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Chapter 1: The Empty House

The house felt too quiet on that Friday evening in late September. The kind of quiet that pressed against the ears like cotton wool, making every small sound—the tick of the wall clock in the kitchen, the distant hum of a neighbor's lawnmower—feel amplified and intrusive. Mark stood at the sink rinsing the last of the dinner plates, sleeves rolled to his elbows, while Lisa wiped down the already-spotless counter for the third time. Their routines had always been like this: efficient, companionable, almost mechanical. Twenty-two years of marriage had sanded down the edges until everything fit neatly together.

But tonight the silence had teeth.

Their youngest, Sophie, had moved into her student flat in Utrecht three weeks earlier. The goodbye had been tearful hugs and promises of weekend visits, but once the car pulled away, the house seemed to exhale and shrink. The living room felt cavernous without the scatter of textbooks and charging cables. The hallway lacked the usual chaos of shoes kicked off in haste. Even the fridge hummed louder now that it wasn't constantly being opened for midnight snacks.

Mark dried his hands on a tea towel and glanced at Lisa. She was still circling the counter with the cloth, her movements slow, almost absent. Her dark hair, streaked with silver at the temples these days, was pulled into a loose ponytail. She wore the soft gray cardigan he'd bought her last Christmas over jeans that hugged her hips in a way that still made his chest tighten if he let himself look too long. At forty-four she carried the years in soft curves and faint laugh lines, but to him she was still the woman who'd laughed until she snorted the first time he'd tried to cook her dinner back in their tiny student flat.

"You okay?" he asked, voice low.

Lisa paused, then set the cloth down. "Yeah. Just... it's weird, isn't it? No one yelling about missing socks or asking what's for dinner."

He nodded, stepping closer. "Feels like the house is holding its breath."

She gave a small laugh that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Or maybe we're the ones holding ours."

They'd talked about this moment for years—joked about wild sex on the kitchen table the second the kids were gone, spontaneous weekend getaways, rediscovering each other like they were twenty again. But reality had a way of creeping in. Work still demanded long hours. Bodies weren't as forgiving. And somewhere along the line, intimacy had become scheduled, efficient, almost polite. Quick under the covers after lights out, more comfort than fire.

Mark reached out, brushed his thumb along her jaw. "We could open that bottle of red we got in France last summer. Sit on the couch. Talk. Or not talk."

Lisa met his gaze, something flickering there—nerves, maybe hope. "I'd like that."

They ended up in the living room with the lights dimmed, the bottle between them on the coffee table. Mark poured generously; Lisa kicked off her socks and tucked her feet under her. The first glass went down easy, loosening the knots in their shoulders. Conversation drifted from Sophie’s new flatmates to Mark’s latest project at the garage to the way the autumn light hit the garden differently now.

Then Lisa set her glass down and looked at him squarely.

"I've been thinking," she said. "About us. About... how things have changed."

Mark felt his pulse kick up. "Yeah?"

"Not bad changed. Just... different. The kids were always there, even when they weren't in the room. We were Mum and Dad first. Lovers second. Or third." She swallowed. "I miss being just us. I miss feeling... wanted. Not just loved. Wanted."

He set his glass aside too, shifting closer on the couch. Their knees touched. "I still want you, Lis. Every day."

"I know." Her voice softened. "But it's not the same. We don't... play anymore. We don't flirt like idiots or stay up talking until three because we can't stop touching each other. And lately..." She hesitated, cheeks flushing. "Lately I've been thinking about things I used to fantasize about. Before kids. Before life got so... practical."

Mark's throat went dry. "What kind of things?"

She looked down at her hands, twisting her wedding band. "Being taken care of. Completely. Like... someone else in charge for a little while. No decisions, no responsibilities. Just... safe. Small. Held."

He waited, heart thudding.

"And... diapers." The word came out on a rush, barely audible. "I know it sounds ridiculous. But when I was younger—god, twenty-something—I read stuff online. Stories. Forums. About adults who... regress a bit. Get babied. Diapers as comfort, not punishment. Someone being gentle, thorough. Changing me. Powdering. Taping. Making me feel... little. Protected."

She risked a glance up. Her face was scarlet, eyes glassy with embarrassment and something deeper—yearning.

Mark didn't laugh. Didn't flinch. He reached for her hand, laced their fingers together.

"I've read some of that too," he admitted quietly. "Not a lot. But enough to understand it's not ridiculous. It's intimate. Vulnerable. Trust."

Lisa exhaled shakily. "You don't think I'm weird?"

"I think you're brave for saying it out loud." He squeezed her hand. "And if that's something you want to explore—with me—I'd be honored. We can go slow. Research together. Set rules. Safewords. Whatever makes you feel secure."

Tears welled in her eyes. Relief, mostly. A little fear.

"I've been scared to tell you for years," she whispered. "What if you thought less of me?"

"Never." He pulled her closer until she was half in his lap, her head on his shoulder. "I love every part of you. The mum who raised our kids. The woman who still laughs at my terrible jokes. And the woman who wants to feel small and cared for. All of it."

They sat like that for a long minute, breathing together. Then Lisa lifted her head.

"Can we... look at some things? Tonight? Just browse. See what feels right."

Mark nodded. "Yeah. Laptop or phone?"

"Phone. Easier to hide if we chicken out." She gave a nervous laugh.

They curled up together on the couch, legs tangled, her head on his chest as he opened a private browser. He searched carefully—terms like "adult baby diaper lover," "DDLG for beginners," "consensual age play couples." Forums popped up, stories, advice threads from people in their forties and fifties who'd discovered similar cravings later in life.

Lisa pointed to one thread: "Empty nesters exploring kink after kids leave." The poster described a similar confession to her husband, the slow steps—starting with pull-ups for comfort, bedtime routines, gentle caregiving.

"See?" Mark murmured against her hair. "We're not alone."

She scrolled, reading aloud softly. "‘It started with just wearing at night. No sex, just cuddling. Then he started checking me in the morning. That small act made me feel so seen.’"

Her voice trembled on the last word.

Mark kissed her temple. "We could try that. Just pull-ups first. For sleep. No pressure."

Lisa nodded against him. "I want to order some. Discreet. Plain packaging."

"Tomorrow," he promised. "We'll find a good site. Medical brands for comfort, or the cute ones if you want. Whatever feels safe."

She turned in his arms, straddling his lap slowly. Their eyes locked. For the first time in years, there was no hurry, no sense that this had to lead somewhere fast. Just presence.

"Thank you," she whispered.

"For what?"

"For not running."

He cupped her face. "Baby girl..." The words slipped out naturally, testing. Her breath hitched, pupils dilating.

"Yes, Daddy?" she answered, voice small and hopeful.

Heat surged through him—arousal, protectiveness, love all at once.

He kissed her then, slow and deep. Not the perfunctory peck of recent years, but deliberate. Tongue tracing hers, hands sliding under her cardigan to stroke the warm skin of her back. She melted against him, fingers threading through his hair.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, he rested his forehead against hers.

"We'll take it slow," he repeated. "But tonight... I want to hold you. Just hold you. And maybe tomorrow, when the package comes, we start."

Lisa nodded, eyes shining. "I love you."

"I love you too, baby."

They didn't make it to bed right away. Instead they stayed on the couch, kissing lazily, hands roaming with rediscovered curiosity. He traced the curve of her hip, the softness of her belly—places she'd once tried to hide under loose shirts. She arched into his touch, no self-consciousness tonight.

Eventually they climbed the stairs hand in hand. In their bedroom, Mark helped her out of her clothes with gentle hands, kissing each new inch of skin revealed. When she was naked, he pulled back the covers and tucked her in, then stripped down himself and slid in behind her, spooning close.

His arm wrapped around her waist, palm flat on her stomach. Protective. Possessive.

"Sleep, baby girl," he murmured against her neck. "Daddy's got you."

Lisa sighed, a sound of pure contentment, and drifted off faster than she had in months.

Mark lay awake a little longer, heart full, cock half-hard against her ass from the newness of it all. But he didn't push. This was the beginning. Slow. Deliberate. Real.

And for the first time in years, the empty house felt full of promise.


Chapter 2: First Confession

The next morning dawned gray and soft, the kind of early autumn Saturday in Breda where the light filtered through the curtains like it was apologizing for being there. Mark woke first, as usual, the house still wrapped in that new hush. Lisa was curled against his side, one leg thrown over his, her breathing slow and even. He lay there for a minute just watching her—chest rising and falling, lips slightly parted, the faint crease between her brows smoothed out in sleep. Last night's conversation felt both dreamlike and razor-sharp in his memory.

He slipped out of bed carefully, not wanting to wake her yet. Downstairs he started the coffee maker, the familiar gurgle and hiss filling the quiet. While it brewed, he pulled out his phone and opened the browser tabs he'd left from last night. He'd bookmarked a few discreet sites—medical supply places that shipped in plain boxes, no logos screaming from the packaging. NorthShore, TENA, Depend for women in pull-up style. Reviews talked about softness, discretion under clothes, high absorbency without bulk. One forum thread from people in their forties and fifties described starting exactly like this: "Just pull-ups at night first. No pressure. It was more about the feeling of being cared for than anything sexual at the beginning."

He added a couple to his cart—NorthShore MegaMax pull-ons in women's medium, and a pack of TENA Silhouette for a more underwear-like feel. Plain white, no prints. Practical. Safe. He hesitated over the "cute" section—pastel onesies, printed tapes—but closed it. Not yet. Slow, like they'd agreed.

By the time the coffee was ready, Lisa appeared in the doorway, wrapped in her robe, hair mussed, eyes still heavy with sleep. She smiled shyly when she saw him at the table with his phone.

"Morning, Daddy," she said, testing the word again. It came out softer this time, almost playful, but her cheeks pinked up immediately.

Mark's stomach flipped. He set the phone down and stood, crossing to her in two steps. "Morning, baby girl." He kissed her forehead, then her mouth—slow, lingering. She tasted like toothpaste and last night's wine. "Coffee?"

"Please."

They sat at the kitchen table with mugs steaming between them. The silence wasn't awkward anymore; it was charged, expectant.

"I looked at some options last night," Mark said after a sip. "After you fell asleep. Plain pull-ups. Discreet shipping. We could order today, have them here by Monday or Tuesday."

Lisa wrapped her hands around her mug. "You didn't... think it was silly?"

"Not even a little." He reached across the table, covered her hand with his. "I read some stories too. Couples our age. Empty nesters. A lot of them said it started just like this—talking, ordering a small pack, trying it at night. No big production. Just... seeing how it feels."

She nodded slowly. "I want to try. But I'm nervous. What if I hate it? What if it's not what I imagined?"

"Then we stop. Or adjust. No rules say we have to keep going." He squeezed her hand. "But if you do like it... I want to be the one who takes care of you. Checks you. Changes you when you're ready for that step."

Her breath caught. "Changes me."

"Yeah." His voice dropped lower. "Helps you out of them in the morning. Wipes you clean. Powders you. Tapes a fresh one if you want to keep wearing during the day. All of it."

Lisa shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together. Mark noticed—the subtle squirm, the way her nipples had hardened under the thin robe fabric.

"Does that turn you on?" he asked gently.

She bit her lip. "Yes. God, yes. Thinking about you... seeing me like that. Vulnerable. Wet, maybe. And you being so gentle about it."

He felt himself harden under the table. "It turns me on too. More than I expected."

They finished their coffee in companionable quiet, then moved to the couch with the laptop. Mark pulled up the cart he'd started. Lisa leaned against his shoulder as they scrolled.

"These look... normal," she said, pointing to the TENA Silhouette. "Like fancy period underwear, almost."

"They're supposed to. High waist, soft material. Good for overnight if you leak a bit from nerves or whatever." He clicked through reviews. "People say they're quiet. No crinkle under clothes."

She nodded. "Let's get those. And... maybe one pack of the thicker ones? Just to see."

Mark added them—NorthShore pull-ups with extra absorbency. He entered their address—plain box, no sender name visible. Checkout felt oddly ceremonial. When the confirmation popped up, Lisa let out a shaky laugh.

"It's real now."

"It is." He closed the laptop and turned to her. "How are you feeling?"

"Scared. Excited. A little turned on." She met his eyes. "Can we... talk more about what it might look like? The first time?"

Mark pulled her into his lap, her back to his chest, arms around her waist. "Tell me what you picture."

She settled against him, voice soft. "I imagine coming to bed in just my robe. You pull it off me. Help me step into the pull-up. Pull it up slow. Maybe run your hands over my hips, my ass. Tell me I look pretty. Safe."

He kissed the side of her neck. "You will look pretty. Beautiful."

"Then... we cuddle. Maybe you hold me from behind, hand on my tummy over the padding. And if I... need to go, I just let it happen. No getting up. No worry."

His cock twitched against her ass at the image. "And in the morning?"

"You wake me up. Check if I'm wet by pressing your hand between my legs. Feel the warmth through the material." Her voice trembled. "Then you guide me to the bed or the bathroom. Pull them down. Wipe me with warm cloth or baby wipes. Powder me—god, the smell of powder always gets me. Rub it in everywhere. Between my folds. Over my clit. Slow. Teasing."

Mark's hand slid under her robe, resting on her bare thigh. "Keep going."

