

The Diapered Photoshoot

A DDLG Ageplay Erotic Adventure of Surrender and Exposure


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Casual Suggestion

The rain came down in soft, persistent sheets against the tall windows of the third-floor loft in Portland’s Pearl District. It was the kind of late-autumn evening that made the city feel smaller, quieter—streetlights smearing gold across wet brick sidewalks, the sky locked in bruised slate until long after dusk. Inside, the open living space held warmth against the chill: cinnamon drifting from chai left steeping on the kitchen island, cedar smoke curling lazy from a candle burning low in its heavy glass jar.

He lay stretched along the wide gray sectional sofa, one long leg hooked carelessly over the armrest, the other bent so his bare foot rested flat against the cushion. At thirty-eight he carried himself with the easy, unhurried strength of a man who lifted heavy things several mornings a week and never felt the need to prove it. Broad shoulders filled out the charcoal henley he wore tonight; the fabric clung just enough to hint at the muscle beneath without shouting. Dark hair silvered faintly at the temples now, a change he let happen without fuss. It sharpened the laugh lines around his hazel eyes, made them look deliberate, lived-in. Thin wire reading glasses sat low on his nose while he scrolled through photos on his tablet, the blue glow tracing the edge of three-day stubble along his jaw.

Curled into the curve of his side was the girl who belonged there. Twenty-six and small-framed, she tucked herself beneath his arm like she was made to fit. Her dark blonde hair, still damp from the shower she had taken the moment she walked through the door, clung in soft curls to the nape of her neck. She smelled faintly of vanilla and oats—the body wash he kept restocked in the upstairs bathroom because the little bear-shaped pump always made her smile. She wore one of his old Reed College sweatshirts, sleeves pushed into loose bunches at her wrists, hem skimming the tops of her thighs. Underneath, only pale-pink sleep shorts. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin waiting beneath cotton for his touch when the mood turned.

On the television, My Neighbor Totoro played at low volume. Soot sprites tumbled silently across the screen; gentle piano notes drifted through the room like shared breathing. Neither of them paid much attention. The film was background comfort, layered over the rain, over the slow rise and fall of his chest beneath her cheek.

He had beaten her home that evening. Sent a single photo of the new fifty-millimeter lens he had finally unboxed that afternoon, with the message beneath: Take your time, little one. Dinner’s waiting. When she stepped through the steel door at six-forty, rain-damp and bone-tired from a client presentation that refused to end, he had already reheated the leftover Thai curry and poured jasmine tea into the chipped cat mug she loved. He said nothing when she kicked off her boots and padded barefoot across the hardwood—just opened his arm so she could crawl inside without explanation.

Now the empty curry bowls sat on the coffee table, chopsticks crossed like small bridges. The tea had gone lukewarm in her mug. Her fingertip traced idle patterns along the faint blue veins of his forearm, following them the way she sometimes followed the lines of his tattoos when she was half-asleep.

His thumb paused on the tablet screen.

He tilted it toward her so she could see without lifting her head.

“Look at this one,” he said, voice low and rough at the edges.

The photo filled the display: rain-slick hydrangeas in the tiny front yard of the Victorian three blocks down on Lovejoy. Petals bruised deep purple and indigo, droplets clinging to them like fragile glass beads. The light was soft, almost golden despite the gray day. He must have crouched low to capture it; the blooms appeared larger than life, intimate in their scale.

She reached out, touched the edge of the frame with one fingertip.

“Pretty,” she murmured. “You took this today?”

“On the walk back from the gym. Rain stopped for maybe fifteen minutes. Light lasted three shots.” He swiped to the next frame—tighter crop, almost macro. Each droplet magnified, trapping a tiny refracted city inside its curve. “This lens is obscene. Fifty f/1.4. Sharp enough to feel like it’s touching. Everything looks too close. Too personal.”

She smiled against the soft cotton of his shirt, the warmth of his skin bleeding through. “You’re trying to sell me on it.”

“Maybe.” A quiet laugh moved through his chest. “But I’ve been playing with the camera again. Haven’t done real portrait work in years. Street details, yeah. People? Not since the Hawthorne series in ’22.”

She remembered those photographs vividly—black-and-white candids of strangers crossing the bridge at dawn, faces half-hidden in fog and exhaustion. He had printed several, framed them for the hallway leading to the bedroom. The first morning she woke in his bed, she had stood in front of them for a long time, trying to understand how he could see so much vulnerability in people he had never spoken to.

“I was thinking,” he said, and the shift in his tone was subtle but unmistakable—still casual, but deliberate now, like he had been waiting for the right moment to let the words fall. “It might be nice to photograph you sometime. Something soft. Something pretty. Just for us.”

Her breath caught—small, sharp, almost silent. Her heart gave one hard thud against her ribs.

“Me?” The word came out quieter than she intended.

“You.” He set the tablet face-down on the coffee table with a soft click, freeing both arms to wrap around her properly. One hand slid to the back of her neck; his thumb began slow, deliberate strokes along the fine hairs at her hairline. “You’re the prettiest thing I own, baby girl. Why wouldn’t I want to keep every inch of you forever?”

She pressed her face into the warm hollow of his throat, breathing in cedar and clean skin and the faint salt of him. “I don’t know how to pose. I’d look ridiculous.”

“You’d look like mine,” he answered simply. “That’s all the frame would need. No pressure. No strangers looking over my shoulder. Just you in something cute—that babydoll dress you keep pushed to the back of the closet, those big satin bows you bought last month at the Etsy pop-up. Lying on the rug with the stuffed bunny you pretend you outgrew. Soft light. Quiet music. Whatever makes you feel safe and small.”

Silence wrapped around them. Rain tapped. The bamboo in the corner rustled faintly when the heater cycled on.

“I’d be nervous,” she admitted, voice muffled against his skin.

“I know.” His fingers continued their slow circles at the base of her skull. “That’s why we go slow. Start with whatever you’re already comfortable wearing. Test shots. Nothing gets deleted unless you say so. Nothing leaves this loft. If you hate every frame, we wipe the card and never speak of it again. But if even one photo makes you feel seen—the way I see you—then we keep going. Only as far as you want.”

She lifted her head enough to meet his gaze. His hazel eyes had darkened in the low candlelight. No smirk. No teasing glint. Just steady, quiet possession.

“What if I wanted to try… something little?” The question slipped out so softly she wasn’t sure he heard it at first.

His thumb paused for half a heartbeat. Then resumed its gentle path.

“Then we try something little,” he said. “Whatever version feels right that day. A dress. Knee socks. Maybe a pacifier clipped to your collar if you’re feeling brave enough to blush for me. Maybe nothing extra at first. We decide together. Always.”

She swallowed. Her thighs pressed together beneath the blanket—a small, involuntary clench. The image of his lens trained on her while she slipped deep into little space sent heat pooling low in her belly: slow, liquid, insistent. Not just the exposure. The surrender. The way he would study her through the viewfinder—hungry, reverent, utterly focused.

“I’ve never done anything like that,” she whispered.

“I know.” He leaned down and pressed a long, deliberate kiss to her forehead. His lips lingered. “That’s why it stays only us. No one else sees. No one else decides. Just you being pretty and small and wet for me. And me keeping every frame as proof.”

The unspoken Daddy hung heavy and warm in the air between them, settling deep behind her ribs.

She nodded once—small, shaky.

“Okay,” she said. “Maybe. Not tomorrow. But… maybe soon.”

He smiled then—not wide, not triumphant. Just a quiet curve of his mouth that caught the candlelight along the silver at his temples.

“Soon is perfect,” he murmured. He pulled her closer, tucked her head beneath his chin. “No rush. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

The rain continued. The movie played on. She closed her eyes and let his heartbeat anchor her while the idea—of his camera, his gaze, her smallest and most vulnerable self laid bare for him alone—took slow, secret root deep inside.


Chapter 2: Late-Night Browsing

The loft had gone quiet after the rain eased into a faint drizzle.

Totoro’s credits rolled long ago, screen fading to black.

Only the low hum of the refrigerator and the occasional drip from the skylight broke the silence.

She lay alone now in the king bed upstairs.

Sheets cool against her bare legs.

The oversized sweatshirt still swallowed her frame, hem riding up just enough to expose the soft curve where thigh met hip.

No panties beneath.

The fabric of the shorts had twisted uncomfortably during the climb up the stairs, so she had slipped them off and left them in a puddle on the floor.

Alex was downstairs still.

She could hear the faint clink of dishes being rinsed, the soft thud of the dishwasher door closing.

He always cleaned up after she went to bed—said it gave him time to think.

Tonight she suspected he was thinking about the camera.

About her.

About the way her breath had caught when he said the words just for us.

She rolled onto her side.

Reached for her phone on the nightstand.

The screen lit her face in pale blue as she opened Instagram.

His account was private.

Only a handful of followers—mostly friends from the gym, a couple of old college buddies, her.

He posted rarely: black-and-white street shots, the occasional macro of rain on glass, once a photo of her hand wrapped around a coffee mug that made her stomach flip when she first saw it in her feed.

Tonight she scrolled slowly.

Older posts first.

A series from last spring: cherry blossoms against concrete, petals caught mid-fall.

Then summer: her bare feet in tide pools at Cannon Beach, toes curling in cold water, no face in frame but he had captioned it mine.

She remembered that day—the way he had knelt in the surf to get the angle, water soaking his jeans, eyes hungry behind the lens even though the photo looked innocent.

Further back.

Winter shots.

Snow on the Burnside Bridge at dawn.

A single mitten abandoned on a park bench.

Then something newer she hadn’t noticed before.

Three months ago.

A soft-focus portrait of a woman—not her—sitting on a windowsill in what looked like morning light.

She wore a loose white slip, one strap fallen off her shoulder.

Hair tousled.

Eyes closed.

The caption read only: light study.

No tags.

No explanation.

Her chest tightened.

Not jealousy exactly.

Curiosity edged with heat.

She tapped the profile he followed.

A small account.

Fewer than two thousand followers.

Pastel aesthetic.

Coquette bows tied in long hair.

Girls in knee socks and oversized sweaters hugging plushies.

One photo: a girl in a frilly onesie lying on her tummy on a fluffy rug, pacifier in mouth, looking back over her shoulder with wide, innocent eyes.

Caption: little mornings are the best mornings.

She scrolled faster now.

Another account he followed: soft-focus nursery setups.

Stuffed animals arranged in neat rows.

A changing table with pastel diapers stacked like little pastel cakes.

A girl in nothing but a thick diaper and hair bows, sitting criss-cross on the floor, thumb in mouth, gazing up at whoever held the camera.

Her thighs pressed together.

A slow, liquid ache bloomed low in her belly.

She opened a new tab.

Typed coquette aesthetic into Pinterest.

Boards flooded the screen: ribbons, lace, Mary Janes, babydoll dresses in blush and baby blue.

Then deeper: little girl aesthetic.

age regression moodboard.

Photos of girls in oversized hoodies clutching stuffies.

Bottles with silicone nipples.

Pacifiers clipped to collars.

One pin stopped her cold: a close-up of taped diaper tapes peeking from beneath a short dress, the word Daddy’s embroidered in delicate script across the front panel.

She stared.

Breath shallow.

The phone screen warmed against her palm.

