

Daddy's Little Diaper Bitches

Four Bratty Friends Trapped in Eternal DDLG Diapered Submission – A Taboo Ageplay BDSM Erotica


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: Birthday Gone Wrong

The bass thumped through the floor like a second heartbeat, lights strobing red and purple across the packed dance floor below. Up in the VIP section of Eclipse, the city’s most exclusive nightclub, four girls owned the night. It was Aria’s twenty-fifth birthday, and she had demanded the best booth, the most expensive bottles, and zero limits.

Aria stood on the plush leather couch, blonde hair cascading down her back, phone held high as she recorded herself for her hundreds of thousands of followers. Her tight silver dress barely covered her ass, riding up every time she moved. “Best birthday ever, babes!” she shouted into the camera, blowing a kiss before turning it to show her three best friends.

Bella, the redhead with fire in her eyes and a laugh that could cut through any noise, was already halfway through another bottle of Dom Pérignon. She poured it straight into her mouth, letting it spill down her chin and onto her black crop top without a care. “Fuck yes, Aria! Twenty-five and still the hottest bitch in the room!”

Chloe sat a little lower on the couch, knees tucked under her, watching the chaos with a soft smile. She was the quiet one, big brown eyes and long dark hair, wearing a simple white mini dress that made her look almost innocent next to the others. But the flush on her cheeks and the empty shot glasses in front of her said she was just as drunk. She raised her glass when Aria pointed the phone at her. “To Aria! The queen!”

Dana, the tattooed rebel of the group, leaned against the glass railing that overlooked the club. Her dark hair was shaved on one side, ink running down both arms, and she wore ripped fishnets under a leather skirt. She didn’t bother with the phone fame like Aria did. She just lived in the moment. Right now that moment involved grinding against the railing to the beat, a joint dangling from her fingers even though smoking wasn’t technically allowed up here.

The VIP booth was a glass-walled island above the main floor, furnished with low tables, velvet ropes, and one-of-a-kind art pieces the owner had flown in from Europe. In the center sat a massive custom sculpture: hand-blown glass orbs suspended in a delicate spiral, lit from within by shifting colors. It had cost the club seventy-five thousand dollars and was supposed to be the signature piece of the entire lounge.

No one told the girls that.

Bella climbed up next to Aria on the couch, both of them swaying dangerously. “We need more!” Bella yelled to the bottle girl, who was already hurrying over with another round. The table was a mess of empty champagne flutes, lime wedges, and sticky spills. Dana pushed off the railing and joined them, grabbing Bella around the waist. The three of them started jumping in place, screaming the lyrics to whatever song was playing.

Chloe laughed and stood up too, pulled into the middle by Aria’s free hand. For a moment all four were on the couch, arms linked, phones out, living their best life. The music hit a hard drop and they jumped higher.

That’s when it happened.

Bella’s heel caught the edge of the low table as she came down. She stumbled backward, arms windmilling. Her elbow smashed into the glass sculpture. The delicate spiral swayed once, twice, then the top orb shattered against the metal frame. One by one, like dominoes, the others cracked and fell. Shards rained onto the table and floor in a spectacular crash that somehow cut through even the thunder of the music.

For a second everything seemed to freeze. The girls stared at the wreckage, champagne still dripping from the table onto the ruined art. Then Dana started laughing, high and wild. “Holy shit. That thing’s fucked.”

Aria’s eyes went wide. “Oh my God. How much did that cost?”

Chloe’s face drained of color. “We are so dead.”

Security appeared instantly. Two huge guys in black suits stepped into the booth, faces blank but bodies tense. One spoke into his earpiece. “We’ve got a situation in VIP three. Major damage to the centerpiece.”

The girls tried to play it off at first. Aria flashed her sweetest smile. “It was an accident! We’ll pay for it, promise.”

Bella hiccuped. “Yeah, totally. No big deal.”

But the guards weren’t smiling. They moved to block the exit. Down on the main floor, people were looking up, phones out, recording the drama.

Then a new figure appeared.

He stepped past the security team like they were furniture. Tall, easily six-three, wearing a perfectly tailored black suit that hugged broad shoulders. Late thirties, maybe forty, with dark hair neatly styled and just a touch of silver at the temples. His face was all sharp angles and quiet authority, eyes a cold blue that seemed to see everything at once. He didn’t raise his voice, didn’t need to. The entire booth went quiet the moment he entered.

“Good evening, ladies,” he said, voice deep and smooth, the kind that made people listen without thinking. “I’m the owner. You can call me Daddy.”

Aria blinked. “Daddy?”

A faint smile touched his mouth. “That’s what everyone here calls me. And it seems you’ve had a little accident with my sculpture.”

The girls exchanged looks. Bella tried to laugh it off. “Yeah, super sorry about that. Total accident. We can Venmo you or something?”

Daddy didn’t laugh. He glanced at the ruined glass, then back at them. His gaze lingered on each one in turn, slow and deliberate. Aria felt it like a physical touch. Chloe shrank back a little. Dana lifted her chin defiantly, but even she stayed quiet.

“Seventy-five thousand dollars,” he said calmly. “That’s what it cost. Imported. One of a kind.”

The number hit like a slap. Aria’s mouth opened, then closed. Bella stopped laughing. Chloe whispered, “Oh fuck.”

Dana recovered first. “Look, we’ll figure it out. Payment plan or whatever.”

Daddy tilted his head. “I’m sure you will. But right now, I think we should discuss this somewhere quieter. My office is upstairs. More drinks, better view. And we can talk about how to make this right without involving lawyers or the police.”

The word police made them all flinch. None of them could afford that kind of trouble. Aria’s influencer career would tank. Bella’s rich parents would cut her off. Chloe still lived with her strict family. Dana already had a record.

He gestured toward a private door at the back of the booth. “After you.”

Security stepped aside. The girls hesitated, but there wasn’t really a choice. One by one, they followed him.

As they walked, Aria glanced back at the mess. Shards glittered on the floor like broken ice. Staff were already moving in to clean it up. The music kept pounding, but up here it felt distant now.

Daddy led them through a hidden elevator that opened directly into a hallway lined with dark wood and soft lighting. The doors closed behind them with a quiet hiss.

Inside the elevator, he stood with his hands in his pockets, watching the numbers climb. None of the girls spoke. The champagne buzz was still there, but fear and adrenaline were cutting through it fast.

The doors opened onto a private office that took up half the top floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the city lights and the club below. A massive desk dominated one side, but there was also a plush seating area with leather couches and a fully stocked bar.

“Sit,” Daddy said, gesturing to the couches. “Drinks?”

Bella managed a weak laugh. “More alcohol? You trying to get us in more trouble?”

He smiled, pouring champagne into fresh flutes anyway. “I think you’re already in trouble. Question is how deep you want it to go.”

He handed them each a glass. They took them automatically.

Aria sipped hers, trying to stay in control. “Okay, look. We’re really sorry. We’ll pay for it. Somehow.”

Daddy sat across from them in a single leather chair, legs crossed, completely relaxed. “I believe you. But seventy-five thousand isn’t pocket change. And I don’t like payment plans. I prefer… creative solutions.”

Chloe spoke for the first time, voice small. “What kind of solutions?”

His eyes met hers and held. “Ones that benefit everyone. You girls are beautiful. Wild. Exactly the kind of energy this place thrives on. I’m thinking we could come to an arrangement.”

Dana narrowed her eyes. “What, like work here? Bottle service or some shit?”

Daddy chuckled. “Nothing so ordinary.”

He reached into a drawer and pulled out four glossy folders, each with the club’s logo embossed in silver. Inside were thick contracts, printed on heavy paper.

“This is an exclusive membership agreement,” he said, sliding one to each of them. “Sign it, and your debt disappears tonight. You’ll get full access to everything here — VIP forever, no cover, no limits. Plus certain… private benefits. Experiences most people only dream about.”

Aria flipped through the pages. It was long, full of legal language she didn’t understand. But the perks listed on the cover page were insane: penthouse access, designer clothes, cash allowances, travel.

Bella was already halfway through her new glass. “Sounds too good to be true.”

Daddy leaned forward slightly. “It’s very good. But it’s not free. There are rules. Commitments. But I promise you’ll enjoy them.”

Chloe bit her lip. “What kind of commitments?”

He smiled again, slower this time. “The kind that start with absolute trust. And total obedience.”

The girls looked at each other. The champagne was hitting harder now, mixing with the adrenaline. The contract looked official. The perks looked real. And the alternative — lawsuits, debt, public humiliation — looked awful.

Aria laughed, a little too loud. “Fuck it. It’s my birthday. Let’s do something crazy.”

She grabbed a pen from the table and signed with a flourish.

Bella shrugged and followed. “YOLO, right?”

Dana hesitated longest, but finally scrawled her name.

Chloe was last. Her hand shook slightly, but she signed too.

Daddy collected the contracts, sliding them back into the folders. He stood and raised his glass.

“To new beginnings,” he said.

They drank.

Downstairs, the music kept playing. Up here, everything had just changed forever.


Chapter 2: Signed and Sealed

The private elevator doors slid shut with a soft whoosh, sealing the four girls in with the club's owner. The space felt smaller now, the air thicker with the scent of expensive cologne and the faint metallic tang of nerves. Aria pressed her back against the mirrored wall, her silver dress sticking slightly to her skin from the earlier dancing. She could still hear the muffled thump of the bass from downstairs, but up here it was just them and him.

Daddy stood in the center, hands clasped behind his back, watching them with that same calm intensity. He didn't say a word during the short ride up. Bella fidgeted next to Aria, twisting her fingers around the hem of her crop top, trying to look casual but failing. Chloe kept her eyes on the floor numbers lighting up one by one. Dana leaned against the opposite wall, arms crossed, her tattooed biceps flexing like she was ready for a fight.

When the doors opened, it was into a world that felt a million miles from the chaotic club below. The hallway was dimly lit with recessed lights casting a warm glow on polished hardwood floors. Doors branched off on either side, but Daddy led them straight ahead to a set of double doors that opened into his office.

The room was massive, more like a penthouse suite than an office. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around two walls, giving a panoramic view of the glittering city skyline and the writhing dance floor far below. The club looked like a living organism from up here, pulsing with lights and bodies. A huge mahogany desk sat to one side, covered in neat stacks of papers and a sleek computer. But the real focus was the seating area: a U-shaped arrangement of deep leather couches around a low glass table, with a bar cart loaded with crystal decanters and glasses.

"Sit," Daddy said again, his voice low but commanding. He gestured to the couches before moving to the bar. "Champagne?"

The girls exchanged glances as they sank into the cushions. The leather was butter-soft, molding to their bodies instantly. Aria crossed her legs, trying to keep her dress from riding up too much. Bella plopped down next to her, still buzzing from the drinks downstairs. "Hell yeah, more champagne. This place is insane."

Chloe sat primly on the edge of the couch, hands folded in her lap. Dana took the spot farthest from Daddy, slouching back with her legs spread wide, like she was claiming territory.

Daddy poured four fresh flutes of vintage Dom Pérignon, the bubbles rising in perfect streams. He handed them out one by one, his fingers brushing theirs just enough to send a small shiver through each girl. When he sat across from them in a single armchair, he crossed one leg over the other, glass in hand.

"To accidents that change everything," he said, raising his flute.

They clinked glasses automatically, sipping the crisp, expensive liquid. It went down smooth, warming their already heated bellies. Aria took a bigger swallow, feeling the alcohol chase away some of the panic from downstairs.

"Okay," she said, setting her glass down. "About that sculpture. We really are sorry. Like, super sorry. But we can figure this out, right? Maybe installments? I have some sponsorship money coming in next month."

Daddy smiled, that slow, knowing curve of his lips that made her stomach flip in a way she wasn't expecting. "Installments are so... ordinary. And boring. I prefer something more exciting."

Bella laughed, a little too loud. "Exciting how? You want us to work it off? Like, bottle service or dancing on stage?"

He shook his head. "Nothing so public. This is private."

Chloe's voice was quiet. "Private like what?"

Daddy leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees. His eyes met each of theirs in turn. "You're all beautiful women. Confident. Adventurous. That's why you were in my VIP tonight. But I see more than that. I see potential. For something special."

