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Chapter 1: Daddy's Forbidden Whispers

The dim glow of the bedside lamp cast long shadows across the room, illuminating the soft pastel blue walls of what looked like an oversized nursery. At 27, Ethan shouldn’t have been here, sprawled out on a crinkly plastic sheet atop a crib mattress, his lean, muscular frame barely fitting. But the moment he’d met Marcus—Daddy Marcus, 32, with his commanding presence and piercing gray eyes—he’d known resistance was futile. Tonight, Ethan was Daddy’s naughty boy, and the air thrummed with forbidden heat.

“Baby boy,” Marcus growled, his deep voice sending shivers down Ethan’s spine. He loomed over the crib, his broad shoulders filling the space, a pair of thick, fluffy diapers dangling from one hand. “You’ve been bad today, haven’t you? Ignoring Daddy’s rules.”

Ethan’s heart raced, his cock already twitching beneath the tight briefs he wore. He squirmed, the plastic sheet crinkling under his bare thighs. “I—I didn’t mean to, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, playing into the role that made his blood burn with shameful arousal. At 27, he was a grown man, but here, he was Daddy’s little boy, and fuck, it turned him on.

Marcus’s lips curled into a wicked smirk. “Oh, I think you did. And naughty boys get punished.” He dropped the diaper onto Ethan’s chest, the soft, padded weight making him gasp. “But first, Daddy’s gonna clean you up. You’ve been such a messy little thing.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus grabbed a bottle of baby oil and a pack of wipes from the nearby changing table. Without warning, Marcus yanked Ethan’s briefs down, exposing his half-hard cock to the cool air. “Look at this,” Marcus purred, his tone dripping with mock disapproval. “Already getting excited for Daddy. Such a slutty little boy.”

The words hit Ethan like a punch, heat flooding his cheeks and groin. Marcus didn’t hold back, pouring a generous amount of baby oil into his large, calloused hands before wrapping them around Ethan’s cock. The slick, warm grip made Ethan moan, his hips bucking involuntarily as Marcus stroked him slow and deliberate, teasing the sensitive head with his thumb.

“Shh, baby,” Marcus cooed, his other hand pushing Ethan’s thighs apart. “Daddy’s just getting you nice and clean before your diaper. But if you keep squirming, I’ll have to tie you down.”

The threat—fuck, the promise—made Ethan’s cock throb in Marcus’s hand. He whimpered, his mind a haze of need as Marcus worked him closer to the edge, only to pull back at the last second. “Not yet,” Marcus warned, releasing Ethan’s aching shaft with a dark chuckle. “Naughty boys don’t get to cum until Daddy says so.”

Before Ethan could protest, Marcus grabbed a wipe and began cleaning him with excruciating slowness, dragging the cool, damp cloth over his balls and down to his tight hole. The sensation was maddening, every touch deliberate, igniting sparks of arousal. When Marcus pressed a slick finger against Ethan’s entrance, circling it teasingly, Ethan nearly lost it.

“Daddy, please,” he whined, his voice breaking as Marcus pushed in, stretching him with a slow, deliberate thrust. The intrusion burned, but it was the kind of pain that melted into pleasure, making Ethan’s cock leak onto his stomach.

“You like that, don’t you?” Marcus murmured, adding a second finger and scissoring them inside Ethan’s tight heat. “Daddy’s little boy, getting all worked up over a simple cleanup.” He pumped his fingers faster, curling them to hit that spot that made Ethan see stars, his moans echoing in the nursery.

Just as Ethan teetered on the brink, Marcus pulled out, leaving him empty and desperate. “Time for your diaper, baby,” he said, his tone firm but laced with lust. He unfolded the thick, crinkly diaper and slid it under Ethan’s hips, lifting his legs with ease. The soft padding pressed against Ethan’s oversensitive skin, and when Marcus taped it shut, the snug fit made his cock strain against the fluffy barrier.

“Look at you,” Marcus said, stepping back to admire his work. Ethan’s face burned as he caught his reflection in the mirror across the room—a grown man in a cartoon-covered diaper, his erection tenting the front obscenely. “Such a perfect little boy for Daddy. But we’re not done yet.”

Marcus disappeared for a moment, returning with a set of padded wrist cuffs and a long enema bag. Ethan’s stomach flipped, a mix of dread and anticipation flooding him. “You’ve been so naughty, I think you need a thorough cleaning inside too,” Marcus said, his eyes gleaming with dark intent. He secured Ethan’s wrists to the crib bars, the soft cuffs biting into his skin just enough to make him feel helplessly exposed.

“Daddy, no,” Ethan pleaded, but his cock twitched at the thought, betraying him. Marcus only grinned, hanging the enema bag on a hook above the crib and attaching the nozzle. The bag was filled with warm, soapy water, and Ethan’s breath caught as Marcus lubed up the nozzle and pressed it against his hole through a small slit he’d cut in the diaper.

“Relax, baby boy,” Marcus soothed, though his voice was thick with arousal. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up nice and full.” He pushed the nozzle in, the intrusion making Ethan gasp as warm liquid began to flow into him. The sensation was overwhelming, a strange mix of pressure and fullness that made his cock ache even more against the diaper’s padding.

Marcus watched with hungry eyes, one hand stroking Ethan’s thigh as the other adjusted the flow. “That’s it, take it all for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. Ethan squirmed, the cuffs holding him in place as his belly grew taut, the cramping mixing with the perverse pleasure of being so completely at Marcus’s mercy.

When the bag was empty, Marcus pulled the nozzle out and taped the diaper slit shut, trapping the liquid inside. “Hold it for Daddy,” he ordered, his tone brooking no argument. Ethan whimpered, the pressure building as Marcus climbed onto the crib mattress, straddling his hips. The older man’s erection was obvious through his tight jeans, and Ethan’s mouth watered at the sight.

“You look so fucking hot like this,” Marcus growled, grinding his clothed cock against Ethan’s diapered groin. The friction, even through layers, was electric, and Ethan moaned, the enema’s pressure intensifying every sensation. Marcus leaned down, capturing Ethan’s lips in a bruising kiss, his tongue dominating as he rutted against him harder.

“Daddy, I can’t—” Ethan gasped, the need to release—both the enema and his orgasm—overwhelming. Marcus pulled back, his eyes dark with lust. “You can, and you will,” he said, unzipping his jeans to free his thick, throbbing cock. The sight made Ethan’s hole clench, desperate to be filled despite the enema stretching him from the inside.

Marcus didn’t waste time, cutting a larger slit in the diaper to expose Ethan’s slick, needy hole. He lubed himself up quickly, the squelch of it obscene in the quiet room, before lining up and pushing in with one hard thrust. Ethan cried out, the stretch burning as Marcus filled him, the enema making every movement feel impossibly intense.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, pulling out only to slam back in, setting a brutal pace. The crib creaked under their combined weight, the sound mixing with Ethan’s desperate moans and the wet slap of skin on skin. Marcus gripped Ethan’s hips, angling himself to hit that perfect spot with every thrust, driving him closer to the edge.

“Daddy, I’m gonna—” Ethan’s words cut off in a choked sob as his orgasm hit, his cock pulsing inside the diaper, cum soaking the padding as Marcus fucked him through it. The older man wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic before he buried himself deep, hot cum flooding Ethan’s already overstuffed insides.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, before Marcus pulled out, a trickle of cum and soapy water leaking from Ethan’s abused hole. “Good boy,” he murmured, kissing Ethan’s forehead as he undid the cuffs. “But we’re not done with your punishment yet.”

Ethan’s eyes widened as Marcus helped him up, the enema still sloshing inside him, and led him to the bathroom. “Time to let it all out, baby,” Marcus said, his tone gentle now but still commanding. He removed the diaper, the mess and cum staining Ethan’s skin as he sat him on the toilet. The relief was immediate, humiliating, and strangely arousing, especially with Marcus watching, stroking himself back to hardness.

“Such a dirty boy,” Marcus said, his voice low as he stepped closer, his cock bobbing in front of Ethan’s face. “Clean Daddy up now.” Ethan didn’t hesitate, taking Marcus into his mouth, the taste of cum and lube bitter on his tongue as he sucked eagerly. Marcus groaned, threading his fingers through Ethan’s hair and thrusting shallowly, using his mouth like a toy.

It didn’t take long for Marcus to cum again, spilling down Ethan’s throat as the younger man swallowed every drop, his own cock twitching despite the exhaustion. “Perfect,” Marcus panted, pulling Ethan up for a deep, possessive kiss. “You’re Daddy’s perfect little slut.”

As they cleaned up together, the tension still lingered, a promise of more to come. Ethan knew this was just the beginning—Daddy Marcus had so many more ways to punish and pleasure him, and he couldn’t fucking wait.


Chapter 2: Little Boy's Secret Yearning

Ethan woke to the faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air, his body still tingling from the raw intensity of last night’s session with Daddy Marcus. The oversized nursery, with its pastel walls and crib-like bed, felt like a perverse sanctuary—a place where his deepest, dirtiest desires were not just accepted but encouraged. At 27, he shouldn’t crave this, shouldn’t ache to be Daddy’s little boy, but the throbbing in his cock as he shifted under the crinkly diaper taped snug around his hips told a different story. The thick padding pressed against his hardening erection, a constant reminder of his submission.

“Morning, baby boy,” Marcus’s deep voice rumbled from the doorway. At 32, the man exuded raw dominance, his broad shoulders filling the frame as he leaned casually against it, a smirk playing on his lips. He wore a tight black tee and jeans, a stark contrast to the infantile world he’d crafted for Ethan. In his hand dangled a pair of soft, pink wrist restraints, the sight of which made Ethan’s breath hitch. “Did my naughty boy sleep well, or were you up all night thinking about Daddy’s cock?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his cock twitched hard in the diaper, the crinkling sound loud in the quiet room. “I… I slept okay, Daddy,” he mumbled, his voice small, playing into the role that made his heart race.

Marcus strode over, his boots heavy on the hardwood floor, and yanked the thin blanket off Ethan’s body, exposing the bulging diaper. “Looks like someone’s already excited,” he teased, his fingers brushing over the front of the padding, pressing down just enough to make Ethan squirm. “You’re such a dirty little boy, getting hard in your diaper like this. Maybe Daddy needs to teach you a lesson.”

Before Ethan could respond, Marcus gripped his hips and flipped him onto his stomach, the diaper crinkling loudly as his ass was pushed up into the air. “Stay still, baby,” Marcus growled, his voice thick with lust as he tugged at the tabs of the diaper, peeling it away to expose Ethan’s bare skin. The cool air hit his ass, making him shiver, but the vulnerability of being so exposed only fueled the heat pooling in his groin.

“You’ve been such a bad boy lately,” Marcus continued, his hand delivering a sharp smack to Ethan’s left cheek, the sting blooming hot and immediate. Ethan yelped, his cock grinding into the mattress beneath him. Another slap landed, then another, each one harder, until his ass burned and his moans filled the room. “Daddy’s gonna make sure you learn to behave. But first, let’s get you nice and clean for your punishment.”

Ethan’s heart pounded as Marcus reached for a bottle of lube and a slender enema nozzle on the nearby changing table. The thought of what was coming made his cock leak pre-cum onto the sheets, his body betraying just how much he craved this humiliation. “Daddy, please,” he whimpered, half-protesting, half-begging, as Marcus spread his cheeks with rough fingers.

“Shh, baby boy. Daddy knows what you need,” Marcus purred, slicking the nozzle with lube before pressing it against Ethan’s tight hole. The cold metal made him gasp, but Marcus didn’t hesitate, sliding it in with a slow, deliberate push. Ethan’s body clenched instinctively, but the sensation of being filled, of being so utterly under Marcus’s control, sent a wave of submissive pleasure through him. “That’s it, take it like a good boy.”

The warm liquid began to flow, filling Ethan with a strange, intimate pressure that made him squirm. Marcus’s free hand rubbed circles on his lower back, a mockery of comfort as he murmured, “You’re gonna be so full for Daddy. Let it all in, baby.” The fullness built, cramping and stretching, until Ethan was panting, his cock painfully hard against the mattress.

When Marcus finally pulled the nozzle out, he didn’t give Ethan a chance to adjust. “Hold it in, little boy,” he ordered, smacking Ethan’s ass again for emphasis. “Don’t you dare make a mess until Daddy says so.” The command sent a thrill through Ethan, the humiliation of being forced to hold it, to obey, making his arousal spike. He nodded desperately, his body trembling with the effort.

Marcus flipped him onto his back again, his eyes dark with hunger as he took in Ethan’s flushed face and leaking cock. “Look at you, so fucking needy,” he said, his voice rough as he unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, hard shaft. Ethan’s mouth watered at the sight, his own erection throbbing as Marcus stroked himself slowly, teasingly. “You want Daddy’s cock, don’t you? Beg for it, baby boy.”

“Please, Daddy,” Ethan whined, his voice breaking with desperation. “Please fuck me. I need it so bad.”

Marcus grinned, a predatory edge to it, and grabbed the pink restraints from earlier, quickly securing Ethan’s wrists to the headboard. The soft cuffs bit into his skin just enough to remind him who was in charge. “Good boy,” Marcus said, spreading Ethan’s legs wide and positioning himself between them. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you so hard you forget how to think.”

Without warning, Marcus thrust into him, the sudden stretch and burn making Ethan cry out. The pressure of the enema still inside him amplified every sensation, making him feel impossibly full as Marcus’s thick cock drove deep, hitting his prostate with brutal precision. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he set a punishing pace. Ethan’s bound wrists tugged uselessly against the restraints, his body arching into every thrust, overwhelmed by the mix of pain, fullness, and raw pleasure.

“Daddy, I can’t—I’m gonna—” Ethan’s words dissolved into a moan as Marcus angled his hips, slamming against that sweet spot over and over. His orgasm hit like a freight train, cum spilling hot and sticky across his stomach as his body shook, clenching tight around Marcus’s cock.

“That’s it, baby boy, come for Daddy,” Marcus growled, not slowing down for a second. He fucked Ethan through the aftershocks, drawing out the pleasure until Ethan was a whimpering mess, oversensitive and still hard. Only then did Marcus pull out, his own breath ragged as he jerked himself off, painting Ethan’s chest with thick, hot ropes of cum. “Look at you, all messy for Daddy,” he said, smearing the cum into Ethan’s skin with rough fingers.

Ethan’s head spun, his body still trembling as Marcus finally allowed him to release the enema, guiding him through the humiliating process with a mix of stern commands and perverse tenderness. Once cleaned up, Marcus taped a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips, the padding pressing against his spent cock in a way that still made him shiver. “You’re not done yet, little boy,” Marcus warned, his tone promising more. “Daddy’s got a surprise for you tonight.”

Hours later, after a day of forced regression—being fed from a bottle, made to crawl on the floor, and scolded for every “misbehavior”—Ethan found himself strapped into a high chair, a vibrating plug buried deep in his ass. Marcus had inserted it earlier, smirking as he turned it on low, letting the buzz torment Ethan through every humiliating task. Now, as Marcus fed him spoonfuls of mashed fruit, the vibration suddenly kicked up to high, making Ethan gasp and squirm against the restraints holding him in place.

“Daddy, please,” he begged, his cock hardening again in the diaper, the crinkling sound mingling with his desperate moans. The plug pulsed relentlessly against his prostate, driving him toward another edge.

“Eat your dinner, baby boy,” Marcus said, his voice mocking as he pushed another spoonful into Ethan’s mouth. “If you’re good, Daddy might let you come again. Or maybe I’ll keep you like this all night, hard and aching in your little diaper.”