She switched to a private browser.

Searched DDLG photography.

Results were sparse but explicit.

Private blogs.

Tumblr archives.

One post: a series of images—girl in pastel diaper and knee socks, posed on all fours, back arched, looking back at the camera with parted lips.

Another: her on her back, knees to chest, diaper visibly damp, Daddy’s hand resting possessively on the front panel.

Heat rushed between her legs.

She shifted.

Pressed her thighs tighter.

Felt the slickness already gathering.

Footsteps on the stairs.

She locked the phone.

Set it face-down on the nightstand.

Pulled the covers up to her chin.

Alex appeared in the doorway.

Silhouetted against the hallway light.

Henley gone now—bare chest, joggers slung low.

The silver at his temples caught the faint glow from the bedside lamp.

“You’re still awake,” he said.

Not a question.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

Her voice came out small.

He crossed the room.

Sat on the edge of the mattress.

The bed dipped under his weight.

He reached out, brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead.

“Thinking about the camera?”

His thumb traced her cheekbone.

She nodded.

Swallowed.

“About… what you said. Posing. Being pretty for you.”

He leaned down.

Pressed a slow kiss to her temple.

“Then keep thinking, baby girl.”

His hand slid beneath the covers.

Found the hem of the sweatshirt.

Slid higher until his palm rested warm against her bare hip.

“We’ll go as slow as you need. But when you’re ready… I want every frame to show how small and wet you get for Daddy.”

She whimpered.

Soft.

Barely audible.

His fingers drifted inward.

Brushed the soft skin just above her mound.

Not touching yet.

Teasing the promise.

“Sleep now,” he murmured against her ear.

“Dream about it. About the lens on you. About me seeing everything.”

He pulled back.

Stood.

Turned off the lamp.

Darkness folded around her.

She lay there.

Heart pounding.

Thighs slick.

Phone still warm beside her pillow.

She didn’t reach for it again.

Didn’t need to.

The images were already burned behind her eyelids.

Waiting for the moment she let them spill into real life.


Chapter 3: The Little Tease

Morning light filtered through the loft’s tall windows in pale, watery stripes.

The rain had cleared overnight, leaving the Pearl District streets slick and reflective under a thin winter sun.

Coffee brewed downstairs—dark roast, the way he liked it strong enough to cut through fog.

She woke slowly.

Sheets tangled around her legs.

The oversized sweatshirt had ridden up in the night, bunching beneath her breasts.

Bare from the waist down, skin cool where it met the air.

Between her thighs lingered the faint, sticky memory of last night’s scrolling.

She hadn’t touched herself.

Hadn’t dared.

But the ache had followed her into sleep.

Downstairs, Alex stood at the kitchen island.

Back to her as she padded barefoot down the open staircase.

Bare chest still, joggers low on his hips.

The silver at his temples caught the light when he turned.

“Morning, baby girl.”

Voice low.

Rough from sleep and coffee.

She crossed the room.

Slipped behind him.

Pressed her cheek to the warm skin between his shoulder blades.

Arms wrapped around his waist from behind.

He set the French press down.

Covered her hands with one of his.

Squeezed once.

“Sleep okay?”

He already knew the answer.

She nodded against him.

“Mhmm.”

A quiet laugh moved through his back.

“You sure? Sounded like you were dreaming pretty hard.”

Her cheeks heated.

She hid her face deeper into his skin.

He turned in her arms.

Tipped her chin up with two fingers.

Hazel eyes steady on hers.

“Tell me.”

She swallowed.

“Dreamed about… the camera. You taking pictures. Me on the rug. Wearing… something small.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip.

Slow.

Deliberate.

“Something small,” he repeated.

“Like what?”

She hesitated.

The words felt thick on her tongue.

“Like… one of my onesies. The pink one with the snaps. And maybe… knee socks. Big ones.”

He smiled then—small, knowing.

No mockery.

Just quiet approval.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

His hand slid to the back of her neck.

Fingers threading into her hair.

Tugging just enough to tilt her head back.

She whimpered.

Soft.

Unbidden.

He leaned down.

Brushed his mouth against hers.

Not a full kiss.

A tease.

“Then maybe we start there,” he said against her lips.

“Simple. Cute. Nothing too much at first. Just you in the onesie. Knee socks. Hair in pigtails. Lying on your tummy. Kicking your feet like a good little girl while Daddy clicks the shutter.”

Her breath hitched.

Thighs pressed together instinctively.

The bare skin between them already slick again.

He felt the shift in her body.

His free hand drifted lower.

Cupped the curve of her ass beneath the sweatshirt hem.

Squeezed once.

Firm.

“You’re already wet thinking about it, aren’t you?”

She nodded.

Face burning.

“Say it.”

“I’m… wet, Daddy.”

The word slipped out small.

Shaky.

He groaned low in his throat.

Pressed his forehead to hers.

“That’s my girl.”

His fingers slipped between her cheeks.

Traced the slick seam of her folds from behind.

Not entering.

Just gliding.

Teasing the entrance with the lightest pressure.

She gasped.

Hips rocking forward without permission.

He pulled back.

Just enough to make her chase.

“Not yet,” he said.

Voice rougher now.

“We’re going slow. Remember?”

She whined.

Soft protest.

He chuckled.

Brushed a kiss to her forehead.

“Come here.”

He guided her to the sectional.

Sat.

Pulled her onto his lap.

Straddling one thick thigh.

The sweatshirt rode up.

Bare pussy pressed directly against the soft cotton of his joggers.

She could feel the heat of him beneath.

The hard line of muscle.

He settled his hands on her hips.

Guided her in a slow, shallow rock.

“Grind,” he ordered quietly.

“Show me how much you like the idea.”

She obeyed.

Hips rolling in small circles.

Clit dragging against the fabric with every pass.

The friction immediate.

Perfect.

He watched her face.

Eyes dark.

Hungry.

“Imagine the camera right there,” he murmured.

“Lens pointed between your legs. Catching every little movement. Every time your pussy lips spread against my thigh. Every wet spot you leave on my pants.”

She moaned.

Head falling forward onto his shoulder.

“Imagine me telling you to look at the lens. Suck your thumb while you hump. Let Daddy see how desperate his little girl gets just from the thought of being photographed.”

Her rhythm faltered.

Pleasure coiling tight.

“Daddy…”

“Not yet,” he said again.

Hands stilling her hips.

Holding her motionless.

“You don’t come until we have that first real shoot. Until I’ve captured at least one frame of you looking small and needy for me.”

She whimpered.

Frustrated.

Aching.

He lifted her chin.

Kissed her properly this time.

Slow.

Deep.

Tongue claiming.

When he pulled back, her lips were swollen.

Eyes glassy.

“Go get dressed for work,” he said.

Voice calm again.

Like he hadn’t just edged her to the brink.

“But leave the panties off today. Wear that short skirt you like. Feel how wet you stay all day thinking about what’s coming.”

She stared at him.

Breath ragged.

He smiled.

Brushed his thumb over her bottom lip.

“And when you get home tonight… we’ll talk about pigtails. And bows. And how pretty you’re going to look on your knees for the camera.”

She slid off his lap on shaky legs.

Sweatshirt falling back into place.

But the slickness between her thighs remained.

A constant reminder.

Upstairs, she dressed slowly.

No panties.

Just as he ordered.

All day at the design studio she would feel it—every shift in her chair, every cross of her legs, the cool air brushing bare skin.

And every time she closed her eyes, she would see the shutter click.

Hear his voice.

Look at Daddy, baby girl. Show me how small you can be.


Chapter 4: The Negotiation

Sunday morning arrived soft and gray.

No rain today—just a heavy marine layer that kept the loft wrapped in muted light.

The scent of fresh coffee drifted up from the kitchen island, mingling with the buttery warmth of pancakes sizzling on the griddle.

She padded downstairs in bare feet.

Still wearing the oversized sweatshirt from last night.

No shorts this time.

The hem brushed the very tops of her thighs, teasing exposure with every step.

Her hair hung loose and sleep-tousled, a faint mark from the pillow creasing one cheek.

He stood at the stove.

Flipping pancakes with practiced ease.

Wearing only low-slung gray sweatpants.

Bare torso showing the clean lines of muscle earned from years of disciplined mornings at the gym.

Silver threaded through his dark hair like quiet silver wire.

He glanced over his shoulder when he heard her footsteps.

Smiled—small, private.

“Morning, baby girl.”

Voice still rough from sleep.

“Come here.”

She crossed the open space.

Slipped onto one of the bar stools at the island.

Legs dangling.

The sweatshirt rode up just enough that cool air kissed the bare skin between her thighs.

He slid a plate in front of her.

Three golden pancakes stacked high.

Maple syrup already pooling in the center.

A pat of butter melting slow.

She picked up her fork.

But didn’t eat yet.

He leaned against the counter opposite her.

Arms crossed loosely over his chest.

Watching.

“You’ve been quiet since yesterday,” he said.

Not accusing.

Just observing.

She poked at the pancakes.

Syrup clinging to the tines.

“I keep thinking about it,” she admitted.

“The pictures. You with the camera. Me… small.”

He nodded once.

Slow.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

She took a breath.

Set the fork down.

“I want to try. Really try. But I’m scared I’ll freeze. Or look stupid. Or… disappoint you.”

He moved around the island.

Came to stand beside her stool.

One hand rested warm on the back of her neck.

Thumb stroking the fine hairs there.

“You could never disappoint me,” he said quietly.

“Not by being nervous. Not by being small. Not by being anything you are.”

She leaned into his touch.

Eyes closing for a second.

He turned her stool so she faced him fully.

Stepped between her parted knees.

Hands settling on her thighs—high enough that his thumbs brushed the crease where leg met hip.

“Then let’s talk rules,” he said.

“Before anything happens. Before even one test shot.”

She opened her eyes.

Met his gaze.

“Okay.”

“First,” he began.

“Safe word is red. Always. You say it, everything stops. No questions. No hesitation.”

She nodded.

“Second. You pick the outfit. Every piece. If you want the onesie, fine. If you want just knee socks and a t-shirt, fine. If you change your mind mid-shoot and want to put big-girl clothes back on, we do it. No argument.”

Her chest loosened a fraction.

“Third,” he continued.

“The photos stay locked. Password-protected folder on my drive. Never uploaded. Never shown. Not even to me unless you say yes. If you want them deleted after, they’re gone. Forever.”

She swallowed.

The weight of that promise settled warm behind her ribs.

“Fourth,” his voice dropped lower.

“If we go deeper—if you want to be little during the shoot—we talk limits first. No surprises. No pushing past what you’ve said yes to. And if little space makes you wet… makes you ache… we handle that together. But only when you ask.”

Heat rushed to her face.

And lower.

She shifted on the stool.

Bare pussy brushing the cool wood.

Already slick from the quiet authority in his voice.

“Last,” he said.

“We start small today. No camera yet. Just a conversation. And maybe… a little demonstration.”

Her breath caught.

“Demonstration?”

He smiled—slow, deliberate.

Nodded toward the living area.

“Stand up.”

She slid off the stool.

Legs shaky.

He guided her to the sectional.

Sat first.

Pulled her down to straddle his lap.

Sweatshirt riding high.

Her bare folds pressing directly against the soft cotton covering his growing erection.

