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Story 1: Boardroom to Baby Space

Lila sat rigid at the mahogany boardroom table, her manicured nails tapping an impatient rhythm against her tablet. The late-night meeting had dragged on for hours, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead as the rest of the executive team droned on about quarterly projections. At 29, she was the youngest marketing executive in the firm, her power suits and sharp tongue a carefully crafted shield against the vulnerability she buried deep.

Her eyes flicked to the clock—10:47 PM.

She shifted in her seat, the tailored skirt of her navy blazer set pulling tight against her hips. Underneath, hidden beneath layers of professional armor, was a secret so humiliating she barely admitted it to herself. The faint crinkle of the thin, discreet diaper she’d slipped on before the meeting haunted her every move.

Her breath caught.

She’d started wearing them during these endless late nights—stress-induced accidents had humiliated her one too many times in the past. But tonight, the padding felt heavier, the plastic backing brushing against her inner thighs with every shift, a reminder of the little space she craved but refused to acknowledge. The scent of baby powder lingered faintly, a ghost of comfort she’d dusted on in the privacy of the executive restroom.

The door swung open without warning.

Damien strode in, his presence filling the room like a storm rolling over the horizon. At 38, the CEO was a tower of control—broad shoulders encased in a tailored charcoal suit, dark hair swept back, his piercing gray eyes scanning the room with unyielding authority. The other executives straightened, their voices faltering, but Lila’s fingers froze mid-tap.

Her pulse hammered.

He didn’t sit. Instead, he leaned against the edge of the table, arms crossed, his gaze landing on her with a weight that pinned her to the chair. “Lila, you’ve been quiet. Care to weigh in?”

Her mouth went dry.

She forced her voice to steady, pushing out a clipped response about market trends, her words sharp and rehearsed. But as she spoke, her thighs pressed together instinctively, the crinkle of the diaper beneath her skirt deafening in her own ears. She prayed no one else heard it.

Damien’s lips twitched, a flicker of something unreadable crossing his face.

Her stomach dropped.

The meeting wrapped shortly after, the other executives filing out with tired murmurs about deadlines and early mornings. Lila stayed seated, pretending to organize her notes, waiting until the room emptied. She needed a moment to breathe, to shove the little space thoughts back into their locked box before facing the world again.

The door clicked shut.

She looked up, startled, to find Damien still there, standing by the head of the table. His posture was relaxed, but his eyes were anything but—calculating, intense, boring straight through her carefully constructed facade. “You’re hiding something, Lila.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she lied, her voice thinner than she intended. She stood, smoothing her skirt, desperate to escape before he saw too much. But the movement made the diaper crinkle again, a soft, traitorous sound in the silent room.

His head tilted, a predator catching a scent.

“Sit,” he said, his tone low and unhurried, a command wrapped in velvet. He didn’t raise his voice, didn’t need to—his authority was absolute. Lila’s knees buckled before her mind could protest, and she sank back into the chair.

Her hands trembled in her lap.

Damien crossed the room in slow, deliberate steps, each click of his polished loafers echoing like a countdown. He stopped directly in front of her, towering over her seated form, his shadow swallowing the light. “I heard it. Don’t pretend I didn’t.”

Her face burned.

She opened her mouth to deny it, to throw up a wall of defiance, but the words died under the weight of his stare. Instead, her thighs squeezed together, the padding between them suddenly impossibly thick, a humiliating reminder of her secret. The warmth of shame pooled low in her belly, mixing with something hotter, something she refused to name.

“There it is,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress.

He leaned down, one hand bracing on the armrest of her chair, caging her in. His other hand hovered near her hip, not touching, but close enough that she felt the heat of his palm through her skirt. “You’ve been slipping, little one. I’ve seen it in your eyes all week.”

Her breath hitched.

Little one. The words sliced through her, cracking open the part of her she kept buried under layers of ambition and control. Her body betrayed her, a shiver racing down her spine as her clit throbbed against the soft padding of the diaper.

“I’m not—” she started, but her voice broke.

Damien’s gaze softened, but the edge of control never wavered. “You don’t have to fight it with me,” he said, his thumb brushing the edge of her skirt, a whisper of contact that made her gasp. “But you will be honest. What are you wearing under there?”

Her mind screamed to run.

But her body stayed frozen, pinned by his presence, the scent of his cologne mixing with the faint baby powder lingering on her skin. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t lie, not when his eyes stripped her bare. Her silence was answer enough.

“Show me,” he said, stepping back just enough to give her space, but his command left no room for refusal.

Her fingers shook as they moved to the hem of her skirt.

She lifted it slowly, revealing the edge of the white diaper taped snugly around her hips. The plastic backing gleamed under the harsh boardroom lights, the crinkle louder now, obscene in the corporate silence. Her face flamed with humiliation, but her pussy pulsed, wet heat soaking into the padding.

Damien’s eyes darkened.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting her like a physical touch. He reached out, his fingers tracing the taped edge of the diaper with a clinical precision that made her squirm. “You’ve been hiding this need for too long.”

Her hips twitched forward.

The betrayal of her body burned through her, shame and arousal twisting into a knot she couldn’t untangle. His touch was light, barely there, but it ignited every nerve, the firmness of his grip on her control as undeniable as the diaper hugging her skin. She hated how much she wanted more.

“You’ll learn to trust me, little one, starting tonight,” he said, his voice a promise and a threat all at once.

Her chest heaved.

He stepped closer, his hand sliding to the front of the diaper, pressing gently against the padding. The crinkle echoed in her ears, a humiliating soundtrack to the heat building between her thighs. Her clit ached under his touch, even through the thick barrier.

She whimpered, the sound escaping before she could stop it.

Damien’s smile was small, satisfied, a predator who’d cornered his prey. “That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his thumb circling slowly, teasing her through the diaper. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

Her mind recoiled at the word—Daddy—but her body melted.

The warmth of his hand, the crinkle of the plastic, the scent of powder clinging to her skin—it all crashed over her, dragging her into little space against her will. Her hands gripped the armrests, nails digging into the leather as her hips rocked forward, chasing the pressure of his touch. She was wet, so wet, the diaper absorbing every drop of her arousal.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice dripping with warm condescension. “So desperate already.”

Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t stop.

His fingers pressed harder, finding the exact spot where her clit throbbed beneath the padding. Each slow circle sent sparks through her, her pussy clenching with need, the humiliation of being touched like this in the boardroom only making her wetter. She bit her lip, stifling a moan, aware of the security cameras in the corner, the risk of someone walking in.

“You’re not in control here,” he said, his tone firm, grounding.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

The pressure built, her body teetering on the edge, every crinkle of the diaper a reminder of her submission. But just as she felt the first wave of release tightening in her core, Damien pulled his hand away. The sudden absence was a physical ache.

She gasped, eyes snapping open.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, his voice a dark promise. He straightened, adjusting his cufflinks with the same hand that had just teased her, as if nothing had happened. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her body trembled, denied and desperate.

He stepped back, his gaze raking over her disheveled form—skirt hiked up, diaper exposed, cheeks flushed with need. “We’re far from done,” he said, the words carrying a weight that made her shiver. “Tomorrow night, you’ll come to my office after hours. Understood?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

Damien turned toward the door, pausing just before opening it. “And Lila,” he added, his voice dropping lower, “wear a thicker one next time. I want to hear every crinkle when you walk in.”

Her breath caught in her throat.

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone in the boardroom, skirt still bunched around her hips, diaper sagging slightly with the evidence of her arousal. Her hands shook as she smoothed the fabric back down, the plastic crinkling with every movement, a constant reminder of what she’d just surrendered. The weight of his command lingered, a promise of more to come.

She stood, legs unsteady.

The hallway outside was empty, the office silent save for the hum of the air conditioning. But the security cameras blinked in the corners, red lights mocking her, a silent witness to the line she’d just crossed. She clutched her tablet to her chest, trying to reclaim some semblance of the executive she’d been an hour ago.

It didn’t work.

Her thighs rubbed together as she walked to the elevator, the diaper’s bulk impossible to ignore, each step a humiliating echo of Damien’s touch. The warmth between her legs hadn’t faded, nor had the ache of denial, her clit still throbbing with unfulfilled need. She pressed the button for the ground floor, her reflection in the polished metal doors showing a woman unraveling at the seams.

The elevator dinged.

She stepped inside, the doors sliding shut with a finality that mirrored the shift in her world. Damien’s words replayed in her mind—“You’ll learn to trust me, little one, starting tonight.”—a command she couldn’t shake, a tether pulling her deeper into a space she’d fought so hard to deny.

Her fingers tightened around the tablet.

Tomorrow night loomed like a threat and a promise, the idea of walking into his office in a thicker diaper making her stomach twist with dread and anticipation. She could still feel the firmness of his grip through the padding, the way his voice had stripped her bare. Her body hummed with the memory, traitorously eager for more.

The elevator descended.

Lila stared at her reflection, the sharp lines of her suit now a mockery of the control she’d lost. The crinkle of the diaper followed her every move, a Pavlovian trigger for the heat pooling low in her belly. She hated how much she wanted to obey him, how much she needed to hear “good girl” again.

Her breath came shallow.

The doors opened to the empty lobby, the night stretching out before her, but her mind was already in his office, already imagining the weight of a thicker diaper, the sound of the tapes ripping, the scent of powder as he took control. She stepped out, heels clicking against the marble floor, but the crinkle beneath her skirt drowned it out. Her defiance wavered, a fragile thing against the pull of his rules.

She pushed through the glass doors into the cool night air.

The city buzzed around her, oblivious to the storm raging inside. But as she walked to her car, the diaper’s bulk shifted with every step, a constant reminder of Damien’s command, of the surrender he demanded. Will Lila fully surrender to Damien’s rules, or will her defiance risk everything?

Her keys slipped in her trembling fingers.

She unlocked the car, sliding into the driver’s seat, the padding pressing against her as she sat. The crinkle was louder in the confined space, a humiliating echo of the boardroom, of his touch, of the denial that still ached between her thighs. Her hands gripped the steering wheel, white-knuckled, as she wrestled with the choice ahead.

Her phone buzzed in her bag.

She ignored it, knowing it could be him, knowing she wasn’t ready to face whatever message waited. The warmth of the diaper clung to her, a physical tether to the little space she’d slipped into, to the Daddy dom who’d seen through her walls. Her clit pulsed, a silent plea for release she couldn’t grant herself—not yet, not without his permission.

The engine started with a low hum.

Lila drove into the night, the city lights blurring past, but her thoughts stayed locked on Damien, on the promise of tomorrow, on the thicker diaper he’d demanded. The crinkle followed her, a soundtrack to her unraveling, a reminder that she’d already taken the first step down a path she couldn’t turn back from. Her body knew what her mind refused to admit—she was already his to command.

Her grip tightened on the wheel.

The ache between her legs grew sharper, the denial a cruel edge to every thought of him. She’d spent years building her reputation, her control, her power, but in one late-night meeting, Damien had stripped it all away with a single touch, a single word. The question lingered, heavy and unanswered—would she surrender fully, or would she fight a losing battle against her own desires?

The night stretched on, endless and unforgiving.

~ ~ ~
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Story 2: Forum Secrets Unveiled

Lila sat in her car, the engine idling in the quiet of her apartment complex parking lot. The night pressed against the windows, heavy and unyielding, while the faint crinkle of the diaper beneath her skirt reminded her of Damien’s touch in the boardroom. Her hands still gripped the steering wheel, knuckles pale, as if holding on could anchor her against the storm inside.

Her phone buzzed again in her bag.

She ignored it, her breath shallow. The padding pressed against her thighs, warm and intrusive, a constant reminder of the surrender she’d already tasted. Her clit throbbed, aching for a release she refused to grant herself—not without his permission, not after his command had seared itself into her mind.

The crinkle followed her as she finally stepped out of the car. Each step toward her apartment building was a humiliating echo of the boardroom, the plastic backing shifting against her skin. She clenched her jaw, willing herself to focus on the click of her heels instead, but the bulk between her legs wouldn’t let her forget.

Her apartment door shut behind her with a heavy thud. She dropped her bag on the floor, the tablet inside a silent weight, a tether to Damien’s rules. The silence of her space felt suffocating, her power suit now a costume she couldn’t wait to shed.

She stood in front of her mirror, fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her blazer. The reflection showed a woman unraveling—sharp cheekbones flushed, eyes wide with something she didn’t want to name. Beneath the tailored skirt, the diaper’s outline was unmistakable, a humiliating bulk that made her stomach twist.

Her fingers hesitated at the waistband of her skirt.

The memory of Damien’s voice cut through her—calm, unhurried, stripping her bare with every word. “You’ll learn to trust me, little one, starting tonight.” Her body reacted before her mind could, heat pooling low, a traitor to her defiance.

She let the skirt fall to the floor. The diaper was stark white against her skin, tapes snug, the plastic crinkling with every tiny shift. She hated how the sight made her pulse quicken, how the warmth of it clung to her like a forbidden promise.

Her phone buzzed again, insistent now. She fished it out, heart hammering as Damien’s name flashed on the screen. A single message: “Be ready for tomorrow. Thicker padding, as promised.”

Her knees softened at the words.

She typed a response, then deleted it, fingers shaking. The idea of a thicker diaper, of walking into his office with that bulk beneath her suit, sent a shiver through her. She dropped the phone onto the counter, unable to face him even through text.

The ache between her thighs sharpened. She pressed her legs together, the padding shifting with a loud crinkle, amplifying her need. Her reflection stared back, a woman caught between power and surrender, her pussy wet beneath the diaper’s warmth.

She turned away from the mirror, unable to look any longer. The night stretched ahead, endless, her mind already racing to tomorrow. She crawled into bed, the diaper’s bulk forcing her thighs apart, a humiliating reminder of Damien’s control.

Sleep didn’t come easily.

The next morning, Lila stood in her bathroom, the new, thicker diaper laid out on the counter like a challenge. The overnight padding she’d worn had sagged with warmth, wet from a moment of unconscious release in the night. Shame burned her cheeks as she peeled the tapes off, the ripping sound echoing in the small space.

Her skin felt raw, exposed, as she cleaned herself with trembling hands. The scent of baby powder lingered from the night before, a Pavlovian trigger that made her clit pulse. She hated how her body craved the ritual, how it anticipated Damien’s approval even now.

She unfolded the new diaper, thicker just as he’d commanded. The plastic backing crinkled under her fingers, louder than the last, a promise of even greater humiliation beneath her suit. Her breath hitched as she sprinkled powder over herself, the silky texture cool against her heated skin.

The diaper fit snugly, the bulk forcing her thighs further apart. She taped it into place, each rip of the adhesive a small surrender, the crinkle deafening in the quiet morning. Her reflection in the mirror showed the outline even more pronounced, a secret she couldn’t hide under any skirt.

Her phone buzzed again as she dressed. Another message from Damien: “I’ll be waiting in my office. Don’t be late, little one.”

Her stomach twisted, dread and anticipation warring within her.

The drive to the office felt like a descent. Every shift in her seat made the diaper crinkle, the sound a constant reminder of what awaited her. Her tailored suit felt like a lie, the sharp lines mocking the vulnerable bulk beneath.

The elevator ride up was torture. Colleagues nodded at her, oblivious to the secret she carried, but she felt their eyes anyway, imagined them hearing the faint crinkle with every step. Her face burned as the doors opened to the executive floor.

Damien’s office door loomed at the end of the hall. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, but the crinkle beneath her skirt drowned it out in her mind. She paused outside, hand hovering over the handle, her body already humming with traitor heat.

She knocked once, softly.

“Come in, Lila.” His voice was low, controlled, a command wrapped in velvet.

Her knees weakened as she pushed the door open. Damien sat behind his desk, broad shoulders filling the tailored suit, his gaze fixed on her with a calculating intensity that stripped her bare. The room smelled faintly of lavender, a calming contrast to the storm inside her.

“Close the door,” he said, not looking away.

She obeyed, the click of the lock louder than it should have been. Her heart raced as she stood there, the thicker diaper shifting with every breath, the plastic crinkling softly. His eyes traced her form, lingering where the bulk was most obvious, a faint smile curling his lips.

“You followed my instructions,” he said, voice smooth as silk. “Good girl.”

Her clit throbbed at the praise, a sharp ache she couldn’t ignore.

He stood, moving with that deliberate grace she’d come to dread and crave. Each step toward her was measured, his presence filling the room, towering over her despite her heels. He stopped just in front of her, close enough that she could feel the heat of him.

“Turn around,” he commanded softly.

She hesitated, breath shallow.

His hand touched her shoulder, firm but gentle, guiding her to face away from him. The crinkle of the diaper was obscene in the quiet office as she moved. She felt his fingers trail down her back, a slow, deliberate path that made her shiver.