The thought alone nearly pushed Ethan over, his body trembling with need as Marcus’s dark eyes gleamed with sadistic delight. Finally, after what felt like an eternity of teasing, Marcus turned the plug off, unstrapped him, and carried him to the crib-like bed. But instead of relief, Marcus pulled out a thick dildo, slicking it with lube. “One more lesson, baby,” he said, pushing Ethan onto all fours and working the toy into him alongside the plug, stretching him impossibly wide.

Ethan sobbed with overwhelmed pleasure as Marcus fucked him with the dildo, the dual sensation of being so full driving him wild. “Daddy, I’m gonna come again,” he gasped, and Marcus’s hand wrapped around his cock through the diaper, stroking him roughly until he shattered a second time, cum soaking into the padding as his body collapsed.

Marcus pulled the toys out slowly, kissing Ethan’s sweaty forehead as he taped a fresh diaper on. “You’re such a good boy when you want to be,” he murmured, lying beside him and pulling him close. “But tomorrow, Daddy’s got even dirtier plans for you.”

Ethan’s heart raced, exhaustion warring with anticipation. Whatever Marcus had in store, he knew it would push him further into this twisted, intoxicating world of submission and desire. And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 3: Craving His Firm Guidance

Ethan woke to the soft crinkle of his diaper beneath him, the thick padding a constant reminder of his submission to Daddy Marcus. The nursery, with its pastel walls and crib, was both a sanctuary and a prison of pleasure, each item meticulously chosen to deepen his regression. At 27, Ethan craved the loss of control, the firm hand of Marcus guiding him into a space where he was nothing but a needy little boy, desperate for approval—and for the raw, unrelenting fucking that came with it.

Marcus stood in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space, a smirk curling his lips. At 32, he exuded dominance, his dark eyes glinting with promise as they raked over Ethan’s sprawled form on the changing table. “Morning, baby boy,” he growled, his voice low and thick with intent. “Did my little slut sleep well, or were you too busy dreaming about Daddy’s cock stretching that tight hole of yours?”

Ethan’s cheeks flushed, his cock twitching beneath the crinkly diaper at the crude words. “I... I dreamed of you, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, playing into the role that made his blood burn. “I need you so bad.”

Marcus chuckled, stepping closer, his hand brushing over the front of Ethan’s diaper, feeling the hardness beneath. “I can tell. You’re already leaking for me, aren’t you? Such a desperate little whore.” He pressed harder, making Ethan whimper as the pressure sent a jolt of pleasure through him. “But first, we’ve got some rules to go over. You’ve been a naughty boy, and Daddy needs to make sure you learn your place.”

Ethan’s heart raced as Marcus undid the tapes of the diaper with deliberate slowness, each rip of the adhesive echoing in the quiet room. The cool air hit Ethan’s exposed cock, already throbbing and dripping precum onto his stomach. Marcus didn’t touch him there, though—not yet. Instead, he reached for a set of padded restraints on the shelf, his movements methodical. “Arms up, baby. Daddy’s tying you down so you can’t squirm away from your punishment.”

Obediently, Ethan raised his arms, his breath hitching as Marcus secured his wrists to the changing table, the soft cuffs tight enough to remind him of his helplessness. His legs were next, spread wide and strapped down, leaving him utterly vulnerable, his cock and ass on full display. The position alone made his arousal spike, his hole clenching in anticipation of what was to come.

Marcus stepped back, admiring his work, then grabbed a bottle of lube and a thick, black plug from a drawer. “You’ve been too mouthy lately, baby boy. Thinking you can talk back to Daddy like you’re a big boy. So, we’re gonna fill you up and shut you up.” He coated the plug generously with lube, the slick sound making Ethan’s mouth water. “But first, let’s make sure you’re nice and clean for Daddy.”

Ethan’s eyes widened as Marcus produced an enema kit, the long tube and bulbous tip sending a shiver of both dread and excitement through him. “No, Daddy, please—” he started, but Marcus cut him off with a sharp slap to his inner thigh, the sting blooming across his skin.

“Quiet, little boy, or I’ll gag you too,” Marcus warned, his tone brooking no argument. He lubed up the tip of the enema nozzle and circled Ethan’s tight hole, teasing the sensitive rim before pushing it in slowly. Ethan gasped, the intrusion cold and invasive, but his cock throbbed harder, betraying his arousal. Marcus squeezed the bulb, filling Ethan with warm liquid, the sensation of fullness overwhelming as his belly began to cramp.

“Hold it in, baby,” Marcus ordered, his hand pressing down on Ethan’s abdomen, intensifying the pressure. “You’re gonna take it all like a good boy, and then Daddy’s gonna plug you up to keep you nice and full while I fuck your mouth.”

Ethan whimpered, the mix of humiliation and arousal dizzying as he struggled to obey, his body trembling under the restraints. After what felt like an eternity, Marcus withdrew the nozzle and quickly replaced it with the lubed plug, pushing it in with one firm thrust. Ethan cried out, the stretch burning as the wide base settled against his hole, trapping the liquid inside him. The fullness was maddening, every shift of his body sending waves of sensation through him.

Marcus didn’t give him time to adjust. He unzipped his jeans, pulling out his thick, hard cock, the sight of it making Ethan’s mouth water even as his body ached. “Open up, baby boy,” Marcus commanded, gripping Ethan’s hair and guiding his head toward the tip. Ethan parted his lips eagerly, the salty taste of precum hitting his tongue as Marcus thrust in deep, hitting the back of his throat. Ethan gagged, tears pricking his eyes, but the roughness only made him harder, his own cock leaking onto his stomach as Marcus fucked his mouth with brutal precision.

“That’s it, take Daddy’s cock,” Marcus groaned, his hips snapping forward, each thrust making Ethan’s restrained body jolt. “Such a good little slut, choking on me while your ass is stuffed full. You love this, don’t you?”

Ethan could only moan around the thick shaft, his body a mess of conflicting sensations—the cramping fullness in his ass, the plug stretching him wide, and the relentless pounding of Marcus’s cock in his throat. His orgasm was building fast, untouched, the sheer degradation pushing him over the edge. With a muffled cry, he came, hot spurts of cum painting his stomach as Marcus continued to use his mouth, unrelenting.

Marcus pulled out just before he finished, stroking himself fast as he painted Ethan’s face with thick ropes of cum, the warm liquid dripping down his cheeks and lips. “Look at you, covered in Daddy’s load,” Marcus panted, smearing it across Ethan’s face with his thumb. “But we’re not done yet, baby boy. I’ve got more for that greedy little ass of yours.”

He released Ethan’s legs from the restraints, but only to flip him onto his stomach, the plug still buried deep as the liquid sloshed inside him. Marcus unbound his wrists just long enough to reposition them behind his back, securing them with a quick tie of rope. The vulnerability of the new position made Ethan’s spent cock twitch again, already half-hard despite the intensity of his earlier climax.

Marcus tugged the plug out slowly, the sudden emptiness making Ethan gasp, followed by the humiliating rush of liquid as his body expelled the enema. Marcus didn’t flinch, cleaning him up with a warm cloth before coating his fingers with more lube. “Time for Daddy to claim this hole,” he growled, sliding two fingers into Ethan’s loosened ass, scissoring them to stretch him further. Ethan moaned, pushing back against the intrusion, desperate for more.

When Marcus finally pressed the head of his cock against Ethan’s hole, it was all Ethan could do not to beg. The stretch was intense, even after the plug, Marcus’s thick shaft filling him inch by inch until he was fully seated, balls pressed against Ethan’s ass. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus hissed, pulling out slightly before thrusting back in hard, setting a punishing pace. Ethan’s cries filled the room, each slam of Marcus’s hips driving him into the changing table, the crinkle of the padding beneath him a filthy reminder of his role.

“Daddy, please, harder,” Ethan sobbed, his cock fully hard again, trapped between his body and the table, the friction driving him wild. Marcus obliged, gripping Ethan’s hips bruisingly as he fucked him raw, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the nursery. He reached around, wrapping a hand around Ethan’s cock and stroking in time with his thrusts, pushing him toward another climax.

“Come for Daddy again, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, his voice rough with his own impending release. Ethan shattered, his second orgasm ripping through him with blinding force, cum spilling over Marcus’s hand as his ass clenched tight around the cock inside him. Marcus groaned, slamming in deep one last time before spilling inside Ethan, hot and claiming, marking him from the inside out.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, Marcus’s weight pinning Ethan to the table before he finally pulled out, cum dripping down Ethan’s thighs. Gently now, Marcus cleaned him up again, his touch softer as he taped a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips. “You did so good, little boy,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to Ethan’s forehead. “But don’t think this is the end. Daddy’s got more lessons for you tonight—more ways to make you cry and beg.”

Ethan shivered, the promise of more sending a thrill through his exhausted body. Cradled in Marcus’s arms, swaddled in the diaper that marked his submission, he knew he’d never stop craving this—never stop needing Daddy’s firm, filthy guidance to break him down and build him back up, over and over again.

As Marcus carried him to the crib for a nap, Ethan’s mind already raced with anticipation for the night ahead, his body aching for the next round of punishment and pleasure. He was Daddy’s naughty boy, and he wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 4: The Playroom's Hidden Passion

Ethan’s heart pounded as he stood at the threshold of the playroom, the scent of baby powder and latex lingering in the air. The room, hidden behind a locked door in Daddy Marcus’s sprawling house, was a sanctuary of depravity and delight. Brightly colored walls adorned with cartoon decals contrasted sharply with the array of kinky toys and restraints mounted on a black rack in the corner. A padded changing table sat center stage, surrounded by shelves of thick, crinkly diapers and bottles of lube. Ethan, still reeling from the intense session in the nursery just hours ago, felt his cock twitch beneath the bulky diaper Marcus had forced him into after the enema. The lingering fullness in his ass, combined with the humiliating rustle of plastic, kept him on edge, his mind a haze of submission and raw need.

“Get in, little boy,” Marcus growled from behind, his deep voice sending shivers down Ethan’s spine. The 32-year-old Daddy was an imposing figure, shirtless, his muscular chest glistening with a faint sheen of sweat. His dark eyes bore into Ethan, a mix of stern authority and predatory lust. He held a leather paddle in one hand, tapping it against his thigh, a silent promise of what was to come. “Daddy’s got some special games for you today.”

Ethan hesitated, his cheeks flushing as he felt the diaper crinkle with every step. At 27, he shouldn’t crave this—shouldn’t want to be reduced to a helpless, diapered toy for Marcus’s pleasure. But the ache in his groin, the way his body responded to every command, betrayed him. He shuffled forward, his bare feet cold against the tiled floor, until he stood before the changing table. Marcus loomed behind him, his hot breath on Ethan’s neck as he reached around to grip the front of the diaper, squeezing the bulge there with a rough hand.

“Already hard for Daddy, huh?” Marcus chuckled, his fingers pressing harder, making Ethan whimper. “You’re such a naughty boy. Can’t help yourself, can you?”

“N-no, Daddy,” Ethan stammered, his voice small, his body trembling as Marcus’s hand slipped beneath the waistband of the diaper, wrapping around his throbbing cock. The calloused grip was firm, stroking slowly, teasingly, as Marcus’s other hand slid up Ethan’s back to push him forward, bending him over the changing table. The padding beneath him was soft, but the position left him exposed, vulnerable, the diaper sagging slightly as Marcus tugged it down just enough to bare his ass.

“Look at this tight little hole,” Marcus purred, spreading Ethan’s cheeks with one hand while the other continued to pump his cock. “Still red from earlier. Did Daddy’s enema make you feel full, baby boy? Did it make you squirm?”

Ethan moaned, his face burning with shame as he nodded. The memory of the warm liquid filling him, stretching him, while Marcus watched with that predatory grin—it had been humiliating, degrading, and so fucking hot. “Yes, Daddy… I—I liked it.”

“Good boy,” Marcus said, his tone dripping with approval. He released Ethan’s cock, leaving him aching and desperate, and reached for a bottle of lube on the shelf. The sound of the cap popping open made Ethan’s breath hitch, and he tensed as cold, slick fingers pressed against his hole, circling before pushing inside. Marcus worked him open with brutal efficiency, two fingers becoming three, stretching him wide as Ethan gasped and clutched the edge of the table.

“Daddy, please,” Ethan whined, his hips bucking despite himself, the diaper rubbing against his sensitive skin with every movement. “I need—fuck, I need more.”

“You’ll get more when Daddy says so,” Marcus snapped, delivering a sharp smack to Ethan’s ass with the paddle. The sting made Ethan cry out, his cock leaking pre-cum into the diaper as Marcus fingered him deeper, curling his fingers to hit that sweet spot inside. “Bad boys don’t make demands. They take what Daddy gives them.”

Ethan bit his lip, tears of frustration and pleasure pricking at his eyes as Marcus withdrew his fingers, leaving him empty. But the emptiness didn’t last. Marcus grabbed a thick, ribbed dildo from the rack—a monstrous thing, at least eight inches long and glistening with lube as he coated it. “This is gonna fill you up, baby boy,” he said, pressing the tip against Ethan’s hole. “And you’re gonna keep that diaper on while I fuck you with it. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Ethan gasped, his voice breaking as Marcus pushed the toy inside, inch by agonizing inch. The stretch burned, but the pleasure was overwhelming, his walls clenching around the intrusion as Marcus worked it deeper, fucking him with slow, deliberate thrusts. The diaper crinkled loudly, the plastic rubbing against his cock with every movement, driving him closer to the edge.

“Look at you, humping your diaper like a desperate little slut,” Marcus taunted, his free hand gripping Ethan’s hip to hold him still as he slammed the dildo in harder. “You’re gonna cum in that diaper for Daddy, aren’t you? Gonna make a mess while I wreck this tight ass.”

Ethan couldn’t hold back anymore. The combination of Marcus’s filthy words, the relentless pounding of the dildo, and the humiliating friction of the diaper sent him spiraling. His orgasm hit like a freight train, his cock pulsing as he spilled into the diaper, hot cum soaking the padding as he cried out, “Daddy! Fuck, Daddy, I’m cumming!”

Marcus didn’t stop, fucking him through the aftershocks until Ethan was a whimpering, oversensitive mess. Only then did he pull the toy free, leaving Ethan panting and trembling on the table. “Such a good boy,” Marcus murmured, his tone softening as he rubbed Ethan’s back, soothing the lingering sting of the paddle. “But we’re not done yet.”

Before Ethan could catch his breath, Marcus flipped him onto his back, the soaked diaper squishing beneath him as he stared up at his Daddy. Marcus’s eyes were dark with hunger as he unzipped his jeans, pulling out his thick, hard cock. It was a sight Ethan had craved for hours, the heavy length glistening with pre-cum as Marcus stroked himself, towering over him.

“Time for Daddy to take what’s his,” Marcus growled, climbing onto the table to straddle Ethan’s chest. He grabbed a set of padded cuffs from the shelf, quickly securing Ethan’s wrists above his head, tethering him to the table. The helplessness only fueled Ethan’s arousal, his spent cock twitching in the messy diaper as Marcus positioned himself, the tip of his cock brushing against Ethan’s lips.

“Open up, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, and Ethan obeyed instantly, his mouth watering as he took Marcus in, the salty taste of pre-cum coating his tongue. Marcus groaned, his hips thrusting shallowly at first, letting Ethan adjust before pushing deeper, fucking his mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. “That’s it, suck Daddy’s cock. Show me how much you want it.”

