smile, the one that crinkled the corners of his eyes and was just for her. A familiar, delicious ache had begun to bloom low in her body, a persistent warmth that the soft cotton of her diaper seemed to amplify, to cradle.

Almost without conscious thought, her hand had slipped under the ruffled hem of her dress, her fingers finding the plastic-lined opening at the front of the diaper. She’d dipped inside, through the absorbent padding, to the hot, sensitive skin beneath. The first touch had been a shock of pure sensation. A soft gasp had escaped around the pacifier. She’d closed her eyes, letting her head fall back against a stuffed unicorn, and gave herself over to the feeling.

She’d been imagining it was his hand. His thick fingers exploring her, testing her wetness, circling the tight, desperate bud of her clit with a pressure that made her hips jerk. She’d been lost in it, in the building rhythm and the silent, slick sounds, when his voice shattered the fantasy and made it infinitely more real.

Now, he moved. He uncrossed his arms and walked toward the playpen, his steps slow and deliberate on the plush carpet. The latch on the side gave a soft click as he opened it. He didn’t speak, just reached in, his hands sliding under her arms. He lifted her out as if she weighed nothing, the frills of her dress fluttering. He carried her the few steps to the thick, faux-fur rug in the center of the room and laid her down upon it, the fibers soft and ticklish against her bare calves.

He knelt beside her, his knees bracketing her hips. His eyes, dark and focused, scanned her face, then drifted down her body. With one hand, he reached for the hem of her pink dress. He gathered the material, slowly, steadily, pushing it up over her thighs, her hips, her stomach, until it was a bundled cloud around her ribs, exposing the stark white diaper below.

Her breath came in shallow little pants. The cool air of the nursery kissed her exposed skin, making her nipples peak tightly against the thin cotton of the dress’s bodice. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the diaper. The tapes gave way with a ripping sound that was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He peeled the diaper down, revealing her completely. The scent of her own arousal, musky and sweet, mingled with the baby-powder fragrance that always lingered in the air.

He looked his fill, his gaze a physical touch. “Such a needy girl,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Playing by yourself when Daddy wasn’t here.”

Before she could form a reply, his hand was there. Not her own small, frantic fingers, but his. Broad, warm, calloused. He didn’t tease. He laid his palm over her entire mound, a claiming weight of heat. Then one finger, then two, slid through her wetness, gathering it, spreading it. A broken sound, half-whimper, half-sigh, tore from her throat. Her back arched off the rug, seeking more.

“Shhh,” he soothed, but his eyes glittered with a feral light. He began to move his fingers in a slow, deep rhythm, plunging into her tight channel, curling just so on the inward stroke. The heel of his palm ground against her clit with each penetration. It was too much and not enough. The sensations were a crashing wave, obliterating thought. She could only feel: the rough texture of his skin, the perfect, stretching fullness, the electric friction that sparked brighter with every stroke. Her legs fell open wider, her heels digging into the fur. Little, desperate noises spilled from her lips with every exhale.

“You’re so wet for me,” he observed, his own breathing growing heavier. “Dripping. My good girl made a mess, didn’t she?”

She could only nod, her head thrashing side to side. The coil inside her was winding impossibly tight, a spring of pure pleasure threatening to snap. Just as the first flutters of an orgasm began to tremble through her core, he withdrew his fingers.

A cry of protest died in her throat when she saw what he was doing. He was undoing his belt buckle, the clink of metal stark. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, thick and heavy and already fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip.

He didn’t guide it to her empty, aching sex. Not yet. He shifted forward on his knees, bringing that hard, hot flesh to her mouth. “Suck on it, babygirl,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Make it nice and wet for your little pussy.”

The command sent a fresh jolt of submission and desire through her. She lifted her head, opening her mouth obediently. The first touch of him against her lips was a silken, salty shock. She took him in, as much as she could, her tongue swirling around the broad head, lapping at the pre-cum. She suckled gently, then with more pressure, hollowing her cheeks. The taste of him, musky and uniquely Shawn, filled her senses. She heard his groan, a deep, vibrating sound of pleasure, and it fueled her. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper, her lips stretching, her hand coming up to wrap around the base he couldn’t reach. She loved this. Loved the weight on her tongue, the control and lack of it, the way his fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding.

“That’s enough,” he gasped after a long, tense minute. He pulled himself from her mouth with a soft pop. A string of saliva connected her lip to his glistening shaft for a second before breaking.

He moved back, his hands gripping her hips, lifting them, positioning her. The blunt, wet head of his cock nudged against her soaked opening. He held it there, applying just the faintest pressure, making her whine and push her hips up, trying to impale herself.

“Ask for it,” he said, his voice strained.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged, the words tumbling out. “Please, I need it. Need you inside.”

With a grunt of satisfaction, he pushed forward.

The invasion was exquisite. A slow, burning stretch that stole the air from her lungs. He filled her completely, a solid, throbbing presence that touched something deep and essential. He stilled, buried to the hilt, letting her body adjust, letting them both feel the incredible tight, hot clasp of her around him.

Then he began to move.

At first, it was gentle. Long, slow, rolling thrusts that dragged every nerve ending inside her to screaming awareness. He leaned over her, bracing himself on one hand, the other cupping her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His eyes never left hers. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony of emptiness; each return, a homecoming that made her moan. The world narrowed to this: the slap of skin on skin, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joining, the ragged symphony of their breathing. The frilly dress still bundled around her middle, the pacifier long forgotten on the rug beside her head—they were relics of another self, one that had melted away under the relentless, tender pounding.

But tenderness soon gave way to something more urgent. His thrusts grew harder, faster, losing their measured rhythm. The hand on her face moved to her hip, his grip tightening, holding her in place as he drove into her with a force that jolted her whole body up the rug. The gentle shush-shush-shush of the fur became a frantic skidding sound.

“That’s it,” he growled, his composure fraying. “Take it. Take all of Daddy.”

She was unraveling. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building and building from the deep, internal friction of his cock, from the occasional, perfect grind of his pelvis against her clit. Her moans became continuous, a high, keening sound. Her fingers scrabbled at his shoulders, then dug into the hard muscle of his back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, locking him to her, pulling him deeper with every savage thrust.

The coil snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her without warning, a violent, blinding convulsion of pure ecstasy. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in a rapid, milking pulse, a silken vise. A silent scream stretched her mouth open as her back bowed off the floor, every muscle in her body seizing in perfect, agonizing pleasure. The world whited out, dissolving into a cascade of sparks and overwhelming sensation.

Feeling her climax, hearing her shattered cries, was his undoing. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go and held there. A raw, guttural shout was ripped from his throat. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, jet after jet, filling her, marking her. The sensation, so intimate and primal, triggered smaller aftershocks in her own quivering core.

He collapsed forward, catching his weight on his forearms to keep from crushing her. His forehead dropped to her shoulder, his breath hot and ragged against her neck. They lay like that for long minutes, joined, sweaty, and utterly spent, as their heartbeats gradually slowed from a frantic drumming to a synchronized, heavy thud.

Slowly, carefully, he softened and slipped out of her. A warm trickle followed, a visceral reminder. He didn’t move away immediately. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the hollow of her throat, then to her lips, a tender contrast to the ferocity of their joining.

Finally, he sat back on his heels, looking down at her. Her dress was a rumpled mess, her hair stuck to her damp temples, her body limp and sated on the fur rug. A small, dreamy smile played on her lips.

He reached for the discarded diaper. Gently, he lifted her hips and slid it back under her, fastening the tapes with practiced ease. He smoothed her dress back down over her legs, the frills settling around her knees. The act of care, of being redressed, was as profound as the sex that preceded it. It sealed the scene, returning her to the safe, cherished space of her little girl role.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” he murmured, stroking her hair.

Her mind, blissfully empty of everything but the echo of pleasure and the warmth of his praise, floated in a contented haze. He helped her sit up, then stood, pulling his own clothes back into order. He picked her up again, cradling her against his chest, and placed her back inside the playpen, among her stuffed animals.

She reached for a plush bunny, pulling it into her lap, her fingers idly stroking its soft ears. She watched as Shawn walked to the door. He paused, looking back at her, his expression soft and possessive.

“Play nice, little one,” he said, his voice back to its normal, calm timbre.

2 - DADDY’S SURPRISE
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The familiar click of the front door lock disengaging was a Pavlovian bell, instantly straightening Candie’s spine on the plush rug of her playroom. She’d been arranging her stuffies in a semi-circle for a tea party, the air sweet with the scent of the vanilla plug-in she’d convinced Rory to buy. Her little heart—a full-grown woman’s heart, thumping in a chest clad in a frilly pink dress with a satin bow at the collar—did a giddy flip. Daddy’s home.

She heard the weight of his work bag drop to the floor, the rustle of his suit jacket being slung over the back of a chair. His footsteps, solid and sure, moved through the living room, then paused at the playroom’s open doorway.

Candie kept her eyes down, focusing on the fuzzy ear of Mr. Waddles the penguin. A rule. She didn’t look until he spoke. It was part of the game, part of the delicious slide from her day-self into this soft, cared-for space.

“Well, look at this.” His voice was a warm rumble, tired from the day but instantly shedding its edge the moment it crossed the threshold into her world. “My good girl, waiting so patiently.”

She lifted her gaze then, a smile breaking across her face like sunrise. Rory stood there, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up to his forearms, his dark hair slightly mussed from the drive. He looked at her, and his eyes, which could be so sharp and analytical in a boardroom, softened into pools of pure affection. He held something behind his back.

“I had a long day,” he said, stepping fully into the room, the lamplight catching the silver at his temples. “But I saw something in a window that made me think of my Candie-bear.”

Her breath caught—not hitched, but stuttered out in a quiet, eager gasp. A surprise. “What is it, Daddy?”

“Close your eyes,” he instructed, a playful command woven into his tone.

She squeezed her eyes shut, the darkness behind her lids sparkling with anticipation. She heard him move closer, the soft whisssh of something plush being drawn from a bag. Then, a weight, impossibly soft and yielding, was pressed into her arms.

“Okay. Open.”

Candie looked down. Nestled against the pink of her dress was a stuffed rabbit, but not just any rabbit. Its fur was a cloud-like white, so long and silky her fingers immediately sank into it. It had long, floppy ears with delicate pink satin insides, and two glossy black eyes that seemed to hold a secret kindness. It was the most beautiful stuffie she’d ever seen.

“Oh, Daddy,” she breathed, her voice hushed with awe. She brought the rabbit to her face, nuzzling its impossibly soft head. The fur tickled her nose and cheeks. She squeezed it tight against her chest, a full-bodied, grateful hug. “He’s perfect. Thank you, thank you!”

Rory’s large hand came to rest on her head, stroking her hair. “You’re welcome, sweetheart. I knew you’d love him.” He watched her for a moment, her unabashed joy a balm to his own weary soul. Then, a different smile touched his lips—a smile that held a promise, a shift in the atmosphere. The air in the playroom seemed to thicken, the vanilla scent acquiring a warmer, muskier undertone. “But that’s not all,” he murmured.

Candie’s head snapped up, the rabbit still clutched to her. Rory’s other hand emerged from his pocket. Not a stuffie. Something sleek and modern, matte pink plastic with a single, silver button. A vibrator, but unlike any of the others in the drawer he kept for her. This one was slender, almost delicate, with a gently curved tip and a subtle, rippled texture along its shaft.

Her eyes, wide and guileless, fixed on it. A spark lit within them, a recognition that had nothing to do with little girl tea parties. A warm pulse, distinct and low, stirred in her body, a silent answer to the object in his hand.

“A new toy for you to play with,” Rory said, his voice dropping an octave. “While Daddy watches.”

The transition was seamless, as natural as breathing. He took the rabbit from her arms and placed it carefully on the tea party rug, giving it a pat. “You wait here, Mr. Hops. Candie has some grown-up playtime now.” Then his hands were on her shoulders, guiding her up. Her legs felt a little weak, a buzzing starting in her veins that had nothing to do with the unpowered toy in his grip.

He led her not to the couch, but to their bedroom, adjacent to the playroom but a world apart. The lighting was lower here, the bed a vast expanse of crisp white duvet. He stopped her at the foot of it.

“Arms up, babygirl.”

She obeyed, lifting her arms. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her pink dress and drew it down with a slow, deliberate zzzip. The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet room. The dress, suddenly loose, slipped from her shoulders. He eased it down her arms, over the swell of her hips, letting it pool on the floor at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but white cotton panties, printed with tiny strawberries, and a matching bralette. The air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She wasn’t cold.

Rory’s gaze traveled over her, a possessive, admiring sweep that made her skin flush. “On the bed, Candie. On your back.”

She climbed onto the cool duvet, settling against the pillows, watching him as he sat on the edge of the mattress beside her. He held up the vibrator, his thumb hovering over the silver button.

“This has five settings,” he explained, his tone instructional, almost clinical, which made the intimacy of the moment somehow sharper. “We’re going to start very slow. You tell Daddy what you feel. Every single thing.”

A soft click. A low, nearly inaudible hum filled the space between them. He brought the tip of it to her collarbone, tracing a slow, meandering path down the center of her chest. The vibration was a faint, distant thrum through the plastic, more a suggestion of sensation than the sensation itself. It traveled over the lace of her bralette, making the delicate fabric tremble against her skin.

“Tickles,” she whispered.

He moved lower, the humming tip dipping into the shallow valley between her breasts, then skating along the underside of one curve. The vibration seeped through the lace, a subtle, insistent tease that made her nipple tighten and peak almost painfully against its confines. A sharp, sweet ache shot from that point directly to her core. Her stomach muscles clenched.

“Mmm… warmer there,” she managed, her voice already losing its steadiness.

“Good girl,” he praised, his eyes on her face, studying every micro-expression.

He bypassed the other breast, leaving it aching for attention, and drew the vibrator down her torso. Over her navel, a light, tickling circle that made her squirm. Down, to the waistband of her strawberry panties. He rested the humming tip there, right over the jut of her hip bone. The vibration traveled through the elastic, a maddening, indirect percussion against her skin. She lifted her hips off the bed, a silent, desperate plea.

Rory smiled, a slow, knowing curve of his lips. “Not yet.”

He peeled her panties down her legs, taking his time, his knuckles brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Then, the bralette followed, leaving her completely bare. Exposed. The hum of the vibrator filled the room. He didn’t touch her with it. Instead, he ran his free hand up the inside of her thigh, his palm rough and warm against her smooth skin. His fingers parted her, a gentle, deliberate motion.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his gaze fixed between her legs. “So wet for Daddy already.”

The blush that heated her face and chest was instantaneous. He saw everything. He knew everything.

Finally, he brought the vibrator back. Not to where she throbbed for it, but to the crease where her thigh met her body. He traced that hot, sensitive line with the tip, the vibration still on its lowest setting. It was agony. It was ecstasy. Every nerve ending there screamed, the sensation echoing into the swollen, slick heart of her. Her back arched, a silent cry forming on her lips.

“Daddy… please.”

“Please what, babygirl?” His voice was calm, a rock in the storm of sensation he was orchestrating.

“Please… touch me. There.”

“Where is ‘there’?” He moved the vibrator a fraction closer, the hum now brushing against the outer edge of her curls. The air from its tiny motor feathered over her wetness, a cruel, delicious tease.

She was panting now, little breaths that did nothing to cool the fire in her blood. “My… my pussy. Please, Daddy, use it on my pussy.”

The crude word in her little-girl voice was the final key. Rory’s composure cracked, just for a second, his jaw tightening. “Since you asked so nicely.”

He touched the tip to her, right on the swollen, aching bud of her clit.

The effect was electric, but muted. The low setting sent a jolt through her, a bright spark of pleasure that made her whole body jolt. But it was just a spark. A promise. He held it there, letting the gentle, persistent thrum work into her. It wasn’t enough to push her over, only enough to coil the tension inside her tighter, tighter. He began to move it in tiny, slow circles, the rippled texture of the shaft sometimes catching, sometimes gliding through her slickness.

“Oh… oh god…” Her hands fisted in the duvet. Her legs fell open wider, an involuntary surrender.

“Just Daddy,” he corrected softly, his own breathing deepening. He watched her face, her parted lips, the flutter of her eyelids. He watched the place where the pink plastic met her pink flesh, glistening now. He increased the setting.

Click.

The hum deepened, gained a throatier resonance. The vibrations were no longer distant waves; they were direct, penetrating pulses. The circles he made grew slightly wider, the pressure more firm. The pleasure mounted, a cresting wave that threatened to break but he held it back, skillfully riding the edge. He’d move the vibrator away for a second, dragging it down through her drenched folds to the entrance of her body, applying a gentle, buzzing pressure that made her cry out, before bringing it back to the frantic, desperate center of her need.

“I can’t… Daddy, I need…” She was begging, incoherent, her world narrowed to the buzzing in her sex and his face above her, a study in controlled desire.

“What do you need, Candie?” He switched the setting again. Click. This one was intense, a focused, relentless patter against her clit. Her hips bucked off the bed, chasing it. He pulled it back, denying her. “Use your words.”

“I need to come!” she wailed, the words torn from her. “Please, let me come!”

“Soon,” he promised, his voice thick.

He was suffering too, she could see it now. The prominent bulge in his trousers, the strain in the cord of his neck. He lowered his head, and for one dizzying second, she thought he would replace the plastic with his mouth. Instead, he blew a soft, cool stream of air across her wet, vibrating flesh.

The contrast was shocking, unbearable. She screamed, a short, sharp sound of pure overstimulation.

It was enough for him. With a final, decisive click, he turned the vibrator to its highest setting and pressed it firmly against her. The world dissolved into a roar of sensation. It was too much, it was everything. The vibrations weren’t just on her clit; they seemed to radiate out, shaking her bones, liquefying her spine. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming, a white-hot detonation that left her blind and deaf to anything but the pulsing, endless release. Her body bowed, rigid, then collapsed into boneless, shuddering aftershocks.

Rory held the vibrator against her as she moaned and squirmed, then gentled it, lowering the settings as she whimpered through the sensitivity. He finally turned it off. The sudden silence was profound, broken only by her ragged breaths. She was a spent doll on the bed, covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her sex still clenching around nothing.

He placed the vibrator on the nightstand. The sound of his belt buckle unfastening was metallic and definitive in the quiet. The zip of his trousers. She turned her heavy head to watch as he freed himself, his cock springing out, thick and flushed and beautifully hard. He’d been waiting, patient, letting her pleasure be the main event. Now it was his turn.

He leaned over her, caging her with his arms. The scent of her arousal, his cologne, and their shared heat filled the space between them. “Such a good girl, coming so hard for Daddy,” he whispered, his lips against her ear. “Now be a good girl and suck Daddy’s cock.”

Understanding dawned through her pleasure-fog. She slid down the bed, her body still humming, until she was level with his hips. She didn’t need further instruction. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his girth. The taste of him, salt and skin and pure Rory, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, licking away the droplet of moisture that had gathered there, then took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck in a slow, steady rhythm.

His groan was a visceral sound above her. One hand tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding the pace. She looked up at him through her lashes, watching his face contort with pleasure, seeing the powerful thrust of his hips as he gently fucked her mouth. It was an act of submission that filled her with a profound, dizzying power. She could do this. She could unravel him.

After several minutes, his grip in her hair tightened. “Enough,” he rasped, pulling himself from her lips with a soft, wet pop. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He moved her back up the bed, arranging her limp, willing body beneath him. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her sensitive, well-used flesh. She was so open, so wet, he slid in with one smooth, inexorable thrust that buried him to the hilt.

“Fuck,” he gasped, the curse a prayer against her neck.

The feeling of him filling her, stretching her in the most perfect way, was a different kind of completeness. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting them both savor the connection. Then he began to move. Slowly at first, long, deep strokes that rubbed against every pleasured nerve inside her. Each withdrawal was a sweet torment, each penetration a homecoming.

His pace quickened, driven by a need he could no longer leash. The gentle rocking became powerful, driving thrusts. The bedframe began a rhythmic protest against the wall. Candie wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, meeting him thrust for thrust. The earlier orgasm had sensitized her, and the friction of his cock, the slap of his skin against hers, the guttural sounds torn from his throat, built a new, urgent fire in her belly.

“My good girl,” he chanted, a ragged mantra. “My sweet, dirty little girl. Taking Daddy’s cock so well.”

His words, filthy and tender all at once, pushed her higher. The coil tightened again, impossibly fast. Her second climax approached, not as a roaring wave this time, but as a deep, rolling earthquake starting in her core and radiating outward. She felt her inner muscles begin to spasm around him, a fluttering, desperate clutch.

“I’m gonna… Daddy, I’m gonna come again…”

“Do it,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming frantic, losing their rhythm. “Come on my cock. Squeeze it out of me.”

That was all it took. The earthquake hit, a profound, full-body convulsion that locked her around him. Her cry was muffled against his shoulder. The sensation of her pulsing around him was his own undoing. With a final, deep grind, he drove into her and stilled. A hot, guttural groan erupted from his chest as he came, flooding her with his own release, his body shuddering in her arms.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their labored breathing mingling in the dim room. He collapsed beside her, his softening cock slipping from her with a wet, intimate sound. He pulled her into him, her back against his chest, his arms a protective cage around her. He nuzzled her damp hair.

“My perfect little girl,” he murmured, his voice slurry with spent passion and deep affection.

She wriggled in his arms, a contented, sated little motion, and reached for the new stuffed rabbit he’d placed on the nightstand. She pulled it into the nest of their bodies, hugging it to her chest along with his arm. She was a woman, spent and loved, curled in the afterglow with her partner. She was also his little girl, cherished and safe, holding her new stuffie. The lines didn’t blur; they braided together, strong and true. She smiled into the rabbit’s soft fur. “I love you, Daddy.”

3 - THE ESCORT’S STRANGE REQUEST
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The city’s evening chill clung to Lara’s coat as the hired car purred to a stop. She’d been to wealthy neighborhoods before, but this one felt different. The houses weren’t just large; they were fortresses of quiet money, set back behind gates and immaculate hedges. Number 47 was no exception. A modern monolith of glass and steel, it should have felt cold. But warm, golden light spilled from the floor-to-ceiling windows, promising something… different.

Earl answered the door himself. He was older, perhaps in his late fifties, with silver threading through his dark hair and a calm, assessing gaze that took her in without stripping her. He wore a cashmere sweater, soft-looking and expensive. “Lara. Come in.” His voice was a low rumble, velvet over gravel.

The interior was a curated museum of minimalism. Everything had its place. The air smelled of sandalwood and something faintly sweet, like vanilla. He led her to a sitting room where a discreet envelope sat on a marble side table. “Your usual rate, plus a significant premium for the… specific nature of the evening,” he said, gesturing to it. She didn’t open it. The weight was enough.

“Thank you,” she said, her professional mask firmly in place. She was Lara the escort, efficient, adaptable, pleasing.

“The playroom is this way.” He didn’t wait for a reply, simply turning and expecting her to follow. She did, her heels sinking into the plush, silent carpet. He opened a door at the end of a hallway.

The room was a direct assault on her senses. Soft, diffuse light glowed from behind fabric-covered panels. The walls were a pale, soothing blue. The centerpiece was absurd, impossible: an enormous crib, clearly custom-built, with polished white wood and high sides. It was made up with crisp, baby-blue linens and a plush mobile of stars and moons hanging above it. Shelves along the walls were stocked not with books or art, but with toys. Dolls with porcelain faces, stuffed animals that looked handmade, wooden blocks, a toy kitchenette in the corner.

Lara stopped in the doorway. Her breath, so carefully controlled, faltered. Her stomach did a slow, dizzying roll. Shock, yes. Disbelief. But underneath that, a treacherous, whispering thread of… interest. A hollow ache she’d long since buried twinged deep in her chest.

“This is…” she began, but words failed.

“A space for regression,” Earl finished, his tone matter-of-fact. He walked to a dresser and opened a drawer. “For letting go of the adult world. For a little while.” He pulled out a bundle of fabric. It was a dress, but like no dress Lara had ever worn. White cotton, frilled at the hem and sleeves with lace, dotted with tiny pink roses. It looked like something for a very large, very expensive doll. Next, he placed a thick, white disposable diaper on top of it.

“Put these on,” he said, not a command, but a simple instruction. “There’s a bathroom through there to change.”