He lifted the edge of her skirt without asking. Her face burned as the diaper came into view, the thicker padding stark against her skin. His thumb pressed against the plastic, checking, the sound of it shifting under his touch sending heat straight to her core.

“Perfect,” he murmured, voice warm with approval. “So much better for you, isn’t it, little one?”

She bit her lip, refusing to answer, but her hips shifted toward his touch.

He chuckled, low and knowing. “Your body always tells me the truth, even when you won’t.” His hand slid lower, pressing against the front of the diaper, the pressure teasing her aching clit through the layers.

Her breath caught, a soft gasp escaping.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Let me take care of you, sweetheart, just let go.” The words were a tether, pulling her deeper into a space she’d fought so hard to resist.

Her resistance crumbled, just for a moment.

He guided her to the leather couch in the corner of his office, his hand firm on her lower back. The diaper crinkled with every step, the sound a humiliating echo in the quiet space. She sat, the padding pressing against her, amplifying the ache between her thighs.

“Lie back,” he said, voice soft but unyielding.

She obeyed, her body moving before her mind could protest. The leather was cool against her skin as she reclined, her skirt riding up to reveal the diaper fully. His eyes darkened, a hunger there that made her pussy clench beneath the padding.

He knelt beside her, his presence overwhelming. His fingers traced the edge of the tapes, slow and deliberate, each touch sending sparks through her. “You’ve been so good, wearing this for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice slipping into that tender, commanding tone.

Her breath hitched, the word “Daddy” hitting deeper than it should have.

He untaped one side of the diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the silence. Cool air hit her skin, a stark contrast to the warmth that had clung to her, and she shivered. His fingers brushed against her inner thigh, teasingly close to where she ached most.

“Look at you,” he said, voice low with awe. “So wet already, sweetheart.”

Her face burned, but her hips lifted toward him.

He pulled the diaper down fully, exposing her glistening pussy to his gaze. The scent of baby powder mixed with her arousal, a heady combination that made her dizzy. His thumb brushed against her clit, a featherlight touch that made her gasp.

“Not yet,” he warned, pulling back just as the pressure built. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her whine was pathetic, desperate.

He stood, moving to his desk and returning with a small bottle of lube and a plug, its sleek black surface glinting under the office lights. “We’re going to start slow, little one,” he said, his tone clinical yet warm. “This is the Beginner’s Blush, just for you.”

Her stomach twisted, dread and need warring within her.

He coated the plug with lube, the wet sound of it obscene in the quiet room. His fingers were steady, controlled, as he spread the cool gel over the toy. “Relax for me, sweetheart,” he murmured, his free hand guiding her legs apart.

She tensed, breath shallow.

He pressed the tip of the plug against her, slow and deliberate, the cold metal a shock against her heated skin. “Breathe,” he commanded softly, his voice a lifeline as he eased it in. The stretch was unfamiliar, a mix of discomfort and forbidden pleasure that made her gasp.

“Good girl,” he praised, his thumb circling her clit lightly as the plug settled into place. The dual sensation was overwhelming, her body trembling under his touch. “You’re taking it so well for Daddy.”

Her pussy clenched, the praise hitting harder than the stretch.

He taped the diaper back into place, the crinkle louder now with the added weight of the plug inside her. The padding pressed against the toy, a constant pressure that kept her on edge. She squirmed, the ache between her thighs unbearable, but his hand on her hip stilled her.

“Not yet,” he repeated, voice firm. “You’ll wait until I say, little one.”

Her whine was desperate, raw.

He stood, towering over her again, his gaze dark with promise. His fingers brushed her cheek, a tender contrast to the denial burning through her. “You did so well, sweetheart, but we’re just getting started.”

Her body pulsed, caught between need and frustration.

He adjusted her skirt back over the diaper, the bulk even more pronounced now with the plug inside. “You’ll wear this for the rest of the day,” he said, voice low with authority. “Every crinkle, every shift, will remind you who’s in control.”

Her clit throbbed, the denial a cruel edge to his words.

He helped her sit up, his touch gentle but firm. The plug shifted inside her, a sharp reminder of her surrender, the diaper crinkling with every move. She felt small under his gaze, vulnerable in a way she’d never allowed herself to be.

“Back to work now, little one,” he said, a faint smile curling his lips. “But know I’m watching, and I’ll know if you disobey.”

Her breath caught, the threat laced with care.

He opened the office door, the corporate world waiting beyond, oblivious to the storm inside her. Colleagues moved through the hall, their voices a distant hum, but she felt exposed, the crinkle of the diaper a secret that could unravel her at any moment. Her reputation, her power, hung by a thread against Damien’s control.

She stepped out, legs trembling, the plug and padding a constant weight. The ache between her thighs grew sharper with every step, the denial a punishment she couldn’t escape. Her mind raced—could she embrace this new side of herself, or would shame pull her back?

The question lingered, heavy and unanswered, as the crinkle followed her down the hall.
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Story 3: Dinner Under Command

Lila stood in front of the full-length mirror in her apartment, smoothing the fabric of her sleek black dress over her hips. The elegant cut hugged her curves, the neckline daring but tasteful, perfect for a high-end dinner date. Beneath the sophistication, though, hid a secret that made her pulse race—a thick, crinkling diaper taped snugly around her waist, the plastic backing rustling with every tiny shift.

Her cheeks flushed at the thought of it being discovered.

Damien had insisted on it before they left the office earlier, his voice low and commanding as he’d taped it into place himself. “You’ll wear this for Daddy tonight, little one,” he’d murmured, his fingers brushing her inner thighs as the tapes sealed her in. The memory of his touch lingered, a heat that pooled low in her belly despite her racing nerves.

She adjusted the dress again, praying the subtle bulk wouldn’t show.

The doorbell chimed, sharp and insistent. Her heart leapt into her throat. She took a shaky breath, the diaper crinkling softly as she moved toward the door, each step a reminder of her hidden vulnerability.

Damien stood there, impeccable in a tailored charcoal suit, his broad shoulders filling the frame. His dark eyes swept over her, a slow, deliberate assessment that made her skin prickle. A faint smirk curled his lips, as if he could see right through the dress to the padding beneath.

“You look stunning, baby girl,” he said, voice smooth as velvet.

Her knees weakened at the pet name, spoken so casually yet with undeniable ownership.

He stepped inside, closing the door with a quiet click, and pulled her close, one hand resting on her lower back. His fingers pressed just hard enough to feel the diaper’s edge through the fabric. “Good girl, wearing what Daddy picked for you,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Her face burned, torn between shame and the traitorously warm ache between her thighs.

“We’re going to have a lovely dinner,” he continued, his tone calm but laced with intent. “But you’ll behave, won’t you? Be a good girl for Daddy, even here among strangers.”

Her breath hitched at the command, the public risk sinking in.

He guided her out the door, his hand firm on her back as they descended to the waiting car. The diaper crinkled with every step, a sound she was certain echoed louder than it did. Her mind raced—could the driver hear it? Would anyone notice at the restaurant?

The car ride was torture, the padding shifting against her skin with every bump in the road. Damien sat beside her, his presence a quiet storm, his hand resting on her thigh just above the hem of her dress. His thumb traced lazy circles, a silent reminder of who held control.

She squirmed, the bulk between her legs pressing against her most sensitive spot.

“Don’t fidget, little one,” he murmured, his voice a low warning. “You wouldn’t want anyone to suspect, would you?”

Her stomach twisted, the threat of exposure sharpening her arousal.

They arrived at the upscale restaurant, a dimly lit haven of crystal chandeliers and hushed conversations. The maître d’ led them to a secluded table near the back, but Lila felt every eye on her as they walked. The diaper’s rustle seemed deafening, her waddle subtle but unmistakable to her own hyper-aware senses.

She sat down carefully, the padding squishing beneath her.

Damien took his seat across from her, his posture perfect, his gaze piercing. He ordered for them both, his voice authoritative yet polite, a CEO commanding even this small domain. Under the table, his foot nudged hers, a silent claim that made her pulse stutter.

“You’re doing so well, baby girl,” he said softly, his words barely audible over the clink of glassware.

Her chest tightened, the praise sinking deep.

The waiter brought their wine, and Damien raised his glass, his eyes locked on hers. “To new experiences,” he toasted, a wicked edge to his smile. She clinked her glass against his, her hand trembling slightly, the diaper a constant weight anchoring her to his control.

She took a sip, the rich red liquid doing little to calm her nerves.

Under the table, Damien’s foot slid higher, brushing against her calf. “Spread your legs just a little for Daddy,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise. Her breath caught, but her body obeyed before her mind could protest, thighs parting slightly under the tablecloth.

The diaper crinkled audibly with the movement.

Her face flamed, certain someone must have heard. She glanced around, but the other diners remained oblivious, lost in their own worlds. Damien’s smirk widened, his foot pressing lightly against her inner thigh, a silent reward for her compliance.

“Good girl,” he murmured, sipping his wine as if nothing was amiss.

Her pussy throbbed, the padding suddenly too warm, too tight against her aching clit.

Dinner arrived, a delicate array of plates she barely tasted. Every bite, every sip, was overshadowed by the bulk between her legs and Damien’s unwavering gaze. He spoke casually about business, about the city, but his eyes never left her, stripping her bare in a way no one else could see.

She shifted in her seat, the diaper rustling again.

“Careful, little one,” he warned, voice low. “Keep still, or I’ll have to check you right here.”

Her eyes widened, the threat of public humiliation sending a jolt through her core.

The meal dragged on, each moment a test of her restraint. Damien’s whispered commands— “Sit up straight for Daddy,” “Take small bites, baby girl”—kept her teetering on the edge of surrender. Her body burned, the diaper’s warmth spreading as her arousal grew, a slow, inevitable betrayal.

Finally, the check arrived, and Damien paid with the same effortless control he wielded over her. He stood, offering his hand, his smile deceptively gentle. “Let’s go home, sweetheart,” he said, the word ‘home’ heavy with unspoken promises.

Her legs trembled as she rose, the padding sagging slightly under her dress.

The car ride back was a haze of tension, his hand on her thigh again, higher this time, brushing the edge of the diaper through the fabric. “You were perfect tonight,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the tape line. “But Daddy’s not done with you yet.”

Her clit pulsed, desperate for more.

They stepped into his upscale apartment, the door clicking shut behind them with a finality that made her shiver. Candlelight flickered across the room, casting warm shadows over the sleek furniture, the scent of vanilla and wax mingling with the faint baby powder clinging to her skin. Damien turned to her, his presence towering, his suit still immaculate despite the late hour.

“Stand there, baby girl,” he commanded, pointing to the center of the living room.

She obeyed, the diaper crinkling as she moved.

He circled her slowly, a predator assessing his prey, his eyes dark with intent. “Lift your dress for Daddy,” he said, voice calm but unyielding. Her hands shook as she gripped the hem, pulling it up to reveal the thick, white diaper taped around her hips.

His gaze darkened, a low hum of approval in his throat.

“Look at you, so pathetic and perfect,” he said, the words dripping with affection despite their sting. He stepped closer, his fingers brushing the front of the diaper, the plastic rustling under his touch. “Wet already, aren’t you?”

Her face burned, the truth undeniable as warmth spread through the padding.

He chuckled softly, the sound sending shivers down her spine. “Don’t be shy, little one. Daddy loves seeing you like this.”

Her hips twitched forward, craving more of his touch.

He knelt before her, a position that should have felt submissive but only amplified his control. His hands moved to the tapes, peeling them back with deliberate slowness, the ripping sound loud in the quiet room. The diaper fell away, exposing her slick, aching pussy to the cool air.

She whimpered, vulnerable and bare under his gaze.

“So pretty for Daddy,” he murmured, his fingers tracing her inner thighs, teasing but not touching where she needed him most. He stood, towering over her again, and pulled a small pacifier from his pocket, its pastel pink glinting in the candlelight. “Open,” he commanded, pressing it to her lips.

Her mouth parted, the silicone clicking against her teeth as it settled in place.

“Suck, baby girl,” he ordered, his hand cupping her cheek. She obeyed, the act humiliating yet grounding, her mind slipping into a hazy littlespace despite herself. Her pussy clenched, the contrast of innocence and need overwhelming.

He guided her to the bedroom, the candlelight following them, casting golden warmth over the plush bed. “Lie down for Daddy,” he said, his voice a tender command. She complied, the sheets cool against her heated skin, her legs trembling as she spread them without being told.

He smiled, a rare softness in his stern features.

From a drawer, he retrieved a small bottle of lube and a toy—a sleek, silver plug, larger than the Beginner’s Blush from earlier. “This is the Trainer’s Touch,” he said, naming it with a dark promise. “Let’s see how well you take it for Daddy.”

Her breath hitched, anticipation and fear warring within her.

He coated the plug with lube, the wet sound obscene in the quiet room. His fingers were steady, controlled, as he spread the cool gel over the metal. “Relax, sweetheart,” he murmured, his free hand guiding her legs further apart.

She tensed, the pacifier muffling her nervous whimper.

He pressed the tip of the plug against her, slow and deliberate, the cold metal a shock against her heated skin. “Breathe, baby girl,” he coaxed, his voice a lifeline as he eased it in. The stretch burned, a mix of discomfort and forbidden pleasure that made her gasp around the pacifier.

“Good girl,” he praised, his free hand brushing her clit lightly.

Her body jolted, the dual sensation overwhelming.

He worked the plug in deeper, his movements unhurried, each inch a test of her surrender. “You’re taking it so well for Daddy,” he said, thumb circling her clit with agonizing slowness. Her pussy clenched, the stretch and tease pushing her closer to the edge.

The plug settled into place, a heavy pressure inside her.

She moaned around the pacifier, hips bucking despite herself. Damien’s hand stilled on her clit, a warning in his touch. “Not yet, little one,” he said, voice firm but warm. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her whine was desperate, raw.

He stood, shedding his jacket and rolling up his sleeves, revealing strong forearms that made her mouth water. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs, his clothed body a stark contrast to her naked vulnerability. His cock strained against his trousers, a visible promise of what was to come.

“Such a pathetic little thing,” he murmured, affection lacing the insult.

His hand slid down, fingers teasing her slick folds around the plug. “So wet for Daddy,” he said, coating his fingers in her arousal before bringing them to his lips, tasting her. Her body shuddered, the sight of him savoring her pushing her closer to breaking.

He unzipped his trousers, freeing his thick cock, already hard and leaking.

She stared, hungry and helpless, the pacifier still in her mouth. He stroked himself slowly, eyes locked on hers, the candlelight glinting off the precum at his tip. “You want this, don’t you, baby girl?” he asked, voice a dark purr.

She nodded, desperate, the pacifier clicking with the movement.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock brushing her pussy, teasing without entering. “Beg for it,” he commanded, hand gripping her hip. Her muffled plea was pitiful, the pacifier distorting her words, but her eyes spoke volumes.

He smirked, pushing in just an inch, the stretch alongside the plug almost too much.

Her moan was loud, even muffled, her body arching toward him. He pulled back, denying her more, his control absolute. “Not yet,” he repeated, voice a cruel caress. “Daddy decides when you get filled.”

Her clit throbbed, the denial a sharp ache.

He teased her like that for what felt like forever, shallow thrusts that kept her on the brink, the plug adding pressure with every movement. His free hand roamed her body, pinching her nipples, tracing her curves, owning every inch of her. Her mind hazed, slipping deeper into littlespace, the world narrowing to his touch, his voice, his control.

Finally, he pulled the pacifier from her mouth, tossing it aside.

“Tell Daddy what you need,” he ordered, his cock still teasing her entrance. Her voice was shaky, small, as she whispered, “Please, Daddy, fuck me. I need you inside me.”

His eyes darkened, a growl in his throat.

He thrust in fully, filling her alongside the plug, the dual stretch making her cry out. His cock was thick, relentless, each stroke hitting deep, the pressure overwhelming. Her pussy clenched around him, her body trembling as he set a punishing rhythm.

“So tight for Daddy,” he groaned, hands gripping her hips.

Her nails dug into the sheets, pleasure and pain blurring into one. He angled his thrusts, hitting a spot that made stars burst behind her eyes. The plug shifted with each movement, amplifying everything, her body a live wire under his control.

“Cum for Daddy, baby girl,” he commanded, thumb finding her clit.

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy spasming around his cock, her scream raw and unrestrained. Her body shook, waves of pleasure crashing through her, the plug and his cock anchoring her to the intensity. He didn’t stop, fucking her through it, drawing out every shudder until she was a whimpering mess.

He pulled out just before his own release, stroking himself over her.

Hot cum splashed across her stomach, marking her as his, the warmth a final claim. He groaned, low and primal, his gaze never leaving hers as he finished. Her body trembled, aftershocks still rippling through her, the sight of him above her searing into her memory.