Dana snorted. "Potential? Dude, we just broke your shit. What, you gonna make us your personal assistants or something?"

"Something like that," he said smoothly. "But better."

He reached into the drawer of the side table next to his chair and pulled out four identical folders. Each was bound in black leather, embossed with the club's logo in silver foil. He slid them across the glass table, one to each girl.

"This is an exclusive membership agreement," he explained. "Sign it, and the damage to the sculpture is forgotten. Completely. No bills, no police, no consequences."

Aria opened hers first, flipping through the thick pages. The cover was glossy, promising "Unlimited VIP Access" and "Lifetime Privileges." She skimmed the bullet points: private penthouse living, designer wardrobe allowance, monthly cash stipend, personal concierge service, invitations to elite events worldwide. It sounded like a dream.

Bella was already grinning. "Holy shit, this is like a sugar daddy contract without the sugar part. What's the catch?"

Daddy's smile deepened. "No catch. Just commitment. You agree to live by my rules here at the club. To trust me completely. To experience things you've never imagined."

Chloe bit her lip, her finger tracing the fine print. "Rules like what?"

"Simple things at first," he said. "Respect. Obedience. Spending time with me. Exploring your... wild sides."

Dana flipped through her folder quickly. "This thing's like fifty pages. I'm not reading all this crap."

"You don't have to," Daddy replied. "The highlights are on the first page. Everything else is standard legal language. But if you sign, you're in for a year. And it's binding."

Aria felt a thrill run through her. The alcohol was making everything feel dreamlike, exciting. No more worrying about the sculpture. No more scraping by on influencer gigs. This could be huge for her brand, too — endless content from VIP life.

"Fuck it," she said, grabbing a pen from the table. "It's my birthday. Let's make it legendary."

She signed her name with a dramatic flourish, date and all.

Bella didn't hesitate. She scribbled her signature right after. "YOLO, bitches. This is gonna be epic."

Dana rolled her eyes but signed too, muttering, "Better be worth it."

Chloe was the last. She stared at the page, pen hovering. "This seems too good. What's the real deal?"

Daddy leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a intimate rumble. "The real deal is freedom, Chloe. Freedom from bills, from boring jobs, from ordinary lives. And in return, you give me your trust. Your time. Your bodies, if that's where it leads. But only if you want it."

She blushed at "bodies," but the champagne made her bold. She signed.

Daddy collected the folders, stacking them neatly. He raised his glass again. "To new beginnings. And to my four beautiful new members."

They drank deeply this time. The champagne tasted even better now, laced with victory and mystery.

As they sipped, Daddy stood and walked to the windows, looking out over his kingdom below. "You'll love it here. The penthouse is yours starting tonight. Fully stocked, private elevator access. And tomorrow, we begin."

"Begin what?" Bella asked, leaning back into the couch.

"Your training," he said simply.

Aria laughed. "Training? Like, what, gym stuff?"

He turned back to them, eyes gleaming. "Something much more intimate. But don't worry. You'll be begging for more."

The girls giggled nervously, the alcohol blurring the edges of his words. They didn't notice how his gaze lingered on their legs, their lips, the way their dresses clung to their curves.

They finished their drinks. Daddy poured another round. Stories started flowing — about their lives, their dreams, their wildest nights. He listened intently, laughing at the right moments, asking questions that made them feel seen, special.

Hours passed in a haze. More champagne. Laughter echoing off the windows. By the time the club below started to wind down, the girls were loose-limbed and carefree, the contract forgotten in the back of their minds.

Daddy glanced at his watch. "It's late. Let me show you to your rooms."

He led them through another door into an attached suite. Four bedrooms branched off a central living area, each with king-sized beds, silk sheets, and en-suite bathrooms stocked with luxury products.

"Sleep well," he said at the doorway. "Tomorrow is a new day."

The girls stumbled into their rooms, collapsing onto the beds without even changing. Aria fell asleep smiling, dreaming of fame and fortune.

Bella passed out mid-text to a friend.

Chloe curled up, a tiny voice in her head whispering that something felt off.

Dana kicked off her shoes and stared at the ceiling, wondering what the hell she'd just signed.

Down the hall, Daddy sat back in his office, the signed contracts locked safely in his safe. He poured himself a scotch and smiled into the glass.

Phase one complete.

The real fun started tomorrow.

As the first hints of dawn crept over the skyline, the girls slept soundly, unaware that their lives had just been rewritten. They were his now. Completely.

And they would never be the same.


Chapter 3: Waking Up Owned

Aria woke first, her mouth dry as sandpaper and her head pounding like someone was using it as a drum. Sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows she didn’t remember seeing last night. For a few confused seconds she thought she was in some luxury hotel suite after the best party of her life. Then the memories hit: the shattered sculpture, the security guards, the man who called himself Daddy, the champagne that never stopped flowing, and the contract she’d signed with a laugh.

She sat up too fast. The room spun. She was still in her silver birthday dress, now wrinkled and smelling faintly of spilled alcohol. The bed was enormous, covered in white silk sheets that felt expensive against her bare legs. The room around her was sleek and modern — minimalist furniture, a massive TV on the wall, a private bathroom visible through an open door.

But this wasn’t a hotel.

She stumbled out of bed and yanked the door open. A long hallway stretched in both directions, ending in a huge open living area with the same panoramic windows. The city sparkled below, the club’s neon sign still faintly visible even in daylight.

Bella was sprawled on one of the couches in the living room, red hair a wild mess, one arm dangling off the edge. Chloe sat cross-legged on the floor nearby, hugging a throw pillow to her chest, looking pale. Dana paced back and forth in front of the windows, already dressed in the same clothes from last night, tattoos stark against her skin.

“What the actual fuck,” Dana muttered when she saw Aria. “Where are we?”

“His place, I think,” Aria said, rubbing her temples. “Above the club. We all crashed here after… after signing that thing.”

Bella groaned and rolled over. “My head is going to explode. Why did we keep drinking?”

“Because he kept pouring,” Chloe said quietly. “And we were scared about the sculpture.”

Dana stopped pacing. “Seventy-five grand. We’re so screwed.”

The elevator at the end of the hall dinged softly. All four heads snapped toward it.

Daddy stepped out, looking infuriatingly fresh. Dark jeans, a crisp white button-down open at the collar, hair perfectly in place. He carried a tray with four tall glasses of orange juice and a carafe of coffee. A small white pharmacy bag dangled from his wrist.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said, voice calm and warm. “Or should I say good afternoon. It’s almost one.”

He set the tray on the coffee table. The orange juice looked freshly squeezed. There were even little aspirin packets beside each glass.

Bella sat up slowly. “You drugged us or something?”

Daddy chuckled. “Just excellent champagne. You all drank enough to sink a ship. I carried each of you to bed myself.”

Aria felt her cheeks heat at the thought of his hands on her while she was passed out.

Chloe took an orange juice with trembling fingers. “So… about last night. The contract. That was just, like, a joke, right? To scare us?”

Daddy poured himself a coffee and sat in an armchair facing them all. He took a slow sip before answering.

“No joke,” he said. “You signed a binding agreement. All four of you. Witnesses downstairs, notarized copies filed this morning. The damage to the sculpture is forgiven. In exchange, you now belong to me for one full year.”

The room went dead silent.

Dana barked a laugh. “Belong to you? What the hell does that mean?”

Daddy set his cup down. “It means you live here. In this penthouse. You follow my rules. You do what I say, when I say it. No jobs, no going home, no contact with the outside world unless I allow it. In return, I take care of everything. Rent, food, clothes, protection. All your needs met.”

Aria felt her stomach drop. “You can’t be serious. That’s kidnapping.”

“It’s a contract,” he corrected gently. “Freely signed. I have it on video, too — all of you laughing, excited, fully aware. A judge would laugh you out of court if you tried to fight it.”

Bella stood up, swaying slightly. “Let me see the damn paper again.”

Daddy reached into a side table drawer and pulled out four fresh copies, handing one to each. The girls crowded together on the couch, flipping through pages.

It was worse than they remembered.

Page after page of legal language. Clauses about “total obedience,” “residential requirement,” “personal care directives,” and “disciplinary measures at owner’s discretion.” One section detailed financial penalties for early termination — hundreds of thousands of dollars, more than any of them could ever pay.

Chloe’s voice cracked. “This says… we consent to any intimate acts you request?”

Daddy nodded. “Within reason. Safe, sane, consensual — but the consent was given when you signed. You can say no to specific things, but repeated refusal counts as breach.”

Dana threw her copy onto the table. “This is insane. I’m leaving.”

She stormed toward the elevator. Daddy didn’t move. When she hit the button, nothing happened.

“Biometric lock,” he said. “Only opens for me now. Same with the doors, windows, phones. You’re safe here. And you’re staying.”

Dana slammed her fist against the panel. “You can’t keep us prisoner!”

“Not prisoners,” he said. “Little girls. My little girls. And little girls need structure. Rules. Care.”

Aria felt a cold shiver. “What exactly do you mean by… little girls?”

Daddy stood and walked to a set of double doors they hadn’t noticed before. He pushed them open, revealing a massive room beyond.

The nursery.

Soft pastel walls. Four oversized adult-sized cribs lined up against one wall, each with high rails and soft bedding. A huge changing table dominated the center, stocked with stacks of thick white adult diapers, wipes, powders, lotions. Shelves held rows of oversized baby bottles, pacifiers on ribbons, frilly dresses hanging in open closets. A playpen sat in one corner, filled with stuffed animals. Everything was luxurious, custom-built, spotless.

And unmistakably designed for ageplay.

All four girls stared, mouths open.

Bella found her voice first. “You’re fucked up.”

Daddy smiled. “Maybe. But you signed up for it. And deep down, I think you’ll love it.”

Chloe backed away until her legs hit the couch. “No. No way. I’m not… I’m not doing that.”

Dana looked ready to fight. “Touch me with one of those diapers and I’ll break your face.”

Aria just stared, a mix of horror and something else she couldn’t name twisting in her gut.

Daddy stepped into the nursery and picked up a thick diaper from the stack, unfolding it with a soft rustle. “First things first. You all need showers after last night. Then breakfast. Then we begin your new routine.”

He turned back to them, holding the diaper like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Strip,” he said simply. “All of you. Right now.”

Silence stretched.

Dana took a step forward, fists clenched. “Make me.”

Daddy’s voice didn’t rise, but it hardened. “You can obey and make this easy. Or you can fight and learn the hard way. Either way, in ten minutes every one of you will be clean, powdered, and taped into your first diaper. And you’ll stay that way for the entire year.”

He looked at each of them in turn.

“Who wants to go first?”

No one moved.

Daddy sighed, almost regretful. “Alright. Hard way it is.”

He pressed a small button on his watch.

Within seconds, two large men in black polos appeared from a side door the girls hadn’t seen. Calm, professional, clearly trained.

“Escort them to the bathroom,” Daddy instructed. “Full strip, shower, and bring them to the changing table one at a time. Start with Dana. She seems eager.”

Dana lunged at him, but the first guard caught her easily, pinning her arms. She screamed and kicked, but he lifted her off the ground like she weighed nothing.

Bella tried to run. The second guard grabbed her around the waist.

Chloe started crying quietly.

Aria stood frozen, heart hammering, as Dana was carried kicking and cursing into the nursery bathroom.

The door closed behind them.

Daddy turned to the remaining three.

“Anyone else want to make this difficult?”

No one answered.

He smiled again, softer this time.

“Good girls. This will be easier than you think. And soon, you’ll never want to leave.”

From the bathroom, Dana’s muffled shouts echoed, followed by the sound of running water.

The new life had officially begun.


Chapter 4: First Time in Diapers

The bathroom attached to the nursery was bigger than most apartments. White marble floors, a massive walk-in shower with multiple heads, a deep soaking tub, and a long vanity with four sinks. Everything gleamed under soft recessed lighting. It looked luxurious, almost spa-like, except for the sturdy metal rings bolted discreetly into the walls and the thick leather restraints hanging from a hook near the shower.

Dana fought the whole way. She kicked, twisted, and screamed curses that would make a sailor blush. The two guards handled her with practiced ease, one holding her arms while the other gripped her legs. They didn’t hurt her, just contained her, moving with calm efficiency. Daddy followed at a leisurely pace, hands in his pockets, watching like a parent overseeing a tantrum.