Lara stared at the items. The professional part of her brain scrambled for protocol, for the right performative response. But another part, a younger, quieter part, was fixated on the softness of the cotton, the absurd frills. That hollow ache pulsed. She’d never had frills. Never had toys like those on the shelf. Her childhood had been a grim workshop in survival.

Without another word, she took the clothes and went into the adjoining bathroom. Her fingers trembled slightly as she undressed, folding her sleek black dress and lingerie with methodical care. The diaper was awkward, embarrassingly bulky. She taped it into place, the crinkling sound absurdly loud in the quiet room. Then the dress. It slipped over her head, the cotton whisper-soft against her skin. It fit perfectly, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She looked in the mirror. A stranger looked back—a woman playing at being a girl, her sharp edges blurred by lace and innocence. A flush crept up her neck.

When she emerged, Earl was waiting. His eyes traveled over her, a slow, approving sweep. “Perfect,” he murmured. “The room is yours. Play.”

Play. The word hung in the air. For a long moment, Lara just stood there, the crinkle of the diaper a constant, humiliating reminder of her state. Then, drawn by a force she didn’t fully understand, she drifted toward the shelves. Her fingers trailed over a doll with cornsilk hair and a hand-smocked dress. She picked it up. The weight of it, the careful craftsmanship, was alien. She’d never owned a doll. Never had anything to care for, to pretend with.

She sat on the soft rug, the frilly dress pooling around her. Tentatively, she arranged the doll on her lap. Then another. She built a silent, solemn tea party with stuffed bears as guests. The outside world—the unpaid bills, the jaded clients, the constant, low-grade fear—began to recede. The lines blurred. She wasn’t performing for Earl, who sat in an armchair observing with quiet intensity. She was simply… there. In the make-believe. The psychological armor she wore every day grew heavy, and piece by piece, she let it drop.

After a time, Earl approached. He held a plastic sippy cup, pale blue, filled with clear apple juice. “Here, little one. You must be thirsty.”

The term of endearment should have jarred her back to reality. Instead, it slid into the space she’d vacated. She took the cup, her fingers curling around the handles. She brought the spout to her lips and drank. The juice was cool and sweet. She drank it all.

The consequence was inevitable. A familiar pressure built in her lower abdomen. The need to pee. Her adult mind snapped back for a second, eyes darting to the bathroom door.

Earl saw it. He knelt beside her on the rug, his presence large but not threatening. “It’s alright,” he said, his voice a low, soothing murmur. “That’s what your nappy is for. Just let it go.”

Lara’s cheeks burned. This was the line, the real one. Everything else had been costume, theater. This was physical, base, real. She shook her head slightly, a tiny, desperate movement.

“Shhh,” he soothed, one large, warm hand coming to rest on her diapered bottom, applying the gentlest pressure. “It’s okay. I promise. Just let it happen.”

The combination of the command, the pressure, and the sheer, overwhelming strangeness of it all broke something loose. A low, helpless sigh escaped her. She closed her eyes. And she let go.

The warmth spread through the padding, a shocking, intimate flood that seemed to go on and on. It was deeply embarrassing, but also… a relief. A profound, physical surrender. A hot, shameful pulse of arousal followed right behind it, blooming between her legs, entirely separate from her conscious will.

Earl smiled, a genuine, warm expression. “Good girl,” he said, and the praise landed directly on that raw, young place inside her, sparking another treacherous thrill. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up.”

He guided her to lie back on the rug. He was efficient, gentle. He untaped the sides of the sodden diaper, peeled it away. The cool air hit her damp skin, and she flinched. He produced a warm, wet cloth and began to wipe her, his movements clinical yet incredibly intimate. He cleaned her lower belly, the tops of her thighs. Then, with no change in his deliberate pace, he nudged her legs further apart.

The cloth stroked over her mound, then between her folds. Lara’s whole body tensed. She was exposed, utterly. He saw everything. And he saw the evidence of her arousal—the slickness that had nothing to do with urine, the flushed, swollen flesh.

“My, my,” he murmured, his voice dropping an octave. The clinical detachment evaporated. “Someone enjoyed that more than she expected.”

Lara couldn’t speak. She could only watch, her heart hammering against her ribs, as he tossed the cloth aside. He didn’t ask for permission. The situation, the premium paid, her own yielding posture—it was all the consent this world required.

His index finger, broad-tipped and warm, found her center. He didn’t tease. He pressed inside her, just to the first knuckle. A sharp, electric jolt shot through Lara’s core. Her back arched off the rug without her permission, a silent gasp tearing from her throat.

He began to move, a slow, shallow penetration that was maddening in its restraint. The crinkle of the fresh diaper beneath her, the frilly dress rucked up around her waist, the toys watching with glassy eyes—it all fused into a single, overwhelming sensory cocktail of degradation and dizzying pleasure. He added a second finger, stretching her deliciously. His thumb found her clit, not circling, but applying a steady, insistent pressure that made her vision blur.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his eyes locked on where his fingers worked her. “Just feel it. No thoughts. Just sensation.”

And she did. The careful constructs of her mind dissolved. There was only the building tightness in her belly, the slick, rhythmic sound of his fingers moving in her, the rough pad of his thumb on her most sensitive nerve. Her breathing grew ragged, coming in short, sharp pants. She was climbing fast, too fast, the peak looming like a cliff edge.

Then he stopped. Withdrew.

A sound of pure, frustrated need broke from her lips. Before she could protest, he shifted his body lower, his hands sliding under her thighs, lifting her, opening her wider. And then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, broad stroke from her opening to her clit. Lara cried out, her hands fisting in the rug. It wasn’t gentle or exploratory. It was purposeful, hungry. He licked into her, his tongue spearing inside, then lapping at her folds, before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. He sucked the swollen bud into his mouth, his tongue flicking over it rapidly.

The orgasm, when it hit, was catastrophic. It didn’t wash over her; it detonated. It ripped through her with a violence that stole all sound, all sight. Her body bowed, rigid, every muscle clenched. Wave after wave of pure, mindless pleasure shattered through her, radiating out from her core until her toes curled and her ears rang. He didn’t let up, gentling his mouth but not stopping, lapping at her through the convulsions until she was sobbing, oversensitive, pushing weakly at his head.

Finally, he lifted his mouth from her. She lay spent, boneless, a wreck on the blue rug. The frilly dress was damp with sweat. The room came back in pieces—the soft light, the silent toys, the scent of her own arousal mingling with sandalwood.

Earl stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He looked down at her, his expression once again calm, satisfied. “Our time is up, Lara.” He said it as if commenting on the weather.

The transition was brutal. In the bathroom, she peeled off the ridiculous dress. She dressed in her own clothes—the sleek black dress, the sheer stockings, the confident heels. Each item felt like a costume slipping back on. She looked in the mirror. Her face was flushed, her eyes dark and glazed. She looked thoroughly, expertly fucked.

She found Earl in the minimalist living room. “I’d like to see you again,” he said, his eyes gleaming.

“I’d like that too,” she replied, her voice hoarse. She meant it.

He saw her to the door. The night air was cold, a shock to her heated skin. As the car pulled away, she didn’t look back at the house of glass and light. She leaned her head against the window, the envelope of cash heavy in her clutch. The ghost of his tongue seemed to still pulse between her legs. The hollow ache was gone, replaced by a deep, satiated thrum. She had gone to do a job. She had, instead, stumbled into a forbidden room inside herself. And as the city lights blurred past, one clear, undeniable thought rose above the hum of the engine: I hope he calls again.

4 - THE EXECUTIVE’S LIFELINE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Diaper Change / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The fluorescent lights of the marketing firm had felt like needles in Natalie’s eyes right before she snapped. The screaming match in the boardroom hadn’t just been about a missed deadline; it was the sound of a woman who had carried the world on her shoulders until her spine cracked.

David had been the one to lead her out of the building. He was her mentor, ten years her senior, a man of steady hands and iron-clad composure. Two days later, as they sat in his quiet study, he offered her a lifeline.

“You're spiraling, Nat,” he said, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “You’ve spent your whole life making decisions. I want to take that burden away. I want you to come stay with me, but it won't be as a houseguest. It’ll be as my little girl.”

Natalie had heard of DDLG. The term had always lived in the periphery of her mind as something clinical—a niche corner of the internet defined by pastel aesthetics and roleplay. But as she sat across from David, the air in the room felt heavy with a different kind of gravity. It wasn't about a costume or a character; it was about the profound, exhausted desire to let go.

She looked at his hands, steady on the mahogany desk, and then back at his eyes. There was no mockery there, no predatory hunger. Instead, there was a calm, parental steel that promised to hold the perimeter while she fell apart inside of it. For years, Natalie had been the one making the hard calls, firing the underperformers, and navigating the cutthroat politics of the firm. The thought of someone else deciding what she ate, when she slept, and how she behaved didn't feel like a loss of freedom. It felt like an evacuation from a war zone.

“You won't have to think, Natalie,” David added, his voice dropping an octave, resonating in a way that made her stomach flip. “I’ll handle the world. You just handle being mine.”

In that moment, the “Daddy” label transformed. It wasn't a fetishistic title; it was a sanctuary. It was a lighthouse for a woman drowning in her own competence. She realized then that her breakdown wasn't a failure of her will—it was a protest of her spirit. She needed to be small because being big had nearly killed her.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely a breath. “I’ll do it. I'll be your little girl.”

As soon as the words left her lips, a physical weight seemed to lift from her shoulders. She wasn't an executive on a leave of absence anymore. She was a charge, a responsibility, a precious thing to be guarded. The shift was instantaneous; she saw the mentor in David recede, replaced by the watchful, dominant focus of a man who had just accepted a lifelong debt of care.

—

When she arrived at his sprawling suburban home, David didn't lead her to a guest room. He led her to the third floor—the playroom. It was a sanctuary of soft textures: thick carpets, oversized plushies, and a mahogany crib that looked both elegant and imposing.

“The rules are simple, Natalie,” David said, standing tall as he handed her a thick, crinkly diaper and a soft cotton onesie. “No electronics. Bedtime is at nine sharp. Every morning at seven, we have a check-in where you tell me how you’re feeling and if you’ve been a good girl.”

Natalie felt a strange, fluttering relief as she changed. The weight of the diaper was a physical reminder that she didn't have to be the CEO of her own life anymore. For three days, she lived in a haze of coloring books, warm milk, and long naps. The stress began to leach out of her, replaced by a soft, foggy regression.

But on Thursday night, the old Natalie flickered back to life. Restless and missing the hum of the digital world, she stayed up past her nine o'clock bedtime, hiding under the covers with a forbidden paperback she’d snatched from his library.

The door creaked open at 10:15 PM. David stood in the doorway, his silhouette blocking the hall light. He didn't look angry; he looked disappointed, which felt infinitely heavier.

“Natalie,” he said softly. “What did I say about bedtime?”

“I couldn't sleep, David,” she muttered, trying to sound defiant but failing as the crinkle of her diaper betrayed her movement.

“It’s 'Daddy' in this house, little one. And rules aren't suggestions.” He walked over, taking the book from her hands. “Out of bed. Corner. Now.”

Natalie stood in the corner of the playroom, her nose inches from the wallpaper, her hands clasped behind her back. The silence was agonizing. She felt small—truly small—as she waited for the inevitable.

“Come here,” David commanded after ten minutes.

The sound of his voice made her heart thud against her ribs. She shuffled toward him, the plastic of her diaper crinkling with every hesitant step. He didn’t stay seated. Instead, he stood and pointed toward the heavy oak dresser at the far end of the room.

“Hands on the edge. Bend over,” he directed, his tone leaving no room for negotiation.

Natalie obeyed, leaning forward until her palms pressed against the cool, polished wood. The position was even more exposing than his lap; her hips were hiked high, her diapered bottom tilted up toward the ceiling, making her feel utterly defenseless in the center of the room. She heard the heavy tread of his boots as he stepped up behind her, the heat of his presence radiating against her back before the first blow even landed.

Smack.

The sting bloomed across her backside, a sharp, immediate heat that made her gasp and grip the edge of the dresser. The spanks fell in a steady, punishing rhythm, each one a bright point of fire that spread and melted into the next. David’s hand was firm, deliberate, leaving no inch of her exposed bottom untouched. Natalie squeezed her eyes shut, focusing on the sensation, on the way the pain seemed to burn away the frantic static in her head, the shame of her public meltdown, the sheer overwhelming weight of being an adult.

Smack.

The final blow landed, a little harder, a punctuation mark. For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing, the lingering heat on her skin, and the deep, hollow ache that had settled between her legs. The sharp pain had transformed, softened into a radiating warmth that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. She was wet. The realization slithered through her, not with shame, but with a strange, heavy relief. The thick diaper between her legs was damp, but not from anything childish. It was soaked with her own slick arousal.

“Good girl.” David’s voice was low, a soft rumble that vibrated in the quiet room. His palm smoothed over the punished flesh, a touch so gentle it made her tremble. “You took that so well, Natalie.”

She whimpered, the sound escaping without her permission. His praise was a different kind of warmth, one that sank into her bones. He guided her away from the dresser and, in one fluid motion, lifted her into his arms. She was cradled against his chest, her face pressed into the soft cotton of his shirt. She could smell him—clean laundry, a hint of sandalwood, and something uniquely David, a scent that had always meant safety. Now it meant something else entirely.

He carried her to the large, plush bed in the center of the playroom. The sheets were a soft, cool navy. He laid her down on her back, the material whispering beneath her heated skin. Her heart hammered against her ribs as he stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes dark and appraising.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, little one.”

His fingers found the tapes of the diaper. The sound of the adhesive peeling away was obscenely loud. Cool air hit her overheated skin as he opened the garment, exposing her completely to the soft light of the room. She felt a flush spread from her chest to her throat, but she didn’t look away. She watched his face, watched the focus there, the absolute concentration. There was no disgust, no judgment. Only a calm, methodical care.

He fetched a warm, damp cloth from a nearby basin. “Spread your legs for me, Natalie.”

The command was quiet, absolute. Her thighs fell open, a surrender that felt more profound than any sob. He knelt between them. The first touch of the cloth was a shock, warm and wet against her tender, swollen flesh. He began to clean her, his movements slow and thorough. The cloth traced her outer lips, then pressed gently against her entrance, wiping away the evidence of her arousal. Each pass of the fabric was a torment. It dragged over her clit, a soft, maddening pressure that made her hips jerk up off the bed.

“Shhh,” he murmured, holding her hip down with his free hand. “Be still. Let me take care of you.”

He was cleaning her, but it felt like a violation in the most exquisite way. He was touching her with a clinical intimacy that was somehow more erotic than any lover’s caress had ever been. He folded the cloth, found a clean spot, and pressed it against her again, swiping from back to front with a firm, slow stroke that made her toes curl into the sheets. A soft, choked sound escaped her.

He paused. Lifted the cloth away. His eyes met hers. “Do you like this?”

She couldn’t form words. Her throat was too tight. She managed a small, frantic nod.

“Use your words, little girl.”

“Yes.” It was a breath. “Yes, Daddy.”

A slow, satisfied smile touched his lips. He tossed the cloth aside. His gaze dropped back to her exposed pussy, glistening now from the moisture of the cloth and her own renewed slickness. “Good. Now, let’s see what you really need.”

He didn’t move to enter her. Instead, he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike.

It was a flat, broad lick from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit. Slow. Deliberate. A tasting. Natalie cried out, her back arching off the bed. His hands slid under her thighs, lifting her, opening her wider for him. He held her there, suspended, utterly vulnerable.

Then he began to feast.

His tongue was relentless. It delved inside her, a firm, probing thrust that mimicked a cock. It swirled around her entrance, lapping at her wetness. He would focus there, making her writhe with the promise of penetration, before moving upward to torment her clit. He didn’t just suck or flick. He used the flat of his tongue to press and massage the swollen bud, applying a steady, building pressure that had her seeing stars. Then he’d switch to rapid, tiny circles with the very tip, a fluttering, impossible sensation that made her legs shake in his grip.

“Oh god… Daddy…” The honorific tumbled out, a plea and a prayer.

He growled against her, the vibration traveling straight to her core. One of his hands left her thigh. She felt his thumb press against her lower entrance, a firm, circling pressure that shocked her. He wasn’t entering her there, not yet, but the promise of it, the taboo pressure, sent a fresh flood of wetness over his tongue. He moaned, the sound hungry, and lapped it up.

He was mapping her with his mouth. Learning every fold, every spot that made her gasp. He found a place just inside her left lip that made her jolt as if electrocuted when he suckled on it. He returned to it again and again, each time sending a sharp, sweet jolt through her pelvis. The buildup was agonizing, exquisite. It wasn’t a straight climb. He would bring her to a trembling peak, her breaths coming in ragged sobs, her fingers tangled in his hair, and then he’d retreat, kissing her inner thighs, biting gently at the soft skin, letting the tension ebb just enough to make her whimper with loss.

“Please,” she begged, her voice raw. “Please, I can’t… I need…”

“What do you need, little one?” he asked, his lips brushing her mound. His breath was hot on her oversensitive flesh.

“You. Inside. Please.”

He gave a low, dark chuckle. “Not yet. You come for me on my tongue first. You give me that. Then you can have my cock.”

The command broke her. He dove back in, his tongue spearing deep, his mouth sealing over her clit. He sucked, hard, while his thumb continued its relentless, pressing circles against her other hole. The dual assault, the sheer ownership of his mouth on her most intimate places, shattered the last of her control.

Her orgasm tore through her without warning. It was a deep, convulsing wave that started in her belly and radiated outwards, making her entire body seize. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound, as the pleasure ripped through her in pulsing waves. He held her through it, his tongue working her, milking every last spasm until she was a sobbing, boneless wreck on the sheets.

He rose above her, his face glistening with her. His eyes were black with desire. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, veined, and rigid, the head flushed a deep red. He stroked himself slowly, watching her as she lay panting, utterly spent.

“My turn,” he said, his voice rough.

He didn’t ask. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her soaked, sensitive flesh. He pushed in.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She was so full, so taken. He sank into her with one slow, devastating thrust, seating himself to the hilt. He stopped, buried inside her, letting her body adjust to the invasion. She could feel every inch of him, the heat, the solidity, the absolute claim.

Then he began to move.

It was not gentle lovemaking. It was primal possession. He fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, each one driving the air from her lungs. He held her hips pinned to the bed, controlling the angle, the depth, the pace. The slap of skin against skin filled the room, a rhythmic counterpoint to her choked cries. Her recent climax had made her impossibly sensitive; every drag of his cock along her inner walls sparked fresh, frantic pleasure, building on the fading echoes of the last.

“Mine,” he grunted, his voice guttural. “You are mine, little girl. This cunt is mine. Your tears are mine. Your pleasure is mine. You give it all to me.”

His words wound through the physical sensation, binding her to him more completely than his body ever could. She was nothing but a vessel for his will, a receptacle for his need. The dominance in his actions, the raw use of her, stoked a fire in her belly hotter than any before. She felt another orgasm building, coiling tight and desperate.

He felt it too. He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, bending her almost in half. The new angle was brutal, perfect. He drove into her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her vision whiten at the edges.

“Come for me again,” he commanded, his pace turning frantic, punishing. “Come on my cock. Now.”

It was an order she had no choice but to obey. The second climax exploded through her, sharper and brighter than the first, a detonation of pure sensation that had her screaming his name, her inner muscles clamping down on him in frantic, milking pulses. Her surrender triggered his own. With a roar that was more animal than man, he plunged deep one final time and poured himself into her, hot and endless, marking her from the inside.

He collapsed over her, his weight a crushing, welcome anchor. She could feel his heart hammering against her back, his breath hot on her neck. He was still inside her, still pulsing. They stayed like that for a long moment, fused together in the slick, sweaty aftermath.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out. He rolled to the side, gathering her limp body against his chest. He kissed her forehead, a gesture of startling tenderness after the ferocity of their joining. His hand stroked her hair.

“You did so well,” he whispered into her damp temple. “My perfect little girl.”

She nuzzled into him, the words settling in her soul. The deep ache between her legs was a pleasant throb. The room smelled of sex and sweat and them. She felt empty and full all at once. Clean. His.

David’s breathing began to even out. His arm around her grew heavy. She lay in the circle of his warmth, the events of the night playing through her mind—the corner time, the spanking, his mouth, his cock, his ownership. A slow, languid smile touched her lips. She had never felt more cared for, or more completely owned, in her life.

As she started to drift, a thought surfaced, lazy and warm.

5 - THE STUDENT’S ESCAPE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Diaper Change / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The air in Dr. Cloud’s office had always smelled of old paper and ambition, but today it just felt heavy, pressing down on Charlene’s shoulders until her spine curved under its weight. Her fingernails, bitten to the quick, tapped a frantic, silent rhythm against her thigh as she stared at the red ‘F’ glaring from the test paper on his desk. It wasn’t just a letter. It was a verdict. A confirmation of every whispered fear that chased her through sleepless nights—that she was faking it, that adulthood was a costume she’d never fit into, that the relentless forward march of time was a trap she couldn’t escape.

A single tear broke free, tracing a hot path down her cheek. Then another. The dam didn’t just crack; it dissolved. A sob ripped from her throat, raw and ugly, her face crumpling into her hands. The pressure of lectures, rent, internships, and the hollow echo of her empty apartment fused into one immense, impossible weight.

“I can’t… I can’t do it anymore,” she choked out, the words muffled by her palms. “It’s all too much. I just want… I want to go back. To when it was simple.”

Professor Cloud didn’t speak immediately. His office was quiet, save for her ragged breathing. When his voice came, it was neither the clipped, academic tone of his lectures nor a patronizing coo. It was a low, steady rumble, like distant thunder that promised a cleansing storm. “Look at me, Charlene.”

She dragged her hands away, her vision blurred. He wasn’t smiling, but his eyes held a peculiar, deep knowing. Not pity. Something more potent.

“The desire to regress under stress is a natural impulse,” he said, his fingers steepling. “The adult world demands a performance many are not equipped to sustain indefinitely. What if I told you there was a method? A controlled, therapeutic environment to access that simpler state? To let those burdens go, completely?”

She sniffed, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “Like meditation?”

“More tangible.” He leaned forward, the leather of his chair sighing. “It requires trust. And discretion. This is… a specialized practice. Not for the university’s brochures.” He held her gaze, the intensity in his blue eyes pinning her in place. “Come to my home tomorrow afternoon. Three o’clock. Let me show you.”

The offer hung in the air, shimmering with forbidden potential. It was unprofessional, a line crossed. Yet, the part of her that felt five years old and terrified latched onto it like a lifeline. She nodded, a jerky, desperate motion.

“Good girl,” he said, and the two words sent an unexpected, warm shiver through her core. “Remember, Charlene. This stays between us. Our secret.”

—

His house was a tidy, unassuming Victorian on a quiet street, not the sterile modern box she’d imagined. He led her inside, past a living room of neat bookshelves and into a hallway. He paused at a closed door, his hand on the knob. “The rules here are different. You surrender the outside world. You follow my guidance. Do you understand?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Yes.”

He opened the door.

The room was awash in soft, afternoon light filtering through cream-colored blinds. The walls were a pale, soothing blue. But the furniture… Her breath caught. In the center sat an enormous, beautiful crib of dark polished wood, its sides high and padded with white bumper guards. A mobile of circling stars and moons hung above it. A large, plush rug was strewn with oversized stuffed animals—a floppy-eared bunny, a smiling whale. A low shelf held chunky wooden blocks and board books. In the corner stood a substantial changing table, stacked with pastel supplies.

It was a nursery. An adult-sized nursery.

Confusion swirled, but beneath it, a current of pure, electric excitement surged, dizzying and immediate. Her mouth went dry.

“Welcome to the quiet place,” Dr. Cloud said, his voice now a gentle guide. “Here, you are not a student. You are not burdened. You are simply… little.”

He walked to a dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a folded bundle of fabric. He held it up. A onesie, but not the childish print she expected. It was a soft, luxurious-looking powder pink, with delicate pearl snaps at the crotch. He placed it on the crib rail, then retrieved a thick, white disposable diaper, its material rustling softly. The sight of it, so stark and infantile, made her stomach flip.

“Change into these,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for debate. “You can have privacy behind the screen if you wish. But in this space, there is no need for modesty.”