She whimpered at the contact.

His hands settled on her hips.

Guided her in a slow grind.

Once.

Twice.

“Feel that?” he murmured.

“How hard you make Daddy just talking about this?”

She nodded.

Hips rocking on instinct now.

“Imagine the camera right here.”

He lifted one hand.

Traced a line down her sternum.

Between her breasts.

Lower.

Stopping just above her mound.

“Pointed at your pretty little pussy while you hump my thigh. Catching every slick slide. Every time your clit peeks out. Every drop you leave on my pants.”

She moaned.

Head falling forward onto his shoulder.

“But today,” he said.

“No coming. Not yet. We’re negotiating. Building trust.”

He stilled her hips.

Held her motionless.

Aching.

She whined in protest.

He chuckled low.

Brushed his lips against her ear.

“Tell me your limits,” he said.

“What you want. What you’re scared of. What you need from me to feel safe.”

She took a shaky breath.

Forced the words out.

“I want… to be little. Really little. Onesie. Maybe a paci. Maybe… something thicker between my legs. But I’m scared of wetting. Of it being real. Of you seeing me lose control.”

His arms tightened around her.

Safe.

Possessive.

“Then we start with pull-ups,” he said.

“Something discreet. Something you can feel but not panic over. And if you wet… we handle it. Together. No shame. No punishment unless you ask for it. Just Daddy taking care of his girl.”

She shivered.

Nodded against his neck.

“And I want… to suck my thumb,” she whispered.

“While you take pictures. I want to look at the lens and feel… owned.”

His cock twitched beneath her.

Harder now.

“Fuck, baby,” he breathed.

“Yes. You’ll look at the lens. You’ll suck your thumb. You’ll show Daddy how small and needy you get.”

He lifted her chin.

Kissed her slow.

Deep.

Tongue sliding against hers in lazy claim.

When he pulled back, her lips were swollen.

Eyes glassy.

“Deal?” he asked.

She nodded.

Small.

Certain.

“Deal.”

He smiled.

Brushed his thumb over her bottom lip.

“Good girl.”

His hand slid between them.

Cupped her mound.

Middle finger gliding through slick folds.

Not entering.

Just coating himself in her wetness.

“Tonight,” he said.

“After dinner. We go shopping online. Pick the pull-ups. Pick the onesie. Pick the bows. Then tomorrow… we set up the space. Soft light. Rug. Props. And the day after… first test shots.”

She rocked against his hand.

Desperate.

“Please…”

“Not yet,” he reminded her.

Gently.

Firmly.

“You come when the shutter clicks for the first time. When I tell you how perfect you look spread out for me.”

He withdrew his hand.

Brought glistening fingers to her lips.

“Suck.”

She opened.

Took his fingers into her mouth.

Tasted herself.

Sweet.

Salty.

His eyes darkened.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured.

“Now eat your pancakes. You’re going to need your energy.”

She slid off his lap.

Legs trembling.

Returned to the island.

Sat.

Picked up her fork.

Every bite tasted like anticipation.

Like surrender.

Like the promise of his lens finally seeing her—truly seeing her—small, wet, and utterly his.


Chapter 5: Outfit Planning

The loft felt smaller in the late afternoon light.

Golden sun slanted through the tall windows, catching dust motes in lazy spirals above the sectional.

The rain had stayed away all day, leaving the air crisp and clean.

She sat cross-legged on the rug in the living area.

Laptop balanced on her thighs.

Still in the oversized sweatshirt from morning—no shorts, no panties beneath.

The hem pooled around her hips like a soft blanket.

Her bare pussy pressed against the wool fibers every time she shifted.

Alex sat beside her on the floor.

Back against the sofa.

One arm draped casually behind her shoulders.

He wore the same low gray sweatpants from breakfast.

No shirt.

The silver at his temples gleamed whenever he turned his head toward the screen.

They had eaten a late lunch—grilled cheese and tomato soup, comfort food that made her feel small without trying.

Now the dishes sat forgotten in the sink.

The laptop screen glowed with Pinterest.

She had created a secret board weeks ago.

Never shown it to anyone.

Not even him.

Until today.

She clicked into it.

Heart thudding.

The first pin loaded: a girl in pastel knee socks, oversized hoodie, hair in high pigtails tied with satin bows.

Hugging a large plush bunny.

Caption someone else had written: cozy little vibes.

She glanced sideways at him.

Cheeks already warm.

He studied the image.

Nodded once.

“Pretty. Simple. We could start there.”

She scrolled.

Next: a babydoll dress in blush pink.

Short enough that the hem would barely cover her ass.

White lace trim.

Paired with white ankle socks and Mary Janes.

His hand moved to her thigh.

Thumb stroking slow circles.

High enough that his pinky brushed the crease where leg met body.

“Keep going,” he murmured.

Another pin: a thick, pastel diaper peeking from beneath a short onesie.

Snaps at the crotch.

Animal prints—little bunnies hopping across the front panel.

The girl in the photo sat on her knees, pacifier in mouth, looking up at the camera with wide eyes.

Her breath caught.

Loud in the quiet room.

Alex’s fingers tightened on her thigh.

Not painful.

Possessive.

“You have more like that?” he asked.

Voice low.

She nodded.

Clicked deeper into the board.

A changing mat spread on the floor.

Pastel diapers stacked neatly beside it.

Powder bottle.

Wipes.

A girl lying back, knees to chest, legs spread while unseen hands taped her in.

Heat flooded her core.

She felt herself grow slick against the rug.

He leaned closer.

Chest brushing her shoulder.

Breath warm against her ear.

“Show me the ones you keep coming back to,” he said.

She scrolled to a favorite.

A girl in nothing but a thick white diaper and hair bows.

Lying on her tummy on a fluffy pink rug.

Legs kicked up behind her.

Thumb in mouth.

The diaper visibly puffy between her thighs.

Caption: naptime crinkles.

She stopped scrolling.

Stared.

Alex’s hand slid higher.

Cupped her mound from the front.

Middle finger gliding through her folds.

Finding her already swollen clit.

Circling once.

Slow.

“You like this one,” he observed.

Not a question.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Voice small.

“Why?”

She swallowed.

“Because… it looks safe. And helpless. And… wet.”

His finger pressed firmer.

Not entering.

Just rubbing lazy circles over her clit.

“Tell me more.”

“I want… to feel that bulk. Between my legs. While you take pictures. I want to hear the crinkle when I move. I want you to see how puffy it gets when I’m excited.”

He groaned softly.

Added a second finger.

Slid them along her entrance.

Coating them in her slickness.

“Keep talking.”

She rocked against his hand.

Tiny movements.

Desperate.

“I want… the onesie over it. Snaps at the crotch so you can check me. Powder. Maybe a paci. And… if I wet… I want you to change me. On camera. Or off. But I want to feel taken care of. Owned.”

His fingers slipped inside her.

Two at once.

Slow stretch.

She gasped.

Head falling back against his shoulder.

“Good girl,” he breathed.

“Such a brave little thing telling Daddy exactly what she needs.”

He pumped slowly.

Thumb still on her clit.

Keeping her right on the edge.

“But we start small,” he reminded her.

“First shoot: pull-up. Onesie. Knee socks. Bows. No wetting yet. Just feeling it. Posing. Letting me see how pretty you look taped in for me.”

She whimpered.

Hips chasing his hand.

“And when you’re ready,” he continued.

“We go thicker. We add the paci. We let you grind against my thigh while the padding squishes. We let the camera catch every drop when you finally lose control.”

Her walls clenched around his fingers.

Pleasure spiking.

“Please…”

“Not yet.”

He withdrew.

Brought wet fingers to her lips.

She opened.

Sucked them clean.

Tasting herself again.

He kissed her temple.

Soft.

“Add those to the cart,” he said.

“Pull-ups. The pink onesie with the bunny snaps. Big satin bows. Knee socks. Pacifier—clear one, so I can see your tongue when you suck.”

She reached for the laptop with trembling hands.

Opened a shopping tab.

He watched over her shoulder.

Hand resting warm on her lower back.

“Buy them express,” he murmured.

“They arrive tomorrow. We set up the space the day after. Soft lights. Rug. Props. And then… we shoot.”

She clicked add to cart.

Heart racing.

One by one the items filled the virtual basket.

Thick pull-ups in pastel packaging.

Onesie with embroidered bunny on the chest.

Satin bows in blush and white.

Knee socks with lace trim.

A clear pacifier with a pink shield.

Checkout.

Express shipping.

Confirmation email pinged.

She closed the laptop.

Turned to face him.

He pulled her into his lap.

Straddling him fully this time.

Sweatshirt riding up.

Bare pussy pressed against the hard length beneath his sweatpants.

“You did so good,” he said.

Voice rough with pride.

“So honest. So small.”

She rocked against him.

Needy.

He held her hips still.

Kissed her slow.

Deep.

“Tomorrow they arrive,” he whispered against her mouth.

“The day after… first frames. You in your little outfit. On the rug. Looking up at Daddy’s lens. Showing me how wet just wearing it makes you.”

She moaned into the kiss.

He broke away.

Pressed his forehead to hers.

“But tonight,” he said.

“You sleep in my shirt. No panties. No touching. Dream about the crinkle. About the click of the shutter. About how full and helpless you’ll feel when I finally tape you in.”

She nodded.

Eyes glassy.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He smiled.

Brushed his thumb over her swollen lips.

“That’s my perfect little girl.”

The sun dipped lower.

Golden light turned amber across the rug.

She stayed in his lap.

Aching.

Anticipating.

The packages would arrive tomorrow.

And with them, the beginning of everything she had been too shy to name until now.


Chapter 6: The Nursery Setup

The packages arrived Tuesday afternoon.

Three discreet brown boxes stacked on the doorstep when she got home from the studio.

No labels screaming what was inside—just plain tape and a delivery slip.

She carried them upstairs one by one, heart thudding louder with each trip.

Alex was already in the spare room.

The one they called the office when company came over.

Today the desk had been pushed against the wall.

The floating shelves cleared of books and plants.

A large white backdrop sheet hung from tension rods across one end of the room, turning the corner into a clean, soft void.

He looked up when she entered.

Barefoot on the thick cream rug he had rolled out that morning.

Wearing black joggers and a plain white t-shirt that clung to his shoulders.

Silver at his temples catching the late-afternoon sun slanting through the window.

“Perfect timing,” he said.

Voice calm.

Steady.

She set the last box down beside the others.

Fingers trembling slightly on the cardboard.

He crossed the room.

Cupped her face in both hands.

Kissed her forehead.

Long.

Lingering.

“You did good ordering them,” he murmured.

“Now we make the space feel safe.”

She nodded against his lips.

He stepped back.

Gestured to the rug.

“Sit. Watch.”

She lowered herself to the floor.

Cross-legged.

Sweatshirt pooling around her hips again.

Bare beneath.

He moved with quiet purpose.

First the ring light—tall stand, soft white glow dialed low.

Positioned it at an angle to the backdrop so it would wrap her in even, flattering light.

No harsh shadows.

No glare.

Next, props.

The oversized plush bunny from under their bed—cream fur, floppy ears, black button eyes.

He set it against the backdrop.

Then a smaller teddy bear in pastel blue.

A stack of soft pastel blankets folded neatly to one side.

