

Daddy's Prison Playpen Princess

Diapered, Spanked & Stuffed in Warden Daddy's DDLG Dungeon

Convict Kira's sentence: 24/7 in Warden Daddy's thick prison diapers, checked hourly by spankings that flood her padding with piss, her clit swelling red. Infractions mean Daddy's reform: bending her over, shoving laxatives up her ass until hot, mushy turds erupt, squelching around his probing fingers. He and guards take turns thrusting cocks through the piss-shit gusset, balls-deep in her sloppy pussy and gaped asshole, pumping her full of Daddy cum until it leaks from every hole. In solitary crib, Daddy fists her to oblivion, making her beg 'More, Daddy! Reform your little cumdump!' as she orgasms in humiliated DDLG waves, forever his obedient prison babygirl.


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: Sentenced to Daddy's Diaper Dungeon

Kira stormed through the clanging gates of Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary, her wrists cuffed behind her back, 22 years of street-smart fire blazing in her emerald eyes.

Defiant bitch had robbed a liquor store, shot at a cop, and mouthed off to the judge—now she was his, 25-to-life in this hellhole disguised as a prison.

But whispers on the transport bus painted it worse: no cells, no bars, just endless baby shit under Warden "Daddy" Vance's iron fist.

Kira spat on the concrete.

"Fuck that noise. I'll shank the first perv who tries diapering me."


Intake Processing

Two burly guards in crisp black uniforms—cocks bulging like they lived for this—yanked her into the intake room.

Fluorescent lights buzzed harsh over cold tile floors, a steel changing table bolted in the center like a sacrificial altar.

The air reeked of baby powder, stale piss, and something darker, muskier—cum and desperation.

Kira twisted against the cuffs, skinny jeans hugging her tight ass, tank top stretched over perky C-cups.

"Get your meat hooks off me, assholes! I ain't no one's plaything!"

Guard One, a shaved-head brute named Rex, slammed her face-down on the table.

"Fresh meat, Warden. Kira Voss, maximum security. Ready for processing."

His meaty palm cracked across her ass—hard, stinging through denim.

Kira bucked, cursing.

"Motherfucker!"

The door swung open, and he entered. Warden Daddy Vance.

Six-foot-five tower of muscle, salt-and-pepper beard framing a sadistic grin, uniform pants tented with a cock that looked like it could split concrete.

His voice boomed, gravel wrapped in paternal menace.

"That's my new little princess. Cussing already? Naughty girls get reformed quick here."

Kira craned her neck, glaring daggers.

"Fuck you, creep! I'm no princess—I'm a goddamn convict!"

Daddy chuckled, deep and filthy, circling the table like a shark.

"Oh, babygirl, you are a princess. My prison playpen princess. Twenty-four-seven in thick diapers, hourly checks, and every infraction means Daddy's special reform."

He nodded to the guards.

"Strip her. Make her pretty."

Rex and Guard Two—tattooed fuckmachine called Spike—ripped her tank top to shreds, exposing pale tits with rock-hard nipples from the chill.

Kira thrashed, but cuffs held firm.

"You pervy bastards! I'll rip your balls off!"

Jeans yanked down next, panties shredded, leaving her bare-ass naked, shaved pussy lips glistening unwillingly under the lights.

Her clit peeked out, pink and defiant. Tattoos snaked across her thighs and arms—street ink screaming rebellion.

Daddy loomed close, gloved hand prying her thighs apart.

"Spread 'em, princess. Time for intake inspection."

Fingers invaded—no mercy, parting slick folds, thumb circling her clit rough.

Kira gasped, hips jerking.

"Stop—fuck—get out!"

But her cunt betrayed her, juices coating his glove as he pinched her swelling nub.

"Look at this greedy little clitty," Daddy growled, audience of guards snickering.

"Already twitching for Daddy's rules. Pussy's tight—virgin ass, too. Perfect for reform."

He plunged two fingers knuckle-deep into her hole, twisting, pumping.

Kira bit her lip bloody, hating the heat flooding her core.

"N-no! I'm not your whore!"

He withdrew, slick fingers shoving a massive pacifier into her snarling mouth.

Rubber nipple ballooned her cheeks, straps buckling tight behind her head.

"Suck it, baby. That's your voice now—gurgles and whimpers."

Kira gagged, spit bubbling, but the pacifier muffled her rage to pathetic "mmphs."

Daddy patted her cheek.

"Good girl. Now, lift those hips."

Guards pinned her down as Daddy unfolded the monstrosity: her first prison diaper.

Thick as a mattress topper, crinkling white plastic with cartoon locks printed on the front panel—ironic as fuck.

He sprinkled baby oil over her mound, rubbing it in deep, fingers grazing her asshole teasingly.

Kira squirmed, clit throbbing red now from the inspection.

Powder next, clouds of sweet-scented talc dusting her pussy, asscrack, everywhere.

The diaper slid under her, ass settling into humiliating bulk.

Daddy yanked the front up between her legs, taping it snug—unbelievably thick, forcing her thighs apart, gusset wedged tight against her holes.

A quick tug tested it: locked on like armor, no escape.

"There. Daddy's little diaper girl. Feel that padding hugging your naughty bits? It's your new skin—24/7, princess."


First Hourly Check

Kira rolled off the table, waddling awkwardly, the diaper forcing a babyish sway.

She clawed at the tapes—futile.

"Mmph! Fffk yuu!"

Pacifier garbled it to baby babble.

Daddy scooped her up like a ragdoll, plopping her on his hip.

Guards laughed.

"First hourly check in ten, Warden?"

"Right on schedule."

He carried her to a mirrored wall, forcing her to stare at her reflection: wild black hair, flushed cheeks, massive diaper bulging under her naked body, paci drooling from plump lips.

"See? My perfect prison baby. Now, bend over for your first spanking check."

Kira fought, kicking air, but Daddy's arm pinned her over the table ass-up.

The diaper framed her cheeks perfectly, plastic rustling.

"Time to flood that padding, princess. Count 'em out—loud as you can through your binky."

His palm crashed down—WHAP!—first spank echoing like a gunshot.

Kira yelped around the pacifier, "Mmmph-un!"

Heat bloomed through the padding.

Second: CRACK! Harder, spanking the diapered ass with rhythmic fury.

"Two!" she garbled, tears pricking.

Her bladder clenched—oh god, no—but the third smack broke it.

Hot piss gushed out, soaking the gusset instantly, warm flood spreading under the tapes.

She sobbed, humiliated, as Daddy kept spanking—fourth, fifth—each whap milking more urine from her traitorous body.

"Atta girl, piss for Daddy!"

He spanked relentlessly, ten full cracks, her padding turning sodden yellow, heavy with shame-pee.

Her clit swelled monstrous under the wet bulk, rubbing raw against the soaked fabric with every buck.

By the tenth, Kira was humping the table edge involuntarily, muffled moans mixing with cries.

"Good princess—first check passed. But that mouth earlier? Naughty."

He flipped her over, legs splayed wide, diaper front gaping slightly from the piss-swelling.

Gloved hand dipped into a drawer, emerging with a fat enema nozzle, slick with lube.

Kira's eyes bulged—"Nnnnooo!"—as he teased it against her asshole through the soggy gusset.

"One curse word gets a warning tease. Push out, baby, or Daddy fills you with laxatives and lets you erupt like the messy girl you are."

The nozzle pressed, breaching the diaper edge, cold tip nudging her pucker.

Kira clenched, piss still trickling, clit pulsing red-hot.

Panic hit—this wasn't prison; it was regression hell. No showers, no dignity, just endless baby bullshit under this monster's rule.

She nodded frantically, sucking the paci hard, tears streaming.

Daddy twisted the tip just inside, grinning.

"Beg nice next time, or it's full reform—hot mush exploding around my fingers while guards watch."

He withdrew, patting the piss-heavy diaper.

"There. Lesson learned?"

Kira whimpered yes, body quaking.

But inside, fury boiled—she'd escape this diaper dungeon, smash his face.

Daddy lifted her again, cradling like an infant, cock throbbing against her soggy padding.

"First hour down, princess. Twenty-three more today. And tonight? Solitary crib waitin'. Dream of Daddy's cock reforming your holes."

He bounced her roughly, making the wet diaper squish audibly.

Kira's swollen clit ground against the mess, sparks of unwanted pleasure shooting through her.

Fuck—this was forever. His babygirl. Obedient or broken.


Playpen Hell

Daddy's iron grip clamped her cuffed wrists like a vice, dragging her tattooed ass down the echoing corridor toward the playpen wing—Spike's shadow looming with reform juice threats as they passed the intake doorway.

Paci firmly lodged, piss cooling in her shame-crotch, Kira's mind raced. Resist? Plot? The enema tease lingered, ass tingling. How long before she cracked?

The door slammed open.

Inside: a nursery nightmare. Oversized cribs lined the walls, thick with bars and locking lids.

Diapered inmates—grown women—crawled in various states of mess: some sucking thumbs, others humping rails, all bulging with Daddy's "reforms."

One blonde, mid-20s, waved from her crib, padding yellowed and leaking cum-stains.

"Welcome, newbie! Suck it up—Daddy always wins!"

Kira's stomach dropped. This was it—24/7 baby hell.

Daddy plopped her into a waiting playpen, surrounded by towering soft walls, toys scattered like mockery.

"Play nice, princess. Next check in sixty. Be good, or..."

He mimed the enema, winking.

She tore at the paci—no dice.

Waddled to a mirror in the pen: diaper sagging heavy with piss, clit outlined red and engorged through the translucent wet plastic.

"Fucking hell," she thought, but aloud it was "Gah-gah?" Humiliating.

An hour ticked by in agony.

Kira paced, crinkle-crinkle, bladder filling again from nerves.

Clit wouldn't quit throbbing—every step rubbed it rawer.

Guards patrolled, leering.

"Look at Voss—already swamp-assed!"  


Escalation

WHAM! Daddy burst in right on time, hauling her out ass-up.

"Hourly check!"

Spanks rained—eleven this time, for "fidgeting."

Piss exploded again, hotter, fuller, soaking deeper into the thirsty padding.

Her screams muffled to baby wails, hips grinding desperately.

Clit ballooned crimson, pussy clenching air.

"Such a pissy princess," Daddy cooed, fingering the gusset, probing her sloppy wetness through it.

"One more infraction, and it's reform time—laxatives up that ass, turds mushin' out while I finger-fuck the mess."

Kira broke.

"Pwease, Daddy! No!"

Paci slipped out on the slobber—first clear words since intake.

He rebuckled it tight.

"That's my girl. Beggin' already."

But his eyes gleamed darker.

She realized: this was no tease. Resistance earned escalation. Guards waiting to thrust through the gusset, pumping her full. Forever his cumdump baby.

As he taped the paci secure, a buzzer blared—mess alarm from another cell.

"Infraction!" Daddy barked.

Kira watched, horrified, as he stormed off, dragging the blonde to reform.

Screams echoed: "Daddy! More laxatives! Fill my shitty hole!"

Kira huddled in her pen, diaper sloshing, clit aching for touch she hated craving.

Next hour loomed.

But worse—a shadow at the gate. Spike, grinning with a bottle of "reform juice."

"Warden's busy, fresh meat. Time for your welcome fuck?"

Her heart pounded. Resist, and it's enema hell. Submit... and the dungeon owns her soul.
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Chapter 2: Hourly Spankings, Pissy Awakening

Warden Daddy's iron grip clamped Kira's cuffed wrists like a vice, dragging her tattooed ass down the echoing corridor of Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary—straight from the intake pen where Spike's shadow had loomed with reform juice threats.

Her street-tough sneer cracked under the crinkle of the thick prison diaper wedged between her thighs—white, padded humiliation hugging her shaved pussy and ass like a baby's chokehold.

The sentence still burned fresh: 24/7 in these piss-traps, hourly checks by Daddy's palm, infractions earning his "reform" deep in her guts.

Kira's emerald eyes flashed fury, but her clit twitched traitorously against the sodden gusset, already leaking from the ride in—and the paci-taped dread of what Spike almost unleashed.

"Move it, convict cunt," Daddy growled, his massive frame dwarfing her 5'4" firecracker body. Bald head gleaming under fluorescent hell, beer gut straining his uniform, and a bulge like a nightstick throbbing for her holes.

He shoved her into the checkroom—a stark chamber with a padded spanking bench, mirrored walls screaming every degradation, and a steel door slamming shut behind four leering guards.

Their cocks tented pants, eyes hungry for the show—Hank, Rico, Jamal, Tito, the same meatheads circling like wolves.


Hour One: Diaper Check

"Hour one, babygirl," Daddy boomed, voice thick with sadistic glee.

"Time to check if Daddy's little princess kept her diaper dry. Bend over."

"Fuck you, pig!" Kira spat, twisting like a feral cat.

Her perky tits strained the orange jumpsuit top, nipples hard from the chill—or the fear spiking her veins after dodging Spike's "welcome."

But Daddy's paw cracked across her cheek, rattling her teeth.

"Infraction one, bitch. Cursing Daddy? That's laxative time after the spanking."

He yanked her jumpsuit pants down, exposing the bulging diaper—already yellow-tinged from nerves.

Guards hooted, cocks twitching.

"Look at that sagging sag, boys," Guard Hank bellowed, burly fucker with a mustache dripping chew spit.

"Fresh meat's already marinating her own piss."

"Bet she squirts like a fountain," sneered Guard Rico, palming his zipper.

"Daddy, make the slut sing."

Kira's cheeks burned hotter than her ass as Daddy hauled her over his knee on the bench.

Her diapered butt stuck up high, crinkling obscenely, the thick padding framing her spread cheeks like a target.

She kicked, cursing under her breath, but his tree-trunk thighs pinned her squirming hips.

The mirror reflected her doom: emerald eyes wide, lips snarling, but pussy lips swelling fat against the diaper's absorbent core.

SMACK!

Daddy's callused palm exploded on the diapered mound, the impact jolting straight to her clit.

Vibration hummed through the padding, lighting her nerves like fireworks.

"One! Dry check starts now, princess."

"Fuck—ow! Get off me, you—"

SMACK!

Harder, the diaper compressing her asscheeks, squishing any pre-piss deeper into the gusset.

Kira bit her lip, thighs clenching, but her bladder betrayed her—a hot spurt soaked the padding, warm shame flooding her cunt.

"Ha! Pissing already?" Guard Jamal laughed, phone out recording.

"Two slaps and she's flooding. Pathetic prison pussy."

SMACK!

SMACK!

Daddy's rhythm built, relentless, each blow pancaking the diaper against her jiggling flesh.

The wet squelch grew louder, piss gushing in humiliated waves—spurting from her urethra, drenching her throbbing clit, turning the padding into a heavy, sagging swamp.

Kira's defiance cracked; she bucked, tits bouncing free from her top, nipples scraping the bench.

"Stop—ahh! You bastard—"

SMACK!

The vibration hit her G-spot through the soaked core, clit ballooning red and angry, pulsing like a heartbeat.

Her pussy clenched, juices mixing with urine, the filthy cocktail sloshing audibly.

Guards jerked their cocks through zippers now, pre-cum beading as they jeered.

"Listen to that piss symphony!" Guard Tito roared, stroking his veiny shaft.

"She's humping your knee, Warden. Defiant my ass—girl's a diaper-drilling whore."

Kira's breath hitched, body betraying her brain.

The spanks blurred into a frenzy—twenty, thirty—each one forcing another geyser from her pisshole, the diaper ballooning heavier, yellow rivers trickling down her thighs.

Her clit screamed for release, swollen nub grinding the sodden padding with every jolt.

"N-no—fuck, it burns—ahh!"

A moan escaped, raw and broken.

Defiance fracturing, hips grinding involuntarily, chasing the vibrations.

Daddy chuckled dark, fingers tracing the diaper's leaking leg gathers.

"Forty, princess. Feel that? Your clitty's begging Daddy's reform. Piss more—flood it for the boys."

SMACK!

The fiftieth cracked like thunder, and Kira shattered.

Her bladder emptied in a torrent, piss exploding through the gusset, soaking Daddy's pants as her pussy convulsed.

Orgasm ripped through her—humiliated waves crashing, clit throbbing in red-hot spasms, walls milking nothing but air.

She screamed, body arching, tits heaving, emerald eyes rolling back.

"Fuuuuck—cumming—oh god!"

Guards erupted in cheers, cocks spurting ropes onto the floor.

"First forced O from a spanking! She's breaking already!"

Panting, Kira slumped, tears mixing with sweat, the mirror showing her wrecked face—defiance dimmed, lips parted in shock.

Her first orgasm in Daddy's prison playpen, triggered by piss-soaked vibrations. No cock, no fingers—just raw, diapered shame.  


Infraction One: Reform Dose

Daddy flipped her up, cradling her like a ragdoll, but his eyes burned predator.

"Good girl, flooding for Daddy. But infraction one: cursing. Time for reform."

Her gut twisted—laxatives.

"No—please, I didn't mean—"

"Too late, babygirl."

He snapped his fingers; Guard Hank tossed a thick suppository, glistening with lube.

Daddy ripped the diaper's back flap open—these prison specials had easy access.

He spread her asscheeks wide, exposing her puckered shithole, still clenching from the aftershocks.

Guards crowded in, cocks dripping, breaths hot on her skin.

"Shove it deep, Warden! Make the bitch shit herself!"

Kira whimpered, ass high, pussy still twitching in the piss swamp.

Daddy's fat thumb circled her rim, then plunged two horse-pill laxatives deep—two inches in, twisting to lodge them against her bowels.

The chemical burn hit instant, a molten urgency building.

"Feel that, princess? Daddy's reforming your filthy mouth. Hold it till I say."

She clenched, but the pills dissolved fast, hot cramps gripping her guts.

"Ahh—Daddy, it burns! Take it out—please!"

The word slipped—Daddy—involuntary, tasting like submission on her tongue.

Her defiance cracked wider, clit pulsing anew at the plea.

Guards howled.

"She said Daddy! Little slut's tasting the leash!"

Daddy grinned, resealing the diaper flap, the fresh shit-pressure trapped against her ass.

"That's my girl. Now, hold your mush till hour two. Leak even a turd, and we fuck the gusset raw."

He waved the guards off, barking orders to haul her to solitary for the brew.

Kira sobbed, doubled over as they dragged her stumbling through the corridor, laxative churning her innards to mush.

Hot, urgent pressure built, turds softening, begging release.

Her diaper sagged heavier with piss, clit grinding the mess as she squirmed.


Solitary Brew: Infraction Two

Twenty minutes later, in the dim glow of her solitary crib, the burn peaked.

Guards shoved her over the padded rails, diaper yanked down just enough to bare her puckered hole.

But Daddy took over, growling,

"Infraction two brewing already? Full reform."

Kira begged through gritted teeth,

"Daddy, please... gotta shit. Mercy!"

But no mercy came—her guts twisted like a gut-shot snake...


Chapter 3: Messy Reform: Turd Eruption

Kira's guts twisted like a gut-shot snake, the laxatives Warden Daddy had jammed up her asshole churning her insides into a bubbling cauldron of filth.

Twenty minutes ago, right after the hourly spanking in the corridor—her prison diaper already sagging heavy with fresh piss floods—he'd dragged her defiant, tattooed ass into the dim glow of her solitary crib.

Bent over the padded rails, thick padding yanked down just enough to bare her puckered hole, she'd begged through gritted teeth,

"Daddy, please... gotta shit. Mercy!"

But no mercy came. Warden Daddy's thick fingers plunged in first, shoving the reform brew deeper, his growl rumbling low.

"Infraction two brewing already? Full reform, you pissy little brat."

Guard Hank held her cuffed wrists, smirking as her street-tough body bucked. Pressure nuked her bowels—hot, mushy turds crowning fast, ass clenching in vain.

"Fuck—Daddy, it's coming!"

Kira wailed, emerald eyes wild, clit grinding the piss-soaked gusset raw below.

Daddy yanked his fingers free, slick with pre-shit slime.

"Let it rip, babygirl. Reform starts with eruption."


The Eruption

Her hole gaped—then exploded. Thick, steaming ropes of laxative-forced shit blasted out, splattering the crib's padded rails, smearing her tattooed thighs in brown sludge.

Wave after sloppy wave, turds squelching into the yanked-down diaper, flooding the gusset with hot mush that oozed back toward her swollen pussy lips.

Kira sobbed, humiliated waves crashing as she pissed mid-eruption, bladder nuking the mess into a slurry soup.

"Oh god—Daddy, it's everywhere! I'm your filthy baby!"

Daddy laughed, probing deep through the steaming pile, fingers squelching wrist-deep in her gaped shithole, scooping and smearing.

"That's right, princess. Every turd's a lesson. Defiance gets you filled."

His free hand slapped her piss-drooling cunt, clit throbbing red-hot under the assault.

She bucked, orgasm ripping through the filth, DDLG shame flooding her brain as shit-smeared fingers fucked her raw.

"More reform, Daddy! Punish your cumdump!"

Guards chuckled outside the bars, cocks twitching at the reek.

Daddy finally pulled out, yanking the diaper back up—gusset now a bulging, translucent swamp of turds, piss, and pussy squirt.

"Good girl. But infractions mean gang reform next."

He waved Hank off, chaining her limp ass to the crib mattress.

Kira lay there, sagging padding sloshing, defiance flickering dim in her glazed emerald eyes. Belly cramped, ass leaking brown sludge, clit pulsing like a beacon—but the street fire? Cracked wide open.


Chapter 4: Guard Gang: Gusset Gangbang

Kira's solitary crib reeked like a backed-up sewer, the air thick with the sour tang of her laxative-forced shit explosion still smeared across her prison diaper's gusset.

Hot, mushy turds had erupted from her gaped asshole just minutes ago, Warden Daddy's thick fingers probing deep to "reform" her defiance, squelching through the mess as he growled about her infraction streak.

She'd mouthed off during hourly spanking check—pissed herself mid-paddle, clit throbbing red under the soaked padding, but spat "Fuck you, pig!" instead of thanking him.

Now, belly still cramping, ass leaking brown sludge, she lay chained to the crib mattress, thick diaper sagging heavy between her tattooed thighs.

Defiance flickered in her emerald eyes, but her swollen pussy betrayed her, clenching at the memory of Daddy's probing.


Intrusion and Exposure

The crib door slammed open, floodlights blasting her humiliated form.

Warden Daddy loomed, his bull-neck straining his uniform, cock already tenting his pants.

"Little piss-shit princess racks up infractions like candy," he snarled, guards flanking him—five burly beasts, zippers down, veiny cocks springing free like attack dogs.

Big Mike, the bald brute with a piercer through his fat helmet; Jax, tattooed ex-con turned screw, his shaft curved like a hook; Rico, the lean Latino with balls like ripe plums; Tank, whose girth promised to split her wide; and Sly, the smirking sadist with a Prince Albert glinting.

"Group reform time, babygirl. Your sloppy holes need filling."

Kira thrashed against the crib chains, street fire blazing.

"Get your limp dicks away from me, you fascist fucks! I ain't your cumrag!"

But her voice cracked, pussy juices mixing with the piss-shit slurry in her diaper, clit pulsing urgent under the crinkling bulk.

Daddy laughed, a guttural rumble, unhooking her cuffs and yanking her to her knees on the piss-wet mattress.

The diaper crinkled loud, gusset bulging with her mess—yellow piss flooding the front, brown mush squishing from her asscrack, all trapped in the thick, inescapable padding.

"Line up, boys," Daddy barked, ripping the diaper's tapes just enough to expose the filthy gusset—a piss-shit window of opportunity.

The guards encircled her, cocks throbbing, pre-cum dripping onto her upturned face.


The Gangbang Assault

Big Mike stepped first, grabbing her skull with meaty paws.

"Open wide, diaper bitch."

He shoved his pierced monster through the gusset's soaked front, the padding stretching taut around his girth, piss-shit lube slurping as he rammed balls-deep into her sloppy pussy.

Kira's eyes bulged, defiance shattering into a guttural moan.

"Fuuuuck! Too big—nngh!"

Her walls clenched greedy, the mess squelching around his shaft, her clit grinding the diaper's edge.

Mike pounded relentless, hips slamming the crinkling diaper, each thrust splashing piss-shit flecks across her thighs.

"Take it, princess! Reform that thieving cunt!"

Kira bucked, chains rattling, tits bouncing free from her torn jumpsuit.

Her street-tough snarl melted to whimpers—cock-hungry, needy.

"Harder—shit, yes!"

Daddy watched, stroking his massive Daddy cock, veins bulging like ropes.

"That's it, babygirl. Guards own your holes now."

Mike grunted, balls tightening, and unloaded—thick ropes of cum blasting her cervix, flooding her pussy till it bubbled back through the gusset.

He yanked out with a wet pop, cum-piss-shit slurry drooling from the stretched padding.

Kira gasped, body quaking, but Jax was on her instant—shoving his curved hook through the gusset's ass-side, spearing her gaped shithole.

The mushy turds parted sloppy, his shaft churning the mess into froth.

"Gape for me, whore!"

Kira screamed ecstasy, asscheeks clenching the diaper fabric.

"Oh god—wreck it! Deeper, you bastard!"

Jax drilled her rectum raw, the curve hitting spots that made her vision blur, clit swelling fatter against the piss-soaked front.

Guards jeered, cocks fisting urgent.

"Look at the princess hump her diaper!" Rico laughed, smearing pre-cum on her lips.

Kira sucked it instinctive, tongue swirling his plum balls, defiance drowned in filth-lust.

Jax erupted next, cum jetting hot into her bowels, mixing with laxative remnants—her guts sloshing audible as he pulled free, a brown-cum fart bubbling out the gusset.


Double and Triple Penetration

Rico claimed her pussy next, his lean hips pistoning frantic through the front gusset, the padding now a cum-drenched swamp.

"¡Toma mi leche, puta!"

Kira's hips rolled desperate, chasing the friction, emerald eyes rolling back.

"Yes—fuck my pissy cunt! More!"

Her voice broke whorish, no trace of the street viper.

Tank lumbered up behind, forcing his monstrous girth into her ass-gusset, stretching the hole obscene.

Double trouble loomed—Rico and Tank sandwiching her, cocks shoving simultaneous through the dual slits Daddy had ripped in the filthy padding.

Daddy unchained her wrists fully, shoving her face-first into the crib mattress.

"Beg for the gangbang, infraction slut."

Kira whimpered, ass up, diaper sagging cum-heavy.

"Please... fill me. Reform your bad girl."

The guards roared approval.

Rico thrust first, reclaiming pussy, his plums slapping the gusset's edge.

Then Tank—holy fuck, his girth split her gaped ass wide, the diaper fabric ripping threads as he buried balls-deep.

Double penetration hit like a freight train: pussy and ass stuffed full, thin wall between them grinding cocks together.

Kira howled, body convulsing, tits dragging the piss-wet sheets.

"Fuuuuck—I'm splitting! Both holes—ngh—yes!"

The gusset stretched taut, a obscene cock-sleeve of piss-shit-cum, squelching with every dual thrust.

Rico and Tank synced brutal, pounding her like a ragdoll—slap-slap-squelch—mess erupting everywhere.