Ethan moaned around the length, his jaw aching as Marcus picked up the pace, one hand gripping Ethan’s hair to hold him in place. The position was degrading, the diaper still clinging to his hips, the mess inside a constant reminder of his submission. But he loved it—loved the way Marcus used him, the raw dominance in every thrust. He hollowed his cheeks, taking Marcus as deep as he could, gagging slightly as the head hit the back of his throat.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” Marcus grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Gonna cum down your throat, baby. Take it all.” With a final, shuddering groan, Marcus spilled into Ethan’s mouth, hot and thick, forcing him to swallow every drop as he rode out his climax. Ethan whimpered, overwhelmed but obedient, licking Marcus clean as he pulled out, a string of spit and cum connecting them for a moment before breaking.

Marcus panted, leaning down to kiss Ethan’s forehead, a rare moment of tenderness amidst the filth. “You did so good, little one,” he murmured, untying the cuffs and helping Ethan sit up. But the softness didn’t last. Marcus’s eyes glinted with mischief as he reached for a fresh diaper from the shelf. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up… and then, Daddy’s got one more lesson for today.”

Ethan’s stomach fluttered with a mix of dread and excitement as Marcus stripped off the soiled diaper, wiping him down with cold baby wipes before securing a new one around his hips. The crinkle of the plastic was humiliating all over again, especially when Marcus adjusted it, his fingers brushing against Ethan’s cock, teasing him back to hardness.

“For your final lesson,” Marcus said, his voice low and dangerous, “you’re gonna sit in Daddy’s lap and take a bottle… while I play with you. And if you make a mess again, there’ll be consequences.” He pulled Ethan onto his lap, settling them both in a rocking chair in the corner of the playroom. A bottle of warm milk was pressed to Ethan’s lips, and as he suckled, Marcus’s hand slipped beneath the diaper, stroking him with maddening slowness.

Ethan squirmed, the dual sensation of regression and raw arousal driving him insane. The milk dribbled down his chin as he moaned, Marcus’s fingers working him expertly, edging him closer and closer but never letting him tip over. “Please, Daddy,” he begged around the nipple of the bottle, his voice muffled and desperate. “Let me cum again.”

“Not yet,” Marcus growled, his grip tightening. “You cum when Daddy says. Now, be a good boy and drink up.”

The playroom’s hidden passion burned hotter with every second, the promise of more lessons, more punishment, and more pleasure hanging in the air. Ethan knew he was Daddy’s naughty boy, and he wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 5: Surrendering to His Care

Ethan’s heart thundered in his chest as he stood trembling in the center of the playroom, the faint scent of baby powder and leather still lingering in the air from the night before. The pastel walls adorned with cartoon bunnies and ducks seemed to mock the raw, aching need pulsing through his body. His thick, crinkly diaper clung to his hips, the padding already slightly damp from his earlier embarrassment under Daddy Marcus’s strict gaze. At 27, Ethan never imagined he’d be here, reduced to a quivering mess of desire and submission, but Marcus—38, broad-shouldered, and radiating unyielding authority—had a way of stripping him bare in more ways than one.

“On your knees, little boy,” Marcus growled, his deep voice sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. The older man stood by the changing table, a black leather crop in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other. His dark eyes burned with a mix of dominance and hunger as they raked over Ethan’s vulnerable form. “You’ve been naughty, and Daddy’s gonna make sure you learn your lesson today.”

Ethan dropped to his knees instantly, the soft rug beneath him cushioning the impact. His diaper rustled loudly, a humiliating reminder of his regression, and yet his cock throbbed painfully against the confines of the padding. The mix of shame and arousal was intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from Marcus as the man approached, towering over him. “Yes, Daddy,” Ethan whimpered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Marcus smirked, reaching down to grip Ethan’s chin, forcing his head up. “Look at you, so desperate already. You’re Daddy’s little slut, aren’t you? Can’t help but get hard in your diaper.” He tapped the crop lightly against Ethan’s cheek, the leather cool and threatening. “But first, we’re gonna clean you out. Naughty boys don’t get to play until they’re nice and empty for Daddy.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted with a mix of dread and excitement as Marcus dragged him by the arm toward the changing table. With a firm push, he was bent over the padded surface, his chest pressed against the cool vinyl as Marcus ripped the tabs of his diaper open with a loud, tearing sound. The sudden exposure made Ethan gasp, his bare ass now vulnerable under Marcus’s predatory gaze. “Stay still,” Marcus ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument as he secured Ethan’s wrists to the table’s built-in restraints, the leather cuffs biting into his skin just enough to sting.

“D-Daddy, what are you—” Ethan’s words cut off with a sharp inhale as he felt Marcus’s gloved hand smear cold lube across his tight hole. The sensation was invasive, humiliating, and yet it sent a jolt of raw desire straight to his cock, which now hung heavy and leaking between his legs.

“You’ve been holding too much in, baby boy,” Marcus purred, his voice dripping with dark promise. “Daddy’s gonna give you an enema to make sure you’re all clean for what’s coming next. You’ll take it like a good little slut, won’t you?”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, but he nodded, his voice trembling. “Yes, Daddy.” The next moment, he felt the tip of the enema nozzle press against his hole, slick and unyielding. Marcus didn’t hesitate, pushing it in with a slow, deliberate thrust that made Ethan whimper. The cold liquid began to flow, filling him with an uncomfortable pressure that bordered on unbearable. His body squirmed against the restraints, but Marcus’s firm hand on his lower back kept him pinned.

“That’s it, take it all,” Marcus growled, his free hand reaching down to stroke Ethan’s leaking cock, the touch both a reward and a torment. “Look at you, getting so hard while Daddy cleans you out. You love being my dirty little boy, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Ethan cried out, the mix of humiliation and pleasure pushing him to the edge. The pressure inside him built, his belly cramping slightly as the liquid did its work, but Marcus’s rough strokes on his cock kept him teetering on the brink of orgasm. Just as he thought he couldn’t take anymore, Marcus pulled the nozzle out and quickly taped a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips, trapping the mess and the shame inside.

“You’ll hold it until Daddy says,” Marcus commanded, releasing the restraints and pulling Ethan up to stand on shaky legs. “Now, let’s play.”

The next hour was a blur of raw, uninhibited lust. Marcus led Ethan to a padded playmat in the corner of the room, where a collection of toys and restraints awaited. First, Marcus strapped Ethan into a spreader bar, forcing his legs wide apart as he knelt on all fours. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement, a constant reminder of his forced regression, and yet Ethan’s cock strained against the padding, desperate for release.

Marcus knelt behind him, tearing open the back of the diaper just enough to expose Ethan’s slick, trembling hole. “Such a pretty little ass,” Marcus murmured, his breath hot against Ethan’s skin before he plunged two lubed fingers inside without warning. Ethan moaned loudly, his body arching into the intrusion as Marcus finger-fucked him with ruthless precision, hitting his prostate with every thrust. “You’re gonna come just from this, aren’t you, baby boy? Gonna cream your diaper for Daddy?”

“Yes, Daddy, please!” Ethan sobbed, his hips bucking as the pleasure coiled tight in his core. Within moments, he shattered, his cock pulsing as he came hard, hot spurts soaking into the diaper’s padding. The humiliation of it only heightened his orgasm, his entire body shaking as Marcus chuckled darkly behind him.

But Marcus wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. He pulled his fingers free, replacing them with the thick, blunt head of a vibrating dildo. “Time for round two, little slut,” he growled, pushing the toy in deep as Ethan cried out, oversensitive and overwhelmed. The vibrations buzzed through him, relentless and cruel, as Marcus flipped him onto his back and straddled his chest, freeing his own massive cock from his jeans.

“Suck Daddy off while you take that toy,” Marcus ordered, gripping Ethan’s hair and guiding his mouth to the throbbing shaft. Ethan obeyed instantly, his lips stretching wide around the girth as Marcus thrust into his mouth with no mercy. The taste of pre-cum flooded his senses, salty and bitter, as the dildo continued to buzz against his prostate, dragging another orgasm out of him despite his whimpers of protest. His second release was weaker, a pathetic dribble into the already-soaked diaper, but the shame of it made his cheeks burn.

Marcus groaned above him, his thrusts growing erratic. “Fuck, baby boy, you’re such a good little cocksucker,” he rasped, before pulling out and painting Ethan’s face with thick, hot ropes of cum. The sticky mess dripped down Ethan’s chin, marking him as Marcus’s in the most primal way possible.

Panting, Marcus leaned back, wiping a thumb through the cum on Ethan’s cheek and pushing it into his mouth. “Clean it up, naughty boy,” he ordered, and Ethan sucked obediently, his eyes glassy with submission and lust.

Finally, Marcus removed the dildo and undid the spreader bar, pulling Ethan into his lap with surprising tenderness. “You did so good for Daddy,” he murmured, stroking Ethan’s hair as the younger man trembled in his arms. But the moment of softness was fleeting. Marcus’s hand slipped down to Ethan’s diaper, pressing against the soaked padding with a smirk. “Time to clean you up again, little one. And then we’ll see how much more you can take.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his body already stirring with renewed arousal despite the exhaustion. Marcus carried him back to the changing table, laying him down and ripping off the ruined diaper with a loud tear. The enema’s effects were dealt with swiftly, a humiliating process that left Ethan red-faced and squirming, but Marcus’s firm hands and soothing words kept him grounded.

Once cleaned and rediapered, Marcus didn’t stop. He bent Ethan over the table again, this time sliding his own cock into Ethan’s still-slick hole with a slow, deliberate thrust. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you properly now,” he growled, gripping Ethan’s hips as he pounded into him with brutal force. The crinkle of the fresh diaper against Ethan’s thighs, the sensation of being filled so completely, and Marcus’s grunts of pleasure sent Ethan spiraling into a third orgasm, his cries echoing through the playroom as he came untouched, the padding soaking up every drop.

Marcus followed soon after, spilling deep inside Ethan with a low, guttural moan. They collapsed together, sweaty and spent, but Marcus’s possessive grip on Ethan’s waist promised more to come. “You’re mine, baby boy,” he whispered, pressing a rough kiss to Ethan’s neck. “And Daddy’s got so many more lessons for you.”

Ethan could only nod, his body and mind utterly surrendered to Marcus’s care, craving whatever depravity or tenderness came next.


Chapter 6: Daddy's Unyielding Embrace

The air in the playroom was thick with the musky scent of sweat and arousal as Ethan lay sprawled on the oversized changing table, his wrists and ankles secured by soft leather cuffs. His chest heaved, still recovering from the last round of Marcus’s relentless domination. The crinkle of the thick diaper beneath him—already damp with his earlier release—echoed in the quiet space, a constant reminder of his helpless, regressed state. At 27, Ethan had never felt so small, so owned, and yet his cock throbbed painfully against the confines of the padding, aching for more of Marcus’s control.

Marcus, the 38-year-old Daddy who had claimed every inch of Ethan’s body and mind, stood at the foot of the table, his broad frame looming like a god of discipline and desire. His dark eyes glinted with a predatory hunger as he adjusted the black leather gloves on his hands, the same gloves that had just been buried deep inside Ethan, coaxing out screams of ecstasy during the last enema session. “You thought we were done, little boy?” Marcus’s voice was a low growl, sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. “Daddy’s not even close to finished with you.”

Ethan whimpered, his hips squirming against the restraints, the wet diaper rubbing against his oversensitive skin. “Daddy, please… I—I can’t take more,” he gasped, though his body betrayed him, his erection straining beneath the padding, desperate for release again.

Marcus chuckled darkly, stepping closer to unfasten the tabs of Ethan’s diaper with deliberate slowness, the sound of the adhesive tearing apart amplifying the tension. “You don’t get to decide, baby. Daddy decides when you’ve had enough. And right now, I want to see that pretty little hole of yours begging for me again.” He peeled the diaper away, exposing Ethan’s flushed, slick cock and the glistening mess between his thighs. The cool air hit Ethan’s skin, making him gasp, but Marcus didn’t give him a moment to adjust before sliding a gloved finger down the crease of his ass, circling the tight ring of muscle still tender from earlier play.

“Fuck, you’re still so tight after all that,” Marcus muttered, his voice thick with lust. He reached for a bottle of lube on the nearby shelf, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers before pushing two inside Ethan without warning. Ethan cried out, his body arching against the restraints as Marcus worked him open with ruthless precision, scissoring and stretching until Ethan was panting, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach. “That’s it, baby boy. Let Daddy in. You’re gonna take every fucking inch I give you.”

The burn and stretch were overwhelming, but Ethan’s cock pulsed harder with every rough thrust of Marcus’s fingers. When Marcus pulled out, Ethan whined at the loss, only to see Marcus unbuckling his belt, the sound of the metal clinking sending a jolt of anticipation through him. Marcus freed his thick, veiny cock, already glistening with pre-cum at the tip, and Ethan’s mouth watered despite himself. “Daddy, please,” he begged, not even sure what he was asking for—more pain, more pleasure, more of everything.

Marcus smirked, grabbing a vibrating plug from the shelf—a thick, black toy with a flared base—and coated it in lube. “Before I fuck you raw, I want to see you squirm with this inside you, little slut.” He pressed the toy against Ethan’s entrance, pushing it in slowly, watching Ethan’s face contort with a mix of agony and ecstasy as it filled him. Once it was seated deep, Marcus flicked the remote, and the vibrations roared to life, sending shockwaves through Ethan’s core. “Oh, fuck! Daddy!” Ethan screamed, his body jerking against the cuffs, his cock twitching as the toy assaulted his prostate with relentless pulses.

Marcus leaned over, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear as he stroked his own cock lazily. “Look at you, so fucking desperate. You’re Daddy’s little toy, aren’t you? Just a hole for me to play with.” He turned up the vibration setting, and Ethan’s screams turned into sobs of pleasure, his hips bucking uselessly as the toy drove him to the edge. “Cum for me, baby boy. Cum in that messy diaper I’m gonna put back on you.”

Ethan couldn’t hold back. His orgasm ripped through him, hot ropes of cum shooting across his stomach and chest as he thrashed against the restraints, the vibrations dragging out every last shudder. Marcus watched with dark satisfaction, turning off the toy only when Ethan was a whimpering mess, tears streaking down his flushed cheeks. “Good boy,” Marcus purred, removing the plug with a wet pop and immediately replacing it with the head of his cock, not giving Ethan a second to recover. “Now take Daddy’s dick like you were made for it.”

The stretch was brutal, Marcus’s thick shaft splitting him open as he thrust in without mercy, bottoming out in one hard push. Ethan screamed, his oversensitive walls clenching around Marcus as pain and pleasure blurred into one. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus groaned, pulling out halfway before slamming back in, setting a punishing pace. The changing table creaked under the force, and Ethan’s bound wrists tugged at the cuffs, his body entirely at Marcus’s mercy. “Daddy, it’s too much—oh god, fuck me harder!” Ethan babbled, lost in the raw intensity of being claimed so completely.

Marcus obliged, gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he pounded into him, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. “You’re mine, little boy. Every fucking inch of you. Say it,” he demanded, reaching down to stroke Ethan’s cock, slick with cum and lube, until Ethan was hard again despite the overstimulation.

“I’m yours, Daddy! All yours!” Ethan cried, another orgasm building impossibly fast as Marcus jerked him off in time with his thrusts. They came together, Marcus growling as he spilled deep inside Ethan, hot and thick, while Ethan’s second release splattered between them, his body convulsing with the force of it. Marcus stayed buried inside him for a moment, panting, before pulling out slowly, a trickle of cum leaking from Ethan’s abused hole.