For a long moment, she stared at the clothing. The adult part of her screamed to run. The exhausted, yearning child within took a trembling step forward. Her fingers went to the button of her jeans. She slipped behind a painted room divider, her movements clumsy. She peeled off her jeans, her sweater, her practical cotton underwear, each article feeling like a shell she was desperate to escape. The air was cool on her naked skin. She unfolded the onesie. The fabric was impossibly soft, like a kitten’s belly. She stepped into it, pulled it up, and worked her arms through the sleeves. It enveloped her, loose and swaddling. Then, holding her breath, she unfolded the diaper. It was larger than she’d thought, absurdly so. She lay it on the floor, stepped onto it, and pulled the plastic-backed bulk between her legs, fastening the tapes at the hips. The sensation was strange—bulky, crinkling with every slight movement, a constant, whispery reminder of what she wore.

She stepped out. Dr. Cloud’s gaze swept over her, assessing, approving. “Perfect. Now, play.”

It felt ridiculous at first. She knelt on the rug, picking up a block. The simple, solid weight of it in her hand was oddly calming. She stacked another. And another. The tower grew. A profound, quiet focus settled over her. The gnawing anxiety receded, muffled by the thick diaper and the soft cloth. She reached for the bunny, hugging its plush body to her chest, burying her face in its synthetic fur.

“That’s it,” Dr. Cloud murmured, settling into a rocking chair nearby. “No thoughts. Just sensation. You’re doing so well, Charlene. Such a good girl.”

The praise washed over her, warm and syrupy. She basked in it. She was being good. It was all that mattered.

He rose and came to kneel beside her on the rug. “Such a good, sweet little thing,” he cooed, his hand coming to rest on her belly over the onesie. Then, his fingers wiggled, darting to her sides.

She squealed, a genuine, unguarded sound of surprise, as he began to tickle her. Giggles burst from her, uncontrollable and freeing. She squirmed, the diaper rustling loudly, kicking her legs as she tried to wriggle away from his deft, teasing fingers. She was laughing, truly laughing, for the first time in months. The tension in her shoulders melted into the playful struggle.

In the midst of the squirming, the giggling, the sheer abandon, a different sensation built. A familiar, low-pressure urgency, one she normally controlled without a thought. But here, in this headspace, control was the enemy. Her body, deep in its regressive trance, relaxed. Completely.

A warm, spreading heat blossomed between her legs, soaking into the thick padding of the diaper. It wasn’t a trickle. It was a full, releasing flood, the warmth spreading outwards, turning the bulky garment sodden and heavy against her skin.

The giggles died in her throat. Mortification, hot and sharp, replaced the warmth. She froze, her eyes going wide. “Oh… oh, no. I’m… I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

Dr. Cloud’s tickling stopped instantly. His expression held no shock, no disgust. Only calm understanding. “Shhh,” he soothed, his hand stroking her hair. “It’s perfectly alright. It’s supposed to happen. This is part of letting go. Of surrendering. You did exactly what you needed to do. Such a good girl for being so natural.”

The reassurance was a balm, but the physical reality was overwhelming. The wet diaper clung to her, a shocking, intimate weight. She felt exposed, vulnerable in a way that went beyond nudity.

“Come now,” he said, his voice firming into gentle command. “Time to get you clean and dry.” He stood and effortlessly scooped her up, one arm behind her knees, the other supporting her back. She was carried, cradled like an infant, to the changing table. The padded vinyl mat was cool through the onesie. The crinkling of the wet diaper beneath her was deafening in the quiet room.

He unsnapped the crotch of the onesie, peeling the damp fabric open to expose the swollen, white plastic of the diaper. The tapes made a ripping sound as he unfastened them. He folded the front down.

Cool air touched her lower belly, her pubic mound. Then, his hands were on her hips, lifting her gently. He slid the soaked diaper out from under her. The relief of its removal was immediate, but the exposure was total. She lay spread before him, utterly naked from the waist down, her skin flushed.

He reached for a wipe from a warmer. The scent of baby powder and cleanness filled the air. The wipe was warm, almost hot, as he began to clean her. He started at the crease of her thigh, a slow, deliberate swipe. Then another, moving inward. The soft, textured cloth glided over her sensitive skin, over her mound, through her folds. He was thorough, methodical, his touch clinical yet impossibly intimate. Each pass of the wipe stoked a low, gathering heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment. Her breath shallowed.

He discarded the wipe. His bare hand, now, rested on her inner thigh, his thumb making small, absent circles. His gaze was fixed on her core, studying her with an academic curiosity that felt obscenely erotic.

His thumb shifted, its circle widening, grazing the very edge of her outer lips. A jolt, bright and sharp, shot through her. A soft, choked sound escaped her lips.

“There it is,” he whispered. “The tension finding a new outlet.”

His thumb moved again, this time with purpose, stroking along her slit, gathering the slickness that had begun to bloom there. The touch was feather-light, maddening. He traced her opening, then slid upward to find the taut, eager nub of her clitoris.

“Oh!” The gasp was punched out of her. Her hips lifted off the table of their own volition.

“Just relax,” he commanded softly, his thumb beginning a slow, torturous rotation over her clit. The pressure was perfect, igniting sparks behind her eyelids. The world narrowed to that single point of contact, the slick, rhythmic friction. Her hands fisted at her sides. The earlier vulnerability transformed, molten and urgent, into a desperate, building need. This wasn’t clinical anymore. It was a hungry, focused exploration.

He watched her face, reading every flinch, every silent plea. His other hand came up to cup her breast through the onesie, his thumb brushing over her nipple until it hardened into a sharp peak against the soft fabric. The dual sensations—the precise torture below, the rough caress above—drove her to the edge of coherence.

Just as the first tremors of an orgasm began to gather in her depths, he stopped.

A whimper of protest tore from her throat. Her eyes flew open.

Without a word, he lowered his head between her legs.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, broad stroke from her opening to her clit. It was hot, wet, and so shockingly direct her entire body arched. He didn’t just lick; he devoured. His mouth sealed over her, his tongue spearing inside her, tasting her deeply before retreating to lave at her clit with firm, relentless strokes. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room, mingling with her ragged pants. He used the tip of his tongue to flick rapidly, then flattened it to apply a steady, vibrating pressure.

The orgasm that had been simmering detonated. It ripped through her without warning, a convulsive, silent wave that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. It was followed instantly by another, a deeper, rolling quake that made her cry out, her back bowing off the changing table. He didn’t let up, his tongue working her through the violent pulses, drinking her in, until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess, pushing weakly at his head.

He finally lifted his face, his lips glistening. He looked up at her, his eyes dark and satisfied. He reached for a fresh, thick diaper.

As he lifted her hips to slide it beneath her, his voice was calm, conversational. “Did you enjoy this experience, Charlene?”

Her mind was fog, her body boneless and humming. She could only nod, a slow, dazed movement.

He fastened the fresh diaper, the tapes secure, then snapped her onesie closed. The clean, dry padding was a strange comfort now. He lifted her again, holding her close against his chest. She could smell her own scent on him.

“Good,” he said, rocking her slightly. “We can make this a regular part of your wellness regimen. Say, every Wednesday afternoon? Our little secret.”

She nuzzled into his shoulder, the last vestiges of adulthood dissolving in a haze of sated exhaustion and bewildered bliss. “Yes,” she whispered.

6 - VISITING DADDY’S PLAYROOM
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The chat window blinked, a new message from ‘Ray’. Harriet, curled in her worn dorm room desk chair, felt a familiar, illicit thrill. At twenty-two, the weight of deadlines, rent, and looming adulthood felt like a lead blanket. She craved an escape. And Ray… he offered a doorway.

DaddyRay: Are you ready to be my good girl tonight?

She typed back, her heart hammering against her ribs. LittleHarriet: I don’t wanna be a grown-up today.

DaddyRay: You won’t have to. I’ll take care of everything. Just be my little one. My car will be outside in twenty minutes.

The sleek sedan was warm and quiet. Ray, in his forties with kind eyes and a firm handshake, didn’t speak much on the drive. The silence wasn’t awkward; it was heavy with promise. “We’re almost home,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her.

His house was neat, subdued. But then he opened a door at the end of the hall.

The playroom was a burst of soft color. Sunshine-yellow walls. A pastel rug scattered with plush animals. Shelves lined with dolls and toy cars. And on the canopy bed, laid out with care, was an outfit.

“For you, little one,” Ray said, his hand resting gently on the small of her back. “Go on. Change for Daddy.”

Her fingers trembled as she picked up the dress. It was pink, frilly, with a satin sash. The white socks had lace trim. The cotton panties were plain, innocent. She slipped out of her jeans and hoodie, the adult shell falling away. The dress whispered over her skin, the fabric light and childish. She felt a dizzying shift, a shedding of her twenty-two years.

When she turned, Ray was watching, his gaze intense and approving. A warm, liquid pleasure pooled low in her belly. “You look perfect,” he murmured. “My perfect little girl.”

He guided her to the rug. “Play.”

It was absurd. Liberating. She picked up a stuffed rabbit, hugging it to her chest. She rolled a toy truck, making soft vroom sounds. All the while, she was achingly aware of Ray in the armchair, just watching. His eyes tracked her every move, his satisfaction a tangible heat in the room. She felt herself growing warm, wet, her pulse a steady throb between her legs. She was performing, and his silent observation was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

He brought her a sippy cup of apple juice. She took it, the childish prop completing the transformation. But her hands were unsteady, her mind clouded with wanting. The cup tipped, a splash of juice darkening the pale rug.

A beat of silence.

“Oh, little one,” Ray sighed, the sound laced with a dark delight. “That was very careless. What do we do with careless little girls who make messes?”

Her breath hitched. “I… I’m sorry, Daddy.”

“Sorry isn’t enough.” He stood, his presence suddenly dominating the room. “Come here.”

Her legs moved on their own. He sat on the edge of the bed and guided her effortlessly across his lap. The frilly pink skirt fanned out over his thighs. His large, warm hand settled on the small of her back, holding her firmly.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he stated, and the first smack landed.

Crack.

It was sharp, startling. A sting that bloomed into a deep, radiating heat. She yelped.

Crack.

Another. The pain was bright and clean, cutting through the fog of her fantasy. And underneath it, a bolt of pure, shocking pleasure speared right to her core. She gasped.

Crack. Crack.

With each spank, her body jerked. Each impact sent a jolt through her, making her clench around nothing. She was panting, a thin sheen of sweat on her skin. The line between punishment and reward dissolved completely. She was just sensation—the burn of her skin, the heavy pressure of his body, the desperate, slick ache between her legs.

His hand stilled. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her cotton panties and pulled them down, baring her reddened skin to the cool air. She whimpered, mortified and utterly aroused.

But his hand didn’t return for more punishment. It slid, achingly slow, from the curve of her bottom, over the sensitive crease, and there. His fingertips brushed through her wetness, a rough, electric caress that made her cry out.

“So messy here, too,” he murmured, his voice thick. One finger, then two, slid inside her with no resistance. She was sopping, clenching helplessly around the intrusion. He began to move them, a slow, curling rhythm that stroked a place deep inside her that made her toes curl. The sound was obscene—wet, slick, punctuated by her ragged moans.

“Please,” she begged, pushing her hips back against his hand. “Please, Daddy.”

He withdrew his fingers, and the loss was a physical agony. He lifted her, turning her to face him. Her dress was pushed up, her panties around her thighs. His eyes were dark, hungry. He laid her back on the bed, the stuffed animals tumbling to the floor.

He knelt between her legs, his hands pushing her thighs apart. He held her gaze as he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the mattress. It was slow, deliberate, a lavish exploration. He licked her from bottom to top, circling her clit before drawing it gently into his mouth. Oh god. The pleasure was devastating, a tight coil winding in her belly. He feasted on her, his tongue flicking, sucking, plunging inside her. The world narrowed to the hot, wet pressure of his mouth, the scrape of his stubble on her tender inner thighs, the low, approving groans he made as he tasted her.

She was babbling, her fingers tangled in his hair. “Daddy… yes… right there, please…”

He didn’t stop until she was trembling on the edge, her heels digging into the mattress. Then he rose above her, freeing his cock. It was thick, hard, the tip glistening. He positioned himself, the broad head nudging at her entrance.

“My good girl,” he breathed, and pushed inside.

It was a slow, breathtaking fill. She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him, the delicious, full feeling wiping her mind blank. He began to move, shallow, gentle thrusts that made her whimper. He kissed her neck, her jaw, murmuring praises. “That’s it. Take Daddy. So good for me.”

The gentleness soon fractured. His thrusts grew deeper, harder, driving the breath from her lungs. The bedframe tapped a steady rhythm against the wall. Each plunge rubbed her clit just right, each retreat left her aching for more. The spanking’s sting, the licking, the relentless fucking—it all fused into one overwhelming crescendo.

Her climax tore through her without warning. A sharp, silent cry locked in her throat as her entire body seized. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him. The intensity was blinding, wiping out every thought except the feel of him.

The vise-like grip of her orgasm tipped him over the edge. With a ragged groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his body rigid. She felt the hot, deep pulse of his release inside her, a final, claiming intimacy.

He collapsed beside her, breathless, his arm heavy across her waist. The frilly dress was rumpled up around her hips. The smell of sex and apple juice hung in the air. Harriet’s mind was blissfully, perfectly empty. No bills. No exams. No future.

Just the warm, satisfied hum in her veins and the heavy, possessive weight of Ray’s arm.

She nuzzled into his shoulder, a contented sigh escaping her. “Daddy?”

“Yes, little one?”

Her voice was a sleepy murmur, thick with spent pleasure. “You’re the best.”

7 - DISCIPLINED BY THE DEAN
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The last campus violation had been the final straw. The university's rulebook, thick as a brick, had nothing left to throw at her. Except expulsion. So when the summons to Dean Halloway’s office came, Elena marched in with the defiant slump of someone already packing her bags, her jeans ripped, her faded band tee a statement in itself. The air in his office smelled of old leather and expensive cologne, a scent that felt like a reprimand.

He didn’t look up at first. Dean Marcus Halloway was a man carved from granite and tailored silk, his silvering hair a sharp contrast to the dark severity of his suit. When he finally lifted his gaze, his eyes—the color of a winter sky—held no anger. Only a cool, assessing disappointment that somehow cut deeper.

“Miss Robins,” he began, his voice a low, resonant baritone that filled the quiet room. “The disciplinary committee has voted for immediate expulsion. Your file is… creative. Vandalism. Curfew breaches. Public intoxication. A persistent, childish disregard for the rules of this institution.”

Elena shrugged, a practiced gesture of indifference. “Rules are just suggestions written by boring people.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. It wasn’t friendly. “I see. Then perhaps you require a different kind of education.” He leaned forward, steepling his fingers. “I am offering you an alternative. A behavioral realignment program. It will be intensive. Unconventional. Held at my private residence. Fail to comply, and the expulsion is immediate and permanent. Succeed, and your scholarship remains intact, with this entire file sealed.”

It wasn’t a choice. It was a trap dressed as mercy. She took it.

His residence was a modern fortress of glass and steel, isolated on wooded grounds. He led her inside, not to a study or a library, but down a softly lit corridor to a room that made her steps falter. It was a nursery. But not one from a catalogue. The walls were a deep, soothing grey. A plush, cream-colored rug dominated the floor. A large, upholstered changing table stood against one wall, stocked with rolls of thick, white cloth and containers of powder. The air held a faint, clean scent of talc and cotton.

“Since you insist on acting like a bratty child,” Dean Halloway said, his tone clinical, “you will be treated as one. This is not a punishment, Elena. It is a correction.”

Her protest was immediate, fiery. “You can’t be serious! This is insane! I’m not a baby!”

He moved with a calm, terrifying efficiency. Before she could back away, his hands were on her shoulders, turning her, guiding her to the center of the rug. “The attire is non-negotiable.” From a drawer, he produced a garment—a short, pale pink smock made of soft cotton. It was simple, sleeveless, and would barely cover her thighs. “Put this on. Everything else comes off.”

Humiliation burned through her, hotter than any anger. She stood frozen, glaring at him. He merely waited, his expression impassive. The silent pressure in the room grew immense. Swallowing a curse, she turned her back, fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans. The slide of denim down her legs, the rustle of her tee over her head, felt like a surrender. The cool air kissed her skin. She pulled the smock over her head. The fabric was embarrassingly soft, settling against her body, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She felt exposed, reduced.

“On the table,” he instructed, nodding to the padded changing surface.

“No.”

“Now, Elena.”

The command brooked no argument. She climbed onto the table, the padded vinyl cool through the thin smock. He approached, a roll of thick, cloth-like padding in one hand. He didn’t speak as he guided her legs, as he positioned the dense material beneath her. The process was methodical, shockingly intimate without being sexual. The bulk of the padding was secured between her legs with large, adhesive tabs. The sensation was bizarre—a profound, undeniable weight and thickness that cradled her most private areas. A dusting of powder followed, its scent now cloying. He finished by smoothing the smock back down over the absurd garment. She lay there, blinking at the recessed lights in the ceiling, feeling a strange dissociation from her own body.

He helped her sit up, then stand. The diaper crinkled faintly with every slight movement. The smock felt absurdly short. She was a parody of herself.

“This is fucked up,” she spat, the crudeness a weak weapon.

Dean Halloway’s hand shot out, not to strike her, but to capture her wrist. His grip was firm, unyielding. “Language is part of the program. That earns a penalty.” In one fluid motion, he sat on a sturdy nursing chair and pulled her across his lap. The position was sudden, undignified. The bulk of the diaper pressed against her stomach. The cool air hit the backs of her bare thighs as he gathered the hem of the smock and folded it up onto her back, fully exposing her bottom, still clad in the thick, white padding.

“This,” he said, his palm resting flat on the cushioned fabric, “is for the defiance. For the vulgarity.” His hand lifted, and came down.

Thwack.

The sound was a sharp, percussive crack in the quiet room. The impact wasn’t painful through the padding—not at first. It was a deep, startling vibration, a jolt that traveled through the material and into her skin. He spanked her again. And again. A steady, rhythmic punishment. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. The force was measured, relentless. The initial surprise melted into a spreading warmth. The vibration began to seep through the cloth, a tingling heat that built with each impact. She squirmed, a gasp catching in her throat. It wasn’t agony. It was something more confusing—an intense, focused sensation that commanded her entire awareness. Her fingers clenched against the rug below.

He paused. “Do you understand the rules now, Elena?”

She bit her lip, refusing to answer. The silence was her rebellion.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of the diaper. With a soft rrrip of the adhesive tabs, he pulled it down, baring her skin to the air. The contrast was shocking. The cool room kissed the heated skin of her buttocks. She was completely exposed over his knee.

“Then we continue.”

His bare hand connected with her naked flesh.

The difference was electrifying. The sound was sharper, clearer. A bright, stinging slap that painted immediate fire across her cheek. She cried out, a short, sharp sound. He didn’t relent. The spanks fell in a deliberate pattern, left cheek, right cheek, across the crests, lower where her thigh met her bottom. The sting built into a throbbing, radiant heat. It was overwhelming. Tears pricked at her eyes, but they were tears of sheer sensory overload, not sorrow. A strange, desperate tension coiled deep in her belly. Her breathing became ragged, uneven. Between the sharp bites of pain, a pulse began to beat low in her body, a warm, insistent rhythm that synced with the cadence of his palm.

He stopped. His hand rested on the glowing, fever-hot skin, a contrast of cool authority on burning submission. She was panting, trembling, her face buried in the crook of her arm. The air between them felt charged, thick.

His voice was a murmur near her ear. “You see? Bad girls get punished.”

His hand slid away from her stinging flesh. He shifted her, his movements sure, and lowered her from his lap onto the deep, soft rug. She went bonelessly, the plush fibers a gentle shock against her heated skin. He loomed over her, his silhouette blocking the light. With efficient tugs, he removed the useless, undone diaper completely, tossing it aside. Her smock was still rucked up around her waist. She was naked from the waist down, exposed, her skin glowing from his discipline.

“But good girls,” he continued, his voice dropping to a velvet rumble, “get rewarded.”

He undid his trousers, the sound of his zipper loud in the quiet. She didn’t look, but she heard it. She felt the shift in the air as he knelt behind her. The head of his cock, blunt and hot, pressed against her. She was wet. The realization flooded her with a fresh wave of shame, but it was drowned by a sharper, hungrier need. The spanking had unlocked it, stoked it into a flame.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He guided himself and pushed forward.

The entry was a slow, inexorable conquest. He was thick, stretching her with a fullness that made her back arch, a choked sound escaping her throat. It wasn’t gentle. It was deep and authoritative, a single, firm thrust that buried him to the hilt inside her, forcing her body to accommodate him completely. The sensation was a shockwave—the throbbing ache of her spanked flesh, the intense, stretching fullness within, the dizzying contrast between punishment and this… this claiming.

He held himself there, buried deep, letting her feel every inch. “You belong here, Elena,” he stated, his breath warm on her neck. “You need this discipline. This correction. Say it.”

She shook her head, a weak denial muffled by the rug.

He withdrew almost completely, then drove back in, harder. The impact jolted her forward. A sharp, delicious friction sparked inside her. “Say it.”

“I…” Her voice was a broken whisper. Another deep, punishing thrust stole her breath. The coil in her belly tightened, pleasure weaving through the submission. “I belong here.”

“To whom do you belong?”

He set a relentless pace, each powerful thrust pushing her body forward on the rug, each withdrawal a sweet, aching emptiness. The slap of his skin against her tenderized flesh was a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breaths. The fullness was becoming everything, the focal point of her universe. The degrading nursery, the childish smock, the burning sting on her skin—it all collapsed into the primal rhythm of his possession.

“To you,” she gasped, the words torn from her. “I belong to you.”

“Yes.” The syllable was a grunt of satisfaction.

He wrapped one arm around her waist, hauling her back onto him with greater force, angling his thrusts deeper. The new angle struck something inside her that made her vision blur. A sharp, startled cry broke from her lips. Her fingers clawed at the rug. The tight, hot coil deep within her began to unravel, fraying at the edges with each driving penetration.

His other hand fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding, anchoring her in the storm. His pace became fiercer, less controlled. The sounds he made were low, guttural. She could feel the tension coiling in his own body, the impending release. It pushed her closer to the edge. The pleasure was a cresting wave, built from the sting, the shame, the overwhelming fullness.

“Dean… Marcus…” she sobbed, the title a plea.

“Come for me, Elena,” he commanded, his voice ragged with his own restraint. “Come like a good girl.”

The permission, the command, shattered her. The climax ripped through her, a silent, convulsing wave that clenched violently around his driving length. Her body went rigid, then trembled uncontrollably, a raw, keening sound caught in her throat. The pulses of her release seemed to go on forever, milking him, pulling him deeper into her chaos.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. With a final, deep, grinding thrust that pinned her to the rug, he groaned, a low, surrendering sound. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release inside her, a claiming as intimate as the spanking, as absolute as the diaper. He held himself there, pulsing, as her own tremors slowly subsided into aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing in the pastel-colored room. The scent of sex and talc mingled in the air. He softened inside her but did not withdraw. His hand released her hair, smoothing it down with a touch that was almost, but not quite, tender. His voice, when he spoke, was quiet against the shell of her ear.

“Good girl.”

8 - DADDY’S LIBRARY
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The library’s ancient hush pressed down on Maya, a physical weight against her temples. Dust motes danced in the slatted afternoon light, indifferent to the crackling panic that had just dissolved her composure into silent, shuddering tears.

She’d fled to the deepest stacks, a forgotten corridor of bound theses on pre-colonial metallurgy, hoping the sheer obscurity of the topic would swallow her whole. Her own thesis—a sprawling, unwieldy beast about symbolic linguistics in marginalia—felt like it was crushing her ribcage. The words had stopped making sense hours ago, blurring into a meaningless gray smear on her laptop screen. A low, wounded sound escaped her, and she pressed her forehead against the cool, leather-bound spine of a volume titled Alloy Compositions of the Lower Basin, 1520-1545.

“This section is rarely troubled by tears. Usually just spiders.”

The voice was a low, resonant baritone, smooth as polished oak. Maya flinched, scrambling to wipe her face with her sweater sleeves. Standing at the end of the aisle was Mr. Sterling, the head librarian. He was a man who seemed carved from the library itself—tailored gray wool vest over a crisp white shirt, salt-and-pepper hair swept back from a stern, handsome face lined with the patience of decades spent presiding over silence. His eyes, a cool, assessing blue, held hers without pity.

“I—I’m sorry,” Maya stammered, her voice thick. “I’ll just… go.”