Cum from prior loads leaked rivers down her thighs, mixing with fresh piss as her bladder let go mid-fuck, flooding the diaper hotter.

Her clit, red and swollen, mashed the padding's seam, sparks exploding in her core.

Sly and Daddy flanked, cocks in her face.

"Suck, babygirl," Daddy commanded, shoving his Daddy meat down her throat.

Kira gagged eager, slurping the girth, drool cascading over her chin onto bouncing tits.

Sly face-fucked her sloppy seconds, piercing clinking her teeth.

Big Mike recovered, fisting her hair, feeding her his pierced rod next—throat, pussy, ass all invaded.

The crib shook violent, guards rotating holes through the gusset: Jax in ass now, churning Tank's load into foam; Rico painting her tits white while Sly double-teamed pussy with Mike.

Kira's world narrowed to cock and crinkle—defiance obliterated, just a cock-hungry whimpering mess.

"More cocks—reform me! Piss-shit princess needs it!"

Her pussy spasmed first, orgasm crashing like a gut punch, walls milking Rico's renewed thrusts.

But the major beat hit: Tank and Jax double-stuffing her ass now, impossible stretch, while Daddy reclaimed pussy through the front gusset.

Triple threat—pussy Daddy-full, ass double-gaped—cum leaking everywhere, puddles forming under the crib.

She shattered.

"I'm Daddy's cumdump!"

The words tore free mid-orgasm, humiliated DDLG waves ripping her soul.

Body arched, squirting through the gusset, piss-cum-shit exploding in geysers.

"Daddy's cumdump—fill every hole! Forever!"

Guards bellowed triumph, unloading in unison: Daddy's hot ropes blasting her womb; Tank and Jax flooding her rectum till it backflowed brown rivers; Sly and Rico hosing her face, cum glazing emerald eyes.

Big Mike jerked final spurts onto her diapered crotch, sealing the mess.


Aftermath and Tease

Kira collapsed, diaper a ruined cum-bomb—gusset gaping, leaks everywhere, body twitching aftershocks.

Guards high-fived, zipping up, but Daddy lingered, thumbing her clit through the sludge.

"Good reform, princess. But infractions ain't over."

He taped the diaper tight, trapping the flood—piss-shit-cum prison eternal.

Kira suckled his thumb, broken babygirl.

"Thank you, Daddy... more reform?"

Guard Vance and his meathead buddy hauled her limp, cum-drooling carcass back into the solitary crib's depths after the gusset gangbang frenzy, chains rattling.

Her prison diaper sagged like a lead-weighted sack, the piss-shit-cum slurry from the five throbbing cocks plus Daddy sloshing against her raw pussy lips and gaped asshole with every jolting step.

Hot ropes of Warden Daddy's seed still leaked from her stretched holes, mixing with the guards' loads into a frothy white mess that bubbled through the sodden gusset.

But as they slammed the crib door, a new alarm blared—exercise yard riot.

Daddy's eyes gleamed wicked through the bars.

"Rest up, cumdump. Public yard checks next—let the whole block see your sloppy gusset."


Chapter 5: Crib Solitary: Fisting Tease

Kira's world blurred into a haze of chains and crinkling shame as Guard Vance and his meathead buddy hauled her limp, cum-drooling body back into the solitary crib after the gusset gangbang frenzy.

Her prison diaper sagged like a lead-weighted sack, the piss-shit-cum slurry from five throbbing cocks sloshing against her raw pussy lips and gaped asshole with every jolting step.

Hot ropes of Warden Daddy's seed still leaked from her stretched holes, mixing with the guards' loads into a frothy white mess that bubbled through the sodden gusset.

She whimpered, legs wobbling, her clit a swollen, throbbing cherry pulsing under the filth.

"F-fuck... no more," she slurred, but her hips twitched involuntarily, craving the degradation.

"Shut your cumdump mouth, princess," Vance snarled, slamming the crib door open.

The oversized baby bed loomed like a fetish throne—padded rails towering eight feet high, thick mattress stained with god-knows-what from previous "reforms," restraint chains dangling from every corner like hungry serpents.

They unchained her wrists just long enough to shove her face-first onto the crinkling vinyl sheets, her tattooed ass cheeks jiggling as the diaper's tapes strained against the overload.

Click-clank—ankles shackled to the footboard, wrists yanked wide to the side rails, neck collar bolted to the headboard.

She was spread-eagled, immobilized, the crib's bars caging her in like a naughty infant sentenced to timeout.

The guards leered, cocks twitching in their pants.

"Night-night, babygirl. Daddy said solitary till dawn—hourly checks start at midnight. Try not to flood that nasty diapee too bad."

Vance slapped her mushy gusset hard, sending a squelch of mixed loads splattering across the sheets.

Kira yelped, piss spurting from her bladder in humiliated jets, soaking the padding deeper.

They laughed, slamming the outer cell door with a final boom, leaving her in stinking darkness pierced only by a dim red nightlight.


Alone in the Crib

Alone. Finally.

Kira's breath hitched, body trembling in the chains.

The crib smelled like her—sweat, shit, cum, piss—a toxic perfume of broken defiance.

Her emerald eyes fluttered, street-tough fire dimmed to embers under the onslaught.

The gangbang had wrecked her: pussy lips puffy and raw, asshole a slack ring clenching around nothing, clit screaming for mercy.

Yet heat coiled low in her gut, DDLG whispers creeping in. Daddy's little prisoner... his playpen princess...

She tugged the chains, testing, but they held firm.

The diaper hugged her like a second skin, warm sludge shifting with every squirm.

"Fuck this," she muttered, but her voice cracked babyish, needy.

Hours crawled. Midnight toll.

Footsteps echoed—heavy, deliberate. Warden Daddy.

Kira's heart jackhammered, clit swelling anew despite the ache.

The crib door creaked open, his massive frame filling the space, shadow swallowing the light.

Six-foot-five of muscle and menace, uniform straining over his bull chest, bulge already tenting like a promise of ruin.

His steel-gray eyes locked on her splayed form, lips curling in that predatory smirk.

"Well, well, my pissy little cumdump. Guards say you took their cocks like a champ. Diaper check time."

"D-Daddy... please," Kira whimpered, chains rattling as she arched instinctively.

Shame burned her cheeks, but her hips bucked, presenting the bloated diaper.

He climbed into the crib, boots thudding on the mattress, knees straddling her thighs.

The weight pinned her, his cologne—leather and musk—mixing with her filth stench.

Rough hands gripped her inner thighs, prying them wider.

"Overslept your potty training again, princess? Let's see how messy my babygirl got."

Rip-tape. No—he teased, fingers tracing the diaper's edges, pressing into the swollen gusset.

Squish. Cum-flecked shit smeared his gloves as he probed, thumb circling her clit through the sodden padding.

Kira gasped, electric fire shooting up her spine.

"Ahh! Daddy, it's... it's full... so gross..."

Lie. She ground against his hand, piss dribbling fresh from the pressure.

"Full? This sloppy cunt's begging for reform."

His voice growled low, urgent, fingers kneading the mess deeper into her folds.

The gusset stretched thin, translucent with slurry, outlining her swollen lips and the pink pucker winking above.

He slapped it—hard—splattering droplets across her belly.

"Count 'em, baby. Hourly spankings or no bedtime story."

"One! Fuck—two! Daddy, more!"

She bucked, chains clanking wild, clit ballooning red-hot under the abuse.

By ten, she was sobbing, a fresh flood of piss gushing out, turning the diaper into a steaming swamp.

Daddy chuckled dark, peeling back the gusset just enough—not to change, oh no. To expose.

Her pussy gaped, cum still oozing in pearly strings, asshole twitching amid brown streaks.


The Fisting Reform

"Look at that hungry little hole. Guards stretched you good, but Daddy's gonna fist it wide."

His gloved fist loomed—massive, lubed with her own filth—knuckles gleaming.

Kira's eyes widened, terror and lust crashing.

"N-no, Daddy! Too big! I'll... I'll break!"

But her pussy clenched, drooling more cum, betraying her.

"Beg for it, princess. Or solitary lasts till you do."

He pressed the fist to her entrance, knuckles dimpling the raw lips, rotating slow.

Pressure built—agonizing, exquisite.

Inch by inch, the widest part breached, her walls yielding with a wet schlorp.

"That's it... take Daddy's reform."

"Oh god—Daddy! F-fill me!"

Kira screamed, head thrashing against the collar.

The fist sank wrist-deep, knuckles grinding her G-spot, twisting like a corkscrew.

Her diaper framed the invasion, gusset stretched around his forearm like a filthy O-ring, shit-cum slurry bubbling out with each pump.

He fisted her relentless—fast-paced, raw—pulling back to the knuckles, slamming home, thumb flicking her clit on every thrust.

Waves hit.

First orgasm ripped through her like lightning, pussy spasming around the invading arm, squirting piss-cum arcs that soaked his sleeve.

"Cumming! Daddy's fist—reforming my slutty cunny!"

DDLG haze descended, her voice pitching high, babyish.

Chains rattled fury as she convulsed, tits heaving, nipples hard diamonds.

But he didn't stop.

"More, princess? Beg like the cumdump you are."

Fist churning deeper, elbow-bumping her thigh now, he curled fingers inside, battering her cervix.

Second wave built urgent—aggressive filth flooding her mind. Daddy's toy... prison baby... fist me forever...

"More, Daddy! Reform your little cumdump!"

She wailed, hips slamming up to meet him.

Orgasm two exploded, black spots dancing in her vision, asshole clenching rhythmically, pushing out laxative remnants in mushy squirts that painted his balls.

He growled approval, free hand yanking her hair, forcing eye contact.

"That's my girl. Third one's the blackout special."

Fist pistoned brutal—squish-squelch-slap—her pussy a frothy wreck, lips everted red, gusset tearing at the seams.

He added his other hand to her asshole, three fingers spearing the gape, stretching in tandem.

Double invasion. Kira shattered.

"More, Daddy! FIST YOUR BABYGIRL CUMDUMP!"

Third orgasm tsunami'd her, multi-wave blackout crashing down.

Vision tunneled white-hot, body seizing in chains, pussy milking his fist like a vice, squirting endless as piss and girl-cum hosed the crib sheets.

She babbled nonsense—DDLG filth spilling: "Pwace reform meee... Daddy's diapee pwincess... cumdump fowevew!"

Consciousness fled, limp and twitching in aftershocks, diaper a ruined, leaking catastrophe.

Daddy eased out slow, fist popping free with an obscene slurp, strings of her essence bridging to his arm.

He retaped the gusset over the carnage, patting her cheek.

"Sleep tight, baby. Dawn check's gonna be fun."

He locked the crib and vanished, leaving her in reeking oblivion.


Dawn Awakening

Kira woke to dawn's gray light filtering through bars, body a throbbing ache of ecstasy hangover.

Chains still bit her wrists, diaper cold and crusty now, every hole pulsing with bruised memory.

But no rage. No fire. Just... craving.

The crib's rails felt like home, the filth a blanket.

She tugged weakly, whispering to empty air,

"Daddy... more solitary? Chain your princess up forever?"

Footsteps approached—not Daddy's. Multiple. Guards, laughing crude.

"Rise and shine, cumdump. Messy reform round two—Warden's orders. But first, yard time for public piss checks."

Kira's clit twitched alive, hips lifting instinctive as they unchained her dripping, fist-wrecked carcass.

Solitary was just the start. The playpen yard's public shame awaited.


Chapter 6: Yard Checks: Public Piss Shame

Kira's chains rattled like a junkie's last fix as Guard Vance and his slab-jawed partner yanked her dripping, cum-stuffed carcass from the solitary crib's padded hell.

Her prison diaper hung like a piss-shit cum balloon between her tattooed thighs, sagging heavy with the guard gangbang's sloppy aftermath—Warden Daddy's fist-deep reform still throbbing in her gaped holes.

The air reeked of her own humiliated squirts, clit pulsing red-hot under the sodden gusset.

Five days in Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary had cracked her street-rat armor; now she craved the hourly spankings like a junkie chasing dragon piss.

"Move it, diaper slut," Vance snarled, shoving her stumbling ass toward the yard gates.

Sunlight blasted her squinting eyes as they hurled her into the exercise yard—a concrete killbox ringed by chain-link and razor wire, packed with two dozen feral inmates in identical thick prison diapers.

Wolf-whistles and catcalls exploded like gunfire.

These bitches were lifers, drug mules, killers—tits out, asses high, all diapered and desperate under Daddy's regime.

Kira's cheeks burned, but her swollen clit twitched at the exposure.

No more crib shadows; yard checks meant public piss shame.


Public Inspection Begins

Warden Daddy loomed at the yard's center like a tattooed colossus, his bull neck craned over a clipboard, mirrored shades hiding predator eyes.

Six guards flanked him, cocks bulging in their uniforms, ready for reform duty.

Kira's gut clenched—hourly spankings were back, but now a spectacle for the whole snarling pack.

"Princess!" Daddy bellowed, voice booming off the walls.

"Front and center. Ass up for check time."

Her heart hammered, but Kira didn't fight.

Character dev hit like a gut punch: she waddled forward eagerly, chains clinking, presenting her sagging diaper ass to the warden like a bitch in heat.

Inmates jeered from the benches—

"Look at the fresh meat crinkling! Bet that padding's a swamp!"

—but Kira arched her back, thighs spreading wide.

"Ready for inspection, Daddy," she whimpered, voice husky with need.

Her old defiant fire? Smothered under layers of piss, shit, and cum.

Now she was his yard whore, begging the flood.

Daddy's meaty paw cracked down first—WHAM!—right on her gusset, the impact jolting her bladder.

Piss erupted instantly, hot streams gushing into the already soaked diaper, flooding the crotch with audible squelches.

Inmates howled, pointing as the padding swelled visibly, yellow stains blooming dark across the white plastic shell.

Kira's clit ballooned red, grinding against the mushy mess, orgasm teasing at the edges.

"One!" Daddy growled, spanking again—CRACK!—another piss torrent soaking her thighs.

"Count 'em, babygirl. Let the yard see your shame."

"Two, Daddy! Thank you!" Kira yelped, ass cheeks jiggling, turd smears from the crib fisting squishing louder.

The third spank—SMACK!—sent a visible bulge rippling through her diaper front, piss pressure making the whole thing balloon like a water balloon.

Inmates surged closer, a jeering wall:

"Piss yourself good, newbie! Daddy's turning her into a fountain!"

Kira's face flamed, but she bucked back, presenting harder, piss dribbling down her calves in shiny rivers.

By spank ten, her diaper was a transparent wreck, yellow sloshing against the plastic, clit throbbing visibly through the gusset.

She came hard on the twelfth—squirting girl-cum mixing with the flood—screaming,

"Daddy! Reform me public!"


Laxative Reform Spectacle

Daddy chuckled, dark and filthy, ripping the chains to yank her upright.

"Good girl. But eyes down, princess. Staring at my guards' crotches? That's an infraction."

Kira's emerald eyes widened—shit, she'd been ogling those bulging cocks mid-spank, drooling for more gusset thrusts.

The yard erupted in laughter.

"Busted! Lax her up, Warden!"

Daddy nodded to Vance, who stormed forward with a double-dose syringe—thick, glistening lube dripping from the needle tip.

"Bend over, cumdump. Public reform time."

Kira obeyed instantly, no hesitation, dropping to all fours on the gritty yard concrete.

Her massive turd squirt show was moments away, and the realization hit like lightning: she wanted it.

"Yes, Daddy! Double-dose my dirty ass!" she begged, cheeks spreading wide, gaped asshole winking through the piss-soaked gusset tears from the gangbang.

Inmates crowded in a semicircle, diapers crinkling, some fingering their own padding in envy.

Daddy knelt behind her, guards forming a wall, cocks out and stroking.

He shredded the gusset wider—RRRIP!—exposing her sloppy holes: pussy lips puffy and leaking guard cum, asshole a ruined rosebud still farting crib-fist bubbles.

"Watch close, bitches," Daddy roared to the yard.

"This is what happens to starers."

The syringe plunged in—no mercy—double-dose laxatives burning up her shitter, twice the crib load, guts igniting like napalm.

Kira howled, bowels cramping instantly, hot pressure building.

"Feel that, princess? Gonna erupt for your audience."

Ten seconds flat: her asshole spasmed—PFFFT!—and the massive turd squirt show exploded.

Hot, mushy ropes of shit blasted out like a firehose, thick brown logs splattering the concrete in wet plops, more erupting around the syringe as Daddy twisted it deeper.

"Fuck! It's coming, Daddy! Huge!" Kira screamed, pushing hard, turds squirting in arcs, coating her thighs and the ruined diaper in steaming sludge.

Inmates cheered wild—

"Squirt that mud, diaper pig! Paint the yard!"

—one bitch even humped the fence, jealous.

The load was biblical: endless waves of soft-serve shit, squelching around Daddy's probing fingers as he yanked the syringe free and fisted in elbow-deep, churning the mush.

"Reform complete?" he growled, knuckles grinding her guts, forcing more eruptions.

Kira orgasmed through the filth, pussy clenching empty, squirting clear jets onto the turd pile.

"Yes, Daddy! I'm your shitty princess!"

Fingers withdrew with a sloppy POP, smeared head to elbow, and he smeared it across her tits, marking her.

Guards descended then, cocks thrusting through the gusset ruins—balls-deep in her sloppy pussy and gaped asshole—pumping her full in a yard frenzy.

Cum leaked from every hole as they rotated, inmates chanting

"Fill the slut!"

Kira collapsed in the mess, diaper a total loss, body twitching in humiliated waves.

But the turning point crashed harder: she crawled to Daddy's boots, nuzzling the filth-streaked leather, and thanked him publicly.

"Thank you, Daddy! For the public piss spanks... for the laxative turd show... for reforming your yard babygirl!"

Voice loud, breaking for the whole yard to hear.

Inmates went silent, awed—Kira, the fiery newbie, broken into eager obedience.

Daddy hauled her up by the hair, chaining her wrists high to the yard pole.

"Good princess. Now drip for the afternoon checks."


Afternoon of Endless Shame

Hours blurred in the blazing sun, hourly spankings turning the pole into a piss fountain.

Each CRACK! flooded her fresh mega-diaper—Daddy swapping the wrecked one mid-yard with a thicker model, guards hosing her clean only to reload.

Inmates jeered less, some kneeling in mimicry, Kira's eager ass the new standard.

By dusk, her padding was a lake, clit a permanent red knot, begging between spanks:

"More shame, Daddy! Make me leak!"

Drool mixed with yard piss dried crusty on her chin.

As the yard cleared, Daddy unchained her, whispering hot against her ear.

"Solitary tonight, princess. But tomorrow? Mess hall feedings—with your mouth as the tray."

Kira shivered, holes clenching in fresh need, the hook sinking deep.

Guard Vance and his smirking partner grabbed her arms then, dragging her stumbling ass back through the clanging gates, her ballooned diaper sloshing with the day's public filth.


Chapter 7: Ass Overhaul: Daddy's Double Fist

Kira's tattooed thighs quivered like jelly as Guard Vance and his smirking partner shoved her stumbling ass back into the solitary crib's padded womb, the exercise yard's public piss-shame still dripping from her chin.

Her prison diaper ballooned grotesquely between her legs, a sloshing nightmare of fresh piss floods from the hourly spankings, week-old laxative turds smeared into crusty paste, and thick ropes of guard cum oozing from her battered pussy and gaped asshole.

The crinkle echoed off the steel bars like a taunt, her clit throbbing red and swollen under the sopping gusset, every step grinding the filth deeper into her folds.

Emerald eyes glazed with humiliated heat, Kira collapsed onto the crib mattress, chains rattling, her street-tough fire flickering into something wetter, needier.


Daddy's Arrival

Warden Daddy Vance loomed in the doorway seconds later, his massive frame blocking the dim corridor light, bull-neck straining his uniform, eyes locked on her sagging diaper like a predator scenting blood.

"Private reform time, princess," he growled, voice gravel-thick with lust.

No guards this round—just him, her, and the promise of total overhaul.

Vance and his partner slammed the crib door shut behind Daddy, locking it with a final clang, leaving him to his work.

Kira's guts clenched, remembering the yard's endless spankings—his palm cracking her ass until she pissed rivers—but this? Post-yard double fist?

Her asshole twitched, already gaping from public checks, hungry despite the shame.


The Overhaul Begins

Daddy's boots thudded closer, unzipping his pants with one hand while the other yanked her crib chains, flipping her onto all fours like a ragdoll.

"Ass up, babygirl. Daddy's gonna overhaul those sloppy holes."

The diaper tapes ripped free—RRRIP!—exposing the carnage: gusset bloated yellow-brown, turds mashed into a slurry with piss and cum, her pussy lips puffy and parted, asshole winking a pink-rimmed void.

Filth splattered the mattress as he peeled it down, the stench hitting like a gut punch—sour shit, salty piss, musky seed.

Kira whimpered, face burning, but her hips bucked back instinctively, clit pulsing against the cool air.

"Look at this mess," Daddy snarled, gloved fist scooping a glob of her turd-piss slop, smearing it up her crack.

"Yard checks turned you into a walking toilet. Time to fist it clean."

His thick fingers—three, then four—probed her asshole without warning, squelching into the mushy remnants.

Kira yelped, spine arching, the burn stretching her rim wide.

"F-fuck, Daddy! It's still full!"

Hot shame flooded her, but her pussy clenched empty, drooling fresh slick down her thighs.

"Shut it, princess. Beg for reform."

He twisted, knuckles breaching, arm pumping like a piston.

Her ass swallowed greedily, the laxative-gaped ring sucking him wrist-deep in seconds, mushy turds erupting around his forearm in wet farts—PFFFT!—splattering his uniform.

Kira's vision whited out, waves of filthy ecstasy crashing; her clit ballooned harder, untouched, as his fist churned her bowels into froth.

"Guhhh—Daddy! Deeper!"

The words tumbled out lispy, babyish, her tough-girl edge cracking into full DDLG whimper.

"Fist youw pwison babygiwl!"


Double Fist Ecstasy

Daddy laughed, dark and triumphant, free hand slapping her piss-wet asscheek—CRACK!—flooding her bladder again.

Piss jetted from her urethra, soaking his probing arm, mixing with the shit slurry.

"That's it, lisp for Daddy. Arm to elbow, slut."

He shoved harder, bicep flexing, her asshole gaping impossibly—swallowing forearm, then elbow-deep, the bulge visible under her taut belly skin.

Inside, his fist unclenched, fingers splaying to scoop clinging turds, probing her colon walls until she felt like a sock puppet on his arm.

Orgasm built fast, aggressive, her pussy squirting clear jets onto the crib bars—SPLURT!—shit-piss-cum cocktail arcing from her stretched holes.

But he wasn't done.

"Double time, cumdump."

Yanking his shit-smeared arm free—POP!—her asshole gaped a cavernous O, prolapsing pink flesh pulsing, turd flecks dangling.

Before she could gasp, his other fist rammed her pussy, no mercy, knuckles battering her cervix.

Kira screamed, body convulsing, chains yanking taut.

"DADDY! Both! Fist babygiwl's cunny too!"

Lisp full-blown now, toddler-thick, every syllable dripping submission.

He obliged, alternating pumps—ass, pussy, ass, pussy—until both holes yawned like twin tunnels, slurping his forearms in rhythmic filth.

Her world narrowed to the invasion: elbow-deep in ass, churning remnants into liquid heat; wrist-deep in pussy, thumb grinding clit from inside.

Squirt exploded—gush after gush, shit-flecked piss-cum spraying the crib like a broken firehose.

"Mowe, Daddy! Weform youw widdle cumdump hawdew!"

She babbled, drool stringing from her lips, hips slamming back to swallow more.

Daddy growled approval, free cock—veiny monster, pre-cum beading—thrusting into her mouth to gag the lisps.

She sucked like a vacuum, tongue swirling shit tang, emerald eyes rolling back in humiliated bliss.  


Endless Reform

Hours blurred in the crib's haze—no clocks here, just endless reform.

Daddy's arms pistoned relentlessly, swapping holes, fisting both simultaneously when her gapes allowed—left elbow in ass, right knuckles in pussy, her belly distending like a freakshow.

Turds long gone, purged into puddles; piss endless from spank-triggered floods; cum?

He finally unloaded, yanking free to hose her wrecked holes, thick Daddy ropes plugging the gaps temporarily before bubbling out.

Kira orgasmed in waves—DDLG crashes, body seizing, squirting so hard it ricocheted off the ceiling.

"Obey Daddy fowevew! No mowe infwactions! Babygiwl pwomises!"

The words ripped from her throat, character-shattering vow, street fire drowned in submission.

She meant it—craved it—his prison babygirl forever.


Turning Point

Turning point hit like lightning: post-orgasm wreck, diaper retaped over her prolapsed, cum-leaking ruins, Kira twisted in chains, emerald eyes locking on Daddy's.

"Daddy... check babygiwl's diapee? Pwease? Make suwe it's wet enough?"

Voluntary. First time. No spanking prompt, no infraction—just pure, lispy need.

Daddy's grin split wide, cock twitching back to life.

"Good girl. Obedient princess."

But reform never ended.

As he prepped the fresh thick prison diaper—double-gusseted for maximum slosh—Kira's guts rumbled anew, laxative aftershocks brewing.

Daddy chuckled, shoving two fresh suppositories up her gaping ass with his thick thumb.

"Round two tomorrow, baby. And the guards? They get front-row seats."

Her clit throbbed at the threat-promise, piss trickling warm into the new padding.

Chains rattled as he exited, leaving her locked in the crib to marinate, cum-bloated guts already sloshing like a sewer tank, belly doming outward from his double-load jackhammered deep.

Yet the hook sank deeper: whispers from the corridor—new inmate screams, rival bitch slated for yard debut.

Kira's solitary reign? Crumbling.

Daddy's voice boomed outside:

"Guard shift incoming, Vance. Cum Inflation Night—pump her full."

Her sloppy holes clenched, ready for the overnight cock queue, obedience tested in the endless rotations.


Chapter 8: Guard Shift: Cum Inflation Night

Kira's cum-bloated guts sloshed like a sewer tank as Guard Vance and his slab-muscled partner slammed the solitary crib's barred gate shut behind her.

Her tattooed body collapsed into the piss-soaked padding.

Fresh from Daddy's double-fist ass overhaul, her prison diaper loomed like a grotesque cum-turd balloon—double-gusseted for maximum slosh.

The gusset stretched translucent over her gaped pussy and asshole.

Warden Daddy's thick seed still burbling out in frothy rivulets.

Her belly already domed outward, swollen with the last double-load he'd jackhammered into her depths amid the fresh suppositories shoved up her ass.

But the night was young—overnight guard shift was rolling in.

Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary's finest cocks queued up for Cum Inflation Night.

No sleep for prison babygirls; just endless rotations, pumping her full until she leaked from every fucking hole.


Inflation Duty Begins

"Look at this sloppy little cumrag," Vance growled, yanking the crib's access flap open.

His meaty paw ripped aside the sagging diaper gusset.

Hot globs of Daddy cum splattered the floor.

Kira's clit throbbed red and pissed, begging under the exposure.