“Put her down here,” he said once they were inside the bathroom.

They set Dana on her feet in the center of the shower area. She lunged at Daddy immediately, but the guards caught her again. One produced a pair of safety shears and started cutting away her leather skirt and top. The fabric fell in pieces to the wet tile.

“Get the fuck off me!” Dana snarled, face red with fury.

Daddy stepped closer, voice low. “You can fight all you want, Dana. It changes nothing. You’re getting clean, then you’re getting diapered. The only question is how much energy you waste before you accept it.”

The guards stripped her completely in under a minute. Her tattoos stood out starkly against her pale skin — skulls, roses, a dragon curling around her ribs. She stood naked and defiant, chest heaving, until one guard turned on the shower. Warm water cascaded from multiple directions, soaking her instantly.

They used unscented soap, efficient and thorough. No lingering touches, just clinical cleaning. Dana kept struggling until Daddy spoke again.

“Hold her still.”

The guards pinned her arms to the wall rings. Soft cuffs clicked into place. She was stretched slightly, water streaming down her body, unable to move more than a few inches.

Daddy picked up a soft sponge and stepped under the spray with her, still fully clothed. His white shirt clung to his chest almost immediately. He started washing her himself — slow, deliberate strokes across her shoulders, down her back, over her hips. Not sexual exactly, but deeply intimate. Possessive.

“You’re mine now,” he said quietly, close to her ear. “Every inch of you. And I take care of what’s mine.”

Dana shivered despite the hot water. She hated how her body responded to his touch, hated the way her nipples tightened when the sponge grazed them. She turned her face away, jaw clenched.

When he was satisfied, the guards released her. She stood dripping, glaring murder at him.

Daddy handed her a towel. “Dry off. Then to the changing table.”

She wrapped the towel around herself tightly and followed only because the guards flanked her. The others were waiting in the nursery, huddled together on the couch, faces pale.

One by one, the process repeated.

Bella went next. She didn’t fight physically, but she argued the whole time — half-drunk still, half-terrified. “This is fucked up. You know this is fucked up, right? People go to jail for this.”

Daddy just smiled and guided her into the shower himself. He stripped her slowly, letting her keep the towel longer than Dana had. He washed her red hair carefully, massaging shampoo into her scalp until she went quiet despite herself. The warm water and firm hands melted some of her resistance. When he rinsed her clean, she was trembling but not fighting.

Chloe cried silently through the entire thing. She didn’t resist at all. Just stood under the water with tears mixing with the spray as Daddy washed her gently, almost tenderly. He murmured soft reassurances the whole time — “Good girl, that’s it, just let Daddy take care of you.” By the end she was leaning into his touch without realizing it.

Aria was last. She tried to negotiate. “We can talk about this. Maybe a different arrangement. Money, or I can promote the club, or—”

Daddy silenced her with a finger to her lips. “No talking your way out, princess. Strip.”

She did it herself, hands shaking as she peeled off the silver dress. The shower felt like surrender. Daddy washed her like he had the others — thorough, unhurried, owning every touch. When he ran the sponge between her legs, she gasped and grabbed his arm, but didn’t pull away.

Clean and dripping, all four stood in a line on thick towels in front of the changing table. Naked. Vulnerable. The air smelled of baby powder and lavender lotion already warming on a nearby heater.

Daddy rolled up his wet sleeves. “Who wants to go first?”

No one volunteered.

He pointed to Dana. “You started this. You go first.”

The guards lifted her onto the table before she could react. Soft restraints clicked around her wrists and ankles, spreading her legs just enough to keep her open. She cursed again, but her voice cracked.

Daddy unfolded a thick white adult diaper with deliberate slowness. The plastic backing made a soft sound as it opened. He sprinkled powder generously, the sweet scent filling the air, then smoothed lotion over her skin with warm hands.

Dana’s breath hitched when his fingers grazed sensitive spots. She hated how her body reacted, hated the flush creeping up her chest.

He slid the diaper under her hips, pulled it snug between her legs, and taped it securely. The bulk forced her thighs apart slightly. She had never felt anything so humiliating — or so strangely secure.

When the guards released her, she sat up slowly, feeling the thickness with every small movement. She couldn’t close her legs all the way. The diaper was obvious, impossible to ignore.

Daddy helped her down and turned to Bella.

One by one, he diapered them all.

Bella squirmed and whined, but didn’t fight the restraints. Her fair skin turned pink from embarrassment as he powdered her thoroughly.

Chloe lay completely still, tears still falling, but her breathing deepened when Daddy’s hands soothed over her. She made a small sound — half sob, half something else — when the tapes fastened.

Aria watched the others, heart racing. When her turn came, she climbed onto the table herself. No restraints needed. Daddy’s eyes met hers as he worked, and she couldn’t look away. The sensation of being cared for so intimately, so completely, sent confusing heat through her body. When the final tape sealed, she felt sealed too — claimed in a way words never could have done.

All four stood in front of the full-length mirror Daddy turned them toward.

Four beautiful women, naked except for thick white diapers hugging their hips. The contrast was stark — adult bodies forced into something so childish, so regressive.

Dana touched the front of hers tentatively, feeling the soft padding.

Bella shifted her weight, the diaper forcing a slight waddle.

Chloe stared at her reflection like she didn’t recognize herself.

Aria swallowed hard, a strange calm settling over her.

Daddy stood behind them, hands resting lightly on Aria and Chloe’s shoulders.

“Welcome to your new life,” he said softly. “From now on, these stay on. No toilets. No big-girl panties. You use your diapers like good little girls. And Daddy changes you when you need it.”

He let that sink in.

“Dinner in one hour. Bottles and soft foods only for the first few days — your systems need to adjust. Then we’ll talk about rules.”

Dana found her voice first, hoarse. “You’re really doing this. You’re really keeping us like this.”

Daddy met her eyes in the mirror. “Yes. And you’re going to learn to love it.”

He turned them toward the playpen area, where four oversized high chairs waited around a low table.

“Sit. Get used to the feel. I’ll bring your bottles.”

They moved awkwardly, the bulk between their legs changing how they walked. Each step reminded them of what they now wore — what they would wear every day for the next year.

As they settled into the chairs, legs dangling, diapers obvious beneath them, the reality finally hit.

They were diapered.

They were his.

And there was no way out.

Daddy returned with four warm bottles of vanilla formula. He handed one to each, then sat in a large armchair facing them.

“Drink up, little ones. You’ll need your strength.”

One by one, they brought the nipples to their lips.

The sucking sound filled the quiet nursery.

And just like that, the regression began.


Chapter 5: House Rules

The four girls sat awkwardly in the oversized high chairs, thick diapers forcing their thighs apart, bottles clutched in trembling hands. The nursery felt impossibly large and impossibly small at the same time. Soft pastel walls closed them in while the high ceiling and massive windows reminded them they were trapped fifty stories above the city.

Daddy sat in his armchair like a king on a throne, legs crossed, watching them drink with quiet satisfaction. The only sounds were the soft sucking of nipples and the occasional shift of a diaper as one of them moved.

Aria finished her bottle first. She pulled the nipple from her mouth with a small pop and set it on the tray in front of her. The vanilla formula had been sweet, creamy, and strangely comforting on her raw throat. She hated that she’d finished it so quickly.

Bella was next, gulping hers down like it was still champagne. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and glared at Daddy. “So what now? You gonna read us a bedtime story and tuck us in?”

Daddy smiled. “Eventually. But first, we establish the rules. Clear expectations make everything easier.”

Chloe nursed her bottle slowly, eyes downcast. She hadn’t said a word since the diapering. Dana still held hers untouched, arms crossed as much as the high chair allowed, bottle resting on the tray.

Daddy stood and walked slowly around the circle of chairs, trailing one hand along the backs as he passed.

“Rule one,” he began. “Diapers stay on at all times. No exceptions. You will not touch the tapes. You will not ask to use the toilet. You will use your diaper for everything — wetting and messing. I decide when you get changed.”

Dana snorted. “You’re out of your mind if you think I’m shitting myself for you.”

Daddy stopped behind her chair. He rested both hands on her shoulders, thumbs pressing lightly into the tense muscles there.

“You will,” he said calmly. “Because you have no choice. And because I’ll make sure it feels safe when it happens.”

She shrugged his hands off, but couldn’t go far in the restraints of the chair.

“Rule two,” he continued, moving to Chloe. “Bottles only for drinking. No cups, no straws, no big-girl drinks unless I offer them. You’ll get formula, milk, juice, water — all from bottles. Three full ones at every meal, plus extras during the day.”

Chloe’s cheeks burned. She was still sucking slowly, almost hiding behind the bottle now.

“Rule three: pacifiers. When you’re upset, whiny, or I decide you need quiet time, you get a paci. No spitting it out. No talking back with one in.”

He reached into his pocket and produced four oversized pacifiers on ribbons — pink for Aria, green for Bella, blue for Chloe, black for Dana. He clipped each to the front of their high chair trays.

Bella stared at hers like it was poison. “You’re kidding.”

Daddy ignored her and kept going.

“Rule four: bedtime and naps are non-negotiable. Lights out at ten. Nap every afternoon. You’ll sleep in your cribs with the rails up. If you need me during the night, you press the call button. I’ll come.”

Aria shifted, feeling the diaper press thicker between her legs. “And if we don’t follow these rules?”

Daddy stopped in front of her, tilting her chin up with two fingers. “Punishments. Spankings to start. Corner time. Early bedtime. Loss of playtime. And for serious disobedience — enemas.”

The word landed like a bomb.

Dana barked a laugh. “Enemas? What kind of sick fuck are you?”

Daddy didn’t flinch. “The kind who believes in thorough discipline. You’ll get a cleansing enema once a week regardless — hygiene and control. But if you misbehave, you’ll get extras. You’ll learn to hate them… and to behave to avoid them.”

Chloe made a small whimpering sound around her bottle.

“Rule five,” Daddy said, stepping back to address all of them. “You call me Daddy at all times. No exceptions. Not ‘hey you,’ not my real name, not curses. Daddy.”

Bella rolled her eyes. “And if we don’t?”

He moved to her quickly, pulling the empty bottle from her tray and replacing it with her pacifier. He pushed it gently but firmly between her lips. She tried to turn her head, but he held her chin.

“Suck,” he ordered.

She glared, but after a few seconds her cheeks hollowed slightly. The pacifier bulged in her mouth.

“Good girl. That stays in until I say otherwise.”

He turned to Dana, who still hadn’t touched her bottle.

“Drink, Dana. Or I’ll hold your nose and pour it down your throat.”

She met his eyes for a long moment — defiance blazing. Then, slowly, she picked up the bottle and brought it to her lips. She drank in angry gulps, finishing it fast and slamming it back on the tray.

Daddy nodded approval.

“Rule six: affection and attention are earned. Be sweet, obedient, loving — you get cuddles, playtime, rewards. Be bratty, defiant, cold — you get distance and discipline.”

He walked to a cabinet and opened it, revealing shelves of toys, stuffies, coloring books, and — lower down — vibrators, plugs, restraints, lubricants.

“Rule seven,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Your bodies belong to me. I touch when I want. I pleasure when I want. I take when I want. You don’t touch yourselves without permission. You don’t come without permission. You ask Daddy for everything.”

Aria felt heat pool low in her belly despite the humiliation. The diaper was warm now from her body heat, a constant reminder.

Chloe finally finished her bottle and set it down with shaking hands. Tears welled again.

Daddy noticed immediately. He unbuckled her from the chair and lifted her out, settling her on his lap in the armchair. She tensed, but he wrapped strong arms around her and rocked gently.

“Shh, baby. It’s okay. Daddy’s got you.”

To everyone’s surprise — including her own — Chloe buried her face in his chest and started crying softly.

The others watched, stunned.

Daddy stroked her hair. “This is a lot. I know. But you’re safe. You’re cared for. And you’re mine.”

After a minute, Chloe’s sobs quieted. She stayed there, curled small against him, pacifier ribbon dangling from her tray forgotten.

He looked at the others over her head.

“Any questions?”

Bella pulled her pacifier out long enough to speak. “Yeah. How long until we can act like adults again?”