“You’ve been here for nine hours, Ms. Carter. The panic is a known symptom of over-intellectualization.” He took a step closer, his leather-soled shoes making no sound on the worn linoleum. He didn’t smell of dust and old paper, but of sandalwood and crisp linen. “The mind needs to be… emptied. Before it can be refilled with useful things.”

“I don’t know how to empty it,” she whispered, the confession torn from her. “It just keeps spinning.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “I have a private collection. Not for circulation. It’s for… mental clarity. A reset, if you will.” He extended a hand, not to shake, but as an offer. “Come with me.”

It wasn’t a question. The command in his voice sliced through her fog of anxiety. It was a rope thrown into her churning sea. Numbly, she placed her hand in his. His grip was warm, firm, utterly certain. He led her out of the stacks, past the circulation desk with a nod to the evening clerk, and out into the faculty parking lot. He opened the passenger door of a dark, sedate sedan for her, and she slipped inside, the leather seat cool. The drive was quiet, through genteel streets lined with old oaks, ending at a stately Georgian house. He led her inside—a tasteful, ordered space—and directly down a set of stairs to a finished basement.

The room he unlocked was not what she expected. It was a cocoon. Soft, ambient light glowed from behind fabric panels. The air was warm and carried a faint scent of vanilla and clean cotton. The floor was covered in a deep, plush carpet. Against one wall were floor-to-ceiling shelves, but instead of dense academic texts, they held colorful picture books, well-loved stuffed animals, and rows of DVDs with animated covers. In the center of the room were enormous, luxurious beanbags in muted pastels.

“This is my collection,” Mr. Sterling said, his voice dropping to a soothing register. “Here, we quiet the loud, adult mind. We simplify.”

Maya stood frozen, her graduate student’s brain trying to analyze, to categorize. The sheer cognitive dissonance of it short-circuited her panic. This was… safe. Weird, but safe.

“Today, Maya,” he said, discarding her formal title, “you don’t have to read any big words. You don’t have to think at all. Your only job is to be my little helper. Can you do that?”

The offer was a sedative. To not think. To have no responsibilities. She nodded, mute.

“Good girl.” The praise warmed her belly in a way she didn’t examine. He opened a large, woven chest. From it, he drew out a soft, fleecy onesie patterned with cartoon pandas. He held it open for her. “Arms up.”

Like a child, she obeyed, raising her arms. He gently pulled her sweater and t-shirt over her head, his knuckles brushing her sides. He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them and her plain cotton panties down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing bare in the warm room, a shiver that wasn’t from cold skating over her skin. He didn’t stare, his movements efficient, clinical almost. He guided her feet into the onesie and zipped it up the front, the soft fabric enveloping her. Next came a thick, disposable diaper. He laid her back on a beanbag, his hands sliding it beneath her, then taping it securely at the hips. The bulky padding between her legs felt absurd, infantilizing, yet a strange, heavy relaxation began to seep into her muscles.

He settled into a large armchair and patted his lap. “Come here, little one.”

She crawled over, the diaper rustling softly. She laid her head on his thigh, the wool of his trousers scratchy against her cheek. He picked up a large picture book—The Very Hungry Caterpillar—and began to read. His voice was a hypnotic rumble in his chest. His free hand came to rest on her head, his fingers spearing into her hair. He began to massage her scalp, slow, firm circles that melted the last knots of tension in her neck and shoulders.

“…but he was still hungry.”

His hand drifted down. Over the curve of her skull, the nape of her neck. His touch was proprietary, calming. It trailed down her spine, over the fleece of the onesie, and then his palm settled on the swell of her bottom, covered by the thick diaper. He cupped her, his fingers splayed. He squeezed gently, testing the padding. A flush crept up Maya’s neck. This was new. This was different. The gentle care began to shift, the atmosphere thickening like honey. His massage became less about soothing and more about possession. His hand rubbed slow circles over the diaper, the crinkling sound loud in the quiet room.

“Let’s check your diaper, little helper,” he murmured, his reading paused.

He unzipped the panda onesie. His fingers found the tapes at her hips. He peeled them back, one side, then the other. He didn’t remove it, just folded it open. His hand returned, this time landing directly on the bare skin of her bottom. A sharp, surprised breath hissed through Maya’s teeth. His touch was warm, dry. He traced the cleft of her cheeks, a slow, deliberate exploration.

“So soft here,” he said, almost to himself.

His fingertip brushed lower, grazing the very outer fold of her sex. A jolt of pure sensation, bright and shocking, arrowed through her. She gasped, her hips giving an involuntary little twitch.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his other hand still stroking her hair. “Just checking. All little helpers need to be checked.”

His finger returned, bolder this time. It traced the length of her slit, through her dampening folds. He found her clit, a swollen, eager bud already, and circled it once, slowly. Maya’s hands clutched at his trousers. A low moan vibrated in her throat, muffled by the fabric of his leg. The absurdity, the sheer wrongness of the situation was burned away by a wave of shocking, concentrated pleasure. Her mind, so frantic and full, was blissfully empty. There was only this—his commanding presence, his skilled touch, the plush rug beneath the beanbag, the aching, building need between her legs.

“I think,” he said, his voice now rough velvet, “my helper needs a different kind of attention.”

In one smooth motion, he lifted her from his lap and laid her on her back on the deep, soft rug in the center of the room. The picture book was set aside. He looked down at her, his blue eyes dark, intent. He pulled the fabric of the onesie down her legs, taking it off to expose her body. He removed the opened diaper completely. She lay naked before him, bathed in the soft light, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

He reached into the pocket of his vest. He pulled out a small, silver bullet vibrator. He flicked it on; a low, insistent buzz filled the air. He didn’t ask. He simply lowered it between her legs, the smooth, cool tip finding her clit instantly.

Maya cried out, her back arching off the rug. The vibration wasn’t gentle. It was focused, intense, a direct line of electricity to her core. He held it there, his gaze locked on her face, watching every flinch, every gasp. With his other hand, he parted her folds, then slid two fingers deep inside her. She was slick, hot, clenching around nothing. He crooked his fingers, finding a spot inside that made her vision blur.

“There it is,” he murmured. “The tight little spot. Let it go, Maya. Let everything go.”

He worked her with a devastating rhythm—the relentless buzz on her clit, the slow, curling thrust of his fingers inside her. The dual assault stripped away the last of her shyness, her academic pretense. She was just sensation. Her thighs fell open wider, her heels digging into the plush rug. Sounds fell from her lips—whimpers, pleading fragments, his name. Her hands fisted in the carpet pile. Her climax built not as a wave, but as a scream held deep in her belly, tightening, coiling.

“Come for me, little helper,” he commanded, his voice a low growl.

The orgasm shattered her. It ripped through her with a violence that was almost terrifying, a convulsive, shaking release that clenched around his fingers and sent shocks radiating out to her fingertips and toes. Her cry was raw, echoing in the small room. He held the vibrator in place until her tremors began to subside into aftershocks, then clicked it off.

He didn’t undress fully, only unbuttoned his trousers and freed his cock. It was thick, erect, the head flushed a deep ruddy color.

She was boneless, gasping, floating. He shifted over her, his body blocking the light. He guided his cock to her lips. The salty, musky scent of him filled her senses. “Suck,” he said, the single word leaving no room for refusal.

Her mouth opened. He pushed the head inside, his girth stretching her lips. She suckled instinctively, her tongue flattening against the underside. He let her set the pace for a few pulls, his hand tangling in her hair, not forcing, just holding. Then he began to move, shallow thrusts into the wet heat of her mouth. She felt him groan, a vibration she tasted. The power of it, of having this stern, controlled man at the mercy of her mouth, sent a fresh thrill through her spent body.

After a minute, he pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. “Good girl,” he breathed, the praise sparking in her gut again.

He moved down her body, settling his weight between her splayed thighs. He nudged at her entrance, still pulsing and sensitive from her climax. He looked into her eyes, his gaze holding hers captive. “Look at me,” he said. “Watch me take you.”

He pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole her breath. He was thick, and she was tight, still fluttering from her first release. He sank into her with a slow, inexorable pressure, burying himself to the hilt. A deep, guttural sound escaped him. He held there, embedded in her, letting her body adjust, his own control visibly fraying at the edges.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not frantic, but deliberate, deep, and punishingly slow. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each re-entry a claiming. The angle was perfect, the blunt head of his cock grinding against that same deep, secret spot his fingers had found. The wet, slick sounds of their joining filled the room, an obscene counterpoint to their ragged breathing. He braced one hand by her head, the other gripping her hip, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her still for his use.

Maya was unraveling. The careful, shy graduate student was gone. In her place was a creature of pure need. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. She met his thrusts, lifting her hips, taking him with a hunger that matched his own. Her nails scored down his shirt-clad back.

“Yes,” she hissed, the word a revelation. “Right there… please.”

Her second climax gathered faster, fiercer than the first. It was less a shatter and more an eruption, a volcano of pleasure detonating from her core. Her inner muscles clamped around him in a rapid, milking rhythm, her body bowing off the floor. A silent scream tore through her, her mouth open in a soundless ‘O’. He fucked her through it, his pace never faltering, driving into her convulsing heat.

The feel of her tightening around him broke his famed control. His thrusts lost their measured rhythm, becoming hard, fast, desperate pistons. His groan was a raw, animal thing against her neck. He buried his face in her hair, his body stiffening, and with three final, deep lunges, he came. She felt the pulse of him, the hot rush, and the shudder that racked his powerful frame as he emptied himself.

He collapsed atop her, his weight a crushing, welcome anchor. They lay tangled, slick with sweat, the only sound their panting breaths slowly returning to normal. After a long moment, he pushed himself up on his elbows, looking down at her. His expression was unreadable, a mix of satiation and something darker, more possessive.

He pulled out gently and fetched a warm, damp cloth from a small basin she hadn’t noticed. He cleaned her with a startling tenderness, wiping the mess from her thighs and belly. He helped her back into her sweater and jeans. He dressed himself, restoring his impeccable appearance with a few efficient movements.

He helped her to her feet. Her legs were weak, trembling. She felt hollowed out, scoured clean, and utterly, profoundly peaceful.

“Your mind is clear now,” he stated, tucking a strand of her damp hair behind her ear. His thumb brushed her cheekbone. “You may return to your work. And,” he added, his gaze piercing hers, “you may return here. When you need to be… reset.”

Maya nodded, her voice still gone. She knew, with absolute certainty, that she would. Soon.

9 - A TRIP TO DADDY’S CABIN

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Bath / Massage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The pine-scented air of the secluded cabin was the first promise of escape. For Audrey, stepping over the threshold felt like shedding a skin—the skin of a stressed, overworked twenty-two-year-old graduate student. Here, with Joseph, she was just… little.

He was exactly as she’d imagined from their weeks of secret, feverish chats: a solid, calming presence at forty, with gentle eyes that held no judgment, only a deep, knowing warmth. His first touch, a hand on her cheek, was paternal. Reverent. “Welcome home, sweetheart,” he murmured, and the last knot of adult tension in her shoulders dissolved.

The routine began simply, beautifully. A bath. He ran the water, testing the temperature with his wrist, adding a capful of lavender bubbles. He helped her undress, his fingers brushing her skin with a clinical tenderness that made her feel both cherished and utterly exposed. In the steamy water, he knelt beside the tub, a soft sponge in hand. He washed her slowly, starting with her shoulders, working down each arm, lathering the soap over her back in slow, circular motions. “Such a good girl for me,” he whispered, and the praise shot through her, warmer than the water.

He toweled her off with a fluffy cotton towel, patting every droplet away. Then came the soft, flannel pajamas, covered in smiling cartoon planets. He buttoned the top slowly, his knuckles occasionally grazing the swell of her breasts. A shiver, not from cold, traced her spine.

The living room was a sanctuary of softness. A plush rug, oversized pillows, and a trio of stuffed animals awaited. Joseph settled her on the floor, a warm blanket around her shoulders, and turned on a cartoon. The bright, meaningless colors danced on the screen as he sat behind her, his legs framing her body. His hands began to knead her shoulders.

“Just a little massage for my tired girl,” he said, his voice a low rumble near her ear. His thumbs pressed into the tight muscles at the base of her neck, and she melted back against him with a soft sigh. This was the care she’d craved. The absolute, undivided attention.

But the massage didn’t stop at her shoulders. His hands drifted lower, sliding under the loose pajama top to smooth over her ribs. His touch was still gentle, still nurturing, but a new intent hummed beneath it. He told a story, a silly tale about a lost star, as his palms glided over her stomach. As he spoke of the star finding its constellation, his fingertips ghosted up, just brushing the undersides of her breasts.

Audrey’s breath hitched. The cartoon sounds faded into a distant buzz. Every neuron in her body focused on the trail of heat his hands left behind.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his lips close to her ear. “Just feeling how soft you are. My perfect, sweet girl.”

His story continued, but his hands became the true narrative. They cupped her breasts fully, his thumbs circling her nipples through the thin cotton of her pajama top until they tightened into aching peaks. A soft, needy sound escaped her lips. She arched back into his chest, her head lolling against his shoulder.

“Does that feel good, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Please…”

“Please what?” He nibbled lightly on the shell of her ear, his teeth a sharp, delicious contrast to his soothing tone.

“More. Please, more.”

That was all the permission he needed. His hands left her breasts, and for a heart-stopping moment, she felt the loss. But then they were at the button of her pajama bottoms. He undid it slowly, the pop of the button loud in the quiet room. He peeled the soft fabric down her hips, his touch firmer now, more possessive. The cool air kissed her bare skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his palm settling low on her belly.

He shifted her, laying her back onto the pillows, her cartoon-clad top rucking up around her ribs. He loomed over her, his eyes dark with hunger and something tender that made her heart clench. “My beautiful girl,” he murmured, before lowering his head.

His mouth found the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. He didn’t kiss, he nibbled. A gentle scrape of teeth, followed by the soothing lap of his tongue. He worked his way up, leaving a wet, tingling trail. Audrey’s fingers tangled in his hair, her hips lifting off the pillows in a silent, desperate plea.

When his breath ghosted over her core, she whimpered. He didn’t use his mouth there, not yet. Instead, his fingers traced her folds with a feather-light touch that was pure torture. He stroked her, exploring her slick heat, circling her clit with a maddening lightness.

“Joseph… please…” she begged, her voice ragged.

He smiled against her thigh. “So eager. So ready for me.” He reached to the side, to a small drawer in the side table she hadn’t noticed. His hand emerged with a sleek, rose-gold vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, steady hum filled the space between them.

He brought it to her, teasing her outer lips with the smooth, silicone tip. Audrey’s back arched, a sharp cry torn from her throat. “Oh god…”

“Shhh, it’s okay,” he crooned, the caregiver’s tone weaving seamlessly with the predator’s intent. “Just a little toy to help you feel good. Let it happen, sweetheart.”

He pressed it against her clit.

The vibration was instant, profound. It wasn’t frantic, but deep and insistent, a pulse that matched the frantic beating of her heart. He held it there, watching her face as her eyes screwed shut and her mouth fell open in a silent scream. He moved it in slow circles, the stimulation building a coil of tension so tight in her belly she thought she might snap.

Just as she was trembling on the edge, he withdrew it. Her eyes flew open, dazed and pleading.

“Not yet,” he whispered. He was undressing now, shedding his own clothes with swift, efficient movements. His body was solid, powerful, a testament to his years. And he was magnificently, undeniably aroused.

He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He leaned down, bracing himself on his arms, and captured her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss. It was their first real kiss, and it tasted of possession and promise.

“This,” he breathed against her lips. “This is what you need, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Please, I need you.”

He pushed inside.

The feeling was overwhelming. A slow, stretching fullness that chased away every thought, every worry, every shred of her adult self. He filled her completely, moving with a deep, rocking rhythm that was less about frenzy and more about claiming, connecting, consuming. Each drag of his length along her inner walls was a bolt of pure, white-hot pleasure. The vibrator was forgotten; his body was the only instrument she needed.

He adjusted his angle, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot that made her see stars. A broken cry tore from her throat. “Right there! Oh, please, right there!”

He growled, a low, feral sound, and pistoned into her, finding that perfect angle again and again. The careful caregiver was gone, replaced by a man lost in his own need, driving them both toward the peak. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, her ragged pleas and his guttural groans, were the only music in the room.

The coil inside her, wound so tightly by his fingers and the toy, finally, violently sprang loose. Pleasure detonated through her, wave after wave, stealing her breath and her sight. She clenched around him, milking him, and with a final, deep thrust, he followed her over. His release was hot and profound, a shuddering groan muffled against her neck as he spilled into her.

For long minutes, they stayed locked together, sweat-slicked and breathless. The cartoon still played, casting colorful light over their tangled limbs. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body, rolling to his side and gathering her close. He pulled the blanket over them both.

He kissed her forehead, his lips soft and warm. “My good girl,” he whispered, the caregiver fully returned. “My perfect Audrey.”

She nuzzled into his chest, boneless and sated, the blissful float of afterglow wrapping around her. But as his hand drifted down her back, his fingertips tracing idle, possessive patterns on her skin, a new, familiar ache began to stir deep within her again. Her eyes, heavy-lidded, flicked up to meet his.

A knowing smile played on his lips. His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her bottom.

“Again?” she whispered, her voice husky with surprise and a thrilling, hungry hope.

10 - FROM BOARDROOMS TO DIAPERS

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Feather Tickler / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The silence in the penthouse boardroom still rang in Julianna’s ears as her town car crawled through the iron gates of the Thorne estate. The merger was unraveling, a slow-motion disaster she could no longer control. Her own board’s whispers had taken on a sharp, metallic edge. Failure. The word was a taste on her tongue, bitter and constant. Her mentor’s invitation had been a lifeline, a single, elegant sentence in a sea of panic. “Come to the house, Julianna. Let me help you.”

Mr. Thorne met her in the grand foyer. He was a study in composed power, silver hair swept back, a charcoal suit that seemed to absorb the anxiety she radiated. His eyes, the color of a winter sea, swept over her. He saw the tightness in her jaw, the tremor she hid in her clenched fists.

“You’re holding the world on your shoulders, my dear,” he said, his voice a low, velvet rumble. “It’s an untenable strategy. True dominion lies not in relentless grip, but in the wisdom of deliberate release.”

He offered his arm. She took it, the fine wool of his sleeve cool under her fingers. Instead of leading her to the study or the solarium, he guided her down a corridor she’d never seen, to a door disguised as a panel of walnut wainscoting. It opened without a sound.

The air that washed over her was different. Warmer. Soft with the scent of talc and lavender, undercut by something richer, like beeswax and old, polished wood. The hidden wing was a revelation—a high-end Victorian nursery, rendered in impossible detail. Walls were papered in delicate, cream-colored damask. A crystal chandelier, muted by frosted shades, cast a gentle, forgiving light over plush, ivory carpets. There were shelves of antique toys, an ornate rocking horse, and in the center of the room, a low, padded table draped with the softest-looking lambswool.

“This…” Julianna began, but words failed. The corporate battlefield, with its glass and steel, felt a universe away.

“Is a place of recalibration,” Mr. Thorne finished. His hands came to rest on her shoulders, firm and assured. “The persona you wear like armor—the CEO, the negotiator, the unbreakable Julianna—it is a tool. But tools must be cleaned, oiled, and set aside. Or they fracture.”

His fingers moved to the buttons of her severe, navy-blue jacket. A protest died in her throat, suffocated by a profound, disorienting wave of relief. To not be in charge. The thought was a seduction all its own. She stood, pliant, as he undressed her with a clinical efficiency that was somehow more intimate than any lover’s caress. The silk blouse, the pencil skirt, the restrictive lace of her underwear—all were folded and set aside. The cool air kissed her skin, raising fine goosebumps.

From a lacquered cabinet, he produced garments. Not the ones she knew. A chemise of ivory silk, so fine it was almost liquid, trimmed with whispers of lace. Then, the diapers. They were nothing institutional. They were lavish, constructed from cloud-soft cotton, with intricate lace around the edges. He guided her to lie back on the lambswool. His touch was impersonal, methodical, as he lifted her hips, settled the padding beneath her, and fastened the safety pins at her hips. The sensation was absurd. Degrading, perhaps, in another context. Here, in this gilded cage of his making, it felt like an absolution. A sweet, heavy permission to be nothing.

He powdered her then, with a large, downy puff. The talc smelled of innocence and comfort. His movements were broad, smooth circles across her lower belly, the tops of her thighs. Then the puff stilled. The clinical rhythm broke.

His bare palm, warm and dry, replaced the puff. It rested, a heavy, claiming weight, just below her navel. The silence stretched, taut. Julianna’s breath caught, not hitched, but simply… stopped. Held. His thumb began to move, a slow, inexorable sweep along the inside edge of the silk-lined garment, where her hip met her thigh. It was no longer care. It was reconnaissance.

“The body remembers what the mind is forced to forget,” he murmured, his voice closer now. He had knelt beside the table. “The need for touch. For uncomplicated pleasure.”

His touch became a mapmaker’s exploration. He traced the full, sensitive curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, the subtle swell of her lower belly. Each stroke was a deliberate act of rediscovery, igniting pathways of nerve endings she’d long since walled off. A flush bloomed on her skin, a heat that had nothing to do with shame. It was a slow, molten awakening, coiling deep in her core.

From his pocket, he produced the feather. It was an absurd, beautiful thing, a vintage plume of iridescent black, its spine firm, its filaments impossibly soft. He drew it, with agonizing slowness, down the center of her body, from the hollow of her throat, over the silk of the chemise where her nipples had hardened into tight, aching points, down across her trembling stomach.

The sensation was exquisite torture. A whisper-light touch that teased the very surface of her nerves, making her skin sing. She squirmed, a soft, involuntary sound escaping her lips. It was a gasp, thin and desperate.

“There it is,” he said, a note of dark satisfaction in his tone.

He focused the feather’s tip on the inside of her knee, drawing lazy, concentric circles. The sensation was maddening. It danced on the border of ticklish and erotic, skimming, never settling, never providing the pressure she craved. Need built in a thick, insistent pulse between her legs, a hollow ache that grew with every pass of the feather. He traced the lace trim at the leg of the diaper, the delicate filaments catching, tugging ever so slightly on the sensitive skin beneath.

“Please.” The word was out before she could stop it, a raw, single syllable that hung in the perfumed air.

The feather stilled. “Please what, little one?”

She couldn’t articulate it. The complexity of her desire was a tangled knot. Release. Contact. Him.

He understood. He discarded the feather. His hands returned to her hips, his thumbs hooking into the edges of the diaper. He didn’t remove it. He merely opened it, pulling the front down just enough, exposing her. The cool air was a shock against her wet, heated flesh.

Then his mouth was on her.

There was no tentative exploration. He claimed her with a knowing, devastating focus. His tongue was a broad, flat stroke that parted her folds, tasting her deeply. The sound she made was guttural, torn from a place of pure, animal need. Her back arched off the soft wool, her hands flying out to clutch at nothing before tangling in his silver hair. He didn’t gentle his hold; he anchored her, his palms firm on the crests of her hips.

He worked her with a virtuoso’s skill. Long, languid licks that made her thighs shake. Sharp, focused flicks on the tight, swollen bud of her clit that had her crying out, the sounds echoing in the quiet room. He would pull back, blowing cool air across her slickness, watching her writhe, before diving back in with renewed hunger. The world narrowed to this: the slick, hot pressure of his mouth, the scratch of his evening stubble on her tender inner thighs, the low, approving hum he vibrated against her core that sent tremors through her entire body. The dual sensations—the infantilizing silk and lace against her skin, the utterly adult, devouring intensity of his mouth—collided in her mind, shattering every last pretense of control. She was just sensation, a vessel filling to the brim with desperate, clawing pleasure.

“I… I can’t…” she gasped, her heels digging into the soft wool.

He lifted his head, his mouth glistening. “You can. You will. For me.”

One hand slid from her hip, his fingers sliding through her wetness, gathering it, before pushing two inside her in a single, smooth thrust. She cried out, the fullness a perfect counterpoint to the external torment of his tongue. He established a ruthless rhythm, his fingers curling inside her, stroking a spot that made white light flare behind her eyelids, while his tongue and lips continued their dedicated assault on her clit. The tension wound tighter, a spiral of pure need threatening to crack her apart. She was babbling, half-formed pleas and his name, “Thorne… god… right there…”

Her climax, when it ripped through her, was a silent scream. It stole her breath, her vision, her thought. It was a convulsive, total surrender, a wave of pure electric release that clenched around his fingers and left her trembling, boneless, a sob caught in her throat.