A changing mat rolled out flat near the edge of the rug—waterproof vinyl on one side, soft fleece on the other.

In pale pink.

She watched every movement.

Breath shallow.

The sight of the mat alone made her core clench.

He noticed.

“Too much?” he asked.

Pausing with the powder bottle in hand.

She shook her head.

“No. Just… real now.”

He smiled—small, reassuring.

Set the bottle beside the mat.

Added wipes.

A fresh pack of the thick pull-ups they had chosen.

Pastel pink packaging with tiny animal prints along the waistband.

He opened one box.

Pulled out the onesie.

Soft cotton.

Blush pink.

Bunny embroidery on the chest.

Three snaps at the crotch.

Short sleeves.

Legs ending mid-thigh.

He held it up.

“Let me see you in this later. After we finish setting up.”

Her thighs pressed together.

Nodded.

He folded it carefully.

Laid it on the changing mat like an offering.

Next box: knee socks.

White with lace trim at the top.

Satin bows in blush and cream.

A clear pacifier with a pink shield.

He arranged them in a neat row beside the onesie.

Like a still life waiting to be photographed.

Last box: the pull-ups.

He tore the package open.

Took one out.

Held it between two fingers.

Thick padding.

Soft inner lining.

Crinkly plastic outer layer.

He brought it to her.

Knelt in front of her on the rug.

“Touch it.”

She reached out.

Fingertips brushing the front panel.

Smooth.

Puffy.

“Feel how thick?” he asked.

Voice low.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He pressed it gently against her bare mound.

Let her feel the bulk through the sweatshirt hem.

The faint crinkle when he shifted it.

“This is what you’ll wear first,” he said.

“Under the onesie. So you feel full. Protected. Small. But still able to move. Still able to pose.”

She whimpered.

Hips tilting forward instinctively.

He pulled the pull-up away.

Set it back with the others.

“Not yet,” he reminded her.

“Tonight we practice. Tomorrow we shoot.”

He stood.

Offered his hand.

She took it.

Let him pull her up.

He guided her to the center of the rug.

Positioned her facing the backdrop.

Hands on her shoulders.

“Close your eyes.”

She did.

“Imagine the shutter. The click. Me circling you. Telling you to arch your back. Spread your knees. Look at the lens while you suck your thumb. Let me see how the padding pushes your thighs apart. How your pussy lips peek out when the onesie rides up.”

Her breath came faster.

Knees trembling.

He stepped behind her.

Arms wrapping around her waist.

One hand sliding under the sweatshirt.

Cupping her breast.

Thumb circling her nipple until it hardened.

The other hand drifted lower.

Found her clit.

Rubbed slow.

Firm.

“Tomorrow,” he whispered against her ear.

“You’ll be taped in. Crinkling with every pose. Wetting the padding just from my voice. And I’ll capture it all. Every blush. Every shiver. Every time you leak for Daddy.”

She moaned.

Hips rocking against his hand.

He edged her there—right on the brink—then stopped.

Withdrew both hands.

Left her panting.

“Bed,” he said.

Voice rough now.

“Go put on my t-shirt. Nothing else. Lie down. No touching.”

She nodded.

Legs unsteady as she left the room.

Behind her, he finished the setup.

Adjusted the ring light one last time.

Stepped back.

Looked at the soft corner he had built.

A nursery.

A stage.

A safe place for her to be completely his.

Tomorrow the camera would come out.

Tomorrow the first click.

Tonight she would lie awake in his shirt.

Aching.

Imagining the sound of tapes ripping open.

The weight of padding between her legs.

His lens trained on her smallest self.

She climbed into bed.

Pulled his t-shirt over her head.

The scent of him wrapped around her like arms.

Downstairs, the loft was quiet.

The nursery waited.

And somewhere deep inside her, the anticipation coiled tighter.

Ready to unravel frame by frame.


Chapter 7: First Test Shots (Clothed)

The loft smelled faintly of fresh linen and the vanilla candle he had lit to soften the air.

Morning light poured through the tall windows in clean, pale beams.

No rain today—just crisp winter sun that made the white backdrop glow almost too bright.

She stood in the doorway of the spare room.

Bare feet on the cool hardwood threshold.

Still in his t-shirt from the night before.

The hem skimmed mid-thigh.

No panties.

No bra.

Just skin and cotton and the nervous flutter low in her belly.

Alex was already inside.

Camera slung around his neck on its black strap.

The new fifty-millimeter lens attached.

He wore dark jeans and a plain gray t-shirt.

Sleeves pushed to his elbows.

Silver at his temples catching the light as he adjusted the ring light one last degree.

He looked up.

Saw her hesitation.

“Come in, baby girl.”

Voice low.

Calm.

No rush.

She stepped onto the rug.

The cream wool plush beneath her toes.

The plush bunny waited against the backdrop.

The teddy bear beside it.

The changing mat rolled neatly to one side—still untouched.

He set the camera on its tripod for now.

Crossed to her.

Cupped her face in both hands.

“First rule today,” he said.

“Anything feels wrong, you say red. We stop. No questions.”

She nodded.

“Second. We start easy. Clothes on. Just you being pretty. No pressure to strip. No padding yet.”

Her shoulders eased a fraction.

He kissed her forehead.

Lingering.

“Get dressed for me.”

She turned to the neatly arranged pile on the changing mat.

Picked up the babydoll dress first—soft white cotton with delicate lace trim at the hem and neckline.

Short sleeves.

Hem that would barely cover the tops of her thighs.

She slipped out of his t-shirt.

Let it fall to the rug.

Naked for a moment in the soft light.

Skin prickling.

He watched.

Not moving.

Just looking.

Eyes dark with quiet hunger.

She stepped into the dress.

Pulled it over her head.

The fabric whispered against her skin.

Settled loose around her body.

The hem floated just below her ass—high enough that a bend or stretch would flash everything beneath.

Next, the white ankle socks.

Pulled them on slowly.

Lace trim hugging her calves.

Then the hair bows.

Two large satin ones in blush pink.

She gathered her dark blonde hair into high pigtails.

Tied each with a bow.

The ribbons trailed long down her back.

She turned to face him.

Hands clasped in front of her.

Cheeks already flushed.

He exhaled slowly.

“Fuck. Look at you.”

She smiled—small.

Shy.

He picked up the camera.

No tripod this time.

Handheld.

Intimate.

“Sit on the rug. Criss-cross applesauce. Hug the bunny.”

She obeyed.

Lowered herself.

The dress rode up slightly.

Bare thighs against wool.

She pulled the plush bunny into her lap.

Arms wrapped around it.

Chin resting on its floppy ear.

He knelt in front of her.

Brought the viewfinder to his eye.

“Eyes on me, baby.”

She looked up.

Met the lens.

Click.

The shutter sound was soft.

Almost gentle.

“Perfect. Now lie on your tummy. Kick your feet up behind you. Look back over your shoulder.”

She stretched out.

Dress riding higher.

The lace hem barely covering her ass now.

She bent her knees.

Feet kicking lazily in the air.

Pigtails spilling across the rug.

Click.

Click.

He circled her slowly.

Low angles.

Close-ups of her face.

The way her lips parted slightly.

The faint blush creeping down her neck.

“Thumb in your mouth,” he said.

Voice rougher now.

She hesitated.

Then brought her thumb to her lips.

Sucked gently.

Eyes wide.

Innocent.

Click.

The sound sent a shiver through her.

Heat pooling between her thighs.

He lowered the camera for a moment.

Knelt beside her.

Brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“You’re doing so good,” he murmured.

“So pretty. So small.”

She whimpered around her thumb.

He stood again.

Adjusted the ring light.

Softened the glow.

“On your back now. Knees up. Hug the teddy to your chest.”

She rolled over.

Dress pooling at her waist.

Bare pussy exposed for a heartbeat before she tugged the hem down.

He noticed.

Smiled faintly.

“Leave it,” he said quietly.

“Just a little. Let me see how wet you’re getting already.”

She froze.

Then relaxed her grip.

The lace hem stayed high.

Thighs parted slightly.

The slick shine between them visible in the soft light.

Click.

He moved closer.

Lens inches from her face.

Then lower.

Tracing the line of her body.

The curve of her breast beneath cotton.

The rise of her mound.

The damp spot beginning to darken the rug beneath her.

“Spread your knees a little more,” he instructed.

“Show Daddy how needy his little girl is.”

She obeyed.

Knees falling open.

Dress no longer hiding anything.

He took the shot.

Then another.

Close enough that she could hear the faint whir of the focus motor.

“Good girl,” he breathed.

“Such a good girl for the camera.”

She moaned softly.

Thumb still in her mouth.

Hips shifting.

Seeking friction against nothing.

He set the camera on the tripod.

Set the timer.

Ten seconds.

Walked to her.

Knelt between her parted thighs.

His hands settled on her knees.

Pushed them wider.

“Look at the lens,” he said.

“Keep sucking your thumb. Let it click while Daddy touches you.”

The shutter fired.

Again.

Again.

His fingers traced the inside of her thigh.

Higher.

Brushed the slick folds of her pussy.

Light.

Teasing.

She gasped around her thumb.

He rubbed slow circles over her clit.

Not entering.

Just enough to make her hips buck.

Click.

Click.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

“So fucking beautiful like this. All dressed up and dripping for me.”

She whimpered.

Eyes glassy.

Locked on the lens.

He leaned down.

Pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

Then higher.

Tongue flicking once over her clit.

She cried out.

Soft.

Broken.

He pulled back.

Stood.

“Break,” he said.

Voice thick.

“We’ll pick up after some water. And juice. And cuddles.”

She nodded.

Legs trembling as he helped her sit up.

He pulled her into his lap on the rug.

Arms around her.

Rocking gently.

“You were perfect,” he whispered against her hair.

“First real shots. And you gave me everything.”

She buried her face in his neck.

Still flushed.

Still aching.

“Tomorrow,” he promised.

“We add the pull-up. The onesie. The real little space.”

She shivered.

Nodded.

For now, she stayed in his arms.

The camera quiet on its tripod.

The first frames already captured.

Proof of how small and wet she could be.

Just for him.


Chapter 8: The Reveal

The spare room felt different the next morning.

The ring light hummed softly on its stand.

The white backdrop sheet caught the pale winter sun and diffused it into a gentle, even glow.

The plush bunny and teddy sat waiting against the wall like silent witnesses.

She stood in the center of the rug.

Still in the babydoll dress from yesterday’s test shots.

Ankle socks.

Pigtails with satin bows.

But the hem felt shorter now.

The air cooler against her bare skin beneath.

Alex knelt beside the changing mat.

He had unrolled it fully this time.

The soft fleece side up.

A fresh pull-up rested on top—pastel pink, animal prints scattered across the front panel.

The onesie folded neatly beside it.

The clear pacifier waited last in line.

He looked up at her.

Camera resting on the tripod nearby.

Not yet in his hands.

“Come here, baby girl.”

She stepped forward.

Legs unsteady.

The rug fibers tickled her soles.

He reached for the hem of her dress.

Slid it slowly up her thighs.

Over her hips.

Past her waist.

“Arms up.”

She lifted them.

The fabric whispered over her head.

Then fell to the mat in a soft heap.

Naked now except for the socks and bows.