But Marcus wasn’t done. “Time for a fresh diaper, baby,” he said, his voice softer now but still commanding. He cleaned Ethan with a warm wipe, the gentle touch a stark contrast to the brutality of moments before, then slid a new, crinkly diaper under him, securing it tightly. The padding pressed against Ethan’s raw skin, making him hiss, but Marcus only smiled. “You’re gonna keep Daddy’s cum inside you all day, understand? No changing until I say so.”

Ethan nodded weakly, still dazed, as Marcus uncuffed him and pulled him into a sitting position. “But first, we’ve got more lessons,” Marcus continued, guiding Ethan off the table and over to a large, padded playpen in the corner of the room. “On your knees, little boy. Daddy wants to see you crawl before I fill you up again.”

Ethan’s legs trembled as he sank to the floor, the diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, but so did the arousal, his cock already stirring again at the thought of more. Marcus sat on a nearby chair, spreading his legs and stroking himself back to hardness as he watched Ethan crawl toward him, the sight of his submissive boy in a diaper driving him wild. “That’s it, baby. Come to Daddy. Show me how much you need my cock in that pretty mouth.”

Ethan reached Marcus, his face level with the older man’s thick erection, and didn’t hesitate. He took Marcus into his mouth, the salty taste of cum and sweat flooding his senses as he sucked eagerly, hollowing his cheeks. Marcus groaned, tangling a hand in Ethan’s hair and guiding him deeper, fucking his mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Fuck, you’re such a good little slut. Suck Daddy’s dick while you’re padded up like a helpless baby.”

The words sent a jolt straight to Ethan’s groin, the diaper rubbing against him as he bobbed his head, taking Marcus as deep as he could. Marcus’s grip tightened, his hips bucking as he came again, flooding Ethan’s mouth with hot, bitter cum. “Swallow every drop, baby boy,” he ordered, and Ethan did, choking slightly but loving every second of the degradation.

When Marcus pulled him off, Ethan was panting, his lips swollen and glistening. Marcus lifted him into the playpen, laying him on his back before climbing in after him. “One more round, little one,” Marcus murmured, straddling Ethan’s hips and grinding his half-hard cock against the front of the diaper. “I want to see you cum in this diaper while I ride you.”

He reached into the diaper, freeing Ethan’s cock just enough to stroke it through the opening, while his own erection pressed against the padding, the friction driving them both wild. Ethan moaned, his hands gripping Marcus’s thighs as the older man moved faster, the crinkle of the diaper mixing with their heavy breaths. “Cum for Daddy again, baby. Make a mess for me,” Marcus growled, and Ethan did, his third orgasm of the day spilling into Marcus’s hand and the diaper, the sticky heat spreading as Marcus followed, groaning as he came against the padding.

They collapsed together in the playpen, Marcus pulling Ethan into his chest, the tenderness returning as he kissed the top of his head. “You did so good, little boy. Daddy’s proud of you,” he whispered, stroking Ethan’s back. But even in the afterglow, Ethan felt the weight of Marcus’s control, the promise of more lessons, more surrender, hanging heavy between them. And as he nestled closer, the wet diaper a constant reminder of his submission, Ethan knew he’d never escape Daddy’s unyielding embrace—and he didn’t want to.


Chapter 7: Binkies and Bold Desires

Ethan woke to the faint scent of baby powder and the crinkle of the thick diaper taped snugly around his hips. His body ached in the most delicious way, a lingering reminder of last night’s brutal session in Marcus’s playroom. At 27, Ethan had never felt more vulnerable—or more aroused—than when he surrendered completely to Marcus, the 38-year-old man he called Daddy. The memory of Marcus’s rough hands, the sting of the paddle, and the overwhelming fullness of the enema made his cock twitch beneath the padded layers.

He was still in Marcus’s oversized bed, the sheets tangled around his legs. The morning light filtered through heavy curtains, casting a soft glow over the nursery corner of the room—a crib, stacks of pastel diapers, and a shelf of toys that ranged from innocent to downright depraved. Ethan’s eyes landed on a binky sitting on the nightstand, its bright pink pacifier glinting like a taunt. His lips parted instinctively, craving the comfort, but his mind screamed with the humiliation of it all. He was a grown man, yet under Marcus’s control, he was reduced to a needy little boy, aching for approval and desperate for release.

“Morning, baby boy,” Marcus’s deep voice rumbled from the doorway. Ethan turned his head, his breath catching at the sight of his Daddy. Marcus stood there in nothing but a pair of tight black briefs, his muscular chest dusted with dark hair, his piercing blue eyes locked on Ethan with a predatory hunger. In his hand, he held a bottle of warm milk, the nipple already glistening with a droplet of liquid. “Did my little one sleep well after Daddy fucked him senseless last night?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his cock throbbed at the crude words. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small and submissive. Marcus smirked, crossing the room in a few powerful strides. He sat on the edge of the bed, towering over Ethan, and pressed the binky against his lips.

“Suck, baby. Daddy wants to see his boy nice and obedient before breakfast.” There was no room for argument in Marcus’s tone. Ethan opened his mouth, letting the pacifier slip between his lips, the silicone nipple filling his mouth as he sucked gently. The act was humiliating, infantilizing, and yet it sent a jolt of arousal straight to his groin. Marcus’s eyes darkened with lust as he watched, one hand sliding down to rub Ethan’s diapered crotch, the crinkling plastic loud in the quiet room.

“Such a good boy,” Marcus purred, his fingers pressing harder, feeling the outline of Ethan’s hardening cock through the thick padding. “But Daddy knows you’ve got naughty thoughts in that little head. Tell me, baby. What do you want right now?”

Ethan whimpered around the binky, his hips bucking involuntarily against Marcus’s hand. Spit dribbled down his chin as he struggled to speak, finally popping the pacifier out to gasp, “I-I want Daddy to fuck me again. Please, Daddy. I need it.”

Marcus’s grin was feral. “Oh, my greedy little slut. You’re gonna get exactly what you need—but on Daddy’s terms.” He stood, yanking the sheets off Ethan’s body to reveal the crinkled diaper, already slightly damp from pre-cum leaking into it. Marcus grabbed a pair of padded restraints from the nightstand, swiftly binding Ethan’s wrists to the headboard. The leather bit into his skin, the helplessness making Ethan’s pulse race and his cock ache.

“First, Daddy’s gonna clean you up,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with dark promise. He untaped the diaper with deliberate slowness, peeling it away to reveal Ethan’s hard, glistening cock and the faint redness of his spanked ass from the night before. Marcus reached for a pack of baby wipes, but instead of a gentle cleanup, he dragged the cold, wet cloth over Ethan’s sensitive tip, making him hiss and squirm. “Hold still, baby boy, or Daddy will have to spank you again.”

Ethan bit his lip, trying to obey, but the sensation was torture. Marcus teased him mercilessly, wiping down his shaft, his balls, and even circling his tight hole with the damp wipe until Ethan was panting, his hips jerking with need. “Please, Daddy,” he begged, voice breaking. “I can’t take it.”

“You can, and you will,” Marcus growled, tossing the wipe aside. He grabbed a bottle of lube and a thick, vibrating butt plug from the shelf, slicking it up with a generous amount. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up nice and deep before I give you my cock. Open those legs, baby.”

Ethan obeyed instantly, spreading his thighs as wide as he could with his wrists bound. Marcus pushed the plug against his hole, the cold, slick tip breaching him slowly. Ethan moaned, the stretch burning and perfect as Marcus worked it in, inch by inch, until it was seated fully inside him. Then, with a wicked smirk, Marcus flicked the switch, and the plug buzzed to life, sending intense vibrations straight to Ethan’s prostate.

“Fuck!” Ethan cried out, his back arching off the bed as pleasure and torment mingled. His cock leaked steadily now, a puddle of pre-cum pooling on his stomach. Marcus watched, stroking himself through his briefs, clearly enjoying the sight of his boy writhing in desperation.

“Look at you, baby. So fucking needy,” Marcus said, finally stripping off his briefs to reveal his thick, hard cock, already beaded with pre-cum at the tip. He climbed onto the bed, straddling Ethan’s chest, and rubbed the head of his dick against Ethan’s lips. “Suck Daddy off while that toy fucks your tight little hole.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate, opening his mouth to take Marcus in, the salty taste of him flooding his senses. He sucked eagerly, tongue swirling around the tip as Marcus groaned, thrusting shallowly into his mouth. The vibrations in his ass made it hard to focus, each pulse driving him closer to the edge, but Marcus’s firm grip on his hair kept him grounded, forcing him to take more.

“That’s it, baby boy. Take Daddy’s cock like the good little slut you are,” Marcus grunted, fucking Ethan’s mouth with increasing roughness. Spit and pre-cum dripped down Ethan’s chin, the binky long forgotten on the pillow beside him. Just when Ethan thought he couldn’t hold on any longer, Marcus pulled out, leaving him gasping and desperate.

“Daddy, please, I’m gonna—” Ethan’s words cut off in a strangled moan as Marcus reached down, turning the plug’s vibrations to the highest setting. The pleasure was blinding, and Ethan came hard, untouched, his cum shooting across his stomach in hot, messy spurts. His body trembled, wrists straining against the restraints as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through him.

Marcus chuckled darkly, turning off the plug but leaving it buried in Ethan’s ass. “Look at that. My baby boy came without permission. That’s gonna earn you a punishment later.” He leaned down, kissing Ethan roughly, tasting himself on his boy’s lips before pulling back to untie the restraints. “But first, Daddy’s gonna fuck you proper.”

He flipped Ethan onto his stomach, the plug shifting inside him with the movement, making him whimper. Marcus pulled it out slowly, replacing it almost instantly with the blunt head of his cock. Lubed and ready, he pushed in with one hard thrust, filling Ethan completely. The stretch was overwhelming, the raw heat of Marcus’s bare cock driving Ethan wild as he moaned into the pillow.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he set a brutal pace. Each thrust slammed into Ethan’s oversensitive prostate, dragging broken cries from his throat. Marcus leaned down, biting at Ethan’s shoulder, marking him as he fucked him into the mattress. “You’re mine, little boy. Every fucking inch of you.”

“Yes, Daddy, I’m yours,” Ethan sobbed, the mix of pain and pleasure pushing him toward another orgasm. Marcus reached around, wrapping a hand around Ethan’s cock, stroking him in time with his thrusts. It was too much—Ethan came again, his second release weaker but no less intense, his body shuddering beneath Marcus’s weight.

Marcus wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he growled, “Gonna fill you up, baby. Take Daddy’s cum.” With a final, deep thrust, he came, hot and thick inside Ethan, marking him in the most primal way. They collapsed together, panting, Marcus’s weight a comforting crush as he stayed buried inside for a long moment before pulling out.

Cum leaked from Ethan’s hole as Marcus rolled him onto his back, grabbing a fresh diaper from the stack nearby. “Time to get my boy cleaned and padded again,” he said, his tone softer now but still commanding. He wiped Ethan down with gentle care, taping the new diaper on with practiced ease, the crinkle of the plastic a humiliating reminder of his regression. But Ethan didn’t fight it—his body was spent, his mind floating in subspace as Marcus pulled him into his arms.

“Rest now, baby,” Marcus murmured, pressing the binky back into Ethan’s mouth. “Daddy’s got more lessons planned for tonight. You’re gonna learn to beg even prettier for me.”

Ethan suckled on the pacifier, his eyes heavy as arousal stirred faintly at the promise of more. Bound by Marcus’s control, diapered and owned, he drifted into a hazy sleep, already craving the next round of Daddy’s unyielding desires.


Chapter 8: Regressing Under His Command

Ethan stirred awake, the faint scent of baby powder and the crinkle of his thick, padded diaper grounding him in his submissive reality. His body ached deliciously from the night before, every muscle reminding him of Marcus’s unrelenting dominance. The older man, a towering figure of control at 38, had left no inch of Ethan’s 27-year-old frame untouched—physically or emotionally. Sunlight streamed through the curtains of Marcus’s bedroom, casting a warm glow over the nursery corner where a changing table, stacks of diapers, and an array of toys sat waiting. Ethan’s cock twitched beneath the crinkling plastic of his diaper at the mere thought of what today would bring.

“Morning, baby boy,” Marcus’s deep voice rumbled from the doorway. He stood there in a tight black T-shirt and jeans, his muscular frame a stark contrast to the soft, infantilizing role he played as Ethan’s Daddy. His dark eyes glinted with predatory intent, a smirk curling his lips as he crossed the room, a sippy cup in one hand and a small black bag in the other. “Did my little one sleep well after Daddy fucked him senseless last night?”

Ethan blushed, his cheeks burning as he nodded, the memories of Marcus’s thick cock pounding into him while he was bound to the changing table flooding back. “Y-yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, already slipping into the headspace Marcus demanded. The diaper around his hips felt heavier, a constant reminder of his regression, his loss of control—and fuck, it turned him on.

“Good boy.” Marcus set the sippy cup on the nightstand and unzipped the black bag, pulling out a set of leather wrist cuffs and a long, coiled enema tube with a bulbous nozzle. Ethan’s breath hitched, arousal and nervous anticipation coiling tight in his gut. “We’re going to start the day with a thorough cleaning, little one. Daddy needs his boy nice and empty before we play. And trust me, we’re going to play hard.”

Ethan squirmed on the bed, his diaper rustling loudly as his cock hardened against the soft padding. “Daddy, I—” he started, but Marcus cut him off with a firm hand on his thigh, pushing his legs apart.

“No talking unless I ask you a question, baby. You’re just a helpless little boy who needs Daddy to take care of everything, aren’t you?” Marcus’s tone was both soothing and commanding, sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. He nodded meekly, his heart racing as Marcus secured the leather cuffs around his wrists, attaching them to the headboard with a practiced ease that spoke of experience. Bound and helpless, Ethan felt his autonomy slip further away, replaced by a throbbing need for Marcus’s touch.

Marcus slid a pillow under Ethan’s hips, lifting his diapered ass into the air before carefully unfastening the tabs of the crinkling plastic. The cool air hit Ethan’s exposed skin, and he whimpered as Marcus spread his cheeks, inspecting him with a clinical precision that made Ethan’s cock leak pre-cum onto his stomach. “Such a dirty boy,” Marcus murmured, his voice dripping with mock disappointment. “We can’t have that. Let’s get you all cleaned out.”

Without warning, Marcus lubed up the enema nozzle with a generous dollop of cold gel, pressing it against Ethan’s tight hole. Ethan gasped, his body tensing as the thick tip breached him, stretching his sensitive rim. “Relax, baby,” Marcus cooed, his free hand rubbing soothing circles on Ethan’s thigh as he pushed the nozzle deeper. “Daddy’s going to fill you up nice and slow.”

The first rush of warm water made Ethan moan, the sensation of being filled so intimately both humiliating and intoxicating. Marcus worked the bulb, pumping more liquid into him, his eyes locked on Ethan’s face as he squirmed against the restraints. “That’s it, little one. Take it all for Daddy. You’re so fucking pretty when you’re helpless like this.” Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully, the pressure in his belly building alongside his arousal. When Marcus finally pulled the nozzle out, he replaced it with a small plug, trapping the water inside. “Hold it in, baby boy. Don’t you dare make a mess until I say so.”

