

Enslaved in Lace and Diapers

A Dark Mafia DDLG Ageplay Romance (Forced Regression, Diaper Discipline, and Total Surrender)


Before You Begin…
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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:
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It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.
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– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Price of Survival

Elena locked the café door at 12:47 a.m., same as every Thursday night.

The streets were empty, rain sleeting sideways under the streetlights. She pulled her hood up, counted the tips in her pocket — barely enough for MetroCard and groceries — and started the long walk to the subway.

The black SUV appeared out of nowhere, cutting across the curb to block her path.

The window rolled down.

Marco Rossi leaned out, rain dripping from his dark hair. Everyone in the neighborhood knew his face. Knew what the Rossi name meant. Protection rackets. Drugs. Bodies in the river. But this was Queens, not Little Italy — they usually stayed in their lane.

“Get in,” he said. Not a request.

Elena backed up a step. “I’m good.”

He held up his phone. Played a video.

Security footage from inside the café. Her, alone after closing two nights ago. Opening the register. Taking money. Three hundred and eighty-seven dollars sliding into her apron pocket. Clear as day.

Her blood turned to ice.

“That’s not—”

“It is now,” Marco cut in. “We have the file. Cops get it tomorrow unless you get in the car.”

She glanced down the empty street. No cameras here. No witnesses.

She got in.

The doors locked with a heavy thunk.

They drove in silence for twenty minutes — out of Queens, into an industrial stretch near the docks. Warehouses, chain-link fences, sodium lights buzzing orange.

Marco finally spoke.

“You stole from a business we protect. That makes it our problem.”

“I was going to pay it back,” she said, voice steady even as her hands shook in her lap. “Next week.”

“Doesn’t matter.” He pulled into a loading bay, killed the engine. “Debt’s a debt.”

Two men in dark jackets appeared, opened her door, hauled her out before she could fight.

Inside the warehouse it was cold, echoing. They zip-tied her wrists to a metal chair under a single hanging bulb. Marco lit a cigarette, watched her struggle for a minute.

“Here’s what you need to understand,” he said. “We don’t just break legs anymore. Too messy. Too much heat. We found a better market.”

He nodded to one of the men, who tossed a thick folder onto the concrete in front of her.

Photos spilled out.

Women. Young. Pretty. Dressed like toddlers — frilly dresses, pigtails, pacifiers. Thick, obvious diapers bulging under short hems. Some crying. Some vacant. Some posed obediently on the laps of older men in expensive suits.

Elena’s stomach lurched.

“High-end clients,” Marco continued, voice flat. “Powerful men who want total control in private. No attitude. No backtalk. Just sweet, dependent little girls who do what they’re told. We take women with debts, secrets, or bad luck. We train them. We sell them. Permanent contracts. The buyers pay millions because the girls don’t leave. Ever.”

He crouched in front of her, eyes hard.

“Diapers aren’t a kink for us. They’re a tool. You can’t run in them. Can’t fight effectively. You have to ask permission for everything — potty, food, sleep. After a few weeks, the shame does half our work. After a few months…” He shrugged. “Most of them stop fighting. Some even start to need it.”

Elena stared at him, rage burning through the fear.

“You’re sick.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But we’re rich. And you’re out of options.”

He stood.

“One phone call and Mia gets picked up tomorrow. Foster care. Or worse — she’s seventeen. Pretty. Could join you here in a year.”

Elena’s vision tunneled.

“Don’t touch her.”

“Then you do exactly what we say. Starting tonight.”

They cut the ties, dragged her to an adjacent room — tiled, clinical, shelves of adult diapers stacked like product in a warehouse. Changing table bolted to the floor. Restraints dangling.

She fought then — kicked, bit, screamed. Earned a backhand that split her lip.

Didn’t matter.

They stripped her naked, held her down, powdered and taped the first diaper on while she cursed them in every language she knew. It was thick, medical-grade, forced her legs apart, rustled loudly with every movement. The humiliation hit harder than the slap.

They dressed her in a plain cotton nightie that ended mid-thigh, exposing the padded waistband. Soft socks. No shoes.

Then they carried her to a row of oversized cribs — bars high, tops locking.

Marco watched as they lowered her in, clicked the lock.

“Tomorrow the real training starts,” he said. “You’ll hate it. You’ll fight it. And eventually, you’ll wear it like it’s the only thing that makes sense.”

He turned off the light.

In the dark, diaper bulky and foreign between her legs, blood on her lip, Elena didn’t cry.

She memorized the room layout from the dim emergency light. Counted the guards’ footsteps. Planned how she’d get to a phone, how she’d warn Mia, how she’d burn this place down if she ever got free.

They thought they could reduce her to a helpless baby.

They were wrong.

She was going to survive this.

Whatever it took.


Chapter 2: First Lessons

The crib top lifted at what felt like dawn, but there were no windows to tell.