"Then... if I'm dry, maybe you leave me bare for a bit. Touch me. Make me come with your fingers or mouth while I'm still thinking about being your baby. If I'm wet... you clean me thoroughly. Then tape a new one on. Tight. Snug. Kiss my mound through it before you pull my pajamas up."

He groaned softly. "Fuck, Lisa."

She turned in his lap to face him, straddling his thighs. "I want that. With you."

Their mouths crashed together—hungrier this time. Hands roaming. His under her robe, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling nipples. Hers sliding down his chest, palming him through his boxers. He was rock hard, leaking already.

"Not yet," he murmured against her lips. "We wait for the package. Build it up."

She whimpered but nodded. "Tease me until then?"

"Every day." He nipped her earlobe. "Text me when you're thinking about it at work. Tell Daddy if you're getting wet just imagining."

"Yes, Daddy."

They spent the rest of the morning like teenagers—making out on the couch, hands exploring but stopping short of release. He sucked marks into her neck she could hide with a scarf. She ground against his thigh until she was panting, then he made her stop. Edging. Building anticipation.

By afternoon they went for a walk along the Markiezaatsweg, hands linked, talking about boundaries. Safewords—red for stop, yellow for slow down. Hard limits—no public exposure yet, no messing (she wasn't into that), no involving others. Soft limits—start with pull-ups only, no baby talk outside designated times unless it felt natural.

Back home, they cooked dinner together—pasta, simple sauce, wine. Over the table, conversation turned explicit again.

"What if I wet during the day?" she asked quietly. "Before we're ready for changes."

"Then you tell me. We handle it. Maybe a quick change in the bathroom. Or you wait until evening if it's small." He reached for her hand. "No shame. That's the point—being taken care of without judgment."

She smiled, eyes misty. "I love you for this."

"I love you for trusting me."

That night they showered together—nothing sexual, just intimate. He washed her hair, soaped her back, knelt to wash between her legs with careful fingers. She shivered when he lingered, but he didn't push. Just rinsed, dried her with a big towel, kissed her stomach.

In bed, naked under the covers, he spooned her again. Hand on her bare mound, not moving, just holding.

"Soon," he whispered. "Soon Daddy will put you in something soft. Keep you dry. Keep you safe."

Lisa sighed, pressing back against him. "I can't wait."

They fell asleep like that—bodies close, minds buzzing with promise.

The package couldn't arrive fast enough.


Chapter 3: The First Night

Monday evening arrived with the quiet inevitability of rain in October. The package had shown up just after lunch—plain brown cardboard, no labels beyond a small shipping sticker, exactly as promised. Mark had carried it upstairs without comment, setting it on the dresser in their bedroom like it was something fragile and sacred. Lisa had texted him from work the moment the delivery notification pinged her phone: It's here. My heart is racing. He'd replied simply: Come straight home, baby girl. Daddy's waiting.

She walked through the front door at 6:17, cheeks flushed from the bike ride and something deeper. Coat still on, she kicked off her shoes in the hall and found him in the kitchen, sleeves rolled, stirring a simple risotto on the stove. The smell of garlic and parmesan filled the air—comfort food, grounding.

"Hi," she said, voice small.

Mark turned, wiped his hands on a towel, and crossed to her in three strides. He cupped her face and kissed her forehead first, then her mouth—slow, deliberate, tasting the faint mint of her gum.

"Hi, baby." He took her coat, hung it up, then led her by the hand to the living room couch. "Dinner in twenty. But first... sit with me."

They sank down together. Lisa's leg bounced nervously against his.

"Did you open it?" she asked.

"Not without you." He reached behind the couch cushion where he'd stashed the box earlier. Plain tape, easy to peel. He handed her the cutter. "Your package. You do the honors."

Her fingers trembled slightly as she sliced through. Inside: two neatly packed bags. The TENA Silhouette pull-ups—high-waisted, soft peach fabric, discreet white outer layer. And the thicker NorthShore MegaMax in pale blue, more absorbent, noticeably bulkier even in the wrapper.

Lisa lifted one of the TENA packs, turning it over in her hands. "They look... nicer than I expected. Almost pretty."

Mark watched her face—fascination mixed with nerves. "Want to try one now? Or wait until bedtime?"

She bit her lip. "Bedtime. I want... the full thing. Dinner first. Normal. Then upstairs."

"Good girl." The praise slipped out naturally. Her breath hitched, thighs pressing together. He noticed.

They ate at the table like always—risotto, a glass of white, quiet conversation about her day (a frustrating client call), his (oil change on a vintage Porsche). But underneath it all ran a current of anticipation. Every time their eyes met, the air thickened.

After dishes, Mark took her hand again. "Upstairs, baby girl. Time to get ready for bed."

Lisa followed him, heart hammering so loud she was sure he could hear it. The bedroom lights were low—just the bedside lamps and a string of warm fairy lights she'd hung years ago for ambiance. The bed was turned down, fresh sheets. On the dresser: the open pack of TENA, a small bottle of baby powder (he'd picked it up at the Kruidvat this morning, plain white label), a pack of fragrance-free wipes, and a soft pink changing mat he'd spread out on her side of the bed "just in case."

Mark closed the door softly behind them.

"Undress for Daddy," he said, voice calm but firm.

Lisa's hands went to the buttons of her blouse. She worked slowly, eyes on his, letting each piece fall—blouse, bra, jeans, socks, finally her plain cotton panties. Naked in the lamplight, she felt exposed in a way she hadn't in years. Stretch marks silver across her hips, soft belly from two pregnancies and forty-four years of living, breasts heavier now, nipples already tight from nerves and arousal.

Mark stepped closer. His eyes roamed her body—not critically, reverently.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured. "Every inch. Come here."

He guided her to stand on the mat. She stepped up, feet slightly apart. He knelt in front of her—eye level with her mound—and picked up the TENA pull-up. He held it open.

"Step in, baby."

Lisa lifted one foot, then the other. The fabric was cool against her skin as he drew it slowly up her legs. Past her calves, thighs, over the curve of her ass. He settled the waistband high, smoothing it over her hips, adjusting the leg cuffs so they sat snug but comfortable. The padding cupped her intimately—soft, thick enough to feel secure, thin enough not to show under clothes.

He ran his palms over the front, pressing lightly. "How does it feel?"

"Soft," she whispered. "Warm already. Safe."

Mark stood, hands still on her hips over the pull-up. "Turn around."

She did. He traced the seam down her back, over the padded seat, giving her bottom a gentle squeeze. "Looks perfect on you. My baby girl all snug."

Lisa shivered. Between her legs, she felt the first slick warmth gathering.

He guided her to the bed, pulled back the covers. "Lie down on your back for a minute. Let Daddy check everything."

She obeyed, legs slightly parted. Mark knelt between them, eyes locked on hers as he pressed his palm flat against the front of the pull-up. Firm, possessive. The padding yielded under his touch.

"Still dry," he said softly. "But warm here." His fingers traced lower, pressing where her clit hid beneath layers. She gasped. "Already getting excited for Daddy?"

"Yes," she breathed. "Please..."

"Not yet." He leaned down, kissed the soft mound through the fabric—warm lips, slight pressure. Then higher, trailing kisses up her stomach, between her breasts, finally to her mouth. Deep, slow kiss.

When he pulled back, he helped her under the covers, then stripped down to his boxers and slid in behind her. Spooning tight, his chest to her back, arm wrapped around her waist. His hand settled naturally over the padded front—holding, not rubbing. Protective.

"Sleep like this tonight," he murmured against her ear. "If you need to pee, just let go. Daddy's got you. No getting up. No worry."

Lisa nodded, throat tight with emotion and arousal. "Thank you, Daddy."

He kissed her neck. "Good girl. Close your eyes."

She did. The house was quiet again, but this time the silence felt cocooned, intimate. His steady breathing against her hair, the faint rustle of the pull-up every time she shifted, the warmth of his palm cradling her most vulnerable place.

She drifted toward sleep faster than expected—exhaustion from nerves, comfort from his presence, the strange, delicious security of the padding between her thighs.

Sometime in the night she stirred. Bladder full from the wine and water she'd drunk before bed. She tensed instinctively, old habit of waking to use the toilet.

Mark's arm tightened. "Shh, baby. It's okay. Let it happen."

Her heart raced. She hesitated—then relaxed.

The first warm trickle came slowly, soaking into the soft inner lining. Then more, steady stream. The pull-up absorbed it greedily, swelling slightly between her legs. No leak. No cold wetness on sheets. Just warmth spreading, contained, safe.

She whimpered softly—half embarrassment, half relief.

Mark kissed her shoulder. "Good girl. Daddy feels it. You're doing so well."

His hand pressed gently over the now-warm, heavier padding. Not rubbing, just acknowledging. Holding her through it.

Lisa sighed, body melting back against him. The sensation was strange—intimate, vulnerable, deeply erotic in its surrender. She felt small. Cherished.

They stayed like that until her breathing evened out again.

When morning light slipped through the curtains, Mark woke her with soft kisses along her spine.

"Morning, baby girl."

She stretched, then froze—suddenly aware of the swollen, warm weight between her legs.

"I... I wet it," she whispered.

"I know." His voice was proud, tender. "You were perfect. Slept through most of it. Let Daddy take care of the rest."

He rolled her gently onto her back. Pulled the covers down. The pull-up looked unchanged from the outside—still smooth, pale—but when he pressed his palm to the front, it yielded with a faint squish.

"Wet little girl," he murmured, eyes dark with want. "Time for your first change."

Lisa's breath came faster. Nipples tight, clit throbbing under the soaked padding.

Mark helped her sit up, then guided her to lie back on the changing mat still spread on her side of the bed.

"Legs up, knees bent, baby. Let Daddy see."

She obeyed, thighs parted. The pull-up clung damply to her skin.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband—slow, deliberate. Pulled it down inch by inch over her hips, past her mound, revealing the glistening proof of her surrender. The inner liner was saturated in the crotch, pale yellow tint where she'd soaked it.

"So pretty," he said, voice rough. "My baby made such a big wet for Daddy."

He slid the pull-up the rest of the way off, folding it carefully, setting it aside. Then he reached for the wipes—cool, soothing. He started at her inner thighs, wiping outward in gentle strokes. Moved inward—slow circles around her folds, parting her lips carefully, cleaning every crease. When the wipe grazed her swollen clit, she moaned, hips lifting.

"Stay still, baby," he said firmly. "Let Daddy finish."

Another wipe—lower, between her cheeks, thorough. Then he opened the baby powder. Puffed a generous cloud over her mound, her slit, rubbing it in with slow, firm fingers. Powder coated her skin, scent rising—clean, innocent, intoxicating.

His thumb brushed her clit deliberately now—once, twice. She whimpered.

"Please..."

"Not yet." He leaned down, kissed the powdered mound softly. "Soon."

He reached for the thicker NorthShore pack. Tore it open. Held up the new pull-up—bulkier, more substantial.

"Time for daytime, baby girl. Something extra safe."

He slid it up her legs—slower this time. Settled it high on her waist, smoothed the leg cuffs, ran his hands over the padded front until it sat perfectly snug.

Then he pressed his palm flat against it again. "All taped in. Dry and ready."

Lisa looked down at herself—white padding peeking above the waistband, soft bulk between her thighs—and felt a rush of heat so intense her toes curled.

Mark crawled over her, caging her with his arms. Kissed her deeply.

"You did so good last night," he whispered. "Daddy's so proud."

He slid a hand between them, pressing over the fresh padding right where she ached most.

"Now... let's see how wet my baby can get before breakfast."

His fingers rubbed slow circles through the material—firm pressure, teasing friction. Lisa arched, moaning into his mouth.

The morning light grew brighter.

Their rediscovery had only just begun.


Chapter 4: Morning After

The bedroom smelled faintly of baby powder and sex by the time the clock on the nightstand read 8:42. Sunlight slanted through the half-closed blinds in thin gold bars across the duvet, catching motes of dust and the pale blue edge of the fresh NorthShore pull-up still hugging Lisa’s hips. She lay on her back, legs slightly parted, chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven breaths. Mark knelt between her thighs on the changing mat, one hand braced beside her head, the other resting possessively over the padded front—warm now from body heat, from the slow circles he’d been tracing for the last ten minutes.

He hadn’t let her come yet.

Not once.

Every time her hips bucked, every time her whimpers turned into soft, desperate pleas—“Daddy, please”—he eased off. Just enough pressure to keep her hovering, clit swollen and throbbing beneath layers of soft, thirsty padding, but never enough to tip her over.

“You’re dripping for me already, aren’t you?” he murmured, pressing the heel of his palm firmer against her mound. The pull-up crinkled softly with the movement. She could feel the faint dampness spreading inside—not from pee this time, but from her own arousal soaking the inner liner.

“Yes,” she gasped. “So wet… please…”

Mark leaned down, kissed the spot just below her navel where the waistband sat high. His stubble grazed her skin; she shivered. “Not yet, baby girl. Daddy wants to feel how much you need it first.”

He slid two fingers under the leg cuff—careful, deliberate—brushing the slick heat of her folds through the saturated padding. Lisa’s back arched off the mat, a broken moan escaping her throat. He circled her entrance slowly, gathering wetness, then dragged those fingers up to rub lazy figure-eights over where her clit pulsed hardest.