He leaned down, kissing her forehead, a tender contrast to the raw act.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” he murmured, wiping her clean with a soft cloth from the bedside table. He removed the plug slowly, her body protesting the loss, and taped a fresh diaper around her hips, the crinkle a comforting ritual now. “But we’re just getting started with your training.”

Her heart raced, a mix of exhaustion and lingering need.

As he pulled her into his arms, the candlelight flickering over them, her mind spun with questions. Would she crave more of Damien’s control, sinking deeper into this dynamic, or would the fear of exposure—of losing herself entirely—pull her back from the edge? The uncertainty hung heavy, a promise of more to come, as the crinkle of the diaper lulled her into a restless sleep.
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Story 4: Nursery Lessons Learned

Lila woke to the faint crinkle of the diaper beneath her, the sound a sharp reminder of last night’s surrender. Her body ached in all the right places, a dull throb between her thighs from Damien’s relentless control. She lay in her bed, the morning light filtering through the curtains, her mind caught between the heat of memory and the cold reality of her corporate life waiting outside.

She shifted, the plastic backing of the diaper rubbing against her skin. A flush crept up her neck. She shouldn’t want this—shouldn’t crave the way he’d marked her, owned her, taped her into this humiliating padding.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, snapping her back to the present. A message from Damien glowed on the screen: Meet me in my office. 9 AM sharp. Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and unwanted anticipation.

She rolled out of bed, the diaper sagging slightly, heavy between her legs. The mirror reflected a woman she barely recognized—flushed cheeks, messy hair, the faint outline of padding under her sleep shirt. She clenched her fists, forcing herself to focus on the day ahead, on the power suit she’d wear to reclaim some semblance of control.

At the office, Lila strode through the glass doors, heels clicking against the polished floor. Her tailored blazer and pencil skirt screamed authority, a shield against the vulnerability still clinging to her skin. Colleagues nodded in passing, oblivious to the thick diaper hidden beneath, its crinkle muffled by her careful steps.

She felt it with every move, though. The bulk pressed against her inner thighs, a constant reminder of Damien’s hands taping her up last night. Her clit pulsed traitorously at the thought, and she bit her lip, hating her body for betraying her yet again.

The elevator ride to the executive floor was torture. Every ding of the floors passing amplified the faint crinkle she swore others could hear. She stared straight ahead, jaw tight, praying no one noticed the slight waddle in her stance.

Damien’s office door loomed at the end of the hallway. Her hand hovered over the handle, heart pounding. She could turn back—pretend she never saw the message—but the pull of his command was stronger than her pride.

She knocked once, sharp and defiant. The door swung open before she could second-guess herself. Damien stood there, impeccable in a charcoal suit, his broad frame filling the doorway, his gaze piercing through her bravado.

“Come in, Lila,” he said, voice smooth and unhurried. He stepped aside, gesturing to the chair across from his desk. The door clicked shut behind her, the sound like a cage locking into place.

She sat, crossing her legs as best she could with the diaper’s bulk. His eyes flicked to her thighs, a knowing smirk curling his lips. Heat flooded her cheeks, but she lifted her chin, refusing to break eye contact.

“I’m not here to play games, Damien,” she snapped, her tone sharp enough to cut glass. “If you’ve got something to say, say it. I’ve got a presentation in an hour.”

His smirk widened, unfazed. He leaned against his desk, arms crossed, every movement deliberate. “Oh, I’ve got plenty to say, little one. But first, let’s address that attitude.”

Her breath hitched at the pet name, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. She shifted in the chair, the diaper crinkling audibly now, and his eyes darkened at the sound. She wanted to scream, to storm out, but her hips pressed down into the padding instead, seeking friction she hated herself for needing.

“You think you can walk in here, all dressed up, pretending you’re not mine?” His voice dropped, a quiet menace laced with care. He rounded the desk, closing the distance between them. “You’re still wearing what Daddy put on you last night, aren’t you?”

Her face burned, words catching in her throat. She wanted to deny it, to throw his control back in his face, but the warmth spreading through her core silenced her. He leaned down, one hand bracing on the armrest, his presence suffocating in the best way.

“Stand up,” he ordered, calm but firm. Her legs moved before she could argue, the diaper shifting with her, the plastic backing loud in the silent office. He stepped behind her, his breath hot on her neck as he murmured, “We’re going to have a little lesson in obedience today.”

Her heart raced, a mix of fear and need coiling tight. He guided her toward a hidden panel in the wall, pressing a button that revealed a concealed door. Beyond it lay a room she’d never seen—a private nursery, pastel walls clashing with the dark undertones of restraint and desire.

The air smelled of baby powder and lavender, a sickeningly sweet contrast to the leather straps hanging from a changing table in the corner. Plush toys lined the shelves, innocent yet sinister in this context. A crib sat against the far wall, its bars gleaming under soft lighting, promising confinement.

She froze, her defiance flickering. “Damien, what the hell is this?” Her voice trembled, but her eyes darted to the changing table, a heat pooling where it shouldn’t.

“This,” he said, hand firm on her lower back, “is where brats learn their place.” He pushed her forward, her heels stumbling on the soft carpet. “You’ve been pushing boundaries, Lila. Time to face the consequences.”

Her mouth went dry, but her body hummed with anticipation. He steered her to the changing table, his grip unyielding. The cold surface pressed against her thighs as he bent her forward, her skirt riding up to expose the diaper’s edge.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice warm yet cutting. “All that corporate confidence, and yet here you are, taped into a diaper like a helpless little girl.” His fingers traced the plastic backing, the crinkle obscene in the quiet room.

She whimpered, hating the sound as it slipped out. Her hands gripped the table’s edge, knuckles white. His touch was clinical yet intimate, igniting a fire she couldn’t douse.

“Lift your hips,” he commanded, and her body obeyed despite her mind’s protest. He tugged her skirt down, leaving her in just the blazer and the diaper, the humiliation searing through her. His hand pressed against the padding, checking its weight, and she squirmed under the scrutiny.

“Still dry,” he noted, a mock disappointment in his tone. “We’ll fix that soon enough. But first, a reminder of who’s in charge.”

Her breath caught as he stepped back, the air shifting with intent. She heard the faint rustle of his suit jacket as he removed it, the clink of his belt buckle. Her clit throbbed, the diaper’s bulk pressing against it with every shallow breath.

“Bend over further,” he instructed, voice a quiet threat. She complied, her chest pressing into the table, ass raised vulnerably. The first sting of his hand against her diapered bottom made her gasp, the sound muffled by the padding but the impact sharp through it.

Her body jolted forward. The crinkle echoed with each spank, his palm firm and unrelenting. “Brats get punished, little one,” he said, each word punctuated by a strike.

The heat built, spreading through her cheeks, the diaper amplifying every sensation. She bit her lip, refusing to cry out, but her hips rocked back instinctively, seeking more. Her pussy clenched, wet and aching, the humiliation fueling her arousal.

“Count them,” he ordered after the fifth strike, his hand pausing. Her voice shook as she whispered, “Six,” the next spank landing harder. Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming need coiling tighter.

By ten, her defiance was crumbling. Her body trembled, the diaper sagging slightly from the force, the plastic crinkling with every movement. Damien’s hand lingered after the last strike, rubbing slow circles over the padding, soothing the sting.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting deeper than the spanks. Her chest tightened, a warmth spreading that had nothing to do with her body’s betrayal. She hated how much she craved those words, how they made her feel small and safe.

He pulled her upright, turning her to face him. His eyes searched hers, a mix of sternness and care that unraveled her further. “You’ll learn obedience, little one, even if it stings,” he said, thumb brushing her cheek.

Her knees buckled, but he caught her, strong arms steadying her. He guided her to sit on the edge of the table, the diaper crinkling under her weight. Her blazer was askew, her chest heaving, and he took his time unbuttoning it, exposing her lace bra beneath.

“Look at you, so pretty and pathetic,” he said, voice a tender blade. His fingers traced her collarbone, down to the swell of her breasts, her nipples hardening under the thin fabric. She squirmed, the diaper rubbing against her clit, the friction maddening.

He smirked, noticing her movement. “Needy already?” His hand slid down, pressing against the front of the diaper, the pressure sending a jolt through her. “Let’s see how long you can hold out, baby girl.”

Her moan slipped out, unbidden. He rubbed slow circles through the padding, the crinkle mixing with her ragged breaths. Her pussy throbbed, wet and desperate, the barrier of the diaper both a torment and a tease.

“Please,” she whispered, the word small and broken. Her hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging into his shirt. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze, his control absolute.

“Not yet,” he said, echoing last night’s cruelty. His fingers pressed harder, the padding shifting against her clit, driving her to the edge without tipping her over. “Daddy decides when you get relief.”

Her body shook, the denial a sharp ache in her core. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her mind slipping into that hazy littlespace where nothing existed but him. The nursery’s pastel walls blurred, the scent of baby powder grounding her in this twisted reality.

He stepped back, leaving her panting on the table. From a drawer, he pulled a fresh diaper, the plastic gleaming under the soft light. “Time for a change, little one,” he said, voice a mix of care and command.

Her heart raced as he untaped the current diaper, the sound of the tabs ripping loud in the quiet. Cool air hit her skin, a contrast to the warmth of her arousal, and she shivered. He wiped her clean with slow, deliberate strokes, the wet wipe cold against her heated flesh.

Her hips twitched, seeking more contact. He chuckled, low and dark, sprinkling baby powder over her, the silky texture a torment on her sensitive skin. The scent enveloped her, pulling her deeper into submission, her mind quieting against her will.

He taped the new diaper on, the crinkle a ritual now, each tab sealing her fate. His hands lingered, checking the fit, fingers brushing her inner thighs. Her clit pulsed under the padding, the fresh bulk pressing against it, amplifying her need.

“Such a good girl when you’re not fighting me,” he said, kissing her forehead. The tenderness clashed with the heat in her body, leaving her dizzy. He pulled her off the table, steadying her as her legs wobbled, the diaper forcing her thighs apart.

She leaned into him, unable to resist the pull. Her reputation, the cameras outside, the colleagues just beyond the door—all of it faded under his touch. But a flicker of defiance remained, buried under the haze, whispering that she couldn’t fully give in.

He guided her to a plush armchair in the corner, sitting down and pulling her onto his lap. The diaper crinkled loudly, her weight pressing it against her pussy, and she bit back a moan. His cock was hard beneath her, the bulge in his trousers unmistakable, and her body ached to grind against it.

“Not yet,” he repeated, hand firm on her hip to still her. He reached for a pacifier from a nearby shelf, the pastel pink mocking her corporate persona. “Open,” he commanded, and her lips parted despite herself, the silicone clicking against her teeth as he slipped it in.

Her cheeks burned, the humiliation fresh and raw. His hand rubbed her back, soothing circles that contrasted the hardness beneath her. “Suck, baby girl,” he murmured, and she did, the rhythm pulling her deeper into littlespace, her mind softening.

Her body relaxed into him, the fight draining out. But her pussy still throbbed, the diaper a constant tease, her clit aching for release he wouldn’t grant. The tension built, a tight coil with no outlet, her whimpers muffled by the pacifier.

He held her like that for what felt like hours, his presence both a comfort and a cage. The nursery’s pastel toys watched silently, witnesses to her unraveling. Her mind spun, caught between the safety of his arms and the lingering need for control.

Finally, he shifted her off his lap, standing her on unsteady legs. The diaper sagged slightly, the bulk a heavy reminder of her state. He adjusted her blazer, smoothing it over her shoulders, his touch proprietary.

“We’re not done, little one,” he said, voice a promise of darker lessons. Her heart stuttered, the denial still burning in her core, her body craving what he withheld. “Tomorrow, we’ll see if you’ve learned to behave, or if harsher measures are needed.”

Her breath hitched, the threat hanging heavy. As he guided her back through the hidden door, the corporate world waiting beyond, her mind raced with one question. Could she accept Damien’s rules, or would her rebellion spark harsher lessons she wasn’t ready to face?
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Story 5: Therapeutic Surrender Begins

Lila stood at the edge of Marcus’s office, her tailored blazer clinging to her shoulders like a shield. The dim light from his desk lamp cast long shadows across the room, the corporate world humming just beyond the closed door. Her pulse thudded hard, a mix of dread and something darker she refused to name.

Her briefcase hung heavy in her hand.

She’d come here for a routine therapy session, a mandated check-in after last quarter’s burnout scare. Marcus, the company’s contracted therapist, had a reputation for cutting through bullshit with clinical precision. But after last week’s session—those lingering touches, that low murmur of control—she knew this wasn’t just about stress management anymore.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Marcus looked up from his desk, his presence filling the room without effort. Broad shoulders under a crisp white shirt, tie loosened just enough to hint at after-hours ease, his dark eyes locked on hers with unhurried assessment. He didn’t stand to greet her, just gestured to the chair across from him.

Her legs moved before her mind caught up.

“Sit, Lila,” he said, voice smooth as polished stone. The command wasn’t loud, but it pressed against her, heavy and undeniable. She lowered herself into the chair, thighs pressing together under her pencil skirt, hyper-aware of every inch of her body.

Her hands gripped the armrests.

“You’ve been carrying too much,” he continued, leaning back in his seat, fingers steepled. His gaze didn’t waver, pinning her in place as if he could see straight through her power suit to the raw mess beneath. “I can see it in your shoulders, your jaw—every line of you is screaming for release.”

Her throat tightened.

She wanted to snap back, to throw some sharp retort about minding his own business. But her tongue stayed still, traitorously still, as heat crept up her neck. His words weren’t wrong, and that pissed her off more than anything.

“I’m fine,” she managed, voice thinner than she intended.

Marcus tilted his head, a faint smile curling at the corner of his mouth. “You’re not. But we’re going to fix that today.”

Her stomach twisted.

He stood then, moving with that deliberate grace that made her feel small, even at twenty-nine with a corner office of her own. He crossed to a locked cabinet behind his desk, the click of the key sharp in the quiet. When he turned back, he held a folded item—white, plastic-backed, unmistakable.

Her breath stopped.

A diaper.

“I’ve seen how you fight to keep control, Lila,” he said, laying it on the desk between them, the crinkle of the plastic obscenely loud. “But control isn’t what you need. Surrender is.”

Her nails dug into the armrests.

“This is insane,” she hissed, eyes darting to the door, to the possibility of someone walking in. Colleagues milled just outside, the hum of the office a constant reminder of her reputation, her status. She couldn’t—wouldn’t—let this happen here.

Marcus didn’t flinch.

“Relax now, let me guide you to a safer place,” he said, voice dropping to a low hum that vibrated through her chest. He stepped closer, rounding the desk until he stood just in front of her, his shadow falling over her trembling frame. “No one will know. Just you and me.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She should stand, walk out, report him to HR. But her body stayed rooted, thighs clenching as his words coiled around her like a physical touch. The diaper on the desk seemed to pulse, a forbidden promise she couldn’t look away from.

He knelt in front of her, hands resting lightly on the arms of her chair. His face was level with hers now, those dark eyes boring into her, stripping away every layer of defense. “Let go, Lila. Just for a little while.”

Her lips parted, no sound coming out.

He reached for the diaper, unfolding it with slow, clinical precision, the crinkle filling the room like a siren call. Her gaze followed his hands, the way his fingers smoothed the padding, the way the plastic gleamed under the dim light. A faint scent of baby powder drifted up, wrapping around her senses.

Her clit throbbed, unbidden.

“Stand,” he instructed, voice still that low hum, a sound she could feel in her bones. She obeyed before she could stop herself, rising on unsteady legs, her skirt brushing against her thighs. He guided her to step closer, his hands steady on her hips, positioning her just in front of the desk.

Her breath hitched.

“Lift your skirt,” he said, not a request. Her hands shook as they gripped the fabric, pulling it up inch by inch, exposing the black lace of her panties. The air felt cold against her skin, a sharp contrast to the heat pooling between her legs.

She hated how wet she already was.

Marcus didn’t comment on it, but his eyes flicked down, a knowing glint there as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. He slid them down slowly, the lace dragging against her thighs, leaving her bare and vulnerable. Her pussy clenched under his gaze, slick and aching.

Her face burned.

He laid the diaper on the desk behind her, then lifted her with effortless strength, setting her down on the padding. The crinkle was deafening as her weight settled into it, the plush bulk pressing against her bare skin. She bit her lip, a whimper trapped in her throat.

“Lie back,” he murmured, hands guiding her shoulders down until she was staring at the ceiling, legs dangling over the edge of the desk. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, the sound a humiliating echo in her ears. Her blazer felt like a mockery now, the corporate armor useless against this.

Her hands clenched into fists.

Marcus moved with that same clinical precision, sprinkling baby powder over her exposed skin, the silky texture a torment against her heated flesh. The scent enveloped her, pulling her deeper into a headspace she didn’t want to name. His fingers brushed her inner thighs as he smoothed the powder in, each touch deliberate, igniting sparks under her skin.