Before the last tremor had subsided, he was moving. She heard the slick sound of his zipper, the rustle of clothing. He took the diaper off completely, tossing it aside. He leaned over her, his body a solid, warm weight caging her in. His cock, thick and heavy and already slick at the tip, nudged against her soaked, sensitive entrance. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his. His gaze was fierce, possessive, and utterly focused.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

He pushed in.

The stretch was immense, a breathtaking fullness that made her gasp. He was slow, relentless, giving her body no choice but to accommodate him, inch by devastating inch. When he was fully seated, he held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel the sheer, overwhelming reality of him. Her inner muscles, still fluttering from her first climax, gripped him tightly.

Then he began to move.

It was not a gentle rocking. It was a deep, deliberate claiming. Long, slow withdrawals until just the head remained, followed by deep, driving thrusts that rocked her body on the soft wool. Each stroke brushed that exquisite internal spot, reigniting sparks she thought were spent. The wet, rhythmic sound of their joining filled the room, a stark, carnal counterpoint to the nursery’s serenity. He shifted her legs, hooking them over his arms, opening her wider, plunging deeper. The angle changed, and the pleasure became sharper, more focused, a coil of desperate heat winding tight all over again.

Her second orgasm built faster, a crescendo born of deep, internal friction and the raw, visual stimulus of him above her—the controlled intensity on his face, the power in his shoulders as he drove into her. She shattered with a choked cry, her body clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses so intense they bordered on pain. He growled, a low, feral sound of triumph, and his own control broke. His thrusts lost their measured pace, becoming shorter, harder, frantic. With a final, deep grind, he stilled, his body tensing as he spilled into her, his release a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on and on.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He lowered her legs, withdrew slowly, and collapsed beside her on the thick rug, one arm thrown possessively across her stomach. The silk and lace of her chemise was damp, rumpled, a ridiculous costume for what had just transpired.

Eventually, he rose. He cleaned her with a warm, damp cloth, his touch now reverent, almost tender. He helped her sit up, her limbs weak. He dressed her himself, in simple, elegant clothes he’d laid out—a cashmere sweater, soft trousers. The CEO was being reassembled, piece by piece. But the woman underneath felt fundamentally, irrevocably altered.

As he walked her to the front door, his hand resting on the small of her back, he spoke, his voice once more the calm mentor’s. “The merger documents will be on your desk at eight. Signed. The terms are favorable.”

She stopped, turning to look at him, her mind struggling to reconcile the ruthless businessman with the man who had just wrecked her on a nursery rug.

He smiled, a small, knowing curve of his lips. “Power is a transaction, Julianna. You gave me something precious tonight. Your surrender. I am merely balancing the books.”

He opened the door. The night air was cool and sharp. “We’ll continue your restoration next week. Say, Thursday evening?”


11 - THE NURSE’S REGRESSION THERAPY

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Medical Exam / Massage / Fingering

The sterile, recycled air of the waiting room tasted of antiseptic and quiet desperation. Chloe’s own bitterness lingered on her tongue, a familiar flavor after three years in the ER. She’d signed the waiver for Dr. Elias Blake’s “Somatic Regression Therapy” with a hand so numb from fatigue it barely qualified as her own. The forms had been… intrusive. Pages probing her stress levels, her sleep patterns, her deepest, most secret fantasies. In a haze of burnout, she’d written the truth: I dream of not being in charge. I dream of someone else taking care of everything.

Now, she sat on a cold vinyl chair, listening to the faint, melodic hum of machinery behind a frosted glass door marked Treatment Suite 1. Her pulse, a dull throb in her temples, was the only sign of life.

The door sighed open. “Chloe.”

Dr. Blake stood in the doorway, and the clinical atmosphere seemed to warp around him. He wasn’t tall, but he possessed a dense, solid presence. His hair, salt-and-pepper and precisely styled, framed a face of striking, intelligent symmetry. His eyes, a cool, assessing grey, held hers. He wore a lab coat over a dark turtleneck, the fabric looking expensive, soft. His voice was a low, velvet-rumbled baritone that didn’t ask, but stated.

“Come in.”

She followed, her sensible nurse’s clogs whispering against polished concrete. The suite was nothing like she expected. It was warm, lit by recessed lighting that glowed amber instead of fluorescent white. One wall was a bank of sleek monitors, displaying serene bioscapes—pulsing heart rhythms, undulating brainwave patterns. The centerpiece was a large, padded platform, wider than a hospital bed, upholstered in a cream-colored medical vinyl. A mobile of softly glowing orbs hung above it. It looked like a nursery designed by a futuristic architect.

“Your intake was illuminating, Chloe,” Dr. Blake said, moving to a console. His fingers danced over a touchscreen. “Chronic fatigue. Suppressed parasympathetic response. Your body has forgotten how to rest. How to receive.” He turned, those grey eyes pinning her. “You gave yourself permission to want something simple. That’s the first step.”

“I just wrote what I felt,” she mumbled, the professional in her bristling at the diagnosis she already knew.

“You wrote what you needed,” he corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. “The therapy is simple. You will regress to a pre-verbal, pre-responsibility state. Your nervous system will reset. My role is to facilitate that regression, to provide the external regulation your body craves.” He gestured to the platform. “Remove your clothes, please. Everything. The sensors need direct skin contact.”

A hot-cold wave washed over her. This was it. The point of no return. She’d disrobed for doctors a hundred times, but this felt different. The air in the room was charged, attentive. Swallowing the dry lump in her throat, she obeyed. Her scrubs, her underwear, her bra—all pooled at her feet like shed skin. She stood naked, the air cool on her flesh, her arms crossing instinctively over her breasts.

Dr. Blake didn’t stare. His gaze was clinical, sweeping over her form as one might assess a complex piece of equipment. He approached with a folded bundle of white fabric. “Arms up.”

She raised them. He guided her arms into the sleeves of a garment that was unmistakably a onesie, but crafted from a whisper-soft, brushed cotton. It enveloped her, the fabric warming instantly against her skin.

Next came the diaper. It wasn’t childish. It was medical, thick, with a faint, clean scent of aloe and a subtle, crinkling sound as he unfolded it. “Lie back.”

She did, the padded platform yielding beneath her. He lifted her hips with an effortless, practiced strength, sliding the thick padding beneath her. His hands were warm, impersonal, and devastatingly efficient as he taped the fasteners snugly at her hips. The bulk between her legs was profound, a strange, weighty reminder of her surrender.

He fastened the snaps of the onesie between her legs, the pop-pop-pop sound absurdly loud. The fit was snug, comforting.

“Good,” he murmured, almost to himself. He reached for a large, silicone bottle filled with warm, creamy liquid. “This is a nutrient-rich formula. It will soothe your digestive tract and encourage a restful state.”

He cradled the back of her head, lifting it gently. The nipple of the bottle touched her lips. “Open.”

The command was soft, absolute. She parted her lips, and he slid the teat inside. The warm milk flooded her mouth, sweet and vanilla-tinged. A pathetic, needy sound vibrated in her throat as she suckled. Her eyes drifted shut. The act was profoundly infantilizing, and yet, a coil of tension deep in her gut began, for the first time in years, to loosen. She drank, the only sounds her swallows and the soft crinkle of the diaper as she shifted.

When the bottle was empty, he withdrew it, wiping a stray drop from her chin with his thumb. The simple touch sent a jolt through her system.

“Now, Chloe,” he said, his voice dropping into a more intimate register. “I’m going to examine you.”

Her eyes flew open. Examine. The word, in this context, held a new, electric charge.

He fetched a stethoscope, the metal disc gleaming. “Your heart first.” He leaned over her, the scent of him—clean soap, something faintly spicy—filling her space. The cold disc touched the cotton over her sternum. He listened, his face a mask of concentration. Then he moved it lower, to the left, the right. His free hand rested lightly on her side, just above the waistband of the diaper. “Elevated sinus rhythm. Anticipation.” He said it like a fact.

He let the stethoscope hang and reached for a small steel bowl warming on an induction plate. A rich, herbal scent rose from it—sandalwood, clove. He dipped his fingers in, coating them in warm oil that gleamed in the low light.

“I need to assess tissue responsiveness.”

His oil-slick hands found her feet first. Strong, kneading strokes that made her toes curl. He worked up her calves, his thumbs digging into the tight cords of her muscles, unraveling knots she’d carried for months. The sensation was exquisite, a blend of deep pressure and slick, gliding friction. He paid meticulous attention to her inner thighs, his fingers tracing slow, firm paths upwards, stopping just where the leg of the onesie met the bulky diaper.

A warm, diffuse pleasure began to spread through her limbs, a heavy languor. But beneath it, something else was stirring, low and insistent.

“Turn over, Chloe.”

She rolled onto her stomach, the diaper rustling loudly. He unsnapped the onesie, pushing it up to her waist, exposing the small of her back, the swell of her buttocks inside the thick white padding. His oiled palms smoothed over her skin, worshipful and thorough. A soft, involuntary sigh escaped her. Each stroke was deliberate, possessive.

“There it is,” he said, his voice an intimate murmur near her ear. “The body beginning to speak.”

His hands slipped lower, over the curve of her buttocks, massaging, squeezing through the crinkling material. The sound was obscenely intimate. The pressure, the containment, the sheer vulnerability of her position—it was melting her from the inside out. A slick, hot awareness blossomed between her legs, an ache that had nothing to do with pain.

“Please,” she whispered into the padded platform, not knowing what she was asking for.

“I know,” he soothed. “The preliminary scans show remarkable tension in your pelvic floor. A classic stress-holding pattern. We need to release that.”

His fingers hooked into the waistband of the diaper. The tapes gave way with a soft ripping sound. Cool air kissed the exposed skin of her lower back, her buttocks. He peeled the dampened padding down, just enough.

His oiled hand, now devastatingly warm, glided into the newly exposed space. He cupped her bare sex from behind, his palm a heavy, perfect weight against her. A sharp, gasping inhale tore from her lungs. Her hips pushed back against his hand of their own volition.

“The treatment requires full compliance, Chloe,” he stated, his other hand firm on her hip, holding her in place. “You will accept the prescription. It’s for your health.”

His right index finger found her clit. Not a frantic fumble, but a slow, deep, circling massage. The fingers of his left hand, slick with oil and her own gathering wetness, sought and found her entrance. He didn’t thrust. He pressed. A slow, inexorable pressure that made her vision blur. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the broad, stimulating friction on the outside, the deep, filling pressure within.

“That’s it,” he coached, his voice thick with a professional kind of approval. “Let the tension dissolve. Release it.”

Her body was a live wire. Every nerve ending converged between her legs, where his hand worked its clinical magic. The first climax built not as a wave, but as a sudden, tectonic shift. It erupted through her, a silent, convulsive seizure that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. It was less pleasure than a violent, necessary expulsion. She shuddered, a broken sound catching in her throat.

Dr. Blake didn’t stop. His hand kept moving, the rhythm unbroken. “One is merely a start. The system requires a complete purge.”

Sensitivity screamed into overdrive, a bright, almost-painful shine. But beneath the shock, the embers of another, deeper need were stirring. His finger, now slicker, slid deeper inside her, curling upwards. The circling on her clit was a relentless torment.

“You’re my most responsive patient,” he murmured, leaning over her, his chest pressing against her back. His lips were close to her ear. “Your body understands the protocol.”

The second peak was different. Slower, hotter, a syrupy build that coiled her spine. It crested with a low, guttural moan she didn’t recognize as her own. Her walls clenched rhythmically around his finger, milking the sensation, drawing it out.

Still, he continued. He added a second finger, stretching her, filling her utterly. The pace of his finger increased. The sensations began to blur, one climax bleeding into the next build-up. She was crying out now, short, sharp gasps that matched the rhythm of his hand. She lost count. She lost thought. There was only the platform beneath her, the solid weight of him behind her, and the devastating, expert manipulation of his hands pulling shudders and spasms from her very core.

Time dissolved. She floated in a haze of spent sensation, her body humming, liquid and boneless. Finally, his movements slowed, then stilled. He withdrew his hand with a soft, wet sound. He wiped his hands on a towel, then cleaned between her legs with a warm, damp cloth. He carefully redid the tapes of the diaper, his touch now oddly tender. He pulled the onesie back down, covering her.

He helped her roll onto her back. Her eyes were unfocused, staring at the glowing orbs above.

“The initial treatment is complete,” he said, his voice back to its composed, velvety tone. But his eyes, as they met her dazed ones, held a dark, possessive warmth. “But you will need several more sessions for complete restoration.”

He fastened the final snap at her throat. “We’ll need to schedule a follow-up. The regression needs reinforcement to become permanent.” He smoothed a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “I’ll take particular care with your case, Chloe. You’re… exceptional.”

12 - ANNIE’S NEW PLAYMATE

MMF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Spanking / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Facial

Annie’s pink room, usually a sanctuary of plush toys and soft blankets, felt suddenly, claustrophobically small. The air, usually scented with her strawberry shampoo, now carried the faint, unfamiliar perfume of the stranger standing beside Daddy Carlos. Katie. A name that sat in Annie’s stomach like a cold, hard stone.

Annie had been Carlos’s little girl for a year now. She’d moved into his house where he’d built her a playroom, full of toys and games. It was a place where she could forget the troubles of the adult world, secure in the knowledge that Daddy Carlos would take care of everything. But then, Katie came along, threatening everything Annie held dear.

Carlos’s hand was large and reassuring on the small of Annie’s back. “This is Katie, sweetheart. She’s going to be your new playmate.”

Katie smiled, a timid, practiced thing. She was dressed similarly to Annie—a frilly, knee-length pastel dress, white socks, and shiny black shoes. A copycat, Annie thought, her jealousy a sharp, green twist in her chest. The afternoon was a blur of forced tea parties and awkward doll-play, Annie’s movements stiff, her responses monosyllabic. Every giggle from Katie felt like a personal affront, every approving nod from Carlos a betrayal.

The breaking point came when Katie proudly presented her porcelain doll, a delicate thing with painted blue eyes. “Daddy got her for me last week,” Katie chirped, her voice saccharine.

Something inside Annie snapped. It wasn’t premeditated. Her hand just lashed out, swatting the doll from Katie’s grasp. It hit the edge of the vanity with a sickening crack, the head separating from the body and rolling under the bed.

Silence, thick and heavy, filled the room.

Katie’s eyes welled with real tears. Carlos’s expression shifted from patient to stern in a heartbeat. The warmth drained from his eyes, replaced by a cool, disappointed authority that made Annie’s heart thud painfully.

“Annie.” His voice was low, a warning rumble. “What did you do?”

“She—she was showing off!” Annie stammered, hearing how petulant she sounded.

“That is no excuse. You have been very, very bad.” He turned to Katie, his tone softening only slightly. “I’m sorry, Katie. Annie will apologize. Right now.”

Annie’s cheeks burned. “Sorry,” she mumbled to the floor.

“Look at her when you say it,” Carlos commanded.

Reluctantly, Annie lifted her gaze to Katie’s tear-streaked face. “I’m sorry I broke your doll.”

Carlos nodded, his decision made. “Good. But sorry isn’t enough for such deliberate naughtiness. You know what happens to bad girls.” He sat on the edge of her fluffy bed and patted his thigh. “Come here.”

A familiar mix of dread and a strange, shivering anticipation coiled in Annie’s belly. She hesitated, but the firm look in his eyes brooked no argument. Slowly, she walked over, the frills of her dress whispering as she moved. He guided her face-down over his solid legs, her stomach resting on his muscular thigh. He flipped up the back of her dress, exposing her plain white cotton panties.

“Count for me, babygirl.”

The first smack landed, a sharp, stinging crack against the thin fabric. Annie gasped. “One.”

He spanked her again, harder, the impact blooming into a warm, spreading heat. “Two.”

Smack. “Three!” Her voice hitched.

Smack. “Four!”

By the time he reached ten, her bottom was throbbing, a deep, radiant ache that pulsed with her heartbeat. She was crying, hot tears soaking into the bedspread, but beneath the sting was a perverse sense of relief, of order being restored. He had seen her badness and was correcting it. She was his.

When he finished, he let her lie there for a moment, his large hand gently rubbing the punished flesh. Then he helped her up, wiping her tears with his thumb. Katie watched, wide-eyed, from the rocking chair, her earlier upset now mingled with fascination.

“Now,” Carlos said, his voice returning to its calm, commanding tone. “I think you two need to bond. A proper, close bond. I want you both to take off your dresses. Right now.”

Annie’s breath caught. She glanced at Katie, who was already standing, her fingers trembling on the buttons of her own dress. The competitive jealousy flared again, but it was different now, filtered through the haze of her punishment and the raw, exposed feeling of being over his knee. She wanted to be good. She wanted to please him.

They undressed in silence, letting the frilly garments pool at their feet until they stood in just their socks and panties. Carlos’s gaze was approving, possessive, moving over both of them. “The panties too. And the socks. I want to see all of you.”

Annie hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton briefs, pushing them down her legs. The cool air kissed her heated skin, making her shiver. She saw Katie do the same, revealing a neat triangle of dark curls. They were both naked now, two young women standing shyly in a little girl’s room, their bodies ripe and undeniably adult under the soft glow of the fairy lights.

“Beautiful,” Carlos murmured. “Annie, come here. Touch Katie. Show her you’re friends.”

Annie’s pulse hammered in her ears. She stepped closer to Katie, who stood perfectly still, her breath shallow. Tentatively, Annie reached out, her fingertips brushing the soft skin of Katie’s stomach. Katie flinched, then exhaled, her body relaxing. Emboldened, Annie cupped Katie’s small, pert breast, her thumb circling the already tight peak of her nipple. Katie’s lips parted in a soft oh.

“That’s it,” Carlos encouraged from his seat on the bed, his own posture relaxed but his eyes intensely focused. “Explore. Learn what she likes.”

Annie’s hand drifted lower, over the gentle curve of Katie’s hip, through the coarse silk of her pubic hair, and finally, into the slick heat between her legs. Katie gasped, her knees buckling slightly as Annie’s middle finger found her entrance and slid inside. It was incredibly wet, tight and hot. Annie began to move her finger, a slow in-and-out, watching Katie’s face contort with pleasure. She added a second finger, curling them slightly, and Katie cried out, a genuine, ragged sound of bliss as her hips began to jerk forward to meet each thrust.

“She likes that,” Carlos observed, his voice a low rumble. “Now, Katie. Your turn. Taste Annie. Make her feel good.”

Katie, her face flushed, dropped to her knees without hesitation. Her hands gripped Annie’s thighs, and then her tongue was there, a flat, hot stroke right up the center of Annie’s slit. Annie’s head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat. Oh god. It was so different from Carlos’s touch—softer, more curious, but no less devastating. Katie licked and sucked at her clit with a frantic, eager devotion, her fingers digging into Annie’s flesh.

The jealousy, the frustration, the sting of the spanking—it all melted, combusting into pure, white-hot sensation. Annie’s hands tangled in Katie’s hair, not guiding, just holding on as the pleasure built, a terrifying, wonderful pressure in her core. She was babbling, pleading, “Yes, right there, don’t stop, please…” and then she was coming, her body convulsing as a flood of wetness gushed over Katie’s chin and mouth. Katie drank it down, lapping at her until Annie, trembling, had to push her gently away.

Carlos stood then, unbuckling his belt. The sound of his zipper was loud in the quiet room. He freed his erection, thick and already fully hard. “My good girls,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “Come here. Both of you.”

They moved to him, kneeling together on the soft rug before him. Annie leaned in first, taking the broad head of his cock into her mouth, tasting salt and skin. She swirled her tongue around the crown, then Katie was there, kissing and licking the length of his shaft. They worked in tandem, Annie sucking the head deep while Katie worshipped the base, their hands roaming over his hips and thighs. He groaned, a deep, visceral sound of pleasure, his fingers carding through both of their hairs.

“Switch,” he grunted.

Katie took him into her mouth, taking him deeper than Annie had, her cheeks hollowing. Annie lavished attention on his heavy balls, cupping and licking, before tracing her tongue up the prominent vein on the underside of his shaft to meet Katie’s mouth. They shared him like this, a messy, wet, intimate dance, their tongues tangling around his flesh, until his breathing grew ragged.

“I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice strained.

They both pulled back, looking up at him with wide, eager eyes, their lips swollen and glistening. With a final, powerful groan, he came. Thick, hot ropes of cum shot across their faces, striping Annie’s cheek and Katie’s forehead, landing in warm spurts on their tongues and chins. They stayed still, panting, accepting every last drop.

Carlos sank back onto the bed, pulling them both up to nestle against his sides. He kissed Annie’s damp forehead. “You see, my precious Annie? Nothing has changed. You are still my babygirl.” He turned and kissed Katie’s temple. “And you, Katie, are welcome here. You are both mine.”

Annie nuzzled into his chest, the last vestiges of her fear dissolving. The salty taste of him was on her lips, the scent of their shared sex filled the air, and Katie’s warm, sticky body was pressed against her other side. It was chaotic, and overwhelming, and perfect. She wasn’t being replaced. The family had just gotten bigger.

13 - THE LAWYER’S RETREAT

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Riding Crop / Vibrator

The air in the private consultation room smelled of sandalwood and something sterile, like polished stone. Sophie sat rigidly in the low leather chair, her expensive silk blouse feeling like a ridiculous costume. Her leg bounced, a frantic percussion against the thick rug.

“Your thoughts are a swarm of hornets, Miss Johnson,” Jasper said, his voice a low baritone that seemed to absorb the sharp edges of her anxiety. He stood by the window, a silhouette of calm against the diffuse afternoon light. He was tall, his shoulders broad beneath a simple linen tunic, his forearms corded with lean muscle. He didn’t look like any therapist she’d ever seen. He looked like a sculptor, or a fallen angel who’d taken up massage.

“I have a closing argument to draft for a nine-figure merger by Monday,” she snapped, checking her non-existent watch. “This ‘retreat’ was a mistake. I don’t have time for hornet metaphors.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “You have all the time in the world here. Your time is now mine. And your problem isn’t time. It’s control.” He turned, his eyes a disconcerting shade of slate blue, holding hers without challenge, simply observing. “You clutch it so tightly you’ve strangled your own capacity to feel. To receive. Your body is a depository for stress, not sensation.”

Sophie opened her mouth to argue, to list her accomplishments, her billable hours, her perfect, controlled life. But the words died. He saw her. He saw the brittle scaffolding, and the terrifying void beneath it. A warm, unfamiliar pulse stirred low in her body, a traitorous flutter.

“Come with me,” he said, not as an invitation, but as a statement of fact.

He led her down a silent, carpeted hall to a different door. He opened it. The room beyond was a study in soft absurdity. The walls were a creamy beige, soundproofed. The floor was covered in a plush, ivory carpet that swallowed her heels. And the furniture… it wasn’t furniture. It was giant, amorphous shapes upholstered in pale, buttery leather—a sprawling mound like a cloud, a curved nest, a wide, low platform. It was a room designed for a giant, pampered infant.

“What is this?” Her voice was smaller than she intended.

“Your decompression chamber,” Jasper stated, his tone clinical. He walked to a lacquered cabinet and withdrew two items. One was a garment of soft, powder-blue cotton, covered in tiny white ruffles. An adult-sized romper, with snaps at the crotch. The other was a thick, disposable diaper, pristine white.

“No.” The word was automatic, a reflex. “Absolutely not.”

“The contract you signed gives me discretionary use of therapeutic modalities to achieve psychological unburdening,” he recited, his gaze never leaving her face. “This is a modality. You will relinquish the costume of the high-powered lawyer. You will put on the uniform of surrender.”

Her throat tightened. Humiliation burned her cheeks. But beneath it, that pulse deepened, becoming a slow, insistent throb. The sheer wrongness of it was a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had. Her breathing became shallow, uneven.

“I…”

“Take off your clothes,” he instructed, his voice leaving no room for debate.

With fingers that trembled, Sophie began to unbutton her blouse. He didn’t help, didn’t look away. He watched with the detached interest of a scientist noting data. Each piece of her armor—the silk, the tailored slacks, the lace bra, the practical cotton panties—fell to the soft carpet, a puddle of her former self. The air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She stood there, exposed, her arms instinctively crossing over her breasts.