Skin prickling in the cool air.

Nipples tightening.

A faint slickness already gathering between her thighs.

He studied her for a long moment.

Eyes tracing every curve.

Every flush.

“Beautiful,” he said quietly.

“Lie down for me. On your back.”

She lowered herself to the mat.

The fleece warm against her spine.

Knees bent.

Feet flat.

He picked up the pull-up.

Held it open between his fingers.

Let her see the thickness.

The soft inner lining.

The faint crinkle when he shook it lightly.

“This is going on you now,” he said.

“First layer. Just to feel it. Just to start small.”

She swallowed.

Nodded.

He lifted her hips with one hand beneath her lower back.

Slid the pull-up underneath.

The padding cool against her ass at first.

Then warm as her body heat met it.

He brought the front panel up between her thighs.

The bulk immediately noticeable.

Pushing her legs slightly apart.

The animal prints stretched across her mound.

He taped one side.

Then the other.

Firm.

Secure.

The crinkle was louder than she expected.

Every small shift echoed.

She whimpered.

The sound small and involuntary.

He smoothed the waistband.

Ran his palm over the front panel.

Pressing gently.

Letting her feel how the padding molded to her shape.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“Full,” she whispered.

“Thick. Safe. And… embarrassing.”

“Good.”

His thumb brushed the front again.

Slower this time.

Circling where her clit pressed against the soft inner layer.

“You’re allowed to be embarrassed. It makes you wetter. Doesn’t it?”

She nodded.

Hips lifting into his touch.

He leaned down.

Pressed a kiss to the padded mound.

Through the plastic.

The crinkle sharp against her skin.

Then he reached for the onesie.

Blush pink.

Bunny embroidery smiling up from the chest.

“Arms up again.”

She obeyed.

He slipped the onesie over her head.

Guided her arms through the short sleeves.

Pulled it down her body.

The fabric stretched over the bulk of the pull-up.

Snug.

Accentuating the puffiness between her legs.

He snapped the crotch closed.

Three snaps.

Each one clicking into place like a tiny lock.

The padding now trapped.

Visible outline beneath the cotton.

Every movement made the onesie pull tighter.

Made the crinkle louder.

He helped her sit up.

Then stand.

She shifted her weight.

The bulk forced her thighs apart.

A constant reminder.

He stepped back.

Looked at her.

Really looked.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“You’re perfect like this.”

Her face burned.

But she didn’t look away.

He picked up the pacifier.

Held it to her lips.

“Open.”

She parted her mouth.

He slipped the nipple inside.

The clear shield pressed against her lips.

She sucked instinctively.

Soft.

Rhythmic.

His eyes darkened.

“On the rug,” he said.

“Sit criss-cross. Hug the bunny. Look at me.”

She lowered herself carefully.

The padding squished audibly when she settled.

She pulled the plush bunny into her lap.

Arms wrapped tight.

Pacifier bobbing gently as she sucked.

He lifted the camera.

Brought it to his eye.

“Eyes on the lens, baby.”

She looked up.

Met the black circle of the aperture.

Click.

The sound sent a jolt straight to her core.

She felt herself leak a little.

A warm trickle absorbed instantly by the padding.

He circled her.

Low shots.

Close-ups of her face.

The way her cheeks hollowed around the pacifier.

The faint blush spreading down her neck.

“Lie on your tummy now. Legs kicked up. Show me the back of the onesie.”

She rolled over.

The padding pressed firmly against her clit.

She arched her back slightly.

Ass lifted.

The onesie stretched tight over the bulk.

Click.

Click.

He moved behind her.

Lens low.

Capturing the outline of the pull-up beneath cotton.

The way the snaps pulled taut.

“Spread your knees a little,” he instructed.

“Let Daddy see how puffy you are.”

She obeyed.

Thighs parting.

The crinkle louder.

Another small spurt of wetness soaked into the padding.

He groaned softly.

Set the camera on timer.

Stepped closer.

Knelt between her spread legs.

Hands on her hips.

Thumbs pressing into the padded mound from behind.

“You’re wetting already,” he murmured.

“Just from posing. Just from the camera watching.”

She whimpered around the pacifier.

Nodded.

His fingers traced the snaps.

Popped one open.

Then another.

The crotch fell away.

Cool air kissed the damp pull-up.

He rubbed the front panel through the thin plastic.

Slow circles over her clit.

The padding squished.

Wet sounds mixing with crinkles.

“Look back at the lens,” he said.

“Keep sucking. Let it click while Daddy teases his little girl.”

The shutter fired.

Again.

Again.

She rocked against his hand.

Desperate.

Helpless.

He leaned down.

Mouth against her ear.

“Such a good baby. Soaked already and we’ve barely started. Tomorrow we go thicker. We add powder. We let you grind until you soak through. And every frame will show how completely mine you are.”

She moaned.

Long.

Broken.

He snapped the crotch closed again.

Helped her sit up.

Pulled her into his lap.

The camera kept clicking on timer.

Capturing empty frames now.

While he rocked her gently.

Whispered praise against her hair.

“You’re doing so beautifully,” he said.

“My perfect little model. All taped in. All wet for Daddy.”

She clung to him.

Pacifier still in her mouth.

Padding warm and heavy between her legs.

Tomorrow would bring more.

Thicker.

Messier.

More exposed.

But for now, she stayed in his arms.

The shutter quiet at last.

The first real reveal captured forever.

Proof of her surrender.

Frame by frame.


Chapter 9: Diapered Innocence

The ring light cast a soft, even halo across the rug the following afternoon.

Winter sun had retreated behind clouds again, but the room stayed warm—heated by the low hum of the light and the quiet anticipation hanging between them.

She stood in the center of the setup.

Now in nothing but the thick pull-up and the blush-pink onesie from yesterday.

Snaps still securely fastened at the crotch.

The padding visibly puffy beneath the cotton.

White knee socks hugged her calves.

Satin bows tied her dark blonde hair into high pigtails.

The clear pacifier dangled from a short ribbon clipped to the onesie collar.

Alex knelt a few feet away.

Camera in hand this time.

No tripod.

He wanted the freedom to move.

To circle.

To get close.

He had already taken a few frames of her standing—arms at her sides, looking shyly at the lens.

Then sitting criss-cross, knees wide enough that the bulk of the pull-up showed clearly through the onesie.

Now he wanted more.

“On your knees, baby girl,” he said.

Voice low.

Steady.

“Hands on the rug in front of you. Back arched a little. Look back over your shoulder.”

She lowered herself slowly.

The padding compressed with a soft crinkle as her knees met the wool.

She planted her palms.

Arched her spine just enough to lift her ass.

The onesie stretched tight over the swollen pull-up.

The outline unmistakable.

She turned her head.

Pigtails swinging.

Met the lens over her shoulder.

Pacifier still in her mouth.

Sucking gently.

Click.

He moved to the side.

Lowered himself to one knee.

Lens angled up slightly.

Capturing the curve of her back.

The way the padding forced her thighs apart.

The faint damp spot beginning to darken the front panel beneath the snaps.

“Such a pretty view,” he murmured.

“Show me more. Spread your knees wider.”

She shifted.

Knees sliding apart on the rug.

The pull-up crinkled louder.

Another small leak escaped—warm, sudden.

Absorbed instantly into the thick core.

She whimpered around the pacifier.

The sound muffled.

Helpless.

He groaned softly.

“Fuck. You’re already wetting again. Just from posing. Just from knowing Daddy’s watching through the lens.”

He circled behind her.

Close now.

The camera inches from the padded mound.

Click.

Click.

“Arch higher,” he instructed.

“Push that soaked little bottom toward me.”

She obeyed.

Back dipping deeper.

Ass lifting.

The onesie pulled so taut the snaps strained.

He reached out with his free hand.

Pressed his palm flat against the front panel through the cotton.

Felt the warmth.

The squish.

“You feel that?” he asked.

“How full you are already? How the padding’s starting to swell?”

She nodded.

Eyes glassy.

Hips rocking back against his hand without permission.

He rubbed slow circles.

The wet plastic crinkling under his fingers.

Pushing the soaked lining against her clit.

Click.

The shutter caught her face mid-moan.

“Turn around,” he said.

“Sit on your bottom. Legs spread. Knees up. Hug the bunny again.”

She rolled carefully.

Sat.

The padding squelched audibly when her ass met the rug.

She pulled the plush bunny tight to her chest.

Knees falling open.

Onesie stretched across the puffy, damp front.

Pacifier bobbing as she sucked harder.

Seeking comfort.

He knelt between her parted thighs.

Lens low.

Close enough that she could see the focus ring turning.

“Look at the camera,” he said.

“Let Daddy see your eyes while you suck. Let him see how small and needy you look with your diaper all wet.”

She stared into the lens.

Cheeks hollowed around the nipple.

A soft whine escaped.

Click.

He set the camera aside for a moment.

Reached for the snaps.

Popped them open one by one.

Slow.

Deliberate.

The crotch flap fell away.

Cool air kissed the soaked pull-up.

The animal prints distorted slightly where the wetness had spread.

He smoothed his hand over the front again.

Directly on the plastic now.

No barrier but the thin layer.

She gasped.

Hips bucking.

“Shh,” he soothed.

“Just feeling it. Just letting Daddy check how messy his little girl got.”

His fingers pressed firmer.

Rubbed the soaked padding in slow, firm strokes.

The squish audible.

The crinkle constant.

“You’re dripping through,” he observed.

Voice thick.

“But the pull-up’s holding. For now.”

She rocked against his hand.

Desperate.

The plush bunny crushed between them.

He picked up the camera again.

One-handed.

Kept rubbing with the other.

“Keep looking at the lens,” he said.

“Suck harder. Show me how much you love being padded and teased.”

Click.

Click.

The shutter caught every tremor.

Every flutter of her lashes.

Every time her hips jerked when his thumb found her clit through the wet bulk.

He leaned in.

Mouth close to her ear.

“Tomorrow we go thicker,” he whispered.

“Real diapers. Tapes. Powder. No pull-up escape. And when you soak… we change you. Right here. On camera. While you suck your paci and call me Daddy.”

She moaned long and low.

The sound vibrating around the pacifier.

He pulled his hand away.

Snapped the crotch closed again.

Helped her lie back on the rug.

Knees still up.

Legs spread.

One final series of shots.

Her on her back.

Bunny hugged to her chest.

Onesie outlining the swollen, wet padding.

Pacifier in mouth.

Eyes locked on the lens.

Click.

He lowered the camera.

Set it carefully on the tripod.

Then he gathered her into his arms.

Lifted her off the mat.

Carried her to the sectional in the main room.

Settled with her in his lap.

Rocking gently.

“You were incredible,” he murmured against her hair.

“So brave. So small. So perfectly wet for me.”

She clung to him.

Pacifier still in place.

Padding warm and heavy against his thigh.

He kissed her temple.

Then the corner of her mouth around the nipple.

“Rest now,” he said.

“We’ll change you soon. Clean you up. But first… let me hold my soaked little girl a while longer.”

She nodded.

Nuzzled into his neck.

The crinkle soft with every breath.

The camera waited in the other room.

Frames full of her surrender.

Tomorrow the thickness would increase.

Tomorrow the real regression would begin.

But for this moment, she stayed cradled in his lap.