“Look at you,” he said, voice low and rough. “Soaking your new diaper before breakfast. Such a needy little thing.”

The word diaper—spoken so casually, so possessively—sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. She clenched around nothing, hips lifting instinctively.

“Stay still,” he ordered gently. “Let Daddy play.”

He kept the rhythm maddeningly slow. Rub, circle, press, release. Her thighs trembled. Sweat beaded between her breasts. The fairy lights above the headboard cast soft shadows across her flushed skin—stretch marks silver in the morning light, nipples dark and tight, belly soft and quivering.

Mark watched her face the whole time. Watched the way her lips parted, the way her eyes fluttered half-closed, the way tears of frustrated pleasure gathered at the corners.

“You’re beautiful when you’re desperate,” he told her. “My perfect baby girl, humping Daddy’s hand through her padding because she can’t help it.”

Lisa whimpered. “I can’t… I need to come… please, Daddy…”

He pressed harder—once, twice—then pulled his hand away completely.

She sobbed softly, hips chasing the contact.

“Shh.” He kissed her inner thigh, then higher, mouthing the front of the pull-up where the padding was warm and damp. The fabric muffled the heat of his breath, but she felt it anyway—felt the vibration when he hummed approval. “You’ll come when Daddy says. And right now… Daddy wants to change you again.”

Her eyes flew open. “Already?”

“You’re soaked through the front,” he said, tapping lightly. A faint squish. “Can’t have my baby walking around all day like that, can we?”

He sat back on his heels and reached for the wipes—cool, soothing, fragrance-free. Lisa watched, heart pounding, as he tore open a fresh one.

“Legs up, knees to your chest, sweetheart.”

She obeyed, folding herself open for him. The position made her feel impossibly small—exposed, vulnerable, utterly his.

Mark hooked his fingers under the waistband of the NorthShore and tugged it down slowly—inch by torturous inch. The elastic dragged over her hips, past the curve of her ass. When the soaked crotch peeled away from her skin, cool air hit her overheated folds and she gasped.

The inner liner was dark with her arousal—streaks of clear slickness mixed with the faint yellow tint from her earlier wetting. Mark folded the pull-up carefully, set it aside on the edge of the mat.

“So messy,” he murmured, almost reverent. “Look at this pretty pussy, all swollen and shiny for Daddy.”

He took the wipe and started at her thighs—long, slow strokes outward. Then inward. Parting her lips gently with two fingers, wiping every fold, every crease. When the wipe brushed directly over her clit, Lisa cried out—sharp, needy.

“Sensitive little button,” he cooed. “Daddy’s going to be extra careful.”

Another wipe. Then another. He was thorough—methodical—cleaning her until she glistened only with the remnants of her own wetness, no trace of powder or old slickness left. When he was satisfied, he reached for the baby powder.

The cap clicked open. A soft puff of white cloud drifted down over her mound, settling into the creases of her sex. Mark rubbed it in with slow, firm strokes—palm flat, then fingers dipping between her lips, spreading the silky powder everywhere. He lingered on her clit—rubbing small, deliberate circles until her hips jerked and her breath came in short, desperate pants.

“Daddy… I’m gonna—”

“No.” He stopped instantly. Hand hovering. “Not yet.”

Tears slipped down her temples. “Please…”

He leaned down and kissed her powdered mound—soft, open-mouthed. Tongue flicking once over her clit through the fine dusting of powder. She keened.

Then he pulled back.

“Time for a fresh one.”

He reached for the TENA pack this time—thinner, more discreet, the kind she could wear under jeans if they decided to leave the house later. He held it open.

“Lift.”

She raised her hips. He slid the pull-up underneath her, settled the padding between her legs, drew it up slowly over her mound. Adjusted the leg cuffs. Pulled the waistband high—higher than necessary, so it sat just under her breasts.

He smoothed his hands over the front, pressing the padding flat against her still-throbbing clit.

“There,” he said. “All snug again. Dry… for now.”

Lisa looked down at herself—the soft peach fabric hugging her curves, the faint outline of her swollen lips visible through the thin outer layer. She felt ridiculous and beautiful and so turned on she could barely think.

Mark crawled up her body, caging her with his arms. His erection pressed hot and heavy against the padded front as he settled between her thighs.

“Feel that?” he whispered. “Daddy’s hard for his baby girl.”

She nodded frantically. “Please… fuck me… please…”

He kissed her—deep, claiming—then reached down between them. Hooked two fingers under the leg cuff again. Pulled the padding aside just enough to bare her slick entrance.

No preamble.

He notched himself at her opening and sank in slow—inch by thick inch—until he was buried to the hilt.

Lisa cried out, nails digging into his shoulders. The pull-up bunched awkwardly to the side, leg elastic digging into her thigh, but she didn’t care. All she felt was him—stretching her, filling her, the faint crinkle of padding every time he rolled his hips.

He started slow—long, deliberate thrusts that dragged over every sensitive spot inside her. The padding rubbed against her clit with each movement—soft friction layered over the deeper pressure of his cock.

“Fuck,” he groaned against her neck. “So tight… so wet… my perfect little girl taking Daddy so well.”

She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper. Faster.

He obliged.

The rhythm built—harder, more insistent. The mat crinkled beneath them. The pull-up shifted with every thrust, leg bands snapping lightly against her skin. Powder-scented air mixed with the raw smell of arousal.

Lisa’s orgasm built fast—too fast—coiling tight in her belly.

“Daddy—I’m—”

“Come,” he growled. “Come on Daddy’s cock while you’re still half in your diaper.”

She shattered.

Waves of pleasure crashed through her—sharp, blinding. She clenched around him, crying his name, hips bucking wildly. The pull-up soaked instantly with fresh slickness, warm and slippery against her thighs.

Mark followed seconds later—thrusting deep, holding himself buried as he pulsed inside her. Low, guttural groan against her throat. His weight pinned her to the mat, both of them trembling.

They stayed like that for long minutes—sweaty, breathless, connected. The pull-up now thoroughly ruined between them—wet from both ends, padding swollen and heavy.

Finally Mark eased out slowly. Kissed her forehead. Her cheeks. Her mouth.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Such a good girl for Daddy.”

He helped her sit up—legs shaky—then guided her back down onto the mat.

“Time for another change,” he said with a soft smile. “This one’s a mess.”

Lisa laughed weakly—half sob, half joy. “Already?”

“Already.” He kissed her nose. “And we’ve got all day, baby.”

He reached for fresh wipes.

The morning stretched ahead—lazy, intimate, theirs.

No rush.

No shame.

Just them.

Rediscovering.


Chapter 5: Body Talks

The kitchen smelled of fresh coffee and toast by the time they made it downstairs—closer to eleven than breakfast time, but neither of them cared. Lisa had pulled on soft lounge pants over the fresh TENA pull-up Mark had taped her into after the third change of the morning. The waistband sat high under her loose sweater, a secret bulk that brushed her skin with every step. She felt it constantly: the faint crinkle when she bent to pour milk, the soft press against her still-sensitive clit when she sat at the table. A reminder. A promise.

Mark moved around the kitchen in boxers and an old T-shirt, hair still mussed from sleep and sex. He set a plate of buttered toast in front of her, then slid into the chair opposite with his own mug.

“Eat something, baby girl,” he said gently. “You’ve been up and down all morning.”

Lisa managed a small smile, picking at the crust. “I’m not really hungry. Just… wired.”

He reached across the table, thumb brushing her knuckles. “Talk to me.”

She looked down at her plate, then back up at him. The words had been circling in her head since the last change—when he’d powdered her so carefully, rubbed it into every fold, kissed her stretch-marked hips like they were sacred. No hesitation. No recoil.

“I keep waiting for the part where you look at me and… see everything,” she said quietly. “The soft bits. The lines. The way my stomach isn’t flat anymore. The way my breasts sag a little when I lie back. Menopause is starting to creep in—hot flashes at night, the way my skin feels different. And now this.” She gestured vaguely toward her lap. “Me in a diaper. Wet. Needy. It’s a lot.”

Mark didn’t interrupt. He just listened, eyes steady on hers.

“I love how you touch me,” she continued, voice cracking a fraction. “I love how you look at me like I’m still twenty-five. But part of me is terrified that one day you’ll really see it—all of it—and it won’t be sexy anymore. That the fantasy will crack.”

He set his mug down. Stood. Walked around the table and knelt beside her chair so they were eye-level.

“Lisa.” He took both her hands in his. “Look at me.”

She did. Tears already gathering.

“I see you,” he said simply. “Every single day. I see the woman who carried our kids, who stayed up nights when they were sick, who still gets up at six to make sure I have coffee before I leave for the garage. I see the silver in your hair and the way your hips have softened and the little crease between your brows when you’re concentrating. And none of it makes me want you less.”

He lifted her hand to his mouth, kissed her knuckles one by one.

“I see the stretch marks and I think about how they got there—because you grew our family inside you. I see your breasts and I remember how they felt when you were nursing, how full and warm they were, how you trusted me to hold you through it all. I see your belly and I want to kiss it. Every soft inch.”

Lisa’s breath hitched.

“And the diaper?” Mark continued, voice dropping lower. “That doesn’t make you less. It makes you mine in a way nothing else ever has. You trust me to see you at your most vulnerable—wet, messy, small—and you let me take care of you. That’s power, baby girl. That’s beauty. That’s fucking sexy.”

A tear slipped down her cheek. She swiped at it, embarrassed.

Mark stood, pulled her up with him, and wrapped his arms around her from behind. Chin on her shoulder, hands sliding under her sweater to rest flat on her bare stomach—right over the high waistband of the pull-up.

“Feel this?” he murmured, fingers splaying wide. “This is my favorite place to touch you. Soft. Warm. Real. I love how it gives under my hands. I love how it trembles when you’re close. And right now…” His right hand drifted lower, cupping the padded mound gently. “…I love how this feels under my palm. Knowing you’re already getting wet again just from me talking to you.”

Lisa leaned back into him, a soft whimper escaping.

“Tell me what you need,” he said against her ear.

“I need… to believe you,” she whispered. “When you say I’m beautiful like this.”

“Then let me show you.”

He turned her slowly to face him. Backed her against the kitchen counter. Lifted her sweater over her head, tossed it aside. She stood in just the pull-up and her socks—breasts bare, nipples tightening in the cool air, soft belly exposed.

Mark dropped to his knees again.

He started at her feet—kissed the arch through her sock, then higher. Up her calf. Behind her knee. Inner thigh. When he reached the leg cuff of the pull-up, he mouthed the fabric—warm breath seeping through to her skin.

“Look down at me,” he said.

She did. Watched as he hooked his fingers under the waistband and tugged it down just enough to bare the top of her mound. Kissed the soft skin there—right where the first silver stretch mark curved like a crescent.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. Kissed another mark. “Perfect.” Kissed lower, along the crease where thigh met hip. “Mine.”

He pulled the pull-up lower—slowly—until her entire sex was bared. The padding stayed bunched at mid-thigh. Cool air hit her slick folds; she shivered.

Mark looked up at her, eyes dark with hunger.

“Spread your legs a little, baby.”

She did.

He leaned in. Inhaled deeply—scent of powder still lingering, mixed with her arousal. Then he kissed her clit—soft, open-mouthed. Tongue flicking once, twice. Lisa’s hands flew to his hair, gripping tight.

He worshipped her.

Slow licks along her slit. Sucking gently on her swollen nub. Fingers parting her lips so he could trace every fold with the flat of his tongue. When she started to tremble, he slid two fingers inside—curving, stroking that spot that made her knees buckle.

“Daddy…” she gasped.

He hummed against her—vibration straight to her core.

Then he pulled back just enough to speak.

“Come for me, baby girl. Right here in the kitchen. Let Daddy taste how beautiful you are when you let go.”

He dove back in—faster now. Fingers thrusting. Tongue relentless on her clit.

Lisa shattered.

Loud—unrestrained—hips grinding against his face as wave after wave crashed through her. Slickness coated his chin, his fingers. She cried out his name, thighs shaking, tears streaming.

He didn’t stop until she was whimpering from overstimulation—then eased off gently. Kissed her mound one last time. Licked his lips deliberately as he stood.

“See?” he said, voice rough. “Still the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

He pulled the pull-up back up—snug again—then wrapped her in his arms. Held her while her breathing steadied.

Lisa buried her face in his neck.

“I believe you,” she whispered.

“Good.” He kissed her hair. “Because we’re not done yet.”

He lifted her onto the counter—easy, like she weighed nothing. Stepped between her thighs.

“Another change?” she asked, half-laughing through residual tears.

“Eventually.” His hands slid under the pull-up again, fingers finding her still-sensitive clit. “But first… Daddy wants to feel his baby come again. This time with my cock inside you.”

He freed himself from his boxers—hard, leaking. Notched at her entrance through the parted leg cuff.

“Ready?”

She nodded frantically.

He sank in slow—deep—groaning at the tight, wet heat.

The pull-up crinkled with every thrust. Padding rubbed her clit in time with his movements. Lisa wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his ass.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she breathed. “Make me yours.”

He did.

Hard. Deep. Possessive.