Daddy’s smile was slow. “You’ll never be big girls again while you’re here. Not fully. That’s the point. You let go. You let Daddy handle everything. And in return, you get to feel things you’ve never felt before.”

Dana leaned forward as much as the chair allowed. “And after the year?”

“After the year,” he said, “you’re free to leave. No debt. No consequences. But most don’t want to.”

Aria spoke for the first time since the diapering. “Most?”

He nodded. “I’ve done this before. Some girls stay. Sign new contracts. Choose to be diapered for life under my care. Some leave. But they always miss it.”

Silence fell again.

Daddy lifted Chloe and carried her to one of the cribs. He laid her down gently, raised the rail, and tucked a soft blanket around her. She curled on her side, watching him with wide eyes.

He returned and unbuckled the others one by one.

“Playtime now. Get used to moving in your diapers. Crawl, walk, sit — feel them. I’ll be watching.”

The girls climbed down awkwardly. The diapers forced a waddle, made sitting a new experience, made everything different.

Bella tried walking first, exaggerated steps making the padding shift. “This is ridiculous.”

Dana refused to move at first, standing with legs pressed together. But eventually she took a step, then another, face burning.

Aria explored the playpen, picking up a stuffed bunny and hugging it without thinking. The softness felt good against her bare skin.

Daddy sat back in his chair, observing.

After twenty minutes, he stood. “Good. Now, lunch. More bottles, and some mashed fruit. Then nap time.”

Bella groaned around her pacifier.

Dana muttered, “This is hell.”

But none of them fought when he led them back to the high chairs.

As he buckled them in and warmed new bottles, Chloe’s voice came softly from her crib.

“Daddy?”

He turned.

She hesitated, then whispered, “Thank you for the cuddle.”

His smile was genuine this time. “You’re welcome, baby girl.”

The others stared at her like she’d grown a second head.

But something had shifted.

Just a little.

And Daddy noticed.

The rules were set.

The training had truly begun.


Chapter 6: The Enema Lesson

The afternoon dragged on in a haze of forced regression. After lunch—warm bottles of apple-cinnamon formula and small bowls of mashed bananas fed to them by Daddy one spoonful at a time—the girls were released into the playpen for “quiet time.” Thick foam mats covered the floor, scattered with oversized stuffed animals, soft blocks, and a few rattles. The rails were high enough that climbing out wasn’t an option without help.

Aria sat cross-legged in one corner, hugging a plush unicorn to her chest, trying to process everything. The diaper between her legs was warm and slightly damp now; she’d wet a little during lunch without meaning to, the bottle’s steady flow and Daddy’s calm voice somehow relaxing her control. She hadn’t even noticed until she shifted and felt the swell.

Bella lay on her stomach, kicking her feet idly, pacifier bobbing in her mouth. She’d stopped fighting it an hour ago. The green shield covered half her face, and the rhythmic sucking had become almost automatic.

Chloe curled in a ball around a large teddy bear, eyes closed, pretending to nap. Every so often her thumb would drift toward her mouth, then pull back like she was ashamed.

Dana refused to sit. She stood in the center of the pen, arms crossed, glaring at the nursery door Daddy had disappeared through twenty minutes earlier. “This is fucking insane,” she muttered for the tenth time. “We need to figure a way out.”

No one answered. They were all too tired, too overwhelmed.

When Daddy returned, he carried a large stainless-steel tray covered with a white towel. The girls tensed immediately.

“Time for your first weekly cleaning,” he announced, setting the tray on a side table near the changing station. “Enemas. All four of you.”

The word sent ice through their veins.

Bella spat out her pacifier. “No. Fucking. Way.”

Dana took a step back until her hips hit the playpen rail. “You’re not sticking anything up my ass.”

Chloe whimpered and pulled the teddy tighter.

Aria’s stomach flipped. “Is this… really necessary?”

Daddy pulled on a pair of disposable gloves with calm precision. “Yes. Hygiene in diapers is critical. You’ll get one every Sunday, whether you behave or not. If you’re naughty during the week, you’ll get extras as punishment. Today is just routine.”

He lifted the towel.

On the tray: four red rubber enema bags, each already filled and hanging from small metal stands. Clear tubing coiled beside them, ending in slim, tapered nozzles. A large bottle of lubricant. Stacks of soft wipes. Fresh diapers waiting underneath.

Daddy wheeled the changing table closer to the playpen and lowered one side rail. “Line up. We’ll do this one at a time. Dana first—she’s been the brattiest today.”

Dana backed away. “Touch me and I swear—”

Daddy sighed. He pressed the button on his watch again. The same two guards appeared silently from the side door.

Dana fought harder this time. She landed a kick on one guard’s shin and elbowed the other, but they subdued her quickly. They carried her to the table and secured her face-down with padded restraints—wrists at the sides, ankles spread and locked, a wide strap across her lower back. Her diapered bottom was elevated slightly by a rolled towel under her hips.

Daddy worked efficiently. He untaped her used diaper, sliding it out from under her and dropping it into a sealed bin. Cool air hit her skin. She squirmed against the restraints, cursing steadily.

He cleaned her with warm wipes, thorough and gentle despite her protests. Then he coated the nozzle generously with lube.

“Deep breath, baby girl,” he said softly. “Relax as much as you can.”

Dana clenched instinctively when the tip pressed against her. Daddy waited, rubbing slow circles on her lower back with his free hand.

“Breathe out,” he coached.

The nozzle slid in slowly. Dana gasped, a mix of shock and violation. It wasn’t huge, but the intrusion felt enormous. Once seated, Daddy opened the clamp.

Warm soapy solution began to flow.

Dana groaned. “Oh God… take it out…”

Daddy adjusted the flow to a steady trickle. “Two quarts. You’ll hold it for ten minutes.”

The bag gurgled as it emptied. Her belly began to swell with the liquid, cramps starting almost immediately. She shifted against the restraints, trying to ease the pressure.

The other three watched in horrified silence from the playpen.

When the bag was empty, Daddy removed the nozzle smoothly and immediately taped a thick fresh diaper in place—extra absorbent for what was coming.

He set a timer on his phone. “Ten minutes. Then release.”

Dana whimpered, sweat beading on her forehead. The fullness was intense, cramps rolling in waves.

Daddy stroked her hair. “Good girl. Just breathe. It’ll be over soon.”

The minutes dragged.

When the timer beeped, the guards returned. They carried her to a discreet door in the corner—a small bathroom with a medical-grade disposal toilet. Daddy followed, closing the door behind them.

The sounds were unmistakable: the tapes ripping open, the rush of release, Dana’s mortified groan.

When they brought her back five minutes later, she was pale, quiet, and freshly diapered again. The fight had drained out of her eyes for the moment.

Bella went next.

She didn’t struggle physically. Just begged. “Please, Daddy, I’ll be good. I’ll drink my bottles, I’ll use my diaper, anything—just not that.”

Daddy lifted her onto the table himself. “You’ll take it anyway, sweetheart. And you’ll feel so much better after.”

Bella cried the entire time. Quiet, helpless tears as the nozzle entered and the solution filled her. She clutched the padded sides of the table, knuckles white.

Chloe was almost catatonic. She walked to the table on shaky legs when called, lay down without protest, and stared at the ceiling while Daddy worked. A single tear slid down her temple when the flow started. She made no sound at all.

Aria was last.

By now she was trembling. Watching the others had built a terrifying anticipation. When Daddy called her name, she climbed onto the table herself. He restrained her gently, kissing her forehead.

“You’re doing so well, princess,” he murmured. “Daddy’s proud of you for not fighting.”

The cleaning felt intimate, almost caring. The nozzle’s entry made her breath catch. The warm flood was uncomfortable, invasive, but his hand on her back kept her grounded.

Cramps hit hardest at the eight-minute mark. She whimpered, shifting her hips.

“Almost there,” he soothed. “You’re taking it beautifully.”

Release came as a humiliating relief. Daddy held her hand the whole time in the disposal room, wiping her clean afterward with infinite patience.

When all four were back in the playpen—freshly diapered, empty, and exhausted—Daddy sat on the floor with them.

He pulled Chloe onto his lap first. She curled into him immediately, face buried in his neck.

Then Bella leaned against his side.

Dana sat close but not touching, arms wrapped around her knees.

Aria took his free hand and held it.

No one spoke for a long time.

The enemas had stripped away another layer of resistance. The vulnerability was total now. They felt clean inside and out, lighter somehow, but also more deeply owned.

Daddy broke the silence eventually.

“You all did so well. I’m proud of each of you.”

He reached into a basket and produced four new pacifiers—this time with soft glow-in-the-dark shields.

“Nap time now. You’ve earned a long one.”

He carried them to their cribs one by one, tucking each in with a stuffie and a light blanket. Rails up. Soft lullaby music started playing from hidden speakers.

Before leaving, he leaned over each crib and kissed their foreheads.

“Sweet dreams, my little girls. When you wake up, we’ll have playtime and bottles. And maybe, if you’re very good, some special rewards.”

The lights dimmed to a gentle glow.

Exhaustion pulled them under fast.

In the quiet nursery, four diapered girls slept deeply for the first time since arriving—bellies empty of fight, bodies warm and padded, minds drifting in a strange new space between resistance and surrender.

Daddy watched from the doorway a moment longer, then turned off the main light.

Day one of real training was complete.

And they had taken it better than he expected.


Chapter 7: Vibrator Introduction

The girls woke from their post-enema naps slowly, one by one, in the dim glow of the nursery nightlights. The lullaby music had stopped sometime during their sleep, leaving only the soft hum of the penthouse air system and the occasional rustle of a diaper as someone shifted in their crib.

Aria opened her eyes first. She was on her back, blanket kicked down to her waist, legs splayed slightly by the thick padding between them. The diaper felt heavier now—warm and swollen from unconscious wetting during sleep. She blushed hard at the realization, pressing her thighs together experimentally. The squish was unmistakable.

Across the room, Bella was already sitting up, rails still raised, rubbing her eyes. Her red hair stuck out in every direction. “Fuck,” she whispered, feeling her own soaked state. “I actually pissed myself in my sleep.”

Chloe stirred next, curling tighter into her teddy bear. She didn’t speak, but her hand drifted down to press lightly against the front of her diaper, confirming what her body already knew.

Dana was last. She woke with a start, gripping the crib rail like she’d been having a nightmare. Her black pacifier had fallen out and lay on the mattress beside her cheek. She sat up slowly, face unreadable, but her eyes were red-rimmed.

Daddy was already there, sitting in the big armchair with a tray of fresh bottles warming on a side table. He’d changed into soft gray sweatpants and a fitted T-shirt—casual, but still commanding. He watched them wake with quiet patience.

“Evening, little ones,” he said softly. “Did you sleep well?”

No one answered at first.

He stood and lowered the rails one by one, helping each girl out of her crib. Their movements were slow and awkward, the heavy wet diapers sagging between their legs.

“Time for changes,” he announced. “Then dinner bottles. And after that… a new lesson.”

The changing table routine had already become familiar, though no less humiliating. One by one they were lifted up, untaped, wiped clean, powdered, and taped into fresh diapers. Daddy took his time with each, praising small things—how Chloe held still, how Aria lifted her bottom without being asked, how Bella only grumbled a little, how Dana didn’t fight at all.

By the time all four were clean and dry again, the atmosphere had shifted slightly. The enemas had left them empty and oddly calm. The nap had softened the edges of their resistance. They followed Daddy to the playmat without protest when he called them.

He arranged four large floor cushions in a loose circle and had them sit—legs spread to accommodate the bulk, facing him.

In his hands was a small black case.

“Today,” he said, opening it with a click, “we introduce pleasure.”

Inside were four small remote-controlled vibrators—smooth, curved bullets in pastel silicone. Pink, green, blue, black to match their pacifiers. Beside them, four tiny remotes.

The girls stared.

Bella recovered first. “You’re gonna… put those in us?”

Daddy shook his head. “Not inside. Against you. Taped right here.” He tapped the front of his own pants, indicating the most sensitive spot. “Over your diapers. You’ll feel everything, but you won’t come unless I allow it.”

Dana’s jaw tightened. “So this is the ‘fun’ part you kept hinting at?”