Ethan whimpered, his body trembling with the effort to obey as Marcus leaned down, capturing his lips in a bruising kiss. The older man’s tongue dominated his mouth, claiming him as thoroughly as the plug claimed his ass. When Marcus pulled back, his hand wrapped around Ethan’s aching cock, stroking him through the torment of the enema. “You’re such a good boy for Daddy,” he growled, his thumb circling the slick tip. “Look at this needy little dick. You love being my baby, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Daddy!” Ethan cried out, his hips bucking into Marcus’s grip as the pressure inside him became unbearable. Just when he thought he’d lose control, Marcus removed the plug, guiding him to the bathroom with a firm hand. The relief was immediate, but the humiliation of being watched as he emptied himself under Marcus’s stern gaze only fueled Ethan’s desire further.

Back in the bedroom, freshly diapered and still bound, Ethan was a panting mess of need. Marcus stood over him, shedding his shirt to reveal the hard planes of his chest, his erection straining against his jeans. “You did so well, baby boy. Now Daddy’s going to reward you.” He pulled a thick, vibrating dildo from the black bag, coating it with lube as Ethan watched with wide, hungry eyes. “This is going to stretch that tight little hole of yours while I fuck your mouth. You ready?”

Ethan nodded eagerly, his mouth watering as Marcus unzipped his jeans, freeing his massive cock. The older man straddled Ethan’s chest, guiding the throbbing head to his lips. “Suck, baby,” Marcus commanded, and Ethan obeyed, taking him deep, gagging slightly as the thick shaft filled his throat. At the same time, Marcus reached back, lifting the edge of Ethan’s diaper to press the vibrating dildo against his hole. The toy buzzed to life, and Ethan moaned around Marcus’s cock as it pushed inside, stretching him wide.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Marcus groaned, his hips thrusting gently as he fucked Ethan’s mouth, the wet, sloppy sounds mixing with the hum of the vibrator. “Take Daddy’s cock while that toy opens you up. You’re such a slutty little boy, aren’t you?” Ethan could only whimper in response, his body overwhelmed by the dual sensations. The vibrator hit his prostate with every thrust, sending electric jolts of pleasure through him, while Marcus’s cock pulsed against his tongue, salty pre-cum dripping down his throat.

Marcus’s pace quickened, his grunts growing louder as he neared his climax. “I’m gonna come in that pretty mouth, baby. Swallow every fucking drop.” With a final, deep thrust, he spilled into Ethan, hot and thick, and Ethan choked down every bit, his own orgasm teetering on the edge as the vibrator mercilessly worked his ass. Marcus pulled out, wiping his cock on Ethan’s lips before sliding down his body, yanking the diaper aside to wrap his mouth around Ethan’s leaking dick.

“Daddy!” Ethan screamed, his hips bucking wildly as Marcus sucked him off with expert precision, the vibrator still buried deep. The pleasure was blinding, and within seconds, Ethan came hard, his cum shooting into Marcus’s mouth as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over him. Marcus swallowed it all, licking him clean before finally turning off the toy and pulling it free.

Panting and spent, Ethan lay there, wrists still bound, as Marcus cleaned him up with a warm wipe, re-diapering him with a tenderness that contrasted the raw intensity of their play. “Such a good boy,” Marcus murmured, kissing his forehead before uncuffing him. “But we’re not done yet. Daddy’s got more plans for his little one today.”

Hours later, after a forced nap in a crib with a pacifier gag strapped to his mouth, Ethan found himself bent over the changing table, his diaper pulled down to his thighs as Marcus stood behind him, lubing up his cock for another round. “You thought nap time meant rest, baby boy?” Marcus chuckled darkly, pressing the head of his dick against Ethan’s already-sensitive hole. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you raw while you’re still in your crinkly little diaper. Hold on tight.”

Ethan gripped the edge of the table, moaning as Marcus pushed in, the stretch burning deliciously as the older man bottomed out. The diaper rustled with every thrust, the plastic crinkling against Ethan’s skin, amplifying the humiliation and arousal. Marcus’s hands gripped his hips, pulling him back onto his cock with brutal force. “Fuck, baby, you’re so tight even after that toy. You love Daddy’s dick in your ass, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please, harder!” Ethan begged, his voice raw with need as Marcus obliged, pounding into him relentlessly. The friction of the diaper against his cock, combined with the punishing rhythm of Marcus’s thrusts, sent Ethan spiraling toward another orgasm. He came with a choked sob, spilling into the padding of his diaper as Marcus groaned, emptying himself deep inside Ethan’s ass with a final, shuddering thrust.

Collapsing against the table, Ethan felt Marcus pull out, the older man’s cum dripping down his thighs as he was gently cleaned and re-diapered. “You’re mine, little boy,” Marcus whispered, pulling Ethan into his arms. “Every inch of you belongs to Daddy.”

Ethan nodded, exhausted but sated, his body and mind fully surrendered to Marcus’s command. Whatever came next, he knew he’d take it—crinkles, cuffs, and all.


Chapter 9: His Rules, My Heart

Ethan stirred in the soft, crinkly embrace of his diaper, the thick padding pressing against his skin as a constant reminder of his submission. The morning light filtered through the curtains of Marcus’s bedroom, casting a warm glow over the crib-like bed where Ethan had spent the night. At 27, Ethan had never felt more vulnerable—or more aroused—than he did under Marcus’s ironclad control. The 32-year-old Daddy figure loomed large in his mind, a tower of dominance and care that made Ethan’s cock twitch even now, hours after their last intense session.

“Morning, little boy,” Marcus’s deep voice rumbled as he entered the room, his broad frame filling the doorway. He wore a tight black t-shirt and jeans, his muscular arms crossed over his chest, a smirk playing on his lips as he eyed Ethan. “Did my naughty boy sleep well in his soggy diaper?”

Ethan’s cheeks flushed hot, the humiliation sending a jolt straight to his groin. He shifted, feeling the damp bulk between his legs, the result of Marcus’s strict “no potty” rule from the night before. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, his hands instinctively reaching to cover himself despite the futility.

Marcus chuckled, stepping closer and pulling Ethan’s hands away with ease. “No hiding from Daddy. Let’s see how messy my boy is.” He reached down, his thick fingers tugging at the tabs of the diaper, peeling it open with a loud crinkle. The cool air hit Ethan’s exposed skin, and he whimpered as Marcus’s gaze raked over him, his cock already half-hard from the sheer embarrassment. “Look at this. Soaked through. You really are a helpless little thing, aren’t you?”

Before Ethan could respond, Marcus’s hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly but firmly, the grip sending sparks of pleasure-pain through Ethan’s body. “D-Daddy, please,” he gasped, hips bucking involuntarily into the touch.

“Please what, baby boy? Use your words,” Marcus teased, his thumb circling the tip of Ethan’s cock, smearing precum over the sensitive head.

“Please… touch me more,” Ethan begged, his voice trembling as he surrendered to the need burning inside him.

Marcus grinned, a predatory glint in his eyes. “Good boy. But first, we’ve got rules to go over. Daddy’s rules. And if you break them, there’ll be consequences.” He released Ethan’s cock, leaving him aching and desperate, and reached for something on the nightstand—a sleek black paddle with the word “Naughty” etched into the leather. Ethan’s breath hitched, anticipation and fear mingling with raw arousal.

“Rule one,” Marcus began, his voice stern as he dragged the paddle lightly over Ethan’s bare thighs, “you don’t touch yourself without Daddy’s permission. Ever. This—” he tapped Ethan’s throbbing erection with the paddle, making him yelp, “—belongs to me. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Ethan whimpered, his body trembling under the weight of Marcus’s authority.

“Rule two,” Marcus continued, his hand sliding down to cup Ethan’s balls, squeezing just hard enough to make him squirm, “you wear what I tell you to wear. Diapers, onesies, whatever Daddy picks. No arguments. Got it?”

“Y-Yes, Daddy,” Ethan managed, his voice breaking as Marcus’s fingers tightened briefly before letting go.

“And rule three,” Marcus said, his tone darkening as he leaned in close, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear, “you obey every command, no matter how embarrassing. If I tell you to crawl, you crawl. If I tell you to beg, you beg. And if I tell you to take a punishment—” he smacked the paddle against Ethan’s inner thigh, the sharp sting making him cry out, “—you take it like a good boy. Clear?”

“Crystal, Daddy,” Ethan gasped, his cock now fully hard, dripping with need as the pain mixed with pleasure in a heady cocktail.

“Good.” Marcus set the paddle aside and pulled Ethan up, positioning him on all fours on the bed. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up before we play. Can’t have my boy all messy for what’s next.” He disappeared for a moment, returning with an enema kit that made Ethan’s stomach twist with equal parts dread and excitement.

“Daddy, no, please,” Ethan protested weakly, even as his body betrayed him, his erection pulsing at the thought of the invasive, intimate act.

“No arguments,” Marcus snapped, lubing up the nozzle with a generous amount of slick gel. “Spread your cheeks, baby boy. Show Daddy that tight little hole.”

Ethan’s hands shook as he reached back, parting himself for Marcus, the humiliation burning through him as he felt the cool tip of the nozzle press against his entrance. Marcus didn’t hesitate, sliding it in with a slow, deliberate push, making Ethan moan at the intrusion. “That’s it, take it for Daddy,” Marcus murmured, his free hand stroking Ethan’s back as he began to release the warm liquid inside.

The sensation was overwhelming—fullness, pressure, and a deep, primal arousal that made Ethan’s cock throb painfully. “Daddy, it’s too much,” he whined, even as his hips rocked back, craving more.

“You can handle it,” Marcus growled, filling him until Ethan was squirming, desperate for relief. Only then did he pull the nozzle out, replacing it with a thick plug to keep everything in. “Hold it, boy. Don’t you dare let go until I say.”

Ethan nodded, tears of strain and need pricking his eyes as Marcus flipped him onto his back, securing his wrists to the headboard with soft cuffs. The plug shifted inside him, pressing against sensitive spots, and he couldn’t hold back a moan as Marcus peeled off his own shirt, revealing a chiseled chest dusted with dark hair. “Look at you, all tied up and desperate,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with lust as he straddled Ethan’s hips, grinding his clothed erection against Ethan’s bare one.

“Daddy, fuck me, please,” Ethan begged, the plug and the enema driving him to the edge, his body screaming for release.

“Not yet, baby boy,” Marcus teased, reaching for a vibrating cock ring from the nightstand. He slid it down Ethan’s shaft, the tight fit making him hiss, and turned it on, the low buzz sending shockwaves through him. “First, you’re gonna come just like this, with Daddy watching every twitch of that pretty cock.”

The vibration was torture, relentless, and combined with the fullness in his ass, Ethan was spiraling fast. Marcus leaned down, capturing his mouth in a bruising kiss, tongue dominating every inch as Ethan moaned into it, his orgasm building like a tidal wave. “Come for Daddy,” Marcus whispered against his lips, and that was all it took—Ethan’s body seized, cum shooting across his stomach in thick, hot spurts, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“Good boy,” Marcus praised, turning off the ring and wiping Ethan clean with a soft cloth before finally releasing the plug. The relief was immediate, and after a quick cleanup, Marcus returned, his own jeans now gone, his massive cock hard and ready. “Now, let’s see how well you follow rule three.”

He unbound Ethan’s wrists, flipping him onto his stomach and pulling his hips up. “Ass in the air, baby boy. Daddy’s gonna fuck you raw.” The words sent a shiver down Ethan’s spine as Marcus lubed himself up, the slick sound filling the room before the blunt head of his cock pressed against Ethan’s hole.

There was no gentleness, just pure, primal need as Marcus thrust in, stretching Ethan wide, filling him to the brim. “Fuck, so tight,” Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he set a punishing pace, each thrust slamming into Ethan’s prostate, making him see stars.

“Daddy, harder!” Ethan cried, pushing back into every brutal thrust, the crinkle of a fresh diaper waiting on the nightstand a reminder of what would come after—more regression, more submission. The thought alone pushed him over the edge again, his second orgasm ripping through him without warning, his cock untouched, just from Marcus’s relentless fucking.

Marcus growled, his own release following, hot cum flooding Ethan’s insides as he collapsed forward, pinning Ethan beneath him. They stayed like that for a moment, panting, before Marcus pulled out, rolling Ethan onto his back and grabbing the fresh diaper. “Time to get my boy all snug again,” he said, sliding the thick padding under Ethan’s hips and taping it shut, the bulk pressing against his spent cock, reigniting a faint spark of arousal.

“Daddy’s rules,” Marcus murmured, kissing Ethan’s forehead, “and my heart. You’re mine, little boy. Don’t ever forget it.”

Ethan nodded, exhaustion and satisfaction warring within him as he nestled into Marcus’s chest, the diaper crinkling with every move. “Yes, Daddy. Always yours.”

The day was just beginning, and Ethan knew more rules—and more punishments—awaited. But under Marcus’s control, he’d never felt more alive.


Chapter 10: The Crib of Confession

Ethan stirred in the crib-like bed, the soft crinkle of his thick, padded diaper beneath him sending a shiver of shameful arousal through his body. The pastel blue bars of the crib loomed around him, a constant reminder of his forced regression under Marcus’s iron control. At 27, Ethan had never felt so vulnerable—or so turned on. The scent of baby powder and the faint musk of his own submission clung to the air, mixing with the lingering heat of last night’s intense encounter with Marcus, his 32-year-old Daddy Dom, who had fucked him into a whimpering mess while reinforcing the rules of their dynamic.

The bedroom door creaked open, and Marcus stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway. He wore a tight black tee and jeans, his dark eyes glinting with authority and raw hunger as they raked over Ethan’s diapered form. “Morning, little boy,” Marcus growled, his voice a low rumble that made Ethan’s cock twitch beneath the crinkly plastic. “Did you sleep well in Daddy’s crib, or were you too busy dreaming of being my naughty slut?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his body betrayed him, his erection straining painfully against the diaper’s confines. “I—I slept okay, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, the role of the helpless little boy slipping over him like a second skin. Marcus smirked, stepping closer, his boots heavy on the hardwood floor.

“Looks like someone’s already hard for Daddy,” Marcus said, reaching over the crib bars to tug at the diaper’s tabs. The sound of the adhesive ripping echoed in the quiet room, and Ethan gasped as cool air hit his throbbing cock, already leaking precum. Marcus chuckled darkly, his fingers brushing over the sensitive tip, smearing the slickness down Ethan’s shaft. “Such a dirty boy, getting wet just from waking up in your diaper. You need Daddy to take care of that, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Ethan whimpered, his hips bucking instinctively into Marcus’s rough hand. The humiliation of being exposed like this, diaper peeled back like a child being changed, only made him harder. Marcus’s grip tightened, stroking him with deliberate slowness, drawing out every shudder and moan.

“Not yet, baby boy,” Marcus said, pulling his hand away just as Ethan teetered on the edge. “Daddy’s got a confession to hear first. You’ve been hiding something, haven’t you? Something naughty you did without permission.” His tone was sharp, cutting through the haze of lust, and Ethan’s stomach dropped. He knew exactly what Marcus meant—he’d touched himself two days ago in the bathroom, desperate for release, breaking one of Daddy’s cardinal rules.

“I—I didn’t mean to, Daddy,” Ethan whispered, his voice trembling as Marcus loomed over him, unbuckling his belt with a menacing clink. “I just… I couldn’t help it.”