The counter creaked. Their breaths mingled. When she came again—clenching around him, soaking the padding further—he followed with a low growl, spilling inside her.

They stayed locked together for long moments—sweaty, spent, laughing softly at the absurdity and perfection of it.

Finally Mark eased out. Kissed her forehead.

“Now,” he said, “let’s get you changed. You’re a mess, baby girl.”

Lisa smiled—real, bright, unshadowed.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He lifted her down gently.

Hand in hand, they headed upstairs.

No more hiding.

No more doubt.

Just them.


Chapter 6: Daddy's Rules

The afternoon sun had shifted to a low, golden slant by the time they finished the last change upstairs. Lisa stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, turning slowly from side to side. The fresh TENA Silhouette hugged her high on the waist, the soft peach fabric smooth under her fingertips. No bulk showed under the loose lounge pants she’d pulled back on, but she could feel it—every subtle crinkle when she moved, every gentle press against her still-tender clit. The powder lingered faintly between her thighs, a clean, comforting scent that made her stomach flutter every time she inhaled.

Mark watched from the doorway, arms crossed, eyes dark and satisfied. He’d changed into fresh jeans and a soft flannel shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, looking every bit the steady, capable man she’d married—except now there was this new layer to him. Authority. Tenderness edged with hunger.

“You look perfect,” he said quietly.

Lisa met his gaze in the mirror. “I feel… exposed. Even with clothes on.”

“That’s the point, baby girl.” He pushed off the doorframe and walked up behind her. Hands settled on her hips, thumbs brushing the hidden waistband through her pants. “You’re wearing something only Daddy knows about. Something that reminds you who’s in charge when we’re like this.”

She leaned back into him, head resting against his shoulder. “I like it.”

“Good.” He kissed the side of her neck—slow, deliberate—then turned her to face him. “We need to talk rules. Before we go any further.”

Lisa nodded. Her pulse kicked up again, a mix of nerves and anticipation.

Mark led her to the bed. They sat side by side, thighs touching. He took her hand, lacing their fingers.

“First,” he said, “when we’re in little space—when you’re padded and I’m Daddy—we use those names. ‘Daddy’ and ‘baby girl.’ Or ‘little one,’ ‘sweetheart,’ whatever feels right. Outside of that? Just us. Mark and Lisa. No pressure.”

“Got it.”

“Second: padding is mandatory after eight o’clock. Every night. No exceptions unless we both agree to pause. You wear to bed. You wake up in it. If you wet—accidentally or on purpose—you tell me. No hiding. No shame.”

Her cheeks warmed. “Even if it’s… during the day?”

“If it happens during the day and we’re not already playing, you text me. ‘Daddy, I had an accident.’ I’ll handle it. Quick change if we’re home. Or we wait until evening. But you don’t suffer in wet padding alone. Ever.”

Lisa swallowed. The idea of texting him something so vulnerable while she was at work sent a shiver through her.

“Third,” Mark continued, voice dropping lower, “touching yourself without permission is off-limits when you’re padded. That little pussy belongs to Daddy now. If you’re aching, you ask. Nicely. ‘Daddy, please touch your baby girl.’ Or you wait. I decide when and how you come.”

Her breath caught. She shifted, feeling the pull-up rub against her folds—already dampening again from his words alone.

“Fourth: safewords stay the same. Red stops everything. Yellow slows or checks in. We talk after every scene—how you felt, what you loved, what you didn’t. No guessing.”

She nodded quickly. “I want that. Checking in.”

“Last one for now.” He lifted her chin with two fingers, making her meet his eyes. “This is about trust. About you feeling safe enough to be small. If anything ever feels wrong—not just physically, but emotionally—you say it. Immediately. I stop. We talk. No sulking, no pushing through.”

Lisa’s eyes stung with sudden emotion. “I promise.”

Mark leaned in and kissed her—soft at first, then deeper. When he pulled back, his thumb traced her lower lip.

“Now,” he said, “let’s make tonight special. First official rule night.”

He stood, walked to the dresser, and pulled out the small bottle of baby powder and a fresh pack of wipes he’d restocked. Then he reached into the nightstand drawer and brought out something new: a slim, curved vibrator—silicone, pale pink, no bigger than two fingers. Lisa’s eyes widened.

“New toy,” he explained with a small smile. “For edging. For reminding you who controls your pleasure.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“Strip down to your pull-up, baby girl. Then lie on the bed. Legs open.”

Lisa obeyed without hesitation. Sweater off. Lounge pants down and kicked aside. She climbed onto the bed, settled on her back, knees bent and parted. The pull-up stretched taut across her mound, the faint outline of her lips visible through the thin outer layer.

Mark knelt between her thighs. He ran his hands up her legs—slow, possessive—until his palms rested over the padded front.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Already damp here.” He pressed lightly; she whimpered. “My needy little girl.”

He picked up the vibrator. Clicked it on—low buzz filling the quiet room. He traced it along the inside of her thigh first, teasing, never quite touching where she ached most.

“Tell Daddy what you want.”

“Please…” Her voice was small, breathy. “Touch me. Through the diaper.”

“Good girl.”

He pressed the vibrator flat against the front of the pull-up—right over her clit. The low rumble traveled through the padding, muffled but intense. Lisa’s hips jerked upward.

“Stay still,” he ordered.

She tried. Tried so hard. But the steady vibration built fast—coiling tight in her belly, making her toes curl.

“Daddy… I’m close…”

He pulled the toy away instantly.

She whined—high, desperate.

“Not yet.”

He waited until her breathing steadied, then pressed again. Circles now. Slow. Firm. The padding crinkled with every tiny movement.

Again and again he brought her to the edge—her pleas growing louder, more broken—then denied her. Sweat slicked her skin. Nipples hard peaks. The pull-up grew wetter, warmer, the inner liner clinging to her swollen folds.

“Please, Daddy,” she sobbed after the fifth denial. “Please let your baby come. I need it so bad.”

Mark’s eyes darkened. He clicked the vibrator up one setting—stronger buzz—and held it steady against her clit through the padding.

“Come,” he commanded. “Now. Soak your diaper for Daddy.”

Lisa shattered.

Loud cry—back arching off the bed, thighs trembling violently. Pleasure crashed through her in sharp, relentless waves. She felt the hot gush of her release soak the pull-up instantly—warm slickness spreading across the crotch, swelling the padding between her legs.

Mark kept the vibrator pressed there, drawing out every aftershock until she was whimpering from overstimulation.

When he finally switched it off and set it aside, he crawled up her body. Kissed her tear-streaked cheeks. Her mouth. Deep, claiming.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Such a big mess for Daddy.”

He slid a hand between them—cupped the soaked front. Squeezed gently. Felt the heavy, swollen bulk.

“Time to change you,” he said. “Then bottle time. Then cuddles. Then Daddy’s going to fuck his wet little girl until she can’t think straight.”

Lisa nodded weakly, blissed-out and boneless.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He helped her off the bed—legs shaky—and guided her to the changing mat.

Hands gentle. Voice low and soothing.

“Lie back, baby. Let Daddy take care of everything.”

As he peeled the soaked pull-up down—revealing her glistening, powdered skin—Lisa closed her eyes and surrendered completely.

Rules in place.

Trust deepened.

The night was only beginning.


Chapter 7: The Mishap

The following Tuesday felt deceptively ordinary. Lisa woke to the soft gray light of a Dutch autumn morning, the kind that promised rain by noon. Mark had already left for the garage—early shift on a busy week—but not before waking her with a gentle hand between her legs, checking the overnight pull-up through her sleep shorts. It was only slightly damp from a small, unconscious release around 4 a.m. He’d kissed her temple, whispered “Good girl, stay dry until tonight,” and taped a fresh TENA over the old one for daytime discretion before heading out.

She’d lain there a few minutes longer, feeling the doubled padding—thicker now, reassuringly bulky under her work slacks—then dragged herself up for the day. Office admin duties awaited: spreadsheets, emails, the usual quiet rhythm of the small logistics firm near the city center.

By 11:30 she was in the break room, refilling her water bottle, chatting idly with her colleague Mariska about weekend plans. The pull-up had settled comfortably—no leaks, no noticeable crinkle under her high-waisted trousers. She almost felt normal. Almost.

Then it happened.

A sudden, sharp cramp low in her belly—stress, maybe the coffee on an empty stomach, or the faint hormonal shift that always came mid-cycle these days. She froze mid-sentence. Heat bloomed between her legs. Not arousal this time.

A small, warm spurt escaped before she could clench.

Then another.

Panic surged. She crossed her legs instinctively, thighs pressing the padding tight. The TENA absorbed it quickly—soft swell against her mound—but she felt the warmth spread, the faint heaviness settling in the crotch. Not soaked. Not yet. But wet. Noticeably wet.

Mariska was still talking about her daughter’s hockey match.

Lisa forced a smile. “Sorry—bathroom. Be right back.”

She walked—carefully, small steps—to the ladies’ room at the end of the hall. Locked herself in the farthest stall. Heart hammering, she tugged her trousers and underwear down just enough to check.

The inner liner of the pull-up was darkened in a palm-sized patch right at the front. No leak onto her skin, no wet spot on her slacks. But unmistakable. She was wet at work. In the middle of the day. Because of an accident she couldn’t quite control.

Her fingers shook as she pulled her phone from her pocket.

Text to Mark. Simple. No emojis. No play.

Daddy, I had a little accident at work. Not bad, but I’m wet. Panicking a bit.

She hit send before she could overthink it.

Thirty seconds later, three dots appeared.

Then his reply:

Deep breath, baby girl. You’re safe. No one knows. Where are you right now?

Bathroom stall. Alone.

Good. Stay there two minutes. I’m coming to get you. Leave the office like you’re feeling unwell—tell them migraine or something. I’ll be outside in 15.

Lisa stared at the screen. He was serious. Leaving work in the middle of the day. For her.

Another text:

You did the right thing telling me. Daddy’s proud. Hang tight.

Tears pricked her eyes—relief mostly. She wiped quickly, pulled everything back up, smoothed her clothes. The wet padding shifted with every movement, a constant reminder. Humiliating. Arousing. Both at once.

She returned to her desk, logged a quick “not feeling well, heading home early” message to her supervisor, grabbed her bag, and left without making eye contact with anyone.

Outside, Mark’s dark blue Volkswagen was already idling at the curb—hazard lights on, engine running. He leaned over and opened the passenger door before she even reached it.

“Get in, sweetheart.”

She slid into the seat, door closing with a soft thud. The car smelled like motor oil and him—comforting, grounding.

Mark didn’t speak right away. He pulled away from the curb smoothly, hand reaching over to rest on her thigh—high, possessive, thumb brushing the hidden waistband through her trousers.

“How bad?” he asked quietly.

“Not leaking,” she whispered. “Just… wet in the front. From a cramp. I couldn’t stop it.”

He nodded. “You’re okay. We’re going home. Straight to the bedroom. Daddy will fix it.”

The drive took twelve minutes. Every bump in the road made the padding squish faintly against her. She squirmed once; he noticed.

“Almost there, baby.”

Inside the house, he locked the front door, took her coat and bag, then guided her upstairs with a firm hand on her lower back.

In the bedroom, the changing mat was already spread on the bed—anticipatory, prepared. He’d clearly texted himself a reminder or something. The thought made her chest tighten with affection.

“Pants off,” he said, voice calm but edged with that low authority she was starting to crave.

Lisa unbuttoned her slacks, let them pool at her ankles. Stepped out. Now just the sweater, socks, and the doubled pull-ups—outer one still dry, inner one visibly swollen and darkened at the crotch.

Mark knelt in front of her. Hooked his fingers under both waistbands at once.

“Lie back for Daddy.”

She did. Legs parted automatically now—trained already after just a few days.

He tugged the outer pull-up down first—slow reveal. Then the inner one. The wet patch was more obvious up close: pale yellow tint blooming across the front, the padding puffy and heavy between her thighs.

Mark exhaled slowly. “Look at that. My poor baby had a little accident at work.”

His fingers traced the edge of the wet spot—gentle, not teasing yet.

“Were you scared?” he asked.

“Yes,” she admitted. “Thought it might leak. Thought someone would smell it or… hear it.”

“But it didn’t.” He leaned down, kissed the damp mound through the soaked liner. Warm lips over wet padding. Lisa whimpered. “Because Daddy put you in something safe. Something thick enough to hold everything.”

He peeled the inner pull-up away completely. Folded it. Set it aside.

The cool air hit her slick, slightly sticky skin. She shivered.

Mark grabbed wipes—warmed them between his palms first—then started cleaning her. Slow strokes along her inner thighs. Then inward. Parting her folds carefully. When the wipe grazed her clit, she jolted.

“Sensitive?” he murmured.

“Always for you.”

He smiled—small, wicked. Another wipe. Then powder—generous puff over her mound, rubbing it in with firm circles. His thumb “accidentally” brushed her clit again and again until she was panting.

“Daddy…”

“Not yet.”

He reached for a fresh NorthShore—the thicker one. Slid it under her hips. Pulled it up snug. Taped it tight—extra snug around the legs.

Then he stood. Unzipped his jeans. Freed his cock—hard, thick, already leaking.

“Turn over,” he said. “On your knees. Ass up.”