"Warden says you're on inflation duty tonight, princess. Ten loads minimum, or it's laxative reform at dawn."

Kira's emerald eyes flashed with that street-bred fire, but her hips bucked instinctively.

Pussy clenching around nothing.

Hours of spankings, turd eruptions, gangbangs, and fisting had rewired her—defiance now just foreplay.

The suppository cramps already twisting her guts into needy knots.

"Fuck you, pig," she spat, voice husky from screaming orgasms.

But her thighs spread wider, offering the wrecked holes like a pro.

"Bring it, then. Fill your babygirl up."

Vance laughed, unzipping his uniform pants.

His veiny nine-incher sprang free, already leaking pre.

He gripped her hips through the crib bars, slamming balls-deep into her sloppy pussy without mercy.

The double gusset squelched around his shaft.

Daddy's leftover cum lubing the thrust.

Kira's walls milking him like a vacuum.

"That's it, diaper slut—suck Daddy's helper dry!"

He pounded relentlessly, crib rails rattling.

Her bloated belly jiggling with each impact.

Kira's moans ripped out raw, back arching as her clit swelled fatter.

Piss trickling involuntary from the spanking shame still burning her asscheeks.

"Fuuuck—yes, helper Daddy! Stretch me!" she wailed, hands clawing the padded mattress.

Milking his cock with rhythmic squeezes honed from yard gangbangs.

Vance roared, hips blurring, then unloaded—rope after thick rope blasting her cervix, inflating her womb hotter.

Cum backed up instantly, gusset bubbling white froth around his retreating shaft.

Load one: belly bloating a notch fuller, pussy gaping, leaking steady.


The Cock Carousel Rolls

No breather.

Partner—Guard Hulk, a 6'5" beast with a cock like a battering ram—shoved Vance aside.

Ripping the gusset wider for her asshole.

"My turn, piss-princess. Time to churn that Daddy seed into butter."

He hawked a loogie on her gape, then rammed in.

Her turd-smeared walls gripping him tight.

Kira howled, orgasm crashing fast.

Her pro babygirl instincts kicking in—asscheeks clenching, rippling around his girth to drain him dry.

"Pump it, big boy! Make my guts balloon!"

Hulk grunted, balls slapping the filthy padding.

Her belly sloshing audibly now as he erupted, flooding her bowels with pint after pint.

Load two: asshole farting cum bubbles, diaper sagging heavier.

Every hole dribbling white rivers.

Word spread fast through the guard barracks—Cum Inflation Night was live.

Kira's crib the main event.

Third shift: Guard Rico, lean and vicious, with a curved prick that hooked her G-spot perfect.

He dove pussy-first through the gusset, Vance cheering him on.

"Milk him, babygirl—show Warden you're his perfect cumdump!"

Kira did, thighs quaking, pussy convulsing in expert waves.

Clit mashed against the piss-wet plastic.

Rico skull-fucked her depths, cursing in Spanish—"¡Toma mi leche, puta!"—before blasting her full.

Load three: belly rounding like a five-month preggo, pressure building.

Pussy lips puffing obscene.

Fourth: Twitchy rookie Guard Jax, nervous but hung, taking her ass while Rico filmed on his phone.

"Smile for the Warden's review, slut."

Kira grinned feral, tongue lolling.

Ass milking Jax's virgin load out in seconds—hot spurts painting her guts, mixing with Hulk's batch into creamy froth.

Load four: first leaks from her mouth, burping cum bubbles.

Every thrust now splashing back out the gusset.


Rotations Intensify

The rotations blurred into a cock carousel, crib reeking of sweat, piss, and endless semen.

Fifth: Burly Guard Tate, double-teaming pussy with Vance back for seconds—two shafts stretching her sloppy cunt through the flap.

Gusset tearing wider.

Kira screamed ecstasy, milking both in tandem.

Her pro skills shining—walls fluttering, hips grinding to suck them deeper.

"Yes, helper Daddies! Double-stuff your princess!"

They hosed her simultaneously.

Load five bloating her navel outward, cum squirting from her nostrils mid-moan.

Sixth: Guard Mills, the quiet sadist, fisting her piss-clit while throat-fucking her through the crib bars—cock down her gullet, balls on her chin.

Until he painted her tonsils white.

She swallowed half, puked the rest into her diaper.

Load six sloshing in her belly like a water balloon.

Seventh: Duo of night-shift vets, Brody and Kane, tag-teaming ass and pussy.

Cocks grinding together through the thin wall of her holes.

Kira idolized them now, these brute enforcers of Daddy's will.

"Fuck yes, Daddy's helpers! Reform me with your big cocks!"

Milking them dry in synchronized orgasms.

Load seven making her abdomen drum-tight, leaks cascading down her thighs.  

By load eight—Guard Perry's brutal pussy-pounding—Kira's belly domed like a beach ball.

Sloshing with every breath, skin stretched shiny.

"Look at that inflation, boys—she's a proper cum-tank now!" Perry laughed, slamming home his seed.

Gusset a ruined cum-rag flapping useless.

Ninth: Guard Flint, ass specialist, churning the mix with a vibrating plug first.

Then flooding her bowels till cum farted out in pressurized sprays.

Kira begged like a fiend—"More, helpers! Bloat your babygirl!"—her defiance fully cracked.

Worshiping these cocks as extensions of Warden Daddy's rule.

Tenth: The graveyard shift alpha, Guard Rocco, a pierced monster with barbell-heavy balls.

Claimed both holes in a savage double-penetration solo—fisting one while cock-ramming the other, switching mid-thrust.

Kira's world spun, orgasms chaining endless.

Milking him pro-style till his piercings scraped her walls raw.

"Daddy's best helper—fill me forever!"

Load ten hit like a firehose.

Belly peaking obscene, pressure valve popping—cum erupting from pussy, ass, mouth, even her tear ducts in white streaks.

She was a leaking cum fountain, diaper a swamp.

Every hole violated and overflowing.


Daddy's Finale

But the guards weren't done.

Word hit the warden's comms—Daddy monitoring from his office throne, cock hard under his desk.

"Good girl, Kira—milking my helpers like a champ. Hold that inflation; I'm coming for the finale."

The crib flooded with hoots, guards high-fiving over her bloated form.

Cocks spent but twitching for more.

Uncle Guards, they were now in her cum-fogged mind, feeding their princess for Daddy's glory.

Kira writhed in humiliated bliss, belly groaning under the load.

Clit a red beacon pulsing.

She'd turned the corner—these weren't pigs anymore; they were Daddy's holy helpers.

Reforming her one load at a time.

"Thank you, helper Daddies," she whimpered, voice slurry with cum.

Fingering her leaks through the gusset.

"Make me leak for Warden..."

The door to solitary boomed open.

Warden Daddy storming in like a god of filth, uniform tented massive.

His eyes devoured her bloated glory, guards parting like disciples.

"Eleven loads for my princess? Perfect."

He stripped, his eighteen-inch monster veined and raging.

Slapping her inflated belly.

Cum sloshed inside, her moan a guttural plea.

"Daddy! Reform your cumdump—creampie me full!" Kira spread wide, pro babygirl mode maxed.

Holes winking through the swampy gusset.

Daddy ripped the flap to shreds, mounting the crib rails.

Slamming pussy-first into her overfilled depths.

The pressure exploded—cum geysers from ass and mouth as his cock displaced the guards' tribute.

Balls-deep in one brutal thrust.

"Take Daddy's approval load, you idol-worshipping slut!"

He jackhammered merciless, belly compressing with each pound.

Her walls milking him expert—squeezes timed to his vein-throb, clit grinding his pubes.

Guards chanted—"Inflate the bitch! Daddy's turn!"—as Kira shattered.

Orgasm tsunami crashing, squirting piss-cum mix across the crib.

"More, Daddy! Uncle Guards prepped me so good!"

Daddy roared, unloading apocalypse—gallons of thick Warden seed blasting her womb.

Overflowing instant, flooding every crevice till she was a human cum-blimp.

Leaking tsunamis from pussy, ass, nostrils, eyes rolling back in DDLG nirvana.

He pulled out with a wet schlorp, her holes gaping craters burping endless ropes.

Diaper obliterated.

Daddy patted her dome of a belly, guards applauding.

"That's my obedient prison babygirl. Now Uncle Guards—feed her one last frenzy before dawn."

Kira burbled cum bubbles, emerald eyes glazing in broken worship as the Uncle Guards' cocks twitched back to life for their final cum-feeding frenzy, her tattooed body quivering in the solitary crib's dim glow.


Chapter 9: Playpen Parade of Cum

Kira's emerald eyes snapped wide in the solitary crib's dim glow, her tattooed body still quivering from Uncle Guards' Cum-Feeding Frenzy.

Thick prison diaper sagged like a cum-shit ballast between her thighs, the bassinet mattress a gluey swamp of regurgitated jizz and laxative sludge.

Her clit throbbed red-hot under the piss-soaked gusset, swollen from endless hourly spankings and fisting reforms.

Warden Daddy's voice boomed through the intercom, a gravelly thunder that rattled her chains.

"Rise and shine, princess potty. Time for your public parade. Guards—strap this cumdump into the highchair for the mess hall march."


Highchair Humiliation

Guard Vance and his slab-muscled partner burst through the barred gate, meaty paws yanking Kira's limp, tattooed fuckbody upright.

Her legs buckled, knees knocking as the diaper's weight dragged her down—hot slurry squelching with every waddle.

"F-fuck you pigs,"

she snarled, street fire flickering weak in her gaze.

But her voice cracked into a whimper when Vance's fist cracked across her ass, flooding fresh piss into her padding.

"Daddy's orders, bitch. Playpen Parade starts now."

They hauled her out, chains clanking, through the echoing corridors of Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary, her crinkling shame broadcasting to every leering guard on shift.

The mess hall erupted into a wolf-howling frenzy as they shoved her into the colossal highchair at the center—a steel throne bolted to the floor, tray slamming down like a guillotine to trap her tattooed arms.

Fifty diapered inmates crammed the benches, their own sagging prisons crinkling in unison, eyes glazing with jealous hunger.

Warden Daddy strode in, his bull-cock bulge straining his uniform, flanked by a dozen Uncle Guards—veiny pricks already tenting, balls churning fresh loads for her reform.

"Look alive, babygirl,"

Daddy growled, looming over her.

"You earned this parade with your cum-blimp belly. But first—laxative lunch."

Kira's guts clenched in terror-lust as Daddy ripped open a fistful of horse-pill laxatives, their chalky bitterness slamming past her lips when he force-fed her like a squirming toddler.

"Swallow, princess. Daddy's gonna churn that naughty ass into mush while the whole pen watches."

Guards pinned her head back, funneling the pills down with a slosh of warm formula—sweet and salty, laced with their pre-cum.

Her belly bloated instantly, cramps ripping through like barbed wire, but her pussy clenched, clit pulsing against the gusset's filth.

"N-no, Daddy! I'll be good—pwease!"  


Laxative Explosion and Gangbang Ignition

The highchair straps bit into her tattooed tits, buckling her thighs wide—diaper gusset on full display, yellowed piss-shit-cum crust flaking under the spotlights.

Inmates chanted "Princess Potty! Princess Potty!" as Daddy yanked the tray lever, tilting her ass up like a sacrificial altar.

"Hourly check first,"

he barked.

His massive paw cracked down—SMACK!—spanking her through the diaper, the impact jolting her bladder.

Piss gushed hot and frantic, soaking the padding anew, her clit ballooning red and raw.

"One... two... TEN!"

Each strike hammered deeper, fingers probing the gusset, squelching into her sloppy folds.

Kira bucked, babbling,

"Daddy's spanking! Pissy princess good giwl!"

Laxatives detonated like a gut-bomb.

Her asshole winked open, hot mush erupting in thick ropes—squelching turds mashing against the prison tabs, bulging the back waistband.

"Fuuuuck—Daddy! Potty bwowing up!"

she wailed, tears streaming, but her hips ground shamelessly, orgasm building in humiliated waves.

Daddy laughed, ripping the gusset wide—not off, just a cum-cock gateway.

"Parade time, cumdump. Uncles—line up! Pump her full for the show."

The gangbang ignited like wildfire.

First Uncle Vance shoved in balls-deep through the gusset, his veiny shaft spearing her piss-shit pussy, churning the laxative sludge into froth.

"Take it, princess—Daddy's reform cock!"

He pounded mercilessly, hips slamming the highchair, her tits bouncing wild.

Inmates roared, jerking their caged clits through their own diapers.

Kira's mouth gaped in a scream-orgasm—

"Cumming! Uncle fuwls me!"

—as Vance unloaded, thick ropes blasting her cervix, overflow bubbling from the gusset in creamy rivulets.

No mercy—next Uncle rammed her gaped asshole, cock pistoning through the turd-smeared tear, laxative mush lubing his balls-deep thrusts.

"Shit-sleeve slut!"

he grunted, fingers scooping hot sludge to smear her face.

Her belly sloshed fuller, cum mixing with the eruption, pressure building to burst.

Daddy grabbed her chin, forcing her lips around the overflow spout—a clear tube rigged from the highchair, funneling her gusset leaks straight to her mouth.

"Drink your reform, babygirl. Daddy's princess potty swallows every drop."


Overflow Orgy and Regression Begging

Gulp after filthy gulp, Kira chugged the cocktail—piss-shit-cum slurry, tangy and scorching, her throat convulsing as cocks rotated.

Third Uncle double-teamed, cramming her pussy while the ass-fucker stayed buried, their shafts grinding through the gusset in a sloppy sandwich.

"Feel that friction, potty whore? Uncles breeding you public!"

Overflow flooded the tube, forcing her to guzzle or drown—glug-glug-glug—her emerald eyes rolling back in DDLG bliss.

"Mowe cockies, Daddy! Pwincess pwetty pwitty!"

she babbled, fully regressed, tattooed body arching as orgasms ripped through her core.

The parade accelerated, urgent filth unspooling in a blur.

Uncle after Uncle thrust through the gusset gateway—pussy, ass, alternating, double, triple—cocks stretching her holes to gape-city, pumping endless loads until her diaper ballooned like a cum-tank.

Inmates surged closer, chanting "Guzzle! Guzzle!" as the tube overflowed, slurry dribbling down her chin, pooling in her cleavage.

Daddy fisted her hair, growling,

"Beg for it, princess. Tell the pen you're Daddy's obedient babygirl."

"Pwease, Uncles! Fiwl Daddy's potty pwincess! I's good giwl—swallow aww da cum-shit!"

Kira's voice pitched high and infantile, street fire drowned in regression waves.

Her clit, red-swollen beacon, rubbed raw against the gusset's chaos, squirting girl-cum into the mix.

Laxatives raged on, fresh turds erupting around invading cocks, squelching hot and mushy, only to be fucked back in by the next pounding shaft.

Daddy joined the fray, his warden bull-cock—thick as her wrist—shoving through the ass tear, double-fisting her guts with meat while two Uncles reamed her pussy.

"Reform complete!"

Daddy roared, balls contracting as he hosed her bowels with Daddy cum, the load so massive it jetted from her pussy gusset in pressurized spurts.

The tube became a firehose—Kira gulping desperately, belly distending round as a pregnant whore's, cheeks bulging with unswallowable filth.

"Goo goo gaa—Daddy's cumdump!"

she garbled around the flow, orgasming in violent shudders, piss flooding anew to chase the deluge.


Playpen Reward and Final Mess

The highchair rattled under the onslaught, twenty Uncles drained dry, their cocks wilting from the gusset parade.

Kira's diaper sagged catastrophic—heavy as a lead sling, every hole leaking Daddy's holy reform.

Inmates howled approval, their own diapers darkening with jealous messes.

Daddy unstrapped her, her body crumpling into a twitching puddle, mouth still drooling tube-slurry.

"Good girl, princess potty. You took the parade like a champ. Time for your reward—fresh diaper change before playpen lockdown."

Guards hoisted her to the mess hall table, a public altar under glaring lights.

Daddy peeled the tabs—SCHLORP!—unveiling the apocalypse: gusset a shredded ruin, pussy and ass gaping cum-fountains, clit a pulsing ruby, laxative turds mashed into pink folds.

"Look at that sloppy babygirl hole,"

he praised, wiping her clean with baby wipes that smeared more than sanitized.

Fresh powder dusted her raw skin, soothing the sting, then the new prison diaper—thick, white, inescapable—crinkled into place, taping snug around her tattooed hips.

Kira cooed, nuzzling Daddy's bulge.

"Tankoo, Daddy. Pwincess cwean now."

Inmates cheered her regression, but Daddy's eyes gleamed wicked.

"Stay good, cumdump. Or it's back to solitary fisting."

He patted her padded crotch—gentle, possessive—earning a shiver of bliss.

She waddled off the table, chains rattling, the fresh diaper hugging her like a promise—straight into the chain-link playpen at the mess hall's edge.

Guards shoved her padded ass onto the rubber mats, surrounding her in a circle-jerk frenzy.

Thirty seconds in—CRAMP.

Laxative aftershocks hit like a sledgehammer.

Her asshole spasmed, hot mush exploding into the pristine padding—squelch-squelch-squelch—turds piling instant and thick, flooding the gusset before she could beg.

"Oh nooo—Daddy! Potty mess again! Pwincess bad giwl!"

Piss chased it, soaking through, the new diaper yellowing fast.

Inmates laughed, pointing at the sagging shame.

Uncle Guards pounced, cocks out for the playpen cum-dump, pumping her fresh gusset while Daddy watched, spanking through the fresh filth.

"Naughty princess. Full regression therapy with Uncle fists incoming—midnight solitary awaits."

Kira babbled helplessly,

"Pwease, Daddy! Wegform me mowe!"

as the playpen parade devolved into a sticky orgy, her soiled reward ballooning, clit swelling for the next hourly check.

Hours blurred into a cum-drenched haze, Uncle Guards' drained-ball barrages leaving her a drooling wreck—tattooed tits heaving under the crusted diaper rash creeping across her skin, the thick prison padding between her thighs a sagging mega-bomb of regurgitated jizz, laxative-forced shit smears, and her own humiliated piss floods from hours of forced babygirl begging.

Finally, they dragged her cum-stuffed carcass back through the clanging solitary wing, dumping her into the crib's steel embrace, lights dimming to red midnight glow.

Kira's solitary crib pulsed like a cum-drenched heartbeat in the midnight void of Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary, steel bars slick with the sticky residue of Uncle Guards' playpen parade cum-dump.


Chapter 10: Midnight Warden Wrist-Ride

Kira's solitary crib pulsed like a cum-drenched heartbeat in the midnight void of Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary, steel bars slick with the sticky residue of Uncle Guards' playpen parade cum-dump.

Her tattooed tits heaved under the crusted diaper rash creeping across her skin, the thick prison padding between her thighs a sagging mega-bomb of regurgitated jizz, laxative-forced shit smears, and her own humiliated piss floods from hours of forced babygirl begging.

Emerald eyes glazed over in the dim red glow of the overhead bulb, her street-tough sneer long shattered into a drooling, cock-craving whimper.

Warden Daddy loomed at the crib's barred gate, his massive frame casting a shadow like a rape-god descending, bull cock already throbbing hard against his unzipped uniform pants.

"Time for your midnight wrist-ride, princess," he growled, voice a gravel rumble that vibrated her piss-soaked clit.

"Daddy's gonna fist that sloppy baby cunt and shithole till you confess what a prison-life slut you are."


Warden's Midnight Fist-Ride

She squirmed in the bassinet's gluey mattress pit, chains rattling from her cuffed wrists hooked to the overhead bar, forcing her tattooed ass up like a presented fucktoy.

The prison diaper—thick as a mattress topper, now bloated to bursting—crinkled obscenely, hot globs of parade cum sloshing inside, coating her swollen labia and gaped asshole in Uncle Guards' ball-drain batter.

"P-Please, Daddy," Kira babbled, voice cracking into DDLG whine, her clit a red, pulsing nub straining against the piss-shit gusset.

"Reform your little cumdump princess... fist me raw!"

He'd already checked her hourly with those brutal spankings, each cheek-smashing palm floodlighting her bladder till piss geysered into the padding, turning it into a warm swamp that made her thighs slick and her holes itch for invasion.

Daddy's meaty paw shot through the bars, ripping the diaper's tapes with a single yank.

The front panel flopped open like a gutted whale, unleashing a tidal wave of parade cum-shit slurry that splattered the crib floor in chunky ropes, her tattooed bush matted with the filthy cocktail.

"Look at this messy babygirl hole," he snarled, plunging three fingers into her pussy without mercy, knuckle-deep in one brutal thrust.

Kira's back arched, a guttural scream ripping from her throat as her walls clamped like a vice, juices squirting around his invading digits.

"Fuck, Daddy! Deeper—stretch your prison whore!"

He twisted, scissoring wide, her clit ballooning redder under the assault, every nerve firing in humiliated ecstasy.

But Daddy wasn't playing tease.

His fourth finger rammed in, then his thumb, forming a cone that battered her cervix like a battering ram.

"Gonna wrist-fuck this cunt till you break, princess," he barked, grease-slicking his hand with the leaking parade cum oozing from her depths.

Kira's emerald eyes rolled back, drool bubbling from her lips as the stretch burned white-hot—her pussy lips yawning obscenely around his wrist, inner walls fluttering in panicked spasms.

"Yes! Daddy's fist—own it!" she howled, hips bucking involuntarily, chains clanking like a whore's applause.

He rotated savagely, wrist grinding against her G-spot, forcing a humiliated orgasm to detonate.

Piss arced from her urethra in a golden spray, soaking his forearm, her clit throbbing like a heartbeat as waves of DDLG shame crashed through her—body convulsing, tits jiggling, tattooed thighs quaking.

No reprieve.

Daddy yanked free with a wet schlorp, her pussy gaping like a crater, cum-froth bubbling out.

"Ass next, babygirl. Beg for Daddy's reform."

Kira's mind fractured, street-fire reduced to baby slut mush.

"Please, Daddy! Fist my shithole—make it your wrist-sleeve!"

His cum-slick fist hovered at her pucker, still loose from laxative turd eruptions and Uncle Guards' cock-pummels.

He shoved, knuckles breaching the ring in a fiery pop, her asshole swallowing greedily as she shrieked.

Inch by agonizing inch, his wrist vanished into her guts, elbow-deep now, churning the remnants of shit-sludge inside.

"Fuck, so tight for a prison cumdump," he grunted, pumping like a piston, fingers curling to massage her depths.

Kira's world exploded in filthy bliss—orgasm two ripping through her like lightning, asshole clenching his arm in rhythmic squeezes, hot turd flecks squeezing out around the seal to plop into the crib's swamp.

"More, Daddy! I love it—love being your diapered prison baby!" she confessed in a broken wail, humiliated tears streaming, body betraying her with squirting pussy floods that mixed with ass-ooze.


Double-Fisted Destruction

He double-fisted now, one wrist in pussy, the other in ass, elbows slamming the bars as he rode her like a mechanical bull.

Her holes stretched to impossible widths, lips and pucker ballooned around his forearms, every thrust sloshing internal slurry—cum, shit, piss churning into froth that bubbled from both ends.

"Say it louder, princess! You love Daddy's prison playpen!"

"I LOVE PRISON LIFE, DADDY!" Kira screamed, third orgasm hitting like a freight train, clit swelling to cherry-size, pulsing red as her body seized in DDLG waves.

Confetti of squirt and shit sprayed the crib walls, her confessions pouring out in a torrent: "No more streets—keep me diapered forever! Spankings, laxatives, guard cocks—your fist-riding cumdump babygirl!"

Daddy roared approval, pistoning faster, his bull cock erupting untouched, ropes of Warden cum splattering her tattooed tits and face, glazing her in hot ownership.


Guard Rotation Frenzy

But the midnight hush shattered—boots pounding the corridor, jealous snarls echoing.

Guard Vance burst through first, slab-muscled frame bulging, cock tenting his pants at the sight of Kira's double-fisted wreckage.

"Fuck this, Warden! We've drained our balls feeding the bitch parade cum—our turn for full rotation!"

His partner, the smirking brute from yard checks, shoved in behind, unzipping to slap his veiny meat against the bars.

"Yeah, Daddy's hogging the wrist-ride. We want her holes ballooned on our fists too!"

Daddy's eyes gleamed wicked, not slowing his elbow-deep pumps—Kira still quaking in post-orgasm shudders, confessions slurring into baby babbles.

"Jealous Uncles? Fine—first full guard rotation starts now. Pile in, boys. Reform this princess till dawn."

Vance lunged, ripping open the crib gate, his massive paw replacing Daddy's in her pussy with a savage glorp, wrist vanishing balls-deep as she howled fresh.

The smirking guard claimed her ass, double-fisting syncing with Vance's rhythm, her body a ragdoll between them.

Kira's emerald eyes bulged, fourth orgasm building as four forearms churned her guts like butter.

"Uncles! Fist your babygirl—full rotation reform!"

Daddy gripped her jaw, force-feeding her his spent cock, balls slapping her chin while guards rotated fists—twisting, plunging, stretching her to oblivion.

Cum-shit-piss slurry erupted in geysers, the crib a frothing orgy pit, her clit a permanent red beacon pulsing under endless assault.

More boots—full rotation swelling.

Guard Rico, the tattooed Latino stud from cum inflation night, shouldered in, claiming her mouth for a throat-fist tease while Vance and smirker double-teamed below.

"Suck it down, diaper slut—midnight wrist orgy!"

Kira gagged, orgasming again in humiliated waves, body a vessel for their jealous fury.

Daddy orchestrated from above, barking orders:

"Rotate! Elbow her shithole, Vance—Rico, fist that baby throat!"  


Dawn's Endless Churn

The crib devolved into a frenzy—six guards now, full shift piling in, wrists swapping holes in a blur.

Kira's pussy and ass yawned perpetually, never empty, each fist unique: Vance's brutal pile-driver, smirker's twisting corkscrew, Rico's rapid jackhammer.

Orgasms chained endlessly, her confessions devolving to "Prison forever! More fists, Daddies!"

Piss-shit-cum tsunamis flooded the bassinet, her discarded diaper slumped in the corner like a defeated enemy, tattooed body glistening in multi-man glaze.

Dawn crept, but the rotation raged—jealous guards demanding payback for every parade swallow, every yard piss-check.

Kira's mind blanked to pure babygirl submission, clit raw and swollen, holes ruined wrist-sleeves leaking froth.

Daddy leaned in mid-thrust, whispering hot against her ear: "Good girl. But guard rotation gut-churn starts at predawn—your sloppy fuckbody's next for Uncle fists till the buzzer."


Chapter 11: Guard Rotation Gut-Churn

Kira's tattooed fuckbody quaked in the solitary crib's steel-barred slaughterhouse, a piss-shit-cum apocalypse from the Midnight Warden Wrist-Ride—Daddy's wrist-thick cum-fist remnants sloshing with her own bladder nukes and the Uncle Guards' drained-ball barrages, the bassinet mattress a gluey hellpit of her latest humiliation.

Predawn fluorescents buzzed like angry hornets overhead, casting harsh shadows on her crusted diaper rash, clit throbbing red and swollen under the sagging gusset's toxic slurry.