Marcus’s eyes darkened, and he pulled the belt free, doubling it over in his hand. “Couldn’t help it? Little boys who can’t control themselves get punished, Ethan. And then Daddy makes it all better… if you’re good.” He gestured to the changing table across the room, a padded surface equipped with restraints and a shelf of toys and supplies. “Get over there. Now.”

Ethan scrambled out of the crib, his bare legs trembling as he shuffled to the table, the diaper sagging awkwardly around his hips. Marcus didn’t bother fixing it, instead pushing him face-down onto the cold vinyl surface and securing his wrists and ankles with the leather straps. The position left Ethan’s ass exposed, the diaper pulled down just enough to bare his cheeks while still crinkling mockingly around his thighs. His cock pressed against the table, trapped and aching, as Marcus stepped behind him.

“You’re gonna tell Daddy exactly what you did, and then you’re taking your punishment,” Marcus said, his voice a low growl. He dragged the belt lightly over Ethan’s ass, the leather teasing his skin, making him clench in anticipation. “Start talking, boy.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, shame and arousal warring in his chest as he confessed. “I… I touched myself in the bathroom. I was so hard, Daddy, I couldn’t wait. I came thinking about you fucking me.” His voice broke on the last word, and Marcus let out a dark chuckle.

“Dirty little slut,” he murmured, and without warning, the belt cracked down across Ethan’s ass. The sharp sting made him cry out, his body jerking against the restraints, but the heat that bloomed in its wake only made his cock throb harder. Marcus delivered three more strikes, each one punctuated by a grunt of approval, until Ethan’s ass was red and burning, tears pricking his eyes.

“Good boy for confessing,” Marcus said, setting the belt aside. His rough hands massaged the tender flesh, spreading the heat, and Ethan moaned, the mix of pain and care driving him wild. “But we’re not done. Daddy’s got a special punishment to make sure you remember who owns this body.”

Ethan heard the snap of a glove and the squelch of lube, his heart racing as Marcus’s fingers probed between his cheeks, slick and insistent. “Relax, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, pushing one finger inside, then two, stretching him with ruthless efficiency. Ethan whimpered, the intrusion rough but so fucking good, his cock leaking onto the table beneath him. Then came the cold tip of something larger—a nozzle. His eyes widened as realization hit.

“Daddy’s giving you an enema, little one,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with dominance. “Gonna clean you out for breaking the rules, and you’re gonna take it like a good boy.” He pushed the nozzle deeper, and warm liquid began to fill Ethan, the pressure building fast. Ethan squirmed, the sensation overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and perverse arousal as his belly swelled slightly, the diaper crinkling with every helpless twitch.

“Please, Daddy,” he gasped, not sure if he was begging for it to stop or for more. Marcus’s free hand reached under him, stroking his cock through the diaper’s front, the friction maddening against the fullness inside.

“Hold it, baby,” Marcus growled, pumping the last of the solution in before pulling the nozzle free. “You’re not done until Daddy says so.” He unstrapped Ethan, guiding him to a corner of the room with a plastic-lined mat, the diaper still sagging around his hips. “Squat there and let it go. Show Daddy how sorry you are.”

The humiliation burned through Ethan as he obeyed, squatting awkwardly, the release coming in a rush as Marcus watched with a predatory gaze. Every second of it made his cock ache, the degradation somehow twisting into raw desire. When it was over, Marcus pulled him up, wiping him down with a warm cloth before fastening a fresh, thick diaper around his hips.

“Now, let’s make it better,” Marcus said, his tone softening but still edged with lust. He led Ethan back to the crib, pushing him down onto the mattress and climbing in after him, the bars creaking under their combined weight. Marcus stripped off his shirt, revealing his muscled chest, and shoved his jeans down just enough to free his massive, hard cock. Ethan’s mouth watered, his body already aching for what was coming.

Marcus straddled him, pinning Ethan’s wrists above his head with one hand while guiding his cock to Ethan’s lips with the other. “Suck Daddy off, baby boy,” he ordered, and Ethan obeyed instantly, taking the thick length into his mouth, tasting the salty precum as he swirled his tongue around the tip. Marcus groaned, thrusting shallowly, fucking Ethan’s face with controlled power. The diaper crinkled beneath Ethan as he squirmed, desperate for more, his own cock throbbing painfully.

“Good boy,” Marcus panted, pulling out with a wet pop. He moved down, tearing at the diaper tabs again to expose Ethan’s leaking erection. Without warning, he flipped Ethan onto his stomach, spreading his legs and slicking his hole with more lube. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you so hard you’ll never forget who you belong to.”

The blunt head of Marcus’s cock pressed against him, pushing in slow at first, stretching him open with a burn that made Ethan moan into the mattress. Marcus didn’t hold back, thrusting deep and hard, each stroke hitting that spot inside that made Ethan see stars. The crib rocked with their movements, the crinkle of the diaper under Ethan’s hips a constant reminder of his submission as Marcus pounded into him, grunting with every brutal thrust.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” Marcus growled, gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise. He reached around, stroking Ethan’s cock in time with his thrusts, the dual sensation pushing Ethan over the edge. He came with a choked scream, spilling hot and sticky into Marcus’s hand, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed through him.

Marcus wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic before he buried himself deep, unloading with a guttural groan, filling Ethan with his heat. They collapsed together, panting, the air thick with the scent of sex and baby powder, the crib bars a silent witness to their raw connection.

After a moment, Marcus pulled out, cleaning them both with gentle wipes before securing a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips. “You’re mine, little boy,” he murmured, kissing Ethan’s forehead, the tenderness a stark contrast to the intensity of moments before. “No more secrets. Daddy takes care of everything.”

Ethan nodded, curling into Marcus’s chest, the diaper a comforting weight as exhaustion took over. He knew this was only the beginning of their day—more rules, more punishments, more of Daddy’s relentless care. And he craved every second of it.


Chapter 11: Pleading for Daddy's Touch

The morning light filtered through the pastel curtains of the nursery, casting soft hues over the crib where Ethan lay, his body still tingling from last night’s brutal yet intoxicating punishment. At 27, he was a grown man, yet under Marcus’s control, he felt reduced to a whimpering, needy little boy. His thick diaper crinkled beneath him, a constant reminder of his submission, and the lingering soreness from the belt spanking and enema made him squirm with a mix of discomfort and arousal. His cock twitched against the padded confines, already half-hard at the memory of Marcus’s rough hands and stern voice.

Marcus, 32 and exuding raw dominance, stood in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space. He wore a tight black T-shirt and jeans, his arms crossed, eyes glinting with a predatory hunger as he watched Ethan. “Morning, baby boy,” he drawled, his voice low and dangerous. “Did my naughty little one sleep well after his lesson?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, his voice small. “Y-yes, Daddy. I… I’m sorry for being bad.” His eyes darted to Marcus’s belt, still hanging on the crib’s rail from last night, and a shiver ran through him, his erection growing despite the shame.

Marcus stepped closer, leaning over the crib bars, his gaze pinning Ethan in place. “Sorry isn’t enough, sweetheart. Daddy needs to make sure you’ve really learned.” He reached down, his rough fingers brushing over Ethan’s cheek before trailing down to the tabs of his diaper. “Let’s see how wet my little boy is already.”

Ethan whimpered as Marcus tugged the tabs open with a loud rip, exposing his throbbing cock to the cool air. The older man’s smirk widened as he saw the precum already beading at the tip. “Fuck, baby, you’re dripping for Daddy already. You love being my helpless little slut, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Ethan gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as Marcus’s calloused fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking slow and deliberate. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through his core, but Marcus’s grip tightened, almost painfully, a reminder of who was in charge.

“Not yet,” Marcus growled, pulling his hand away just as Ethan’s breaths grew ragged. “You don’t get to cum until I say so. First, we’re gonna play a little game.” He turned, grabbing a small black bag from the nursery dresser, and Ethan’s heart raced with anticipation and dread. From the bag, Marcus pulled out a set of soft Velcro cuffs and a sleek, curved butt plug, its surface gleaming with lube he’d already applied.

“Daddy, please…” Ethan’s voice was a desperate whine, but his cock throbbed harder at the sight. Marcus ignored his plea, lifting Ethan’s legs with ease and securing the cuffs around his ankles, attaching them to the crib bars so his knees were bent and his ass was exposed. The position left him utterly vulnerable, his diaper pushed down to his thighs, his hole twitching under Marcus’s intense stare.

“Look at that pretty little ass,” Marcus murmured, his voice thick with lust as he ran a finger over Ethan’s entrance, teasing the tight ring of muscle. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up, baby boy. You’re gonna take this plug like a good slut while I decide if you’ve earned my cock.”

Ethan moaned, his head falling back against the crib mattress as Marcus pressed the lubed tip of the plug against him. The stretch burned at first, a delicious ache that made his toes curl, and Marcus took his time, pushing it in inch by inch, watching Ethan’s face contort with pleasure and pain. “That’s it, take it for Daddy,” he cooed, his free hand reaching down to stroke Ethan’s leaking cock, keeping him on the edge but never letting him tip over.

When the plug was fully seated, nestled deep inside him, Ethan was a panting mess, his body trembling with need. The fullness was maddening, pressing against his prostate with every slight movement, and the diaper still bunched around his thighs only heightened the humiliation. Marcus leaned down, his lips brushing Ethan’s ear as he whispered, “You look so fucking hot like this, baby. All tied up, plugged, and desperate for me. Beg for it. Beg for Daddy’s touch.”

“Please, Daddy,” Ethan sobbed, his voice breaking with desperation. “Please touch me, fuck me, anything. I need you so bad. I’ll be good, I swear!”

Marcus chuckled darkly, straightening up to strip off his shirt, revealing the hard planes of his chest and the trail of dark hair leading down to his jeans. He unbuckled his belt slowly, the sound making Ethan’s breath hitch, and shoved his pants down just enough to free his thick, hard cock. It bobbed heavily, the tip glistening with precum, and Ethan’s mouth watered at the sight.

“You want this?” Marcus teased, stroking himself lazily as he towered over the crib. “Then show Daddy how much you need it. Suck me off, baby boy.”

With a flick of his wrist, Marcus released one of Ethan’s ankle cuffs, guiding him to sit up awkwardly, still plugged and diapered. Ethan’s hands shook as Marcus grabbed a fistful of his hair, pulling him forward until his lips brushed the hot, velvety tip of Marcus’s cock. The musky scent filled his senses, and he opened his mouth eagerly, taking Marcus in as deep as he could. The older man groaned, his grip tightening in Ethan’s hair as he thrust shallowly, fucking his mouth with slow, deliberate movements.

“Fuck, that’s it, baby,” Marcus rasped, his hips rocking faster. “Suck Daddy’s cock like the needy little whore you are. You love this, don’t you? Tied up, plugged, and choking on me while your diaper’s still on.”

Ethan moaned around him, the vibrations making Marcus curse under his breath. The plug shifted inside him with every bob of his head, rubbing against his prostate and driving him insane with need. His own cock throbbed painfully, untouched, as Marcus used his mouth, his thrusts growing rougher until Ethan gagged, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes.

Just when Ethan thought he couldn’t take more, Marcus pulled out with a wet pop, his chest heaving. “Not yet,” he growled, pushing Ethan back down onto the mattress and re-securing his ankle. “I wanna cum inside that tight little ass of yours.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus climbed into the crib, the frame creaking under his weight. He tugged the diaper fully off now, tossing it aside, and carefully eased the plug out, making Ethan whimper at the sudden emptiness. But it didn’t last long—Marcus slicked his cock with more lube, positioning himself between Ethan’s spread legs, the tip nudging against his stretched hole.

“Beg for it one more time,” Marcus commanded, his voice rough with restraint.

“Please, Daddy, fuck me,” Ethan cried, his body arching up as much as the cuffs allowed. “I need your cock so bad. Fill me up, please!”

Marcus didn’t make him wait. With a deep groan, he pushed in, the thick length stretching Ethan wide, the burn morphing into blinding pleasure as he bottomed out. Ethan’s cry was raw, his hands gripping the crib bars as Marcus set a punishing pace, each thrust slamming into his prostate and making stars burst behind his eyes. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the nursery, mingled with Ethan’s desperate moans and Marcus’s guttural curses.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” Marcus panted, one hand reaching down to stroke Ethan’s cock in time with his thrusts. “Cum for Daddy. Let me feel you clench around me.”

The permission was all Ethan needed. With a choked scream, he came hard, his cock pulsing in Marcus’s grip, hot spurts of cum splattering across his stomach and chest. His inner walls clamped down on Marcus, drawing a ragged moan from the older man as he followed, his hips stuttering as he spilled deep inside Ethan, marking him in the most primal way.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, Marcus’s weight pressing Ethan into the mattress, his softening cock still buried inside. Finally, Marcus pulled out, a trickle of cum leaking from Ethan’s abused hole, and he smirked, swiping it up with a finger and pushing it back in. “Keep that in, baby boy. Daddy’s not done with you yet.”

Ethan shivered, overstimulated but still craving more as Marcus uncuffed him, rubbing his wrists gently before pulling him into a tight embrace. “You did so good, sweetheart,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to Ethan’s sweaty forehead. “But we’re not finished. Daddy’s got one more game for today.”

From the black bag, Marcus produced a small enema kit, and Ethan’s eyes widened, a mix of fear and arousal flooding him again. “You’ve been such a good boy taking my cock,” Marcus said, his tone deceptively sweet. “But I need to clean you out before we play again. Can’t have my baby boy all messy inside, can we?”

Ethan swallowed hard, nodding meekly as Marcus prepped the kit, the promise of further humiliation and pleasure already making his spent cock twitch. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered, surrendering completely as Marcus positioned him on all fours, the enema nozzle cold against his skin.

The liquid filled him slowly, the pressure building as Marcus cooed degrading encouragements, his hand rubbing Ethan’s lower back. “That’s it, take it all for Daddy. You’re gonna be so full, just like a good little boy should be.” Ethan moaned, the sensation overwhelming, his body trembling with the perverse thrill of it all.

As the enema did its work, Marcus’s hand slipped between Ethan’s legs, teasing his cock back to hardness, ensuring the cycle of submission and desire continued unbroken. Ethan knew he was utterly lost to this dynamic, to Marcus’s control, and as he pleaded once more for Daddy’s touch, he wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 12: Naptime Turns Naughty

The nursery was a soft pastel prison, its walls adorned with cartoon bears and fluffy clouds, a stark contrast to the raw, pulsing heat that lingered in the air after their last encounter. Ethan, still reeling from the intensity of Marcus’s dominance, felt the crinkle of his thick, padded diaper under the pastel blue onesie Marcus had forced him into. The 27-year-old’s cheeks burned with a mix of humiliation and aching desire, his cock already half-hard against the crinkly barrier as Marcus’s commanding presence filled the room.

“Time for a nap, little boy,” Marcus growled, his deep voice sending shivers down Ethan’s spine. The 32-year-old towered over him, his muscular frame barely contained by a tight black t-shirt and jeans, a smirk playing on his lips as he adjusted the cuffs still binding Ethan’s wrists to the sides of the crib. “Daddy’s gotta make sure his naughty boy gets some rest… but only after we play a little.”

Ethan whimpered, his body betraying him as his hips squirmed involuntarily, the diaper rubbing against his growing erection. “Please, Daddy… I-I’m not tired,” he stammered, knowing full well that resistance only fueled Marcus’s hunger to dominate.