Lisa obeyed instantly—face down, knees spread, padded bottom presented.

Mark stepped behind her. Ran his hands over the fresh pull-up—squeezing the thick seat, tracing the leg cuffs.

“Such a good girl,” he growled. “Taking care of Daddy’s baby even when she’s messy.”

He hooked the leg cuff aside—just enough. Notched himself at her entrance.

One slow thrust—deep, claiming.

Lisa moaned into the pillow.

He fucked her hard—steady rhythm, each snap of his hips making the padding crinkle loudly. The bulk rubbed her clit with every movement—soft friction layered over the deep stretch of his cock.

“Feel that?” he rasped. “That’s what happens when you tell Daddy. You get taken care of. You get filled.”

She pushed back against him—needy, desperate. “Yes—Daddy—please—”

He reached around. Pressed the vibrator from last night against the front of the pull-up—right over her clit—while he kept thrusting.

The dual sensation—cock inside, strong buzz through thick padding—sent her spiraling.

“Come,” he ordered. “Come on Daddy’s cock while your diaper’s still fresh. Show me you’re mine.”

She did—screaming into the pillow, clenching hard around him, fresh slick soaking the new pull-up from the inside.

Mark followed—deep, pulsing, groaning her name as he filled her.

They collapsed together—sweaty, breathless. Pull-up now warm and heavy again, but this time from pleasure, not accident.

He kissed her spine. Her shoulder. Pulled out gently.

“Better?” he asked softly.

She turned her head, smiled through damp lashes. “Much.”

He helped her lie back down—changed her one more time, slow and tender. Fresh tape. Fresh powder. Fresh start.

“Rest now,” he murmured, tucking her under the covers. “Daddy’s staying home the rest of the day.”

Lisa reached for his hand. Squeezed.

“Thank you.”

He kissed her knuckles. “Always, baby girl.”

The rain started outside—soft patter against the window.

Inside, everything felt safe.

Wet or dry.


Chapter 8: Menopause & Comfort

The rain that had started the previous afternoon lingered into Wednesday, a steady drizzle that turned the streets of Breda into glossy mirrors reflecting orange streetlights. Inside the house, the bedroom felt like a warm pocket against the gray world outside—curtains half-drawn, bedside lamp on low, the faint scent of baby powder still hanging in the air from the morning change.

Lisa had called in sick again. Not entirely a lie; the hot flash that had woken her at 3 a.m. left her flushed, restless, and emotionally raw. She’d lain there in the soaked overnight NorthShore, heart racing, skin clammy, until Mark woke and immediately pulled her close. No questions. Just quiet care: fresh wipes, powder, a new pull-up taped snug, then his arms around her until she drifted back to sleep.

Now it was late afternoon. She sat cross-legged on the bed in just the fresh TENA and one of Mark’s old T-shirts—soft, oversized, smelling faintly of his cologne and motor oil. Mark knelt in front of her on the changing mat they hadn’t bothered to put away. He held a cool, damp washcloth in one hand, the other resting on her bare knee.

“Another one?” he asked gently.

Lisa nodded, cheeks pink. “Started about twenty minutes ago. Face feels like it’s on fire. Then the chills come. It’s… exhausting.”

He pressed the cloth to her forehead—cool relief. She sighed, eyes closing.

“I hate this part,” she whispered. “Feeling out of control in a different way. Like my body’s betraying me. And now with the diapers… what if I leak more because of the sweats? Or if I’m too hot to wear anything thick?”

Mark set the cloth aside and cupped her face with both hands.

“Hey. Look at me.”

She did. His eyes were steady, calm—the same look he’d given her through labor pains, through late-night worries when the kids were small.

“Your body isn’t betraying you,” he said. “It’s changing. Just like it did when you carried our babies, when you nursed them, when you got through every hard thing life threw. This is another chapter. And I’m still here for every page.”

Tears welled. She blinked them back.

“I know. But it feels… unsexy. Messy. Not the fantasy I had in my head.”

Mark’s thumbs brushed her cheekbones.

“Then let’s rewrite the fantasy a little. Make it fit us. Right now.”

He reached for the baby powder—same white bottle, same soft puff. But this time he didn’t rush.

“Lie back, baby girl. Let Daddy cool you down properly.”

Lisa eased onto her back, knees bent, legs parted. The T-shirt rode up, exposing the high waistband of the pull-up and the soft curve of her belly.

Mark started with her thighs—cool cloth first, wiping away the faint sheen of sweat. Slow strokes, upward, lingering at the crease where leg met hip. Then higher. He hooked a finger under the leg cuff of the pull-up—not pulling it down yet, just lifting enough to slide the cloth inside. Gentle dabs along her folds, careful around her clit.

She shivered—not from cold, but from the tenderness.

“Too much?” he asked.

“No. Feels… nice. Safe.”

He smiled softly. Set the cloth aside and opened the powder. A light cloud drifted down—settling over her mound, her slit, the tops of her thighs. He rubbed it in with slow, circular motions—palm flat over the padded front first, then fingers slipping under the cuffs to coat her bare skin beneath.

When his fingertips brushed her clit—deliberate now, slick with powder and her growing arousal—she gasped.

“Daddy…”

“Shh. Let me take care of the heat.”

He kept the rhythm gentle—slow rubs over her clit through the thin inner liner, then dipping lower to trace her entrance. Powder clung to her skin, making everything feel silky, cool, almost weightless.

Lisa’s breathing deepened. The hot flash was receding, replaced by a different warmth—slow-building, centered low in her belly.

Mark leaned down. Kissed the powdered mound—soft, open-mouthed. Tongue flicking once over the fabric where her clit pressed against it. Then he pulled the waistband down just enough to bare her completely.

“Look at you,” he murmured against her skin. “So pretty. So soft. My baby girl, letting Daddy cool her down.”

He licked her slowly—long, flat strokes along her slit, tasting powder and her sweetness. Sucked gently on her clit. Slid two fingers inside—curving, stroking that spot that made her toes curl.

Lisa’s hands fisted the sheets. “Daddy… please don’t stop…”

He didn’t.

He worked her with mouth and fingers—patient, focused—until her hips rocked in small, helpless circles. The pull-up bunched around her thighs, crinkling faintly with every movement.

“Come for me,” he whispered against her. “Let it all go. Daddy’s got you.”

She shattered—quiet this time, a soft, trembling cry. Pleasure rolled through her in gentle waves, less explosive than before but deeper, more soothing. Slickness coated his fingers; he licked her clean, slow and thorough.

When she stilled, he kissed her inner thigh. Pulled the pull-up back up—snug again—then crawled up beside her.

“Better?” he asked, tucking her against his chest.

“Much.” She nuzzled his neck. “The powder… it actually helps. Feels cooling. And the way you touch me… it makes me feel wanted. Even when I’m a sweaty mess.”

“You’re never a mess to me.” He kissed her hair. “You’re mine. All of you.”

They lay like that for a while—rain tapping the window, his hand resting over the padded front, thumb making lazy circles.

After a minute, Lisa spoke softly.

“Can we… try something tonight? When the hot flashes come again?”

“Anything.”

“Keep me in something thick. Overnight. But maybe… no clothes on top. Just the diaper. And you holding me. Skin to skin. If I get too hot, you cool me with wipes or powder. And if I need to come… you decide.”

Mark’s cock twitched against her hip—he’d been half-hard the whole time.

“I like that,” he said, voice rough. “A lot.”

He rolled her gently onto her back again. Kissed her stomach—soft, rounded, marked with silver lines—then lower, over the pull-up.

“Tonight,” he promised, “Daddy’s going to keep his baby cool. Safe. And very, very loved.”

He slid a hand between her legs—cupped the padding firmly.

“And if you wet from the sweats or from coming… you just let go. Daddy will change you. As many times as it takes.”

Lisa arched into his touch, already stirring again.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her deeply—slow, claiming—then helped her sit up.

“Dinner first. Then bath. Then… little time. Thick diaper. No top. Just you and me.”

She smiled—real, unguarded.

“Perfect.”

As the rain kept falling outside, the bedroom felt smaller, warmer, safer.

No betrayal.

No shame.

Just comfort.

And the slow, steady burn of rediscovery.


Chapter 9: Weekend Getaway

By Friday evening the rain had finally lifted, leaving the air crisp and clean, the kind of autumn clarity that made everything feel possible again. Mark had surprised her at lunchtime with a text: Pack light. Overnight bag. We’re leaving at 5. No questions, baby girl.

Lisa had stared at the message for a full minute before her stomach fluttered with nervous excitement. She’d spent the afternoon in a quiet frenzy—choosing soft pajamas, a couple of changes of clothes she probably wouldn’t need, and discreetly slipping the remaining packs of TENA and NorthShore into the bottom of her small duffel. When Mark walked through the door at exactly 5:02, keys already in hand, she was waiting in the hallway wearing jeans, a cozy sweater, and the high-waisted TENA he’d taped her into that morning after a particularly thorough change.

He took one look at her—flushed cheeks, hopeful eyes—and smiled slow and wicked.

“Good girl. Ready for Daddy’s surprise?”

She nodded, biting her lip.

He kissed her once—deep, claiming—then took her bag and led her to the car. The drive was north, past Tilburg, toward the quiet wooded edges of the Biesbosch National Park. Not far—barely an hour—but far enough from Breda’s familiar streets to feel like escape. Mark kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting high on her thigh, thumb occasionally brushing the hidden waistband through her jeans.

“No peeking at the GPS,” he said when she tried to glance at the screen. “Trust Daddy.”

She did.

The cabin appeared just as dusk settled—small, timber-sided, tucked at the end of a gravel lane overlooking a narrow stretch of reed-fringed water. No neighbors in sight. Only the soft lap of the Mark river branch and the rustle of wind through the willows.

Mark carried both bags inside. The interior was simple and warm: wood floors, a small living area with a wood stove already laid, a compact kitchen, and one bedroom with a wide, low bed piled with blankets. A changing mat—hers, she realized with a rush of heat—had already been spread discreetly on the floor beside the bed, supplies neatly arranged: wipes, powder, the thicker NorthShore pack, even a small bottle and pacifier he must have ordered online without telling her.

Lisa stood frozen in the doorway.

“You… planned this.”

“Every detail.” He set the bags down, walked to her, cupped her face. “Two nights. No work. No phones on vibrate. Just us. You, me, and however many changes my baby needs.”

Her knees felt weak. She leaned into him.

“Dinner first,” he said softly. “Then bath. Then… little time.”

They ate simply—bread, cheese, fruit, wine—on the small porch overlooking the water. The air was cool; she wore one of his flannels over her sweater. Every time she shifted in the wooden chair, the pull-up crinkled faintly. Mark noticed. His foot nudged hers under the table.

“Wet yet?” he asked quietly.

“Not yet.” She met his eyes. “But I’m… thinking about it.”

He smiled. “Good girl. Save it for later.”

After dishes, he ran a bath in the tiny clawfoot tub. Steam rose, scented with the lavender oil he’d brought. He undressed her slowly—jeans first, then sweater, then the TENA. When the pull-up came down, he checked her with gentle fingers.

“Still mostly dry,” he murmured, kissing her mound. “But warm here. Needy.”

He helped her into the water. Joined her—sitting behind, legs bracketing hers. Washed her hair. Soaped her shoulders, her breasts, her belly. When his hand drifted lower, he parted her thighs and washed between her legs with careful strokes—teasing her clit with slippery fingers until she was whimpering, hips rocking against his palm.

“Daddy… please…”

“Not in the bath,” he said firmly. “You come in your diaper tonight. On the blanket outside. Under the stars.”

Her breath caught.

He dried her with a big towel—thorough, gentle—then led her to the bedroom. The fairy lights he’d strung across the headboard glowed soft gold. On the floor: the changing mat, already laid out.

“Lie down, baby girl.”

She did. Naked except for the towel he’d wrapped loosely around her shoulders.

Mark knelt. Opened the NorthShore pack—the thickest one. Held it up.

“Tonight you wear something extra safe. Extra thick. Daddy wants to see his baby waddle a little.”

Lisa’s cheeks burned, but she lifted her hips obediently.

He slid the pull-up underneath her. The padding was noticeably bulkier—cloud-soft between her thighs, forcing her legs slightly apart even before he pulled it up. He settled the high waistband snug under her breasts, taped the sides tight, adjusted the leg cuffs with careful fingers.

Then he puffed powder generously—over the front, between her legs, rubbing it in until her skin gleamed silky white. His thumb circled her clit through the fresh padding—slow, firm—making her gasp.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “All padded and powdered. My perfect little girl.”

He helped her stand. The thickness made her thighs brush together with every step—soft, crinkly waddle. She laughed softly—embarrassed, delighted.

“Feel that bulk?” he asked, cupping the padded seat from behind. “That’s all for you. To keep you safe. To remind you who’s in charge.”

They stepped outside onto the small deck. The night was clear, stars sharp above the dark water. A thick wool blanket waited on the grass just beyond the porch—private, sheltered by willows.

Mark spread it wider. Guided her down onto her back.

“Legs open, baby. Daddy wants to play.”

She obeyed. The padding crinkled loudly as she spread her thighs. Moonlight caught the pale blue outer layer, making the bulk look almost luminous.