Elena hadn’t slept. Every shift made the diaper crinkle, a constant reminder that she was trapped in her own waste—she’d wet herself sometime in the night, half-asleep, body giving in before her mind could stop it. The padding was swollen, cold now, clinging uncomfortably. She hated it. Hated how helpless it made her feel.

Two men hauled her out without a word. Same ones from last night. They carried her back to the tiled room, laid her on the changing table, and strapped her wrists and ankles down before she could swing.

A woman entered—mid-forties, severe bun, black scrubs. She didn’t introduce herself. Just pulled on nitrile gloves with a snap.

“Name’s Carla,” she said finally, voice flat. “I handle intake training. You do what I say, it goes easier. You fight, it goes longer.”

She ripped open the nightie snaps, peeled the soaked diaper away like trash. The cool air hit Elena’s skin; shame burned hotter than the rash already forming.

Carla wiped her clean—clinical, thorough, no eye contact. Powder. Lotion. A fresh diaper slid underneath—thicker than the night one, printed with childish teddy bears. The tapes closed with deliberate pulls, sealing her in.

Elena glared at the ceiling. “This is insane. You can’t keep me like this.”

Carla didn’t look up. “We’ve kept girls six months before they stopped cursing. Some never stop. Doesn’t matter. Buyers like the fighters—makes breaking them sweeter.”

She unstrapped Elena, sat her up, and handed her a bottle. Warm milk, slightly sweet.

“Drink.”

Elena knocked it away. It hit the floor, formula pooling.

Carla sighed. “First offense.”

She grabbed Elena by the upper arm, marched her to a corner of the room where a low plastic potty chair waited—adult-sized, open seat, no privacy. Forced her to sit, diaper still on.

“You’ll stay here until you drink the next one. No food. No water. No bathroom break. You need to go, you go in the diaper like the baby you are now.”

Elena sat rigid, thighs forced apart by the bulk, rage simmering.

Hours passed.

They brought a new bottle every hour. She refused each one.

By the fourth, her throat was sandpaper. By the sixth, her bladder ached.

Carla checked the diaper front with two fingers.

“Still dry. Impressive. But not for long.”

They left her alone again.

Elena tried to hold it. Clenched every muscle. Thought of Mia, of escape, of anything but the pressure building.

It didn’t work.

The first leak came sudden and hot. Then the flood. She couldn’t stop it. The diaper swelled heavy between her legs, warmth spreading, the hiss loud in the silent room.

Tears of pure fury stung her eyes. She didn’t let them fall.

Carla returned, checked again.

“Good girl. First accident on day one. Most hold longer, but you’ll learn there’s no point.”

She led Elena back to the table, changed her into another thick diaper—this one with a soaker pad added for “extra security.”

Then the bottle again.

This time Elena drank. Slowly. Hating every swallow.

Carla nodded approval.

“Lesson one: your body isn’t yours anymore. We decide when you eat, when you drink, when you piss. Fight it, and you suffer. Obey, and it’s just… life.”

They moved her to a large playpen in the main nursery area—padded floor, high mesh walls, cameras in every corner. Three other girls were already there.

One rocked in a swing, eyes vacant, thumb in mouth, diaper sagging obviously.

Another crawled listlessly, stacking blocks with mittened hands.

The third sat in a high chair, being spoon-fed pureed something, tears tracking silently down her cheeks.

Elena was buckled into an oversized bouncer seat, legs dangling, diaper on full display under the short nightie.

Carla clipped a pacifier to the collar.

“You stay quiet. You watch. You think about how long you want this to last.”

The day dragged.

No lunch when she refused to finish the second bottle.

Isolation in a dark “time-out crib” when she spat out the pacifier and cursed.

A hard spanking over Carla’s lap—diaper pulled down just enough, twenty stinging swats that left her gasping—when she tried to stand and demand a phone call.

By evening, Elena was exhausted, stomach empty, bottom sore, diaper warm again from another uncontrollable wetting during the spanking.

They fed her a third bottle in the rocking chair—Carla holding it, Elena too weak to fight anymore.

She drank it all.

Carla patted the diaper front, checking.

“Three accidents today. Tomorrow we start deliberate release training. You’ll learn to go when we say, hold when we say. Your bladder will belong to us by the end of the week.”

Back in the locked crib, fresh overnight diaper taped on—thickest yet, forcing her into a wide stance even lying down.

Lights out.

Elena lay in the dark, the padding a constant, humiliating weight.

She whispered to herself, fierce and silent.

I hate this.

I hate them.

I will never let this become normal.

But her body already felt different—dependent, heavy, out of her control.

And deep down, in a place she refused to name, a tiny crack of fear opened.

They were good at this.

Too good.

Tomorrow would be worse.


Chapter 3: Progress Check

Day four started the same way.

Crib top lifting. Cold diaper peeled away. Fresh one taped on—thick, dry, waiting to be ruined. Bottle forced between her lips until she drank or choked.