“Oh, you’ll be tired when I’m done with you,” Marcus purred, his dark eyes glinting with sadistic promise. He reached into a drawer beside the crib, pulling out a small bottle of lube and a sleek, black vibrating butt plug, its surface gleaming under the nursery’s soft light. “But first, Daddy’s gonna make sure you’re nice and full for naptime.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus snapped open the onesie’s crotch, the cool air hitting his skin before the older man tugged the tabs of the diaper aside with deliberate slowness. The exposure made Ethan’s cock twitch, already leaking precum onto his belly as Marcus coated his fingers with lube, his gaze locked on Ethan’s trembling form. “Spread those legs, baby boy. Don’t make Daddy ask twice.”

Obeying instantly, Ethan parted his thighs, feeling utterly vulnerable as Marcus’s slick fingers circled his tight hole, teasing the sensitive rim before pushing in with a rough thrust. A gasp tore from Ethan’s lips, his bound wrists straining against the cuffs as Marcus worked him open, adding a second finger and scissoring them with punishing precision. “Fuck, Daddy—oh god, please,” Ethan moaned, his voice breaking as pleasure and pain mingled in a delicious haze.

“That’s it, take it like a good little slut,” Marcus rasped, his free hand reaching down to palm his own bulging cock through his jeans. He pumped his fingers deeper, curling them to hit Ethan’s prostate, drawing out a desperate cry as Ethan’s hips bucked uncontrollably. “You’re so fucking tight, baby. Gonna stretch you nice and wide for this plug.”

Withdrawing his fingers, Marcus grabbed the butt plug, coating it generously with lube before pressing the tapered tip against Ethan’s quivering entrance. “Relax, or this is gonna hurt more than you want,” he warned, his tone dripping with dark arousal as he pushed the toy in inch by agonizing inch. Ethan’s body tensed, a choked sob escaping as the widest part breached him, stretching him to his limit before it settled snugly inside, the base pressing against his sensitive skin.

“Fuck, look at you, taking it so well,” Marcus groaned, flicking the switch on the plug to a low vibration. The sudden buzz sent a jolt through Ethan’s core, his cock throbbing painfully against the open diaper as he writhed in the crib. “But we’re not done yet, little boy. Daddy’s got more for you.”

Marcus climbed into the crib, straddling Ethan’s hips as he unzipped his jeans, freeing his massive, rock-hard cock. The sight of it—thick, veiny, and already glistening with precum—made Ethan’s mouth water, even as his ass clenched around the vibrating plug. “Suck Daddy off, baby,” Marcus ordered, gripping Ethan’s hair and guiding his head forward despite the bound wrists. “Show me how much you want to be a good boy.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate, his lips parting eagerly as Marcus thrust into his mouth, the salty taste of precum coating his tongue. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard as Marcus fucked his face with brutal rhythm, grunting with pleasure as Ethan gagged around his girth. “Fuck, that’s it, choke on Daddy’s cock,” Marcus snarled, his grip tightening in Ethan’s hair as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of his throat.

Tears streamed down Ethan’s face, but the humiliation only fueled his arousal, his own cock aching as the plug’s vibrations intensified. Marcus must have noticed, because he reached down, wrapping a rough hand around Ethan’s shaft and stroking in time with his thrusts. “Gonna cum for Daddy while you suck me off?” he taunted, his voice thick with lust. “Do it, baby boy. Cum all over yourself like the pathetic little mess you are.”

The words pushed Ethan over the edge, his orgasm ripping through him with blinding force. Hot, sticky cum spurted across his belly, dripping into the diaper as he moaned around Marcus’s cock, the vibrations and Marcus’s hand dragging out every shuddering wave. Marcus wasn’t far behind, pulling out just in time to paint Ethan’s face with thick ropes of cum, marking him as his own with a possessive growl. “Mine, fucking mine,” he panted, smearing the mess across Ethan’s lips with his thumb.

But Marcus wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. He wiped his cock on Ethan’s cheek before stepping back, his gaze dark and predatory as he pulled out a small enema kit from the drawer. “Naptime means a clean little boy,” he said, his smirk wicked as he filled the bulb with warm water. “And Daddy’s gonna make sure you’re spotless inside and out.”

Ethan’s heart raced, a mix of dread and twisted excitement flooding him as Marcus repositioned him, uncuffing one wrist only to flip him onto his stomach, ass in the air. The diaper was fully peeled away now, leaving him exposed as Marcus lubed the enema nozzle and pressed it against his already-stretched hole. “Hold still, baby,” Marcus murmured, his voice deceptively gentle as he squeezed the bulb, flooding Ethan’s insides with warm liquid.

The sensation was overwhelming, a strange, full pressure that made Ethan squirm and whimper into the crib mattress. “Daddy, it’s too much,” he whined, but Marcus only chuckled, massaging his lower back as he administered another squeeze. “You’ll take it all, and you’ll thank me for it,” he said, his free hand reaching under to tease Ethan’s oversensitive cock, already stirring again despite the recent climax. “Look at you, getting hard again while Daddy cleans you out. Such a dirty little boy.”

Once the enema was done, Marcus pulled the nozzle free, quickly replacing it with the plug to keep the liquid inside. “Hold it in until Daddy says,” he ordered, the vibrations starting again as he smacked Ethan’s ass hard enough to leave a stinging red mark. The combination of fullness, vibration, and pain had Ethan teetering on the edge again, his moans muffled into the sheets as Marcus flipped him back over, spreading his legs wide.

“Look at that pretty little cock, all hard for Daddy again,” Marcus growled, shedding his jeans completely as he positioned himself between Ethan’s thighs. He pulled the plug out with a wet pop, ignoring Ethan’s desperate plea to release the enema as he lined up his thick cock with Ethan’s dripping hole. “Gonna fuck you full, baby boy. Gonna make you scream.”

The first thrust was brutal, Marcus bottoming out in one rough push as Ethan cried out, the pressure of the enema and the stretch of Marcus’s cock nearly breaking him. But the pain melted into searing pleasure as Marcus set a punishing pace, pounding into him with raw, animalistic need. “Fuck, you’re so tight, so fucking perfect,” Marcus grunted, leaning down to bite at Ethan’s neck, marking him with hickeys as he fucked him senseless.

“Daddy, please—gonna—fuck, I can’t hold it,” Ethan sobbed, torn between the need to release and the overwhelming pleasure of Marcus’s cock hitting his prostate with every thrust. Marcus only smirked, reaching down to pinch Ethan’s nipples through the onesie, twisting hard enough to make him yelp. “Cum for Daddy first, then you can let go,” he commanded, his own voice strained as his thrusts grew erratic.

Ethan shattered again, his second orgasm even more intense as cum splattered between them, his body convulsing around Marcus’s cock. The older man followed with a guttural roar, spilling deep inside Ethan with hot, pulsing bursts, claiming him in the most primal way. Only then did Marcus pull out, quickly guiding Ethan to release the enema in a nearby basin, the relief mingling with lingering arousal as Marcus cleaned him up with rough, possessive touches.

Finally, Marcus rediapered him, the fresh padding a humiliating reminder of his submission as he cuffed Ethan’s wrists back to the crib. “Now, naptime, little boy,” he said, kissing Ethan’s forehead with a deceptive tenderness. “Dream of Daddy’s cock, and how much more you’ll take when you wake up.”

Ethan’s eyes fluttered shut, exhaustion and satisfaction warring within him as Marcus’s promise echoed in his mind. Naptime might be over soon, but the games were far from finished.


Chapter 13: His Voice, My Weakness

The nursery was dim, the soft glow of a nightlight casting pastel shadows across the crib where I lay, still buzzing from the raw intensity of what Marcus had done to me earlier. My body ached in the best way, my skin marked by his grip, my diaper heavy and wet beneath the crinkling plastic of my onesie. I was 28, a grown man, but under Marcus’s control, I was his little boy, utterly helpless to resist the twisted, erotic pull of his dominance. His voice alone could unravel me, and I knew the moment I heard it again, I’d be lost.

The door creaked open, and there he was—Marcus, all 6’3” of him, his broad shoulders filling the frame, his dark eyes glinting with a hunger that made my cock twitch despite my exhaustion. At 32, he was pure authority, a Daddy who knew exactly how to break me down and build me back up in his image. “Did my naughty boy get any rest?” he drawled, his voice a low, gravelly purr that sent shivers down my spine.

I squirmed in the crib, the wet diaper rubbing against my sensitive skin, the humiliation of it mixing with a desperate, aching need. “I… I tried, Daddy,” I stammered, my voice small, regressed, just the way he liked it.

“Tried isn’t good enough, Ethan,” he said, stepping closer, his boots heavy on the nursery floor. He reached into the crib, his large hand cupping my cheek, thumb brushing over my lower lip. “You know what happens when you don’t listen. Daddy has to remind you who’s in charge.”

My breath hitched as he unzipped my onesie with a slow, deliberate drag, exposing the thick, soaked diaper underneath. His eyes darkened with lust as he ran a finger along the waistband, the plastic crinkling loudly in the quiet room. “Look at this mess,” he growled. “Such a dirty little boy. You need Daddy to clean you up… and punish you for being so helpless.”

Before I could respond, he lifted me out of the crib with effortless strength, setting me on the changing table. The cold surface made me gasp, but Marcus’s hands were hot as they stripped off the onesie entirely, leaving me in just the diaper. He didn’t remove it right away, though. Instead, he leaned down, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered, “You’re gonna take everything I give you, baby boy. No whining. No fighting. Just surrender.”

I nodded, my cock already hardening beneath the wet padding, the mix of shame and arousal making my head spin. Marcus grabbed a pair of padded cuffs from a nearby drawer, securing my wrists to the sides of the changing table, rendering me completely vulnerable. “Good boy,” he murmured, his voice dripping with control as he finally peeled the tabs of the diaper away, exposing my throbbing erection to the cool air.

“Fuck, look at you,” he said, his tone raw with desire. “Hard and leaking for Daddy already.” He didn’t waste time, grabbing a bottle of lube from the shelf and slicking his fingers. Without warning, he pushed two inside me, stretching me open with rough, purposeful thrusts. I moaned, my hips bucking against the restraints, the burn mixing with pleasure as he worked me open.

“You like that, don’t you?” he taunted, adding a third finger, fucking me deeper, his other hand wrapping around my cock and stroking in time with his thrusts. “You’re such a slut for Daddy’s touch, even when you’re in a dirty diaper. Pathetic.”

The degradation hit me hard, my orgasm building fast under his relentless pace. “Daddy, please,” I whimpered, my voice breaking. “I’m gonna—”

“Not yet,” he barked, pulling his fingers out and leaving me empty, aching. He smirked at my desperate whine, reaching for a thick, black plug from the drawer—a toy he knew I both craved and feared. “You don’t get to cum until I say so. First, you’re gonna take this like a good boy.”

He lubed the plug, its girth intimidating as he pressed it against my hole. “Relax, Ethan,” he ordered, his voice that intoxicating mix of command and care. Slowly, he pushed it in, the stretch making me gasp and writhe against the cuffs, but Marcus held me down with one firm hand on my hip. “That’s it, baby. Take it all for Daddy.”

Once it was fully seated, the pressure inside me was maddening, my cock dripping precum onto my stomach. Marcus didn’t let up, though. He grabbed a fresh diaper, sliding it under me and taping it tight, the padding pressing the plug deeper into me with every movement. “There we go,” he said, patting the front of the diaper, making me groan as the sensation jolted through me. “All snug and helpless. Just how I like you.”

He uncuffed me, only to flip me onto my stomach, re-securing my wrists above my head. “Time for a little extra fun,” he said, his voice dark with promise. I heard the faint clink of a buckle, then felt the cool leather of a paddle against my diapered ass. “You didn’t nap like I told you to. That means a spanking, little boy.”

The first strike landed hard, the diaper muffling the sound but not the sting, the plug shifting inside me with the impact. I cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure as he delivered blow after blow, each one making my cock throb harder against the padding. “Count them, Ethan,” he ordered, and I obeyed, my voice shaky as I whimpered out each number until we hit ten.

“Good boy,” he praised, setting the paddle aside. But he wasn’t done. I heard the familiar snap of a glove, then felt his hands spreading my legs wider. “You’ve been such a mess lately. Daddy’s gonna clean you out properly before we finish.”

My heart raced as I realized what he meant—an enema. I squirmed, but the restraints held firm as he prepared the bag, the nozzle cold as he inserted it past the plug, the diaper pushed aside just enough for access. “Shh, baby boy,” he soothed, his voice that deadly weapon again, weakening my resolve. “Just let Daddy take care of you.”

The warm liquid filled me slowly at first, then faster, the pressure building alongside the plug, making me moan and writhe. Marcus rubbed my back, his touch deceptively gentle as he murmured, “That’s it. Take it all. You’re so full for Daddy, aren’t you?”

When it was done, he removed the nozzle, taping the diaper back in place and leaving me trembling, the fullness unbearable and erotic all at once. “Hold it for me,” he commanded, uncuffing me and pulling me into his lap on the nursery rocking chair. His hard cock pressed against my diapered ass through his jeans, and I couldn’t help grinding against him, desperate for relief.

“Such a needy little slut,” he growled, unzipping his pants and freeing his thick, throbbing length. He pushed the diaper aside just enough to expose the plug, pulling it out with a wet pop before replacing it with his cock, thrusting into me in one hard, deep stroke. I screamed, the stretch and the fullness of the enema combining into an overwhelming wave of sensation as he fucked me relentlessly, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, pounding into me, the diaper crinkling with every thrust, the mess inside me adding a filthy edge to the raw pleasure. “Cum for Daddy, Ethan. Show me how much you love being my dirty boy.”

His words pushed me over the edge, my orgasm ripping through me, cum spilling into the diaper as I clenched around him, shaking and sobbing from the intensity. Marcus wasn’t far behind, his thrusts erratic as he growled, “Take it, baby,” and filled me with his hot release, claiming me completely.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting, my body still trembling as he held me close, his cock softening inside me. But Marcus wasn’t done asserting his control. “Time to clean up,” he said, his voice firm as he carried me to the bathroom, the enema’s pressure still a humiliating reminder of my submission.

He stripped the diaper off, guiding me through the release with a mix of stern commands and gentle touches, the intimacy of it somehow just as erotic as the fucking. Once I was clean, he bathed me, his hands roaming my body possessively, reigniting my arousal despite my exhaustion. “You’re mine, Ethan,” he murmured, kissing my neck as he dried me off. “Every inch of you. Don’t ever forget it.”

Back in the nursery, he dressed me in a fresh diaper and a soft onesie, tucking me into the crib with a bottle of warm milk. “Rest now, little boy,” he said, his voice that deadly weapon once more, making my cock twitch even as my eyelids grew heavy. “Daddy’s got more plans for you later.”

As I drifted off, the taste of milk on my lips and the weight of his control in my mind, I knew I’d never escape the pull of his voice—or the twisted, filthy pleasure of being his naughty boy.


Chapter 14: Diapers and Deep Bonds

The morning light filtered through the pastel curtains of the nursery, casting a soft glow over the crib where Ethan lay, his wrists still bound to the wooden slats with silky, baby-blue restraints. His body ached with the delicious soreness of last night’s submission, every muscle reminding him of Marcus’s commanding presence. The thick, crinkling diaper around his hips was damp, a humiliating reminder of his complete regression under Daddy’s control. His cock twitched beneath the padding at the thought, already half-hard despite the lingering exhaustion.