Jasper approached. He pulled the romper over her head. The cotton was shockingly soft against her skin. He guided her arms through, his fingers brushing only the fabric. He knelt before her. The sight of his dark, bowed head so close to her bare thighs made her muscles quiver. Then his hands were at her waist, rolling the diaper into place beneath her. The material was thick, crinkling softly with the movement. He fastened the tapes at her hips with efficient, gentle pressure. The bulk between her legs was alien, infantilizing. He then snapped the crotch of the romper shut, sealing her in.

“Good,” he said, the word devoid of warmth. “Now, sit.” He pointed to a corner of the room where two walls met.

She shuffled over, the diaper whispering with each step, and sank down onto the carpet, drawing her knees up. Jasper produced a small, wooden bowl and a silver spoon. He sat cross-legged before her, a giant in his simple clothes facing an overgrown baby in hers. He dipped the spoon into the bowl—it held a smooth, vanilla-scented custard—and held it to her lips.

“Open.”

She parted her lips. The custard was cool, sweet. She swallowed. He fed her another spoonful. And another. The process was silent, ritualistic. Her mind, usually a cacophony of strategy and worry, began to go quiet. There was only the spoon, the taste, the sound of her own swallowing, and Jasper’s impassive face.

When she fidgeted, adjusting the bulky diaper, his hand shot out and stilled her knee. “Quiet time,” he said, his voice firm. “You will sit still. You will be still.”

He rose and left her there. Minutes stretched. She listened to the hum of silence. The initial humiliation began to morph into something else—a strange, weightless emptiness. The pressure to perform, to think, to be Sophie Johnson, Esq., bled away into the soft walls. She was just a body in a corner, wearing a silly outfit. A faint, traitorous wetness began to gather between her legs, unrelated to the diaper’s purpose. The sheer submission of it was unlocking something dark and hungry.

When he returned, the light in the room had softened to dusk. He didn’t speak. He simply walked over, bent, and slid one arm under her knees and the other behind her back. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, cradling her against his chest. Her head lolled against his shoulder. She could smell him now—clean soap, warm skin, a hint of something earthy and male. Her arms hung limply; all fight, all pretense of control, was gone.

He carried her to the padded platform in the center of the room. It was covered in a sheet of clean, waterproof vinyl that felt cool through the thin cotton of her romper. He laid her on her back. The padding conformed to her body, holding her in a gentle embrace.

Then his hands went to the snaps at her crotch. The sound was loud in the quiet room. Pop. Pop. Pop. He peeled the romper open. The cool air hit her lower belly, her mound. His fingers hooked into the waistband of the diaper. He peeled it down, slowly, the adhesive tapes giving way with a soft tearing sound. He discarded it.

She was exposed. Utterly. The frilly romper was bunched around her waist, a ridiculous frame for the very adult nakedness below. Jasper’s eyes traveled down her body with a possessiveness that made her stomach clench. This wasn’t a lover’s gaze. It was an assessment.

“Legs apart,” he commanded, his voice still that calm, clinical baritone.

She let her knees fall open. The vulnerability was so complete it felt like its own kind of power.

He placed a large, warm hand on her lower abdomen, pressing down slightly. “Breathe.” His other hand began to explore. Not with caresses, but with deliberate, firm pressure. He traced the line where her thigh met her torso, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh. He palpated her mons, his touch impersonal, almost medical. Then his fingers parted her folds.

She jolted. A sharp, sweet sensation shot through her.

“Be still,” he murmured, his eyes on his work. One finger, then two, slid along her slit, gathering the moisture that had pooled there. He examined it, rubbing his fingers together. “Your body understands what your mind resists. It is ready.”

He reached to a small tray she hadn’t noticed. When his hand returned, it held a slender, black leather riding crop. Not a cruel implement, but a polished, serious tool. He laid the flat of the leather against her inner thigh. It was cool, smooth.

“The body responds to clear stimulus,” he explained, as if giving a lecture. “Pain and pleasure are neighbors. We will wake up the neighborhood.”

He lifted the crop and brought it down. Thwip. A line of heat bloomed across her thigh. Not pain, not quite. A startling, bright sensation that made her gasp. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Thwip. Another stripe, parallel to the first. The heat spread, melting into a deep, radiating warmth. Her breathing grew ragged. Each strike was precise, controlled, landing on the soft flesh of her inner thighs, never touching her core.

Thwip. Thwip.

With each impact, the confusing knot of shame and tension in her belly unraveled. Each sting was a command her body could obey, a demand that erased thought. A molten pool of arousal gathered, soaking her. She was panting, her back arching slightly off the table.

Jasper watched her face, his own expression unchanged. He saw the flush spreading from her chest to her throat, the parted lips, the glazed eyes. He set the crop aside.

“Now,” he said, his voice dropping, shedding its clinical edge for something darker, richer. “Now we treat the core of the tension.”

His hands returned to her, but they were different. The possessiveness was still there, but it was no longer cold. It was claiming. He pushed her thighs wider, his grip firm. He leaned over her, his body a wall of heat. With one hand, he reached again to the tray. This time, he returned with a sleek, black vibrator, its surface gleaming.

He didn’t enter her with it. Not yet. He turned it on. A low, insistent hum filled the space between them. He brought the tip to her clit.

Sophie cried out. The sensation was electric, immediate, a direct current to her spine. He held it there, applying perfect, unyielding pressure, his eyes locked on hers. The vibrations weren’t gentle. They were deep, thrumming, relentless. They dismantled her.

“You cling to control,” he said, his voice a rough whisper near her ear. “But look at you. Dressed as a child, shaking like a leaf on my table. Your body is begging for me to take it. Which is the real you, Sophie? The lawyer? Or this?” He pressed the vibrator harder.

A sob tore from her throat. Pleasure, sharp and overwhelming, clawed its way up from her core. The infantile clothing, the firm hands, the humiliating position, the expert stimulation—it all coalesced into a single, shattering point of contradiction. She was powerless. And in that powerlessness, she was freer than she’d ever been.

“Please,” she whimpered, the word meaning everything and nothing.

“Please, what?” He didn’t let up the pressure.

“I don’t know!”

“Yes, you do.”

He moved the vibrator then, sliding it down, through her slickness, and then, with a slow, inexorable push, he filled her with it. The stretch was exquisite. The internal vibrations merged with the external ones on her clit, a devastating dual assault. He began to move it, a slow, deep glide in and out, his wrist steady, his gaze burning into her.

“Let it happen,” he commanded, and it wasn’t a gentle suggestion. It was an order.

Her orgasm didn’t crest. It detonated. It erupted from some deep, untouched vault inside her, a white-hot convulsion that seized every muscle. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound as her back bowed violently off the table. The sensations ripped through her, wave after blinding wave, and as the peak held her, suspended in agony and ecstasy, a hot gush released from her, soaking the vinyl beneath her with a force that was unmistakable.

Jasper didn’t stop. He kept the vibrator buried deep, milking the last shudders from her, watching as her body flailed in the aftermath, spent and trembling. When she finally collapsed, boneless and gasping, he slowly withdrew the toy, turning it off. The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by her ragged breaths and the soft drip from the table.

He looked down at the mess, at her utterly ruined form in the frilly romper, a small, satisfied curve finally touching his mouth. He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear, his voice a dark promise that vibrated through her sated bones.

“That,” he whispered, “was just the beginning of your treatment.”

14 - RESETTING THE JOURNALIST

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Whipping / Dildo / PIV Sex

The air in Dr. Cline’s office wasn’t cold, but it carried a sterile chill that seeped into Quinn’s bones. It smelled of lemongrass disinfectant and old money, a scent that did nothing to calm the furious tremor in her hands. She stared at the man behind the vast, obsidian desk, her professional composure a cracked vase barely holding its shape.

“A series of impulsive outbursts,” Dr. Cline repeated, his voice a low, smooth baritone that seemed to absorb the light in the room. He didn’t look up from her file. “Cost you the Benson interview. The mayoral debacle. Your editor’s final warning.” He finally lifted his gaze. His eyes were the color of a winter sea, calm and utterly depthless. “Your therapist believes you are fundamentally broken, Ms. Thorne. That your adult wiring is faulty. Incendiary.”

Quinn’s jaw tightened. “I’m passionate. There’s a difference.”

“Passion is controlled. What you exhibit is a toddler’s tantrum in a woman’s body.” He closed the folder with a definitive snap. “The Cline Institute doesn’t treat symptoms. We reset the source. We will strip you back to a state of pure receptivity, where your only function is to receive instruction and correction. We call it the ‘Reset’ program.”

A laugh, sharp and brittle, escaped her. “This is absurd. I’m not agreeing to some… some brainwashing camp.”

“You already have,” he said, standing. He was taller than she’d estimated, his presence immediately domineering. “Your employer mandated it. Your signature is on the waiver. Your alternatives are unemployment and a permanent black mark. Come with me.”

Resistance boiled in her throat, but the pragmatism that had once made her a great journalist snuffed it out. She followed him, her heels sinking into the plush ivory carpet of a long, silent hallway. He led her into a room that was neither medical nor office. It was a soft, pastel-toned space, dominated by a large, padded table with sturdy leather restraints at the corners and a shelf holding items that made her stomach twist: thick, white pads, rolls of translucent tape, bottles of powder.

“Remove your clothes,” Dr. Cline instructed, his back to her as he selected items from the shelf.

“Absolutely not.”

He turned, holding a garment of soft, pale pink cotton. It was a one-piece suit, a onesie, with a high neck and long sleeves, but it featured a series of snaps running up the back and across the crotch. “The choice is an illusion, Quinn. You can undress yourself, or I will do it for you. The latter will involve additional corrections from the start.”

The clinical detachment in his voice was more threatening than any shout. Humiliation, hot and prickling, spread across her skin. With stiff, jerky movements, she removed her blouse, her slacks, her underwear, letting them pool on the floor like shed skin. She stood shivering in the conditioned air, arms crossed over her breasts.

“All of it,” he said, without looking.

Teeth clenched, she removed her bra. She felt utterly exposed, not just physically but in some deeper, more vulnerable way. He approached then, and the first touch of the soft cotton against her skin made her flinch. He guided her arms into the sleeves, pulled the garment up her legs. It was snug, embarrassingly form-fitting. Then his hands were at her back, and she heard a series of sharp clicks as he secured the snaps at her back.

Next, he unfolded one of the thick, white pads from the shelf. The crinkle of its plastic backing was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He laid it on the table. “Lie down.”

“No. This is too far.” Her voice wavered.

A sigh, the first hint of impatience. He took her elbow, his grip firm and inescapable, and guided her down onto the padded surface. The plastic crinkled beneath her. Before she could react, he lifted her hips, slid the pad beneath her, and then proceeded to tape it securely around her waist with a practiced, impersonal efficiency. The bulk between her legs was shocking, humiliating, a blatant reminder of her reduced state. He then produced a pair of white plastic pants, sheathing the entire ensemble, the sound a constant, rustling whisper with every tiny movement. He snapped the crotch of the onesie, sealing her in.

He helped her stand. The onesie felt like a second skin, the diaper an outrageous, bulky weight. “This is your baseline,” he explained, his voice once more that calm, instructive monotone. “You will be fed, changed, and disciplined according to your compliance. Your adult will is suspended. Now, lunch.”

Lunch was served in a small, high-chair-like seat at a miniature table in an adjacent room. A bowl of pureed carrots and peas sat before her. Quinn stared at it, a fresh wave of rebellion crashing over her. She crossed her arms, turning her head away.

Dr. Cline observed her from the doorway for a full minute. “Very well.”

He walked to the corner of the room where a small, plain wooden chair sat facing the wall. “Time-out. Now.”

“Go to hell.”

He didn’t argue. He simply took her arm, led her to the chair, and pressed her down onto it. The bulky diaper made sitting awkward, the plastic pants squeaking against the wood. “You will sit here until you are ready to eat your lunch. You will not speak. You will not leave this chair.”

He walked away. The silence was absolute, broken only by the hum of the air vent and the sound of her own breathing. Minutes stretched. The humiliation curdled into a hard, sharp anger. She stood up.

“Sit down, Quinn.” His voice came from behind her, no louder than before.

She didn’t. She took a step towards the door.

A hand closed on her shoulder, spun her around. In Dr. Cline’s other hand was a thin, supple strip of leather, about eighteen inches long. His expression was serene. “Non-compliance earns a correction. Ten strokes. Bend over the chair.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am the only serious thing in your world right now.” The certainty in his voice was a wall. “Bend. Over.”

Trembling, a cocktail of terror and fury electrifying her blood, she leaned over the back of the time-out chair, the padded front of the diaper pressing into the wood. She braced herself, expecting a lecture, a final warning.

The first stroke came without ceremony.

Thwack.

The sound was explosive—a sharp, crisp report of leather impacting taut plastic. The sensation was a bright, shocking sting that radiated heat through the thick padding and into her flesh. She gasped, more from surprise than pain.

Thwack.

The second landed lower, the sting deeper. A jolt went through her, straight to her core.

Thwack. Thwack.

He found a rhythm. Each stroke was measured, deliberate, the leather landing with unerring accuracy on the full curve of her diapered backside. The initial sting bloomed into a deep, throbbing heat. The sounds—the sharp crack, the crinkle of plastic, her own sharp inhalations—filled the sterile room. With each impact, her body jerked forward. With each jerk, the bulky padding rubbed against her, a strange, persistent friction.

Somewhere between the fifth and sixth stroke, the chemistry of her panic changed.

The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach. But under the heat of the punishment, something else awoke. A dark, heavy pulse began to beat in time with the strokes, low in her belly, deep between her legs. The humiliation twisted, morphing into a seedy, compelling arousal. The sharp bites of pain transformed into signals that lit up her nerves, converging in a place that was growing slick and warm despite herself. She hated him. She wanted him to stop. And a treacherous, hidden part of her wanted the next stroke, needed the next jolt of sensation to feed the confusing fire spreading in her veins.

Thwack. Thwack.

A soft, choked sound escaped her—not a sob, but something guttural and needy. She felt herself pushing back slightly into the strokes, seeking the contact, the friction.

The final stroke landed, the loudest yet. Then, silence, except for her ragged breathing.

Dr. Cline’s hand rested on the small of her back, not gently. He could feel the tremors running through her. “Stand up.”

She did, unsteady. Her face was flushed, her eyes wide and glazed. The seat of the plastic pants was warm from the punishment. The ache was profound, but it was tangled inextricably with a throbbing, empty longing.

Without a word, he took her hand and led her back to the first room, to the padded table. He guided her onto it, onto her back this time. The crinkling beneath her was a soundtrack to her degradation. He reached for a clasp at the crotch of the onesie, unfastened it, then peeled the plastic pants down her trembling legs. He tore the tapes on the diaper with a ruthless, ripping sound and pulled the sodden padding away, leaving her exposed and vulnerable on the cool vinyl.

The air on her overheated skin made her shiver. Her arousal was now blatant, a glistening proof of her shame. Dr. Cline looked at her, his winter-sea eyes finally showing a flicker of something—not warmth, but a kind of cold satisfaction. “Good. The correction is taking. The reset is beginning.”

He turned to the shelf and selected a toy. It was made of sleek, flesh-toned silicone, substantial in length and girth. He coated it with a clear gel from a bottle. Quinn watched, hypnotized by the deliberate motions, her body tense with dread and awful anticipation.

He didn’t prepare her with fingers. He simply positioned the broad, rounded tip at her entrance. “This is the preparation you require. You will take it.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate, intense. A sound tore from her throat, a mix of protest and overwhelming sensation. He worked the toy in with steady, relentless pressure, not stopping until it was fully seated within her. The feeling of being so abruptly, so completely filled was shocking. It wasn’t gentle, but it was precisely what her frantic, confused body craved. The full, stretching ache banished the last echoes of the sting, replacing it with a deep, internal pressure that made her hips twitch.

He began to move it, slow, dragging pulls followed by firm, pushing re-entries. The silicone rubbed against sensitive inner walls, each pass coiling the tension tighter inside her. Her breaths became shallow pants. Her hands gripped the edges of the table. She was adrift in a sea of conflicting sensations—the residual burn on her skin, the profound fullness within, the crushing weight of her submission, and the dark, climbing thrill of it all.

After several minutes of this, watching her face contort and her back arch, Dr. Cline withdrew the toy with a wet, slick sound that made her blush violently. He unbuttoned his trousers, freed himself. He was already fully, impressively erect. He applied more gel to his length, his movements unhurried, clinical.

He positioned himself between her splayed legs, lifting her hips with a firm grip. The tip of him pressed where the toy had been, but it was different—softer skin over unyielding hardness, living heat instead of manufactured silicone.

“This,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur that vibrated through her, “is the final correction. You are not being fucked, Quinn. You are being reprogrammed.”

He pushed inside.

The invasion was breathtaking. He was thicker than the toy, a burning, stretching reality that obliterated thought. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing, deep rhythm immediately, each thrust driving the air from her lungs in a sharp huh sound. His hands were vise-like on her hips, holding her in place, controlling every inch of the penetration.

The table rocked slightly with the force. The sounds were obscene: the wet slap of flesh, his low grunts of effort, her own helpless, choked whimpers. The pain of the spanking was a distant echo, now fused with the brutal pleasure of each stroke inside her. He hit a place on every deep plunge that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The coiling tension from the toy snapped back, tighter, fiercer.

“This is your purpose now,” he growled, his composure fracturing for the first time, revealing a raw, dominant hunger beneath. “To be empty. To be filled. To obey.” His thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “Tell me you feel it. Tell me you’re being corrected.”

The command broke her. A sob wrenched itself free, but it was tangled with a cry of pure, desperate pleasure. “I… I feel it!” The admission was a surrender.

“Again.”

“I’m being corrected!” she screamed, the words ripped from her as his pelvis hammered against her tender flesh.

It was the truth. In the furnace of this brutal coupling, her defiance was melting, her anger dissolving into a primal, receptive slurry. The brilliant, sharp-edged journalist was fading, and in her place was a creature of pure sensation, defined only by the man who wielded her. The pleasure built, a terrifying wave, cresting from the very depths of her shame. Her body clenched around him, a vice of raw need, begging for the culmination he controlled.

He read her perfectly. With a final, brutal surge, he drove into her and let out a ragged, guttural roar that vibrated through her very marrow. The world narrowed to the point where they were fused together, the impact of his final thrust sending a shockwave of white-hot release through her system. Quinn’s back arched violently, her fingers clawing at the padded edge of the changing table as her climax tore through her—a jagged, prolonged explosion that left her gasping for air she couldn't quite find. Dr. Cline held her there, pinned firmly against the surface, as he emptied himself into her with heavy, pulsing heaves.

The silence that followed was clinical and heavy, broken only by the sound of their labored breathing and the distant hum of the institute’s ventilation. The frantic energy of the "Reset" had spent itself, leaving behind a profound, hollowed-out peace. Quinn felt limp, her legs trembling violently. His strong hands remained locked on her hips, anchoring her to the table.

“Look at you,” Dr. Cline murmured, his voice returning to that calm, terrifyingly steady professional tone. Her eyes were unfocused, her lips swollen, the image of a woman who had been thoroughly dismantled and rebuilt in his image. "No more outbursts, Quinn. No more headlines. Just the quiet of a well-behaved girl."

He reached for a fresh, thick diaper from the shelf above the table, the crinkle of the plastic loud in the still air. He didn't ask for her cooperation. With a practiced, mechanical efficiency, he taped the fresh padding into place. He then smoothed the fabric of her locking onesie back over her hips, securing the snaps that ensured she couldn't escape her new reality.

“The Reset is complete for today,” Dr. Cline said, leaning down to press a firm, proprietary finger to her chin, forcing her to look him in the eye. “You'll stay in your nursery suite tonight. Tomorrow, we begin the long-term phase of your treatment.”

He turned and walked toward the door, his silhouette tall and imposing against the sterile light of the hallway. He didn't look back. He simply closed the door, the heavy bolt sliding home, leaving Quinn alone in the soft, pink-hued silence of her room. She lay there, listening to the soft rustle of her diaper, finally safe in the knowledge that her career, her outbursts, and her life were no longer her concern. They were his.

15 - THE SPOILED BRAT’S REPROGRAMMING
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“Try it.”

Governor Blackwood’s voice, a low roll of thunder in the silent nursery, held no trace of a question. It was a command, flat and absolute, as he stood before the ornate, oversized crib. His hand rested on the polished mahogany rail, fingers tapping a slow, patient rhythm.

The scandal had been the final straw: a high-speed chase through the canyon followed by a drunken, mocking tirade caught on every cell phone camera in the city. By the time the dust settled, Jade’s trust fund had been frozen, and a judge—exhausted by her repeated antics—had signed her over to the legal guardianship of Governor Blackwood.

The Governor was a man of iron-clad reputation and ancient, uncompromising values. When Jade arrived at his secluded estate, she expected a stern lecture and perhaps a temporary ban on her credit cards. She didn't expect to be systematically stripped of her womanhood and turned into an adult baby, forced to wear thick, humiliating diapers and sleep in a high-walled crib.

Jade, draped in an absurd confection of ivory lace and pink silk that constituted her ‘day dress’, felt the heavy bulk of the cloth diaper between her legs shift with her uneasy movement. The scent of talcum powder and polished wood filled the air, cloying and infantilizing. She gripped the crib rail opposite him, her knuckles white against the dark wood.

“Try what?” she shot back, her voice a weapon she sharpened on the whetstone of her own humiliation. She tossed her head, the blonde waves she usually wore sleek now falling in deliberately messy curls around her shoulders, another part of the costume. “To seduce you? I already did. You’re the one who stopped. Or are you finally admitting you can’t handle a real woman?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched the corner of his mouth. It wasn’t warm. It was the look a chess master gives when his opponent finally, predictably, moves their queen into a trap. “You misunderstand the game, Jade. You attempted a power play. A clumsy one. In my world, clumsy power plays have consequences.” He leaned forward slightly, the fine wool of his suit jacket straining across his shoulders. “You are not a real woman in this room. You are my ward. A naughty little girl who just threw a very public, very expensive tantrum. And naughty little girls,” he said, the words dropping like stones, “get punished. Not rewarded.”

The word punished hung between them, vibrating with a new, dangerous electricity. It wasn’t the dismissal she’d expected. It was an invitation to something else entirely. Her earlier attempt—leaning against his desk in the study, the dress strategically slipped off one shoulder, a pout on her pink lips—had been met with a cool, analytical stare and a reminder about her 8 PM bottle feeding. It had been a defeat. This… this felt like the opening of a different kind of engagement.

She decided to call his bluff. To push into the danger. “Punished?” She forced a laugh, letting go of the rail and taking a step back, swaying her hips in a deliberate, adult rhythm that was grotesquely at odds with the childish dress and the bulky diaper beneath it. “What are you going to do, Governor? Send me to my room without supper? Spank me?” She said it as a joke, a barb, her chin lifted in defiance.

Governor Blackwood didn’t laugh. He didn’t even blink. He simply straightened up, his gaze dropping pointedly to the full, lace-trimmed skirt of her dress. “Yes.”

The single syllable extinguished all the bravado in the room. Jade’s breath caught in her throat, not a hitch but a full, startling stop. The air seemed to thicken, the playful malice evaporating into something potent and severe. She saw it then, not as a threat, but as a promise in his steel-colored eyes. This was the pivot. The moment her script was torn up and his was imposed.

“You’re not serious,” she breathed, but the protest was weak, the earlier confidence leaching away.

He moved then, not with haste, but with an inexorable, confident purpose. He closed the distance between them in two long strides. Before she could process the movement, his hands were on her—one firm on her shoulder, the other circling her wrist. His touch was not brutal, but it was unyielding, conveying a physical authority that her spoiled life had never prepared her for. He turned her with ease, facing her away from him, toward the plush, velvet-upholstered nursing chair positioned in the corner.

“Utterly serious,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. The warmth of his breath brushed her skin, a shocking contrast to the chill of his tone.

He guided her forward, not pushing, but steering her with that implacable pressure until she stood before the high-backed chair. The reality of it crashed down—the childish dress, the diaper, the nursery, and now this. A hot, confusing rush flooded her cheeks. It was shame. It was fury. And beneath it, traitorously, a sharp, unwelcome spike of something else—a thrill at the sheer audacity of his control.