Daddy smiled. “Part of it. Pleasure is a powerful teacher. You’ll learn to associate obedience with reward, brattiness with denial.”

He started with Chloe, because she was already leaning toward him slightly, eyes wide but curious.

“Lie back, baby.”

She did, legs falling open naturally from the diaper’s bulk. Daddy slid her dress up (they’d been put in short frilly ones after the changes) and positioned the vibrator snugly against the padded front, right over her clit. A few strips of medical tape held it in place. The diaper’s thickness muted it slightly, but not much.

He handed her the matching blue pacifier and popped it into her mouth when she opened automatically.

Then Aria. She watched the whole process, breathing faster. When it was her turn, she lifted her hips to help him place it. The cool silicone made her shiver.

Bella grumbled but didn’t fight. “This is so fucked up,” she muttered as he taped the green one on. But her nipples were hard under the thin dress fabric.

Dana went last. She stared at the ceiling the entire time, body rigid. But she didn’t clench or pull away when he pressed the black vibrator into place.

When all four were equipped, Daddy sat back on his heels in the center of the circle, remotes lined up in front of him like a control panel.

“We’re going to play a game,” he said. “It’s called ‘Good Girls Get Buzzes.’ I’ll turn your toy on at different levels. You stay quiet and still—no begging, no grinding, no coming without permission. If you’re perfect, you get rewarded. If you break a rule… it stops.”

He picked up the first remote—Chloe’s.

A low hum started.

Chloe’s eyes fluttered. She sucked harder on her pacifier, hands gripping the cushion beneath her.

Daddy watched her closely, adjusting the intensity slowly upward. Her breathing deepened. Hips twitched once, then stilled.

“Good girl,” he praised.

He turned on Aria’s next. Pink vibrator humming to life. She gasped softly, back arching before she caught herself.

Bella’s green one followed. She bit down on her pacifier, a small moan escaping around it.

Dana’s was last. Daddy set it to a medium pulse right away. Her whole body jerked. She glared at him, but her thighs trembled.

For the next hour, he orchestrated them like instruments.

Up and down. Patterns and pauses. Bringing each girl to the edge, then backing off. Watching their faces, their breathing, the way their diapers darkened slightly as arousal mixed with involuntary wetting.

Chloe came first—not from climax, but from losing control of her bladder completely. The vibrator’s steady buzz and Daddy’s calm “Let go, baby” in her ear undid her. Warmth spread quickly through her fresh diaper. She whimpered around the pacifier, tears of shame and relief in her eyes.

Daddy didn’t stop her toy. He turned it up instead.

“Accidents happen,” he soothed. “Especially when you’re excited. Feel how nice it is to just let Daddy handle everything.”

Aria followed minutes later. The wetness made the vibrations feel different—stronger in some ways, muffled in others. She rocked her hips once without meaning to.

Daddy paused her remote immediately.

“No moving,” he reminded gently. “Still and quiet.”

She whined, but stilled.

Bella fought longest. She was competitive by nature. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Her diaper grew warm and heavy as she wet in small bursts, each one making her groan.

Dana held out through sheer willpower, but her body betrayed her. Her breathing turned ragged. Her hands fisted in the cushion.

Daddy leaned forward, speaking to all of them.

“You’re all doing so well. Now… ask Daddy nicely if you want to come.”

Chloe pulled her pacifier out first, voice small and shaky. “Please, Daddy… please let me come.”

He smiled and cranked her vibrator to high.

She came instantly—hard, full-body shakes, muffled cries around the pacifier he popped back in. The diaper absorbed everything, keeping her mess contained and warm against her pulsing skin.

Aria was next. “Daddy, please… I need it.”

Permission granted. She arched and shuddered, wetting again as the orgasm hit.

Bella broke third. “Fuck—Daddy, please!”

Her release was loud, almost angry, hips bucking despite the rules.

Dana lasted longest. Pride kept her silent even as tears of frustration leaked from the corners of her eyes.

Daddy turned all four vibrators to low, just enough to keep them simmering.

“Say it, Dana,” he said softly. “Ask Daddy.”

She shook her head once.

He turned hers off completely.

The denial was worse than pain.

Minutes passed. The others floated in afterglow, toys humming gently, while Dana suffered in silence.

Finally, voice hoarse: “Please… Daddy. Let me come.”

He turned it back on—high immediately.

Dana came harder than any of them, a broken sound tearing from her throat. Her tough exterior cracked wide open as the orgasm and fresh wetting overwhelmed her.

When it was over, all four lay boneless on their cushions, diapers soaked through, vibrators still taped in place on low idle.

Daddy gathered them one by one into his lap for cuddles. He rocked them, praised them, wiped tears, kissed foreheads.

“You’re all Daddy’s good girls now,” he murmured. “Even when you fight it.”

He changed them again after—slow, intimate, letting them feel every wipe and sprinkle of powder. The vibrators stayed taped for the night, set to the gentlest pulse.

Bedtime bottles followed—warm milk with a hint of honey. They drank sleepily in his arms or in their cribs.

As he tucked the last blanket around Dana, she caught his wrist.

“It’s not fair,” she whispered. “You’re making us like this.”

Daddy leaned down and kissed her temple.

“That’s the point, baby girl. And deep down… you already do.”

The lights dimmed.

The vibrators hummed softly through the night.

And for the first time, none of them dreamed of escape


Chapter 8: Aria’s Night

The nursery lights had dimmed to a soft amber glow. The other three girls were already settled in their cribs—rails up, blankets tucked, pacifiers in place. Chloe’s breathing had evened out into the slow rhythm of deep sleep. Bella was curled on her side, one hand resting on the front of her diaper. Dana lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, but her eyes were heavy and her body still.

Daddy moved quietly among them, checking diapers one last time. All were still damp from the vibrator session earlier, but none needed a full change yet. Satisfied, he turned to the last crib.

Aria.

She was sitting up, knees drawn to her chest as much as the thick padding allowed, watching him with wide eyes. Her pink pacifier dangled from its clip on her frilly nightdress. She hadn’t put it in yet.

He lowered the rail and extended a hand.

“Come here, princess.”

Aria hesitated only a second before taking his hand. He helped her down, steadying her as she found her balance in the bulky diaper. The vibrator was still taped against her, humming on its lowest setting—a constant, gentle tease that kept her warm and slightly swollen.

He led her out of the nursery and down a short hallway to his master bedroom. The door closed behind them with a soft click. The room was vast: king-sized bed with dark sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows showing the city lights, a sitting area with a leather sofa, and a small private changing station in the corner.

Daddy guided her to the center of the room and turned her to face him.

“Tonight is your night, Aria. Just you and Daddy.”

She swallowed. “What… what are we doing?”

He brushed a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Whatever feels right. You’ve been so good today. You took your enema without fighting. You came beautifully earlier. Daddy wants to reward you properly.”

He lifted her nightdress over her head, leaving her in only the diaper and the taped vibrator. His hands were warm as they traced her sides, her waist, the curve of her hips. She shivered, not from cold.

“Lie back on the bed,” he instructed.

She climbed up and lay down, legs slightly apart. The diaper crinkled loudly. Daddy knelt between her thighs, hands resting on her knees.

“First, let’s get this off.” He peeled the medical tape away carefully, removing the vibrator. Aria whimpered at the sudden loss of contact. Her skin was flushed and sensitive beneath.

Daddy set the toy aside and leaned down, pressing a soft kiss just above the waistband of her diaper. Then another, lower. And another.

Aria’s breath hitched.

He untaped one side slowly, then the other, peeling the front down to expose her completely. She was wet—not just from the earlier wetting, but from arousal. Daddy noticed, smiling faintly.

“Look at you, already so ready for Daddy.”

He lowered his head and kissed her inner thigh, then moved inward. His tongue was warm, deliberate, tracing slow circles around her most sensitive spot. Aria gasped, hands fisting the sheets.

“Daddy…”

He hummed against her, the vibration making her hips buck. He held her thighs open gently but firmly, licking and sucking with patient skill. When she started trembling, close to the edge, he pulled back.

“Not yet, baby. Daddy wants to be inside you when you come.”

He stood, stripping off his shirt and sweatpants. His body was lean and strong, arousal obvious. He climbed onto the bed, settling between her legs again.

“Lift your hips.”

She did. He slid a fresh diaper underneath her—thick, white, ready for whatever happened next. Then he positioned himself at her entrance, rubbing the head of his cock against her slickness.

“Tell Daddy you want it.”

Aria’s voice was small, needy. “Please… Daddy… I want you inside me.”

He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, letting her feel every stretch. When he was fully seated, he paused, letting her adjust. She moaned, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Good girl. So tight for Daddy.”

He began to move—slow, deep thrusts at first, then gradually faster. The diaper beneath her crinkled with every motion. Aria wrapped her legs around him as well as she could, pulling him deeper.

When she started whimpering, close again, he reached between them and pressed the vibrator—now cleaned—directly against her clit, turning it on medium.

“Come for Daddy,” he ordered.

The combination broke her. She came hard, crying out, body clenching around him. Warmth spread beneath her as she wet uncontrollably during the orgasm. Daddy groaned at the sensation and followed moments later, spilling deep inside her.

They stayed like that for a long minute, breathing hard. Then he carefully pulled out, wiped them both with soft wipes, and taped the diaper snugly around her hips—now containing his release along with her wetness.

He gathered her close, pulling the covers over them. Aria curled into his chest, still trembling slightly.

“Was that okay, princess?” he asked softly.

She nodded against his skin. “More than okay… Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “You’re mine tonight. Sleep here with me.”

She drifted off quickly, safe in his arms, the diaper warm and heavy between her legs.

The next morning, Daddy carried her back to the nursery. The other girls were already awake, sitting on the playmat in their nightdresses.

Bella noticed first. “You’re glowing.”

Aria blushed, ducking her head.

Chloe looked at her with quiet curiosity. Dana just raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.

Daddy set Aria down gently. “Aria was a very good girl last night. She gets an extra bottle this morning.”

He handed her a warm one and kissed her cheek before turning to the others.

“Tonight is Bella’s turn.”

Bella’s eyes widened. A mix of nerves and anticipation crossed her face.

The day passed in a strange, charged quiet—playtime, bottles, another round of low-level vibrator teasing—but everyone knew the pattern had begun.

One girl at a time.

One night of total claiming.

And the others would wait their turn.


Chapter 9: Bella’s Night

The day after Aria’s night felt different in the nursery. A quiet electricity hummed between the girls. Aria moved with a soft, dreamy glow—cheeks flushed whenever Daddy looked at her, a small secret smile playing on her lips. She drank her bottles without prompting and even crawled to him for a cuddle during playtime, something none of the others had done yet.

Bella noticed everything. She watched Aria lean into Daddy’s touch, watched the way his hand lingered on her diapered bottom when he praised her. Jealousy twisted low in Bella’s stomach, mixed with something hotter—anticipation, maybe even longing.

When Daddy announced at dinner—bottles of warm strawberry milk in their high chairs—that tonight belonged to Bella, her heart stuttered.

“Me?” she asked, voice smaller than she intended.

Daddy’s eyes met hers across the nursery. “Yes, baby girl. You’ve been watching Aria all day. Wondering what it feels like. Tonight you’ll know.”

The other girls exchanged glances. Chloe looked curious. Dana’s jaw tightened. Aria just smiled softly, like she understood.

Bedtime came early for the three not chosen. Daddy tucked them into their cribs with extra blankets and low humming vibrators taped in place—enough to keep them sleepy and needy, but not enough to finish. Rails up. Lights dimmed.

Bella stood in the center of the nursery in her short green nightie, barefoot, diaper thick and dry for now. Daddy took her hand.

“Come with Daddy.”

He led her down the same hallway to his master bedroom. The door closed.

The room was lit only by the city lights filtering through the windows and a few low lamps. The bed looked even bigger tonight. Daddy turned her to face him, hands on her shoulders.

“You’ve been bratty since the beginning,” he said, voice low and warm. “Fighting every step. But I see how hard you try to hide it—how much you want to let go.”

Bella opened her mouth to deny it, but nothing came out.

He lifted her nightie off slowly, letting it drop to the floor. His fingers traced the tapes of her diaper, then peeled them open one by one. The cool air hit her skin. She shivered.