Her hips twitched.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting harder than it should have. Her body softened under the words, even as her mind screamed against them. He lifted the front of the diaper, pulling it up between her legs, the padding pressing firmly against her pussy, trapping the heat there.

Her clit pulsed under the bulk.

He secured the tabs one by one, the ripping sound of the adhesive loud in the quiet office. Each tab felt like a seal on her surrender, the diaper snug and heavy, forcing her thighs apart. She couldn’t close her legs, couldn’t hide the ache building beneath the padding.

Her breathing turned shallow.

Marcus stepped back, surveying her with that unhurried gaze, his hands resting lightly at his sides. “There we are, baby girl,” he said, the babytalk slipping into his tone, soft and possessive. “Doesn’t that feel better already?”

Her cheeks flamed.

She wanted to snap something cutting, to reclaim some shred of dignity, but her tongue felt heavy, her mind slipping under the weight of his voice. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, the sound a constant reminder of her state, her vulnerability. Her pussy throbbed, the padding rubbing against her with every tiny movement.

His hand rested on her thigh, warm through the fabric of her blazer. “You’re safe here, Lila,” he said, thumb tracing slow circles, the touch both comforting and maddening. “No need to fight. Just feel.”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

He moved closer, his other hand reaching up to cup her cheek, tilting her face toward him. His thumb brushed her lower lip, and she parted her mouth on instinct, a soft gasp escaping. He slipped a pastel blue pacifier between her lips, the silicone clicking against her teeth.

Her humiliation spiked, sharp and hot.

“Suck, little one,” he instructed, voice a gentle command. Her lips closed around it, the rhythm pulling her deeper into that hazy, soft space, her mind quieting against her will. The diaper, the pacifier, his voice—it was too much, and yet not enough.

Her pussy ached under the padding.

Marcus’s hand slid down from her cheek, trailing over her blazer to rest just above the diaper’s waistband. His fingers pressed lightly through the plastic, the pressure sending a jolt straight to her clit. She whimpered around the pacifier, hips lifting despite herself.

“Not yet,” he said, voice firm, hand stilling her movement. The denial burned, her body screaming for more, for release, for anything beyond this torment. He leaned in, breath warm against her ear, “You’ll cum when I say, baby girl. Not before.”

Her whimper turned to a muffled moan.

He straightened, stepping back to sit in his chair again, leaving her sprawled on the desk, diapered and aching. Her legs trembled, the bulk between her thighs a constant tease, her pussy slick and desperate under the padding. She sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythm a poor substitute for what she craved.

Her mind spun, caught between shame and need.

Marcus watched her, that calm smile back in place, his posture relaxed as if he hadn’t just dismantled her entire sense of self. His eyes held a promise, though, a dark edge that told her this was far from over. He tapped a pen against his desk, the sound a quiet tick in the charged air.

Her body tensed, waiting.

“You’ve taken the first step, Lila,” he said, voice that low hum again, wrapping around her like a tether. “But there’s more to surrender than just this. Deeper vulnerabilities to face.”

Her heart stuttered.

He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, gaze pinning her once more. “Tomorrow, we’ll see if you’re ready to trust me with all of it, or if you’ll pull back from the edge.” His words hung heavy, a challenge wrapped in care, leaving her teetering on the brink of something she couldn’t name.

She sucked on the pacifier, the crinkle of the diaper loud in her ears, her pussy still throbbing with denied need. The office beyond the door hummed on, oblivious to her unraveling, her reputation hanging by a thread. Could she trust Marcus with her deepest vulnerabilities, or would she pull back from the edge before it was too late?

Her mind raced, no answer in sight.

Marcus stood, moving to a small shelf near his desk, retrieving a soft blanket. He draped it over her, the fabric a gentle weight against her trembling frame. “Rest here for a moment, baby girl,” he said, hand lingering on her shoulder, the touch grounding and possessive all at once.

Her eyes closed under the weight of it.

The blanket smelled faintly of lavender, a soothing contrast to the baby powder still clinging to her skin. Her body softened, even as her clit pulsed with unrelenting need, the diaper a constant reminder of her state. She couldn’t fight it—not now, not here.

Her breathing slowed, just slightly.

Marcus sat back down, the creak of his chair a quiet sound in the dim office. He didn’t speak, just watched her, his presence a steady pressure she couldn’t escape. The pacifier clicked softly against her teeth as she sucked, the rhythm pulling her further into that hazy space.

Her mind drifted, half-lost.

But beneath the softness, the heat still burned, her pussy aching for release he wouldn’t grant. The diaper pressed against her, the bulk a torment with every tiny shift, the crinkle a humiliating echo. She was caught—suspended between surrender and resistance, between the safety of his control and the danger of losing herself completely.

Her fingers twitched under the blanket.

She wanted to touch herself, to ease the ache, but his gaze held her still, a silent command she couldn’t defy. The denial was its own kind of torture, her body a traitor under the padding, slick and desperate. She whimpered around the pacifier, the sound pathetic even to her own ears.

Marcus’s smile deepened, just a fraction.

“That’s it, little one,” he said, voice a caress and a cage all at once. “Feel everything. Let it build.”

Her hips shifted, the crinkle loud.

The movement only made it worse, the padding rubbing against her clit, sending sparks through her core. She bit down on the pacifier, a muffled cry trapped behind it, her thighs trembling under the blanket. She was so close, and yet so far, his control the only thing keeping her from the edge.

Her chest heaved.

He leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled again, watching her unravel with that clinical precision. “You’re doing beautifully, Lila,” he said, the praise sinking into her, warm and dangerous. “But we’re nowhere near done.”

Her stomach clenched.

The office beyond the door seemed a world away now, her corporate armor shattered under the weight of the diaper, the pacifier, his voice. Colleagues might knock, cameras might catch a glimpse if she left like this, her reputation a fragile thing in the face of this surrender. But her body didn’t care—it craved more, even as her mind recoiled.

Her eyes met his, pleading and defiant.

Marcus didn’t move, didn’t offer relief, just held her gaze with that unyielding calm. “Tomorrow,” he repeated, voice a promise, “we’ll see how far you’re willing to go.” The words lingered, a hook she couldn’t escape, her body and mind teetering on the brink as the session stretched into something far beyond therapy.
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Story 6: Betting on Submission

Lila adjusted her blazer in the mirrored wall of the elevator, her reflection a stark contrast to the chaos simmering beneath her tailored exterior. The suit hugged her frame, sharp and professional, but the diaper beneath her pencil skirt crinkled with every subtle shift. Her thighs pressed together, the bulk a secret weight that sent heat creeping up her spine.

She shouldn’t have worn it today.

The elevator dinged, doors sliding open to the bustling marketing floor. Colleagues nodded, their eyes skimming over her with no hint of suspicion, yet her pulse raced as if they could hear the plastic backing rustle. She forced a tight smile, heels clicking with purpose toward her office, the diaper’s padding a constant torment against her clit.

Her inbox was a war zone of deadlines and demands. She sat, the chair pressing the diaper firmer against her, a humiliating warmth spreading where it shouldn’t. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, work a distant thought as her body betrayed her focus.

The door opened without a knock.

Damien stood there, filling the frame with his broad shoulders, suit tailored to perfection, his gaze cutting through her corporate armor. His presence was a quiet storm, unhurried and deliberate, as if he owned every inch of the room—and her. Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something darker, hotter.

“Good morning, Lila,” he said, voice low, a velvet blade. “I trust you’re ready for our little game.”

Her breath caught.

She pushed back in her chair, the crinkle obscenely loud in the small office. “I have a presentation in an hour, Damien. I don’t have time for… whatever this is.”

His smile didn’t waver, a predator’s calm. He stepped closer, shutting the door with a soft click, the sound sealing her fate. “You lost, little girl, now follow my rules.”

Her cheeks burned.

She wanted to snap back, to reclaim the sharp-tongued executive she’d built herself into, but her body softened under his gaze. The diaper pressed against her pussy, a humiliating reminder of last night’s trivia bet at the bar—her cocky laughter, the stakes she’d dismissed, and the penalty she’d never imagined he’d enforce. Now, here she was, padded and vulnerable in her own office.

Damien leaned against her desk, his fingers tracing the edge with deliberate slowness. “Stand up, baby girl. Let me see how well you’ve followed my instructions.”

Her legs trembled as she obeyed.

The crinkle echoed again, louder in the silence, as she stood before him, her skirt hiding the thick diaper but not the shame burning through her. His eyes raked over her, calculating, as if he could see every inch of the padding beneath. Her clit throbbed, traitorously eager for his approval.

“Good,” he murmured, stepping closer, his cologne a sharp contrast to the faint baby powder clinging to her skin. “But I need to check properly.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

He gestured to the desk, a silent command to bend over it. She hesitated, glancing at the frosted glass wall—colleagues moved beyond it, oblivious, but the risk of exposure sent a jolt through her core. Slowly, she leaned forward, palms flat on the cool surface, her skirt riding up just enough to hint at the secret beneath.

Damien’s hand rested on her lower back, firm and unyielding. “Stay still, little one,” he said, his tone a mix of care and control. Her body obeyed before her mind could protest.

He lifted her skirt with agonizing slowness, the fabric whispering against her thighs. The cool air hit her skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of the diaper hugging her pussy. She bit her lip, stifling a whimper as his fingers pressed against the plastic backing, checking the tapes with clinical precision.

“Still dry,” he noted, his voice a low rumble. “But not for long, I think.”

Her face flamed.

His thumb traced the edge of the diaper, a teasing pressure that made her hips twitch forward. The crinkle was relentless now, each movement amplifying her humiliation, yet her pussy clenched with need, slick beneath the padding. She hated how much she craved his next move.

Damien stepped back, leaving her bent over, exposed, the skirt still bunched at her waist. “You’ll keep this on during your presentation,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And if you’re a good girl, I’ll take you to my loft after, for the rest of your penalty.”

Her breath hitched.

The thought of standing before her team, the diaper hidden but ever-present, sent a wave of panic through her. But beneath it, heat pooled, her body aching for the promise of his loft, his control, his touch. She nodded, barely, her defiance crumbling under his gaze.

He adjusted her skirt, smoothing it down with a tenderness that belied the power play. “Don’t disappoint me, baby girl,” he said, his hand lingering on her hip. The warmth of his touch seared through the fabric, a silent claim.

She straightened, legs shaky, the diaper’s bulk a torment between her thighs. Her clit pulsed with every step as she prepared her notes, the crinkle a constant whisper beneath her corporate facade. The presentation loomed, a test of her ability to hide this secret surrender.

The conference room was a blur of faces and charts. Lila stood at the head, projector light casting her shadow, her voice steady despite the diaper pressing against her pussy. Every shift of her weight sent a humiliating crinkle through the quiet, her paranoia screaming that someone would notice.

No one did.

Her slides clicked forward, data spilling from her lips, but her mind was on Damien’s promise—his loft, the rest of her penalty. Sweat beaded at her nape, her body a live wire of tension and need. She wrapped up early, desperate to escape the scrutiny, the risk.

Damien was waiting outside her office when she returned. His posture was casual, but his eyes held a glint of something dangerous, hungry. “Well done, little one,” he said, the praise sinking into her like a drug.

Her knees weakened.

“Come with me,” he ordered, turning toward the elevator without waiting for her response. She followed, the crinkle louder in the empty hallway, her reputation a fragile thing behind her. The ride to his loft was a haze of anticipation, her pussy throbbing beneath the padding.

His loft was a cavern of sleek lines and dark leather, a private kingdom where his control reigned absolute. He shut the door behind them, the click echoing like a lock snapping shut. Lila stood, uncertain, the diaper a heavy weight under her skirt, her body already surrendering to the inevitable.

“Strip,” he said, voice calm but unyielding. He sat in a leather armchair, legs crossed, watching her with that predatory calm. Her fingers fumbled with her blazer, her blouse, the skirt pooling at her feet until she stood in just the diaper, the plastic backing glinting under the low lights.

Her cheeks burned with shame.

“Look at you,” Damien murmured, his gaze raking over her, lingering on the thick padding between her thighs. “So pathetic, so perfect.”

Her clit throbbed at the words.

He beckoned her closer, and she shuffled forward, the crinkle deafening in the quiet loft. His hands settled on her hips, firm and possessive, pulling her to stand between his knees. The warmth of his touch contrasted with the cool leather behind him, her body trembling under his scrutiny.

“Turn around,” he commanded. She obeyed, the diaper sagging slightly as she moved, the bulk a humiliating barrier between her pussy and relief. His fingers traced the tapes, teasing, not yet undoing them.

She whimpered.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he said, his breath hot against her ear as he leaned forward. “You haven’t earned it.”

Her hips bucked, desperate.

He chuckled, a low sound that vibrated through her. One hand slid up her back, pressing her to bend forward, while the other checked the front of the diaper, his fingers brushing her clit through the padding. The sensation was maddening, too much and not enough, her slickness trapped beneath the plastic.

“You’re soaking through,” he noted, voice laced with approval. He pressed harder, a slow circle that made her gasp, her legs shaking. The crinkle mixed with her ragged breathing, the sound a humiliating symphony in the quiet loft.

She was close—too close.

“Stop,” he said suddenly, pulling his hand away. Her whine was pathetic, her body aching, denied at the edge. “You cum when Daddy says, not before.”

Her chest heaved.

He stood, towering over her, his presence a physical weight. “Lie down,” he ordered, gesturing to a plush rug near the chair. She obeyed, the diaper crinkling louder as she settled on her back, legs spread instinctively, the bulk forcing her thighs apart.

Damien knelt beside her, retrieving a small bottle of baby powder from a nearby drawer. The scent hit her first, soft and familiar, a humiliating reminder of her state as he sprinkled it over the front of the diaper. His hands worked with clinical care, massaging it in through the padding, the pressure teasing her clit without direct touch.

She moaned, hips lifting.

“Stay still, little one,” he warned, his tone firm. He taped the diaper tighter, the bulk even more pronounced now, pressing against her pussy with every breath. Her body was a furnace, need burning through her, but his control held her captive.

He leaned over her, his face close, eyes locking with hers. “You’re doing so well, baby girl,” he said, the praise a warm wave through her shame. Her heart clenched, craving more, even as her mind recoiled at how much she needed his approval.

Her lips parted, a plea on her tongue.

He silenced her with a finger against her mouth, then replaced it with a pacifier, the silicone clicking against her teeth as she sucked instinctively. The rhythm pulled her deeper into that hazy space, her body softening even as her pussy ached, the diaper a torment she couldn’t escape. Damien watched, his gaze a mix of tenderness and dominance, his hand resting on her padded hip.

“You’ll stay like this until I decide you’ve learned your lesson,” he said, voice a promise. His fingers traced the edge of the diaper again, a teasing threat, her clit pulsing with every pass. She whimpered around the pacifier, lost in the haze, her body his to command.

He stood, stepping back to admire her sprawled on the rug, diapered and desperate. “We’ve got all night, little girl,” he said, the words dripping with intent. Her stomach clenched, anticipation a sharp edge as she wondered how far he’d push her next.

Her eyes followed him as he moved to a cabinet, retrieving something she couldn’t see. The crinkle of the diaper was her only sound, her body a live wire of need and shame, waiting for his next move. Could she handle more of his teasing dominance, or would she beg for release before the night was through?

Damien turned, a small, sleek toy in his hand, his smile a dangerous promise. “Let’s see how much you can take, baby girl,” he said, stepping closer. The heat in her core flared, her body already surrendering, even as her mind braced for the next escalation.

She sucked harder on the pacifier, the click a frantic rhythm. Her pussy throbbed beneath the diaper, slick and desperate, the bulk a barrier she both hated and craved. Whatever came next, she knew she’d be powerless to resist.

He knelt beside her again, the toy glinting under the light—a small vibrator, its hum a threat as he switched it on. “This stays outside the diaper for now,” he said, pressing it against the front of the padding, the vibration radiating through to her clit. She gasped around the pacifier, hips bucking, the crinkle mixing with the hum in a humiliating cacophony.

Her body arched.

“Stay still,” he ordered, hand pinning her hip down. The vibration was relentless, teasing her through the thick padding, her pussy clenching with every pulse. She was so close, the edge a cruel taunt, but his control kept her teetering.

Her whimpers grew louder.

“Not yet,” he said, voice a steel thread. He adjusted the toy, pressing harder, the sensation sharper, her clit screaming for release. Tears pricked her eyes, the denial a physical ache, her body his to torment.

He watched her unravel, his gaze unyielding. “You’ll beg before I let you cum,” he promised, the words sinking into her. Her mind spun, lost in the haze of need, the diaper a constant reminder of her submission.

Her hips twitched, desperate.