Her emerald eyes fluttered half-lidded, street-tough defiance long fucked into whimpering submission, but her sloppy holes twitched hungry for more reform.


Guard Rotation Begins

The crib's barred gate clang-slammed open, floodlights piercing the filth haze as Guard Vance—slab-muscled alpha with a veiny nine-incher—stormed in first, his prison blues tented like a battering ram.

"Rise and shine, diaper slut! Guard rotation's here for your predawn gut-churn. Ten cocks, one piss-shit slip-n-slide. Daddy's orders."

Nine more meathead guards piled in behind him, a rotating pack of veiny monsters unzipping in unison, cocks springing free—thick, curved, pierced, all dripping pre-cum lube for her wrecked holes.

Kira's guts clenched, diaper crinkling loud as fresh piss spurted involuntarily, soaking the mushy turd-cum gusset into a churning froth.

Warden Daddy loomed in the doorway, his massive bulge straining his warden leathers, eyes locked on his prison babygirl.

"That's my little cumdump. Let the Uncles reform you proper. Rank 'em, beg for favorites, earn that poly-DDLG seal."

His gravel voice boomed approval, fist pumping his zipper like a promise of oversight.

Kira's tattooed tits heaved, nipples diamond-hard under the rash, as Vance yanked her chains, flipping her ass-up on the piss-mattress.

The crib reeked like a backed-up gloryhole, hot vapors rising from her diaper's flood zone.


Vance and Rico's Turns

Vance ripped the gusset aside with a schlorp, exposing Kira's sloppy masterpiece: asshole gaped fist-wide from Daddy's midnight ride, pussy lips swollen burger-fat, clit pulsing angry red in a sea of yellow piss, brown mush-turds, and pearly cum ropes.

"Fuck, princess, you're a walking sewer orgy."

His nine-inch battering ram speared her pussy balls-deep in one thrust, the slip-n-slide gusset slurping around his shaft like a filthy Fleshlight.

Squelch-splat-squelch—his hips jackhammered, churning the mess into a frothy piss-shit-cum lubricant that sprayed in arcs with every plunge.

Kira's eyes rolled back, emerald greens glazing over.

"Fuuuuck, Uncle Vance! Number one cock—thickest vein hits my G-spot like a riot baton! Harder, reform your pissy babygirl!"

He growled, balls slapping her clit, pounding her into orgasmic convulsions—walls clamping his meat as she squirted girl-cum into the diaper deluge.

"Take Uncle's load, slut!"

Hot jets blasted her cervix, inflating her guts further, cum bubbling back out around his pistoning girth.

Vance yanked free with a pop, white ropes splattering her tattooed asscheeks, gusset now a glistening slip-n-slide of fresh jizz mixing with the old slurry.

Guard Rico—wiry Latino with a curved eight-incher like a banana hook—shoved in next, flipping her onto her back for crib-rocking missionary.

"My turn, puta princesa. Beg for this hook."

Kira's chained wrists yanked above her head, legs splayed wide, diaper ballooning under her as Rico's curve hooked her pussy depths, grinding her clit against the piss-shit gusset.

Glurp-glorp-glorp—the mess sucked at his balls, turds smearing his pubes brown.

"Oh god, Uncle Rico! Number two—that curve scoops my guts like a spoon! Fuck me deeper, make me your poly-DDLG whore!"

Daddy nodded from the door, stroking his monster.

"Good girl, ranking your Uncles. Earn that family dynamic."

Rico's thrusts turned frantic, ass-flesh rippling under tattooed skin, her piss flooding fresh from the spanking-swollen bladder.

He roared, unloading thick Latino ropes into her sloppy cunt, cum-piss-shit froth erupting like a geyser when he pulled out, coating her inner thighs in slip-n-slide shine.

Kira bucked, orgasming again, voice a broken squeal:

"More Uncles! My holes need reform!"


The Brutal Lineup

Guard Three—Big Turk, bearded brute with a ten-inch wrist-thick monster—hoisted her like a ragdoll, impaling her asshole on his girth reverse-cowgirl style.

The gusset stretched obscene around his base, mushy turds squelching out in hot waves as he bounced her tattooed ass on his lap.

PLOP-SCHLORP-PLOP—piss-shit-cum slurry rained down, flooding the crib floor ankle-deep.

"Allah's sake, princess, your shithole's a velvet vice!"

Kira ground down, emerald eyes feral.

"Uncle Turk! Top three—thickest ass-stretcher ever! Gape me wider for Daddy's poly fam!"

Her clit rubbed the slick gusset raw, swelling redder, orgasm ripping through as Turk's balls unloaded, cum farting out her gaped ring in bubbly bursts.

He dumped her into the puddle, Guard Four—Pierced Pete, lean twink with seven inches studded in steel barbells—diving in doggy-style.

Barbs raked her pussy walls through the slip-n-slide mess, turds catching on his rings like filthy jewelry.

"Scream for these piercings, babygirl!"

Kira howled, chains rattling.

"Uncle Pete! Number four—those barbs scratch my itch perfect! Begging for repeats, poly-Daddy approves?"

Daddy grunted yes, Vance high-fiving him as Pete jizzed her full, piercings tugging cum strings when he withdrew.

Guard Five—Black Bull Jamal, eleven-inch anaconda veined like rebar—slammed her face-down ass-up, snake coiling into her pussy, stretching the gusset to tearing point.

Splurchhh—the diaper's fill line overflowed, hot piss-shit-cum cascading like a waterfall.

"Ride this BBC reform, convict cunt!"

Kira's world narrowed to the burn-stretch, orgasming mid-thrust.

"Uncle Jamal! Number one contender—longest gut-poker! Poly family needs this daily!"

Jamal's roar echoed, flooding her womb till it bloated visibly, cum backflowing in creamy rivers.

Guard Six—Twinkie Tim, surprise nine-incher on a boyish frame—flipped her for titty-fuck tease, then plunged her asshole, gusset slurping his smooth shaft clean of prior loads.

"Clean Uncle's dickie, princess!"

Kira babbled rankings:

"Number five—surprise girth sneaks up best! More, Uncles!"

Tim nutted quick, painting her shitter white.

Guard Seven—Hairy Hank, beer-gut beast with a girthy knot-base eight-incher—piledrivered her pussy, knot popping in-out through the frothy slip-n-slide, locking cum deep.

"Knot your sloppy hole!"

"Uncle Hank! Six—knot seals the reform! Daddy, poly seal us!"

Orgasms chained, her body a quivering mess.

Guard Eight—Slick Vic, circumcised seven-incher with endless stamina—jackhammered both holes alternating, gusset a blur of motion.

"Stamina king, bitch!"

Kira ranked:

"Number three—endless fuck-machine! Begging poly rotations!"

Guard Nine—Rugged Rex, scarred ex-con with a pierced ten-incher—face-fucked her first, then railed her ass, balls churning the under-diaper slurry.

"Taste your filth, then take it back!"

"Uncle Rex! Two—scarred beast cock owns me!"

Last, Guard Ten—Monster Mike, twelve-inch freak with a fist-thick head—hoisted her aerial, double-penetrating pussy and ass with raw power, gusset ripping half-off in the frenzy.

SCHLORP-FART-SPLAT—the slip-n-slide peaked, crib a wading pool of collective loads, piss floods, turd mush.

"Ultimate reform, princess!"

Kira screamed rankings:

"Number one overall, Uncle Mike! Poly-DDLG dream cock—Daddy, approve this rotation forever!"

Mike erupted like a firehose, cum exploding from every hole, her belly distending pregnant-round.


Daddy Seals the Rotation

Daddy strode in as Mike dumped her into the cum-sea, guards circling for seconds, cocks hard again.

"Perfect gut-churn, babygirl. Poly-DDLG dynamic sealed—Uncles rotate hourly now."

Kira writhed in the filth, begging:

"Yes, Daddy! More cocks, rank 'em all day!"

But Vance smirked, chaining her tighter.

"Hold up, princess. Triple diaper stack first—then drills in the yard. Riot's brewing with your Diapered Discipline crew."


Chapter 12: Triple Diaper Stack Stuffing

Kira's tattooed fuckbody shuddered in the solitary crib's steel-barred inferno, a cum-shit-piss cataclysm from Guard Rotation Gut-Churn—Daddy's wrist-thick cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own bladder nukes, the bassinet mattress a gluey swamp of her latest humiliation.

Her emerald eyes fluttered half-shut, clit throbbing red-hot under the sagging prison diaper's sludge-gusset, every hourly spanking scar burning like fresh brands.

But Warden Daddy's shadow loomed through the bars, his meat-slab fists clenched, gravel voice booming like a thunderclap.

"Up, you filthy diaper rat! Infraction log says you faked that last gut-churn beg—'Yes, Uncles, reform my sloppy holes!' My ass. Time for Triple Stack reform, princess. Three diapers thick, laxatives triple-dosed. Gonna flood that stack till it bursts, then we fuck the bulge raw."

Guards Vance and Jax burst in, slab-muscled brutes with cocks already tenting their uniforms, chains rattling as they yanked Kira's quaking ass upright from the cum-sea bassinet.

Her legs buckled, piss-shit-cum slurry squirting from the old diaper's seams, splattering their boots.

"No, Daddy—fuck, I swear I meant it!"

She gasped, street-tough fire flickering defiant even as her gaped asshole clenched in dread.

Vance laughed, a guttural bark, slamming her face-first into the crib's padded rail.

"Shut it, cumdump. Daddy's stacking you like a shit-sandwich."


Triple Stack Assembly

Daddy ripped the catastrophic diaper free with a wet schlorp, exposing Kira's tattooed thighs slick with layered filth—pussy lips swollen burger-red, asshole a prolapsed rosebud oozing daddy-cum ropes.

"Look at this wrecked babygirl hole,"

He growled, probing her shithole with two sausage fingers, scooping out a mushy glob.

Kira bucked, moaning involuntary.

"Daddy—ungh—reform me for real!"

Jax slapped her tits, nipples hardening to diamonds.

"Liar bitch. Triple stack it is."

First diaper hit like a thunderclap—thickest prison-grade yet, white plastic crackling loud as cell doors slamming, gusset reinforced for mega-loads.

Daddy taped it brutal-tight around her hips, the padding swallowing her asscrack whole.

"Feel that hug, princess? Hour one starts now."

He shoved a horse-pill laxative up her pussy, grinding it against her clit with his thumb.

Kira's guts cramped instant, a hot bubble rising.

"Fuck—Daddy, it's kicking already!"

No mercy.

Second diaper layered on, even thicker, crinkling double-loud, compressing the first into a vice.

Guards held her spread-eagle, Daddy jamming two laxatives up her asshole, fingers knuckle-deep, twisting like a drill.

"Gonna brew a mega-eruption, baby. Shit so hot it'll melt these stacks."

Kira's emerald eyes bulged, tattooed abs clenching as the chems ignited—bowels bubbling like lava.

"Oh god—Daddy, my ass is churning! Piss—fuck, I gotta piss!"

Bladder nuked on cue from the hourly spank phantom, hot urine gushing into the double-stack, warming the laxative brew.

Third diaper sealed the tomb—monstrous, quad-thick padding ballooning her hips to waddle-width, tapes straining like bomb straps.

Daddy palmed her mound, feeling the swell.

"Triple diaper princess locked in. Now the real reform."

He force-fed a final triple-laxative cocktail down her throat, choking her with bitter sludge.

"Swallow, slut. Erupt for Daddy."


Reform Chamber Overload

They dragged her stumbling to the reform chamber, a concrete pit ringed by mirrored walls, chains dangling from the ceiling like meat hooks.

Kira waddled bow-legged, the triple-stack already gurgling, first piss-waves soaking layer one, laxatives frothing her guts into a pressure cooker.

"Daddy—please, it's too much! My shithole's gonna explode!"

Vance chained her wrists overhead, tits thrusting out, while Jax kicked her legs apart.

Daddy's eyes blazed, cock out—vein-ridged monster throbbing.

"That's the point, babygirl. Sensory overload till you break real this time."

Spank one cracked her triple-stack ass like a gunshot—Daddy's paddle flattening the padding, ripples slamming her clit.

Kira screamed, bladder unleashing a piss-tsunami, flooding layer one, seeping hot into two.

"Piss for Daddy! Good girl—now shit."

Her bowels detonated—hot, mushy turds rocketing from her gaped asshole, squelching into the gusset, mush packing layer one tight.

The stack bulged rear-first, a shit-bomb swelling visibly.

"Fuck—it's erupting! Daddy, feel my messy reform!"


Diaper-Fuck Assault

Guards dove in, cocks freed—Vance's girthy beer-can, Jax's curved skull-fucker.

Daddy went first, ripping a fist-hole in the triple-gusset, plastic tearing with a riiiip.

His cock speared through, piercing layer three's dry padding, sludge layer two, straight into the steaming shit-piss soup of layer one.

Balls-deep in her sloppy pussy, he thrust savage, shit-mush squelching around his shaft.

"Fuck this triple-stack cunt! Take Daddy's reform cock, princess!"

Kira thrashed in chains, emerald eyes rolling, clit swelling monstrous under the pressure.

"Yes—Daddy! Stuff my stacked holes! More lax—ungh—it's brewing again!"

Piss-shit slurry bubbled from the hole, Daddy's balls slapping the plastic, cock reaming her gash through the filth-wall.

Vance mounted her ass-side, punching his own hole in the bulging rear-gusset, cock tunneling through layers into her spasming shithole.

"Gape that turd-tunnel, bitch!"

Double penetration via diapers—cocks grinding layers apart, cum already beading.

Kira's world overloaded: crinkle symphony deafening, hot mush squishing her skin, cocks pistoning through the stack like filthy jackhammers.

"Guards—Daddy—reform me harder! My stack's flooding!"

Jax grabbed her skull, forcing his cock through a front tear, face-fucking her while palming the swelling diaper-front.

Laxatives peaked mega—Kira's guts convulsed, second shit-wave nuking the stack, turds erupting around Vance's buried cock, mega-bulge inflating to beachball size.

"Shit volcano, princess! Fuck that mush!"

Daddy roared, pumping her pussy full—first load blasting through layers, cum seeping back, mixing piss-shit into creamy froth.

It wicked upward, staining all three diapers yellow-brown, leaks spurting from seams.

Kira orgasmed edgeplay hard—humiliated DDLG waves crashing, body seizing as clit mashed the gusset.

"Daddy—cumming in my triple filth! Reform your babygirl cumdump!"

But her street-fire slipped—a fake moan pitched too high, eyes defiant flicker.

Daddy clocked it instant, yanking out mid-thrust, cum-rope dangling.

"Faking again? You defiant little shit! Double solitary—crib lockdown, twice the checks, twice the fisting. Riot's brewing if you don't crack."

Guards nutted savage—Vance flooding her ass with ball-draining ropes, the stack absorbing, bulging obscene; Jax painting her throat, forcing swallow.

Cum seeped layers like hot glue, triple-stack a sagging mega-monster now, hips immobilized, every waddle a squelch-apocalypse.

They unchained her, the weight dropping her to knees, filth puddling beneath.

"Look at that stuffed princess,"

Daddy sneered, probing the cum-shit gusset with fingers, widening holes.

"Sensory bliss? Nah—you're edging lies."


Back to Solitary Edgeplay

Kira whimpered real now, emerald eyes glassy, tattooed body quaking as they hauled her back to solitary crib.

Triple-stack dragged concrete, leaving slime-trail, guts still churning post-eruption aftershocks—from the hourly double-stacking check.

Locked in, bars slamming, Daddy loomed last.

"Double checks start now, baby. Fake once more, and it's yard riot with the whole roster. Beg true—or break."

She collapsed into the bassinet, stack compressing under her, fresh piss leaking involuntary, clit pulsing in trapped bliss.

"Daddy... reform me for real? Please?"

But deep, the fire smoldered—next hour's double spanking loomed, guards' cocks twitching outside bars, Vance and his slab-muscled crew prepping the hoist for double solitary drills.

Her faked begs ignited whispers of defiance, the Diapered Discipline crew stirring for riot.

Double solitary edgeplay hell ballooned her triple-stacked cum-shit body—how long till she cracked genuine... or sparked full prison-yard blaze?


Chapter 13: Double Solitary Double-Fisting

Kira's tattooed fuckbody dangled like a limp fuckrag from the triple-diaper stack's slime-trail drag, her catastrophic prison padding a sagging sludge-bomb between quivering thighs—piss-shit-cum slurry oozing down her legs in hot rivulets, the solitary crib's concrete still slick from Guard Vance and his slab-muscled crew hauling her wrecked ass back from the hourly double-stacking check.

Chains rattled like apocalypse thunder through the clanging wing, dumping her cum-flooded carcass into the crib's steel-barred womb.

The bassinet mattress squelched under her weight, a gluey crater of stacked loads churning with her own bladder nukes and laxative turd tsunamis.

Emerald eyes glazed over, tits heaving through diaper rash hell, clit throbbing red-hot under the piss-soaked gusset.

But Daddy—Warden Daddy—loomed in the doorway, his massive frame blocking the dim corridor light, iron eyes locked on her broken babygirl form, fresh from his "beg true—or break" ultimatum, the fake plea from her triple-stack collapse still echoing defiance.


Double Solitary Begins

"Time for double solitary, princess," Daddy growled, voice like grinding gravel, thick fingers already unlatching the crib bars.

"Fake reform once more, and it's yard riot with the whole roster. But Daddy's gonna fist both holes raw first. Reform that cumdump cunt till you beg eternal."

Kira's tattooed lips parted in a whimper, body twitching as fresh piss flooded her triple-stack—hot spurts soaking the gang-sludge deeper.

"D-Daddy... no more... please..."

But her swollen clit betrayed her, pulsing urgent against the mushy gusset, pussy clenching empty air.

Guards snickered from the shadows, Vance palming his spent cock through his pants.

Daddy ignored them, storming in, ripping the crib's restraint straps wide.

His paws clamped her ankles, yanking her legs sky-high, ass cheeks spreading like overripe fruit over the padded rail.

The triple-diaper tapes shredded with a wet rip—SLURP—exposing her wrecked holes: pussy gaping like a cum volcano, asshole a prolapsed rosebud winking through shit-streaked folds.


The Double-Fisting Assault

"Look at this filthy princess," Daddy snarled, hawking a thick loogie onto her clit, rubbing it in with his thumb till it swelled cherry-red.

"Stacking stretched you wide, but Daddy's fists'll knot you tight. Beg for it, babygirl. Beg Daddy's double reform—or it's riot in the yard."

Kira's head thrashed, tears streaking her smeared cheeks, but her hips bucked instinctive, street fire cracking under the smoldering edgeplay hell.

"F-Fuck... more, Daddy! Fist your little cumdump!"

The words exploded unbidden, DDLG shame crashing through her core.

Daddy's laugh boomed, right fist diving first—knuckles breaching her pussy lips with a sloppy SCHLORP, wrist-thick forearm plunging balls-deep in one brutal shove.

Cum slurry squirted out in arcs, splattering the crib bars.

Her walls clamped like a vice, milking his invasion, clit detonating in electric waves.

"UNNNGH! DADDY'S PUSSY FIST!" Kira shrieked, back arching off the mattress, piss gushing from her untouched bladder hole in sympathy floods.

Daddy twisted vicious, knuckles grinding her G-spot to pulp, thumb hooking her clit like a fish on a line.

But he wasn't done—left fist reared back, lubed in the overflow slop, and rammed her asshole without mercy.

Double penetration hit like a freight train: right fist owning pussy, left claiming ass, forearms crossing at her taint in a double-fisting vice.

Her guts bulged outward, tattooed belly distending like a pregnant whore, hot turd remnants erupting around his probing wrist.

"Take it all, princess! Daddy's double-fisting your solitary hell!" Daddy roared, pumping alternate—pussy fist withdrawing to the knuckles as ass fist buried to elbow, then swap in rhythmic slaughter.

Kira's screams morphed to guttural begs:

"MORE, DADDY! REFORM ME HARDER! FIST YOUR BABYGIRL CUMDUMP!"

Orgasms ripped endless, humiliated DDLG tsunamis crashing her brain—eyes rolling white, tongue lolling, tits spraying milky sweat.

Piss-shit-cum slurry fountained from both holes, flooding the crib into a wading pool of filth.

Guards pounded the bars outside, cocks hardening at the symphony of squelching flesh and babygirl wails.

Daddy didn't relent, sweat beading his bull-neck, biceps flexing like steel cables as he double-fisted deeper.

"Feel that, Kira? Daddy's owning every inch. No more street bitch—just Daddy's prison playpen princess, forever fist-broken."

His right fist curled inside her pussy, fingers splaying to stretch her cervix wide, while left twisted in her bowels, scooping laxative mush onto his knuckles for extra glide.

Kira's body convulsed, orgasm number ten? Twenty? Blurring into oblivion, tears mixing with drool as she babbled:

"Yes, Daddy! I'm yours! More fists! Break meeee!"  

Hours blurred in the crib's dim hell—Daddy's arms pistoning like porn pistons, her holes gaping permanent now, prolapsing in rhythmic blooms around his retreating wrists.

Fresh piss loads from her hourly spankings mingled with the fist-lube apocalypse, discarded triple diapers piled in a corner like defeated enemies.

"Gonna mark you permanent, babygirl," Daddy grunted mid-thrust, yanking both fists free with a vacuum POP—sludge waterfalling from her ruined holes.


Permanent Marking

Kira collapsed twitching, pussy and ass farting cum bubbles, but Daddy dragged her upright by the hair, slamming her face-first against the crib wall.

"Ass out, princess. Time for your tattoo."

He'd prepped the ink gun from his reform kit, buzzing to life with sadistic whine.

Kira's tattooed cheeks spread wide by his boot, exposing the shit-smeared canvas.

Needle bit deep—DRRRR—etching "Daddy's Cumdump" in bold gothic script across her right ass globe, black ink mixing with turd streaks.

Pain lanced white-hot, but her clit throbbed approval, pussy drooling fresh girlcum.

"Thank you, Daddy! Mark your property!" she sobbed, grinding back instinctive, orgasming from the sting alone.

Daddy admired his work, smacking the fresh tat till blood welled.

"Perfect. Now back on the fists—double solitary ain't done."

Fists plunged renewed, tattoo stinging fire as her holes swallowed him whole again.

Begs echoed louder:

"MORE, DADDY! FIST THE TATTOO SLUT! REFORM YOUR CRYBABY!"

Endless peaks hammered her, body a quaking mess, emerald eyes lost in submissive haze.

Daddy's cock raged tenting his pants, pre-cum soaking through, but this was pure reform—no dick till she broke total.

Finally, after fist-marathon eternity—crib flooded ankle-deep in fluids, air choking-thick—Daddy ripped free one last time.

Kira's holes gaped cavernous, wind sucking through the voids, prolapsed flesh pulsing like breathing wounds.

She curled fetal, tattoo blazing, whispering "More, Daddy... please..." through snotty tears.

But Daddy chained her limp to the mattress, bars clanging shut.

No fresh diaper yet—her wrecked holes left bare and leaking into the bassinet swamp, triple-stack sludge smeared across the rails.

"Reformed for now, princess. But Daddy knows you'll crave it soon. Solitary double-fisting breaks 'em all. Next infraction? Hoist you for the yard rally."

Kira lay wrecked, body humming aftershocks, "Daddy's Cumdump" searing ownership into her soul.

Released reformed? Bullshit—her swollen clit already ached for round two, pussy clenching phantom fists.

Cravings clawed deeper than any street high, forever hooked on Daddy's solitary hell.

But as the lights dimmed, distant yard clangs hinted at tomorrow's reform rally—cameras rolling her tattooed shame for the whole pen to jack off to, chains ready to hoist her dangling fuckbody for the guards' ball-draining barrage...


Chapter 14: Reform Rally Gangbang

Kira's tattooed fuckbody dangled like a cum-ravaged ragdoll from the solitary crib's steel hoist.

Her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-bomb of double solitary double-fisting carnage—Daddy's twin cum-fists churning a slurry apocalypse with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages.

Her own piss-shit nukes foaming the gusset into a bubbling sewer swamp.

Hot rivulets of multi-hole overflow snaked down her quivering thighs.

The bassinet padding squelching under drooling puddles as Guard Vance and his meat-slab crew unchained her limp carcass post-crib double-fisting.

Emerald eyes glazed in orgasmic defeat, clit throbbing redder than a fresh tattoo.

Kira slurped drool from cracked lips.

Her street-tough fire forged into Daddy's eternal babygirl blaze—whispering "More, Daddy... please..." even as chains rattled her free.

"Time for the main event, piss-princess," Warden Daddy bellowed.

His iron bulk storming the solitary wing like a cum-fueled juggernaut.

Dragging her chains toward the clanging yard gates.

Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary's concrete expanse boiled ahead with two dozen guards—slab-jawed alphas, vein-bulging brutes, all cocks rigid as riot batons under straining uniforms.

Inmates catcalled from cellblock windows.

Primed for this Reform Rally: prison-wide spectacle to "reform" the defiant bitch via total cock submersion.

Cameras already rolling her tattooed shame from crib to yard broadcast.

Daddy's meaty paw ripped her chains free at the yard platform—a raised rubber-mat stage ringed by floodlights and cheering meatheads.

Her diaper ballooned grotesquely, crinkling like thunder as she sprawled.

Tits heaving, tattooed skull-and-roses inked across her cleavage slick with sweat-shit sheen.


Rally Kickoff

"Listen up, you cum-guzzling guards!" Daddy roared.

Yanking Kira's emerald locks to force her gaze on the horde.

"This sloppy convict's original sentence? Peanuts.

Today, we flood her to oblivion—gusset torn wide, every swinging dick balls-deep till she bloats like Daddy's perfect playpen pig.

She leads the cheers for reform, or it's crib fist-marathon overtime!"

The guards howled.

Cocks whipping free—thick veiny monsters from nine-inchers to wrist-girth behemoths.

Pre-cum flinging like rally paint.

Kira's guts sloshed.

Pussy clenching involuntarily around phantom fists.

Asshole gaping from the crib double-team.

Defiance flickered—then shattered as Daddy's boot heel ground her clit through the sodden padding.

"Cheer, babygirl! Beg for Daddy's reforms!"

Kira's voice cracked raw.

Hips bucking.

"R-Reform me, Daddy! Flood your pissy princess!"

The crowd erupted.

First wave charging—five guards lunging like wolves.

Ripping her platform restraints.

Rough paws shredded the prison diaper's gusset wide-open.

The tear echoing like a guillotine blade.

Piss-shit-cum slurry exploded outward in a hot geyser.

Splattering boots and gravel.

Exposing Kira's sloppy holes: pussy lips swollen burger-fat, asshole a yawning pink crater rimmed in brown muck, clit pulsing angry red.


First Wave Assault

"First load inbound!" bellowed Guard Vance.

His slab cock—beer-can thick, veins like prison tats—slamming balls-deep into her gaped asshole without mercy.

Squelch!

The thrust displaced a fart-bubble of sludge.

His hairy sack smacking her taint as he jackhammered.