Safe.

Owned.

Completely his.


Chapter 10: Warming Up

The spare room had become their private world by midday.

The ring light stayed on low, bathing everything in a gentle, flattering glow.

The rug felt softer now from repeated kneeling.

The plush bunny and teddy had been moved to the side, no longer props but silent companions watching every shift, every pose.

She knelt in the center of the frame.

The blush-pink onesie still hugged her body.

The pull-up beneath had swollen noticeably overnight and through the morning’s gentle warm-up shots.

The animal prints stretched across the front panel.

A visible wet patch darkened the padding where it pressed most insistently against her clit.

Alex stood a few feet away.

Camera in hand again.

Lens trained on her.

“Hands behind your back,” he said.

“Chest out. Look up at me.”

She obeyed.

Shoulders pulling back.

The onesie stretched tighter across her breasts.

Nipples peaked beneath cotton.

Pigtails swayed as she tilted her head.

Pacifier still clipped to the ribbon at her collar, swaying gently.

Click.

He stepped closer.

Lowered the camera slightly.

Studied her face.

“You’re breathing faster,” he observed.

“Tell me why.”

She swallowed.

The pacifier bobbed with the motion.

“Because… I can feel it,” she whispered.

“The wet part. Every time I move it squishes. And the bulk pushes right against me. And you’re looking.”

He nodded.

Satisfied.

“Good. That’s exactly what I want you to feel.”

He circled her slowly.

Lens low.

Capturing the side profile.

The curve of her spine.

The way the padding forced her thighs to part even when she tried to close them.

“Arms up now,” he instructed.

“Stretch like you just woke from a nap.”

She lifted both arms high.

Back arching.

Onesie riding up.

The hem exposing more of the swollen pull-up.

The wet spot more pronounced in the light.

Click.

Click.

The stretch pulled the snaps taut.

A fresh trickle escaped.

Warm.

Immediate.

Soaked into the already heavy core.

She gasped.

Small sound muffled by the pacifier she had slipped into her mouth without being told.

He noticed immediately.

“Another leak,” he said.

Voice rough with approval.

“Just from stretching for Daddy. You’re so responsive now. So conditioned to the camera.”

She whimpered.

Hips shifting.

The squish audible even from where he stood.

He knelt in front of her.

Set the camera on the tripod.

Timer set to five seconds.

“Spread your knees wider,” he said.

“Show me the front. Let the lens see how puffy and dark the padding’s gotten.”

She parted her thighs.

The pull-up crinkled loudly.

The wet patch spread further.

Animal prints distorted by the swell.

Click.

Click.

He reached out.

Palm flat against the soaked front panel.

Pressed gently.

Felt the warmth through plastic and cotton.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured.

“Feel how warm it is? How heavy?”

She nodded.

Eyes glassy.

Hips rocking forward into his hand.

He rubbed slow circles.

The padding squishing with every pass.

Pushing the wet lining firmly against her swollen clit.

She moaned around the pacifier.

Long.

Needy.

He kept the rhythm steady.

Not fast enough to finish her.

Just enough to keep her teetering.

“Look at the lens,” he said.

“Keep sucking. Let it click while Daddy rubs his soaked little girl.”

The timer fired.

Again.

Again.

Each shot captured her flushed face.

The way her lashes fluttered.

The way her hips chased his hand.

The dark, swollen outline beneath the onesie.

He finally pulled his hand away.

Snaps still closed.

Padding trapped.

“On your back now,” he said.

“Knees to chest. Hold them there. Let Daddy see everything.”

She lay back.

Drew her knees up.

Hands behind her thighs.

Holding herself open.

The onesie pulled tight.

The wet pull-up fully exposed.

The front panel darkened almost to the waistband now.

The bulk pushed outward.

Puffy.

Obscene in its innocence.

He picked up the camera again.

Knelt between her raised legs.

Lens close.

Intimate.

Click.

“Such a messy baby,” he whispered.

“Wetting yourself over and over just because Daddy’s watching. Just because the padding feels so good against your little clit.”

She rocked her hips.

Tiny movements.

Seeking more friction.

He set the camera aside.

Leaned down.

Pressed his mouth to the soaked front panel.

Through the plastic.

Through the cotton.

She cried out.

Muffled by the pacifier.

He licked slow.

Tasting nothing but the faint plastic and her heat through layers.

But the pressure.

The warmth of his tongue.

Pushed the wet padding harder against her.

She bucked.

Whimpered.

Close.

So close.

He pulled back.

Eyes dark.

Breath ragged.

“Not yet,” he said.

Voice thick.

“You come tomorrow. When the real diaper’s on. When the powder’s dusted over your skin. When I’ve taped you so tight you can’t move without crinkling. When the lens catches the moment you finally lose it completely.”

She whined.

Frustrated.

Aching.

He helped her sit up.

Pulled her into his lap on the rug.

Arms around her.

Rocking slowly.

The wet padding pressed against his thigh.

Warm.

Heavy.

“You’re doing so perfectly,” he murmured against her hair.

“My brave little girl. All padded and soaked and still begging with your eyes.”

She nuzzled into his neck.

Pacifier still in place.

Sucking for comfort now.

He kissed her temple.

Then the corner of her mouth.

“Rest a minute,” he said.

“Then we do one more set. Standing this time. Hands behind your head. Let me see how the wetness shows from every angle.”

She nodded.

Small.

Eager despite the ache.

The camera waited on its tripod.

Timer ready.

Tomorrow the thickness would double.

Tomorrow powder.

Tapes.

No escape.

But today she stayed in his arms.

Wet.

Small.

Completely his.

And every crinkle reminded her how close she was to breaking for him.

Frame by frame.


Chapter 11: The Thumb-Sucking Directive

The afternoon light had softened to a pale gold by the time they returned to the spare room.

The ring light stayed on, its glow now familiar, almost comforting.

The rug bore faint indentations from earlier poses.

The plush bunny waited against the backdrop, ears flopped sideways.

She stood in the center again.

Onesie still on.

The pull-up beneath had grown heavier with each small leak during the last set.

The padding sagged slightly between her thighs now.

Every step produced a soft, wet squish that made her cheeks burn.

Alex adjusted the camera on its tripod.

Set the timer to ten seconds.

Stepped back.

Eyes locked on her.

“Kneel,” he said.

“Hands on your thighs. Palms up. Look straight at the lens.”

She lowered herself carefully.

The padding compressed with a loud crinkle.

She settled onto her heels.

Hands resting open on her thighs.

Pigtails framing her flushed face.

He walked behind the tripod.

Looked through the viewfinder.

Adjusted the focus.

“Pop the pacifier in,” he instructed.

“Suck gently. Slow. Like you’re soothing yourself.”

She reached for the ribbon at her collar.

Unclipped the clear pacifier.

Brought the nipple to her lips.

Slipped it inside.

Sucked once.

Twice.

Rhythmic.

Soft hollows forming in her cheeks.

Click.

The shutter caught the first frame: wide eyes above the shield, lips pursed around the silicone, blush spreading down her neck.

“Perfect,” he murmured.

“Now take it out. Replace it with your thumb.”

She pulled the pacifier free with a soft pop.

The ribbon dangled against her chest.

She brought her right thumb to her mouth.

Pressed it between her lips.

Sucked slowly.

Deeper this time.

The motion instinctive.

Click.

He moved the tripod slightly.

Closer angle.

Lens trained on her face.

“Keep sucking,” he said.

“Eyes on me. Let Daddy see how small you feel right now.”

She stared into the aperture.

Thumb sliding in and out between her lips.

Saliva glistening at the corner of her mouth.

The wet pull-up squished faintly when she shifted her weight.

Click.

Click.

He left the tripod.

Knelt in front of her.

Close enough that his knees brushed hers.

“Lean forward a little,” he said.

“Chest out. Keep the thumb in.”

She obeyed.

The onesie pulled tighter across her breasts.

Nipples visible through cotton.

Thumb still deep in her mouth.

His free hand rested on her thigh.

High.

Thumb brushing the edge of the soaked padding through the onesie.

She whimpered around her thumb.

The sound muffled.

Vibrating.

He traced the seam where plastic met skin.

Then higher.

Pressed the flat of his palm against the front panel again.

Felt the heat.

The swell.

The wetness that had spread almost to the leg cuffs.

“You’re dripping so much,” he whispered.

“Just from sucking your thumb for the camera. Just from knowing I’m watching every little movement of your tongue.”

She nodded.

Eyes glassy.

Hips rocking forward into his hand.

He rubbed slow.

Firm circles over the wet bulk.

The squish louder now.

The crinkle constant.

“Keep sucking,” he reminded her.

“Don’t stop. Let the lens catch how desperate your mouth looks while Daddy teases your soaked diaper pussy.”

The timer fired again.

Capturing her arched back.

The thumb sliding deeper.

The way her lashes fluttered when his thumb pressed directly over her clit through layers of padding.

She moaned long and low.

The sound trapped around her thumb.

He leaned closer.

Mouth against her ear.

“Such a good little girl,” he breathed.

“Sucking your thumb like a proper baby while you leak for me. While the camera records how wet and helpless you get just from being watched.”

His fingers slipped beneath the leg cuff.

Not inside the pull-up.

Just under the edge.

Brushing bare, slick skin.

She bucked.

Thumb slipping deeper.

Eyes rolling back for a heartbeat.

He withdrew his hand.

Returned to the front panel.

Rubbed harder.

Faster.

The wet sounds mixed with crinkles.

Her breathing turned ragged around her thumb.

“Look at the lens,” he ordered.

“Keep sucking. Show Daddy how close you are.”

She forced her eyes open.

Stared into the black circle.

Sucked harder.

Hips grinding against his palm.

Click.

Click.

He slowed his circles.

Edged her mercilessly.

Kept her hovering.

“Not yet,” he said.

Voice rough.

“You come tomorrow. When the real diaper’s taped on tight. When powder dusts your skin. When I’ve got you grinding on my thigh and the padding’s soaked through and the lens catches every shudder.”

She whined.

Frustrated.

Thumb trembling between her lips.

He pulled his hand away completely.

Helped her sit back on her heels.

The padding squelched again.

“Open,” he said.

She parted her lips.

He slipped his wet fingers inside.

Let her taste herself on his skin.

She sucked eagerly.

Tongue swirling.

Cleaning every drop.

He groaned low in his throat.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

“So obedient. So small.”

He withdrew his fingers.

Wiped them on the hem of her onesie.

“Stand up,” he said.

“We’re doing one more set. Standing. Hands behind your head. Legs apart. Let me capture how the wetness shows from the front.”

She rose on shaky legs.

The heavy pull-up sagged between her thighs.

Every movement made it shift.

Made her clit throb.

Hands behind her head.

Elbows wide.

Chest thrust forward.

He adjusted the camera.

Stepped back.

“Spread wider,” he said.

“Let Daddy see the dark patch. Let him see how full and messy his little girl is.”

She parted her feet.

The padding pulled taut.

The wet spot unmistakable now—dark pink against pastel.

Click.

He circled her.

Low shots.

Side angles.

Close-ups of the soaked front panel.

“Arch your back,” he instructed.

“Push that soaked diaper toward the lens.”

She did.

Hips forward.

The crinkle loud in the quiet room.