Mark knelt between her legs. Ran his hands over the front—pressing, squeezing, feeling the way the padding yielded under his palms.

“Already getting wet here,” he murmured, thumb circling where her clit throbbed beneath layers. “My baby likes being thick and helpless.”

He leaned down. Kissed the padded mound—warm mouth over soft bulk. Then lower—mouthing along the crotch seam, breath hot through the material. Lisa whimpered, hips lifting.

He pulled a small bullet vibrator from his pocket—clicked it on low. Pressed it flat against the front, right over her clit.

The muffled buzz traveled straight through the thick padding—intense, relentless.

“Daddy—oh god—”

“Hold it,” he ordered. “Don’t come yet.”

He rubbed slow circles. Watched her face—eyes fluttering, lips parted, small desperate sounds escaping. When her thighs started to tremble, he eased off.

Again. And again. Edging her under the open sky until she was crying softly, begging.

“Please—Daddy—let me—”

“Come,” he growled. “Soak your thick diaper for me. Right here. Under the stars.”

He pressed the vibrator harder—firm, steady circles.

Lisa shattered—loud, unrestrained cry echoing softly across the water. Her body arched, hips grinding against the toy and his hand. Hot slickness flooded the padding—warm, spreading, swelling the already-thick crotch. The NorthShore drank it greedily, no leak, just heavy, squishy warmth between her legs.

Mark kept the vibe there through every aftershock—drawing out soft whimpers—until she was boneless, trembling.

He switched it off. Kissed her forehead. Her cheeks. Her mouth.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Such a big, wet mess for Daddy.”

He helped her sit up—wobbly, legs splayed around the swollen bulk. Cupped the soaked front—squeezed gently. Felt the warmth, the heaviness.

“Time to go inside,” he said. “Daddy’s going to change you. Then fuck his soaked little girl until she comes again. And again.”

Lisa nodded—blissed-out, starry-eyed.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He scooped her up—easy, cradled against his chest—and carried her back inside.

The door closed softly behind them.

The weekend had only just begun.


Chapter 10: Rekindling Vanilla

Saturday morning in the cabin dawned soft and slow. Sunlight filtered through the thin curtains in pale gold streaks, warming the wooden floorboards and the tangled sheets where Lisa still lay half-asleep. The thick NorthShore from last night had been changed twice more—once after a small, sleepy wetting around 2 a.m., and again at dawn when Mark had woken her with slow fingers and a gentle mouth until she came quietly against his tongue. Now she wore a fresh TENA Silhouette—thinner, more discreet—under nothing but the oversized flannel shirt she’d stolen from his bag.

Mark was already up, moving quietly in the small kitchen. The smell of coffee and frying eggs drifted in. Lisa stretched, feeling the soft padding shift between her thighs, the faint residual dampness from earlier play. She smiled to herself—content, sore in the best way, a little raw from how thoroughly he’d taken her under the stars.

When he returned with two mugs and a plate of eggs on toast, she sat up against the headboard, knees drawn to her chest.

“Morning, baby girl,” he said, handing her the coffee. His eyes flicked to the open collar of the flannel, the way it gaped to show the high waistband of the pull-up peeking out.

“Morning, Daddy.” She took a sip, watching him over the rim. “Last night was… wow.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, one hand resting on her bare knee. “You were perfect. Loud enough the birds probably blushed.”

She laughed, cheeks warming. “I can’t believe we did that outside.”

“Private enough. And you needed it.” His thumb traced lazy circles on her skin. “But today… I want to try something different.”

Lisa tilted her head. “Different how?”

“No padding. No rules. Just us. Like before all this started. Vanilla. See if it still feels the same.”

Her stomach did a small flip—part curiosity, part unease. The diapers, the caregiving, the surrender—it had become their new normal so quickly. The thought of going without felt strangely naked, even though she was literally wearing nothing under the shirt right now.

“You want to… take it off?” she asked quietly.

“For a while. See what happens.” He leaned in, kissed her softly. “If it doesn’t feel right, we stop. Put you right back in something thick. But I want to know if the spark is still there without the kink. Or if this—” he tapped the padded front gently “—is what reignited us.”

Lisa swallowed. Nodded slowly.

“Okay. For today. Let’s try.”

Mark stood. Helped her to her feet. Slid the flannel off her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. She stood bare in the morning light—stretch marks, soft curves, the faint scent of powder still clinging to her skin.

He knelt. Hooked his fingers under the waistband of the TENA.

“Last check,” he murmured, pressing his palm flat against the front. “A little damp from earlier. But mostly dry.”

He tugged the pull-up down slowly—past her hips, her thighs—until it dropped to her ankles. She stepped out. Naked. Completely.

The absence felt immediate. Cool air between her legs. No crinkle. No bulk. Just her own skin, sensitive and exposed.

Mark rose. Pulled her against him—still clothed in jeans and a soft tee. His hands roamed her back, her ass, her hips—familiar, possessive.

“Still beautiful,” he whispered. “Still mine.”

They moved to the bed without hurry. No mat. No supplies waiting. Just sheets and sunlight and each other.

He kissed her deeply—slow, exploratory, like rediscovering her mouth after years apart. Hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they peaked hard. She arched into him, fingers threading through his hair.

When he laid her back, he shed his clothes quickly—jeans, shirt, boxers. Cock already thick and ready. He settled between her thighs—no padding to push aside, no crinkle to muffle the sounds.

Just skin on skin.

He entered her slowly—inch by inch—groaning low in his throat at the slick, bare heat. No layers. No friction from fabric. Just the tight clasp of her around him, raw and direct.

“Fuck, Lisa,” he breathed against her neck. “You feel… incredible.”

She wrapped her legs around him—heels digging into his ass—urging him deeper. The rhythm started gentle—long, rolling thrusts that dragged over every sensitive spot inside her. His pubic bone ground against her clit with each roll of his hips.

It was good. Really good. The familiar slide of him filling her, the weight of his body pinning her to the mattress, the way he kissed her like he was starving.

But something was… missing.

Not the heat. Not the love. Just a subtle layer of sensation—the muffled pressure of padding against her clit, the constant reminder of surrender, the soft bulk that cradled her even as he fucked her hard.

She tried to chase it—tilted her hips, ground harder against him, focused on the stretch, the fullness. Her orgasm built—slow, steady—but when it crested, it was quieter. Softer. Satisfying, but not shattering.

Mark followed soon after—deep, pulsing inside her, low groan against her shoulder.

They stayed locked together for long minutes—sweaty, breathing hard.

He kissed her temple. “Good?”

“Yeah,” she said honestly. “Really good.”

He eased out slowly. Rolled to his side, pulling her against his chest.

“But…?” he prompted gently.

Lisa traced circles on his skin. “It was us. Like always. Comfortable. Loving. But it didn’t… light me up the same way. Not like when I’m padded and you’re controlling everything. When I’m small.”

Mark nodded—slow, thoughtful. “I felt it too. The connection’s still there. The love. But the fire… it’s hotter when you’re my baby girl. When you’re wet and helpless and begging Daddy to change you.”

She looked up at him—eyes shining. “So… we don’t have to stop?”

“God, no.” He kissed her hard. “We just needed to know. Vanilla’s still part of us. But this—” he reached down, cupped her bare mound possessively “—this is what’s waking us up. What’s making us fuck like we’re twenty again.”

Lisa laughed softly—relieved, happy.

“Then put me back in,” she whispered. “Please, Daddy. I want to feel it again. The bulk. The safety. You deciding when I come.”

Mark’s cock twitched against her thigh—already stirring.

He rolled her onto her back. Reached for the NorthShore pack on the nightstand—the thick one.

“Legs up, baby girl.”

She obeyed—knees to chest, thighs spread wide.

He slid the pull-up underneath her. Pulled it up slow—settling the thick padding between her legs, taping it snug. High waist. Tight leg cuffs. Powder puff—rubbed in thoroughly, fingers lingering on her clit until she whimpered.

When he was done, he pressed his palm flat against the front—feeling the soft give, the immediate warmth.

“There,” he said, voice rough. “All snug again. My baby girl.”

He crawled over her. Notched himself at the leg cuff—pulled it aside just enough.

“Feel the difference?” he asked, sinking in slow.

Lisa moaned—loud, immediate. The thick padding rubbed her clit with every thrust—soft friction layered over the deep stretch of his cock. Crinkle sounds filled the room. Bulk between her thighs. Security. Surrender.

“Yes—Daddy—fuck—”

He fucked her harder—possessive, claiming—while the diaper crinkled and swelled with fresh slickness.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Soak your diaper while Daddy fills you.”

She did—shattering hard, crying out, clenching around him as the padding drank her release.

Mark followed—deep, pulsing, groaning her name.

When they stilled, he kissed her—slow, tender.

“Better?” he whispered.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “Don’t ever take it away again.”

He smiled against her lips.

“Never, baby girl.”

The day stretched ahead—lazy, padded, theirs.

Vanilla could wait.

This—this was home.


Chapter 11: Deeper Surrender

The cabin’s second night settled in with a hush that felt almost sacred. The wood stove crackled low in the living room, casting flickering orange light through the open bedroom door. Outside, the Biesbosch was quiet except for the occasional soft splash of water against the reeds and the distant call of a night bird. Inside, time had slowed to the rhythm of breath and touch.

Lisa had spent the afternoon in a lazy haze—napping on the porch wrapped in a blanket, reading an old paperback Mark had packed for her, letting him feed her slices of apple and cheese from his fingers. Every so often he’d reach over, slip a hand under her waistband, press the padding to check for wetness, then kiss her temple and murmur “Still dry, baby girl. Good.” The words alone made her clit throb against the soft bulk.

By dinner—simple pasta with pesto and a second bottle of red—she was already floating. The wine warmed her cheeks; his steady gaze kept her anchored. When the dishes were cleared, he took her hand without a word and led her to the bedroom.

The changing mat was already spread in the center of the floor this time, thicker pillows arranged around it like a nest. Supplies waited in neat rows: fresh NorthShore MegaMax (the absolute thickest), wipes, powder, the slim bottle he’d brought “just in case,” and the pacifier she’d blushed at when she first saw it.

Mark closed the door softly. Turned to her.

“Tonight,” he said, voice low and deliberate, “we go deeper. Twenty-four-hour trial. No big-girl time. No panties. No decisions. You’re Daddy’s little girl from now until tomorrow night. Bottle feeds. Nap times. Changes whenever I say. You wet when you need to. You come when I allow it. You stay padded. Always.”

Lisa’s heart hammered so hard she felt it in her throat.

She’d asked for this—whispered it against his neck last night after the stars and the edging. I want to feel completely yours. No escape. He’d kissed her forehead and promised to give it to her when the moment felt right.

Now the moment was here.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. “Please.”

He stepped closer. Cupped her face.

“Strip for me, baby. Everything off.”

She obeyed slowly—sweater over her head, jeans down her legs, socks peeled away. Then the TENA she’d been wearing all day—already warm and slightly swollen from a small, deliberate release while they ate. She stepped out of it, folded it neatly, handed it to him like an offering.

Mark took it. Kissed the damp crotch once—eyes locked on hers—then set it aside.

“On the mat. On your back. Knees up.”

She lay down. The mat was cool against her bare skin. Legs parted, knees bent, completely open. Vulnerable. Small.

He knelt between her thighs. Started with wipes—cool, thorough—cleaning every inch of her sex, her folds, between her cheeks. Then powder—generous clouds drifting down, rubbed in with slow, firm strokes until her skin gleamed and the clean baby scent filled the room. His fingers lingered on her clit—circling, pressing—until she whimpered.

“Not yet,” he said softly. “Daddy’s little girl doesn’t come until she’s properly padded.”

He reached for the NorthShore. Held it open—thick, white, impossibly plush.

“Lift.”

She raised her hips. He slid it underneath. Pulled it up between her legs—slow, deliberate—settling the bulk snug against her mound. Taped it tight—first the bottom tapes, then the top, pulling each one firmly so the padding cupped her intimately, forcing her thighs apart in that unmistakable waddle.

He smoothed his hands over the front—pressing, squeezing—feeling the way it yielded.

“There,” he murmured. “All taped in. Thick and safe. My baby girl’s not going anywhere tonight.”

He helped her sit up—legs splayed around the heavy bulk—then reached for the bottle. Warm milk he’d prepared earlier, nipple already attached.

“Open.”

She parted her lips. He slipped the nipple in. She sucked instinctively—slow, rhythmic—eyes locked on his as the warm sweetness filled her mouth. Mark cradled the back of her head, other hand resting possessively over the padded front.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Drink for Daddy.”

She finished the bottle in quiet, intimate silence. When it was empty, he set it aside and laid her back down.

“Nap time,” he said. “One hour. Daddy stays right here.”

He stretched out beside her on the mat—spooning her from behind, arm wrapped around her waist, palm flat over the thick padding. His cock—hard through his jeans—pressed against her padded ass.

“Close your eyes, baby.”

She did. The room was warm. The padding secure. His heartbeat steady against her back.

She drifted—deep, dreamless—cradled in complete surrender.

When she stirred an hour later, the diaper was noticeably heavier—warm, swollen from a slow, relaxed wetting while she slept. She whimpered softly—half embarrassment, half relief.