“Bend over the arm,” he instructed, his voice devoid of any inflection that might make this a negotiation.

“No.” The word was automatic, a last bastion of her former self. She stiffened, trying to pull her arm from his grasp.

His grip tightened, just a fraction. Not enough to hurt, but enough to make the impossibility of resistance crystal clear. “Jade,” he said, her name a soft warning. “You can obey, or I can make you obey. The outcome is the same. The experience will be… different. Choose.”

The choice was an illusion, and they both knew it. The humiliation of being forced was a layer deeper than the humiliation of compliance. With a sound that was half-gasp, half-snarl, she yielded, bending at the waist over the thickly padded arm of the chair. The velvet was cool against her forearms. The position thrust her backside into the air, the silly, voluminous skirt pooling around her waist. The bulky cloth diaper was now the most prominent thing in the room, a stark white flag of her surrender.

She heard the rustle of his clothing behind her. A shift of fabric. Then silence. The anticipation was a live wire under her skin. She squeezed her eyes shut.

The first impact was not a slap. It was a report. A sharp, clean crack of his bare palm against the dense cotton of the diaper that echoed in the quiet room. A shockwave of sound and sensation bloomed across her backside. It was more startling than painful—a profound, reverberating thud that traveled deep.

She jolted, a sharp cry torn from her lips.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t pause. The second spank landed on the other side, identical in its firm, measured delivery. Thud. A deeper heat began to spread, mingling with the shock.

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

He established a rhythm, slow and relentless. The dense cloth absorbed some of the sting, transforming the sensation into something deeper, a resonant, penetrating pressure that built with each successive impact. It wasn’t about surface pain. It was about the relentless, undeniable proof of his dominance. Each spank was a period at the end of a sentence she hadn’t been allowed to finish.

Jade’s initial cries of protest melted into sharp, ragged inhalations. Her fingers clutched at the velvet. Her world narrowed to the sound of his hand meeting cotton, to the expanding warmth in her backside, to the dizzying contradiction of her situation. The childish attire, the infantilizing setting, collided violently with the intensely adult, sexual tension thrumming in the air. The diaper, meant to diminish her, instead became the focal point, its bulk emphasizing the curve of her behind, the sheer vulnerability of her position.

The spanks continued, varying their placement, some landing higher on the crest of her cheeks, others lower, near the tops of her thighs. The heat built from a warm flush into a steady, glowing burn. Her breathing grew uneven, coming in pants that fogged the velvet beneath her cheek. A thin sheen of sweat coated her skin. And through the haze of shame and startling, unwelcome arousal, a thought pierced through: He’s not even angry. His breathing behind her was calm, controlled. This was not an outburst. It was a procedure.

Finally, he stopped. The silence that followed was louder than the spanking had been, throbbing with her own pulse in her ears. Her whole backside radiated a deep, persistent warmth.

She heard him move again. A faint whisper of fabric. Then, his hands were on the waistband of the diaper. The gesture was so intimate, so practical, it stole the air from her lungs. He didn’t fumble. With a series of efficient motions, he unfastened the large, childish safety pins that held the thick cloth in place.

The diaper fell away, landing in a soft heap on the plush rug.

The cool air of the nursery kissed her freshly warmed, exposed skin. The vulnerability was absolute, breathtaking. She was bent over a nursing chair, dressed in a babyish frock, with her bare bottom on display, stinging and hot. The psychological nakedness was far more profound than the physical.

His hand returned, but not to strike. His palm, warm and slightly rough, smoothed over the heated skin of one cheek, a possessive, assessing caress. The touch was a brand. “Such a naughty girl,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “You thought you could play with fire, didn’t you? You thought your pretty pout and your family name were still currency here.”

His fingers traced the seam of her, not entering, just exploring the damp, vulnerable flesh now exposed. Jade shuddered, a full-body tremor she couldn’t suppress. A low, choked sound escaped her—not a word, just a visceral acknowledgement of the touch.

“This,” he said, his finger circling, applying a gentle, maddening pressure, “is your currency now. Your obedience. Your submission. This is the only thing that matters within these walls.”

He shifted behind her. She heard the distinct, soft sound of a zipper being lowered. The quiet clink of a belt buckle. The rustle of trousers. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a gilded cage.

Then, the blunt, insistent pressure of him, not at her entrance, but against her, a promise of what was to come. He was large, a solid, heated presence that made her muscles clench instinctively, a futile, automatic resistance.

“No more games, Jade,” he whispered, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His other hand slid around her hip, fingers splaying across her lower abdomen, holding her firmly in place against him. “This is your lesson. Feel it.”

He entered her in one slow, devastating, deep thrust.

There was no gentle preamble, no careful stretch. It was a claiming. A deliberate, profound occupation of her body that stole the breath from her lungs and replaced it with a punched-out gasp. The fullness was immediate, shocking, a stretching burn that quickly melted into a deeper, more complex sensation as he seated himself fully inside her, his hips flush against her stinging, warmed backside.

He held there, buried to the hilt, not moving. Letting her feel every inch of him, the intimate, inescapable reality of his possession. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, a chaotic, involuntary response. Her head dropped forward, her forehead pressing into the cool velvet. A thin, desperate whine crawled up her throat.

“Mine,” he stated, the word a quiet, absolute decree in the silent nursery.

Then he began to move.

His pace was not frantic, but it was relentless. Long, deep, withdrawing strokes that almost pulled him free, followed by hard, driving thrusts that buried him deep again, each one jolting her body forward against the chair arm. The rhythmic shush of their joined bodies, the soft creak of the chair, the wet, intimate sound of her own readiness filled the air, a starkly obscene counterpoint to the childish decor.

Jade’s mind fragmented. The spanking had sensitized her, the lingering heat in her flesh amplifying every slide, every impact. The childish dress, rucked up around her waist, its lace tickling her back, was a constant, absurd reminder of her supposed role, making the adult reality of what was happening—the thick stretch of him inside her, the building, coiling tension in her core—all the more psychologically devastating. She was a doll being used, a child being taught a very grown-up lesson.

The Governor’s control was absolute. His breathing deepened but remained measured, a steady rhythm against her back. The hand on her hip guided her, his grip firm, adjusting her angle to suit him. He fucked her with a purpose that went beyond mere physical release. This was a demonstration. A re-writing of her identity with every thrust.

“You came here thinking you could manipulate me,” he growled, his voice thick with a tension that wasn’t anger, but intense, focused dominance. He punctuated the sentence with a particularly deep plunge that made her cry out, her fingers scrabbling against the chair. “You thought your childish seduction would work. That you could wrap a man like me around your finger.”

Another thrust, harder, deeper. A spark of pure, sharp pleasure-pain shot through her core. Her own traitorous body was responding, the initial shock and burn transforming into a pooling, liquid heat that gathered low in her belly with every punishing stroke.

“You were wrong,” he stated, his voice dropping to a harsh, gratified whisper. “You are not a seductress. You are a ward. A little girl who needs to learn her place. And your place…” He drove into her, a final, anchoring thrust that seemed to touch her very center, “…is right here. Taking what I give you.”

His words, the degrading, infantilizing labels, collided with the raw, physical mastery of his body over hers. The contradiction didn’t lessen the effect; it amplified it, creating a feedback loop of shame and arousal that was rapidly eroding her last defenses. The pleasure was undeniable now, a rising tide threatening to drown her. Each drag of him along her sensitized inner walls, each impact of his hips against her sore backside, stoked the fire higher. She was panting, little desperate sounds she didn’t recognize escaping her with each exhalation.

He changed his angle slightly, and the next thrust brushed a spot inside her that sent a white-hot jolt of pure sensation straight to her core. A sharp, guttural moan tore from her throat, unbidden. It was a sound of pure, abject surrender.

He heard it. A low, satisfied hum vibrated from his chest into her back. “That’s it,” he murmured, his pace becoming more deliberate, each thrust now aimed with precision at that same devastating spot. “There’s the truth. Your body knows. It knows who owns it now.”

The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter, a spring of pleasure and humiliation pressed to its breaking point. The nursery, the dress, the smell of talcum powder—it all blurred into a dizzying backdrop for the raw, physical reality of his possession. She was no longer trying to resist the pleasure. She was clinging to it, chasing it, her hips beginning to make tiny, involuntary circles back against his, seeking more of that friction, that perfect, devastating angle.

“Please,” the word slipped out, a broken whisper. She didn’t know what she was begging for—for him to stop, to never stop, to grant her release, to deny it.

He understood. His hand left her hip and snaked between her legs, his fingers finding the swollen, slick bundle of nerves he had so thoroughly ignored until now. The contact was electric, a direct, focused shock that made her arch her back and sob.

“Come for me, little girl,” he commanded, his voice a dark, velvet rumble in her ear. He pinned her with his body, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, faster, a ruthless, piston-like rhythm that matched the relentless circles of his thumb. “Come on my cock and show me you understand.”

It was the permission, the command, that shattered her. The orgasm crashed over her not as a wave, but as a sudden, total submersion. It ripped a raw, screaming cry from her throat, a sound that held no artifice, no pride, nothing but sheer, overwhelming sensation. Her body convulsed around him, inner muscles clutching and milking his length in uncontrollable spasms. The world dissolved into a white-hot static of pleasure, shame, and absolute, devastating release.

He rode her through it, his own rhythm faltering only as her contractions began to subside. With a final, deep groan that was all masculine triumph, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own climax deep inside her, a final, wet claim that sealed the act. He stayed there for a long moment, his body heavy and possessive over hers, his breathing harsh in her ear.

Slowly, he softened inside her. He withdrew, the sensation making her whimper softly. The cool air of the nursery felt foreign against her newly empty, thoroughly used flesh.

She stayed bent over the chair, utterly spent, trembling, the reality of what had just happened settling over her like a lead blanket. The wetness between her thighs, the deep, satisfied ache inside her, the throbbing warmth of her backside—they were all undeniable facts.

She heard him behind her, the soft sounds of him righting his clothing. Then, his hands were on her again, not harsh, but matter-of-fact. He gently tugged the ridiculous lace dress back down over her hips, covering her. He left the diaper on the floor.

A large, warm hand settled on the small of her back, a gesture that was almost paternal, and grotesquely intimate after what they’d just done. “Your lesson is concluded for today, Jade,” he said, his voice back to its usual, composed timbre, as if he’d just finished a board meeting. “I trust its meaning is clear.”

He guided her upright. Her legs nearly buckled, but his hand on her elbow held her steady. She couldn’t look at him. Her gaze was fixed on the discarded white cloth on the floral rug.

“The rules remain,” he continued, steering her gently but firmly toward the giant crib. “Your schedule, your attire, your conduct. The only thing that has changed is your understanding of the consequences of defiance.” He stopped her beside the crib. “And of the… alternative forms of attention your behavior may invite.”

He looked down at her, his expression unreadable. “Do you understand?”

Jade finally lifted her eyes to his. The defiance was gone, burned away. In its place was a hollowed-out weariness, and a dazed, fearful comprehension. She gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

“Good,” Governor Blackwood said. He leaned down, his lips brushing her forehead in a chilling parody of a goodnight kiss. “Sweet dreams, my dear.”
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“One last, very important thing, Miss Sterling.”

The voice cut through the haze of pain and humiliation, low and absolute. Tiana flinched, her knuckles white where they gripped the polished mahogany edge of the desk. The throbbing, fiery heat across her bare bottom was a brutal, consuming reality. She could still feel the heavy, awful silence that had followed the last crack of the paddle, broken only by her own choked sobs.

“Look at me.”

She didn’t want to. She wanted to disappear into the grain of the wood, to let the lingering sting be the only thing that existed. But the command was iron. Slowly, she turned her head, her vision blurred by unshed tears. Headmaster Rhodes stood beside the desk, the implement of her punishment—a broad, smooth wooden paddle—now resting casually against his thigh. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of chilling, clinical assessment. He looked at her the way a sculptor might examine a flawed block of marble.

“Your file says you’re twenty-one,” he said, his gaze traveling over her trembling form. “Your behavior suggests otherwise. A child sneaking contraband. A child throwing tantrums against structure. A child who cannot control her impulses.”

He paused, letting the word child hang in the air, thick and suffocating. It echoed in the room, bouncing off the shelves of leather-bound books and the portrait of some stern-faced ancestor. It seeped into the ridiculous, infantilizing uniform she’d been forced into since her arrival at Blackwood Manor two days ago: the stiff, pleated skirt, the white blouse, the lace-trimmed ankle socks, the shiny, buckled Mary Janes that pinched her feet. And beneath it all, the most degrading layer—the thick, crinkling padding of the diaper, a constant, humiliating reminder of her supposed regression.

“Regression therapy requires total commitment,” Rhodes continued, placing the paddle on his desk with a soft, final thud. “From me. And from you. Today’s… lapse… demonstrates a failure of that commitment. The physical correction is only the first step. The lesson must be made more… visceral. More intrinsic.”

Her breath hitched. What did that mean? More paddling? Standing in the corner? She didn’t dare ask. She just stared at the brass buttons on his waistcoat, her heart a frantic bird trapped in the cage of her ribs.

He moved then, not away, but closer. His hands, which had been so impersonal and efficient during the punishment, came to rest on the desk on either side of her hips, caging her in. Tiana froze. The scent of him—sandalwood, starch, and something darker, more primal—wrapped around her, mingling with the smell of her own fear and sweat. His body heat radiated against the backs of her thighs, still exposed and burning.

“You will learn,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a rough whisper that vibrated in the quiet room. “Not just to obey rules, but to crave the structure that corrects you. To understand that your pleasure, your release, your very sense of self… belongs to me.”

Before she could process the words, before she could even think to protest, his hands were on her. One large, warm palm splayed possessively over the aching curve of her right buttock, making her gasp. The other slid around her hip, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her lower belly through the layers of her skirt and the hated plastic-backed padding. He pulled her backwards, her hips meeting the hard, unyielding plane of his body.

A shocked, thin sound escaped her lips. This wasn’t part of the punishment. This was something else entirely. Something the pamphlets her parents had received had never mentioned.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she managed to stammer, her voice a ragged thread.

“Completing your refinement,” he stated, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

His fingers at her front hooked into the waistband of her uniform skirt and the elastic of the plastic pants beneath. In one firm, decisive motion, he tugged them all down—skirt, plastic covering, and the thick, absorbent diaper—until they pooled around her ankles, leaving her lower half utterly bare and exposed over the desk. The cool air of the study kissed her heated skin, a shocking contrast that made her shiver violently.

“No, please—”

“Silence.” The command was a lash.

His hand left her belly and fisted in the hair at the nape of her neck, not painfully, but with an authority that brooked no movement. He held her head down, her cheek pressed to the cool, smooth wood of the desk she had just been bent over for punishment. The position was one of total submission. She could see the faint, ghostly reflection of her own wide, terrified eyes in the polish.

She felt him shift behind her, heard the soft rustle of fabric, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. A fresh wave of panic, cold and sharp, sliced through her. “Wait, you can’t—I don’t—”

“You do,” he interrupted, his voice thick now. “You will. This is the lesson, Tiana. This is the consequence.”

The blunt, solid heat of him pressed against her entrance. The act was so shockingly intimate, so devastatingly final. Her mind screamed, a whirlwind of protest and fear, but her body… her body was a traitor. The adrenaline from the paddling was still coursing through her, a wild, chaotic energy. The pain had sharpened every sensation, left her nerve endings raw and singing. And the humiliating position, the absolute dominance of his grip in her hair and his body at her back… it sparked a confusing, shameful flicker of heat deep in her belly, entirely separate from the sting on her skin.

“Every time you misbehave,” he growled, his lips close to her ear. His breath was hot. “Every time you think you can be that wild, selfish girl… I will be here. I will take you over this desk, or any other surface I choose. I will fill you with a lesson you’ll never forget. Do you understand?”

She couldn’t speak. A tear finally escaped, tracing a hot path down her temple and onto the wood. She gave the smallest, most pathetic nod she could manage.

It was enough.

He didn’t ask for more. He simply pushed forward.

The initial breach was a slow, inexorable invasion. He was large, and she was tight, unprepared, her body clenching instinctively against the intrusion. A sharp, breathless cry was torn from her throat, muffled by the desk. Rhodes didn’t pause. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, a deep, stretching, claiming presence that seemed to rearrange everything inside her. The fullness was shocking, overwhelming. It was a violation, yes, but it was also a possession so complete it stole the very air from her lungs.

“Breathe,” he ordered, his own breath coming in a controlled huff against her neck.

She sucked in a ragged gasp. As she did, her inner muscles fluttered around him, an involuntary pulse. He groaned, a low, rough sound of pleasure that vibrated through his chest and into her back.

Then he began to move.

It was not a frantic, passionate rhythm. It was a slow, grinding intensity. A deliberate, measured demonstration of power. He withdrew almost completely, the drag friction a sweet, burning agony, then sank back in with the same relentless pressure. Each deep, penetrating thrust rocked her whole body forward against the desk. The edge of the wood dug into her hipbones. The sting of the paddle flared anew with every impact, a secondary, punishing counterpoint to the deep, internal claiming.

His fingers tightened in her hair, not pulling, but anchoring. Using the leverage to angle her hips up, to drive himself even deeper. The new angle made her see stars. It brushed a place inside her that sparked a jolt of pure, undiluted sensation—a bright, shocking bolt of pleasure that cut through the pain and fear and humiliation.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, the sound unbidden.

“See?” he rasped, his pace remaining torturously, beautifully slow. Each word was punctuated by a deep, rolling thrust. “Your body knows its place. It knows what it needs. It’s just that stubborn mind of yours that needs… breaking… in.”

He was right. A terrible, thrilling warmth was spreading from her core, coiling tight and low. It was a heat born of submission, of having all choice, all pretense, stripped violently away. The fight drained out of her, leaving behind a strange, pliant emptiness that he was steadily filling with sensation. Her cries softened, morphing into broken, breathy moans that she didn’t recognize as her own. Her hands, which had been braced against the desk, now splayed helplessly, fingers curling against the wood.

He shifted his grip, the hand that was in her hair sliding down to cup her chin, forcing her head to turn further. His thumb brushed over her parted, trembling lips. “That’s it,” he praised, and the dark approval in his voice sent another spiral of heat through her. “Accept it. Your pleasure is mine to give. Your discipline is mine to administer. They are the same thing here.”

The pace began to change. The slow, grinding pistons of his hips grew more urgent, more demanding. The rhythm lost its clinical precision, gaining a raw, hungry edge. The slap of skin against skin, his against the tender, punished flesh of her rear, filled the room, a lewd, rhythmic accompaniment to their ragged breathing. The desk creaked in protest with every powerful drive.

Tiana was lost in a storm of conflicting sensations. The sharp, bright pain of her spanked skin. The deep, stretching fullness of his possession. The building, terrifying pressure of an approaching climax that felt stolen, not earned. Her mind had gone quiet, a blank static filled only with the physical reality of him—his scent, his strength, the relentless, conquering rhythm of his body joining with hers.

Rhodes’s control began to fray. His breath came in harsh gusts against her neck. The hand on her chin moved to her breast, kneading the soft flesh through her blouse and bra with a rough, possessive urgency. “You’ll come for me,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “When I allow it. You’ll learn to come on command, like a good girl. And you’ll remember this… every… single… time… you think of rebellion.”

His thrusts became punishing, final. Deep, jackhammer drives that shoved her hard into the desk with every plunge. The coiling tension inside her snapped. It wasn’t a gentle wave; it was a violent, shocking detonation that ripped through her without permission. Her back arched as much as his grip would allow, a silent scream locked in her throat. Her inner walls clenched around him in frantic, fluttering pulses, a hot, wet convulsion that seemed to pull him even deeper.

The sensation of her climax milking him triggered his own. With a final, brutal thrust that seated him to the root, he stilled, a raw, animal groan tearing from his chest. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths, a claiming so intimate and final it felt like a brand.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing, the faint tick-tock of the grandfather clock in the corner, and the wet, shameful sound of their joined bodies. The smell of sex and sweat and leather polish hung heavy in the air.

Rhones relaxed his grip, his body weight settling over her for a second before he carefully withdrew. The loss of him left her feeling hollowed out, empty, and devastatingly used. Cool air rushed to fill the space he’d occupied, a chilling reminder of her exposure.

He stepped back, and she heard him right his clothing. The sounds were methodical, calm. The Headmaster restoring order.

Tiana didn’t move. She couldn’t. She stayed bent over the desk, her cheek still pressed to the wood, her punished backside on display, the evidence of their encounter trickling down her inner thigh. Shame, hot and acidic, rose in her throat, but beneath it, to her utter horror, was a dull, aching throb of something like… satisfaction. A deep, physical satiation that her mind screamed to reject.

A crisp, white handkerchief appeared in her blurring vision, held by his clean, steady hand. “Clean yourself up,” he said, his voice once again cool, composed, as if he’d just concluded a particularly instructive tutorial. “Then redress. Your monitoring bracelet will alert me if you are not back in your assigned quarters in ten minutes.”

He walked back around the desk, settling into his high-backed leather chair as if nothing of consequence had occurred. He picked up a pen, glancing at a file. “We will continue your regimen tomorrow, Miss Sterling. I trust the lesson is now clear.”

17 - THE PROFESSOR’S PLAYROOM
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The scent of sandalwood and old books filled Carmine’s lungs as she stepped into the professor’s study. Dr. Chad Monroe stood by the fireplace, his silhouette imposing against the flickering light. He didn’t smile. His gaze was clinical, assessing. Carmine’s heart hammered against her ribs.

She’d confessed everything in his office just two days ago—the hollow ache where a father should have been, the desperate, shameful craving for paternal discipline, for the kind of caretaking that went beyond academic guidance. He’d listened, his blue eyes thoughtful, and then he’d suggested this. An age regression session. A safe space to explore those needs. She’d said yes immediately.

“You were very brave to share what you did in my office,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in the quiet room. “That craving for structure… for a paternal touch. It’s not uncommon. But it requires a very specific kind of therapy.”

“I’ll do anything,” she breathed, the words tumbling out before she could stop them.

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Good girl. For this session, you will call me Daddy. Do you understand?”

A shiver, hot and cold at once, raced down her spine. “Yes… Daddy.”

He led her down a hall to a room she never would have imagined. The walls were a soft pink. A white crib stood in the corner, next to a small dresser topped with stuffed animals. In the center of the room was a little girl’s bed with a frilly pink canopy.

“This is your space now,” Daddy Chad said. His hands were on her shoulders, turning her gently. “We’re going to help you regress. To a place where you feel safe, and cared for, and where you understand that actions have consequences.”

He opened the dresser and pulled out a garment. It was a onesie, pale pink and covered in tiny white bunnies, with snaps at the crotch. Next came a thick, disposable diaper, its plastic backing crinkling softly in his hands.

“Arms up,” he instructed.

Carmine obeyed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. He slipped the onesie over her head, his fingers brushing her neck. He guided her arms through the sleeves, then knelt before her. His hands were steady as he unsnapped her jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties. She stood before him, exposed, as he unfolded the diaper.

“Lift your foot,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She placed a hand on his broad shoulder for balance as he slid the diaper beneath her. The padding was shockingly soft against her skin. He brought the front up between her legs, the material thick and foreign, then deftly fastened the tapes on each side. The crinkling sound was loud in the quiet room. He finished by snapping the onesie closed between her legs, sealing her in.

“There,” he murmured, standing. “My little girl.” He handed her a porcelain doll with vacant blue eyes. “Play quietly. Daddy has some work to do.”

He left her sitting on the rug. The doll was cold and stiff in her hands. Her mind floated in a strange, weightless space. The padding between her legs was a constant, embarrassing reminder. She was fiddling with the doll’s intricate lace dress when her thumb slipped. The doll tumbled from her grasp, its delicate head cracking against the wooden leg of the bed with a sickening crack.

The door opened instantly.

Daddy Chad stood over the broken doll, then his eyes lifted to hers. They were no longer clinical. They sparkled with a knowing, stern light.

“Oh, Carmine. That was very careless. That was a special doll.” He knelt beside her. “Naughty girls get punished.”

Before she could process it, his hands shot out. His fingers found the sensitive dip of her waist, digging in with precise, relentless circles.

Carmine squealed, a burst of surprised laughter escaping her. She tried to wriggle away, but he was too strong, too determined. He pushed her onto her back on the rug, his hands migrating to new territories. The sides of her torso. The soft, ticklish skin of her inner thighs, right above the hem of the onesie. Each spot was an electric shock of sensation, unbearable and exhilarating. She thrashed, laughter turning breathless and ragged, tears streaming from her eyes.