He pulled the toy away, leaving her gasping, the hum silenced. “Soon, baby girl,” he said, his hand resting on the diaper, a possessive weight. Her body trembled, denied again, the ache a fire she couldn’t quench.

Damien stood, towering over her once more. “Rest now,” he said, voice softening, though the edge of control remained. “We’ve got more games to play before the night’s over.”

Her chest heaved, the pacifier clicking with her ragged breaths. The diaper pressed against her, heavy and warm, her pussy still throbbing with unspent need. Whatever came next, she knew she’d be at his mercy, her body and mind teetering on the brink of total surrender.
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Story 7: Gala of Hidden Desires

Lila stood before the full-length mirror in her apartment, her reflection a stark contrast to the woman she’d been just weeks ago. The sleek, emerald gown hugged her curves, the slit up her thigh daring and elegant, a perfect facade for the high-stakes gala she was about to attend. But beneath the silk, hidden from the world, the thick diaper pressed against her skin, its plastic backing a constant, humiliating reminder of Damien’s control.

Her fingers trembled as she adjusted the necklace at her throat. The crinkle of the padding echoed in the quiet room with every small shift, the bulk forcing her thighs apart just enough to make her hyper-aware of its presence. She could smell the faint baby powder he’d dusted over her earlier, a ritual that had left her flushed and squirming under his steady gaze.

She hated how her body warmed at the memory.

The doorbell chimed, sharp and demanding. Her heart lurched. Damien never knocked—he entered her life like he owned it, and in too many ways, he did.

She opened the door, and there he stood, tailored perfection in a black tuxedo, his broad shoulders filling the frame. His dark eyes swept over her, a slow, calculating assessment that made her skin prickle. A faint smirk tugged at his lips as he stepped inside without waiting for an invitation.

“You look stunning, baby girl.” His voice was low, a velvet command that sent a shiver down her spine. He closed the distance between them, his hand brushing the fabric of her gown before dipping lower, pressing against the hidden bulk at her hip.

Her breath caught.

The crinkle was deafening in her ears. His fingers traced the edge of the diaper through the silk, a deliberate tease that made her pussy clench despite the shame burning her cheeks. “Good,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, “you’re exactly as I want you.”

She wanted to snap at him, to push his hand away. But her body betrayed her, leaning into his touch, craving the control she loathed to admit she needed.

“We’re late,” he said, stepping back, his tone shifting to clipped authority. He offered his arm, the picture of a gentleman, but the glint in his eyes promised something far darker. “Behave tonight, or everyone at that gala will know what a little mess you are.”

Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and forbidden heat. The idea of exposure in front of her colleagues, the elite of the corporate world, made her dizzy. She took his arm, the diaper shifting with every step as they headed to the car.

The ride to the gala was torture. Every bump in the road made the padding rub against her, the plastic crinkling softly under her gown. Damien’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb tracing idle circles through the fabric, each touch a reminder of the secret she carried.

She stared out the window, trying to focus on the city lights. But her mind kept slipping, the weight of the diaper pulling her into that hazy, vulnerable space she fought so hard to resist. Her clit throbbed, traitorously eager, and she pressed her thighs together, only to feel the bulk more intensely.

“Stop fidgeting,” Damien said, voice calm but firm. His hand squeezed her thigh, a warning. “You’re mine to take care of, even in a room full of sharks.”

Her face burned at the words. She wanted to argue, to reclaim some shred of her old self, the marketing exec who commanded boardrooms. But the warmth spreading through her core silenced her, her body already surrendering to his quiet dominance.

They arrived at the grand hotel, the gala in full swing as they stepped into the glittering ballroom. Crystal chandeliers cast golden light over the crowd, the murmur of high-powered conversation blending with the clink of champagne glasses. Lila forced a smile, nodding to familiar faces from the industry, her reputation as a sharp-tongued powerhouse still intact—for now.

Damien’s hand rested on the small of her back, guiding her through the throng. To anyone watching, it was a casual, possessive gesture. But she felt the pressure, the way his fingers subtly pressed against the hidden padding, a silent reminder of her submission.

Her pulse raced.

The crinkle was faint, drowned out by the ambient noise, but to her, it was a scream. Every step made the diaper shift, the plastic backing slick against her skin, the baby powder scent lingering in her senses. She prayed no one could tell, but the risk of discovery sent a dark thrill through her.

“Smile, baby girl,” Damien whispered, his lips brushing her ear as they paused near a group of executives. “No one needs to know what’s under that pretty dress.”

Her knees weakened at the words. She forced a laugh at some banal comment from a colleague, her mind barely registering the conversation. All she could feel was the diaper, heavy and warm, and Damien’s presence, a constant tether pulling her deeper into his control.

He led her to a secluded corner near the bar, the crowd thinning as they stepped behind a tall potted fern. The dim light cast shadows over his face, making his eyes darker, hungrier. “You’re doing well,” he said, voice a low purr, “but I think you need a little reminder of who’s in charge.”

Her breath hitched.

He stepped closer, his body shielding her from any prying eyes. His hand slid under the slit of her gown, fingers brushing her inner thigh before finding the edge of the diaper. The crinkle was soft but unmistakable, and her face flamed as he pressed against the padding, right over her pussy.

She bit her lip to stifle a gasp.

“Wet already?” he teased, his fingers tracing slow circles through the thick material. The sensation was maddening, the barrier of the diaper dulling the touch but amplifying her desperation. Her clit pulsed, aching for more, her hips twitching before she could stop them.

“Shh,” he murmured, his other hand cupping her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Stay quiet, baby girl, no one needs to know.”

Her body trembled, the public setting heightening every sensation. The risk of being caught, of someone noticing the faint crinkle or the way her breath came in shallow pants, made her pussy throb harder. She hated how much she craved this, how his whispered commands dragged her into little space right here, surrounded by the elite.

His fingers pressed harder, the padding crinkling louder under his touch. The vibration of his movements radiated through to her clit, a teasing torment that left her teetering on the edge. She gripped his arm, nails digging into his sleeve, silently begging for relief.

“Not yet,” he said, voice a steel thread. He pulled his hand away, leaving her aching, the diaper a cruel barrier between her need and release. “You’ll cum when I say, not a second sooner.”

Her whimper was barely audible. The denial burned, her pussy slick and desperate beneath the padding, the warmth of her arousal spreading through the diaper. She felt small, helpless, exactly as he wanted her.

He adjusted her gown, smoothing the fabric over her hip with a tenderness that belied the torment he’d just inflicted. “Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting deeper than it should have, a warmth blooming in her chest despite the ache below. He took her hand, leading her back into the crowd as if nothing had happened.

Her legs felt weak, the diaper heavier now, the crinkle a constant whisper with every step. She smiled through gritted teeth, exchanging pleasantries with a senior VP, her mind a haze of need and shame. Damien’s hand never left her back, a possessive weight that kept her tethered to him, to the secret they shared.

They moved to the dance floor as the orchestra struck up a slow waltz. He pulled her close, one hand on her waist, the other guiding her hand to his shoulder. To the room, they were a striking couple, elegance personified, but she felt the diaper shift with every sway, the bulk rubbing against her swollen clit.

Her breath stuttered.

“Focus,” he whispered, his lips brushing her temple. His hand pressed against her lower back, forcing her hips closer to his, the crinkle muffled but still there, a humiliating soundtrack to the dance. She felt his cock, hard and insistent through his trousers, pressing against her belly, and her pussy clenched in response.

She wanted to grind against him, to beg for relief right there on the dance floor. But his grip tightened, a silent command to behave, and she bit her lip, fighting the urge. The risk of exposure, of someone noticing her flushed cheeks or the way her body trembled, sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

The song ended, and he led her off the floor, his hand firm on her arm. They paused near a balcony door, the cool night air a brief respite from the heat of the room—and her body. He turned her to face him, his eyes dark with intent.

“You’re falling apart, baby girl,” he said, voice low and dangerous. His hand slid to her hip again, pressing against the diaper through her gown, the crinkle a soft taunt. “I can feel how much you need this.”

Her face burned, but her hips pressed forward, seeking his touch. She hated herself for it, for how easily he unraveled her, even here, in a room full of people who could ruin her career with a single whisper. But the need was stronger, a fire she couldn’t extinguish.

He chuckled, a low sound that made her shiver. “Not here,” he said, though his fingers lingered, teasing her through the padding one last time. “But soon, I’ll have you begging, diapered and desperate, right where you belong.”

Her pussy throbbed at the promise, the ache a physical weight. The diaper felt heavier now, the warmth of her arousal spreading, the plastic backing slick against her skin. She wanted to protest, to reclaim some control, but her body was his, and they both knew it.

He stepped back, adjusting his cufflinks with that unshakable calm. “Let’s mingle a little longer,” he said, voice deceptively casual. “I want to see how long you can hold it together.”

Her heart pounded, the risk of unraveling in front of everyone a sharp edge to her desire. The diaper crinkled softly as she shifted, the baby powder scent a faint reminder of her submission, her clit still pulsing with unspent need. She followed him back into the crowd, every step a battle to maintain her composure.

But beneath the elegant gown, beneath the polished facade, she was his little girl, diapered and desperate, teetering on the brink of surrender. The gala stretched on, each moment a test of her restraint, Damien’s quiet commands and subtle touches a constant torment. Could she maintain her composure, or would his game unravel her completely?
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Story 8: Mommy’s Tender Care

Lila stumbled through the front door of Isabelle’s house, her body heavy with exhaustion after the gala’s endless charade. Her tailored gown still clung to her curves, but beneath it, the diaper Damien had forced her into felt like a lead weight, sagging and warm with her earlier shame. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor, each step a reminder of the crinkle that haunted her every move.

She dropped her clutch on the entry table, her shoulders slumping.

The house was quiet, a soft glow spilling from the hallway, the faint scent of lavender and baby powder already teasing her senses. Isabelle had texted her to come over after the event, a lifeline after Damien’s relentless control had left her frayed and aching. Lila’s mind churned with the memory of his hand on her hip, the diaper’s bulk rubbing her clit raw through the dance, but her body craved something softer now, something safe.

The sound of bare feet padded toward her.

“Sweet girl, you look spent.” Isabelle’s voice was warm, a maternal hum that wrapped around Lila like a blanket. She stood in the doorway, her slender frame draped in a silk robe, honey-blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, every inch of her composed and flawless.

Lila’s chest tightened at the sight.

“Come here, baby.” Isabelle opened her arms, her tone gentle but firm, a command disguised as comfort. Lila hesitated, her executive armor still clinging to her like a second skin, but her feet moved before her mind could protest.

She fell into Isabelle’s embrace, her face pressing into the soft silk.

The scent of lavender intensified, mingling with the faint musk of Isabelle’s skin, and Lila’s body softened despite herself. Isabelle’s hands slid down her back, slow and deliberate, pausing at the small of her waist where the gown hid the diaper’s bulk. A knowing hum vibrated through her chest.

“You’ve had a hard night, haven’t you, little one?” Isabelle’s fingers pressed lightly, the crinkle of plastic backing a quiet betrayal in the stillness. Lila’s face burned, but her hips shifted, seeking more of that touch, that care.

She hated how easily she melted.

“Shh, no more fighting tonight.” Isabelle pulled back, her green eyes piercing, a tender authority in her gaze that made Lila’s knees weak. “Let Mommy take over now, sweet girl.”

Lila’s breath hitched at the word ‘Mommy,’ a wave of heat pooling low in her belly. She wanted to argue, to reclaim the sharp-edged woman who’d commanded boardrooms just hours ago, but Isabelle’s hand was already guiding her down the hall. The nursery door loomed ahead, its pastel walls and soft lighting a stark contrast to the corporate battlefield she’d just survived.

Inside, the air was warm, heavy with the scent of baby powder and plush comfort. A changing table sat against one wall, stocked with neatly folded diapers, their plastic sheen catching the dim light. A crib stood in the corner, its bars painted white, the mattress covered in a crinkly waterproof sheet that made Lila’s pulse quicken.

“First, let’s get you out of this stuffy gown.” Isabelle’s voice was a soothing murmur as she unzipped the dress with practiced ease, letting the fabric pool at Lila’s feet. The diaper was exposed now, thick and swollen between her thighs, the tapes straining against her hips.

Lila’s hands twitched to cover herself.

“Don’t hide from Mommy.” Isabelle’s tone sharpened just enough to make Lila freeze, her hands dropping to her sides. A soft smile returned as Isabelle’s fingers traced the edge of the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

“Look at this, so full already.” Her voice dripped with affectionate mockery, her thumb pressing against the front, testing the warmth. Lila’s clit throbbed under the padding, her shame morphing into a desperate ache she couldn’t ignore.

She bit her lip, a whimper escaping.

“Good girl, letting Mommy see everything.” Isabelle’s praise hit like a drug, warm and owning, sinking deep into Lila’s core. She guided her to the changing table, easing her down onto the padded surface, the waterproof cover crinkling under her weight.

Lila stared at the ceiling, her heart pounding.

Isabelle’s hands were methodical, peeling the tapes of the used diaper with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the room. The cool air hit Lila’s wet skin, a sharp contrast to the lingering warmth of her arousal, and she squirmed, exposed and vulnerable. Isabelle cooed softly, wiping her clean with a warm cloth, each stroke a mix of clinical care and intimate tease.

Her pussy clenched, traitorously eager.

“Such a messy little thing.” Isabelle’s voice was tender, but the words stung with erotic humiliation, making Lila’s thighs tremble. She dusted baby powder over her skin, the silky texture and familiar scent wrapping Lila in a haze of regression she couldn’t fight.

The new diaper unfolded with a loud crinkle.

Isabelle lifted Lila’s hips, sliding the thick padding beneath her, the plastic backing cool against her flushed skin. She taped it snugly, each strip a small act of dominance, sealing Lila into her little space. The bulk forced her thighs apart, the padding pressing against her clit with every tiny shift.

Her breath came in short gasps.

“There we are, all snug and safe.” Isabelle’s hand rested on the front of the diaper, a possessive weight that made Lila’s hips buck involuntarily. The crinkle was obscene, a constant reminder of her submission, her body betraying her with every throb of need.

Isabelle’s smile was knowing.

“Let’s get you nice and clean before we play.” She helped Lila off the table, guiding her to a small bathroom adjacent to the nursery, where a tub waited, steam rising from the water. The warmth beckoned, a promise of relief after the gala’s tension, and Lila’s resistance crumbled further.

She let Isabelle undress her completely, the diaper crinkling as it was set aside. The bathwater enveloped her, hot and soothing, washing away the night’s stress as Isabelle knelt beside the tub, her hands gentle but firm. She lathered a soft sponge, dragging it over Lila’s shoulders, down her arms, the touch both maternal and charged with unspoken intent.

Lila’s eyes fluttered shut.

The sponge moved lower, grazing her breasts, circling her hardened nipples with a deliberate slowness that made her gasp. Isabelle’s voice was a soft hum, murmuring sweet nothings as the sponge dipped between her thighs, brushing her clit with just enough pressure to tease. Lila’s hips jerked, water sloshing, her body aching for more.

“Patience, baby girl.” Isabelle’s tone held a quiet command, her hand withdrawing, leaving Lila trembling on the edge. She rinsed her with warm water, the sensation a cruel mimic of the release she craved, before helping her out of the tub.

Her legs wobbled as she stood.

Isabelle wrapped her in a fluffy towel, drying her with the same meticulous care, her hands lingering on Lila’s hips, her inner thighs. The air was thick with tension, the scent of baby powder and lavender mingling with the heat of their closeness. Lila’s pussy was slick with need, her body screaming for Isabelle’s touch to go further.

Back in the nursery, Isabelle laid out a fresh diaper, the crinkle a Pavlovian trigger that made Lila’s clit pulse. She guided her onto the changing table again, powdering her skin with slow, sensual strokes, her fingers grazing closer to Lila’s wet folds with every pass. The diaper was taped on, thick and heavy, the padding a constant pressure against her aching core.

Lila whimpered, her hips shifting.

Isabelle’s eyes darkened with intent. She leaned down, her lips brushing Lila’s forehead, then her cheek, a tender descent that ended at her mouth. The kiss was soft at first, a motherly comfort, but it deepened quickly, Isabelle’s tongue claiming her with a hunger that made Lila moan.

Her hands fisted in Isabelle’s robe.

Isabelle pulled back, her breath hot against Lila’s lips. “Mommy’s going to make you feel so good, sweet girl.” Her hand slid down, pressing against the front of the diaper, the crinkle loud as her fingers worked slow circles over the padding.

Lila’s clit throbbed under the pressure.

The sensation was maddening, the thick diaper dulling the touch just enough to keep her teetering on the edge. Isabelle’s other hand slipped under the diaper’s edge, finding her slick pussy, two fingers sliding inside with ease. Lila gasped, her hips bucking, the crinkle a humiliating soundtrack to her desperation.