Click.

He returned to her.

Knelt again.

Pressed his palm flat against the front one last time.

“Feel how heavy you are,” he whispered.

“How close to leaking through. How ready for a real change.”

She nodded.

Thumb still in her mouth.

Eyes pleading.

He stood.

Turned off the timer.

Lowered the camera.

“Enough for today,” he said.

“Come here.”

He pulled her into his arms.

Held her against his chest.

Rocked her gently on the rug.

“You were exquisite,” he murmured.

“My perfect thumb-sucking baby. All wet and needy and still so good for Daddy.”

She clung to him.

Pacifier dangling forgotten from its ribbon.

Thumb resting against her lower lip now.

He kissed her forehead.

Then her cheek.

Then the corner of her mouth.

“Tomorrow,” he promised.

“Thicker padding. Powder. Tapes. Spanking over the diaper. Grinding until you soak through. And the camera will catch every second of it.”

She shivered in his arms.

Aching.

Anticipating.

For now she stayed pressed to him.

The wet pull-up warm against his thigh.

The room quiet except for their breathing.

Tomorrow the real regression would deepen.

Tomorrow she would be changed.

Tomorrow she would come.

But today she let him hold her.

Thumb-sucking.

Soaked.

Completely his.


Chapter 12: Spreading & Exposure

The ring light burned steady into the late afternoon.

Shadows had lengthened across the rug, but the soft white glow kept the corner bright, intimate, almost clinical in its focus.

The plush bunny lay forgotten against the backdrop.

The changing mat waited nearby, still rolled but ready.

She stood in the center of the frame.

Onesie unsnapped at the crotch now.

Flap hanging open.

The pull-up beneath sagged heavily between her thighs.

The front panel dark and swollen.

Animal prints warped by the wetness that had spread steadily through every pose, every rub, every click of the shutter.

Alex adjusted the tripod one last time.

Camera low.

Lens pointed upward from a kneeling position.

He looked up at her through the viewfinder first, then set it to timer.

“Lie down,” he said.

“On your back. Knees up. Feet flat on the rug.”

She lowered herself slowly.

The padding squelched when her ass met the wool.

She drew her knees toward her chest.

Feet planted wide.

The open crotch of the onesie framed the soaked pull-up perfectly.

Leg cuffs strained against the swell.

He knelt between her parted thighs.

Hands resting on her knees.

Pushing them wider.

Exposing her completely.

“Look at the lens,” he instructed.

“Arms above your head. Hold the position. Let Daddy see how spread you are. How wet the padding’s gotten right where your little clit is pressing.”

She stretched her arms overhead.

Fingers interlaced.

Back arching slightly.

The onesie rode up further.

The wet front panel of the pull-up now fully on display—dark pink, almost translucent in places where the saturation had peaked.

Click.

The shutter fired.

Timer set to five seconds.

Again.

Again.

He reached out.

Traced the leg cuff with one finger.

Slid it beneath the elastic just enough to feel bare, slick skin.

Then withdrew.

“You’re leaking past the gathers,” he observed.

Voice low.

Thick with approval.

“A few drops on the rug already. But the core’s still holding. For now.”

She whimpered.

Hips lifting.

Seeking more contact.

He pressed his palm flat against the soaked front.

Fingers splayed.

Rubbed in slow, deliberate circles.

The squish loud in the quiet room.

The crinkle constant beneath.

“Feel that?” he murmured.

“How the wetness shifts every time I move my hand. How it pushes right against your swollen clit. How close you are to soaking through completely.”

She nodded.

Breath ragged.

Eyes locked on the lens above his shoulder.

Click.

He leaned closer.

Mouth inches from the wet panel.

Breath warm through plastic.

“Spread wider,” he said.

“Knees to your shoulders if you can. Show the camera everything. Let it catch how puffy your diaper pussy looks when you’re this desperate.”

She drew her knees higher.

Feet lifting off the rug.

Thighs pressed toward her chest.

The pull-up stretched taut.

The dark wet spot now reaching the waistband.

A small bead of liquid escaped the leg cuff.

Rolled down the inside of her thigh.

He caught it with his thumb.

Smeared it across the plastic.

Then pressed harder.

Rubbed faster.

She moaned.

Long.

Broken.

Hips rocking into his hand.

“Such a messy little girl,” he whispered.

“Spreading for Daddy’s camera. Letting it see how soaked you are. How your body can’t stop leaking just because you’re being watched.”

Click.

Click.

He slipped two fingers beneath the front waistband.

Not inside the padding.

Just under the elastic.

Brushing the top edge of her mound.

Feeling the heat.

The slickness that had pooled there.

She gasped.

Back arching higher.

“Keep looking at the lens,” he ordered.

“Don’t close your eyes. Let it capture your face when Daddy touches you like this. When he makes you drip even more.”

His fingers dipped lower.

Found her clit directly.

Bare skin now.

Swollen.

Slippery.

He circled once.

Slow.

Firm.

She cried out.

Hips bucking hard.

Another spurt escaped into the padding.

The squish louder.

He rubbed faster.

Relentless.

Edging her right to the brink.

“Beg,” he said.

Voice rough.

“Beg the camera. Beg Daddy to let you come.”

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Please, Daddy… please let me come. I’m so wet. So full. The diaper’s soaked and I can’t stop leaking and I need… I need…”

He slowed his fingers.

Almost stopped.

“Not yet,” he said.

“Tomorrow. When the real diaper’s on. Thick. Taped tight. Powdered. When you’re grinding on my thigh and the padding’s squishing with every roll of your hips. When the lens catches the moment you finally shatter inside it.”

She whined.

Frustrated tears pricking her eyes.

He withdrew his hand completely.

Wiped his fingers on the damp front panel.

Then he helped her lower her legs.

Helped her sit up.

The pull-up sagged heavily now.

Wetness dark from waistband to crotch.

He popped the pacifier back into her mouth.

Let her suck for comfort.

Then he gathered her close.

Pulled her into his lap on the rug.

Arms around her.

Rocking slow.

“You were perfect,” he murmured against her hair.

“So spread. So exposed. So completely mine on camera.”

She clung to him.

Pacifier bobbing.

Padding warm and heavy against his thigh.

He kissed her temple.

Then her cheek.

“Tomorrow,” he promised.

“Thicker padding. No pull-up. Real tapes. Powder everywhere. Spanking over the fresh diaper. Grinding until you soak through. And the camera will be rolling for every second of your surrender.”

She shivered.

Nodded against his neck.

For now she stayed cradled in his arms.

Soaked.

Exposed.

Aching.

The shutter had gone quiet.

But the images waited.

Proof of how wide she had spread.

How much she had leaked.

How deeply she had submitted.

Tomorrow the real thickness would arrive.

Tomorrow she would be changed.

Tomorrow she would come undone.

But today she let him hold her.

Wet diaper pressed to him.

Completely his.


Chapter 13: Over-the-Diaper Discipline

The spare room had grown warmer by evening.

The ring light stayed on, its soft white glow now tinged with the faint amber of the setting sun filtering through the windows.

The rug bore the faint imprint of every kneel, every sprawl.

The changing mat remained rolled but closer now—within easy reach.

She lay on her back in the center of the frame.

Onesie crotch still open from the last set.

The pull-up beneath had reached its limit—sagging heavily, the front panel dark and distended, leg cuffs barely containing the swell.

Knee socks rumpled at her calves.

Pigtails slightly askew.

Pacifier dangling from its ribbon against her chest.

Alex knelt beside her.

Camera on the tripod.

Timer set to continuous five-second intervals.

He had not yet touched the tapes.

“Roll onto your tummy,” he said.

“Ass up. Knees wide. Face turned to the lens.”

She obeyed slowly.

The soaked padding squelched as she shifted.

She pushed her hips high.

Knees spreading on the rug.

The open crotch framed the swollen pull-up perfectly—dark wetness glistening under the light, the plastic shiny where saturation had peaked.

Click.

He moved behind her.

One hand resting on the small of her back.

The other tracing the curve of her ass over the onesie.

“You’ve been such a messy little girl today,” he said.

Voice low.

Calm.

“But deliberate. Leaking on purpose. Grinding against Daddy’s hand. Posing like you want the camera to see every drop.”

She whimpered.

Face turned toward the lens.

Eyes wide.

Guilty.

He lifted his hand.

Brought it down in a firm swat over the padded mound.

The impact muffled by layers.

But the wet squish amplified.

The crinkle sharp.

She gasped.

Hips jerking forward.

Click.

“Count them,” he instructed.

“Out loud. For the camera.”

“One,” she whispered.

Voice small.

Another swat.

Harder this time.

The padding compressed.

Pushed the soaked lining firmly against her clit.

“Two.”

Click.

He alternated sides.

Steady rhythm.

Each swat sending ripples through the heavy pull-up.

Each one forcing a fresh trickle into the core.

Each one making the wet sounds louder.

“Three.”

“Four.”

Her voice cracked on the fourth.

Hips rocking back instinctively.

Seeking more.

He paused after five.

Palm resting flat against the warmed padding.

Rubbed in slow circles.

Reward for obedience.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

“Taking your punishment so sweetly. Letting the camera see how your soaked diaper jiggles with every swat.”

Click.

He delivered two more.

Quick.

Firm.

“Six.”

“Seven.”

She moaned.

Long.

Broken.

The padding now so full it squished audibly with every shift.

He leaned over her.

Chest against her back.

Mouth at her ear.

“Feel how warm it is?” he whispered.

“How heavy? How every spank pushes the wetness right where you need it most?”

She nodded.

Tears pricking her eyes—not from pain.

From the overwhelming edge he kept her on.

He straightened.

Delivered three more swats.

Slower.

Harder.

“Eight.”

“Nine.”

“Ten.”

On the tenth, he left his hand pressed firm.

Rubbed again.

Faster this time.

The wet plastic sliding against her swollen clit.

She cried out.

Hips grinding desperately against his palm.

Click.

Click.

“Look at the lens,” he ordered.

“Let it see your face while Daddy spanks and rubs his naughty, soaked little girl.”

She turned her head.

Eyes glassy.

Lips parted.

Breath ragged.

He kept the rhythm.

Swat.

Rub.

Swat.

Rub.

The padding squelched louder with every cycle.

A small leak escaped the leg cuff.

Rolled down her inner thigh.

He caught it.

Smeared it across the plastic.

“Almost through,” he said.

“Almost ready for a real change. But not yet.”

He slowed.

Stopped the swats.

Kept only the slow circles over the front panel.

“You’ve earned a reward,” he murmured.

“But only through the diaper. Only while the camera watches.”

He pressed harder.

Rubbed in tight, relentless circles.

The soaked lining grinding against her clit.

The squish constant.

She rocked back.

Desperate.

Moaning into the rug.

“Look at the lens,” he repeated.

“Let it catch the moment you almost come. Let it see how close Daddy can get you without ever touching inside.”

Click.

Her body trembled.

Hips bucking.

The edge so sharp it hurt.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Please, Daddy…”

“Not yet,” he said again.

Voice thick with restraint.

“Tomorrow. When the fresh diaper’s taped on. When powder dusts your skin. When you’re grinding on my thigh and the padding’s thick enough to muffle your cries. When the lens captures every shudder as you finally soak through and shatter.”