Churning the remnants into froth.

"Take it, you diapered gutter slut!"

Kira screamed ecstasy.

Emerald eyes rolling.

"Yes, reform my shithole! Daddy's rally cock!"

Simultaneously, Guard Rocco—a tattooed ex-con brute—speared her pussy.

His girthy nine-incher stretching her walls till they fluttered.

Double-stuffed, she bucked like a bronco.

Tits flopping wildly.

"More! Pound your babygirl's cumdump!"

The platform shook as Guard Lyle and two more flanked her skull.

Cocks battering her tattooed cheeks.

"Open wide, cheerleader!" Lyle growled.

Ramming his curved meat down her throat.

Balls sealing her lips.

Gagging slurps filled the yard.

Drool-cum bubbling from nostrils as the trio face-fucked her in piston rhythm—glurk-glurk-glurk—while ass and pussy invaders reamed without pause.

Kira's bladder nuked involuntarily.

Fresh piss jetting around Rocco's shaft.

Soaking his pubes gold.

"Daddy! Reforms feel so gooood!" she gargled around cockmeat.

Leading the first cheer as ordered.

Guards bellowed back:

"Reform the bitch! Flood the witch!"

Vance nutted first—roaring like a beast.

Balls contracting as thick ropes of guard jizz hosed her bowels.

Bloating the gusset tear with creamy white.

He yanked free with a pop.

Shit-flecked cum farting out in bubbly spurts.

Rocco followed.

Pussy flooding hot.

Her walls milking him dry till overflow squirted around his base.  


Escalating Waves

Wave two swarmed before she could gasp—fresh cocks replacing the spent.

Gusset now a gaping fuck-window framed in ripped plastic.

Slurry pouring like a broken dam.

Guard Titus, a black-muscled giant, claimed her ass.

His foot-long destroyer bottoming out in one skull-rattling plunge.

"Gonna rearrange your guts, diaper whore!"

Opposite, pale-skinned Guard Finn double-fisted her pussy lips wide.

Before pile-driving his pierced rod inside.

Barbell scraping her g-spot raw.

Kira thrashed.

Orgasm ripping through her like lightning—pussy convulsing, clit squirting arcs onto the mat.

"Reform rally! Fuck me forever, Daddyyy!"

She pumped tattooed fists skyward.

Leading cheers between throat-stuffs from the new face-team: three cocks rotating.

Stretching her jaw till tears streamed.

"Daddy's reforms! Cum in your princess! Deeper—harder!"

The yard shook with stomping boots.

Guards chanting her script back in thunderous unison.

Daddy prowled the stage edge.

His own mega-cock tenting pants like a battering ram.

Barking orders.

"Rotate! No hole empty—bloat the bitch!"

Loads piled fast: Titus erupted with a guttural bellow.

Ass-filling her colon till it cramped.

Hot jizz backflowing around his girth in pressurized farts.

Finn pulled out mid-nut.

Spraying her clit and tits.

Then shoving back to finish inside.

Face-fuckers unloaded down her gullet—gulp after burning gulp—Kira swallowing like a pro.

Belly rounding slightly from the deluge.

By wave three, her diaper sagged like a waterbed apocalypse.

Gusset tear a fist-wide portal oozing pint after pint of mixed loads—piss-shit-cum froth bubbling volcano-style.

Ten guards down.

Her holes gaped cavernous.

Pussy prolapsing slightly on every withdrawal.

Asshole winking brown-rimmed and loose.

"More reforms! Daddy's cocks are my lifeline!" Kira shrieked.

Voice hoarse but fervent.

Emerald eyes wild with humiliated bliss.

She grabbed passing cocks unprompted.

Jerking them toward her holes.

Cheers devolving into slutty commands:

"Ass next! Pussy double-team! Feed me cum, Uncles!"

Guard Malik and his twin brother tag-teamed her pussy—two thick eight-inchers stretching her to tearing.

Scissoring inside while their buddy Rex reamed her ass solo.

His flared head bulldozing sludge deeper.

Face-holes stayed plugged: cocks pistoning her mouth and nostrils.

Forcing air-bubbles of pre through sinuses.

Kira's guts bloated audibly—glorp-glorp—cum inflation hitting critical.

Her tattooed belly distending like a nine-month preggo plaything.

Laxative remnants triggered mini-eruptions.

Turds squelching around Rex's shaft.

Lubing him filthier.

"She's rallying harder than a riot!" Daddy laughed.

Slapping her swelling gut—sloshing echoes drawing roars.

Wave four blurred into frenzy: cocks blurring in rotation.

Every guard getting seconds.

Kira led manic cheers—"Reform! Reform! Daddy's diaper dump forever!"—even as orgasms chained through her.

Thighs quaking.

Piss flooding in sympathy squirts.

Loads twenty-plus now.

Her holes overflowed rivers—white globs streaking gravel.

Air reeking cock-musk and sewer rot.


Eternal Vow and Climax

Turning point hit mid-wave five: bloated beyond movement.

Kira sprawled supine on the mat.

A human cum-bucket with guards hovering.

Cocks raining jizz over her like firehoses.

Belly ballooned porn-star huge.

Gurgling with reform slurry.

Diaper casing stretched translucent.

Every vein and tattoo visible under the skin.

Daddy knelt.

Fisting her hair for the finale pump—his own colossal cock, arm-thick and pulsing.

Aiming for the gusset abyss.

"Daddy... wait," Kira gasped.

Emerald eyes locking his with born-again fire.

Cum bubbled from lips.

But her voice cut urgent through the din.

"Don't stop the rally. Extend it—eternal sentence!

Make me Blackwood's forever playpen princess.

24/7 reforms, hourly gangbangs, crib-fist marathons till I forget my name!

Please, Daddy—trap me in diapers and cum forever!"

Silence crashed.

Then explosion—guards howling approval.

Cocks redoubling.

"Eternal bitch!"

"Diaper dynasty!"

Daddy grinned savage.

Slamming home balls-deep in her pussy.

The thrust displacing cum-tsunami from ass and mouth.

"Granted, babygirl! Life plus infinity—now take Daddy's sealing load!"

He fucked like apocalypse.

Her bloated form jiggling.

Cheers deafening as the final dozen guards circled.

Jerking ropes onto her writhing body.

Kira orgasmed eternal—waves crashing.

Screaming "Eternal reforms! More cocks, Daddy!"—as Daddy's nuts unloaded oceanic.

Bloating her to bursting.

Guards piled on.

Every hole refilled.

Painting her tattooed skin in victory glaze.

The yard devolved to orgy chaos.

Kira's eternal vow echoing as she drowned in bliss-filth.

But as the rally peaked, a new alarm blared—Hourly Humiliation Broadcast sirens wailing prison-wide.

Guards hauled her cum-flooded carcass toward the chain-link playpen for the next phase.

Daddy yanked free.

Cum-cannon still spurting.

Barking:

"Show's just starting, princess.

Cameras rolling—time to beam your sloppy glory to every cellblock screen and seal that vow in the playpen!"


Chapter 15: Eternal Diaper Vow Violation

Kira's tattooed fuckbody sprawled in the playpen's chain-link slaughterhouse, a rubber-mat apocalypse from the Reform Rally Gangbang—Daddy's twin cum-fists churning a slurry cataclysm with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages, her own piss-shit tsunamis foaming into the mega-sag of her thick prison diaper.

The air hung thick as a cum-fogged sewer, her emerald eyes glazing over in broken bliss, clit throbbing red-hot under the sodden gusset.

Warden Daddy loomed over the chain-link rails, his bull-cock still twitching from the rally's final pump, guards panting like spent dogs around the perimeter.

Hourly Humiliation Broadcast cameras whirred overhead, beaming her sloppy glory prison-wide, every cellblock screen flickering with her jiggling, cum-drenched form.

"Time to seal it, princess," Daddy growled, yanking her cum-smeared chin up by the hair.

His voice boomed urgent, a thunderclap in the filth-reeking yard.

"Swear your eternal vow. Daddy's prison babygirl forever—diapers 24/7, piss floods on command, shit eruptions for reform, cumdump holes wide for me and the Uncles. Beg it, bitch."

Kira's tattooed tits heaved, slurry dribbling from her stretched lips.

Defiance flickered—street fire dying in humiliated waves—but submission crashed harder.

"I... I swear, Daddy," she rasped, voice cracking raw.

"I swear, Daddy. Eternal obedience. Your thick prison diapers own my ass. Hourly spankings flood me pissy. Laxatives reform my shithole. Cocks through the gusset—pussy, ass, all yours. Forever your babygirl cumdump!"

Her clit pulsed, pussy clenching the memory of gangbang thrusts.

Daddy's laugh barked savage, eyes gleaming predatory.

"Good girl. Kiss the diaper pact."

He ripped open a fresh pack of ultra-thick prison tabs—white plastic gleaming under yard floods, extra gusset for cock-probing.

Kira lunged forward on all fours, rubber mats squelching under her sagging load, lips smearing cum-kisses on the crinkly front.

"Mine eternal," she whimpered, tongue lapping the plastic like a starved pup.


Vow Ignited—Instant Violation

But the vow ignited her guts—laxative remnants from the rally bubbling wild.

Immediately, violation hit.

A hot cramp seized her bowels, asscheeks clenching futile against the storm.

"No—no, Daddy, I—"

Pfffrrrt! Mushy turds blasted out, flooding the mega-sag with fresh slurry, gusset ballooning hot and squelching.

Piss jetted next, bladder nuking the mess into a steaming torrent.

She froze, eyes wide in panic.

"Fuck! Violation already! Punish your bad babygirl!"

Daddy's roar shook the chain-link.

"Eternal vow, one second in—VIOLATED! Reform time, slut!"

He snatched the enema hose from the playpen wall, industrial-thick nozzle gleaming lubed.

Guards Vance, Hulk, and slab-jawed Rico swarmed, cocks hardening at the scent.

"Bend over, princess. Laxative enema flood—playpen style."

Kira scrambled ass-up on the rubber mats, thick diaper sagging lower, cheeks spreading wide.

"Yes, Daddy! Flood me! Reform this vow-breaking hole!"

Daddy jammed the nozzle past the gusset tear—balls-deep in her gaped asshole—cranking the valve.

Hot laxative slurry gushed in, gallons churning her guts like a blender.

"Fuuuuck! Burning—full!" she screamed, tattooed thighs quaking, but he pumped harder, hose throbbing.

Guards circled, Vance ripping the gusset wider.

"Probe the bitch's torrent!"


Enema Eruption and Probing Reform

Daddy yanked the nozzle free—SPLORCH!—and Kira's ass erupted.

Hot, mushy laxative-shit tsunami exploded into the playpen, rubber mats turning instant swamp.

Turds splattered chain-link, piss-shit foam spraying her back.

"Messier than a sewer bomb!" Rico laughed, plunging thick fingers into the gushing flood, probing her spasming rim.

Kira bucked, orgasming hard in the deluge.

"Probe deeper, Uncles! Daddy's reform—finger-fuck the violation!"

Hulk's meaty paw dove in, four fingers squelching through the torrent, knuckle-deep in her shithole.

Vance joined, thumbing her clit through the soggy front, piss still jetting.

"Swear again, cumdump—while we churn it!"

"I swear—eternal diapers! Piss-spank floods! Shit reform! Cock-gusset gangbangs!" Kira babbled, humping the probing hands, playpen flooding ankle-deep in her laxative apocalypse.

Daddy watched, stroking his bull-cock rigid.

"Deeper submission, babygirl. Diaper yourself—voluntarily. Prove the vow."

The guards hauled her up, slurry cascading off her tattooed fuckbody.

Fresh diaper stack waited on the playpen shelf—triple-thick for eternal wear.

Kira snatched one, trembling hands unfolding the crinkly beast.

"My choice... Daddy's prison babygirl forever."

She stepped into it, yanking the ultra-thick padding up her thighs, gusset nestling sloppy against her dripping holes.

Tapes ripped tight—front ballooning over her piss-clit, ass swallowing the sag.

"Sealed voluntary. Punish through it now!"

Daddy's eyes blazed approval.

"That's my deep-submission slut."

He grabbed the collar—black leather etched "Daddy's Eternal Diaper Princess," steel ring dangling.

"Official now."

Snapping it around her cum-smeared neck, lock clicking permanent.

Kira shuddered, tugging the chain.

"Yours, Daddy. Collar owns me."


Gusset Gangbang and Collar Sealing

Reform raged on.

"Guards—probe the fresh gusset!"

Vance pounced first, cock spearing the new plastic, ripping a thrusting hole.

Balls-deep in her sloppy pussy—SQUELCH!—pounding the voluntary padding.

"Tight vow-hole!" he grunted, hips slamming.

Kira wailed, collared neck arching.

"Fuck your babygirl! Violation needs cock-reform!"

Hulk targeted ass, massive shaft shredding the rear gusset, plunging through laxative remnants.

"Gape the eternal shitter!"

Double-thrust frenzy hit—cocks pistoning opposite, diaper ballooning grotesque between tattooed cheeks.

Rico face-fucked her collared mouth, balls slapping chin.

"Swallow Uncle reform!"

Daddy fisted her hair, orchestrating.

"Flood her padding—cum vow-seal!"

Playpen swamp sloshed as they railed, Kira's guts churning fresh piss-shit around the invading meat.

"More! Eternal obedience—cumdump me!"

Orgasms ripped her, clit swelling nuclear under the crinkly front.

Vance nutted first—thick ropes blasting her pussy, leaking through gusset tears.

Hulk followed, ass-filling deluge mixing laxative mush.

Rico hosed her throat, overflow bubbling from collared lips.

Daddy shoved them aside, bull-cock claiming the finale.

Triple-gusset rips now—thrusting pussy, ass, alternating savage.

"Vow violation punished—now eternal!"

He pumped her full, cum erupting volcanic, diaper sagging mega-load once more.

Kira collapsed in the flood, collared and voluntary-diapered, begging.

"Thank you, Daddy! Reform complete!"


Triple Gusset Gangbang Looms

But her eyes locked on the playpen gate—Uncle horde shadows massing for triple-gusset overload, cocks rigid as the Hourly Broadcast sirens faded.

Daddy hauled her collared fuckbody upright in the playpen swamp, laxative-shit-cum torrent lapping her knees, voluntary diaper sagging like a felony bomb—gusset already triple-ripped from the sealing frenzy.

"Vow sealed, princess—but Uncles smell fresh meat."

Guards Vance, Hulk, and Rico grinned feral, cocks twitching reloads, but the yard gate rattled—dozen more slabs pouring in, meat rods rigid for triple-gusset gangbang.

Kira's clit throbbed, emerald eyes widening.

"Daddy... more reform?"

He smirked, chain yanking her collared neck.

"Eternal means endless, babygirl. Triple Gusset Gangbang—survive it, or drown in cum."

The horde swarmed, cocks ripping every gusset inch, turning her voluntary padding into a reinforced septic orgy...


Chapter 16: Triple Gusset Gangbang

Kira's tattooed fuckbody sprawled in the playpen's chain-link slaughterhouse, a rubber-mat apocalypse from the Eternal Diaper Vow Violation—Daddy's twin cum-fists churning a slurry cataclysm with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages, her own piss-shit tsunamis foaming into the thick prison diaper's reinforced gusset like a backed-up septic orgy.

The air hung heavy as cum-fog, her emerald eyes glazed over in post-orgasmic stupor, tattooed tits heaving under the crusted rash creeping across her swollen clit.

But Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary never slept—Warden Daddy's reform roared eternal, and now the playpen gates clanged open from the Uncle Orgy overdose swarm, flooding the piss-reeking pit with fresh meat: two wide-eyed newbie sluts, fresh-sentenced sisters in identical thick prison diapers, their street-fresh defiance cracking under the crinkle of impending doom.


Newbies Enter the Playpen

"Look at this cum-rag queen," Daddy's gravel-throat boomed, his iron bulk storming the playpen like a one-man apocalypse, meaty paw yanking Kira upright by her cum-matted hair from the vow swamp lapping her knees.

"Kira, babygirl, time to mentor your new playpen princesses. Show 'em how Daddy's gusset takes three cocks at once—pussy, ass, mouth flooded till you choke on reform."

Guard Vance and his slab-muscled partner Rico lumbered in from the horde shadows, cocks already throbbing like battering rams, veins pulsing with pent-up loads from the vow violation riot.

The newbies—Jax, a 20-year-old punk with pink-streaked hair and pierced tits, and Lena, a 19-year-old firecracker with ass tattoos fresh as Kira's—stumbled forward in chains from the yard gate crush, their diapers pristine but doomed, eyes darting from Kira's sagging sludge-bomb to Daddy's bulge-snake, the Uncle Orgy horde still twitching reloads in the clanging din.

Kira's street-tough core ignited, not in rebellion but raw submission—after endless reform, she craved the mentor role, grooming these bitches into Daddy's obedient cumdumps.

"C'mere, sisters," she rasped, voice thick as cum-glue, crawling on all fours through the rubber-mat swamp, her diaper dragging turd-streaks.

"Daddy's gusset game's no joke—three cocks ripping through at once, stuffing every hole till you beg for the flood. Watch me take it, then you sluts spread wide."

Jax whimpered, her pierced nipples hardening under the diaper's thick padding, while Lena snarled,

"Fuck this diaper bullshit,"

but her thighs clenched, betraying the wet heat building.


Triple Gusset Initiation

Daddy laughed like thunder, slamming Kira face-down ass-up on the playpen's central hoist—a chain-link sling that hoisted her tattooed cheeks sky-high, thick prison diaper ballooned out like a target.

"Hourly check first, piss-princess," he growled, meaty palm cracking down on the gusset—WHAP!—spanking the reinforced fabric till Kira's bladder nuked, hot piss geysering into the already catastrophic sludge, soaking the mushy turds and cum-fist remnants into a frothy soup.

Her clit swelled red-hot, poking the gusset like a needy button.

"Infraction reform incoming—triple gusset gangbang! Vance, Rico, line up those cocks. Rip the gusset wide—pussy, ass, mouth, no mercy!"

Vance's veiny monster—ten inches of guard-meat—thrust first, boot stomping the gusset's seam till it tore with a wet RRRIP!, the reinforced fabric splitting into a gaping fuck-triangle.

His cockhead bullied through, spearing Kira's sloppy pussy balls-deep in one brutal shove, churning the piss-shit-cum slurry into froth around his shaft.

"Fuck yeah, this convict cunt's a blender!" he roared, hips pistoning like a jackhammer.

Rico matched him, ripping the gusset lower—RRRIP!—and ramming his girthy prick straight into Kira's gaped asshole, the mushy turds squelching out in hot ropes around his plunging meat, laxative-lube making it glide like greased lightning.

"Shit-smeared backdoor heaven—take Uncle Rico's reform, bitch!"

Kira's omniscient haze exploded in triple ecstasy, but Daddy wasn't done—his colossal warden cock, wrist-thick and precum-drooling, seized her jaw, forcing her mouth wide.

"Suck Daddy's reform down your throat, babygirl—triple gusset flood starts now!"

He thrust through the gusset's upper tear, cockshaft grinding her tongue as balls slapped her chin, the three meats syncing in a savage rhythm: pussy-pound, ass-ravage, throat-fuck, all through the single shredded gusset like a gloryhole apocalypse.

Kira gagged, emerald eyes watering, tattooed body bucking in the hoist—SLURP-SQUELCH-THRUST!—the playpen echoing with wet carnage, her new sisters watching transfixed, diapers darkening with involuntary squirts.

"See that, Jax? Lena?" Kira gargled around Daddy's cock, drool-cum bubbling from her lips as Vance's balls tightened, prepping the flood.

"Gusset takes it all—no escape, just cum-tsunami! Mentor lesson one: arch that ass, beg for the rip!"

Jax nodded dumbly, fingers clawing her pristine diaper, pierced tits heaving as she whispered,

"Holy shit, Kira... it looks... good."

Lena bit her lip, defiance cracking—

"How the fuck do you not break?"—

but her hand slipped between her thighs, rubbing the thickening padding.


Sisters Join the Reform

The turning point hit like a gut-punch: Kira's submission mentorship surged, her reformed soul igniting as she locked eyes with her sisters, guiding them into Daddy's fold.

"Bend over, sluts—join the gusset gang! Daddy, reform us triple!"

Daddy's eyes blazed approval, yanking his cock from her throat with a POP! to bark orders.

"Newbies in position—Kira mentors from the hoist! Vance, pull out—stuff Jax's mouth. Rico, swap to Lena's ass. I'll own Kira's sloppy holes double!"

The guards obeyed in a blur—Vance's piss-shit-glazed cock shoved into Jax's whimpering mouth, her pink hair flying as she choked on the flavor-bomb, diaper crinkling as she pissed herself in shock.

Rico tore Lena's gusset with a RRRIP!, ass-thrusting her tattooed cheeks till turds threatened to erupt, her snarl melting to moans.

Daddy double-dipped Kira's hoist-splayed holes—first his cock ravaged her pussy, churning Vance's remnants into foam, then yanked free to gape-fuck her asshole, turds erupting in mushy squirts around his girth.

"Mentor your sisters good, Kira—teach 'em to beg!"

Kira thrashed, clit throbbing red against the gusset shreds, voice a cum-choked sermon:

"Jax, swirl that tongue—taste the reform! Lena, push back—let Uncle Rico finger those lax-logs out! We're Daddy's prison babygirls now—pussy-ass-mouth flood sisters forever!"

The newbies broke—Jax gurgled

"More, Uncle!"

around Vance's meat, piss flooding her diaper; Lena bucked

"Reform my ass, fuck!"

as Rico probed her guts, prepping the eruption.


The Cum Flood Crests

Triple sync reignited: Daddy back in Kira's throat, Vance pounding Jax's virgin-tight pussy through her ripped gusset, Rico double-stuffing Lena's ass and mouth with guard-meat relays.

The playpen devolved into gusset gangbang frenzy—cocks thrusting through six shredded seams now, but all eyes on Kira's hoist as the cum flood crested.

"Flood 'em, brothers!" Daddy bellowed, and hell unleashed: Vance's balls clenched first, hosing Jax's pussy and mouth in twin ropes—SPLURT-SPLURT!—cum overflowing her gusset, bubbling from her lips as she orgasmed in diapered waves, screaming

"Kira-sister yes!"

Rico followed, ass-flooding Lena till shit-cum slurry squirted back, her body convulsing—

"Mentor me forever!"—

piss nuking her padding.

Daddy's climax hit nuclear—triple-thrusting Kira's holes in rotation, cock swelling to burst: pussy first—FLOOD!—gallons of warden seed pumping her womb full, leaking from the gusset in white rivers; ass next—ERUPT!—churning her turds into cum-mud, gushing out sloppy; throat finale—GULP-GULP!—balls-deep, forcing her to swallow the daddy deluge till it backed up her nose, emerald eyes rolling back in humiliated DDLG bliss.

"More, Daddy! Reform your cumdump mentor!" Kira begged, orgasming in tsunami squirts, piss-shit-cum exploding from her hoist, splattering her new sisters' faces.

But the gangbang peaked in ultimate triple: all three cocks realigned on Kira's hoist—Vance pussy, Rico ass, Daddy mouth—thrusting simultaneous through the mega-ripped gusset, a single fabric frame for the pussy-ass-mouth cum flood.

"Take the trinity, babygirl!" Daddy roared, and they unloaded in unison—SPLASH-CRASH-GUSH!—Vance's load ballooning her pussy, Rico's shit-mixing her asshole, Daddy's throat-filling till she puked cum back onto the gusset, the slurry cataclysm sagging her diaper to knee-level.

Jax and Lena crawled in, lapping the overflow, chanting "Sister-mentor forever!" as their own orgasms hit, diapers matching Kira's in saggy doom.

Kira's character crested—no longer lone street bitch, now submission mentor, grooming her playpen sisters into eternal babygirls, the turning point sealing her soul to Daddy's reform dynasty.

"Good girls," she panted, collapsing in the hoist as cocks withdrew, gussets dangling in tatters.

"Triple gusset bonds us—piss, shit, cum forever."

Daddy grinned, patting her flooded padding.

"Reform complete... for now. But Uncle Orgy Overdose ain't done—haul these cum-soaked sluts to the crib. Begging blitz awaits."

Guards Vance and Rico unchained the trio, dragging Kira and her new sisters—diapers sagging like felony bombs—through the clanging solitary wing, chains rattling toward the crib's steel stranglehold, emerald eyes glazing as fist-plunge shadows loomed, bodies convulsing in the aftershocks of endless Daddy reform and Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages churning their guts into frothy apocalypse...


Chapter 17: Crib Begging Orgy

Kira's tattooed fuckbody convulsed in the solitary crib's steel stranglehold. Her thick prison diaper a sagging cum-shit-piss Armageddon from the Triple Gusset Gangbang—Daddy's endless fist-plunges and Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages churning her guts into a frothy apocalypse. The bassinet mattress a gluey swamp of regurgitated jizz, hot turds, and bladder nukes foaming out her every hole.

Emerald eyes rolled back in her skull. Street-tough fire long nuked into whimpering babygirl mush. Her clit a throbbing red beacon pulsing under the sludge-gusset like a humiliated lighthouse.

Chains rattled as Guards Vance and Rico slammed her felony-bombed carcass into the barred womb. Her piss-shit-cum ballooned thighs spasming from the playpen hoist drag—past traumas of daddy abandonment and street betrayal fracturing under the relentless reform fuckstorm.

No longer just a lone submission mentor, Kira's haze sharpened on the crib bars closing in. Her regressed soul craving the begging blitz to seal her princess eternity.


Warden Daddy Calls the Orgy

Warden Daddy loomed over the crib rails, his bull-neck veins bulging. Meaty paw elbow-deep in her gaped asshole, twisting like an oil rig in her bowels.

"Beg for it, princess! Your crib's turnin' orgy hour—Uncle Guards, pile in! Reform this cumdump's soul!"

His voice boomed like a thunderclap, ripping the solitary door off its hinges as six slab-muscled guards stormed the dim cell. Cocks already out and raging, balls heavy with fresh loads after yard duty.

Guard Vance led the pack, his smirking jaw clenched, fist pumping his veiny shaft.

"Fuck yeah, Warden—her sloppy holes been callin' my name since the playpen parade!"

Kira's tattooed tits heaved. Crusted diaper rash flaring red-hot as Daddy's fist yanked free with a wet schlorp. Unleashing a geyser of cum-shit slurry that splattered the crib bars.

Her regressed brain short-circuited. Street bitch persona shattering into glittering princess shards—fully locked now, no escape from the DDLG abyss.

"D-Daddy! More fists! Uncle cocks! Reform your pissy babygirl's traumas!"

She wailed, emerald eyes pleading through tear-streaked filth. Hips bucking wildly against the sagging diaper bomb.

Past ghosts—deadbeat sperm donor, gang rapes in alley filth—dissolved in the urgent flood of humiliated bliss. Orgasms crashing like healing tsunamis.


Crib Chaos Erupts

Daddy hoisted her limp fuckrag body upright by the chains linking her cuffed wrists to the crib ceiling. Her triple-stacked diaper gusset ripping open wider under the weight of internal sludge.