“Such a wet little pussy for Mommy.” Isabelle’s voice was a purr, her fingers curling inside Lila, hitting that spot that made her see stars. The diaper’s bulk shifted with every thrust, rubbing against her clit, the dual sensation driving her closer to the brink.

Her moans grew louder, uncontrolled.

Isabelle’s thumb joined in, circling her clit through the padding while her fingers pumped inside, the rhythm relentless. Lila’s body tensed, the heat building to a breaking point, her mind a haze of need and surrender. “Please, Mommy,” she gasped, the words slipping out unbidden, raw and pleading.

Isabelle’s smile was triumphant.

“Cum for Mommy, baby girl.” Her voice was a command, laced with warmth, and it shattered Lila’s last shred of control. Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around Isabelle’s fingers, her clit pulsing against the diaper’s padding, waves of pleasure crashing through her trembling body.

She cried out, her voice breaking.

Isabelle didn’t stop, drawing out the aftershocks with slow, deliberate strokes, her fingers slick with Lila’s cum. The diaper crinkled with every shudder, the warmth of her release spreading inside the padding, a humiliating reminder of her submission. Isabelle kissed her forehead, her touch turning tender, wiping away the tears Lila hadn’t realized she’d shed.

“There’s my good girl.” Her praise was a balm, sinking into Lila’s raw, exposed core, making her feel owned and cherished all at once. She eased her fingers out, adjusting the diaper with a gentle pat, the crinkle softer now, almost comforting.

Lila’s body was heavy, spent.

Isabelle helped her off the table, guiding her to the crib in the corner, the bars looming like a gentle prison. She tucked her in, the waterproof sheet crinkling under the blanket, a pacifier pressed to Lila’s lips with a soft click against her teeth. Lila sucked instinctively, the rhythm soothing, her mind slipping deeper into little space.

“You rest now, sweet girl.” Isabelle’s voice was a lullaby, her hand stroking Lila’s hair through the bars. But her eyes held a glint of something more, a promise of deeper surrender to come.

Lila’s heart fluttered, even in her haze.

The nursery was quiet, the soft glow of a nightlight casting shadows on the pastel walls. The diaper hugged her tightly, the warmth of her earlier release a constant reminder of Isabelle’s control, her care. Lila’s body ached with the aftermath of pleasure, but her mind lingered on that glint in Isabelle’s gaze.

Could she fully melt into this, into Mommy’s world, or would the sharp edges of her old self push back against this deepening bond? The question hung heavy as her eyes drifted shut, the pacifier clicking softly, the crinkle of the diaper a lullaby of submission. Isabelle’s presence lingered, a tender shadow promising more, and Lila knew tomorrow would test her surrender in ways she couldn’t yet fathom.
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Story 9: Training for Baby Girl

Lila woke to the faint crinkle of the diaper still hugging her hips. Her body felt heavy, the warmth of last night’s release lingering in the padding as a humiliating reminder of Isabelle’s control. She shifted under the thin blanket in the crib, the waterproof sheet rustling beneath her, and the pacifier clicked against her teeth as she instinctively sucked.

Her mind churned, sharp edges of her old self clawing through the haze of little space. She was still Lila, the marketing exec who could command a boardroom with a single glare. How had she let herself sink so deep into this pastel prison?

The nursery door creaked open, and Isabelle’s silhouette filled the frame. Her presence was a quiet storm, elegant in a tailored robe, hair swept back with effortless grace. She moved with that deliberate calm, every step a reminder of her unyielding authority.

“Good morning, sweet girl.” Her voice was honeyed, soft, but carried an edge that made Lila’s stomach tighten. “Did my baby sleep well in her crib?”

Lila’s cheeks burned, the pacifier suddenly feeling like a gag of shame. She wanted to spit it out, to snap something cutting, but her lips stayed wrapped around it. Her body betrayed her, clinging to the comfort even as her mind screamed.

Isabelle leaned over the crib bars, her gaze heavy, assessing. “I see that blush, little one. Your sharp tongue can’t hide how much you need this.”

Lila’s hands gripped the blanket, knuckles whitening. She hated how those words sank into her, warming her core despite the humiliation. Her thighs pressed together, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the quiet room.

“Today, we’re taking a little trip.” Isabelle’s smile was a promise, her fingers brushing Lila’s cheek with a tenderness that felt like a trap. “Mommy has a special training planned for her baby girl.”

A trip? Lila’s mind raced, the corporate world she’d left behind flashing in her thoughts—colleagues, deadlines, the sleek glass offices where she’d built her name. The idea of being seen, of her padded state exposed, sent a jolt of panic through her.

Isabelle unlocked the crib bars, easing them down with a soft click. “No fussing now. Mommy will take care of everything.”

Lila’s heart thudded as Isabelle helped her out of the crib. The diaper sagged slightly, the weight of the overnight padding a constant drag between her thighs. Every step crinkled, the plastic backing shifting against her skin, amplifying her vulnerability.

Isabelle guided her to the changing table, the scent of baby powder already thick in the air. “Let’s get you fresh for the day, baby.” Her tone was nurturing, but the glint in her eyes hinted at something stricter beneath.

Lila lay back, the cold vinyl of the table biting into her skin. Isabelle unsnapped the onesie, the cool air hitting Lila’s stomach as the diaper tapes ripped open with a sharp sound. The warmth of her earlier wetting exposed, her face burned with fresh shame.

“Such a messy little thing,” Isabelle murmured, her voice warm but laced with control. She wiped Lila clean with slow, deliberate strokes, the wet wipes cool against her heated skin. Every touch was clinical yet intimate, stoking a heat Lila couldn’t ignore.

Her clit throbbed as Isabelle’s gloved fingers dusted powder over her, the silky texture a tease against her sensitive skin. The new diaper unfolded with a loud crinkle, the plush padding sliding under her hips. Isabelle taped it snug, patting the front with a satisfied hum.

“There we go, all snug for Mommy’s plans.” Her hand lingered, pressing just enough to make Lila’s breath hitch. The padding dulled the sensation, but her pussy clenched anyway, traitorously eager.

Lila bit down on the pacifier, fighting the urge to whimper. She hated how her body responded, how the crinkle of every move stoked a heat she couldn’t control. Isabelle’s gaze pinned her, heavy and knowing, as if she could see every conflicted thought.

“Up now, baby girl.” Isabelle helped her off the table, snapping the onesie back into place. “We’ve got a drive ahead, and I expect my little one to behave.”

The drive? Lila’s stomach dropped, the reality of leaving this private nursery hitting hard. Her mind flashed to the outside world—her sleek car parked in the company lot, the whispers of colleagues if they saw her like this. The diaper crinkled with every step as Isabelle led her out, a humiliating soundtrack to her dread.

The car ride was a blur of tension, the diaper’s bulk forcing her thighs apart in the passenger seat. Isabelle drove with one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally resting on Lila’s knee, a possessive gesture that made her skin tingle. The crinkle was constant, every bump in the road amplifying the sound, the weight of the padding a relentless reminder.

They pulled up to a nondescript building, a private studio tucked away from prying eyes. Isabelle’s smile was unreadable as she parked. “Welcome to your training ground, sweet girl.”

Lila’s pulse raced as they stepped inside, the sterile scent of antiseptic mixing with faint lavender. The studio was a stark contrast to the nursery—clinical, with tiled floors, a large padded mat in the center, and walls lined with shelves of implements. Her eyes darted to a row of plugs, each labeled with names like “Starter Sweetie” and “Discipline Darling,” and her stomach twisted with nervous heat.

Isabelle’s hand pressed against her lower back, guiding her forward. “This is where Mommy turns her baby into the perfect little girl. Follow my lead, little one, no exceptions.”

Lila swallowed hard, the pacifier clicking against her teeth. The weight of Isabelle’s gaze was heavier here, a physical force that stripped her bare despite the layers of padding. She wanted to argue, to push back, but her body hummed with a curiosity she couldn’t deny.

“First rule,” Isabelle began, her voice calm but unyielding, “you speak only when spoken to. Second, every command is immediate—hesitation earns correction. Third, your diaper stays on unless Mommy decides otherwise.”

Lila’s cheeks flamed at the rules, each one a brick in the wall of her submission. She shifted, the crinkle deafening in the quiet studio, and Isabelle’s eyes narrowed slightly, catching the movement. “Understood, baby?”

She nodded, the pacifier muffling any chance of a sharp retort. Her mind rebelled, the marketing exec in her screaming to negotiate, to fight, but her body stayed still, pinned by that gaze. The clash of wills was silent but electric, her defiance simmering under the surface.

“Good girl.” Isabelle’s praise hit deeper than it should, a warmth spreading through Lila’s chest. She hated how much she craved it.

Isabelle gestured to the padded mat. “On your knees, little one. Training starts now.”

Lila hesitated for a split second, her old self bristling at the command. But Isabelle’s raised brow was enough to make her drop, the diaper crinkling loudly as her knees hit the mat. The bulk forced her thighs apart, the position humiliatingly vulnerable.

Isabelle circled her, her heels clicking on the tile, each sound a deliberate reminder of her control. “Look at you, so pretty on your knees for Mommy. But we need to work on that hesitation.”

Lila’s heart pounded, the weight of that gaze burning into her. She felt exposed, the diaper’s padding a constant drag, the plastic backing shifting with every breath. Isabelle stopped behind her, and the air shifted with anticipation.

A gloved hand pressed against the back of her diaper, checking again. “Still dry,” Isabelle noted, her tone clinical but warm. “Let’s see how long that lasts under Mommy’s lessons.”

Lila’s face burned, her pussy already clenching at the implication. She hated how her body reacted, how the crinkle of the diaper became a trigger for heat pooling between her thighs. Isabelle’s touch lingered, a promise of more.

“Hands behind your back,” Isabelle commanded, her voice a quiet blade. Lila obeyed, the movement awkward with the diaper’s bulk, and she felt the cool kiss of restraints as Isabelle secured her wrists with velvet-lined cuffs. The click of the lock was final, her control slipping further.

Isabelle knelt in front of her, holding up a small plug labeled “Beginner’s Blush.” “Mommy’s going to fill you up, baby girl. It’s part of your training to stay nice and full for me.”

Lila’s breath hitched, her eyes widening. The idea of being plugged, of that intrusion while padded, sent a shiver through her. Her pussy throbbed, traitorously eager despite her mind’s protest.

Isabelle’s gloved fingers worked with precision, unsnapping the onesie at the crotch, pulling the diaper’s back down just enough. The cool air hit Lila’s skin, followed by the colder touch of lube as Isabelle coated the plug. Every movement was slow, deliberate, building a tension Lila couldn’t escape.

“Relax for Mommy,” Isabelle murmured, her free hand stroking Lila’s thigh. The plug pressed against her, the initial resistance giving way as it slid inside, a slow stretch that made Lila gasp. The sensation was foreign, full, her body adjusting to the intrusion with a mix of discomfort and heat.

Isabelle adjusted the diaper back into place, the padding pressing the plug deeper, every crinkle amplifying the feeling. “There we go, baby. Full and snug, just how Mommy likes.”

Lila’s clit pulsed, the pressure of the plug and the diaper’s bulk a maddening combination. She shifted on her knees, the crinkle loud, and Isabelle’s smile was knowing. “Feel that, sweet girl? That’s Mommy’s control inside you.”

Her hands were still bound, her body at Isabelle’s mercy. The older woman stood, circling again, her heels clicking like a predator’s prowl. “Now, let’s see how well you follow Mommy’s lead.”

Isabelle’s hand pressed against the front of the diaper, rubbing slow circles through the padding. The sensation was dulled but relentless, Lila’s clit aching under the teasing pressure. Her hips bucked involuntarily, the crinkle a humiliating echo.

“Such a needy little thing,” Isabelle purred, her fingers pressing harder. The plug shifted inside Lila with every movement, a constant reminder of her filled state, stoking the heat in her core. Her moans slipped out, muffled by the pacifier, raw and desperate.

Isabelle’s other hand slid under the diaper’s edge, finding her slick pussy, two fingers slipping inside with ease. The dual sensation—plug in her ass, fingers in her cunt, diaper rubbing her clit—was overwhelming. Lila’s body trembled, the crinkle a soundtrack to her surrender.

“You don’t cum until Mommy says,” Isabelle warned, her voice firm despite the warmth. Her fingers curled inside Lila, hitting that spot that made her vision blur, while the diaper’s padding teased her clit with every thrust. The edge was so close, her body screaming for release, but Isabelle’s control held her back.

Lila whimpered, her bound hands useless, her body a live wire under Isabelle’s touch. Sweat beaded on her forehead, the heat pooling where it shouldn’t, her pussy clenching around those fingers. The crinkle, the weight of the plug, the relentless teasing—it was too much.

Isabelle slowed her movements, drawing out the torment, her gaze heavy and unyielding. “Not yet, baby girl. Mommy decides when her little one gets her reward.”

Lila’s moan was a broken sound, frustration and need warring inside her. Her body ached, every crinkle of the diaper a reminder of her denied release. Isabelle’s fingers slipped out, leaving her empty, throbbing, the diaper taped back into place with a final pat.

“You did well, sweet girl.” Isabelle’s praise was a balm, even as her eyes promised more torment. She unclipped the cuffs, rubbing Lila’s wrists with a tenderness that contrasted the earlier intensity.

Lila’s body was heavy, spent from the edge she’d been held at, the diaper still crinkling with every shaky breath. The plug remained, a constant pressure, her pussy still aching for the release she’d been denied. Isabelle’s warmth lingered, a shadow of care and control.

“Follow my lead, little one, no exceptions.” Isabelle’s voice was a quiet command, her hand resting on Lila’s cheek, guiding her gaze upward. “Training isn’t over, and Mommy has so much more to teach you.”

Lila’s heart raced, the weight of those words sinking in. Could she endure Isabelle’s rigorous training, or would her simmering defiance break the rules? The studio felt like a cage of her own making, the crinkle of the diaper a promise of deeper surrender waiting just beyond her grasp.

Enjoyed this story? Dive into the full experience in:

[image: ]


Forever in Diapers

by Polly Bane — Available now on Amazon


Story 10: Bedtime Turns Steamy

Lila sat on the edge of the oversized crib in the dimly lit nursery room, her bare thighs pressing against the cool, crinkly plastic of the thick diaper taped snugly around her hips. The pastel walls, adorned with cartoon animals and fluffy clouds, felt like a mockery of the corporate battlefield she’d once ruled. Her tailored suits and sharp heels seemed a lifetime away, replaced by this infantile prison of soft fabrics and humiliating routines.

Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of a plush blanket, the texture grounding her as her mind raced. The plug from earlier, still nestled inside her, shifted with every small movement, a constant reminder of Isabelle’s control. Heat lingered in her core, unfulfilled and maddening, her body still buzzing from the denied release.

The door creaked open, slow and deliberate.

Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room like a storm cloud rolling over a clear sky. He wore a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing forearms that spoke of strength and precision. His dark eyes locked on her, unyielding, a faint smirk playing at the corner of his lips.

Her breath caught.

“Restless, baby girl?” His voice was a low rumble, calm but commanding, each word dripping with ownership. He crossed the room in measured strides, the click of his polished shoes against the hardwood floor a stark contrast to the soft nursery around them.

She shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly in the quiet space.

He stopped at the crib’s edge, towering over her, his gaze raking down her body—lingerie replaced by a pale pink onesie, snaps at the crotch barely containing the bulk beneath. “You look perfect like this,” he said, his tone warm but edged with steel. “My little one, waiting for Daddy’s care.”

Her cheeks burned.

He reached out, a single finger tilting her chin up to meet his eyes. “It’s bedtime, Lila. Let’s get you settled.”

Her heart thudded, resistance flickering but quickly smothered by the weight of his stare. She nodded, barely perceptible, her lips parting but no words coming out. The scent of baby powder lingered in the air, mixing with the faint musk of his cologne, a dizzying contradiction.

Damien’s hand dropped to the storybook on the crib’s side table, its worn cover depicting a smiling bunny under a rainbow. “First, a story to calm that busy mind of yours,” he said, his voice softening but never losing its edge. He sat on the rocking chair beside the crib, patting his lap in silent command.

She hesitated, the crinkle of her diaper echoing as she shifted.

“Now, baby girl.” His tone left no room for argument.

Her body moved before her mind caught up, climbing out of the crib and onto his lap, the bulk between her thighs making her movements clumsy. The warmth of his chest pressed against her back, his arm circling her waist to hold her steady. The plug shifted again, sending a jolt through her, and she bit her lip to stifle a gasp.

He opened the book, the pages rustling softly, a stark contrast to the loud crinkle beneath her. “Once upon a time,” he began, his voice a soothing hum that vibrated through her body. Each word wrapped around her, pulling her deeper into a haze, her sharp edges dulling under his tone.