She sobbed softly.

Frustration and need twisting together.

He withdrew his hand.

Helped her roll onto her back.

Knees still up.

Legs spread.

One final series.

Her on display.

Onesie open.

Pull-up dark and sagging.

Face flushed.

Eyes pleading toward the lens.

Click.

He turned off the timer.

Lowered the camera.

Then he gathered her close.

Lifted her into his arms.

Carried her to the sectional in the main room.

Settled with her cradled against his chest.

Rocking gently.

The heavy, wet padding pressed warm against his thigh.

“You took it so beautifully,” he whispered.

“My perfect, punished little girl. All spanked over her soaked diaper. All edged and leaking for Daddy’s camera.”

She clung to him.

Face buried in his neck.

Body trembling with denied release.

He kissed her forehead.

Then her temple.

“Tomorrow,” he promised.

“Thicker. Taped. Powdered. Changed on camera. Ground against my thigh until the padding squishes with every roll. Until you come hard inside it. Until the lens catches every second of your surrender.”

She shivered.

Nodded against him.

For now she stayed in his lap.

Wet diaper heavy.

Ass still warm from the swats.

Aching for tomorrow.

The camera waited in the other room.

Frames full of her discipline.

Her exposure.

Her complete submission.

Tomorrow the real thickness would come.

Tomorrow she would be changed.

Tomorrow she would break.

But tonight she let him hold her.

Punished.

Soaked.

Utterly his.


Chapter 14: Grinding & Denial

The loft had gone quiet except for the low hum of the ring light and the occasional soft crinkle when she shifted.

Evening had settled fully now, the tall windows dark mirrors reflecting the soft glow from the spare room.

The rug felt warmer beneath her, soaked in the heat of their bodies and the slow build of hours spent posing, leaking, edging.

She straddled his thigh on the cream wool.

Onesie crotch still open.

The pull-up beneath had long passed capacity—sagging heavily, the front panel dark and distended, every small movement forcing a wet squish against her swollen clit.

Knee socks bunched at her ankles now.

Pigtails loose, ribbons half-untied.

Pacifier clipped back to the ribbon at her collar, swaying with each roll of her hips.

Alex sat with his back against the sofa.

Legs extended.

One thick thigh between hers.

Hands on her hips.

Guiding.

Controlling the rhythm.

“Grind,” he said.

Voice low.

Rough from hours of restraint.

“Slow. Show Daddy how much your soaked diaper pussy likes rubbing against him.”

She obeyed.

Hips rolling in deliberate circles.

The heavy padding pressed firmly against the soft cotton of his joggers.

Every forward slide dragged the wet lining across her clit.

Every backward rock pushed the bulk deeper between her folds.

The squish was obscene—loud, wet, constant.

Click.

The camera sat on its tripod a few feet away.

Timer set to continuous.

Capturing every roll.

Every shudder.

Every time her head fell forward and her lips parted around a moan.

He tightened his grip on her hips.

Guided her slower.

Deeper.

“Feel that?” he murmured.

“How the wetness shifts inside the padding with every grind. How it squishes right where you’re most sensitive. How the bulk keeps you spread open even when you try to close your thighs.”

She nodded.

Breath hitching.

Hips rocking harder despite his control.

He lifted one hand.

Threaded fingers into her hair.

Tugged her head back gently.

Forced her to look at the lens.

“Eyes on the camera,” he ordered.

“Let it see your face while you hump Daddy’s thigh like a desperate little baby. Let it catch how flushed you are. How your mouth opens every time the padding grinds against your clit.”

She stared into the aperture.

Lips parted.

Breath ragged.

Another small spurt escaped into the already saturated core.

The squelch louder.

Click.

He slid his free hand to the front of the pull-up.

Cupped the soaked mound through the plastic.

Pressed upward.

Increased the friction against her clit.

“Grind harder,” he said.

“Show the lens how needy you get when Daddy holds your diaper pussy. How you leak more every time I press.”

She rocked faster.

Desperate circles.

The padding slid wetly against his palm.

Against his thigh.

The wet spot on his joggers growing darker beneath her.

She moaned.

Long.

Broken.

Hips stuttering.

He slowed her again.

Kept the pressure firm but denied the rhythm she craved.

“Not yet,” he whispered.

“You don’t come until tomorrow. Until the fresh diaper’s taped on tight. Until powder dusts your bare skin. Until I’ve got you grinding just like this—only thicker, only heavier, only with the tapes holding every drop while the camera rolls.”

She sobbed softly.

Frustration twisting into sharp need.

“Please, Daddy…”

He tugged her hair again.

Tilted her face toward the lens.

“Beg the camera,” he said.

“Tell it how much you need to come inside your soaked diaper. How close you are. How the grinding makes you leak even more.”

She stared into the black circle.

Voice trembling.

“Please… I need to come. My diaper’s so full… so wet… every grind pushes it right against my clit and I can’t stop leaking and I need… I need to come so bad…”

Click.

He rewarded her with one hard press of his palm.

Rubbed tight circles over the swollen front.

The squish immediate.

Her hips bucked.

Then he stopped again.

Held her still.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

“Begging so prettily for the lens. Soaking Daddy’s thigh while you do it.”

He guided her hips in one final slow roll.

Then lifted her off his leg.

The pull-up left a dark, wet imprint on his joggers.

She whimpered at the loss of contact.

Hips still twitching.

He pulled her down beside him on the rug.

Arms around her.

Back to his chest.

One hand resting possessively over the soaked mound.

Not rubbing.

Just holding.

Letting her feel the weight.

The warmth.

The squish with every breath.

“Look at the camera one more time,” he said.

“Let it see you cradled like this. All edged. All soaked. All denied.”

She turned her head.

Met the lens over his shoulder.

Eyes glassy.

Lips swollen.

Pacifier dangling forgotten.

Click.

He turned off the timer.

Lowered the camera to the floor.

Then he wrapped both arms around her.

Rocked her gently.

Whispered praise against her ear.

“You were incredible,” he said.

“My perfect little humping girl. Grinding so desperately on Daddy’s thigh. Soaking through your diaper while the camera watched every roll, every leak, every plea.”

She clung to his arms.

Body trembling.

Still on the razor’s edge.

He kissed the side of her neck.

Then her temple.

“Tomorrow,” he promised.

“Thicker diaper. Fresh tapes. Powder everywhere. A real change on camera. Then grinding—harder, longer—until the padding squishes with every movement. Until you finally come inside it. Hard. Messy. While the lens catches every shudder, every cry, every drop.”

She shivered violently.

Nodded against his chest.

For now she stayed pressed to him.

Wet pull-up heavy against his thigh again.

Denied.

Aching.

Completely owned.

The camera sat silent.

Memory card full of her desperation.

Her grinding.

Her pleas.

Tomorrow the thickness would double.

Tomorrow the tapes would seal her in.

Tomorrow she would break open.

But tonight she let him hold her.

Edged to ruin.

Soaked and denied.

Utterly his.


Chapter 15: Camera Forgotten

The spare room had become a cocoon of heat and soft light by the time the sun fully set.

The ring light still burned low, casting long shadows across the rug, but its hum felt distant now.

The backdrop sheet hung untouched.

The tripod stood abandoned in the corner, camera lens pointed at empty space, timer long since switched off.

She lay on her back in the center of the wool.

Onesie crotch unsnapped and pushed aside.

The pull-up beneath had given up hours ago—sagging, dark, swollen beyond capacity, the front panel translucent in places where saturation had overwhelmed the core.

Leg cuffs leaked small trails down her inner thighs.

Knee socks twisted at her ankles.

Pigtails unraveled, satin bows dangling loose.

Pacifier forgotten on the rug beside her shoulder.

Alex knelt between her spread thighs.

Joggers shoved down just enough.

Shirt discarded somewhere earlier.

His hands braced on either side of her head.

Eyes locked on hers.

No lens between them now.

He reached down.

Fingers found the tapes of the ruined pull-up.

Ripped one side open.

Then the other.

The plastic tore with a sharp, wet sound.

Cool air hit her soaked skin.

She gasped.

Hips lifting instinctively.

He peeled the front panel down slowly.

The padding clung to her folds for a moment before releasing with a slick pop.

The inner lining glistened.

Her clit swollen and red.

Her entrance slick and open.

The wetness had spread everywhere—thighs, mound, even the small of her back.

He left the pull-up bunched around her knees.

Half-on.

Half-off.

The heavy, soaked bulk cool against her skin.

No more words.

No instructions.

No camera clicks.

He lowered himself.

The head of his cock brushed her entrance.

Teased once.

Twice.

She whimpered.

Hands clutching his shoulders.

Nails digging in.

He pushed in slow.

One long, steady slide.

Filling her completely.

The stretch immediate.

Perfect.

She cried out.

Back arching off the rug.

Legs wrapping around his waist.

The half-removed pull-up bunched behind her knees, crinkling faintly with every thrust.

He started slow.

Deep rolls.

Each one dragging against every sensitive spot inside her.

Each one pushing the air from her lungs in soft, broken moans.

She clung tighter.

Face buried in his neck.

Breath hot against his skin.

He picked up pace.

Harder now.

Deeper.

The wet sounds of their bodies mixing with the faint crinkle of the discarded padding.

One hand slid between them.

Found her clit.

Rubbed tight circles.

Matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

She shattered first.

A sharp, keening cry.

Walls clenching around him.

Hips bucking wildly.

The orgasm ripping through her in waves—intense, messy, hands-free inside the ruined diaper still clinging to her knees.

He groaned against her ear.

Thrust once.

Twice.

Then buried deep.

Spilling inside her.

Hot pulses that made her shudder again.

Claiming her completely.

They collapsed together.

Bodies tangled on the rug.

The half-removed pull-up cool and wet against her thighs.

His weight heavy and safe on top of her.

Breathing slowed.

Heartbeats synced.

He kissed her temple.

Then her cheek.

Then her mouth—slow, deep, unhurried.

No camera captured the final moment.

No shutter clicked.

Just them.

In the quiet glow of the ring light.

After long minutes he eased out.

Helped her sit up.

Gently peeled the ruined pull-up the rest of the way off.

Wiped her thighs with a soft cloth from the nearby stack.

Cleaned her carefully.

Tenderly.

She watched him through half-lidded eyes.

Still floating.

Still small.

He wrapped her in one of the pastel blankets.

Carried her to the sectional in the main room.

Settled with her cradled against his chest.

Rocking slowly.

“You were everything,” he whispered against her hair.

“My perfect little model. My soaked, desperate, beautiful girl. All mine.”

She nuzzled into his neck.

No words.

Just a soft hum of contentment.

The camera sat forgotten in the other room.

Memory card full of every build-up.

Every tease.

Every edge.

Every leak and grind and plea.

But the final frame—the moment she came undone beneath him, the moment he claimed her fully—was theirs alone.

No lens.

No click.

Just skin on skin.

Breath on breath.

Heartbeat on heartbeat.

Tomorrow they would look at the photos.

Tomorrow they would talk about more shoots.

Thicker diapers.

Longer sessions.

Deeper regression.

But tonight the room stayed quiet.

The ring light dimmed to off.

The rug held the faint scent of them.

And she slept in his arms.

Safe.

Owned.

Completely his.
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