Daddy guided her to the bed and had her lie on her back. He didn’t restrain her—didn’t need to. She stayed still as he spread her legs gently.

He started slow. Kisses along her inner thighs. Light licks that made her hips twitch. When his tongue finally circled her clit, she moaned loud enough to echo in the quiet room.

“That’s it,” he murmured against her. “Let Daddy hear you.”

He brought her to the edge twice with his mouth alone, stopping each time just before she tipped over. By the second denial, Bella was gripping the sheets, begging without shame.

“Please, Daddy… don’t stop…”

He pulled back and stood, stripping off his clothes. His cock was hard, thick, and Bella’s mouth went dry watching him stroke himself once, slowly.

“Turn over,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed instantly, face burning as she presented herself—ass up, diaper discarded on the floor. Daddy moved behind her, hands spreading her cheeks gently. He didn’t enter yet. Instead, he reached for the vibrator—her green one—and pressed it firmly against her clit from underneath.

The sudden buzz made her cry out.

“Hold still,” he warned.

Then he entered her in one slow thrust.

Bella’s back arched. He filled her completely, stretching her in the best way. The vibrator hummed relentlessly against her front while he began to move—deep, steady strokes that hit every sensitive spot inside.

“Fuck—Daddy—” she gasped.

He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. The rhythm built fast. Bella’s arms gave out; she dropped to her elbows, face pressed into the pillow, moaning nonstop.

When she started clenching around him, close again, he turned the vibrator higher.

“Come now, baby girl. Come all over Daddy’s cock.”

She shattered. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, louder and messier than Aria’s had been. As she came, warmth flooded out of her—she wet completely, uncontrollably, soaking the bed beneath her knees.

Daddy groaned at the feel of it and thrust harder, chasing his own release. He came deep inside her with a low growl, holding her hips flush against him.

They collapsed sideways, still joined. He stayed inside her a long minute, stroking her hair, letting her aftershocks fade.

When he finally pulled out, he cleaned them both with warm wipes from the bedside table. Then he slid a fresh diaper under her hips—extra thick, overnight style—and taped it snugly. The padding absorbed the mess between her legs, warm and secure.

Bella lay limp, breathing hard.

Daddy pulled her into his arms, her back to his chest, one hand resting possessively over her diapered front.

“You were perfect,” he whispered against her neck. “My loud, wild girl. Daddy’s so proud.”

She turned her face into his arm, hiding a sudden rush of tears. Not sad ones. Just… overwhelmed.

They fell asleep like that—his big body curled protectively around her smaller one, diaper soft and full between them.

Morning came softly. Daddy carried Bella back to the nursery just like he had Aria. She was half-asleep, head on his shoulder, legs dangling.

The other girls were awake again, sitting on the playmat with bottles. Chloe’s eyes were wide. Dana looked away quickly. Aria smiled knowingly.

Daddy set Bella down beside Aria and kissed her forehead.

“Two good girls now,” he said. “Two more to go.”

He turned to Chloe.

“Tonight, sweet one. It’s your turn.”

Chloe’s bottle paused halfway to her mouth. She blushed deep red, but didn’t look away.

Bella reached over and squeezed Aria’s hand.

The claiming continued.

One by one.

Night by night.

Until all four belonged to him completely.


Chapter 10: Chloe’s Night

The nursery was quiet after Bella’s return that morning. The redhead had a satisfied, dreamy look in her eyes, the same one Aria still wore. They moved differently now—looser in their diapers, less self-conscious about the bulk, more willing to lean into Daddy’s touch when he passed out midday bottles.

Chloe watched it all with a fluttering stomach.

She had always been the quiet one, the soft one. The first to cry on arrival. The one who curled into Daddy’s arms after punishments. And now, knowing tonight was hers, a strange mix of fear and longing churned inside her.

When dinner bottles were finished—warm milk with a hint of strawberry—Daddy tucked Aria, Bella, and Dana into the big shared crib early. He kissed each forehead, slipped pacifiers between willing lips, and turned the vibrators taped inside their diapers to a gentle sleep pulse.

Then he turned to Chloe.

She stood in the center of the playmat in her short blue nightie, barefoot, hands clasped in front of her. The diaper beneath was still dry from her last change, but she felt small, exposed, waiting.

Daddy walked to her slowly, tall and steady. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up.

“Ready, sweet girl?”

Chloe’s voice came out a whisper. “Yes, Daddy.”

He took her hand and led her down the hallway to his master bedroom. The door closed softly behind them.

The room was bathed in low light—candles flickering on the dresser, city glow through the windows. The bed was turned down, sheets pale blue to match her nightie.

Daddy didn’t speak at first. He simply undressed her—lifting the nightie over her head, letting it fall. His hands traced her shoulders, her waist, the curve of her hips. When he reached the tapes of her diaper, he paused.

“Tonight,” he said quietly, “Daddy’s going to take his time with you. You’ve been so patient, so good. You deserve to feel everything.”

He peeled the diaper away slowly, exposing her. Chloe blushed deep red, arms moving to cover herself, but he caught her wrists gently.

“No hiding, baby. Let Daddy see you.”

She dropped her arms.

He guided her to lie back on the bed, head on soft pillows. Instead of climbing over her right away, he stretched out beside her, pulling her close. Skin to skin. His hand stroked her hair, her back, her side—long, soothing passes that made her melt despite her nerves.

Chloe turned her face into his chest, breathing him in. He smelled like safety—clean soap, faint cologne, warmth.

Minutes passed in gentle touching. Kisses started soft—forehead, cheeks, nose. Then deeper on her lips. She kissed back shyly at first, then with growing need.

When his hand finally moved between her legs, she was already wet. He stroked slowly, learning her, watching every flicker across her face.

Chloe’s breath hitched. “Daddy…”

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Just feel.”

He brought her to the edge once with fingers alone, then backed off. She whimpered, hips lifting.

“Not yet, sweet one.”

He kissed down her body—collarbone, breasts, stomach. When his mouth reached her center, Chloe gasped, hands flying to his hair. His tongue was gentle, patient, circling and sucking until she trembled.

He edged her twice more with his mouth, stopping each time she got close. Tears of frustration gathered in her eyes.

“Please, Daddy… please let me…”

He moved back up, settling between her thighs. His cock pressed hot and hard against her entrance.

“Tell Daddy what you want.”

She met his eyes, voice shaking but clear. “I want you inside me, Daddy. Please.”

He entered her slowly—inch by inch, letting her feel every bit. Chloe’s back arched. He was big, stretching her perfectly. When he was fully seated, he paused, brushing tears from her cheeks.

“Good girl. So tight and sweet for Daddy.”

He began to move—long, slow strokes that built gradually. Chloe wrapped her arms and legs around him, clinging like she never wanted to let go.

The rhythm deepened. He angled his hips to hit just the right spot inside her. Her breathing turned to soft cries.

When she started clenching, close again, he reached for her blue vibrator from the bedside table. He pressed it gently against her clit, turning it on low.

“Come for Daddy,” he whispered.

Chloe shattered—quietly at first, then with a long, trembling cry. Her body shook, warmth flooding out of her in an uncontrollable rush. She wet the bed beneath them, soaking the sheets.

Daddy groaned at the feel of it and thrust harder, chasing his own release. He came deep inside her with a low sound, holding her tight.

They stayed joined for a long minute, breathing together. Then he pulled out carefully, cleaned them both with warm wipes, and slid a fresh diaper under her hips—extra thick, soft, overnight style.

He taped it snugly, the padding now holding his release along with her wetness. Chloe sighed at the familiar security.

Daddy pulled her into his arms, her back to his chest, one hand resting possessively over her diapered front.

“You were perfect,” he whispered against her hair. “My sweet, gentle girl. Daddy loves you so much.”

Chloe turned in his arms, burying her face in his neck. Tears came again—happy ones this time.

“I love you too, Daddy,” she whispered. “Thank you for keeping me.”

They fell asleep like that—wrapped close, her diaper warm between them, his heartbeat steady under her cheek.

Morning returned Chloe to the nursery the same way the others had been—carried in Daddy’s arms, half-asleep, clinging to his neck.

Aria and Bella smiled knowingly from the playmat. Dana watched with quiet intensity.

Daddy set Chloe down gently among them and kissed her forehead.

“Three good girls now,” he said. “One more night.”

His eyes turned to Dana.

“Tomorrow, tough one. Your turn.”

Dana didn’t speak, but her breath caught. She nodded once—small, almost imperceptible.

The claiming was nearly complete.

Just one sister left.

And then they would truly be his—forever.


Chapter 11: Dana’s Night

The nursery had grown quieter over the past three nights. The pattern was set now: one girl claimed each evening, carried to Daddy’s bed, returned the next morning softer, glowing, irrevocably changed. Aria and Bella moved with a new ease in their diapers, no longer flinching at the bulk or the wetness. Chloe had spent the previous night with him and come back almost floating—eyes downcast, cheeks pink, speaking only in whispers when she spoke at all.

Now only Dana remained untouched in that final, deepest way.

She had watched the others return one by one. She had seen the shift in their eyes, the way they leaned into Daddy’s touch without thinking, the way they wet freely now, almost proudly. It infuriated her. And terrified her. Because she felt the pull too—stronger every day—and she hated how much she wanted it.

Tonight was hers.

Daddy announced it at dinner with the same calm certainty he used for everything else. The four sat in their high chairs, finishing warm bottles of chocolate formula. Chloe’s was already empty; she sucked idly on her pacifier, content. Aria and Bella exchanged a knowing look. Dana stared straight ahead, jaw tight.

When the trays were cleared, Daddy lowered the rails on the three chosen girls’ cribs and tucked them in early—vibrators on low, blankets snug, a soft “good night” kiss on each forehead.

Then he turned to Dana.

She stood in the center of the playmat, arms crossed over her tattooed chest, wearing the short black nightie he’d chosen for her. The diaper beneath was thick and white, a stark contrast to her ink and attitude.

Daddy walked to her slowly, stopping just close enough that she had to tilt her head up to meet his eyes.

“No more waiting, baby girl,” he said quietly. “It’s time.”

Dana’s voice came out rough. “I’m not like them. I’m not gonna melt for you.”

He reached out and cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her lower lip. She didn’t pull away.

“You don’t have to melt,” he said. “You just have to let Daddy in.”

He took her hand and led her down the hallway. She followed without fighting—for once.

The master bedroom door closed behind them.

Dana stood just inside, taking it in. The bed was turned down, sheets dark and crisp. City lights painted patterns across the floor. Daddy didn’t turn on the bright lamps—just the low sidelights, enough to see but not harsh.

He stepped close again, hands settling on her hips.

“Safe word is ‘red,’” he reminded her gently. “You say it, everything stops. No punishment. No shame. But I don’t think you’ll need it.”

Dana swallowed. “Cocky bastard.”

He smiled. “Confident. Because I know what you need, even if you’re still fighting it.”

He lifted her nightie off in one smooth motion. She didn’t resist. His fingers traced the dragon tattoo curling around her ribs, then moved lower to the tapes of her diaper. He peeled them open slowly, letting the padding fall away.

Dana stood naked, exposed, breathing fast. Daddy looked his fill—no rush, no apology.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Every mark, every line. All mine.”

He guided her to the bed and laid her on her back. Instead of spreading her legs immediately, he stretched out beside her, pulling her into his arms. Skin to skin. His hand stroked her hair, her back, her side—long, soothing passes that eased the tension she carried like armor.

Dana’s breath hitched. No one had ever touched her like this—gentle, patient, without demanding anything back.

Minutes passed. She relaxed by degrees, face turning into his neck.

When he finally kissed her, it was slow. Deep. She kissed back harder, almost angry, like she could fight him with her mouth. He let her, matching her fire until she softened again.

His hand moved between her legs, finding her already wet. He stroked lazily, learning her, watching her face.

Dana’s hips lifted into his touch without permission. She groaned.

“That’s it,” he praised. “Let Daddy make you feel good.”

He brought her to the edge once, twice, then stopped. She growled in frustration.

“Ask,” he said.

“Please,” she bit out.

“Please what?”

“Please, Daddy… don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He slid two fingers inside her, curling just right, thumb on her clit. She came fast and hard, back arching, a broken sound tearing from her throat.