“Please! Daddy, please, I’m sorry!” she gasped between giggles.

He didn’t stop. His fingers danced over the padding of the diaper, tracing the outline of her mound through the material. The sensation was bizarre, the crinkling sound mixing with her hysterical pants. The pressure in her bladder, held at bay by sheer will, became a sharp, urgent throb under his relentless assault.

“Daddy, I—I need to—“

His fingers tickled a particularly vicious spot under her knee. Her body arched, and with a gasp of pure shock, she lost control. A wave of heat flooded the diaper, a shocking release that went on and on, the padding swelling warmly between her legs. She went utterly still, her face burning with a humiliation that was somehow deeply, profoundly right.

He stopped tickling. A slow smile spread across his face. “It seems my little girl had an accident.” He leaned close, his breath warm on her ear. “That’s okay. Daddy will clean you up.”

He lifted her easily, carrying her to an adjoining bathroom where a deep clawfoot tub was already filling with bubbles. He laid her on a thick mat and, with practiced ease, unsnapped the onesie. The cool air hit her wet skin. He peeled the sodden diaper away, wiping her gently with a warm washcloth there, his touch impersonal yet intimate. Then he lifted her and lowered her into the fragrant, sudsy water.

He washed her with a soft sponge. Long, soothing strokes over her shoulders, her back, her arms. Carmine’s eyes drifted shut, lulled by the warmth and his caretaking. But when the sponge slid over her stomach and down between her legs, a different kind of warmth ignited.

He didn’t rush. The sponge traced her outer lips, then, as he rinsed it, his bare fingers took over. A single, slick fingertip glided through her folds, not entering, just exploring the swollen, sensitive flesh.

A soft moan escaped her. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her, his expression serene.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “Daddy’s just getting you clean.” But his finger circled her clit, a slow, maddening pressure that made her hips jerk involuntarily in the water.

He lifted her out, wrapping her in a fluffy towel, patting her dry with the same thorough attention. He carried her back to the pink room and laid her on the canopy bed, the towel beneath her. The frilly fabric of the canopy cast soft shadows on his face as he leaned over her.

His mouth found her neck, then the slope of her breast, sucking a nipple into the wet heat until she cried out. He kissed down her stomach, his stubble scraping deliciously against her skin. And then his head was between her legs, his breath hot on her already-throbbing core.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back bow off the bed. He laved her, slowly, thoroughly, as if savoring her taste. Then his tongue focused on her clit, flicking and circling with a precision that shattered coherent thought. He slid one finger, then two, inside her, curling them upwards. The dual sensation was too much. She fisted her hands in the bedsheets, a broken chant of “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy” falling from her lips as she came, waves of pleasure pulsing around his fingers.

She was still trembling when he rose above her, unbuckling his belt. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already glistening. He rubbed it against her soaked entrance, spreading her own wetness.

“Do you want this, little girl?” he growled, the paternal facade slipping for a moment to reveal raw hunger.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

He pushed in. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling pressure. He held himself there, deep, letting her adjust to the feeling of being so utterly claimed. Then he began to move. Long, slow, devastating strokes that hit a place inside her that made her see stars. His pace gradually increased, the bedframe tapping a gentle rhythm against the wall. Each thrust was a promise, a punishment, a reward.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. The sounds of their bodies meeting, his grunts, her whimpering cries, filled the pink room. The pleasure built again, tighter, hotter, coiling at the base of her spine. He drove into her, harder, faster, his control finally fracturing.

“Come for Daddy,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped, her inner muscles clamping down on his cock in rhythmic pulses. Her cry was muffled against his shoulder as he followed her over the edge, a final, deep thrust as he emptied himself inside her with a low, guttural groan.

He collapsed beside her, his arm heavy across her waist. In the drowsy, spent silence, he nuzzled her hair.

“My perfect little girl,” he murmured.

Carmine smiled into the pillow, the thick, warm feeling of him still seeping from between her legs. She had never felt so complete.

18 - AGE REGRESSION IN THE MILLIONAIRE’S PENTHOUSE
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The city lights blurred into smears of gold and white as the taxi sped away, leaving Lucinda standing on the polished stone steps of a mansion that swallowed the night. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage of cheap cotton. The weight of her duffel bag, containing every possession she owned, felt absurdly light against the enormity of the double oak doors Knox now held open.

—

Fresh out of high school, Lucinda came to New York City with big dreams of becoming a model, but she quickly found herself overwhelmed with the pressures of adulthood. She was an inexperienced small town girl. Why did she ever think she could make it here?

Knox had offered her a way out. She met the wealthy film director at a casting call. While she didn’t get the part, he’d handed her his business card, telling her to call him. At first, his suggestion seemed insane. Become his little girl, and he’d take care of everything. No more worrying about rent money, her car payment, and utilities. She told him she’d think it over. But when the eviction notice came, she’d called him, desperate. She’d accepted his offer.

Now, she was at his mansion, ready to step into her new life.

—

“Welcome home, little one,” he said, his voice a warm rumble that smoothed the ragged edges of her fear.

The interior was a dream of dark wood and soft light. It smelled of leather and something clean, like expensive soap. All the noise of the city—the honking, the shouting, the relentless pressure—simply ceased to exist beyond the threshold. Here, there was only quiet, and him.

“Come,” Knox guided her, not with a hand on her back, but with the simple command in his tone. She followed, her worn sneakers silent on the plush runner.

He led her not to a bedroom, but to a room that made her breath catch. It was a nursery, but scaled for an adult. A giant crib with white railings stood against one wall. Shelves held plush animals and colorful blocks. A mobile of stars and moons hung motionless in the still air. In the center, laid out on a soft rug, was a frilly pink dress and a thick, white disposable diaper.

“These are yours,” Knox said, lifting the dress. “Put them on. I’ll be back to tuck you in.”

He left, closing the door with a gentle click. The silence he left behind was profound. Lucinda’s fingers trembled as she stripped off her jeans and t-shirt, the air cool on her skin. The diaper was strange, crinkly and bulky between her legs as she fastened the tabs. The dress was soft cotton, the lace at the collar tickling her collarbone. She felt a ridiculous, thrilling pang of vulnerability. She was twenty-two years old, standing in a multimillion-dollar penthouse, dressed like a toddler.

She climbed into the crib. It was firm, yet yielding. A baby monitor sat on a small shelf, its red eye glowing. She picked up a stuffed bear, holding it to her chest.

Time lost meaning. She played, stacking blocks only to knock them over, the simple, mindless action a balm to her soul. The constant, gnawing anxiety about her bank account, her future, her loneliness, it all just faded. She was safe. He was taking care of it. The thought was a drug, seeping into her veins, making her limbs heavy and warm.

A different warmth began to pool low in her belly. It was a shameful, delicious heat that spread as she shifted on the mattress, the bulk of the diaper rubbing against her most sensitive parts. She was aroused. The realization sent a jolt through her. This surrender, this infantilization… it was turning her on. Her breath hitched. She glanced at the monitor. Was he watching?

Slowly, her hand slid beneath the elastic leg of the diaper. Her fingers found her own wet heat, slick and eager. She gasped, her back arching off the mattress as she stroked herself. The crinkle of the plastic was a scandalous soundtrack to her quiet, desperate panting. She pictured his hands, his commanding eyes, and the fantasy of him finding her like this pushed her over the edge. A sharp, silent orgasm clenched through her, leaving her trembling and soaked.

A few hours later, she had to use the bathroom. Her bladder throbbed. Knox had insisted that she use the diaper, but it felt strange. She pressed her thighs together, rolling around in the crib, but it was no use. Finally, she gave in, soaking the thick diaper with her pee.

She must have dozed, because the next thing she knew, the nursery door was opening. Knox stood there, having shed his suit jacket. His gaze was appraising, gentle.

“Did you have a good day, sweetheart?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Let’s see.” He approached the crib. His large hands went to the waistband of her dress, lifting it up and over her head. She was naked now but for the swollen diaper. He hooked his thumbs into the sides. “Someone’s wet.”

He lifted her easily, carrying her to the padded changing table. The leather was cool against her back. He unfastened the tabs, the sound loud in the quiet room. The diaper fell open, exposing her completely to the warm air—and to his intense gaze. Her pussy glistened, a mixture of her earlier excitement and fresh arousal.

He took a warm, damp cloth from a warmer she hadn’t noticed. “Be still,” he murmured.

The cloth dragged over her mound, then between her folds. It was methodical, clinical almost, but the soft fabric against her swollen clit was agony. A soft whimper escaped her lips.

“I know,” he said, his voice dropping. “I saw you on the monitor. Touching yourself. Being a very naughty girl.”

Her cheeks burned, but a fresh rush of wetness betrayed her.

He finished wiping her, tossing the cloth aside. His palm came down on her bare thigh with a sharp, stinging smack. She yelped, more from surprise than pain.

“Bad girls get spankings,” he stated, his voice devoid of anger.

He hauled her over his knee where he sat on a nursing chair. Her bare bottom was presented to him, vulnerable and exposed. His hand came down again, and again. Each spank was firm, spreading a heat that was not unpleasant, that somehow connected directly to the throbbing ache between her legs. She didn’t cry. She took it, her breath coming in ragged pulls, her body accepting the punishment as part of this strange, wonderful ritual.

He stopped, his hand resting on the warmed skin of her ass. “You took that so well. Such a good girl, taking her punishment.” He helped her up, his eyes dark. “Good girls get rewards, too.”

He lifted her from the table and placed her on the deep, faux-fur rug in the center of the room. He knelt before her, his knees framing her hips. His fingers, which had been so firm moments before, traced feather-light patterns on her inner thighs.

“Look at you,” he breathed. “All pretty and pink for Daddy.”

One finger slid into her, slow and deep. Her hips jerked off the rug. A second finger joined, stretching her, curling inward to find a spot that made her see stars. He watched her face as he finger-fucked her, his rhythm relentless.

Then he lowered his head.

His tongue was broad and hot, laving her entire slit before zeroing in on her clit. He sucked the tiny bud into his mouth, and Lucinda cried out, her hands fisting in the fur. The dual sensation of his fingers inside and his mouth outside was too much, a building tsunami of pleasure. He worked her with a skilled, devoted intensity, as if this was his only purpose. The orgasm crashed over her, violent and sweet, her pussy clenching wildly around his fingers.

As she shuddered through the aftershocks, he undid his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the head flushed dark. He guided her small hand to it. “Make Daddy feel good.”

She wrapped her fingers around him, marveling at the silken heat, the powerful throb of the vein underneath. She stroked him, timidly at first, then with more confidence as his groans encouraged her. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, and she smeared it with her thumb, making him hiss.

“That’s enough,” he growled. He positioned himself over her, the broad head of his cock nudging at her soaked entrance. “Look at me.”

She did. His eyes held hers as he pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling burn. He was so big, claiming her inch by inch until he was fully sheathed, their bodies joined. He held there, letting her adjust, letting her feel the full, overwhelming reality of him inside her.

Then he moved.

His thrusts were deep and measured, each one dragging against her sensitized walls. The angle was perfect, hitting that spot inside with every plunge. The crinkle of the forgotten diaper beneath her, the scent of sex and baby powder, the sight of this powerful man fucking her in a room full of toys… it shattered her mind, leaving only raw, physical sensation. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Whose little girl are you?” he grunted, his pace increasing.

“Yours, Daddy! Yours!” she sobbed, the words ripped from her.

“Come for Daddy. Now.”

It was an order she couldn’t disobey. Another orgasm, sharper than the first, tore through her. Her pussy convulsed around his cock in tight, rhythmic pulses, milking him.

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and stilled. A hot, liquid rush flooded her core as he came with a guttural shout, his body shuddering atop hers.

He collapsed beside her for a moment, before rising with effortless grace. He fetched a fresh diaper. Gently, he lifted her hips, sliding the clean padding beneath her. He powdered her, the scent of talc filling the air, then fastened the tabs with practiced ease.

He helped her up, handing her the pink dress. As she slipped it on, the soft cotton now felt like a second skin, a uniform. Her body hummed, satisfied and pleasantly sore.

“Go play, little one,” he said, his voice back to that calm, warm rumble. “Daddy has work to do.”

Lucinda padded back to the crib, climbing in. She picked up the stuffed rabbit, holding it close. A profound, serene happiness settled over her. The fears were gone. The exhaustion was gone. There was only this room, this safety, this belonging.

19 - A RIDE ON DADDY’S BOAT

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Gap / Tickle Torture / Fingering / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The boat rocked gently, a soft, rhythmic lullaby against the wooden dock. Sophie’s fingers, usually tapping impatiently on her office keyboard, now traced the smooth, varnished rail.

Her boss, Gerard, had invited her for an afternoon on his yacht. For the overworked intern, the invitation felt like a gasp of fresh air. She was twenty-two, drowning in spreadsheets and the responsibilities of newfound adulthood.

Gerard stood beside her, his presence as calm and deep as the lake itself. “You look tense, Sophie,” he said, his voice a low hum that vibrated in her chest.

“It’s just… everything,” she murmured, waving a hand vaguely at the distant shore, at the whole grown-up world it represented.

A knowing smile touched his lips. “I think I have something that might help.” He led her below deck, to a cabin that was all polished brass and rich teak. Laid out on the plush bunk was an outfit. Not her intern’s blouse and slacks. A crisp, white sailor-style onesie, complete with  a short, ruffled skirt and shiny black booties. Beside it rested a single, large, silicone pacifier on a silken cord.

Her breath hitched. Not in fear, but in a sudden, dizzying rush of recognition. This was the secret wish she’d never voiced, the childish fantasy she’d buried under professional ambition.

“For me?” she whispered.

“For Daddy’s special first mate,” Gerard corrected, his eyes holding hers. “If you’re willing.”

She didn’t hesitate. With trembling, eager hands, she shed her dull adult clothes. The onesie was soft cotton, the fit snug and strangely comforting. The booties made soft thumps on the cabin floor. Finally, she lifted the pacifier, its weight familiar and alien on her tongue. A deep, settling calm washed over her. She looked up at Gerard, her eyes wide and clear.

“Excellent,” he purred. “Now, come helm your ship.”

On deck, he presented her with a detailed remote-controlled yacht, a miniature version of the vessel they were on. “The channel is tricky today, First Mate,” he instructed, standing behind her, his hands on her shoulders. “You must navigate the buoys. A wrong turn… and there will be consequences.”

She bit down on the pacifier, a thrill zipping up her spine. She focused on the toy, guiding it through the imaginary course Gerard narrated. The sun was warm, the game was silly, and for the first time in months, Sophie felt light.

Then, on a sharp turn, she fumbled the controller. The toy yacht veered, sending a small spray of lake water over the rail and onto Gerard’s pristine linen trousers.

He went very still.

Sophie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She turned, the pacifier popping from her mouth. “I’m s-sorry, Daddy.”

A slow, darkly playful smile spread across his face. “A first mate who cannot control her vessel… is a first mate who needs correction.” In one smooth motion, he took the controller and set it aside. His hands closed around her waist, and he sat in a deck chair, pulling her down across his lap. The position was shockingly vulnerable, her ruffled backside presented to the open sky.

“This,” he murmured, his fingers skating up her sides, “is for splashing your Daddy.”

His touch was lightning. It wasn’t rough, but it was mercilessly precise. His fingers found every sensitive spot—the dip of her waist, the tender undersides of her arms, the maddeningly ticklish crests of her hips. Sophie bucked and squirmed, helpless giggles bursting past her lips, muffled by the pacifier she’d reclaimed. Tears of mirth streamed from her eyes. “No! Please! Daddy, I’ll be good!”

“Too late,” he chuckled, his hands shifting. The playful tickling melted into something else. His palms smoothed over the curve of her backside, kneading the soft flesh through the thin cotton. The sensation morphed from ticklish torment into a deep, thrilling pressure. A moan replaced her giggles.

Gerard heard it. His hands slipped under the ruffled skirt of the onesie, finding the bare skin of her thighs. She was dripping wet, her arousal a slick, undeniable truth. His fingertips brushed through her folds, a feather-light exploration that made her cry out.

“So eager for your punishment,” he observed, his voice thick. One finger, then two, slid inside her with aching slowness. Sophie gasped, arching her back, pushing herself onto his hand. The dual sensations—the childish fabric of her outfit, the adult, claiming penetration of his fingers—shattered her. He worked her with a practiced rhythm, curling his fingers just so, his thumb circling her clit with relentless pressure.

“More,” she begged, the word garbled around the silicone. “Please, Daddy, I need…”

“What do you need, little one?” he coaxed, adding a third finger, stretching her exquisitely.

She spat the pacifier out, her voice a raw whisper. “I need to come. Please, let me come.”

He withdrew his fingers, glistening in the sun. “Not yet.” From his pocket, he produced a small, silver vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the air. Without ceremony, he pressed it against her, right through the soaked cotton covering her core.

The vibration was an electric shock, a direct line to her nerves. Sophie screamed, her body bowing. He held it there, letting the relentless thrum build the coil of pleasure tighter and tighter inside her. Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Dazed, she turned her head. He was freeing himself from his trousers, his cock thick and fully erect. The sight sent a fresh wave of lust crashing through her.

“This is what you truly need, isn’t it?” he growled. He lifted her from his lap, turning her to face him. He guided her down, onto his length, and the world dissolved.

The initial penetration was a slow, breathtaking invasion. He filled her completely, a hot, stretching presence that stole the air from her lungs. Then he began to move. Hard, deep strokes that rocked the deck chair beneath them. Each thrust brushed that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The onesie, her silly booties, all of it faded into a blur of sensation. All that existed was the slap of skin, Gerard’s guttural groans in her ear, and the furious, climbing need in her belly.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, controlling her rhythm, driving into her with a pace that was both punishing and reverent. Sophie clung to his shoulders, her cries mingling with the sounds of the lake. The coil wound impossibly tight, her entire body tensing, shimmering on the precipice.

“Now, Sophie,” he grunted, his own release imminent. “Come for your Daddy.”

The command broke her. Pleasure detonated, white-hot and all-consuming, radiating from her core out to her trembling fingertips. Her inner walls clenched around him, milking his own climax from him with a roar. He held her tightly as he spilled into her, his heat merging with the aftershocks of her own quaking release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the gentle lap of water. Slowly, Gerard leaned back, his softening cock slipping from her. Sophie slumped against his chest, boneless, the onesie damp with sweat.

He gently tucked the pacifier back between her lips. She suckled instinctively, a profound, sated peace settling over her.

Gerard stroked her hair. “A successful first voyage, little one,” he murmured, his lips against her temple. “Ready to set sail for deeper waters?”

20 - DADDY’S DIAPER CHANGE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Taboo / Stepdad / Diaper Change / Fingering

The air in her stepdad’s home office was always too still. Mary sat on the plush client couch, nineteen years old and feeling every one of them like a lead weight. She twisted her hands in her lap. “I just… I hate it,” she confessed, her voice a thin whisper. “The bills, the decisions, everyone expecting me to know things. I miss just… being taken care of. I wish I could just be a kid again.”

Jason, her stepdad for the last five years, listened with the patient, gentle focus of the adolescent therapist he was. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “That’s a powerful feeling, Mary. That desire for a simpler, safer emotional space.” He paused, a thoughtful look crossing his features. “There are… therapeutic modalities to explore that. Age regression. With a trusted caregiver. It could offer you a real release from that adult pressure.”

Her heart thumped. “You mean… with you?”

“If you’re comfortable,” he said, his voice soft, reassuring. “As your dad. Your daddy. It would be a safe, structured space. Just you and me. Your mom works late tomorrow. We could have our first session then.”

The next day, after her mom’s car had disappeared down the street, Jason led her not to his office, but to her own bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them.

Her eyes went wide.

Laid out neatly on her floral duvet were three items: a pale pink, footed baby onesie with little cartoon ducks on it; a large, adult-sized blue pacifier; and a single, thick, white diaper.

“Oh, God,” she breathed, her cheeks flaming.

“It’s part of the process, sweetheart,” Jason said, his voice slipping into a lower, softer register. A daddy voice. “A little girl doesn’t worry about bathrooms. She lets her daddy take care of everything. It’s about total surrender. Total trust.” He gestured to the items. “Be a good girl for daddy. Put the diaper on first, then the onesie.”

Her limbs felt stiff, robotic. Shame and a bizarre, thrilling curiosity warred inside her. With trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her jeans, slid them and her panties down. The diaper crinkled loudly as she unfolded it. Lying back on the bed, she lifted her hips and slid the padding underneath. The material was cool, shockingly thick against her skin. She fumbled with the tapes, fastening them at her hips. It was bulky. Restrictive. She felt it press between her legs as she stood. Next, the onesie. She stepped into it, pulled it up, and struggled with the snaps at the crotch. Finally, she popped the pacifier into her mouth. The silicone nipple filled her mouth, muffling her breathing.

“Perfect,” Daddy Jason murmured, his eyes dark with approval. He held out a sippy cup full of apple juice. “Drink up for daddy. All of it.”

She obeyed, the childish action somehow liberating. As she drained the cup, a familiar pressure bloomed in her lower belly. She squirmed, a panicked look in her eyes.

“It’s okay, little one,” he soothed, taking the cup. “Your diaper is there for a reason. Let it go. Be my good, relaxed girl.”

She shut her eyes. The crinkling sound became a soft, warm hiss as she released her bladder, the heat spreading through the padding, soaking it, hugging her intimately. A shuddering sigh escaped around the pacifier. Embarrassment burned, but beneath it… a profound, shocking relief.

“Such a good girl,” Daddy Jason praised. He guided her to lie back on the changing mat he’d spread on the floor. With practiced, gentle hands, he unsnapped the onesie, exposing the swollen, wet diaper. The tapes gave way with a sharp ripping sound. Cool air hit her damp skin, making her gasp.

His touch was clinical at first. He used baby wipes, warm and wet, to clean her thighs, her mound. He was thorough, methodical. But as he wiped her pussy, his strokes changed. They slowed. Lingered. The wipe traced her outer lips, then, with a feather-light press, slipped between them.

Mary’s back arched off the mat. A sharp, sweet jolt shot through her.

“So sensitive,” he murmured, discarding the wipe. He sprinkled baby powder, the sweet, innocent scent filling the air as he dusted it over her buttocks and between her legs. His fingers followed the powder, smoothing it over her skin. They brushed her slit again. And again. Not cleaning. Teasing.

Her pacifier fell from her slack mouth. “Daddy…” she whimpered, the title no longer a therapy term. It was a plea.

“My sweet girl did so well,” he whispered, his fingers now tracing deliberate, slow circles around her clit. “You listened. You let go. Daddies reward good girls.” One finger, slick now with her own arousal, dipped inside her. Just an inch. Oh god. She was so wet, so much wetter than just from the pee.

He added a second finger, stretching her gently, the heel of his hand pressing against her clit as he worked them in and out. His thumb took over circling that swollen nub, applying perfect, maddening pressure. Her hips began to move of their own accord, riding his hand, chasing the sensation. The crinkling of the changing mat beneath her, the sweet powder smell, the sheer wrongness of it all melted into pure, carnal need.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he coaxed, his breath hot against her ear. “Cum for daddy. Show daddy how good it feels to be my little girl.”

His fingers curled, stroking a spot inside her that made her cry out. His thumb’s rhythm became insistent, relentless. The world narrowed to the frantic pulse between her legs, the building, coiling tension. It broke with a force that shocked her. Her body seized, back bowing, a raw, guttural moan tearing from her throat as her release flooded over his working fingers, hot and slick. Waves of pleasure radiated out, leaving her trembling, breathless, utterly spent.

He slowly withdrew his glistening fingers, bringing them to his lips for a taste, his eyes holding hers. “Delicious,” he stated, his voice thick.

He cleaned her quickly, taped her into a fresh, dry diaper, and snapped her onesie closed. He helped her sit up, her body boneless, her mind blissfully empty.

Cradling her face, he looked into her dazed eyes. “Whenever the big, scary world gets too much,” he said, stroking her cheek. “Whenever you need to just… let go. You come to daddy. This can be our secret stress relief. Okay?”

Mary nodded, leaning into his touch, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. The bulky diaper between her legs was a comforting, secret reminder. “Okay, daddy.”
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