Her hips shifted, unintentionally, the padding rubbing against her sensitive skin.

Damien’s hand tightened on her waist. “Still, little one,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “Daddy’s reading to you.”

She tried to focus on the story, the bunny’s adventure through a meadow, but her body betrayed her. Heat pooled between her thighs, the diaper’s plastic backing slick with her arousal, every crinkle amplifying the sensation. The plug pressed deeper as she squirmed, her clit throbbing under the teasing bulk.

He turned a page, slow and deliberate, the sound of paper whispering in the dark. “You’re not listening,” he said, his voice dropping an octave, a quiet reprimand. “Do I need to remind you how to behave?”

Her pulse spiked.

His free hand slid down, pressing against the front of her diaper, the pressure firm through the thick padding. “Wet already,” he noted, not a question, his fingers tracing slow circles over the plastic. The crinkle was obscene, each movement sending a shiver up her spine.

She whimpered, her hips bucking into his touch.

“Pathetic little thing,” he whispered, the words laced with affection, hitting deeper than they should. His hand pressed harder, the diaper’s bulk rubbing against her clit, a maddening tease that dulled the sensation just enough to keep her on edge. “You can’t help it, can you?”

Her head tipped back against his shoulder, a moan slipping out.

Damien set the book aside, his now-free hand sliding up to cup her chin, turning her face toward him. “Close your eyes, baby, Daddy’s got you,” he said, his voice a velvet command, eyes dark with promise. He kissed her forehead, a tender contrast to the firm pressure of his other hand still working her through the diaper.

Her eyelids fluttered shut.

His fingers moved faster, the crinkle filling the room, a humiliating symphony as her body arched into him. The plug shifted with every roll of her hips, the dual sensation of fullness and teasing friction driving her wild. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for more, the warmth spreading under the diaper’s padding.

She was so close.

“Not yet,” he growled, his hand stilling, the sudden absence of movement a cruel shock. Her whimper was raw, desperate, her body trembling on his lap. “Daddy decides when his baby girl cums.”

Her frustration burned, but his words anchored her, pulling her deeper into surrender. She nodded, barely, her breath ragged, the crinkle of the diaper a constant reminder of her state. The scent of powder and plastic clung to her, mixing with the heat of her own arousal.

Damien’s hand slid under the onesie’s edge, unsnapping the crotch with deft fingers, the cool air hitting her skin a sharp contrast to the warmth of the diaper. “Let’s get you more comfortable,” he murmured, his tone clinical yet dripping with intent. He peeled the diaper’s tabs back, the ripping sound loud in the quiet, exposing her slick, aching pussy to the nursery’s dim light.

Her body tensed, exposed and vulnerable.

His fingers brushed her inner thigh, teasing, before dipping lower, tracing her folds with agonizing slowness. “So wet for Daddy,” he said, his voice a low purr, two fingers slipping inside her with ease. Her walls clenched around him, the plug in her ass making the intrusion feel impossibly tight, a gasp tearing from her throat.

He curled his fingers, hitting that spot that made her vision blur.

Her hips bucked, the crinkle of the half-removed diaper still echoing beneath her. “Please,” she whispered, the word slipping out unbidden, raw with need. Her hands gripped his shirt, knuckles white, as her body trembled under his control.

Damien’s thumb found her clit, circling with precise pressure, the dual assault pushing her closer to the edge. “You beg so pretty,” he said, his tone warm, approving, each word stoking the fire in her core. Her moans grew louder, unrestrained, the nursery’s pastel walls absorbing her desperation.

Her body tightened, the coil ready to snap.

“Cum for Daddy,” he commanded, his voice a quiet thunder, and her body obeyed instantly. The orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her hips jerking against his hand as waves of pleasure crashed over her. A hot stream released into the diaper still partially beneath her, the warmth spreading, humiliating and freeing all at once.

She shuddered, spent, collapsing against his chest.

Damien’s fingers slowed, drawing out the aftershocks, her body twitching with each gentle stroke. He pulled his hand free, slick with her arousal, and wiped it on a soft cloth from the crib’s side table. “Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking into her bones, warm and possessive.

Her breath hitched, the afterglow mingling with the weight of her surrender.

He adjusted the diaper back into place, the crinkle softer now, taping it snugly around her hips. “You’ve earned your rest, baby girl,” he said, his hand rubbing slow circles on her back, the motion soothing yet firm. The plug remained, a lingering reminder of his control, her body still sensitive from the release.

She nestled into him, the fight drained from her.

But his next words sent a shiver through her haze. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much more of Daddy’s control you can handle,” he said, his tone a quiet promise, lips brushing her ear. “Sleep now, little one, because the real lessons are just beginning.”

Her heart raced, the warmth of his embrace clashing with the dread of what tomorrow might bring. Could she crave more of Damien’s unyielding dominance, or would the intensity finally push her to break? The nursery’s soft glow hid the storm brewing just beneath the surface, waiting to consume her.

Enjoyed this story? Dive into the full experience in:

[image: ]


Gym Girl's Guiding Daddy

by Polly Bane — Available now on Amazon


Story 11: Lakeside Little Retreat

Lila stood on the wooden porch of Damien’s secluded lake cabin, the cool evening breeze brushing against her bare legs beneath the oversized pastel onesie he’d dressed her in before they left the city. The air carried the crisp scent of pine and the faint murmur of water lapping against the shore, a stark contrast to the suffocating corporate world she’d escaped for the weekend. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of the onesie, the thick diaper underneath crinkling softly with every nervous shift of her weight.

She hated how the sound made her stomach twist with something other than shame.

The cabin door creaked open behind her, and Damien’s presence filled the space before she even turned. Broad-shouldered, clad in a tailored flannel that somehow still screamed control, he stepped out with that unhurried grace that always unraveled her. His dark eyes locked onto hers, a faint smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

“Enjoying the view, baby girl?” His voice was low, deliberate, each word sinking into her like a command.

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked away, out at the glassy lake reflecting the last streaks of sunset. “It’s… peaceful.” Her voice came out smaller than she intended.

Damien chuckled, the sound warm but laced with something darker. He crossed the porch in two strides, his hand finding the small of her back, guiding her toward the railing. The crinkle of her diaper was louder now, amplified by the quiet of the wilderness.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“You’re tense,” he observed, his fingers tracing slow circles through the fabric of the onesie. “That won’t do. Daddy brought you here to relax.”

Her breath hitched at the word ‘Daddy,’ her body betraying her with a rush of heat between her legs. She gripped the railing, the rough wood grounding her as his hand slid lower, pressing against the padded bulk of the diaper. The plastic backing shifted under his touch, the sound obscene against the serene backdrop of the lake.

“Stop,” she whispered, but there was no force behind it.

Damien’s hand stilled, but he didn’t pull away. “You don’t mean that,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. “Your body’s already telling me what you need.”

She hated that he was right.

He turned her to face him, his gaze pinning her in place as his hands moved to the snaps at the crotch of her onesie. The metallic clicks echoed in the quiet, each one a small surrender as the fabric parted, exposing the diaper beneath. Her face burned, but her hips tilted toward him, drawn by some humiliating instinct.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice dripping with approval. “So perfect in your padding, out here where no one can see.”

Her knees weakened at his words.

Damien’s fingers traced the edge of the diaper, teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. The cool night air kissed her exposed flesh, a sharp contrast to the warmth building under the plastic. She bit her lip, suppressing a whimper as his touch lingered just shy of where she ached.

“Let’s get you settled for the night,” he said, his tone shifting to that clinical care that always made her squirm. He guided her back inside the cabin, the crinkle of her diaper following them like a taunt. The interior was cozy, a fire crackling in the stone hearth, casting flickering shadows over the rustic furniture.

She stood awkwardly by the couch as he retrieved a soft blanket and a pacifier from a small bag he’d brought. Her eyes widened at the sight of the paci, its pastel pink silicone gleaming in the firelight. Her mouth opened to protest, but he was already stepping close, pressing it against her lips.

“Open for Daddy,” he commanded softly.

Her lips parted before she could stop them, the silicone slipping into her mouth with a faint click against her teeth. The sensation was strange, infantilizing, and yet her body relaxed into it, a humiliating comfort settling over her. Damien’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing over her jaw as he watched her suckle lightly.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking deep into her core.

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, overwhelmed.

He spread the blanket on the couch, gesturing for her to sit. The diaper crinkled loudly as she lowered herself, the bulk forcing her thighs apart in a way that made her hyper-aware of every sensation. Damien sat beside her, his arm draping over her shoulders, pulling her against his solid frame.

“You’re mine to care for, even out here,” he said, his voice a quiet thunder that vibrated through her. The words felt heavier in this remote seclusion, away from the corporate cameras and judgmental eyes of the office. Here, there was no escaping the intimacy of his control.

Her body softened against him, traitorously seeking more.

Damien’s hand slid down to rest on the front of her diaper, the pressure subtle but deliberate. “Let’s see how my baby girl is doing,” he said, his fingers pressing through the padding, checking for warmth. The crinkle mingled with the crackle of the fire, and her breath caught as a faint dampness registered under his touch.

“Already wet for Daddy,” he noted, his tone warm with approval.

Her face burned, but her hips pressed into his hand.

He chuckled, low and dark, before peeling back the tabs of the diaper with slow precision. The ripping sound was deafening in the quiet cabin, each tab a small surrender as the cool air hit her slick pussy. Her body tensed, exposed and vulnerable under his unwavering gaze.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers brushing her inner thighs, teasing the edges of her need. Her clit throbbed, aching for contact, but he avoided it, drawing out her desperation. She whimpered around the pacifier, the sound muffled and pathetic.

Damien’s hand finally dipped lower, two fingers slipping inside her with ease, her walls clenching around him. Her hips bucked, the sensation overwhelming as he curled his fingers, hitting that spot that made her vision blur. Her moans were stifled by the paci, drool slipping down her chin as she lost herself to his touch.

“Look at you, baby girl,” he said, his voice a mix of tenderness and dominance. “So needy, so perfect.”

Her body trembled, the coil tightening in her core.

His thumb found her clit, circling with precise pressure, the dual assault pushing her to the edge. Her hands gripped his arm, nails digging into his skin as she teetered on the brink. She wanted to beg, but the pacifier silenced her, leaving her to communicate through desperate whimpers.

“Not yet,” he growled, his hand stilling suddenly.

Her eyes snapped open, pleading.

Damien’s smirk was cruel and beautiful. “Daddy decides when you cum,” he reminded her, pulling his fingers free, slick with her arousal. Her body ached at the loss, a frustrated whine escaping around the paci.

He wiped his fingers on a soft cloth from his bag, his movements deliberate, clinical. Then he reached for a fresh diaper, the crinkle of the plastic echoing as he unfolded it on the couch beside her. The scent of baby powder filled the air as he sprinkled it over her exposed skin, the silky texture cool against her heat.

“Lift your hips,” he commanded softly.

She obeyed, her body trembling as he slid the new diaper under her, the padding plush and heavy. He taped it snugly around her hips, the crinkle louder now, a constant reminder of her submission. Her pussy throbbed beneath the bulk, denied and desperate.

Damien pulled her into his lap, her diapered bottom pressing against his hard cock through his jeans. The pressure sent a jolt through her, her body arching into him instinctively. His hands roamed her back, soothing yet possessive, as the firelight danced over them.

“You’ve been so good tonight,” he murmured, his lips brushing her forehead. “But we’re not done playing, baby girl.”

Her heart raced at the promise in his tone.

He adjusted her in his lap, his cock pressing more firmly against the diaper, the friction teasing her through the padding. Her hands clung to his shirt, her body aching for more, even as her mind reeled at how far she’d fallen into this dynamic. The lake breeze slipped through an open window, cooling her flushed skin, but it did nothing to temper the heat pooling inside her.

Damien’s hand slipped under the onesie again, teasing the edge of the diaper as he rocked her gently. “Feel that, little one?” he whispered, his voice dark with intent. “Daddy’s hard for his baby girl.”

Her whimper was raw, desperate.

He ground against her, the diaper’s bulk amplifying every movement, her clit throbbing with each subtle shift. Her body trembled, caught between the need for release and the humiliating comfort of his care. She buried her face in his chest, the scent of his cologne grounding her as her world narrowed to the crinkle and his touch.

“Tomorrow,” he said, his voice a quiet growl, “we’ll take this further by the water.” His hand pressed harder against the front of her diaper, a promise of more to come. “I want to see my baby girl surrender completely under the stars.”

Her breath hitched, anticipation and dread warring within her.

Damien pulled the pacifier from her mouth, replacing it with a soft kiss, his lips firm and possessive. Her body melted into him, the taste of him grounding her even as his words spun her mind into chaos. When he pulled back, his eyes held hers, dark and unyielding.

“Sleep now, little one,” he murmured, guiding her to lie down on the couch, the blanket draping over her. The diaper crinkled with every adjustment, the sound a humiliating lullaby as she settled. His hand rested on her hip, a steady weight that felt both protective and controlling.

Her eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion of surrender pulling her under.

But his final words lingered, a dark promise in the quiet cabin. “Tomorrow, Daddy’s got even dirtier plans for you by the lake,” he whispered, his voice threading through her fading consciousness. Could Lila fully embrace Damien’s world in this secluded retreat, or would the intensity of his dominance by the water’s edge finally shatter her resistance?


Enjoyed this story? Dive into the full experience in:

[image: ]


DDLG for Money: From Gucci to Pampers

by Polly Bane — Available now on Amazon


Story 12: Contract of Crinkling Bonds

Lila stirred on the couch in the dim morning light of the cabin, the crinkle of her diaper loud in the stillness. The thick padding clung to her hips, heavy with the warmth of last night’s submission, a humiliating reminder of how far she’d fallen under Damien’s control. Her onesie, soft and infantile with pastel bunnies, was still snapped tight at the crotch, pressing the bulk against her aching pussy.

Her body throbbed with unmet need.

She shifted, the plastic backing rustling beneath her, and a flush of shame heated her cheeks. The lake outside shimmered through the window, calm and indifferent, mocking her internal storm. How had she, a sharp-tongued marketing exec, ended up diapered and desperate in a remote retreat?

Footsteps approached, deliberate and unhurried.

Damien appeared in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space with effortless authority. His tailored shirt hugged his chest, sleeves rolled to reveal strong forearms, and his dark eyes locked on her with a gaze that stripped her bare. He carried a black leather folder in one hand, his posture calm, as if he already owned every inch of her.

Her pulse quickened.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he said, voice low and smooth, each word dripping with possession. He crossed the room in measured strides, setting the folder on the coffee table with a soft thud. “Did you sleep well in your little diaper?”

Her face burned at the infantilizing tone.

She wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of her former sharpness, but her tongue felt heavy, trapped in the haze of last night’s surrender. Instead, she nodded, barely, her thighs pressing together under the padding. The crinkle echoed, obscene in the quiet cabin.

Damien’s lips curved into a knowing smirk.

He sat beside her, the couch dipping under his weight, and his hand found her knee, warm and firm through the onesie. “Today’s special, little one,” he murmured, his thumb tracing slow circles that sent heat pooling between her legs. “We’re making this official.”

Her breath hitched.

He opened the leather folder, revealing a crisp document titled Contract of Crinkling Bonds. The words alone made her stomach twist with a mix of dread and illicit thrill. She scanned the page—rules, expectations, terms of her submission—all laid out in stark black ink.

Her hands trembled.

“Read it,” Damien commanded softly, his voice a velvet blade. He leaned closer, his cologne grounding her even as his intensity made her dizzy. “Every word, baby girl. I want you to know exactly what you’re signing over to Daddy.”

Her eyes darted over the text, each line more invasive than the last.

Rule 1: Baby girl will wear diapers at all times unless otherwise instructed by Daddy. Her pussy clenched beneath the padding at the permanence of it. Rule 3: Baby girl will submit to all care routines, including changes, feedings, and discipline. Her mind screamed at the loss of autonomy, but her body betrayed her, heat spreading through her core.

She swallowed hard.

Damien’s hand slid up her thigh, teasing the edge of the onesie where it met the diaper’s plastic edge. “Do you understand, little one?” he asked, his stare piercing, pinning her in place more effectively than any restraint.

Her nod was weak, involuntary.

He handed her a pen, the weight of it cold in her shaky fingers. “Sign here, little one, and you’re all mine,” he said, his voice a dark promise that made her clit throb beneath the thick padding. His hand pressed against the front of her diaper, the crinkle deafening as he checked her state.

Her hips twitched forward.

“Wet already,” he noted, his tone warm with approval, yet laced with control. His thumb pressed harder through the padding, circling her clit indirectly, the barrier amplifying her frustration. “Your body knows who owns it, even if your mind fights.”

She whimpered, pen hovering over the page.