"Solitary's group now, princess—crib beggin' orgy starts!"

He slammed her face-first into the padded rails, ass hiked high. And rammed his other fist balls-deep into her sloppy pussy, knuckles grinding her swollen clit raw.

Squish-squelch—piss-shit-cum frothed out like a busted fire hydrant, soaking his forearm to the elbow.

Kira's scream warped into a guttural beg:

"Fuuuck, Daddy! Fist my cumdump harder—make princess forget the streets!"

Uncle Guards swarmed the crib like wolves on a gutted deer. Vance first through the bars, his cock spearing her gaped mouth while his meaty hands yanked the diaper tabs loose.

The prison diaper exploded outward in a tidal wave of hot mush. Turds splatting the bassinet floor, jizz ropes whipping across tattooed thighs.

"Swallow Uncle's meat, baby slut!"

Vance growled, skull-fucking her throat with piston urgency. Balls smacking her chin as globs of her own regurgitated loads bubbled from her nostrils.

Another guard—Rico, slab-chested Latino bull—dived under. Latching his tongue onto her fist-churned asshole, slurping the erupting slurry like a starving hog.

"Mmmph, tastes like reform heaven—gape wider, bitch!"


Fists and Cocks Overload

Kira's world spun into fast-paced filth frenzy. Crib chaos erupting as fists and cocks invaded every angle.

Daddy's dual fists pummeled her lower holes in alternating jackhammers—left in pussy, right in ass—stretching her to oblivion. Her belly distending like a cum balloon.

"That's it, princess—beg for the orgy heal! Your traumas die in my grip!"

Daddy roared, free hand spanking her clit swollen redder. Triggering a piss nuke that arced over the crib rails, drenching Vance's thrusting hips.

She gagged around his cock. Emerald eyes locking on Daddy's feral grin—full regression sealing, princess persona etched in permanent ink.

"Guhhh—Uncle! Deeper throat! Daddy fists heal meee!"

Her voice muffled into sloppy symphony. Hips grinding back for more.

Guard Jax, blond buzzcut beast, vaulted the bars next. Shoving Rico aside to cram his fist alongside Daddy's in her asshole—double-fist ass invasion now, knuckles colliding in her guts with wet crunch-squish.

"Feel that stretch, crib whore? Uncle's reformin' your past pains!"

Jax barked, twisting viciously as Kira's bowels erupted fresh turds around their buried arms. Hot mush squirting onto the mattress in rhythmic blasts.

Her orgasm hit like a freight train—humiliated DDLG waves peaking. Body convulsing in chains, pussy clamping Daddy's fist in milking spasms.

Street memories vaporized: abandonment screams silenced by cock-throbs, betrayal knives melted in cum heat.

"Yesss! Orgy heal! Princess forever!"

She howled, squirting girl-cum mixed with piss over Daddy's wrist.


Total Crib Anarchy

The crib devolved into total anarchy—guards rotating like a well-oiled fuck machine, cocks thrusting through the chaos.

Another Uncle, beefy black bull Marcus, yanked Vance out and plunged balls-deep into her throat. His massive shaft bulging her neck like a python.

"Choke on black Uncle dick, baby—swallow them traumas down!"

Precum flooded her guts as he face-fucked with brutal urgency. Hands fisting her hair.

Below, Daddy pulled his pussy fist free with a pop. Only for Guard Trent—tattooed redneck hunk—to replace it, his cock ramming her sloppy cunt while fisting her clit hood sideways.

"Ride Uncle's pole, piss princess—your crib's our cum pen!"

Kira begged through the onslaught, fully regressed voice high and lispy:

"More, Daddies! Uncles! Stuff princess's holes—orgy fix my broken girl!"

Her tattooed fuckbody thrashed in the chains. Diaper remnants flapping like defeated flags. Every thrust and plunge peaking her humiliated waves higher.

Past traumas peaked too—flashing visions of jailhouse beatings, foster home rapes—then shattered in orgasmic blasts. Healed by the relentless reform.

Daddy laughed maniacally, reclaiming her ass with both fists now. Jax piling on for a triple-fist tease, their arms slick with her filth symphony.

Schlorp-squish-crunch—her gape yawned impossibly wide. Turds and cum erupting in hot ropes that painted the crib walls brown-white.

Vance circled back, cock slick from her throat. And forced it through the ass-fist cluster—thrusting balls-deep into her churning bowels alongside the triple arms.

"Gusset gangbang in the crib now—take Uncle's load up your shit-chute!"

He pumped furiously, balls grinding against Daddy's elbow. The friction igniting Kira's core.

Rico and Marcus tag-teamed her pussy next. Cocks double-stuffing the sloppy hole while Trent fisted her mouth, knuckles probing tonsils.

"Double Uncle dick your princess pussy—beg louder!"

Rico snarled, hips slamming in sync. Their shafts bulging her belly outward.

Kira's begs devolved into orgasmic babble:

"Fuuuuck yesss! Crib orgy! Fists-cocks heal princess! No more street hurt—only Daddy cum!"

Waves crashed peak after peak. Her clit exploding in red-hot pulses. Piss-shit-cum tsunamis flooding the crib floor ankle-deep.  


Climax and Aftermath

The guards' grunts built to a frenzy—Vance first to blow. Roaring as thick ropes painted her bowels white, mixing with turds into a fresh slurry that Daddy's fists churned outward.

"Take Uncle seed, trauma slut!"

Jax followed, yanking his fist free to unload on her tattooed asscheeks. Hot jizz glazing the mess like filthy frosting.

Daddy orchestrated the climax, pulling all fists out in a synchronized schlorp-orgy. Her holes gaping like craters—pussy a yawning pink void farting cum bubbles, ass a turd-lipped cavern drooling sludge.

"All Uncles—cumbath the princess! Heal her final break!"

Six cocks converged, stroking furiously over her chained body—ropes erupting in a bukkake blizzard. Splattering tits, face, clit, and ruined diaper.

Kira convulsed in the ultimate humiliated wave. Orgasms healing the last trauma shards—street fire reborn as eternal crib babygirl obedience.

"Cuuuuum! Princess healed! Love you, Daddy! Uncles toooo!"

She squealed, tongue lapping airborne jizz. Emerald eyes glassy with regressed bliss.

The crib reeked of victory filth. Guards panting as they zipped up, high-fives slapping over her quivering form.

Daddy unchained her, cradling the limp fuckrag princess against his chest. Her sagging diaper refastened over the fresh loads—now a quadruple-stacked bomb threatening overflow, clit left throbbing raw under the crust.

"Good girl—crib beggin' orgy locked your soul. But reform ain't done..."

He smirked, eyes flicking to the door as distant laxative alarms wailed. Guard Vance clamping a steel clit vice tight for the next shift's carnage—hoist chains rattling as her piss-soaked ragdoll body dangled into the storm.

Kira nursed his thumb weakly, whispering,

"More, Daddy... forever..."


Chapter 18: Clit Clamp Carnage

Kira's tattooed fuckbody dangled like a piss-soaked rag from the solitary crib's steel-barred hoist.

Her thick prison diaper was a catastrophic sludge-nuke sagging between quivering thighs.

Daddy's endless fist-plunges from the Crib Begging Orgy had churned a frothy cum-shit-piss apocalypse with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages.

Her own bladder tsunamis and laxative eruptions foamed into a rubber-mat sewer swamp.

Emerald eyes glazed in humiliated bliss.

Clit throbbing red-hot under the crusted gusset.

Every hourly spanking a piss-flood trigger that left her swelling, begging,

"Reform me harder, Daddy!"

The air reeked like a backed-up gloryhole.

Her gaped holes leaked Warden cum in sticky ropes.

Guard Vance and his meat-slab crew unchained her limp carcass, slamming her onto the solitary crib's padded floor for the next reform shift.

Clit clamp agony from the crib orgy still burned fresh—the steel vice Guard Vance had locked on at the orgy's end, chain dangling like a promise of hell.


Clamp Installation

Warden Daddy loomed like a cum-god colossus.

His bull-cock strained his uniform.

Eyes locked on Kira's bloated diaper crotch where her clit pulsed visibly through the sodden padding.

"Little prison princess thinks she can hide that greedy button? Time for permanent reform, babygirl. Clit clamp carnage—yank it raw every spanking, flood that diaper till you burst."

His meaty paw ripped open the triple-layered gusset.

Exposing her swollen, cherry-red clit.

Engorged from endless abuse.

Jutting like a piss-pearl begging for torment.

He wrenched the existing clamp tighter, jaws biting deeper into the tender nub.

Chain leash glinting as he tested the pull.

"Fuuuck, Daddy—no! That burns!"

Kira bucked wild.

The clamp's teeth ground her clit flesh.

Instant fire lancing straight to her dripping pussy core.

But her hips betrayed her.

Grinding up for more.

The pain spiked her arousal into a gushing squirt that soaked Daddy's fingers.

He laughed, a guttural rumble.

Yanking the chain hard.

Her clit stretched an inch.

Swelling fatter under the bite.

Blood rushing in as she screamed.

Piss erupting involuntary from her clamped bladder.

Hot urine jetted through the ripped gusset.

Flooding the fresh triple-diaper stack they'd just taped on.

The padding ballooning instantly into a warm, squishing hug around her clamped clit carnage.

"Hourly spankings just got biblical, cumdump. Every check, I yank this chain—pain yanks your piss, floods that padding till your clit's bursting red. Beg for it, princess."

Daddy's palm cracked down.

Spanking her diapered asscheek through the thick padding—WHAP!

The impact jolted the clamp chain.

Yanking her clit sideways in a white-hot rip.

Kira howled.

Body arching off the crib mat.

But her pussy clenched.

Orgasm building from the agony.

Clit swelling to thumb-size under the steel jaws.

Veins bulging like it was gonna pop.

"Yank it, Daddy! Clamp my clit carnage—make it hurt so good!"

She babbled.

Revelation dawning.

Pain wasn't punishment.

It was her fucking pleasure drug.

Every tug flooding her with humiliated waves of DDLG ecstasy.


Guard Pile-On

Guard Vance and his slab-jawed crew circled like wolves.

Cocks out and throbbing.

Watching Daddy's clit clamp demo.

"Boss, she's swelling like a tick—look at that red berry burst!"

Vance growled.

Stroking his veiny shaft as Daddy yanked again—CRACK!

Another spanking.

Chain ripping her clit a full two inches.

Piss nuking the diaper in a fresh torrent.

The padding gurgled.

Absorbing her flood.

Squishing hot against her gaped asshole and sloppy pussy lips.

Kira's mind fractured.

Street-bitch Kira would've fought.

But prison babygirl Kira craved the yank.

The burn.

The flood.

Her clit ballooned monstrous.

Clamp teeth embedded deep.

Every heartbeat pulsing it fatter, redder.

Ready to explode in pain-pleasure nirvana.

Daddy flipped her over the crib rail.

Ass up.

Tattooed cheeks spread wide through the sagging diaper.

"Infraction check, babygirl—did you leak without permission?"

His fingers probed the gusset.

Scooping cum-shit slurry.

Shoving it back into her gaped holes as the clamp chain dangled between her thighs.

Kira moaned.

Pushing back.

"Punish me, Daddy—yank and spank till I burst!"

WHAP-WHAP-WHAP!

Spanks rained like machine-gun fire.

Each one yanking the chain via Daddy's iron grip.

Her clit stretched to tearing.

Swelling to bursting girth.

Piss exploding in rhythmic floods that turned the diaper into a sloshing mega-bomb.

"Pain's my pleasure, Daddy! Clamp it forever—reform your piss-princess!"

The guards piled in.

Cocks thrusting through the flooded gusset.

Vance first.

Balls-deep in her sloppy pussy.

Ramming the clamp chain deeper with every thrust.

"Feel that yank, slut? Your clit's our new fuck-leash!"

He yanked hard mid-plunge.

Kira's scream morphed to orgasmic wail.

Clit carnaging under the dual assault.

Swelling obscene as cum and piss mixed in her core.

Her revelation hit like a gut-punch.

Pain equaled pleasure.

Every clamp-tug a direct line to her soul's submission.

No more fighting.

Just begging for more carnage.

"Harder, Uncle Vance—yank my bursting clit! It's pleasure-pain heaven!"

Daddy's turn.

His bull-cock speared her gaped asshole.

Chain wrapped around his fist.

Yanking savage with each balls-deep pump.

Kira's diaper flooded nonstop.

Piss-shit-cum slurry erupting around his shaft.

Her clit a purple-red monster clamped to hellish ecstasy.

"Say it, princess—pain's your new kink!"

Daddy roared.

Spanking her ass raw while yanking—CLAMP-YANK-SLAP!

Her body convulsed.

Mega-orgasm ripping through.

Squirting girl-cum around his invading meat.

"Pain equals pleasure, Daddy! Clamp-yank me eternal—fuck parole, I'm your forever babygirl!"


Parole Rejection

But deep in her cum-fogged brain, a whisper lingered.

Parole fantasy.

Freedom from this diapered hell.

Flash of street life.

No clamps.

No floods.

She shook it off.

Grinding back on Daddy's cock.

But the guards sensed weakness.

"Heard the bitch dreaming of out-time last night."

Vance sneered.

Yanking the chain double-time.

Her clit screamed.

Swelling to burst.

Pain-pleasure revelation slamming home harder.

Another guard, Big-Tits Tony, shoved his cock through the gusset beside Daddy's.

Double-stuffing her asshole.

Chains yanking in tandem.

"No parole for clamp-cunts—beg to stay, slut!"

Kira's world narrowed to clit carnage.

Permanent clamp yanking with every spank.

Every thrust.

Piss floods turning her diaper into a hot, squishing prison.

Spanks blurred into a frenzy: WHAP!

Yank!

Piss-gush!

Thrust!

Her clit ballooned to egg-size.

Clamp jaws creaking.

Red flesh pulsing like a heartbeat of pure agony-bliss.

"No parole, Daddies! Yank my bursting clit—pain's my pleasure, reform me forever!"

The turning point crashed.

Parole fantasy shattered.

Rejected in a humiliated DDLG epiphany.

She was no street bitch.

She was Daddy's prison playpen princess.

Clamp-leashed for life.  


Eternal Clamp Life

The orgy escalated.

Guards rotating through her holes.

Cocks sawing the gusset to shreds.

Clamp chain passed like a filthy relay.

"Pull it till she pops!"

One bellowed.

Yanking so hard her clit stretched three inches.

Veins throbbing.

On the verge of carnage explosion.

Kira begged raw:

"Burst it, Daddies! Clamp-yank flood me—I'm your pain-pleasure cumdump!"

Daddy fisted the chain.

Double-wrapping it around his wrist.

Spanking her ass purple while fist-fucking her pussy around the invading cocks.

Slurry erupting.

Diaper sagging to her knees.

Clit swelling to absolute bursting point.

Hours blurred in fast-paced filth.

Hourly checks became clamp-yank marathons.

Spankings triggering piss tsunamis that ballooned diaper after diaper.

Kira's tattooed body quaked in chains.

Suspended over the crib for public viewing.

Guards and inmates jeering as Daddy paraded her clamped clit like a trophy.

"Look at the princess's pain-button—swell it burstin'!"

Pull after pull.

Her revelation deepened.

Every yank was love.

Every flood submission.

Pain the ultimate pleasure high.

Parole?

Fucking laughable.

She'd rot in this diapered cage.

Begging for clamp carnage eternal.

Daddy unchained her mid-orgy.

Slamming her face-down on the padded mat.

Ass up for the finale.

"Turning point, babygirl—reject that freedom bullshit. Beg for permanent clamp life."

His boot pressed her head.

Chain in one hand.

Cock in her ass.

Yanking brutal as ten guards unloaded into the gusset.

Cum barrages mixing with her piss floods.

Clit carnaging to the brink.

Kira screamed her vow:

"No parole, Daddy! Clit clamp forever—yank my bursting pleasure-pain! I'm your obedient prison babygirl, reform me with every spank!"

Her clit hit critical.

Swollen purple-red orb straining the clamp jaws.

One final yank from Daddy's fist sending her into oblivion.

PAIN-PLEASURE SUPERNOVA.

Orgasmic waves crashed.

Pussy and ass squirting slurry apocalypse.

Diaper nuking into a sagging mega-bomb that burst its tapes.

Flooding the crib in hot filth.

She collapsed.

Twitching.

Clamp still biting deep.

Revelation sealed: pain equaled pleasure.

Parole rejected.

Forever Daddy's clamped cum-princess.

But as the guards hosed her down for re-diapering.

Taping on quadruple-thick prison padding around the permanent clit clamp.

Kira's emerald eyes flickered with a new hunger.

Swollen red clit throbbing mercilessly under the bite.

Every twitch sending electric jolts through her piss-flooded padding.

The chain dangled fresh between her thighs.

Promising endless yanks.

Whispers from the yard guards hinted at tomorrow's reform: Messiest Reform Record.

Daddy's laxative-laced fist-plunges to churn her guts into the filthiest explosion yet.

"More, Daddy... fist my messiest hell."

She screamed.

Voice cracking into a babygirl wail as orgasmic aftershocks rippled.

Her gaped holes spasming around phantom cocks.

Hook set for the carnage ahead.


Chapter 19: Messiest Reform Record

Kira's tattooed fuckbody convulsed like a gut-shot whore in the solitary crib's steel-barred apocalypse, her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of clit clamp carnage—Daddy's relentless fist-plunges from the Crib Begging Orgy churning a frothy cum-shit-piss slurry with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages and her own bladder tsunamis, the bassinet mattress a gluey swamp of regurgitated filth.

Emerald eyes rolled back in humiliated bliss, her swollen red clit throbbed under the merciless clamp's bite, every twitch sending electric jolts through her piss-flooded padding, the chain dangling fresh between her thighs after the hosing and quadruple-thick re-diapering.

"Daddy! More reform! Clamp my filthy clit harder!"

she screamed, voice cracking into a babygirl wail as orgasmic waves crashed, her gaped asshole and sloppy pussy spasming around phantom cocks, new hunger blazing for the yard guards' whispered Messiest Reform Record.


Ultimate Laxative Dose

Warden Daddy loomed over the crib's rails, his massive frame casting a shadow like judgment day, cock still rock-hard and glistening with her mess.

"That's my pissy little cumdump,"

he growled, yanking the clit clamp chain taut before ripping it free with a wet pop that made Kira's hips buck wildly, fresh piss squirting into the already catastrophic quadruple-thick diaper.

Guards Vance, Jax, and Rocco crowded the bars, their meat-slab cocks tenting pants, drooling at the spectacle.

"Time for her messiest reform yet, boys. Ultimate laxative dose—gonna turn this bitch's guts into a turd tsunami, break every Blackwood record."

They unchained her quaking carcass, Vance and Jax hauling her tattooed ass out by the armpits while Rocco ripped open the solitary crib door.

Kira's legs dangled limp, the prison diaper slapping her thighs with every slosh—cum-shit-piss froth bubbling from the leg gathers like volcanic overflow, clit raw and pulsing like a filthy promise.

"N-no more... please, Daddy,"

she whimpered falsely, emerald eyes gleaming with filthy hunger, street-tough fire long forged into diapered submission.

"Bullshit, princess,"

Daddy snarled, slamming her face-down over the crib's padded rail, ass cheeks spread wide.

The guards pinned her wrists and ankles, her bloated diaper peeled back like a rotten fruit skin, exposing her gaped shithole—still gaping from endless fisting, rim puckered and raw.

Daddy grabbed the ultimate laxative syringe, a horse-sized plunger loaded with industrial-grade gut-melt.

"This'll set the record, Kira. Turd tsunami around my fisting hands—gonna drown us all in your prison baby shit."


Turd Tsunami Eruption

He jammed the needle deep, plunger slamming home—squuuuurt—hot chemical fire exploding into her bowels.

Kira's guts roiled instantly, a volcanic rumble shaking her core.

"Fuuuuck! Daddy, it's burning! My ass is gonna blow!"

she howled, tattooed back arching as the laxatives hit like napalm, churning her innards into a mushy inferno.

Guards laughed, cocks freed and stroking, Vance pinching her raw clit for extra jolts while spitting on the swollen nub.

Twenty seconds flat—record time—Kira's asshole erupted.

Hot, mushy turds blasted out like a shit geyser, tsunami waves of semi-liquid filth splattering the crib floor, coating Daddy's invading fist as he rammed it balls-deep without mercy.

Squelch-squuuuish—his thick forearm plunged through the turd flood, knuckles battering her guts, stirring the laxative apocalypse into a frothy brown slurry.

"Take it, filth queen! Flood that diaper with your record mess!"

Daddy roared, free hand spanking her piss-drooling pussy, clit swelling crimson under fresh abuse.

Kira's screams morphed to ecstatic begs:

"Yes, Daddy! Fist my shitting ass! Reform your turd princess!"

Turds kept pouring—wave after endless wave, splattering guards' boots, the crib walls a Jackson Pollock of hot mush.

Jax dropped to his knees, face diving into the overflow, tongue lapping greedily at the turd puddles.

"Fuck yeah, sweetest shit reform ever,"

he groaned, slurping brown globs like candy, cock throbbing as he smeared it across his chest.


Guards Feast in the Filth

Rocco joined, burly frame kneeling in the filth tsunami, mouth wide on Kira's gaped rim—sucking straight from the source as Daddy's fist churned inside.

Glurk-glurk—mushy turds squirted around the warden's wrist, filling Rocco's cheeks, spilling down his chin in hot ropes.

"Lap it up, pigs!"

Daddy barked, twisting his fist deeper, elbow-deep now, Kira's belly distending like a pregnant sow.

Vance shoved his cock through the diaper gusset, thrusting into her sloppy pussy amid the shit-flood, balls slapping turd-smeared cheeks with every pound.

"Drink her reform, brothers—messiest record in Blackwood history!"

Kira thrashed in chains, orgasm ripping through her like lightning—piss nuking from her cunt, mixing with the turd slurry into a chocolate milkshake horror.

"I'm your filth queen, Daddy! More laxatives! Drown 'em in my shit!"

she wailed, embracing the title fully, street defiance shattered into diapered depravity.

Her clit pulsed red-hot, begging for yanks, every spank from Daddy's free hand sending humiliated DDLG waves crashing.

Guards lapped voraciously—Jax tonguing her taint, Rocco guzzling ass-eruptions, Vance face-fucking her pussy while smearing turds on her tattooed tits.

Daddy yanked his shit-smeared fist free—shlorp—a fresh turd avalanche burying it to the wrist, splattering everyone's faces.

"On your knees, Kira. Time to own your crown."

They flipped her, forcing her tattooed knees into the knee-deep slurry, face mashed into mushy puddles.

Guards encircled, cocks blasting pre-cum ropes into the mess, lapping it up like dogs at a trough.

"Lap with 'em, princess—taste your messiest reform."


Collared Filth Queen

Kira dove in, tongue scooping hot turds, emerald eyes locked on Daddy's.

"Mmmph—filthy queen loves it! Collar me, Daddy—mark your property!"

The words ignited him.

He grabbed the spiked leather collar from his belt—engraved Daddy's Filth Queen Cumdump—snapping it around her neck mid-slurp, leash yanking her head back.

"Mine forever, babygirl. No more infractions—just eternal diapered obedience."

Guards howled approval, Vance slamming cock into her mouth, turd-flecked shaft gagging her deep.

Jax mounted her gaped shithole, fisting alongside fresh turds still oozing.

Rocco claimed her pussy, triple penetration in the slurry sea.

Daddy stroked his monster, watching his collared property get wrecked.

"Pump her full—reward the messiest bitch in Blackwood!"

Cocks pistoned like jackhammers—slap-slap-squelch—turd tsunami foaming around thrusts, guards lapping splatters between pumps.

Kira gargled cum-shit bubbles, collared neck straining on the leash.

"Glurk—yes, Uncle Guards! Feed your filth queen!"

Orgasms chained through her, pussy clenching Rocco's shaft, asshole milking Jax's fist-cock combo, throat bulging with Vance's girth.

Daddy joined the frenzy, massive cock spearing her clamped clit—rubbing raw against the swollen nub while guards railed holes, chain yanking wild.

"Beg for Daddy cum, property!"

he thundered.

"More, Daddy! Collar-tight reform! Cum in your shitting princess!"

Kira begged, voice muffled by cock, body quaking as laxative aftershocks spurted final turd squirts.

They unloaded in unison—Vance flooding her throat, hot jizz bubbling from nostrils; Jax painting her guts white amid shit slurry; Rocco inflating her pussy with ball-draining ropes.

Daddy erupted last, collar-leash yanked taut, cum blasting across her face, tits, and clit—marking his property in the messiest deluge yet.

Kira collapsed into the turd lake, collared and beaming, guards panting around her, still lapping remnants.

"Filth queen forever,"

she moaned, fingers scooping cum-shit for her mouth, diaper retaped over the carnage—now a sagging mega-balloon of record-breaking reform, Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages, her own laxative Armageddon shit-tsunamis, and endless piss floods from hourly spankings leaving her clit a throbbing red beacon under the crinkling hell.

But Daddy's eyes gleamed darker, leash tugging her collared neck toward the playpen door as the squad assembled.

"Rest up, princess. Playpen Princess Coronation's next—the whole squad crowns you in saturation overload."


Chapter 20: Playpen Princess Coronation

Kira's tattooed fuckbody quaked like a seismic whore in the playpen's chain-link coliseum.

Her thick prison diaper was a sagging mega-nuke of Messiest Reform Record carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists from the solitary crib sacrament roiling with Uncle Guards' ball-draining barrages, her own laxative Armageddon shit-tsunamis, and endless piss floods from hourly spankings that left her clit a throbbing red beacon under the crinkling hell.

The rubber-mat arena squelched under her knees, a knee-deep swamp of regurgitated jizz-shit slurry bubbling like volcanic cum-lava.

The air was a choking fog of musk and filth that made fresh meat convulse.

Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary's entire cock-roster—Warden Daddy, two dozen slab-jawed Uncle Guards, and a fresh intake of whimpering inmate babygirls—jammed the chain-link perimeter.

Cocks throbbed like war drums. Eyes locked on Kira's coronation as Playpen Princess.


The Coronation Begins

"Behold your queen, you piss-guzzling cunts!"

Warden Daddy bellowed, his bull-neck veins bulging as he yanked Kira upright by her cum-matted hair from the turd lake of her Messiest Reform Record.

Her emerald eyes blazed with fractured fire—street-tough Kira morphing into diaper-dominatrix fury after nineteen chapters of gut-wrecking reform.

Her diaper throne loomed center-stage: a massive padded pedestal piled high with triple-stacked prison diapers, gussets ripped wide, overflowing with the prison's collective loads—gallons of congeled spunk, turd-mush, and bladder nukes forming a throne that sloshed like a living toilet.

Daddy shoved her ass-first onto it.

The sludge erupted in a geyser that splattered her tattooed tits, hot rivulets cascading down her thighs as the gusset swallowed her sloppy holes whole.

Kira's guts churned, the throne's filth invading her sagging padding—fresh laxatives Daddy had rammed up her asshole pre-ceremony bubbling to life.