Mark kissed her neck. “Wet already?”

“Yes, Daddy…”

He rolled her onto her back. Knelt between her legs.

“Legs up.”

He peeled the tapes open—slow reveal of the soaked inner liner, yellow-tinted and puffy. Folded the pull-up carefully. Wiped her clean—gentle, thorough. Powdered her again—fingers dipping between her folds, circling her clit until she moaned.

Then a fresh NorthShore—taped even tighter this time.

But he didn’t stop there.

He reached for the lube on the nightstand. Slicked his fingers. Slid one—then two—into her ass while his other hand pressed the fresh padding against her clit.

Lisa gasped—back arching.

“Relax, baby,” he murmured. “Daddy’s going to fill both places tonight.”

He worked her slowly—fingers stretching, scissoring—until she was panting, pushing back against his hand. Then he withdrew. Slicked himself. Positioned her on her knees—ass up, face down, thick diaper crinkling loudly.

He pressed against her back entrance—slow, careful—until the head popped past the ring. Lisa moaned—deep, needy.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Taking Daddy so well.”

He sank in inch by inch—full, stretching—until he was buried. The padding rubbed her clit with every tiny shift. He started thrusting—slow at first, then deeper, harder—hand reaching around to press the front of the diaper firmly against her mound.

The dual fullness—cock in her ass, thick padding grinding her clit—sent her spiraling fast.

“Daddy—please—may I come?”

“Come,” he growled. “Come with Daddy inside your tight little hole. Soak your diaper while I fill your ass.”

She shattered—loud, broken cry—clenching around him as slickness flooded the padding. Mark thrust deep—once, twice—then pulsed hot inside her, groaning low and rough.

They collapsed together—sweaty, trembling. He eased out gently. Changed her one more time—slow, tender—fresh tape, fresh powder, fresh start.

Then he pulled her into his lap—cradled her against his chest, rocking softly.

“You did so good,” he whispered. “My perfect, deep little girl.”

Lisa nuzzled his neck—pacifier back in her mouth now, sucking quietly.

“Love you, Daddy,” she mumbled around it.

“Love you too, baby.”

The fire crackled low.

The night stretched on—safe, padded, surrendered.

Deeper than ever.


Chapter 12: Anniversary Surprise

The cabin weekend had ended on Sunday afternoon with a quiet drive home—Lisa still thickly padded in the NorthShore Mark had taped her into before they left, the bulk making her sit with legs slightly parted in the passenger seat. Every bump in the road sent a soft crinkle through the car, a private reminder of how deeply she’d surrendered. She’d napped most of the way back, head against the window, pacifier tucked discreetly in her bag for when they were alone again.

Back in Breda, the house welcomed them with familiar smells—coffee grounds in the sink, the faint trace of last week’s laundry. But something felt different. Mark had been secretive all week, humming while he worked in the garage, disappearing for “errands” with a small smile that made her stomach flutter.

Their twentieth wedding anniversary fell on the following Saturday—October 18th. Lisa woke to sunlight streaming through the bedroom curtains and Mark already beside her, propped on one elbow, watching her sleep.

“Happy anniversary, baby girl,” he said softly.

She blinked awake, smiling sleepily. “Happy anniversary, Daddy.”

He kissed her—slow, lingering—then helped her out of bed. The overnight pull-up was heavy and warm from a small wetting sometime before dawn. He guided her to the changing mat he’d spread on the floor the night before.

“First gift,” he murmured. “A proper morning change. Then breakfast. Then… the rest.”

He peeled the tapes open slowly—revealing the swollen, yellow-tinted padding. Wiped her clean with warm cloths he’d prepared. Powdered her thoroughly—fingers lingering on her clit until she whimpered. Then he reached under the bed and pulled out a brand-new pack: custom-printed NorthShore MegaMax with soft pastel hearts scattered across the white outer layer. Not garish—subtle, pretty, intimate.

“For today,” he said, sliding it under her hips. “My baby deserves something special on our anniversary.”

He taped it snug—extra tight around the legs, high waist hugging her under her breasts. When he finished, he kissed the front—warm lips over the heart prints—then helped her stand.

The bulk was noticeable—thick enough to make her waddle slightly as she walked to the kitchen. Mark had set the table with fresh croissants, fruit, coffee, and a small wrapped box beside her plate.

“Open it,” he said.

Inside: a soft, pale pink onesie—cotton, snap crotch, long sleeves, subtle ruffle at the neck. No childish cartoon prints—just elegant, adult-sized, made for comfort and easy changes.

Lisa’s eyes filled. “It’s beautiful.”

“Wear it for me today,” he said. “After breakfast. All day. No big-girl clothes. Just this. And whatever diaper Daddy decides.”

She nodded, throat tight with emotion.

After they ate—her sitting carefully on the padded seat, crinkling softly with every shift—Mark led her back to the bedroom. He helped her into the onesie—sliding her arms through the sleeves, snapping the crotch over the thick pull-up, adjusting the fit until it hugged her curves perfectly. The fabric was butter-soft against her skin; the snaps made access easy for changes.

He stepped back. Looked at her—really looked.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re stunning.”

Lisa turned in front of the mirror—pink onesie clinging to her breasts, soft swell of the diaper visible at the crotch, legs slightly apart from the bulk. She felt ridiculous. Beautiful. Owned.

Mark pulled her close. Kissed her deeply—hands roaming over the onesie, cupping the padded mound, squeezing the seat.

“Second gift,” he whispered against her lips. “The nursery corner.”

He led her to the small spare room they’d used for storage. The door had been closed all week. When he opened it—

The space had been transformed.

A large changing mat covered most of the floor—thick, waterproof, soft gray. Above it: a sturdy changing table he’d built himself—low enough for easy access, padded top, shelves stocked with wipes, powder, fresh diapers (a mix of TENA and NorthShore, including more of the heart-printed ones), a stack of onesies folded neatly, and a small rocking chair in the corner.

On the wall: a framed photo of them on their wedding day, and beside it a new one—taken secretly last weekend at the cabin, her asleep in his arms, thick diaper peeking from under the blanket.

Lisa’s hand flew to her mouth.

“You did all this?”

“For us,” he said quietly. “For our new normal. This room is yours—ours—whenever you need little time. Or whenever Daddy decides you need it.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks—happy, overwhelmed.

Mark wiped them gently with his thumbs.

“Third gift,” he said. “Come here.”

He guided her to the changing table. Helped her lie back—legs up, knees bent. The onesie snaps popped open easily. He tugged the heart-printed diaper down just enough to bare her.

“Time for your anniversary change,” he murmured.

He cleaned her slowly—warm wipes, generous powder rubbed in with deliberate strokes. When she was glistening and powdered, he reached for a fresh heart-printed NorthShore—taped it snug over her mound.

But he didn’t snap the onesie closed yet.

Instead, he freed his cock—hard, leaking—and positioned himself between her thighs. The thick padding framed her entrance perfectly.

“Happy anniversary, baby girl,” he growled.

He sank into her—slow, deep—groaning at the bare heat contrasted with the crinkling bulk around them. The diaper rubbed her clit with every thrust—soft friction layered over the stretch of him inside her.

Lisa moaned—loud, unrestrained—hands gripping the table edges.

“Daddy—yes—fuck your baby—”

He fucked her harder—possessive, claiming—hands pinning her hips. The table creaked. The diaper crinkled rhythmically. Powder scent mixed with arousal.

When she was close—thighs trembling, begging—he reached down. Pressed the front of the diaper firmly against her clit while he thrust deep.

“Come,” he ordered. “Soak your pretty anniversary diaper for Daddy.”

She shattered—crying out, clenching hard around him, fresh slick flooding the padding. Mark followed—deep, pulsing, filling her with a low groan.

They stayed locked together—breathing hard—until he eased out. Snapped the onesie closed over the now-warm, swollen pull-up.

He helped her down. Pulled her into his arms on the rocking chair—cradling her in his lap, rocking gently.

“Best anniversary ever,” she whispered against his neck.

“Every year from now on,” he promised. “Padded weekends. Nursery time. You in your onesie. Me taking care of my baby girl.”

She nuzzled closer—content, safe, loved.

The day stretched ahead—lazy changes, bottle feeds in the rocking chair, slow teasing play on the mat, quiet dinners with her sitting carefully on the padded seat.

No rush.

No end.

Just them.

Rediscovering.

Forever.


Chapter 13: The Close Call

The following weekend brought the first real test of their new routine. Sophie— their youngest—had texted mid-week: Hey, can I swing by Saturday afternoon? Need to grab some winter clothes from storage and maybe stay for dinner? Miss you guys.

Lisa had stared at the message for a long minute before showing Mark. The house was quiet, the nursery corner still fresh and stocked, the changing mat folded neatly under the bed for quick access. She was currently padded in a medium-thickness TENA under loose lounge pants—nothing too bulky, but enough to feel the soft security between her legs every time she moved.

Mark read the text, then looked at her with calm eyes.

“We can handle it,” he said. “You stay big-girl for the visit. No onesie, no baby talk. We’ll keep the padding discreet. If anything happens… we improvise.”

Lisa nodded, but her stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and illicit thrill. The idea of wearing under normal clothes while Sophie was in the house—laughing, hugging, rummaging through old boxes in the attic—felt dangerously close to exposure.

Saturday arrived crisp and sunny. Lisa showered early, letting Mark tape her into a fresh TENA Silhouette—high-waisted, soft peach, slim enough to vanish under jeans and a sweater. He smoothed the waistband flat, ran his hands over the front one last time—pressing just enough to make her gasp—then kissed her mound through the fabric.

“Stay dry for Daddy,” he murmured. “If you feel even a little tingle, text me. We’ll figure it out.”

She dressed carefully: high-waisted dark jeans to hide any faint outline, a long cardigan, boots. No bulk visible in the mirror. But she felt it—every step, every bend, the gentle hug between her thighs reminding her who she belonged to.

Sophie arrived at 2:30—tall, laughing, arms full of hugs. The house filled with her energy: stories about uni life in Utrecht, complaints about tiny dorm fridges, excitement about a new internship. Lisa played the perfect mum—tea poured, biscuits out, listening with smiles while her heart raced every time she shifted and the faint crinkle whispered under her clothes.

Mark stayed steady—hand on her lower back when they passed in the kitchen, a quick squeeze that said I’ve got you. They moved boxes from the attic together, Sophie chattering the whole time. Lisa bent to lift a small one—careful, slow—and felt a tiny warning twinge in her bladder. Stress. Nerves. The familiar pressure building.

She straightened fast. Excused herself to the bathroom.

Locked the door. Pulled her jeans down just enough.

The TENA was still dry—barely a hint of dampness at the front from arousal, not accident. But the urge was there—persistent, insistent. She clenched. Texted Mark under the table (phone hidden in her lap):

Daddy, I need to go. Bad. Can’t hold much longer. Sophie’s right outside.

His reply came in seconds:

Come to the guest bathroom downstairs. Quiet. I’ll cover.

Lisa slipped out—Sophie was still sorting clothes in the living room, Mark casually blocking the hallway with a box.

“Need help with that one?” he asked Sophie loudly, drawing her attention.

Lisa darted down the hall to the small guest bathroom—rarely used, tucked behind the stairs. Door locked. Jeans and panties down to her knees. She sat on the toilet, but the pull-up stayed on—rule was no removing without Daddy.

She texted again: Here. Waiting.

Mark appeared thirty seconds later—quiet footsteps, door opening and closing fast behind him. He locked it. Looked at her—jeans around her thighs, sweater pulled up, TENA exposed and still dry.

“Turn around,” he said softly. “Bend over the sink.”

Lisa obeyed—hands braced on the cool porcelain, ass presented, legs slightly apart. The mirror showed her flushed face, wide eyes.

Mark stepped close. Hooked the leg cuff of the pull-up aside—just enough to bare her entrance. His fingers slid between her folds—checking, teasing—finding her already slick from the adrenaline.

“Such a good girl holding it,” he whispered against her ear. One hand pressed over the front of the pull-up—firm, possessive—while the other slipped two fingers inside her pussy. Slow thrust. Curl.

Lisa bit her lip to stifle a moan.

“Let go,” he commanded quietly. “Right now. While Daddy’s fingers are inside you. Wet your diaper for me. Quiet.”

The permission broke her.

Warm flood—slow at first, then steady—pouring into the padding. She felt it swell against his palm, the heat spreading, the soft squish as it absorbed everything. Mark kept thrusting his fingers—slow, deep—rubbing her clit through the now-heavy front with his thumb.

She came fast—silent, shuddering—clenching around his fingers, fresh slick mixing with the warmth of her wetting. The diaper drank it all—no leak, just heavy, warm bulk between her legs.

Mark withdrew his fingers slowly. Licked them clean—eyes locked on hers in the mirror. Then he readjusted the leg cuff, smoothed the swollen padding flat, pulled her jeans back up.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “No one will know.”

He kissed her neck once—quick, claiming—then slipped out first. Casual footsteps back to the living room.

Lisa waited a minute—breathing steady—then followed. Face composed. Cardigan long enough to hide any faint outline.

Sophie looked up from the box. “Everything okay? You were gone a while.”

“Just a quick call from work,” Lisa said smoothly. “All good.”