The lake breeze slipped through the window, cooling her flushed skin, but it couldn’t touch the fire inside her. She scrawled her name, the scratch of the pen a surrender louder than any words. The moment the ink dried, Damien’s hand tightened on her thigh, possessive and final.

Her heart pounded.

“Good girl,” he purred, the praise hitting deeper than it should, melting her resistance. He took the contract, folding it with deliberate care, and set it aside. Then his hands were on her, guiding her to lie back on the couch, the diaper crinkling with every movement.

Her breath came in shallow gasps.

Damien unsnapped the crotch of her onesie, the soft pops echoing in the quiet. The cool air hit her skin as he peeled the fabric back, exposing the diaper beneath, its tapes snug around her hips. His fingers traced the plastic edge, slow and teasing, before dipping to check the padding’s weight.

Her body tensed.

“Soaked,” he murmured, his voice dark with intent. He untaped the diaper with practiced ease, the ripping sound sharp, exposing her glistening pussy to his gaze. The scent of baby powder lingered, mixing with her arousal as he reached for a wipe from his bag.

Her thighs trembled.

He cleaned her with slow, deliberate strokes, the cool wipe dragging over her sensitive clit, making her hips buck. “Shh, baby girl,” he soothed, his free hand pinning her thigh down. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her whimper was raw.

He discarded the wipe, then sprinkled fresh powder over her skin, the silky texture cool against her heat. His fingers massaged it in, lingering near her entrance, teasing without entering, building her desperation. Her pussy ached, wet and needy, as the crinkle of a new diaper unfolded beside her.

Her mind spun.

“Lift your hips,” he ordered, voice calm but unyielding. She obeyed, her body acting before her mind could protest, and he slid the fresh padding under her. The plush bulk settled between her thighs, heavy and humiliating, as he taped it securely in place.

Her clit throbbed beneath it.

Damien’s hand pressed against the front, the crinkle loud as he rubbed slow circles through the padding. “Feel that, little one?” he whispered, leaning down, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re mine now, contract and all.”

Her body arched into his touch.

He ground his palm harder, the friction teasing her through the diaper, her pussy dripping with need. Her hands gripped the couch, nails digging into the fabric, as heat built impossibly under the barrier. “Please, Daddy,” she gasped, the babytalk slipping out unbidden.

Her shame flared, then drowned in desire.

“Not yet,” he growled, pulling his hand away just as she teetered on the edge. Her frustrated whine filled the room, her hips chasing his touch, but he held her still with a firm grip. “Daddy decides when you cum, remember?”

Her body ached, denied.

He pulled her into his lap, the diaper crinkling as she settled against him, her padded bottom pressing against the hard ridge of his cock through his pants. The pressure sent a jolt through her, her clit pulsing with every subtle shift. His arms wrapped around her, possessive and warm, as he rocked her gently.

Her breath hitched.

“Such a pathetic little thing,” he murmured, the words affectionate yet degrading, hitting her core with unexpected force. His hand slipped under the onesie, teasing the edge of the diaper, fingers brushing the plastic as he ground against her. “But you’re my pathetic thing now.”

Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate.

He rocked her harder, his cock pressing firmly through the layers, the diaper’s bulk amplifying every movement. Her body trembled, caught on the knife-edge of need, her mind slipping deeper into littlespace with each crinkle. She buried her face in his chest, his cologne grounding her as her world narrowed to his control.

Her whimpers grew louder.

Damien’s hand moved to the front of her diaper again, rubbing faster now, the crinkle a constant rhythm in her ears. “You want to cum for Daddy, don’t you?” he whispered, his voice dark and coaxing. “Beg for it, baby girl.”

Her pride shattered.

“Please, Daddy, please let me cum,” she sobbed, the words spilling out in a desperate rush. Her hips bucked against his hand, the padding slick with her arousal beneath, her clit throbbing with every stroke. “I need it so bad.”

Her voice broke.

“Good girl,” he purred, the praise sending a shiver through her. He pressed harder, circling her clit through the diaper, the friction finally tipping her over. Her orgasm crashed through her, sharp and overwhelming, her pussy pulsing as she cried out into his chest.

Her body shook, spent.

Warmth spread through the diaper as her release triggered something deeper, her bladder letting go in the aftershocks. The slow, hot stream soaked the padding, the crinkle shifting to a heavier, wetter sound. Shame burned her cheeks, but Damien’s hand stayed firm, rubbing gently now, drawing out her tremors.

Her breath came in ragged gasps.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his tone warm with approval. “Let it all out for Daddy.” He held her tighter, his cock still hard against her padded bottom, a promise of more to come.

Her mind reeled.

He adjusted her in his lap, his hand sliding to check the diaper’s new weight, the crinkle louder with the added warmth. “So perfect,” he whispered, kissing her forehead, the gesture tender yet controlling. Her body melted into him, the exhaustion of surrender pulling at her edges.

Her eyes grew heavy.

But Damien’s gaze darkened, his hand lingering on the front of her diaper as he spoke again. “We’ve signed the contract, little one, but this is just the beginning,” he said, his voice threading with intent. “Tonight by the lake, Daddy’s going to push you even further.”

Her heart stuttered.

He rocked her gently, his cock still pressing against her through the wet padding, the friction teasing her oversensitive clit. “I want to see my baby girl break completely under the stars,” he murmured, his words a dark vow. Her body tensed, anticipation and dread warring within her as the lake glittered outside, waiting.

Her breath caught.

Damien pulled a pacifier from his bag, the soft silicone clicking against her teeth as he slipped it into her mouth. “Suck, baby girl,” he ordered softly, his hand guiding her head to rest against his shoulder. The rhythmic motion soothed her, even as his words spun her mind into chaos.

Her submission deepened.

His hand stayed on her diaper, a steady pressure that felt both protective and possessive. The crinkle filled the quiet, a humiliating lullaby as she settled into his lap. But his earlier promise lingered, a shadow over her fading resistance.

Her body hummed, caught.

“Rest now, little one,” he whispered, his lips brushing her temple. His voice darkened, a final thread of intent weaving through her hazy thoughts. “Because tonight, Daddy’s got plans to claim every last piece of you.”

Her pulse raced.

Could Lila honor every term of Damien’s contract, or would she test its limits under the starlit lake, where his dominance promised to shatter her completely?
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Story 13: Weekend of Full Regression

Lila woke to the faint glow of dawn filtering through the curtains, her body still cradled in the oversized crib Damien had set up in his secluded lakeside cabin. The diaper between her thighs sagged, heavy with the warmth from last night’s surrender, the crinkle of the plastic backing a humiliating reminder as she shifted under the pastel blanket.

Her mind flickered with remnants of resistance.

But her body—traitorous as ever—ached for more of his control.

The cabin’s nursery was a paradox of innocence and sin, with soft toys lining the shelves and a changing table stocked with thick diapers, baby powder, and wipes. The air carried a faint lavender scent, grounding her in this surreal escape from her high-powered life.

Her breath hitched at the memory of last night by the lake.

Damien had stripped her bare under the stars, not just of clothes but of every adult pretense, diapering her with meticulous care before pressing his cock against the padded bulk, teasing her clit through the layers until she’d shattered. The orgasm had left her raw, vulnerable, the slow heat of wetting herself after only deepening her submission.

She hated how much she craved it now.

The door creaked open, and Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room like a storm contained in tailored slacks and a crisp white shirt. His dark eyes locked on her, calculating and calm, as if he’d already mapped out every inch of her surrender for the weekend.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was a low rumble, unhurried, owning her with every syllable.

Her stomach fluttered, heat pooling where it shouldn’t.

He crossed to the crib in three measured steps, his polished shoes clicking on the hardwood floor. Leaning down, he pressed two fingers against the front of her diaper, the crinkle deafening in the quiet space. “Soaked already,” he noted, not a question, just a fact.

Her cheeks burned.

Her hips, though, tilted into his touch before she could stop them.

“There’s my little girl,” he murmured, his thumb tracing a slow circle over the padding, sending sparks through her oversensitive clit. “Your body always knows what it needs, even if you fight it.”

She bit her lip, a whimper escaping.

He straightened, his hand leaving her diaper, and she felt the loss like a physical ache. “This weekend, we’re going all the way, baby girl,” he said, his tone threading with dark promise. “Full regression. No adult thoughts, no resistance—just you, helpless, in Daddy’s care.”

Her heart pounded.

Fear and arousal tangled in her chest, but she couldn’t look away from his gaze. He reached for the crib’s side, lowering it with a smooth click, and gestured for her to sit up. “Come on, little one. Let’s get you changed before breakfast.”

She hesitated, her hands gripping the blanket.

His smile didn’t waver, but his eyes darkened. “Now, baby girl,” he said, softer but with an edge that brooked no argument.

Her body obeyed before her mind caught up.

She sat up, the diaper’s bulk forcing her thighs apart, the crinkle echoing as she moved. Damien lifted her effortlessly, his broad hands firm under her padded bottom, and carried her to the changing table. The plush padding of the table felt cool against her back as he laid her down, her onesie snapping open with a few quick tugs.

Her breath came faster.

He peeled the wet diaper’s tapes away, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet room. The cool air hit her exposed skin, making her shiver, but his gaze—intense, possessive—kept her pinned in place. “Look at you,” he said, his voice warm with a degrading edge. “So messy for Daddy already.”

Her face flamed.

He grabbed a wipe from the stack, the antiseptic scent mixing with baby powder as he cleaned her with slow, deliberate strokes. Each pass over her pussy made her twitch, her clit throbbing under the clinical touch, and she hated how wet she was getting again. His fingers lingered just a moment too long, teasing, before he reached for a fresh diaper.

Her thighs trembled.

He unfolded the thick padding, the crinkle a Pavlovian trigger now, sending heat straight to her core. A dusting of powder followed, the silky texture settling on her skin as he rubbed it in, his touch both caring and controlling. “Lift your hips, baby girl,” he commanded softly.

She did, instantly.

The diaper slid under her, the plastic backing rustling as he adjusted it, pulling the front up between her legs. The bulk felt obscene, pressing against her pussy, and when he taped it shut, the snug fit made her gasp. “There we go,” he said, patting the front with a firm hand. “All safe and secure for Daddy.”

Her body burned with humiliation and need.

He snapped her onesie back into place, the fabric tight over the diaper’s bulk, and lifted her off the table. Setting her on her feet, he kept a hand on her lower back, guiding her toward the small kitchen area beyond the nursery. “Time for breakfast, little one,” he said, his tone deceptively gentle.

Her legs wobbled, the diaper forcing an awkward waddle.

The kitchen was warm, sunlight streaming through large windows that overlooked the lake. Damien sat her in a high chair he’d set up, the tray clicking into place with a finality that made her stomach twist. A bib followed, tied around her neck with a soft tug, the pastel design humiliating against her flushed skin.

She wanted to protest.

But her voice wouldn’t come.

He pulled a small bowl of oatmeal from the counter, the scent of cinnamon mixing with the lavender still lingering from the nursery. A baby spoon appeared in his hand, and he scooped up a bite, holding it to her lips. “Open for Daddy,” he said, his voice a quiet command.

Her mouth parted before she could think.

The warm oatmeal slid down her throat, and his murmured “Good girl” hit deeper than it should have. Each bite fed not just her body but the growing dependency in her chest, her mind slipping further into littlespace with every spoonful. Her hands stayed limp in her lap, useless, as he took over every need.

Her chest tightened with something new—something beyond shame or arousal.

It was trust, raw and terrifying, blooming under his meticulous care. She hated how much she wanted to lean into it, to let him strip away every last piece of her adult self until there was nothing left but his baby girl. The thought made her pussy clench beneath the diaper, the crinkle a constant undercurrent to her spiraling thoughts.

Damien set the spoon down, wiping her mouth with a soft cloth. “You’re doing so well, little one,” he said, his hand lingering on her cheek, thumb brushing her lower lip. “But Daddy’s got more planned to help you let go completely.”

Her pulse raced.

He unclicked the tray, lifting her from the high chair with ease, and carried her back to the nursery. Her body pressed against his chest, the hard planes of him a stark contrast to the soft padding between her thighs. He set her on the floor, a plush playmat beneath her, surrounded by toys that mocked her former life as a marketing exec.

Her breath caught.

“Play for a bit, baby girl,” he said, handing her a stuffed bear, his tone warm but firm. “Daddy needs to prepare your next step.”

She clutched the bear, the crinkle of her diaper loud as she shifted. Her mind screamed to resist, to stand up and walk out, but her body stayed rooted, small and helpless under his gaze. The pacifier he slipped between her lips clicked against her teeth, and the rhythmic sucking pulled her deeper into submission.

Her eyes tracked him as he moved to a cabinet, pulling out a series of items she couldn’t quite see. The anticipation gnawed at her, heat pooling in her belly as she imagined what “next step” meant. Her pussy ached beneath the diaper, the bulk teasing her clit with every tiny movement.

He turned back, a small bottle of lube and a plug in his hands—the latter a new size, larger than anything she’d taken before. Her stomach dropped, arousal and dread warring as he approached with that calm, unshakeable grace. “Time to stretch you a little more, baby girl,” he said, kneeling beside her on the mat.

Her whimper was muffled by the pacifier.

He unsnapped her onesie, the cool air hitting her skin as he pushed it up to her waist. His fingers worked the diaper’s tapes, peeling it back just enough to expose her, the crinkle mixing with the wet pop of the lube bottle opening. “Relax for Daddy,” he murmured, coating the plug with a slow, deliberate motion.

Her body tensed.

Cold lube dripped between her cheeks, his fingers spreading it with clinical precision, teasing her tight hole before the plug’s tip pressed against her. She gasped around the pacifier, her hips twitching as he pushed it in, slow but unrelenting. The stretch burned, then melted into a deep, aching fullness that made her pussy throb.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“There’s my good girl,” he purred, seating the plug fully, the base nestled against her as he taped the diaper back up. The added pressure inside her, combined with the padding’s bulk, was maddening, every shift sending sparks through her clit. His hand patted the front of the diaper, firm and possessive. “Feel that, baby girl? Daddy’s filling you up, making you mine in every way.”

Her body quaked.

He pulled her into his lap, the movement jostling the plug, and she moaned around the pacifier. His cock was hard beneath her padded bottom, pressing through his slacks as he rocked her gently, the crinkle a humiliating rhythm. “You’re so close to letting go completely,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Give me everything, baby girl, I’ll keep you safe.”

Her heart stuttered.

Those words cracked something open inside her, a raw vulnerability she’d never touched before. Tears pricked her eyes, not from shame but from the overwhelming need to surrender every last piece—to let him hold her broken edges and make her whole in his own way. She pressed her face into his chest, the pacifier falling from her lips as she whispered, “I’m yours, Daddy.”

His grip tightened.

“That’s it, little one,” he growled, his voice thick with approval. He shifted her in his lap, turning her to straddle him, the diaper’s bulk grinding against his cock through the fabric. His hands gripped her hips, rocking her harder, the plug shifting inside her as her clit pulsed against the padding.

Her breath came in ragged gasps.

He yanked the onesie’s snaps open again, fully this time, baring her chest as his mouth found her nipple, sucking hard. The sharp pleasure shot straight to her pussy, her hips bucking against him as the crinkle grew louder, wetter with her arousal soaking through. “Cum for Daddy, baby girl,” he commanded, biting down just enough to push her over.

Her orgasm exploded, blinding and brutal.

Her pussy clenched, waves of heat crashing through her as she cried out, her body shaking in his hold. The plug amplified every pulse, the diaper’s warmth spreading as her bladder gave way in the aftershocks, the slow stream soaking the padding further. Shame burned, but his murmured “Good girl” drowned it out.

Her body went limp.

Damien held her tight, his cock still hard against her, a silent promise as he rubbed her back through the tremors. He kissed her forehead, the gesture tender yet loaded, as if sealing her surrender. “You’ve given me so much, baby girl,” he whispered, his voice dark with intent. “But we’ve got all weekend to see how much deeper you can go.”

Her pulse quickened again.

He adjusted her in his lap, re-snapping the onesie over the sodden diaper, and cradled her against his chest. The crinkle, the weight, the lingering ache of the plug—all of it anchored her in this new, helpless state, her mind quieter than it had been in years. But his words hung heavy, a shadow over her fragile peace.

Her breath hitched.

“Rest now, little one,” he said, rocking her slowly, his hand firm on the diaper’s front. His tone shifted, threading with a promise that made her shiver. “Because tonight, Daddy’s going to claim every last inch of you under these same stars.”

Her body hummed with exhausted need.

The lake glittered outside, a silent witness to her unraveling, and as she melted into his embrace, a final thought flickered through her hazy mind. Would she ever return to her old life, the sharp-tongued exec in power suits, or was she already too far gone, lost forever in Damien’s world of control and care?

Her heart didn’t know the answer.
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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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