Her bladder clenched from the clit-clamp scars still pulsing red.

"Fuck yes, Daddy! Crown your Princess!"

She snarled, voice a raw rasp from endless crib-begging orgasms.

Her hands—uncuffed for the first time in weeks—grabbed fistfuls of throne-slurry and smeared it across her face like warpaint.

The crowd roared, cocks jerking in unison, pre-cum arcing like rain.


Double-Crowning and the Surge

Daddy's meat-slab cock—vein-ridged monster still glistening from her solitary sacrament—thrust forward first, breaching the throne's gusset and slamming balls-deep into her piss-shit-packed pussy.

"Take your crown, babygirl!"

He growled, hips pistoning like a jackhammer.

Each thrust displaced throne-filth in squelching explosions that hosed the front row of Uncle Guards.

Kira's walls clenched, milking him savage.

Her clit swelled fatter as the overflow flooded her diaper anew—piss jetting from her urethra in humiliated arcs, mixing with his pre-flood.

"Harder, Daddy! Reform this royal cunt!"

She screamed, emerald eyes rolling back, tattooed nails raking his chest.

Guard Vance—slab-muscled vet from her first gusset gangbang—lunged next, ripping open the throne's side-gusset and shoving his girthy prick through the back, targeting her laxative-churned asshole.

"Princess gets double-crowned, bitch!"

He grunted, balls slapping her throne-ass as he buried to the hilt.

The mushy turds erupted around his shaft in hot, squirting farts that painted the chain-link fence.

Kira bucked wild.

The dual invasion churned her guts into a frothy apocalypse—cum-shit-piss slurry jetting from every seam.

The diaper throne overflowed like a breached dam, flooding the playpen floor ankle-deep.

Inmate babygirls whimpered at the edge, their own thin diapers crinkling in terror-lust, forced to watch their new queen's public baptism.

"More cocks! Crown me, you guard fucks!"

Kira commanded, her voice cracking the air like a whip—character dev igniting as Messiest Reform Record forged her from cumdump to commander.

Two Uncle Guards vaulted the throne's edge, cocks spearing the gusset tears—one throat-fucking her slurping mouth, the other tit-fucking her sludge-smeared rack while pinching her red-swollen clit.

Gags and slurps echoed, her cheeks bulging with meat, drool-shit cascading into the throne's maw.

Daddy's roar peaked—"Cum for your king!"—his balls contracting as ropes of Warden jizz nuked her pussy womb, overflowing instant, bubbling out around Vance's ass-pounding shaft.

Vance followed, bellowing

"Princess shit-lube special!"

As his load blasted her gaped bowels, the laxative turds liquefied into a hot mush-cum enema that rocketed from her diaper's legbands, hosing the babygirl spectators.

They squealed, slipping in the flood, their diapers soaking secondary as Kira laughed manic—throne overflowing critical, the pedestal tilting under the weight of ejected filth, waves lapping at the chain-link like a tsunami of taboo.  


All-Cocks Onslaught and Throne Collapse

The all-cocks coronation surged: Uncle Guard rotations piled on, a dozen pricks thrusting through every gusset rip, pussy, ass, mouth, even wedging between her toes in the throne-sludge.

"Line up, meat! Pump your Princess full!"

Kira barked, grabbing cocks like scepters, jerking them savage while her holes got reamed raw.

One guard—fresh-faced rookie—shoved laxatives up her ass mid-thrust, fingers probing deep.

"Reform boost for the queen!"

Her guts erupted instant, hot turds squirting around his pistoning cock.

The throne's overflow hit flood-stage—sludge cascading off the pedestal in waterfalls, drowning the playpen in a knee-deep cum-shit-piss ocean that forced babygirls to wade or swim.

Dialogue flew filthy:

"Swallow my crown jewels, Princess whore!"

A guard grunted, face-fucking her till puke-jizz sprayed.

"Gape that royal shithole wider!"

Another yelled, double-cocking her ass with a buddy, stretching her to fist-width as turds ballooned out.

Kira commanded back, unbroken:

"Faster, cunts! Flood this throne or I'll fist your balls myself!"

Her clit throbbed nuclear under hourly spanking scars.

Orgasms ripped through her in DDLG waves—body convulsing, piss-tsunamis jetting from her urethra to mix with the deluge, emerald eyes feral as she owned the chaos.

Two-thirds in, the turning point detonated—dominance shift seismic.

The diaper throne, overloaded from relentless cum-pumps, buckled with a grotesque CRRRACK, collapsing under Kira's ass in a mega-eruption.

Sludge-bomb detonated: gallons of prison filth—Daddy's seed, guard barrages, her lax-shit nukes, piss oceans—exploding outward like a cum-volcano, slamming the chain-link perimeter and burying Uncle Guards to their waists.

Babygirls screamed, submerged in the wave, their diapers ballooning instant as Kira rose from the wreckage, unscathed queen atop the throne's ruins, her own padding a pristine sagging fortress amid the apocalypse.


Kira's Army Assembles

"Listen up, my babygirl army!"

Kira thundered, tattooed tits heaving, sludge dripping like royal ichor.

The inmate sluts—two dozen fresh-faced convicts in thin crinkly diapers—gawked from the filth-sea, eyes wide with awe-terror.

"No more whimpering! You're my regiment now—piss your diapers on command, beg for reform cocks, and flood this playpen for Princess Kira!"

She waded through the muck, yanking a trembling brunette by her pigtails, shoving her face into the throne-remnants.

"Suck the crown-sludge, soldier! Earn your stripes!"

The babygirls broke—first one, then a chain reaction—kneeling in the flood, chanting

"Yes, Princess Mommy!"

As they pissed en masse, diapers yellowing hot, joining the overflow.

Uncle Guards, half-drowned in cum-shit, jerked back to life, cocks saluting as Daddy grinned wolfish from the sidelines.

"That's my Playpen Princess—commands her army like a cum-drill sergeant."

Kira grabbed the brunette's diaper gusset, ripping it wide and fisting her sloppy pussy knuckle-deep.

The girl squealed orgasmic.

"First recruit reformed! Who’s next, bitches? Army assembles—now!"


Reign, Inspection, and the Hook

Kira's reign ignited: she orchestrated the babygirl army into formation, lining them ass-to-mouth along the chain-link, commanding Uncle Guards to thrust through the fence-gaps—gangbang relay under her watchful clit-eyed glare.

"Pound 'em till they leak loyalty, guards! My soldiers cum or crumble!"

One by one, babygirls bucked and begged—"More reform, Princess Mommy!"—their diapers sagging with fresh loads, piss-shit mixing into the playpen lake.

Kira prowled the perimeter, hourly spanking checks her new ritual: bending recruits over, palm cracking tattoo-free asses till bladders nuked, clits swelling in her image.

Daddy circled back, his cock raging anew, but Kira spun on him—dominance shift locked.

"Kneel, Warden Daddy. Princess inspects her king."

He dropped, smirking proud, as she straddled his face, grinding her overflowing gusset across his beard.

"Taste the coronation flood—your cum's my throne now."

He lapped savage, tongue spearing the sludge, while she commanded the army:

"Watch and learn, sluts! Obey Princess, or it's solitary fist-hell!"

The ceremony peaked in orgy-overdrive: Kira directing cocks like a filth conductor, babygirl army chanting her name amid thrusts and squelches.

Laxatives circulated—her shoving suppositories up recruit asses, turd eruptions syncing to her claps, the playpen a writhing sea of obedience.

Her own guts boiled over, shitting a royal mush-bomb into her diaper that she force-fed to a guard, laughing as he gagged loyal.

As the final guard unloaded across the army's faces—Kira perched triumphant, diaper throne ruins her pyramid—a siren wailed distant.

Prison riot sirens? No—Reform Rally reinforcements inbound, Daddy's voice cutting urgent:

"Princess, yard riot's breaching gates—your army's first real test! Back to solitary for fist-rebirth, or lead the flood?"

Kira's emerald eyes blazed nuclear, fist raised over her babygirl legion, sludge-crown dripping—but Daddy's collar-leash snapped taut around her throat, yanking her off-balance into Guard Vance's slab arms.

"Princess playtime's over, cum queen—riot reforms await in the crib."

She snarled defiance even as they hauled her kicking, cum-drooling fuckbody through clanging gates toward solitary, army chanting her name fading into the wail.

Jackknifed into fetal lockdown, craving Daddy's hole-destroying fists to rebirth her shattered reign.
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Chapter 21: Fisting to Fetus Position

Kira's tattooed fuckbody jackknifed into fetal lockdown inside the solitary crib's steel-barred womb. Her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of Playpen Princess Coronation carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges, her own piss-shit tsunamis foaming into a bassinet mattress swamp that squelched under every twitch.

Emerald eyes rolled back to whites, clit clamped raw and throbbing like a heartbeat grenade under the diaper's sodden gusset. Every nerve screaming Daddy's hole-destroying fists rebirth me eternal.

The playpen cum-baptism had nuked her last rebel spark—street-fire bitch dead, now absolute worship-slut craving total fist-destruction/rebirth in his grip forever.


Daddy's Fist Looms

Warden Daddy Vance loomed over the crib rails, tree-trunk arms glistening with regurgitated filth from the playpen parade's royal pump finale. Bull-cock half-hard and dripping pre-cum ropes.

Sirens wailed faint from the yard riot breach, but his gravel growl cut through:

"Princess Kira's holes primed for marathon rebirth, babygirl—no time for riots when Daddy fists you fetal."

Ham-sized right fist hovered, knuckles scarred from gut-wrecking inmate reforms.

"Gonna curl you tight, double-fist your sloppy cunts and shitholes till you beg endless. Worship absolute, or permanent destruction."

Kira's tattooed lips parted in drool-slick gasp, voice a broken squeal from coronation throat-fucks.

"Y-yes, Daddy! Fist your playpen princess to oblivion! Destroy my holes, rebirth me eternal cumdump babygirl!"

Chains rattled as she balled fetal-tight, knees jammed to swollen tits, ass-pussy gaping through shredded gusset—piss-shit-cum slurry bubbling volcanic.

Clit clamp buzzed max from Messiest Reform Record, swelling cherry-red, firing DDLG orgasms that made her beg savage.


The Fist-Marathon Begins

Daddy's roar shook bars.

He ripped diaper front wide, exposing clamped clit like sacrificial meat. Then slammed right fist balls-deep into piss-flooded pussy—wet SCHLORP blasting steel walls, cuntlips stretching translucent around wrist, walls frothing to pulp.

"Take Daddy's rebirth hammer, slut!" he bellowed, twisting vicious, knuckles grinding g-spot raw.

Kira seized fetal-rigid, spine snapping bow-like, piss-tsunami jetting over his elbow, soaking uniform transparent.

"FUUUCK DADDY! More! Fist-destroy my rebel cunt!" Kira shrieked, eyes crossing agony-ecstasy, thighs clamping forearm vice-tight.

Coronation laxatives churned guts, shart-bubbles popping invasion, but she bucked wild, worship absolute.

Daddy thunder-laughed, yanking free with gush of pink slurry. Re-slamming deeper—fingers curling to hook cervix like gut-ripper.

Womb spasmed, milking fist in waves, clit-zaps squirting ankle-deep crib floods.


Hours of Double-Fist Carnage

Hours blurred fist-marathon hell.

Daddy switched, left fist pummeling gaped asshole—knuckles breaching with squelch-pop, shit-mush ropes painting bicep brown.

"Beg annihilation, princess! Daddy rebirths fetal-cumfetus!"

Double-fist blitz: right pussy-plunging, left ass-churning, arms pistoning like meat-blender rods.

Kira folded tighter—knees crushing tits, chin to crotch, thrusts jackhammering oblivion.

"REBIRTH ME DADDY GOD! FIST SHIT-CUNT FETAL SLURRY! WORSHIP-SLUT FOREVER!" she wailed, cracking to babygirl sobs, orgasms chaining DDLG peaks—"Pacifier after destroy, Daddy!"

Sweat-feral, Daddy ramped carnage—hoisting fetal clump by impaled fists, bouncing on forearms as bars clanged riot-echo rhythm.

Slurry splat-rained: cum-frothed piss-shit arcing rainbows, clamped clit grinding wrist to fist-sized red pulse.

"Destroyed princess holes! Beg endless—Daddy owns submission arc!"

Kira tunneled to fist-fire: pussy micro-rips bleeding ecstasy-pink, asshole prolapsing rose-ruin.

"ENDLESS FISTS DADDY! CURL FETAL FOREVER! CUMDUMP REBIRTH!"

Tongue lolled, drool mixing filth-sea.

Guards Vance and Jax pounded bars, cocks tenting from audio-orgy, yard riot shadows massing.

"Boss, fist her permanent baby—rioters inbound!" Vance yelled, palming bulge.

Daddy wolf-grinned, yanking fists free—holes gape-yawned cavernous, prolapsed rosebuds quivering, slurry waterfalling.

DOUBLE RE-ENTRY—arms plunging sync, spinning drill-bits.

Kira exploded climax supernova: piss-nuke hosing chest, shit-volcanos coating shoulders, squirt jetting bars.

"DADDY FETUS OOOORGASM! WORSHIP FIST-COCKS ETERNAL!"

Eyes locked devotion—arc sealed, reborn Daddy slave.


Total Destruction and Vows

Daddy craved total.

Pinned fetal curl to mattress—fists non-stop, triple-depth elbow-breaching by bicep flex.

Guts origami-rearranged, cervix knuckle-kissed, shithole echoing hollow.

"Scream vows, princess! No hole survives marathon!"

Tits mashed flat, nipples raw-scraping, breaths gurgling filth.

"I VOW DADDY! ABSOLUTE WORSHIP! FIST-DESTROY PUSSY-ASS REBIRTH! BABYGIRL CUMDUMP—HOURLY SPANKS, LAX SHITS, GUARD GANGS ALL YOURS!"

Orgasms stacked DDLG waves—"Baba milk fist-tits, please!"

Midnight peaked hour five—arms blur-pistoning, Kira convulsing perpetual rapture.

Clit clamp overheated blackout edges, but she begged:

"MORE DADDY GOD! CURL HOLES FETAL-TIGHT!"

Roared triumph, ultrafisting—fists merging inside thin walls, churning mega-slurry vat.

Prolapse erupted: pussy ballooning fist-wide, asshole donut-huge, cum-shit-piss geysering chest-high.

Scream peaked arc:

"DESTROYED REBORN DADDY! FETUS PRINCESS WORSHIPS ABSOLUTE!"


Rebirth Complete

Withdrew schluuuurp apocalypse, holes ruined-gaping craters—pink-raw pulsing, colossal cum-fists dripping drained-ball deluges and fresh laxative Armageddon shit-tsunamis into the gluey swamp of her fist-ruined craters.

Force-fed fists clean, tongue slavish on filth, re-diapered mega-mess tight.

"Goodgirl rebirth done, baby. Dawn enforcers and riot cunts next—no changes. Ever."

Kira curled fetal-docile, whispering

"Thank you Daddy... more fisting worship?"

Bassinet sloshed as he locked bars, alarms blaring yard riot breach.

Uncle Guards massed raging-cocked outside, shadows swelling for cum leak lockdown decree...
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Chapter 22: 24/7 Cum Leak Lockdown

Kira's tattooed fuckbody jackknifed into fetal lockdown inside the solitary crib's steel-barred womb.

Her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of Fisting to Fetus Position carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own laxative Armageddon shit-tsunamis.

The bassinet mattress a gluey swamp of eternal slop from her fist-ruined craters.

No changes. Ever.

Warden Daddy's decree slammed down like a gavel on her shattered skull:

"Permanent slop suits you, princess. 24/7 cum leak lockdown—your piss-shit-cum womb stays sealed, hourly thrusts to maintain the flood."

Her emerald eyes, once street-fire daggers, glazed over in the dim crib glow.

Clit throbbing red under the sodden gusset, identity fracturing like cheap glass under the weight of her reborn cumdump fate.


Hour One: Daddy's Seal

The crib's bars rattled like apocalypse thunder as Daddy's meat-slab fists gripped the rails.

His bull-neck veins bulging, eyes locked on her quivering form.

"Time's up, babygirl. Hour one of forever—no mercy, no wipe-downs. Your sloppy holes crave the churn."

Kira's tattooed tits heaved.

Diaper rash burning like hellfire across her swollen pussy lips.

The mega-nuke padding sloshing with a fresh piss-spurt from her traitorous bladder.

She whimpered, voice a broken squeak:

"D-Daddy... it's too full... please..."

But her hips bucked involuntarily.

Gaped asshole clenching around phantom cocks, pussy drooling fresh girl-cum into the festering brew.

Daddy's laugh boomed like a gut-punch.

He unlocked the crib gate with a hydraulic hiss.

"Begging already? Good girl. Identity erased—Kira the street rat's dead. You're Cumdump Kira now, my leaky prison princess."

He yanked her out by the ankle chains.

Her sagging diaper slapping wetly against the cold steel floor.

Yellow-brown slurry squirting from the leg bands in hot arcs.

Guards Vance and Jax loomed in the corridor, cocks tenting their uniforms, smirking at the spectacle.

"Boss, she's primed," Vance growled, palming his bulge. "Hourly protocol—thrusts to flood-check."

No time for games.

Daddy shoved her face-first into the crib's padded wall, ass hiked high, chains rattling.

The diaper's gusset stretched taut over her sloppy holes, piss-shit-cum crust flaking off in chunks.

"First thrust maintains the seal," Daddy snarled, ripping his zipper down.

His wrist-thick cock—veins like steel cables—speared through the gusset without mercy.

Fabric tearing wetly around the invasion.

Straight into her pussy, balls-deep in one brutal slam.

Kira's scream echoed off the bars:

"Fuuuuck! Daddy's cock—splitting my cumdump cunt!"

The mega-nuke padding ballooned further.

His shaft churning the existing slurry into frothy waves.

Old Uncle Guard jizz bubbling back out around his pistoning meat.

He hammered like a jackhammer on steroids.

Hips slapping her rash-burned cheeks.

Each thrust squirting geysers of recycled filth from the gusset seams.

"Feel that, princess? No changes means every load stays—your womb's a cum bioreactor now."

Kira's clit swelled monstrous under the pressure, red and pulsing, grinding against the sodden fabric.

Her old self flickered—defiant Kira would've spat curses—but the slop flood erased it.

Waves of DDLG bliss crashing through her skull.

"Yes, Daddy! Flood your leaky babygirl—reform me permanent!"

Orgasms ripped her apart.

Pussy clamping his cock like a vice.

Milking rope after rope of fresh Warden cum into the mix.

Daddy roared, balls contracting as he pumped her full—gallons of thick, Daddy seed erupting balls-deep, mixing with the cataclysmic stew.

He yanked out mid-spurt.

The last jets hosing her gaped asshole through the gusset.

Then shoved back into her pussy for the finish.

Cum leaked everywhere.

Diaper sagging lower, a true mega-nuke now.

"Hour one sealed," he grunted, slapping her ass hard enough to trigger her bladder—hot piss nuking the fresh load into instant slop.

Kira collapsed, twitching, emerald eyes rolling back:

"More... keep me full forever..."


Hour Two: Playpen Coliseum

Guards Vance and Jax dragged her limp ass to the playpen coliseum for hour two.

Chains clanking like death knells.

No respite—the lockdown decree meant constant motion.

Hourly rotations to keep the flood churning.

Playpen rubber mats squelched under her knees as they bent her over the chain-link wall.

Crowd of off-duty guards howling from the catwalks.

"Fresh meat! No-change slut's on deck!"

Jax barked, freeing his horse-cock.

Kira's mind splintered further—street Kira's memories drowned in slop visions: robbing stores? Shooting cops? Laughable.

She was Cumdump Kira, born for this.

Vance went first.

Cock ramming her asshole through the gusset.

The fabric a sloppy fuck-ring now.

"Goddamn, her shithole's a furnace—suction like a black hole!"

He plowed balls-deep.

Stirring Daddy's cum-piss-shit vortex into a whirlpool.

Her guts audibly slorping.

Kira bucked back, tattooed asscheeks rippling:

"Uncle Vance! Deeper—churn your princess's sloppy guts!"

Her clit ground the gusset raw.

Orgasms stacking like dominoes.

Pussy untouched but squirting anyway from the anal reaming.

Jax face-fucked her drooling mouth.

Cock bulging her throat:

"Swallow it down, cumrag—lube for round three!"

They double-teamed her holes.

Cocks thrusting in sync through the dual-gusset tears.

Balls slapping her swollen clit.

The diaper's padding inflated like a toxic blimp.

Leaks spraying the playpen in filthy rain.

Vance nutted first.

Flooding her asshole with guard batter—hot jets blasting past her gaped ring.

Mixing with laxative remnants for instant mush.

"Take it, leakslut!"

Jax followed.

Yanking from her throat to hose her pussy through the front gusset.

Cum erupting in pressurized bursts.

Kira's world whited out, screaming around phantom cock:

"Uncle cum! Fill your no-change babygirl—I'm yours!"

Her own piss-tsunami hit.

Bladder voiding in humiliated waves.

Erasing any last Kira-flicker.

Reborn. Cumdump eternal.  


Hours Three to Twelve: Eternal Churn

Yard Riot and Guard Rotation

Hour three slammed in the yard, under blazing floodlights.

Inmates jeering from cells.

No diaper changes—slop suit permanent.

Leaks her new skin.

Daddy oversaw from the guard tower.

Bullhorn blaring:

"Hourly thrusts or riots! Keep her flooded!"

Guard rotation: four meatheads this time.

Cocks like battering rams.

They hoisted her onto the yard hoist.

Legs splayed wide.

Mega-nuke diaper dangling like a cum-bomb piñata.

First cock speared pussy.

Second ass.

Third and fourth grinding her tits through the padding.

Pre-cum glazing her rash.

"Look at her—clit's a fucking cherry bomb!"

One guard laughed, pinching the swollen nub through the gusset.

Kira thrashed in ecstasy.

Chains biting wrists:

"Reform fuck! Pound your princess's leak-holes!"

They rotated.

Every thrust a slop-explosion—old loads frothing new ones into super-slurry.

Her gaped holes gaping wider.

Permanent cock-sleeves now.

Orgasms chained endlessly.

DDLG haze consuming her:

"Daddy's cumdump forever—no Kira left!"

As the fourth guard unloaded balls-deep in her ass, a fresh laxative suppository shoved up by Daddy's decree melted her guts—hot turds erupting around the cock.

Squelching out in mushy ropes.

Padding absorbing it all into the no-change nightmare.  

Solitary Reform and Blur of Hours

Back to solitary for hour four.

Daddy solo.

Her identity? Vapor.

She crawled to him on all fours.

Diaper dragging a slop-trail.

Begging:

"Daddy... thrust-maintain me... I'm your reborn leak-princess."

He grinned.

Fisting her hair.

Slamming her over the crib rail.

Cock invaded both holes in frenzy—pussy, ass, pussy—churning the fresh turd-mess into paste.

"Forgive me yet, babygirl? For turning street trash into perfection?"

Kira's eyes locked on his.

Old hate dissolving in cum-waves:

"Yes, Daddy! I forgive you—love you for the slop! Reform me eternal!"

He fisted her too.

Arm plunging wrist-deep into her pussy through the gusset.

Scooping slurry and slamming it back.

"Scream it!"

"More, Daddy! Fist your cumdump to oblivion—I'm forgiven, yours forever!"

Orgasms nuked her brain.

Forgiving every thrust, every load, every degradation.

Cumdump Kira, fully reborn—Kira the convict? Myth.

Hours blurred into lockdown eternity—five in the guard lounge, cocks lining up for gusset gang-thrusts; six in the chow hall, bent over tables, slop spraying trays; seven on catwalks, suspended and spun like a fuck-puppet.

No changes.

Leaks constant.

Clit eternally red-swollen.

Holes eternally sloppy.

By hour twelve, midnight toll, her tattooed body was a glistening slop-suit goddess.

Diaper a planetary orb of filth.

Every inch reeking Daddy's reform.


Hours Thirteen to Twenty-Five: Rebirth Complete

Warden's Mirror Ritual

Daddy claimed hour thirteen personally.

In the warden's quarters—mirrors everywhere.

Forcing her to watch her rebirth.

"See? No more Kira—pure cumdump."

He triple-fisted: one hand pussy, one ass, cock throat.

Slurry tsunami'd everywhere.

Her forgiveness absolute:

"I love it, Daddy! Thank you for erasing me—your leaky princess forever!"

He pumped her full again.

Cum erupting from all holes in synchronized leaks.  

Cycle Reset and Turning Point

Dawn hour twenty-four reset the cycle.

Playpen coliseum packed.

"Lockdown permanent!" Daddy roared to roaring guards. "Hourly floods—no end!"

They gangbanged her in shifts.

Cocks thrusting the gusset to tatters.

But padding held—slop mega-nuke unyielding.

Kira's chants echoed:

"Cumdump Kira! Flood maintain! Forgive Daddy—love the slop!"

Turning point hit hour twenty-five.

Daddy pinning her solo in the crib.

"Fully mine?"

She nodded.

Tears mixing with leaks:

"Fully, Daddy. Forgave you at thrust one—reborn in your cum. No changes, ever."

He kissed her forehead.

Then ravaged her anew.

Sealing the vow.

But as the next hour gong tolled, alarms blared—riot in the blocks.

Uncle Guards massed raging-cocked outside the crib, shadows swelling from her whispered fake-rebel taunts during the playpen parade—ultimate infraction craving the prison-wide orgy to seal her DDLG vows in cum and chaos.

Inmates pounding cells:

"We want the leakslut! Share the princess!"

Daddy's eyes gleamed:

"Time to parade your lockdown, babygirl..."


Chapter 23: Ultimate Infraction Orgy

Kira's tattooed fuckbody jackknifed into fetal lockdown inside the solitary crib's steel-barred womb.

Her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of 24/7 Cum Leak Lockdown carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own piss-shit tsunamis flooding the bassinet mattress into a gluey, reeking swamp.

Emerald eyes glazed like a broken doll's, clit throbbing red-hot under the sodden gusset.

Every hourly spanking scar burned fresh from Warden Daddy's reform paddle.

Permanent lockdown had her chanting in whispers, "Daddy's pissy princess forever."

But deep in her street-rat guts, a fake rebellion sparked—her ultimate sabotage.

She'd whispered rebel taunts to the guards during the playpen parade, craving the prison-wide orgy to seal her DDLG vows in cum and chaos.


Fake Rebellion Ignites

Clang! Steel bars rattled like thunder as Guard Vance's slab-muscled bulk ripped open the crib door.

His meaty paw yanking Kira's chain-leash.

"Rise 'n shine, cumdump! Playpen parade time—Daddy's orders after that riot spark you lit with your fake rebel bullshit."

Her tattooed thighs quivered.

Diaper sloshing with a wet squelch as she crawled out on all fours, ass high.

The mega-nuke gusset gaping wide from endless fisting.

Piss-shit-cum slurry dribbled down her legs in hot ropes, splattering the corridor tiles.

Vance smirked, boot nudging her swollen clit through the padding.