Mark met her eyes across the room—small, proud smile.

Dinner passed without incident—pasta, wine, laughter. Sophie left around 9, hugging them both tightly at the door.

The second the car pulled away, Mark locked the front door. Turned to Lisa.

“Bedroom. Now.”

She walked ahead—waddling slightly from the soaked padding. In the bedroom he didn’t bother with the mat—just pushed her gently against the wall.

“Jeans off,” he growled.

She stripped fast—jeans, sweater, boots. Stood in just the heavy, sagging TENA—dark patch obvious at the front, swollen crotch forcing her thighs apart.

Mark dropped to his knees. Pressed his face against the wet front—inhaling deeply. Mouth open over the padding, sucking the soaked fabric, tasting the mix of her pee and arousal through it.

Lisa moaned—hands in his hair.

He tore the tapes open—peeled the ruined pull-up away. Cleaned her roughly with wipes—then dove in with his mouth. Tongue on her clit—hard, relentless—fingers plunging inside her pussy while his other hand pressed two into her ass.

She came again—loud this time, no need to be quiet—hips grinding against his face, thighs shaking.

Mark stood. Freed his cock—hard, leaking. Bent her over the bed.

“Ass up, baby girl.”

He sank into her pussy first—deep, claiming—then pulled out slick and pressed against her back entrance. Slow stretch. Fullness. He fucked her ass hard—hand reaching around to rub her clit directly now—no padding to muffle.

“Come again,” he ordered. “One more time for Daddy. Show me how much you loved being sneaky.”

She did—screaming into the pillow, clenching around him, body convulsing.

Mark followed—deep in her ass, groaning low and rough.

They collapsed—sweaty, spent. He changed her one last time—slow, tender—fresh thick NorthShore taped snug.

Then he pulled her into his arms on the bed—cradled, rocking.

“You were so brave,” he whispered. “My perfect, secret little girl.”

Lisa smiled against his chest—content, safe.

“Worth the risk,” she murmured.

He kissed her hair.

“Every time.”

The house was quiet again.

But the thrill lingered—electric, intimate, theirs alone.


Chapter 14: Embracing Forever

The weeks after the close call with Sophie slipped into a gentle, steady rhythm that felt both new and inevitable. Mornings began with Mark waking Lisa slowly—hand slipping under the covers to check the overnight diaper, fingers pressing the warm, swollen padding while he kissed her neck and whispered praise for whatever she’d released in her sleep. Changes happened on the nursery mat or the bed, always deliberate: warm wipes, generous clouds of powder rubbed in until her skin shimmered, fresh tapes pulled snug enough to make her gasp. Some days the ritual stayed tender and slow; others escalated into teasing edges, vibrator pressed through the padding until she begged, then denied until he decided she’d earned release.

Lisa stopped wearing panties entirely at home. Workdays she chose the slimmer TENA Silhouette—discreet under slacks, high enough to feel secure—but evenings and weekends belonged to the thicker NorthShore or the heart-printed anniversary ones. The onesie became a favorite: soft pink against her skin, snaps easy for quick access, the fabric hugging the bulk in a way that made her feel simultaneously vulnerable and cherished.

One Thursday evening in early November, after a long day of client meetings that left her drained and achy, Lisa came home to find Mark already in the nursery corner. The fairy lights were on low, the rocking chair pulled out, a bottle warming on the small side table. He was sitting on the mat, back against the wall, legs extended.

“Come here, baby girl,” he said quietly.

She dropped her bag by the door. Kicked off her shoes. Walked to him—still in work clothes, the faint outline of the TENA visible under her skirt when she moved.

Mark patted his lap.

She sank down—straddling him carefully, knees on either side of his hips, the padding pressing against his jeans. He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulled her close until her forehead rested against his.

“How was your day?” he asked.

“Long. Stressful. I… held it all afternoon. Didn’t want to risk anything at the office.”

His hands slid down to cup the padded seat—squeezing gently, feeling the slight heaviness already there.

“Wet now?”

“A little,” she admitted, cheeks warming. “Just enough to feel it. I kept thinking about coming home to you.”

Mark kissed her temple. “You did good. Held for Daddy. Now let it all go.”

She relaxed against him—slow trickle at first, then steadier stream soaking into the padding between them. The warmth spread, swelling the crotch, pressing back against his growing hardness through his jeans. She sighed—deep, relieved—hips rocking instinctively.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “All safe now.”

He rocked her gently—slow, soothing motion—until the wetting finished. Then he lifted her chin.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said. “About us. About this.”

Lisa’s heart skipped. “Yeah?”

“I don’t want it to be just weekends or evenings anymore. Not full 24/7—we both have lives, work, friends—but regular. Consistent. Every night padded. Every morning changed. Onesie or soft pajamas at home. Bottle when you’re tired or stressed. Changes whenever you need them—or whenever I decide you do. And if you have a bad day, or a hot flash, or just need to feel small… you come straight here. To the nursery. To Daddy.”

Lisa searched his face—steady, serious, full of love.

“I want that,” she whispered. “I want to stop pretending it’s just play. It’s… us now. It’s how we connect. How I feel safe. How we feel alive again.”

Mark nodded. Kissed her softly.

“Then say it. Out loud.”

She took a shaky breath.

“I want to be your baby girl long-term. Not temporary. Not experimental. Permanent padding at home. Permanent little space when we’re alone. Permanent trust that you’ll take care of me—wet, messy, needy, all of it.”

His arms tightened around her.

“And I want to be your Daddy. Always. The one who changes you, feeds you, fucks you, holds you. The one who decides when you come, when you wet, when you’re allowed big-girl privileges. The one who loves every soft, vulnerable inch of you.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks—happy ones.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her then—deep, claiming—hands roaming over the soaked padding, pressing it against her clit until she whimpered into his mouth.

“Time for your evening change,” he said against her lips. “Then bottle. Then Daddy’s going to make his baby come so hard she forgets her own name.”

He lifted her effortlessly—carried her to the changing table. Laid her back. Popped the snaps of her skirt and blouse—helped her out of them until she was bare except for the heavy, sagging TENA.

He peeled the tapes open slowly—revealing the warm, yellow-tinted swell. Folded it carefully. Wiped her clean—slow strokes, lingering between her folds until she squirmed.

Powder next—thick cloud, rubbed in with firm circles. Fingers dipping inside her—teasing her entrance, circling her clit—until she was panting, hips lifting.

“Such a wet little pussy,” he murmured. “Already dripping for Daddy.”

He reached for a fresh heart-printed NorthShore—slid it under her hips. Taped it snug—extra tight, high waist hugging her under her breasts.

Then he freed himself—hard, thick—hooked the leg cuff aside.

“Legs around me, baby.”

She wrapped them tight. He sank in slow—deep—groaning at the bare heat contrasted with the thick padding framing her.

He fucked her on the table—steady, possessive thrusts—each one making the diaper crinkle loudly, the bulk rubbing her clit in perfect rhythm.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

She did—eyes locked on his as pleasure built.

“Come,” he growled. “Come on Daddy’s cock while your pretty diaper’s taped tight around you.”

She shattered—loud cry, body convulsing, clenching hard around him as slickness soaked the fresh padding from the inside.

Mark followed—deep, pulsing, filling her with a low groan.

He stayed inside her for long moments—kissing her softly, whispering praise.

When he eased out, he changed her again—slow, tender—another fresh diaper taped snug.

Then bottle time—warm milk, her cradled in the rocking chair, sucking quietly while he stroked her hair.

After, they curled up on the mat—thick blanket over them, her head on his chest, padded mound pressed against his thigh.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too, baby girl,” he answered. “Forever.”

The nursery lights glowed soft.

The house was quiet.

Their life—padded, surrendered, deeply connected—stretched ahead.

Embraced.

Forever.


Chapter 15: Padded Anniversaries

One year later—October 18th again—the house in Breda looked much the same from the outside. Same brick facade, same tidy front garden with the lavender still blooming late into autumn. But inside, everything had shifted in the quietest, most profound ways.

The spare room was no longer “spare.” The nursery corner had grown: a low crib with soft rails now occupied one wall (used mostly for naps when Lisa needed deep regression), shelves lined with neatly folded onesies in pastel shades, a small stack of premium diapers in various thicknesses, and a discreet changing station complete with warm wipe warmer and a soft overhead light. The rocking chair had become Lisa’s favorite spot—where she curled against Mark’s chest most evenings, bottle in hand, padded bottom settled in his lap while he read to her or simply held her until the day’s tension melted away.

They had settled into permanence without fanfare. No dramatic contracts or ceremonies—just a mutual understanding that had deepened with every change, every bottle, every whispered “good girl” after she let go in her sleep. Workdays remained mostly big-girl: slim pull-ups under professional clothes, quick texts to Daddy if she felt the urge building too strong. But the moment she walked through the front door, the shift happened. Clothes came off. Onesie or soft pajamas went on. Thick nighttime padding was taped snug. And the world shrank to the safe, crinkling space between them.

This anniversary, Mark had planned something special.

He’d booked the same small cabin in the Biesbosch for the weekend—exactly one year since their first padded getaway. Lisa packed light: the pink onesie, a few changes of thick NorthShore (including the heart-printed ones from last year), the bottle, pacifier, and the slim vibrator Mark now kept in the diaper bag like it was as essential as wipes.

They drove up Friday evening after work. The autumn leaves were turning deep gold and red; the air smelled of wet earth and pine. Lisa sat in the passenger seat in loose jeans over a medium TENA—already slightly warm from a small release during the last meeting of the day. Mark’s hand rested high on her thigh the whole drive, thumb brushing the hidden waistband every few minutes.

When they arrived, the cabin looked unchanged—same timber walls, same view over the water—but Mark had added touches: fresh fairy lights strung across the porch, a thicker blanket spread on the grass outside, and inside, the small nursery supplies already arranged on the dresser.

Lisa stepped inside, dropped her bag, and immediately felt the shift. The house in Breda was home. This was sanctuary.

Mark closed the door behind them. Locked it. Turned to her.

“Strip, baby girl. Anniversary rules start now.”

She obeyed without hesitation—jeans down, sweater off, bra unhooked, until she stood in just the damp TENA. Mark knelt. Pressed his palm flat against the front—feeling the warmth, the slight swell.

“Wet already,” he murmured, approval thick in his voice. “My good girl couldn’t wait.”

He peeled the tapes open slowly—revealing the soft yellow tint in the crotch. Folded it carefully. Wiped her clean with warm cloths. Powdered her generously—rubbing slow circles over her mound, between her folds, until she was glistening and whimpering.

Then he reached for the heart-printed NorthShore—the same design from last year’s gift. Slid it under her hips. Taped it snug—extra tight around the legs, high waist hugging her just under her breasts.

He stood. Pulled her close.

“Outside first,” he said softly. “Under the stars. Like last time.”

They stepped onto the porch. The night was clear—same sharp stars overhead. The blanket waited on the grass, pillows arranged for comfort.

Mark guided her down—onto her back, legs parted. The thick padding crinkled loudly in the quiet night.

He knelt between her thighs. Ran his hands over the heart prints—pressing, squeezing—then leaned down to kiss the padded mound. Warm mouth over soft bulk. Tongue tracing the seam where her clit pressed against the inner liner.

Lisa moaned—soft, needy—hips lifting.

He pulled the leg cuff aside just enough. Notched himself at her entrance. Sank in slow—deep—groaning at the familiar bare heat framed by thick, crinkling padding.

“Feel that?” he whispered, thrusting gently at first. “One year. One year of you being mine like this. Padded. Small. Safe.”

She wrapped her legs around him—heels digging into his back.

“Yes, Daddy—thank you—thank you for everything—”

He fucked her steady—deep rolls of his hips that ground the padding against her clit with every movement. Crinkle sounds mixed with their breaths, the soft lap of water nearby, the rustle of leaves.

When she was close—thighs trembling, begging—he reached down. Pressed the vibrator against the front of the diaper—low buzz traveling through the thick layers straight to her swollen nub.

“Come for Daddy,” he growled. “Soak your anniversary diaper under the stars. Show me you’re still my baby girl.”

She shattered—loud, unrestrained cry echoing softly across the water. Body convulsing, slickness flooding the padding in hot waves. The NorthShore swelled warmly between them, heavy and squishy.

Mark followed—deep thrusts, pulsing inside her, low groan against her neck as he filled her.

They stayed locked together under the open sky—sweaty, breathless, hearts pounding in sync.

When he eased out, he kissed her forehead. Her cheeks. Her lips.

“Happy anniversary, baby girl.”

“Happy anniversary, Daddy.”

He carried her inside—cradled against his chest, thick diaper sagging between her thighs. Laid her on the mat for a slow, tender change: wipes, powder, fresh tape—another heart-printed one, because why not?

Then bottle time—warm milk, her curled in the rocking chair, sucking quietly while he stroked her hair.

After, they curled up on the bed—her in the onesie snapped over fresh padding, head on his chest, his arm wrapped around her waist, palm resting over the soft bulk.

The fire crackled low.

The stars shone outside.

One year of rediscovery.

One year of surrender.

One year of deeper love than either had imagined possible.

And every anniversary from now on would be the same: padded, quiet, intimate, theirs.

Forever.
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