Before the aftershocks faded, he moved over her, settling between her thighs. He entered her in one long, steady push.

Dana’s nails dug into his shoulders. He filled her perfectly—thick, hot, overwhelming. He started slow, letting her adjust, then deeper, harder when she wrapped her legs around him and urged him on.

They moved together like a fight and a surrender all at once. She met every thrust, taking control where she could, but he stayed in command—setting the pace, holding her gaze, whispering filthy praise in her ear.

“You’re taking Daddy so well… my tough girl… finally letting go…”

When she got close again, he pulled out suddenly. Dana whined—an actual whine.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and entered her from behind. The new angle made her gasp. He reached underneath and pressed her black vibrator—retrieved from the nursery—directly against her clit, turning it on high.

“Come now,” he ordered, voice rough.

She did—screaming into the pillow, body shaking, wetting hard as the orgasm ripped through her. The warmth spread beneath her on the sheets.

Daddy followed seconds later, groaning her name, pulsing deep inside.

They collapsed together, sweat-slick and breathless.

He cleaned them slowly afterward—wipes, gentle hands, soft words. Then he slid a fresh overnight diaper under her hips, powdered her, taped it snug. The padding felt different now—comforting instead of confining.

Dana lay limp as he pulled her back into his arms, her head on his chest.

Silence stretched.

Then, so quiet he almost missed it: “Thank you… Daddy.”

His arms tightened around her.

“Sleep, baby girl. You’re home now.”

She did—deeper than she had in years.

Morning in the nursery.

Daddy carried Dana back just like the others. She was awake this time, arms loosely around his neck, face hidden against his shoulder.

The three girls were on the playmat, waiting.

Aria smiled wide.

Bella smirked. “Welcome to the club, tough stuff.”

Chloe crawled over and hugged Dana’s legs as soon as Daddy set her down.

Dana didn’t pull away.

Daddy looked at all four of his girls—soft, diapered, glowing with the same quiet acceptance.

“Every one of you claimed now,” he said. “Body and heart.”

He sat in the big armchair and opened his arms.

They came to him without hesitation—crawling, waddling, piling onto his lap and around his feet in a warm, crinkly heap.

Four heads on his chest. Four diapers pressing close. Four bottles waiting on the tray.

The individual nights were over.

From now on, they would share everything.

Including him.


Chapter 12: Sisters in Diapers

The morning after Dana’s night felt like the turning of a page no one had known was there.

Daddy set the four girls on the oversized playmat after their morning changes—fresh diapers, light dusting of powder, short pastel dresses that barely covered the padding underneath. Bottles of warm apple juice waited on a low table beside a pile of soft blankets and stuffed animals. The vibrators were off today, giving their bodies a rest, but the memory of them lingered in every small shift of hips.

For a long minute, no one spoke.

Aria sat cross-legged, hugging her unicorn stuffie to her chest. Bella leaned back on her elbows, red hair spilling over her shoulders. Chloe knelt quietly, fingers tracing patterns on the mat. Dana—usually the one to break silence with a curse or a challenge—sat with her knees drawn up, arms wrapped around them, staring at nothing.

Then Chloe moved.

She crawled the short distance to Dana and, without asking, wrapped her arms around the tougher girl’s waist, resting her head on Dana’s shoulder. Dana stiffened for half a second, then let out a slow breath and unfolded one arm to pull Chloe closer.

Bella watched them, something soft flickering across her face. She scooted over and leaned into Dana’s other side, head on her tattooed arm.

Aria was last. She set her unicorn down and crawled into the pile, settling against Bella’s back so all four formed a loose circle of touching limbs and warm diapers.

Daddy sat in his armchair, observing without comment. He didn’t need to direct this. It was happening on its own.

Minutes passed in quiet. The only sounds were soft breathing and the occasional rustle of padding when someone shifted.

Chloe spoke first, voice barely above a whisper.

“I was so scared at the beginning. I thought I’d hate it forever.”

Bella huffed a small laugh. “I thought I’d kill him in his sleep.”

Dana’s lips twitched. “I still might. But… not today.”

Aria reached out and took Chloe’s hand, then Bella’s, then Dana’s, linking them all.

“We’re in this together now,” she said. “Like actual sisters. Diapered sisters.”

The word hung in the air. No one laughed at it. No one denied it.

Bella turned her face into Dana’s shoulder. “I hated watching you guys go to him first. Felt like I was being left out.”

Dana’s arm tightened around Chloe. “I hated waiting last. Felt like I was losing some stupid fight I didn’t even want to win anymore.”

Chloe lifted her head. “Last night… when he held me after… I didn’t feel alone anymore. Like the scared part of me finally shut up.”

Aria nodded. “Same. All of it. The diapers, the bottles, the… everything. It’s humiliating and safe at the same time. And now we all get it.”

They fell quiet again, just breathing together.

Eventually Bella broke the silence with a mischievous grin. “So… who’s gonna be the first to ask Daddy for a group cuddle pile?”

All four looked at him at once.

Daddy’s eyes crinkled with amusement. He opened his arms wide.

“Come here, my girls.”

They moved as one—crawling, waddling, giggling now—piling onto and around him in the big armchair. It was a tight fit, but no one cared. Aria ended up on his lap, Chloe curled against his left side, Bella on the right, Dana half-draped across all three with her head on his chest.

Daddy’s arms wrapped around as many of them as he could reach. His hands rested naturally—one on Aria’s diapered bottom, one stroking Chloe’s hair, one rubbing slow circles on Bella’s back, the fourth hand somehow finding Dana’s thigh.

They stayed like that for a long time.

Later, he fed them lunch in a circle on the mat—four bottles passed around so each girl drank from every flavor. They shared without being told, laughing when apple juice dribbled down chins and wiping each other’s faces with the backs of their hands.

During afternoon playtime, the dynamic shifted again.

Bella started it—tackling Aria gently and pinning her down for a playful tickle fight. Aria squealed and kicked, diaper flashing under her dress. Chloe joined in, giggling as she tried to “rescue” Aria but ended up getting pulled into the pile. Dana watched for a moment, arms crossed, then launched herself at all three with a mock growl.

They rolled and wrestled on the soft mats—careful, clumsy because of the padding, but freer than they’d been since arriving. Kisses started as part of the game—quick pecks on cheeks, foreheads, noses. Then longer ones on lips. Hands wandered innocently at first, then not so innocently, stroking over dresses and diapers, exploring the new intimacy they all shared.

Daddy watched from the doorway, letting them find their own rhythm.

When the play turned heated—breaths coming faster, small moans mixing with laughter—he stepped in.

“Time for a special reward,” he said. “All four of you. Together.”

He spread a thick waterproof blanket on the playmat and had them lie down in a loose circle, heads toward the center, legs pointing out like a flower.

One by one, he retaped their vibrators in place—fresh batteries, medium setting to start. Then he knelt among them, hands and mouth moving from girl to girl.

He kissed Aria deeply while fingering Chloe beside her. Sucked Bella’s nipples through her dress while stroking Dana. Rotated slowly, making sure no one was neglected.

The girls reached for each other too—holding hands, touching breasts, kissing whoever was closest. The air filled with soft gasps, wet sounds, the constant hum of four vibrators.

When the first orgasm hit—Chloe, always the most sensitive—they all felt it ripple through the circle. She arched and whimpered, wetting hard into her diaper. The warmth spread, and the scent of arousal and baby powder mixed intoxicatingly.

One by one, they followed—Aria next, then Bella loud and dramatic, Dana last with a broken groan that sounded like surrender all over again.

Daddy didn’t take any of them fully this time. This was about them—about the bond forming between the four diapered sisters. He brought himself off slowly with one hand while pleasuring them with the other, spilling across their dresses and diapers in hot stripes that marked them all as his.

After, he cleaned them tenderly—wipes, fresh powder, new diapers. Then carried them to the oversized crib he’d had installed in the center of the nursery—a custom piece big enough for all four plus him if he wanted.

They piled in together, tangled limbs and warm padding, stuffies tucked between them.

Daddy pulled a light blanket over the group and kissed each forehead.

“My perfect little sisters,” he murmured. “Daddy’s so proud.”

Exhaustion and contentment pulled them under fast.

As they drifted off, hands linked, diapers pressed close, the last remnants of resistance dissolved.

They weren’t just his girls anymore.

They were each other’s.

Forever diapered.

Forever together.

And happier than any of them had ever been.


Chapter 13: Full Surrender

Eight months had passed since the night of the shattered sculpture.

The nursery no longer felt like a prison. It felt like home.

The girls had changed in ways none of them could have predicted. Aria’s influencer polish had softened into genuine sweetness—she spent hours coloring intricate pictures for Daddy and posting nothing online anymore. Bella’s wild energy had found a new outlet in playful brattiness that always ended in giggles and cuddles. Chloe had blossomed from quiet fear into open affection; she was the first to crawl into Daddy’s lap each morning and the last to let go at night. Even Dana—tough, tattooed Dana—had let the walls crumble. Her protective streak now extended to the others; she was the one who checked their diapers during playtime and soothed tears before Daddy even noticed.

They were a family now. Four diapered sisters and their Daddy.

But one thread of the old world still tugged at them: the contract’s end date loomed four months away. They never spoke of it openly, but it hovered in quiet moments.

Until the night Chloe tried to run.

It started small. A restless evening. The girls had been extra playful all day—group tickle fights turning into heated kissing sessions on the playmat, vibrators buzzing lazily while Daddy watched and directed with calm commands. By bedtime they were exhausted, satisfied, and tucked into the big shared crib in a warm pile.

Chloe woke around 3 a.m.

The others slept deeply around her—Aria’s head on her shoulder, Bella’s leg thrown over Dana’s. Daddy had gone to his own bed after late-night checks, leaving the nursery door cracked.

Chloe lay staring at the glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling. A sudden wave of panic hit her—the kind she hadn’t felt in months.

What if this ends? What if we have to leave? What if the real world takes us back and we lose this?

The thought spiraled. She imagined cold apartments, demanding jobs, lonely nights without bottles or cuddles or the constant warm security of her diaper. Without Daddy. Without her sisters.

She couldn’t breathe.

Quietly, carefully, she extricated herself from the pile. The diaper between her legs was soaked—she’d wet heavily during an earlier orgasm—but she didn’t care. She slipped out of the crib using the step stool Daddy had added for them, heart pounding.

The nursery door was unlocked. The hallway beyond was dim. The private elevator required Daddy’s fingerprint, but there was a service stairwell for staff that she’d seen the guards use.

She padded barefoot down the hall, dress riding up, diaper sagging. Every step felt like betrayal.

The stairwell door was heavy but unalarmed. She pushed through and started down—fifty floors of concrete steps. By floor forty her legs burned. By thirty the heavy diaper chafed. By twenty she was crying silently.

At floor fifteen she stopped on a landing, sliding down the wall to sit. The cold concrete against her back shocked her. She hugged her knees, feeling the swollen padding press warm and familiar between her thighs.

This is insane, she thought. I’m trying to escape the safest place I’ve ever been.

She didn’t make it any farther.

Daddy found her forty minutes later.

He didn’t scold. Didn’t raise his voice. He simply opened the stairwell door on that landing, saw her curled small and shivering, and knelt in front of her.

“Baby girl,” he said softly. “What are you doing?”

Chloe burst into sobs.

He gathered her up immediately—strong arms lifting her like she weighed nothing. She clung to his neck, face buried in his shirt, crying harder than she had since the first day.

“I’m sorry… I got scared… I don’t want to leave ever… please don’t make us go…”

Daddy carried her all the way back upstairs, rubbing her back in slow circles. In the nursery he laid her on the changing table under the soft light.

The other three were awake now, sitting up in the big crib, eyes wide with worry.

Daddy didn’t rush. He untaped Chloe’s soaked diaper, cleaned her gently, powdered her thoroughly. But instead of a regular change, he prepared the enema station.

Chloe saw it and tensed.

“This is the longest one yet,” he said calmly. “For running. For scaring your sisters. For scaring yourself.”

He lubricated the larger nozzle carefully and inserted it while she lay on her side, one leg drawn up. The bag held three quarts this time—warm, soapy solution flowing slow and steady.

Chloe whimpered as cramps built fast and strong. Daddy held her hand the entire time, letting her squeeze until his fingers went white.