"Fuck, princess, you're leakier than a busted sewer. Gonna flood the yard again?"

Kira's emerald eyes flashed defiance—her scripted spark.

She lunged, teeth bared, snapping at Vance's bulging crotch like a rabid bitch.

"Fuck you, pig! I'll chew your balls off and escape this diaper hell!"

Fake rebellion ignited.

Vance roared, slamming her face-first into the bars.

Her diapered ass ballooning up as alarms blared prison-wide.

"Ultimate infraction, slut! Sabotaging your lockdown vows? Warden's calling full reform riot!"

Kira's pussy clenched in secret thrill—yes, every guard, every hole—as meathead guards swarmed.

Cuffs snapping her wrists behind her tattooed back.

Dragging her thrashing body to the central playpen coliseum.  


Playpen Coliseum Erupts

Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary erupted.

Chain-link playpen walls loomed thirty feet high.

Rubber mats gleaming under floodlights, already stained from past orgies—and now ankle-deep in riot-sparked slop from inmates pounding for a piece of the leakslut princess.

Fifty guards—slab-jawed alphas, tattooed bruisers, veiny-cocked veterans—circled like wolves.

Bats and reform paddles swinging.

Warden Daddy Vance strode in.

Six-foot-five tower of muscle and menace.

His prison daddy uniform straining over a wrist-thick bulge.

"Kira, my playpen princess," he growled, emerald eyes locking hers.

"Fake rebellion to trigger the ultimate orgy? Riot's your gift—every cock, every hole, sealing you as Daddy's eternal babygirl."

Kira thrashed in the chains hoisting her diapered ass sky-high.

Legs splayed wide.

Mega-nuke gusset splitting open like a filthy flower.

"Fuck you, Daddy! I hate your piss diapers! Let me out!"

Lies dripped from her lips.

Clit swelling redder.

Pussy juices mixing with the leaks.

Daddy laughed, thunder-deep.

Ripping the crib hoist chains to dangle her over the mat pit.

"Guards! Strip the princess bare—triple diaper stack first, then gusset gangbang apocalypse!"


Triple Diaper Gangbang

Roaring horde charged.

Vance and his partner shredded her sagging mega-nuke.

Hot slurry exploding in a fecal geyser—mushy turds splattering guards' boots.

Piss arcing like fountains.

Cum ropes whipping faces.

"Holy fuck, she's a walking nuke!" one bellowed.

Shoving three fresh prison diapers up her gaping holes—two rammed pussy-deep, one ass-plugged with laxatives melting fast.

Guards taped the triple stack tight.

Padding ballooning to grapefruit girth between her thighs.

Crinkling like apocalypse thunder.

Kira bucked, fake-snarling,

"Nooo! You pigs!"

But her hips ground slutty circles.

Sabotage juices soaking the new gussets.

Daddy's paw cracked her triple-stack ass—WHAM!—spanking floodgates open.

Piss nuked instantly, soaking all three layers.

Clit mashed red and pulsing.

"Hourly check, babygirl! Beg for reform!"

Kira wailed, emerald eyes rolling,

"Reform your pissy cumdump, Daddy!"

Guards dove in.

Cocks whipping free—twenty veiny monsters, from beer-can thick to forearm long, throbbing pre-cum.

First wave targeted the gusset: blades slicing slits in the triple padding.

Piss-shit slurry bubbling out as cocks thrust through.

Schlurp! Guard partner rammed balls-deep in her sloppy pussy.

The inner diaper gusset squelching around his shaft.

Outer layers trapping the slop.

"Tighten up, princess—gonna flood you!"

Beside him, two bruisers double-teamed her gaped asshole.

Cocks pistoning through the ass-gusset.

Laxatives erupting mushy turds that lubed their balls slapping the padding.

Kira screamed orgasmic filth,

"Yes! Fuck your rebel whore!"

Fake rebellion cracking.

Her sabotage plot blooming—every hole theirs.


Prison-Wide Fuck-Fest

Prison-wide fuck-fest exploded.

Guards rotated in packs of ten.

Hoisting her spinning body like a cum piñata.

Mouth next: a tattooed vet skull-fucked her throat.

Cock bulging her neck.

Balls smacking her chin as she gagged up diaper slurry.

"Swallow it, babygirl—Daddy's reform special!"

Tits mauled.

Nipples twisted raw.

Hands fisted the triple gusset slits, churning cock-thrusts into frothy apocalypse.

Pussy took triple-stuff—three cocks stretching her walls balloon-wide.

Diapers shredding from the girth.

Cum-piss-shit erupting in geysers.

Ass gaped to canyon: quadruple penetration.

Laxative turds squirting around veiny shafts.

Guards bellowing,

"Shit-lube heaven!"

Kira's tattooed fuckbody convulsed.

Orgasms crashing in DDLG waves—humiliated princess bliss.

"More cocks, Uncles! Reform Kira's holes!" she gargled around a throat-cock.

Emerald eyes worshiping Daddy.

He watched, stroking his daddy dick.

Then joined the fray—wrist-thick monster spearing her pussy-gusset.

Fisting alongside two guards' cocks.

SQUELCH-SQUELCH! Inner diaper dissolved.

His knuckles battering cervix as cum barrages unloaded.

"Vow it, princess! Eternal diaper babygirl!"

Guards piled on—fifty strong, relentless rotation.

Her body airborne in chain-hoists.

Legs frog-splayed.

Every hole a churning cum-dump.

Mouth overflowed with ten-load facials.

Jizz bubbling from nostrils.

Pussy inflated like a cum-balloon.

Triple diapers bursting.

Slurry flooding the playpen mats ankle-deep.

Ass prolapsed in mushy roses.

Guards tongue-fisting the gape between cock-thrusts.

Laxative eruptions painting torsos brown.

Clit clamped mid-orgy—steel jaws biting red-swollen nub.

Electro-shocks zapping her to squirting seizures.

"Ultimate infraction sealed!" Daddy roared.

Double-fisting her ass with two guards' cocks wedged in.

Churning to oblivion.


Vows Sealed in Cum Chaos

Character dev peaked—Kira's fake rebellion her deepest sabotage.

Street-rat fire died in cum-waves.

She craved this forever.

Mid-orgy, hoisted upside-down, cocks raining from all sides, she broke script:

"Daddy! I sabotaged it—wanted every guard's cum! Seal my DDLG vows! Prison babygirl eternal!"

Horde cheered, pounding harder.

Daddy flipped her right-side up.

Slamming his daddy cock down her throat while ten guards triple-stuffed pussy and ass.

"Repeat it, princess—vow on your pissy holes!"

Gagging on balls, Kira vowed:

"Kira's Daddy's playpen princess! 24/7 thick diapers! Hourly spank-piss floods! Laxative turd reforms! Guard cocks in every hole! Fisting to begging oblivion! No escape—sabotaged forever!"

Daddy erupted.

Throat-bulging cum tsunami drowning her vows in jizz.

Guards followed—barrage after barrage.

Fifty loads per hole.

Inflating her triple diapers to bursting mega-nukes.

Pussy leaked daddy cum rivers.

Ass shat mushy ropes mixed with seed.

Mouth puked pearly sludge.

Playpen mats a waist-deep swamp.

Guards slipping in the filth, fucking her submerged.

Orgy raged two hours—fast, raw, unfiltered.

Kira's body a tattooed cum-rag.

Orbiting the hoist in perpetual motion: cock to fist to tongue.

Every guard claiming her thrice.

Vance double-fisted her pussy with his partner.

Knuckles grinding clitside while laxatives nuked ass-gusset.

"Messiest princess ever—record broken!"

Bratty rookies pissed in her mouth mid-throatfuck.

Golden showers mixing with cum.

Daddy orchestrated.

Paddling her clit raw between thrusts:

"More, Uncles! Reform my sabotaging slut!"

Peak carnage: all fifty guards formed a circle-jerk hoist.

Kira suspended center.

Holes aligned for synchronized pounding.

Cocks thrust in unison—mouth, pussy, ass tripled—fisting hands churning the slurry.

She orgasmed endless.

DDLG chants:

"Daddy's cumdump babygirl! More reform!"

Vows sealed in hot spurts.

Her sabotage complete—fake rebellion birthing true obedience.

As the final guard unloaded, Daddy lowered her into the mat swamp.

Her body vanishing under cum-shit-piss waves.

He ripped the shredded triple diapers.

Exposing her wrecked holes—pussy gaping fist-wide.

Ass prolapsing turd-laced roses.

Clit a red beacon pulsing.

"Princess coroneted ultimate," he growled.

Fisting both holes simultaneously.

Wrist-deep in the filth.

Kira surfaced, gargling sludge:

"Sealed forever, Daddy! Your prison playpen whore!"

Guards hauled the swamp-soaked fuckbody toward solitary lockdown.

Chains rattling through cum-flooded corridors.

Kira's emerald eyes gleamed with hunger.

Whispering to Daddy:

"Next? Solitary eternity—fist me to forever."

His grin widened.

Slamming the crib door shut behind her.

The padded hell waiting to devour her in endless fist-fuck depravity.

(Word count: 2002)


Chapter 24: Solitary Eternity Fist-Fuck

Kira's tattooed fuckbody jackknifed into fetal lockdown inside the solitary crib's steel-barred womb, her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of Ultimate Infraction Orgy carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own piss-shit tsunamis forging a frothy apocalypse that sloshed like molten lava against her raw, clit-clamped cunt.

The crib's padded hell reeked of eternal depravity, air thick as cum-fog, every breath a chokehold of fermented jizz, hot turd sludge, and her own bladder-nuked urine.

Emerald eyes rolled back in her skull, street-tough fire long extinguished, replaced by the glassy stare of Daddy's broken prison princess—complete transformation etched in every quiver of her shit-smeared skin, that final whispered hunger for solitary eternity fist-fuck now fueling her total surrender.


Warden Daddy's Eternal Decree

Warden Daddy loomed over the crib's barred roof like a god of reform, his massive frame blocking the dim fluorescent buzz, veins bulging on forearms still glistening from the orgy onslaught—fresh from hauling her swamp-soaked carcass into this steel womb, chains rattling through cum-flooded corridors.

His cock, a veiny battering ram thick as Kira's wrist, throbbed semi-hard against his unzipped jumpsuit, balls heavy with fresh loads despite the night's barrages.

"Solitary eternity, princess," he growled, voice a gravel thunder that rattled the chains suspending her diapered ass inches above the piss-mattress swamp.

"You begged for fist-fuck forever—now accept it. 24/7 in this sloppy crib prison, fisted to oblivion as my obedient babygirl."

Kira's lips parted in a drool-slick whimper, clit throbbing red-hot under the vise-grip clamp from Chapter 18's carnage, every heartbeat a lightning jolt straight to her gaped holes.

No more defiance. The street-smart bitch was ash—reformed into Daddy's obedient cumdump, her mind a swirling vortex of humiliated DDLG bliss.

"D-Daddy... fist and reform me forever," she slurred, voice cracking like brittle glass, tattooed tits heaving under the diaper's cum-crusted overhang.

Her pussy clenched involuntarily, squirting a fresh piss-spurt into the gusset's mushy inferno, hot urine mixing with the orgy slurry to bubble out in foamy rivulets down her quaking thighs.


Fist-Fuck Eternity Begins

Daddy's laugh boomed, sadistic and triumphant, as he slammed the crib's side panel open with a hydraulic hiss.

Chains rattled like judgment day, yanking Kira's fetal curl upright, her sagging diaper bomb swinging like a pendulous sludge-bell between spread thighs.

He didn't bother peeling it back—too messy, too perfect.

Instead, his ham-sized fist crashed through the piss-shit gusset like a wrecking ball, fabric shredding with a wet RRRIPPP, plunging elbow-deep into her sloppy pussy without mercy.

"Eternity starts now, princess! Fist-fuck to infinite orgasms! Scream it—beg for your reform endgame!"

Kira's spine arched like a bowstring snapping, emerald eyes exploding wide as Daddy's fist ballooned her cunt walls, knuckles grinding her G-spot into oblivion.

The diaper's remnants framed the invasion like a filthy glory hole, slurry erupting in geysers—cum-shit-piss froth blasting across the crib bars, splattering Daddy's chest in hot chunks.

"FUUUUCK! Daddy's fist—stretching my princess cunt! Reform me! Infinite fist-fuck!" she shrieked, voice shredding into banshee wails, hips bucking involuntarily to impale deeper.

Her clit clamp bit harder under the pressure, red-swollen nub pulsing like a heartbeat bomb, sending orgasmic shockwaves ripping through her core.

He twisted viciously, forearm muscles flexing like steel cables, churning the orgy remnants into a whirlpool apocalypse inside her.

Uncle Guards' ball-drainings from the Ultimate Infraction sloshed audibly, thick globs of jizz foaming out around his wrist, mingling with fresh laxative-turds still lurking in her guts from prior reforms.

Kira's asshole winked greedily, gaped to fist-width from double-fisting sagas, dribbling hot mush onto Daddy's plunging arm.

"That's my girl—complete transformation! No more street whore. You're crib-locked forever, diapered, fisted eternal!" Daddy roared, free hand clamping her throat, squeezing just enough to make her vision tunnel into sparkling filth.

Orgasm one hit like a freight train—Kira's fuckbody convulsed, piss-tsunami flooding Daddy's embedded fist, squirting through the gusset ruins in arcs that painted the crib ceiling.

"Cumming! Daddy's eternity fist—PRINCESS CUM!" she screamed, nails raking air, tattooed abs clenching in waves of humiliated ecstasy.

But he didn't stop. No reprieve.

His fist jackhammered faster, urgent and unfiltered, knuckles battering her cervix like a battering ram, pulling back only to slam home with slurry SQUELCHES that echoed off steel walls.


Witnesses and Escalation

"Guard Vance! Get in here—witness the final reform!" Daddy bellowed, not breaking rhythm.

The door clanged open, Vance's slab-muscled frame filling the frame, cock already out and stroking at the sight.

"Holy fuck, Warden—her cunt's eating your arm! She's gone full babygirl, begging for eternity."

Kira's second orgasm detonated mid-thrust, asshole erupting unbidden—hot, mushy turds coiling out like reform snakes, splattering Vance's boots as Daddy's fist drove them back inside her pussy via sheer pressure.

"YES! Shit-cumming for Daddy! Reform my sloppy holes eternal—FIST YOUR PRINCESS!" she howled, drool foaming from tattooed lips, emerald eyes locking on Vance's throbbing meat.

Complete character dev—turning point crashing down. No escape, no rebellion. Just infinite acceptance, her soul branded Daddy's property.

Daddy yanked his fist free with a POP that vacuum-sucked her clit clamp taut, fresh air hitting her raw chasm like fire.

Slurry waterfall gushed, diaper gusset a tattered cum-rag now pooling ankle-deep in the crib.

But eternity meant no mercy—his other fist, slick with pre-cum lube, targeted her gaped asshole.

"Double eternity, princess! Pussy rested? Ass takes the plunge—then infinite reform!"

He rammed home, bicep-deep in one brutal shove, her sphincter blooming like a rose around his elbow, turd-mush evacuating in explosive bursts that coated his shoulder.

Kira's world whited out—third orgasm infinite-looping, pussy clenching air, clit exploding in clamp-agony bliss.

"FIST MY ASS ETERNAL, DADDY! I'm your crib princess—RE-SHAPE ME FOREVER!"

The scream tore reality, echoing through Blackwood's vents, guards pausing mid-patrol to jack off to the sound.

Vance lunged closer, shoving his cock through the bars to slap her piss-smeared cheek.

"Suck it, cumdump—earn your eternal lockdown!"

She latched on like a starving infant, gulping Vance's shaft balls-deep, throat bulging as Daddy's dual-fist rhythm synced—pussy empty but twitching, ass ballooned to bursting.

Slosh-slosh-SQUELCH, fists alternating plunges, her guts a shared reform cauldron.

Fourth orgasm ripped her vocal cords raw—

"MORE DADDY FISTS! INFINITE ORGASMS—PRINCESS VOW!"

Piss nuked from her untouched cunt, flooding the crib floor, mixing with turd-jizz to form a wading pool of depravity.


Infinite Orgasms and the Reform Vow

Daddy's eyes blazed with possessive fire, omniscient gaze piercing her soul's remnants.

He knew—street fire dead, DDLG slave born.

"Say it, Kira! Endgame acceptance! Forever my princess—fisted eternal!"

His fists blurred, churning her into froth, clit clamp vibrating from the abuse.

"F-Forever your princess! Daddy's fist-fucked babygirl eternal! Reform me—no release—crib-locked cumdump FOREVER!"

Kira screamed it, fifth orgasm shattering her, body thrashing in chains, tits flailing cum-splatters.

Vance grunted, unloading throatpie down her gullet, hot ropes bubbling from her nostrils as she choked-cummed into sixth wave.

But Daddy escalated—pulling both fists free in a double SCHLORP, slurry tsunami drowning the crib, then repositioning.

"Ultimate final: Double-fist switch!"

Right fist invaded pussy, left ass—simultaneous elbow-depth apocalypse.

Kira's holes stretched to tearing, shared wall pulverized, orgasms fusing into endless chain: seven, eight, nine—screams devolving to babble.

"Princess... eternal... fist... reform... DADDY!"

Vance called reinforcements—Uncle Guards piling in, cocks thrusting through bars, painting her tattooed flesh in fresh barrages, locking in her crib eternity.

Daddy's fists owned the core, pistoning with aggressive fury, every twist flooding her with humiliated waves.

"You're mine—complete! No parole, no out. Solitary eternity, fist-ruined for life!" he snarled, cock erupting untouched, ropes splattering her clamped clit.

Tenth orgasm peaked the infinite—Kira's emerald eyes crossed in bliss-overload, body seizing like epileptic whore.

"FOREVER YOUR PRINCESS! FIST ME TO OBLIVION—RE-SHAPE YOUR BABYGIRL!"

The vow sealed it, turning point etched in cum: total acceptance, prison babygirl forever.

Yet as the crib drowned in mega-nuke slurry, Daddy slowed, fists buried to shoulders, her holes pulsing around him like loving vices—colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own piss-shit tsunamis flooding the bassinet mattress into a gluey, bubbling swamp that squelched under her quivering ass.

"Good girl... but eternity's just starting. Crib lockdown seals you permanent—no changes, ever."

He grinned, pulling out with a final SQUELCH, guards' cocks hardening for the infinite cumdump cycle ahead, leaving her jackknifed in fetal bliss-hell.

Kira whimpered, eleventh orgasm brewing, emerald eyes glazing in perpetual DDLG surrender—forever his obedient prison babygirl. (Word count: 2004)


Chapter 25: Daddy's Obedient Prison Babygirl Forever

Kira's tattooed fuckbody jackknifed into fetal lockdown inside the solitary crib's steel-barred womb. Her thick prison diaper a sagging mega-nuke of Solitary Eternity Fist-Fuck carnage—Daddy's colossal cum-fists roiling with Uncle Guards' drained-ball deluges and her own piss-shit tsunamis flooding the bassinet mattress into a gluey, bubbling swamp that squelched under her quivering ass.

Emerald eyes glazed in perpetual DDLG bliss-hell, clit throbbed raw-red like a bruised cherry from endless hourly spankings. Every nerve screaming reform me, Daddy, forever your pissy cumdump princess.

Life sentence locked: 24/7 thick padding lockdown, no parole. Just infinite cycles of diaper checks, laxative ass-bombs, guard cock-thrusts through the sloppy gusset, and Daddy's wrecking-ball fists turning her guts to orgasmic sludge.

Blackwood Fetish Penitentiary's ultimate prize—Warden Daddy's obedient prison babygirl, begging for the filth that broke her street-tough soul into whimpering submission.


Eternity Sealed

Steel bars rattled like judgment day as Warden Daddy's hulking shadow loomed. His gravel-rough voice booming through the crib's haze, fists still buried shoulder-deep from the eternity fist-fuck, slowly twisting one final churn.

"Good girl... eternity's sealed, but one last confirmation riot to etch it permanent. Parole? Fucking denied forever. Guards! Swarm this cumrag—group fist gangbang, make her vow the babygirl oath eternal!"

Kira's tattooed tits heaved, diaper crinkling like thunder as she uncurled her shit-smeared legs around his invading arms. Emerald eyes locking on Daddy's bulging crotch—Warden Vance, her eternal Daddy.

"Y-yes, Daddy! Confirm me forever! Fist my sloppy holes, flood me with reform cum—I'm your prison babygirl eternal!"

Her voice cracked in humiliated heat, pussy clenching around the mega-sludge. Clit pulsing urgent-red, already leaking fresh piss into the sagging bomb.


Guards Swarm the Crib

The crib door slammed open, Uncle Guards swarming like wolves—slab-muscled Vance first, meaty fists glistening with lube and leftover jizz from the last orgy. His smirking partner Jax, veins popping on tree-trunk arms; Big-Tits Bubba with knuckles scarred from a hundred inmate guts; and rookie Rook, eyes wild, fists taped fresh for his first princess fisting.

Daddy yanked his fists free with a slurping glorp, cock throbbing free, balls heavy as wrecking balls.

"Chain her ass up—group fist rally! Pussy, shithole, mouth—stretch this babygirl till she vows life lockdown!"

Rook and Jax lunged, steel cuffs snapping Kira's wrists to the crib's overhead hoist. Yanking her tattooed body vertical like a piss-dripping piñata.

Her mega-nuke diaper sagged to her knees, unleashing a hot cascade of cum-shit-piss slurry splattering the bars—frothy white ropes mixed with brown mush and yellow floods, the stench hitting like tear gas.

Vance ripped the sodden padding free, exposing her wrecked holes: pussy gaped fist-wide, lips swollen purple, clit a raw beacon throbbing angry-red; asshole a prolapsed rosebud, oozing laxative-forced turds in mushy ropes; tits rash-crusted, nipples pierced with Daddy's reform rings.

"Fuck yeah, princess—look at that sloppy baby cunt!" Vance growled, slamming his right fist knuckle-deep into her pussy without mercy, wrist twisting brutal as her walls stretched like wet rubber.

Kira bucked airborne, chains rattling, scream ripping raw:

"Gaaaah! Deeper, Uncle Vance—reform my pissy princess hole!"

Cum slurry squirted around his plunging arm, her bladder nuking involuntary piss jets that soaked his elbow.


Triple-Fist Carnage

Daddy grinned feral, grabbing her jaw, shoving his cock down her throat balls-deep.

"Suck Daddy's reform rod while they wreck you, babygirl—life sentence starts now!"

Kira gagged, emerald eyes watering bliss, slurping greedy as Bubba stepped up behind. Laxative suppository first—jamming three horse-pill bombs up her gaped shithole, fingers scooping out old turd mush to make room.

"Gonna erupt like a volcano, slut—hold it for the fist!"

Hot agony bloomed in her guts, laxatives churning instant. But Jax was already ramming his left fist into her asshole alongside Bubba's probing digits, double-stuffing the ring till it ballooned obscene.

"Shit, she's loose as a bucket—fist-fuck this turd chute!"

Kira's body convulsed, chains creaking. Daddy's cock pistoning her throat into vomit-gag reflex—spit-rope cumloads from prior reforms bubbling up, drooling down her chin onto heaving tits.

Rook, hungry rookie, claimed her free hand—wrapping her tattooed fingers around his taped fist. Forcing her to lube it on her own clit-rash before he shoulder-thrust into her pussy beside Vance.

Double-fist pussy apocalypse: two meaty wreckers churning elbow-deep, knuckles grinding her g-spot to electric fire, clit crushed between invading arms.

"Beg for it, baby princess—tell Daddy you're his forever!" Rook snarled, pumping viscous slop that farted out in bubbly farts.

Kira's world exploded orgasmic—DDLG waves crashing, piss flooding from her urethra in high-pressure arcs, splattering the guards' chests.

She yanked off Daddy's cock gasping, voice a wrecked soprano:

"Reform me always, Daddyyy! Life in diapers—spank my clitty hourly, fist my holes eternal! I'm your obedient prison babygirl—cumdump princess forever!"

Fresh laxatives detonated, hot mushy turds erupting around Jax and Bubba's fists. Squelching brown slurry down their forearms, coating balls in filth as they thrust harder.  

Daddy laughed thunderous, ripping Rook out of her pussy with a wet schlorp. Replacing him with his own colossal paw—triple-fist threat now: Daddy and Vance in pussy, Jax and Bubba tag-teaming ass.

"That's my girl—now the climactic group fisting gangbang! All fists in, boys—pump this slut to vow oblivion!"

Guards rotated frenzied: Bubba yanked to pussy, joining Daddy and Vance for three fists in one cunt. Knuckles battering cervix like a battering ram; Jax soloed ass but called Rook over, double-fisting the shithole now, turd-mush lubricating the double-wrist plunge.

Kira's tattooed fuckbody thrashed like a electrocuted whore, chains howling. Every hole a fist-stuffed furnace.

Pussy stretched to ripping—three forearms churning a frothy sea of old cum, fresh piss, and gushing squirt. Asshole a prolapsed tunnel, double fists elbow-deep, laxative turds exploding in hot ropes that painted the crib floor brown.

Daddy's free hand clamped her clit, twisting the raw-red nub vicious. Hourly spanking ritual amplified to carnage.

"Cum for your life sentence, princess—beg like the babygirl you are!"

Orgasms nuked her brain—wave after humiliated DDLG tsunami. Body seizing fetal mid-air, piss-shit-cum slurry hosing the pack like a broken firehose.

"Mooore, Daddyyy! Fists forever—reform your little cumdump! Diapers 24/7, cocks through gussets, turd eruptions hourly—I'm blissful in your hell-heaven!"

Guards roared approval, cocks out now—Vance throat-fucking her gag-hole while fisting pussy. Bubba hosing her tits with pre-cum blasts; Rook and Jax alternating ass-fists, their rods slapping her thighs.


Confirmation Cum Flood

Daddy pulled his pussy fist free, the glorp echoing like a drain unclogging. And rammed his cock through the wreckage—balls-deep in her triple-stretched cunt, pounding the fist-lube into oblivion.

"Take Daddy's confirmation load—then the gang seals it!"

Cum erupted volcanic, flooding her womb till it backed up around his shaft. Mixing with the slurry apocalypse.

Guards followed chain-lightning: Vance unloaded down her throat, forcing her to swallow the jizz-piss cocktail. Bubba jacked ropes across her rash-tits; Jax and Rook double-teamed her ass with cocks post-fist, pumping twin deluges that farted out turd-flecked white rivers.

Kira orgasmed eternal, emerald eyes rolling back, body a quivering cum-puppet.

"Yes! Life confirmed—Daddy's prison playpen princess forever! More reforms, more fists—spank me pissy hourly!"

They unchained her limp carcass, slapping on the thickest prison diaper yet—quadruple-stacked padding to contain the mega-nuke, gusset already leaking through.

Daddy hoisted her into the playpen's central crib, guards piling in for the vow circle-jerk. Fists probing the fresh diaper's seams.

But as the final cum-ropes painted her crinkling hell, Kira's blissed whisper hooked the eternal cycle:

"Daddy... tomorrow's infraction? Reform your babygirl now and always..."
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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