Marcus stood at the doorway, his broad frame filling the space, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched Ethan stir. At 32, Marcus exuded raw authority, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of possessive lust and stern care. He wore a tight black t-shirt and jeans, the casual outfit doing nothing to diminish the power radiating from him. In his hand, he held a fresh diaper, a bottle of baby powder, and a small black bag that Ethan knew contained toys—tools of pleasure and punishment.

“Morning, baby boy,” Marcus’s voice rumbled, low and intoxicating, sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. “Did my little one sleep well in his messy diapie?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his dick throbbed harder at the humiliation. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice small, the 28-year-old man reduced to a whimpering mess under Marcus’s gaze.

Marcus approached, setting the items on the changing table before untying Ethan’s wrists with deliberate slowness, his fingers brushing against Ethan’s skin, igniting sparks of need. “You’re such a good boy for Daddy, even when you’re a naughty little thing. But we need to get you cleaned up before we play. Can’t have my boy uncomfortable, can we?”

The tenderness in Marcus’s tone contrasted sharply with the hunger in his eyes as he guided Ethan to the changing table, lifting him with ease and laying him down on the soft, padded surface. Ethan’s heart raced as Marcus peeled open the tabs of the soaked diaper, the cool air hitting his exposed skin and making him gasp. His cock sprang free, fully erect now, precum glistening at the tip.

“Look at that,” Marcus purred, his voice dripping with dominance as he ran a single finger along Ethan’s shaft, collecting the bead of precum and bringing it to his lips. “My baby boy’s already so eager for Daddy. But first, we’ve got to take care of you properly.”

Ethan whimpered as Marcus cleaned him with warm wipes, the gentle touch a torturous tease against his aching arousal. Then came the baby powder, a soft puff that filled the air with a sweet scent as Marcus massaged it into Ethan’s skin, his strong hands lingering on his inner thighs, brushing teasingly close to his throbbing cock. Finally, Marcus slid a fresh, thick diaper under Ethan’s hips, taping it snugly in place. The crinkle of the padding was loud in the quiet room, and Ethan’s face flushed with a mix of shame and desire.

“There we go, all nice and clean,” Marcus said, patting the front of the diaper, the pressure making Ethan’s cock twitch beneath the layers. “But Daddy’s not done with you yet. I’ve got a special treat for my little boy today.”

From the black bag, Marcus pulled out a sleek, black butt plug, its surface glistening with lube. Ethan’s eyes widened, a mix of anticipation and nervousness flooding him. “Daddy, I—”

“Shh, baby,” Marcus interrupted, his voice firm but soothing as he leaned down to kiss Ethan’s forehead. “You trust Daddy, don’t you? I’m going to make you feel so good, but you’ve got to be a brave boy for me.”

Ethan nodded, his breath hitching as Marcus untaped the fresh diaper just enough to expose his ass, spreading his legs wide. The older man’s fingers, slick with lube, circled Ethan’s tight hole, teasing and probing before pushing inside, stretching him with slow, deliberate thrusts. Ethan moaned, his head tipping back against the changing table, the sensation of Marcus’s fingers combined with the crinkle of the diaper driving him wild.

“That’s it, take it for Daddy,” Marcus growled, adding a second finger, scissoring them to open Ethan up. “You’re so tight, baby boy. I can’t wait to fill you up.”

When Marcus deemed him ready, he pressed the tip of the butt plug against Ethan’s entrance, pushing it in inch by inch. The stretch burned, but it was a good burn, a fullness that made Ethan’s cock leak into the diaper as he gasped and writhed. Once the plug was fully seated, Marcus taped the diaper back up, the padding pressing the toy deeper inside, every movement a reminder of its presence.

“Now, let’s see how long my boy can last with that in him,” Marcus said, a wicked glint in his eye as he lifted Ethan off the table and set him on the floor, guiding him to crawl on all fours. The plug shifted with every movement, rubbing against Ethan’s prostate, sending jolts of pleasure through him as the diaper crinkled loudly. “Crawl to Daddy’s chair, baby. I want to see that cute little diapered butt wiggle for me.”

Humiliation and arousal warred within Ethan as he obeyed, crawling across the nursery floor, the plug tormenting him with every inch. Marcus sat in the rocking chair, legs spread, a bulge evident in his jeans as he watched Ethan approach. When Ethan reached him, Marcus pulled him up into his lap, positioning him so he was straddling one thick thigh, the pressure against the diaper and plug making Ethan moan loudly.

“Ride Daddy’s thigh, baby boy,” Marcus commanded, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips, guiding him to grind down. “Show me how much you need it.”

Ethan’s face burned, but he couldn’t resist the command, rocking his hips, the friction of the diaper against his cock and the plug shifting inside him driving him to the edge. Marcus’s hands roamed, one slipping under Ethan’s t-shirt to pinch his nipples, the other pressing down on the front of the diaper, adding pressure to his aching erection.

“Fuck, Daddy, I’m gonna—” Ethan gasped, his voice breaking as his orgasm built, unstoppable.

“Come for me, baby,” Marcus growled, his voice a dark promise as he squeezed Ethan’s cock through the diaper. “Let Daddy see you lose control.”

Ethan cried out, his body shuddering as he came, hot spurts soaking into the diaper, the plug intensifying every wave of pleasure until he was a trembling mess in Marcus’s lap. The older man held him through it, murmuring praises, his own arousal evident as he ground his bulge against Ethan’s thigh.

But Marcus wasn’t done. He lifted Ethan, still shaky from his climax, and carried him back to the changing table, laying him down and ripping the tabs of the cum-soaked diaper open. Ethan’s cock was still half-hard, sensitive and twitching as Marcus cleaned him again, this time with a hungry glint in his eye.

“Daddy needs to claim his boy properly now,” Marcus said, unzipping his jeans and freeing his thick, hard cock, already glistening with precum. He lubed himself up, pulling the plug from Ethan’s ass with a wet pop, leaving him empty and aching for more. “You ready for Daddy’s cock, baby boy?”

“Yes, Daddy, please,” Ethan begged, spreading his legs wider, desperate to be filled again.

Marcus didn’t hesitate, lining himself up and pushing into Ethan’s tight heat, groaning at the sensation. The stretch was intense, Marcus’s cock so much bigger than the plug, filling Ethan completely as he thrust in deep, setting a brutal pace. Ethan moaned, his hands gripping the edges of the table, the nursery filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin and their ragged breaths.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, baby,” Marcus growled, leaning down to capture Ethan’s lips in a possessive kiss, his hips never slowing. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up, mark you as mine.”

The words sent Ethan spiraling, his cock hardening again despite the recent orgasm, the raw dominance of Marcus pushing him toward another peak. Marcus angled his thrusts, hitting Ethan’s prostate with every stroke, making him cry out as pleasure built impossibly fast.

“Come with me, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, his voice strained as his thrusts grew erratic. “Let Daddy feel you squeeze around him.”

Ethan shattered, his second orgasm ripping through him, his cock spurting onto his stomach as Marcus groaned, spilling deep inside him, hot and claiming. They stayed locked together for a moment, panting, before Marcus pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from Ethan’s hole with a satisfied smirk.

After cleaning them both up, Marcus taped a fresh diaper onto Ethan, the padding a comforting weight after the intensity of their play. He lifted Ethan into his arms, carrying him to the rocking chair and settling down with the younger man curled in his lap, a bottle of warm milk pressed to his lips.

“Drink up, baby,” Marcus murmured, stroking Ethan’s hair as he sucked on the nipple, the act soothing and intimate after the raw passion. “Daddy’s got you. We’ve got deeper bonds to forge, and I’m never letting you go.”

Ethan melted into the embrace, the crinkle of his diaper and the taste of milk grounding him in this strange, perfect world of submission and desire. He knew Marcus meant every word, and as he drifted into a hazy afterglow, he couldn’t wait to see what Daddy had planned next.


Chapter 15: Falling into Daddy's Arms

Ethan stirred in the soft glow of the nursery, the pastel walls and crib bars a constant reminder of his place under Marcus’s iron control. At 27, he’d never felt so utterly vulnerable—or so desperately aroused. His wrists were still bound in padded cuffs, secured to the crib’s headboard, the thick diaper between his legs crinkling with every restless shift. The butt plug Marcus had inserted during the last change throbbed inside him, a relentless reminder of Daddy’s dominance. His cock strained against the padded confines, aching for release, as the events of the morning replayed in his mind: Marcus’s firm hands, the humiliating yet intoxicating diaper change, the whispered promises of ownership. Ethan’s heart raced with a mix of shame and need, his body already primed for whatever Marcus had planned next.

The door creaked open, and Marcus stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway. At 32, he was the epitome of control, his dark eyes glinting with possessive hunger as they roved over Ethan’s bound form. He wore a tight black t-shirt and jeans, the bulge in his crotch already evident, a silent promise of what was to come. “Morning, baby boy,” Marcus purred, his voice low and commanding. “Did you sleep well in your little crib, all diapered up for Daddy?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his cock twitched at the words. “Y-yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice trembling with anticipation. The plug shifted inside him as he squirmed, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain up his spine.

Marcus approached the crib, his fingers trailing along the bars before reaching through to stroke Ethan’s flushed face. “Good boy. But Daddy thinks you’re a bit too comfortable. Let’s get you nice and messy before we play.” His tone darkened, a wicked edge to his smile as he unlocked the cuffs with a click, freeing Ethan’s wrists but keeping the power dynamic firmly in place. “On your knees, little one. Daddy’s got a special treat for you.”

Ethan obeyed instantly, his body moving on instinct despite the humiliation searing through him. He dropped to his knees on the soft nursery rug, the diaper crinkling loudly beneath him, the plug pressing deeper as he shifted. Marcus towered over him, unzipping his jeans with deliberate slowness, revealing his thick, hard cock already glistening with pre-cum. Ethan’s mouth watered, his own erection throbbing painfully in the confines of the diaper.

“Open wide, baby boy,” Marcus growled, gripping Ethan’s hair with one hand as he guided his cock to Ethan’s lips. “Show Daddy how much you need him.”

Ethan parted his lips, taking Marcus’s length into his mouth with a hungry moan. The taste of salt and musk filled his senses, and he sucked eagerly, his tongue swirling around the tip as Marcus thrust deeper, hitting the back of his throat. Ethan gagged slightly, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, but the degradation only fueled his arousal. The diaper rubbed against his sensitive skin, the plug stretching his ass with every slight movement, and he felt utterly owned, completely at Marcus’s mercy.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Marcus groaned, his grip tightening in Ethan’s hair as he fucked his mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Such a good little slut for Daddy. You love this, don’t you? Sucking cock while you’re padded up like a helpless baby.”

Ethan whimpered around Marcus’s shaft, the words hitting him like a physical touch. His cock ached, leaking pre-cum into the diaper, the humiliation and pleasure blending into a dizzying haze. Marcus pulled out suddenly, a string of saliva connecting Ethan’s lips to the glistening tip, and hauled him to his feet. “Not yet, boy. Daddy’s got more plans for you.”

Before Ethan could process the shift, Marcus bent him over the changing table, the cold surface pressing against his chest as his diapered ass stuck out vulnerably. Marcus ripped the tabs of the diaper open with a loud tear, exposing Ethan’s pale skin and the base of the plug nestled between his cheeks. “Look at this pretty little hole, all stretched for Daddy,” Marcus murmured, his fingers circling the plug before tugging it out with a slow, torturous pull. Ethan gasped, the sudden emptiness leaving him trembling, his ass clenching around nothing.

“Don’t worry, baby. Daddy’s gonna fill you up real good,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with promise. Ethan heard the squirt of lube, then felt the cold, slick tip of Marcus’s cock pressing against his entrance. He braced himself, his fingers gripping the edge of the table, as Marcus pushed in with one slow, relentless thrust. The stretch was intense, burning and perfect, and Ethan cried out, his body arching as Marcus buried himself to the hilt.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus growled, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise. He pulled out halfway, then slammed back in, setting a punishing pace that had Ethan moaning and gasping with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the nursery, mingling with Ethan’s desperate whimpers and Marcus’s low grunts of pleasure. “You’re Daddy’s little fucktoy, aren’t you? Just a needy baby boy who needs his ass pounded.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Ethan sobbed, the words spilling out as waves of pleasure crashed through him. His cock hung heavy between his legs, untouched but throbbing, pre-cum dripping onto the changing mat below. Marcus reached around, wrapping his rough hand around Ethan’s shaft, stroking him in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was too much, and Ethan came with a shattered cry, his cum spurting across the table as his body convulsed around Marcus’s cock.

Marcus didn’t stop, fucking him through the aftershocks until Ethan was a whimpering mess, oversensitive and trembling. “Daddy’s not done yet, baby,” Marcus panted, pulling out just long enough to flip Ethan onto his back. He hoisted Ethan’s legs over his shoulders, spreading him wide, and slid back in with a groan. The new angle hit Ethan’s prostate with every thrust, sending sparks of pleasure through his spent body. Marcus’s eyes locked onto his, dark and possessive, as he chased his own release, his thrusts growing erratic until he came with a guttural roar, spilling deep inside Ethan’s ass.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting and slick with sweat, Marcus’s cock still buried inside him. Finally, Marcus pulled out, a trickle of cum leaking from Ethan’s hole as he collapsed onto the table, utterly spent. But Marcus wasn’t done playing. “Time for a proper cleanup, little boy,” he said, his voice taking on that authoritative edge again. He grabbed a fresh diaper from the stack nearby and slid it under Ethan’s hips, taping it up with practiced ease. The padding pressed against Ethan’s oversensitive skin, the cum still leaking into the diaper adding a layer of filthy arousal to the act.

But Marcus had one more surprise. “You’ve been such a naughty boy, coming without permission earlier,” he said, his tone mock-stern as he reached for a small enema kit on the shelf. Ethan’s eyes widened, a mix of dread and excitement coursing through him. “Daddy’s gonna make sure you’re properly punished—and cleaned out for later.”

Ethan squirmed as Marcus untaped the diaper just enough to access his hole, inserting the nozzle of the enema bag with clinical precision. The cool liquid flooded into him, filling him up as Marcus watched with a predatory gaze, one hand stroking Ethan’s thigh. “Hold it in, baby boy. Don’t you dare let go until Daddy says so.”

The pressure built, uncomfortable yet strangely arousing, and Ethan bit his lip, fighting the urge to release. Marcus teased him further, his fingers brushing against Ethan’s cock through the diaper, making him whimper and writhe. “Please, Daddy,” he begged, his voice breaking. “I can’t—”

“You can, and you will,” Marcus snapped, his tone leaving no room for argument. After what felt like an eternity, he finally allowed Ethan to release into the diaper, the act humiliating yet oddly intimate as Marcus cleaned him up again, his touches lingering and possessive.

Once Ethan was freshly diapered, Marcus pulled him into his lap on the rocking chair, cradling him like the helpless little he was. “You’re mine, Ethan,” Marcus murmured, his lips brushing against Ethan’s forehead as his hand slipped under the diaper to stroke him lazily. “Every part of you belongs to Daddy. And I’m never letting you go.”

Ethan melted into the embrace, his body still buzzing from the intensity of their play. His cock twitched under Marcus’s touch, already hardening again despite the exhaustion. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered, surrendering completely as Marcus’s fingers worked him toward another slow, torturous climax, the nursery walls echoing with his soft moans.

As the morning faded into afternoon, Ethan knew he was exactly where he belonged—bound, diapered, and utterly owned by the man who’d claimed every inch of him. And with Marcus’s dark promises lingering in the air, he couldn’t wait to see what depraved delights Daddy had in store next.
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