The others watched silently from the crib. No one protested. They understood.

When the bag emptied, Daddy plugged her gently and set the timer for fifteen full minutes.

Chloe cried through the entire hold—deep, cleansing sobs that shook her whole body. Daddy rocked her on the table, whispering reassurance.

“You’re safe. You’re home. You’re never leaving unless you beg me to let you go—and even then I might not.”

When time was up, he carried her to the disposal bathroom and held her while everything released. She felt empty, light, forgiven.

Back in the nursery, he changed her into the thickest overnight diaper, taped it snug, and carried her to his master bedroom instead of the crib.

But he didn’t stop there.

He went back for the others—one by one—carrying Aria, then Bella, then Dana to his bed. The massive mattress easily held all five.

He arranged them in a warm pile—Chloe in the center, the others curled protectively around her, himself as the outer shield.

No vibrators tonight. No sex. Just holding.

He spent the entire night comforting them.

Kissing tears away. Stroking hair. Rubbing diapered bottoms in slow, soothing circles. Whispering over and over:

“You’re mine. All four of you. Forever if you want it. No one is taking you away.”

By dawn they were calm again. Chloe slept deepest, face peaceful for the first time in weeks.

When they woke hours later, Daddy had breakfast bottles ready—extra sweet, with a touch of calming chamomile.

He sat them in a circle on his bed and spoke seriously.

“The contract ends in four months. I’ve had new ones drawn up. Permanent. No penalties. No end date. You stay as my little girls—diapered, cared for, loved—for life. If that’s what you want.”

He laid four new contracts on the blanket between them.

No one hesitated.

Chloe signed first, hand steady now.

Aria next, with a happy tearful laugh.

Bella scrawled her name dramatically.

Dana last—slow, deliberate, like sealing a vow.

They handed them back.

Daddy gathered the papers, set them aside, and pulled all four into his lap.

“My forever babies,” he said, voice thick.

The girls piled on him—kisses, cuddles, happy sobs.

Later that afternoon, they celebrated.

Long vibrator session on the playmat—Daddy rotating between them, bringing each to multiple peaks while the others kissed and touched and held.

A shared bubble bath (diapers off only for this, supervised closely).

Fresh diapers afterward—ceremonial, with extra powder and loving tapes.

And finally, back in the big crib together—all five this time, Daddy in the middle.

They fell asleep in a tangle of limbs and warm padding.

The old world was gone.

The contract no longer mattered.

They had chosen this.

Chosen him.

Chosen each other.

And they would be diapered for life—happily, willingly, completely.

Full surrender, at last.


Chapter 14: Forever After

Two years later.

The penthouse nursery had evolved, just like the family inside it.

The walls were still soft pastels, but now covered in framed artwork—crayon drawings and finger paintings signed by four different hands. The big shared crib had been replaced by two oversized custom beds pushed together, rails optional now that trust ran deep. Shelves overflowed with stuffies, each with a story: the unicorn Aria had carried through her first night with Daddy, the dragon Dana had chosen to match her tattoos, the teddy Chloe slept with every night, the fox Bella had “rescued” from a buildup of jealousy years ago.

The club below still thrived—Daddy’s empire had only grown—but up here, time moved differently. Days blurred into a gentle rhythm of bottles, playtime, changes, cuddles, and nights of shared pleasure.

This particular Sunday morning started slow.

Sunlight filtered through sheer curtains, casting warm patterns across the piled blankets. Daddy woke first, as always, surrounded by his girls.

Aria was curled against his left side, blonde hair fanned across his chest, one leg thrown over his thigh. Her diaper was thick and warm from overnight wetting—she’d stopped trying to stay dry months ago, embracing the freedom completely.

Bella sprawled on his right, red hair wild, face pressed into his neck. She’d kicked her blanket off sometime in the night, dress rucked up to reveal the printed diaper beneath—little rockets today, a gift from Dana.

Chloe lay at the foot of the bed, curled small with her teddy, pacifier bobbing gently in sleep. Her blue dress matched her eyes when open.

Dana was half on top of him, tattooed arm draped possessively across his waist, head on his stomach. She’d migrated there sometime after midnight, seeking the sound of his heartbeat.

Daddy lay still a long minute, just feeling them. Breathing them in. The faint scent of baby powder, warm skin, and the unique sweetness that came from full, used diapers. His family.

He shifted carefully, sliding out from the pile without waking them fully. They stirred and resettled, instinctively moving closer to fill the space he left—Aria and Bella scooting together, Chloe crawling up to tuck between Dana’s legs.

In the kitchenette off the nursery, he warmed five bottles—extra-large now, with thicker nipples for slower, more satisfying feeds. Vanilla formula with a touch of honey, their favorite.

When he returned, all four were awake, sitting up in the nest of blankets, hair tousled, dresses rumpled, eyes soft with sleep.

“Morning, Daddy,” Chloe murmured first, crawling to him for the first cuddle.

He handed her a bottle and settled back into the bed, pulling her into his lap. The others followed like magnets—Aria on one side, Bella on the other, Dana stretching out across their legs.

They drank together in comfortable silence, passing bottles when one finished, sharing without words. Nipples popped in and out of mouths. Small spills were wiped with the hem of a dress or a gentle thumb.

When the bottles were empty, Daddy laid them back and began the Sunday ritual they all secretly loved—even if some pretended otherwise.

Enema time.

It had stopped being punishment long ago. Now it was intimate care—deep cleaning, vulnerability shared, closeness deepened.

He started with Chloe, because she asked with her eyes first.

On the changing table, she lay willingly on her side, legs drawn up. Daddy prepared the bag—warm, lightly soapy, three quarts like always now. The nozzle slid in easy; her body knew the routine. She sighed as the flow began, hand reaching back to hold his.

Aria watched with heavy-lidded eyes, sucking her pacifier idly.

Bella pretended to grumble—“Do we have to?”—but her thighs pressed together in anticipation.

Dana waited patiently, stroking Chloe’s hair from the edge of the table.

One by one, he filled them. Held them through the cramps. Carried them to release. Cleaned and powdered and rediapered with loving thoroughness.

By the time the last tape fastened on Dana, the mood had shifted—floaty, affectionate, needy.

Back in the bed, vibrators came out. Taped snugly over fresh diapers, set to low pulse.

Daddy orchestrated slowly today. No rush. Hours if they wanted.

He took turns between them—kissing Aria while fingering Bella through her padding, sucking Chloe’s nipples while Dana rode his thigh. Hands and mouths everywhere. The girls touched each other freely now—kisses deep and lazy, fingers tracing over diapers, sharing pleasure like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Orgasms rolled through them in waves. Wetting followed naturally, warmly, uncontrollably. No one minded. The bed was protected. Changes would come later.

When Daddy finally entered them—one by one, then together in whatever positions fit—he moved with the same unhurried devotion. Aria first, slow and deep. Bella from behind while she kissed Chloe. Dana riding him while Aria and Chloe sucked marks on her neck. Chloe last, gentle and face-to-face, tears of overwhelm in her eyes.

He finished inside each, marking them again.

After, they lay in a sweaty, satisfied heap—diapers soaked and sagging, bodies tangled, breathing synced.

Aria spoke first, voice husky.

“I love you, Daddy.”

The others echoed it, soft and sincere.

He kissed each forehead.

“I love you too. All four of you. My perfect little girls. Forever.”

The day stretched ahead—more playtime, lunch bottles, maybe a movie in the big crib with popcorn (fed by hand, of course). Another change. Afternoon naps in a pile. Evening rewards.

And tomorrow would be the same.

And the day after.

Years stretching out—diapered, cared for, loved beyond measure.

They had signed away their old lives willingly.

And gained everything in return.

No one ever looked back.

They were diapered for life.

And it was heaven.

The end.


Bonus Chapter: Five Years Later – A Perfect Day

Five years after the contracts were renewed forever.

The penthouse had grown with them.

The nursery expanded into the entire top floor now: one massive open playroom with zones for coloring, building blocks, movie cuddles, and a padded “little gym” with soft mats for tumbling and wrestling. The original changing station had multiplied into three—always stocked with stacks of their favorite printed diapers (unicorns for Aria, rockets for Bella, teddy bears for Chloe, dragons for Dana). A custom rocking chair big enough for Daddy and at least two girls sat by the windows overlooking the city that no longer called to any of them.

They were twenty-nine, thirty, thirty-one now—bodies still young and fit from Daddy’s careful meals and gentle exercise routines—but in every way that mattered, they had stayed his little girls.

This particular Saturday began the way most perfect days did.

Daddy woke to the soft sound of rustling diapers and quiet giggles. He opened his eyes to find all four of his girls already awake, kneeling on the bed around him in a semicircle, wearing nothing but their overnight diapers and sleepy smiles.

Aria held a hand-drawn card—crayon hearts and stick figures of the five of them holding hands.

Bella bounced slightly on her knees, barely containing her excitement.

Chloe clutched her teddy to her chest, eyes shining.

Dana—still the protector—rested a hand on Daddy’s thigh, tattooed fingers tracing idle patterns.

“Happy Daddy Day,” they said in unison, voices soft and loving.

Daddy sat up slowly, warmth spreading through his chest. They had invented “Daddy Day” years ago—a monthly celebration with no reason except to spoil him the way he spoiled them every single day.

He opened the card. Inside, in four different handwritings:

You make us safe. You make us happy. You make us yours. We love you bigger than the whole sky. Forever your diaper girls.

He pulled them all into a massive group hug—arms everywhere, kisses landing on his cheeks, neck, chest. Diapers pressed warm and full against him; no one had been changed yet. The intimacy of it still sent a thrill through him after all this time.

Breakfast in bed followed—bottles of chocolate-banana formula passed around, sipped while cuddled close. Daddy fed them bites of soft pancake pieces from his fingers, letting them lick syrup off his skin between drinks.

After, the morning ritual: group bath.

The oversized tub filled with bubbles and warm water. Diapers finally came off—tapes peeled slowly, teasingly. They washed each other under Daddy’s watchful eye—hands gentle on breasts, between legs, over tattoos and curves. Kisses deepened. Fingers wandered. By the time the water cooled, everyone was flushed and needy.

Daddy toweled them dry one by one, then led them to the changing stations.

Today they chose their own diapers from the special shelf—extra thick, custom printed with a new family design: five intertwined hearts in their colors surrounding a big “D.”

He diapered them slowly, deliberately—powder clouds, lotion massages, fingers lingering until each girl was squirming and wet again. Tapes fastened with a satisfying rip.

Then playtime.

They spent hours on the mats—wrestling, chasing, building a blanket fort big enough for all five. Inside the fort, clothes came off again. Vibrators reappeared. Daddy took his time pleasuring each girl while the others kissed and touched and held.

Aria came first, riding his face while Bella and Chloe sucked her nipples.

Bella next, bent over a pile of pillows while Daddy took her from behind and Dana’s tongue worked her front.

Chloe in his lap, slow and tender, while Aria and Bella whispered praise in her ears.

Dana last—rougher, the way she liked it now—pinned gently to the mat while all three sisters kissed her tattoos and Daddy drove deep.

They finished together in a final shared climax—Daddy spilling across their diapers and bellies while vibrators buzzed them over the edge one more time.

Afternoon naps followed in the big bed—naked except for soaked diapers, tangled and content.

Evening brought dinner—bottles of creamy pasta puree and mashed fruit, fed in a circle on Daddy’s lap, taking turns.

Movie night in the fort: an old Disney film they all knew by heart, pacifiers in mouths, diapers warm beneath blankets.

When the credits rolled, Daddy carried them to bed one by one—though they could walk, they loved being carried.

Tucked in together, lights dimmed, he lay in the center.

Four heads on his chest. Four diapers pressed close. Four soft voices whispering in the dark.

“Thank you for keeping us, Daddy.”

“Thank you for loving us like this.”

“Thank you for never letting us go.”

“Thank you for making us your forever babies.”

He kissed each forehead in turn.

“Thank you for choosing me,” he whispered back. “Every day. For life.”

Outside, the city sparkled—loud, fast, demanding.

Inside, five hearts beat slow and steady.

Safe.

Loved.

Diapered for life.

And perfectly, completely happy.

The real end.
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