Elena had stopped fighting the feedings. It wasn’t surrender; it was strategy. Starving herself only made her weaker. She needed strength to watch, to wait, to find the gap in their routine.

But the accidents were getting worse.

She’d wake up wet without remembering letting go. Hold it for hours during the day, muscles burning, only to lose control the second Carla pressed two fingers against the front of the diaper and said, “Go potty now.”

Her body was learning faster than her mind.

That afternoon, Carla led her on a leash—clipped to a hidden harness under the nightie—to a different room. Larger. Mirrored walls. A padded exam table in the center. Cameras red and blinking.

Marco was already there.

He leaned against the wall, arms crossed, cigarette burning between his fingers. Suit jacket off, white shirt sleeves rolled high enough to show the Rossi family crest tattooed on his forearm.

Carla handed him the leash.

“She’s compliant on bottles and basic commands,” Carla reported, like Elena was livestock. “Four to five accidents daily. Holds longer when threatened, but still no deliberate release on verbal cue yet. Spankings work. Isolation works better.”

Marco’s eyes flicked to Elena.

“Bring her here.”

Carla unclipped the leash, pushed Elena forward.

Marco circled her slowly, smoke curling.

“Lift the nightie.”

She didn’t move.

He grabbed her chin, forced her head up.

“Do it, or I make the call about Mia right now.”

Elena’s jaw clenched. She pulled the hem up, exposing the bulging diaper—teddy bears swollen and yellowed at the crotch from her last wetting an hour ago.

Marco nodded to Carla. “Change her. Clean. Then the thickest overnight we’ve got. I want her feeling every inch.”

Carla obeyed. Strapped Elena down, peeled the sodden diaper away, wiped her with cold cloths that made her flinch. Powder. Lotion. Then the new one—monstrous, triple-padded, plastic-backed. The tapes pulled tight, forcing her thighs so far apart she had to waddle when Carla stood her up.

Marco stubbed the cigarette out, stepped close.

“Progress check,” he said. “You’ve been here four days. Most girls are crying for Mommy by now. You’re still glaring like you’re gonna slit my throat.”

He grabbed her wrist, twisted it behind her back, marched her to the mirrored wall.

“Look at yourself.”

Elena stared at the reflection: pigtails messy from sleep, eyes red-rimmed, lips swollen from biting them. The nightie barely covering the obscene bulge between her legs. A grown woman dressed like a helpless toddler.

She looked away.

Marco forced her chin back.

“This is you now. Every time you fight, you stay like this longer. Every time you obey, we move you up—thinner diapers, potty privileges, maybe even big-girl panties one day. But only if you earn it.”

He pressed his palm flat against the front of the fresh diaper, right over her mound.

“Today we test something new.”

His hand started rubbing—slow, firm circles through the thick padding.

Elena jerked, tried to twist away.

“Stop—”

He pinned her against the mirror with his body, hand never stopping.

“You don’t get to say stop. You get to stand there and take it until I’m done.”

The pressure built fast—muffled by layers of padding, but constant. Humiliating.

She clenched her fists, nails digging into palms.

I hate this. I hate him. I won’t feel anything.

But her body had other ideas.

After days of forced dependency, of constant touch during changes, of bladder control stripped away, her nerves were raw. Sensitive.

Heat gathered low in her belly despite every scream in her head.

Marco felt it—the subtle shift in her breathing, the way her hips twitched involuntarily.

He leaned in, lips at her ear.

“That’s it. Fight it all you want. Your cunt doesn’t care.”

He rubbed harder, faster, focusing the pressure right where she couldn’t ignore it.

Elena bit back a gasp, tears of rage burning.

No. No no no—

The orgasm hit sudden and brutal—waves of pleasure she didn’t want, ripping through her clenched muscles. A hot spurt escaped into the fresh diaper as she came, soaking the padding instantly.

Marco didn’t stop until she sagged against the mirror, shaking.

Then he stepped back, wiped his hand on a towel Carla handed him.

“First forced orgasm in four days,” he told Carla. “Mark it. She responds to direct stimulation through the diaper. No penetration needed yet.”

He turned to Elena, voice casual.

“Tomorrow we do it again. And the day after. Until coming in your diaper on command is as easy as pissing in it.”

He nodded to Carla.

“Take her back. Double diaper for bedtime. Let her feel what she did all night.”

Carla clipped the leash, led her out.

In the hallway, Elena’s legs wobbled, the fresh diaper now warm and swollen between them again.

She didn’t cry.

But for the first time, the crack was there.

Small.

Real.

And it terrified her more than anything they’d done so far.

Because her body had betrayed her.

And Marco Rossi had seen it.


Chapter 4: The Cost of Defiance

Day seven.

Elena had started counting scratches on the inside of the crib bar. Seven marks. Seven days of hell.

She was losing weight—cheeks hollow, ribs showing under the thin nighties. The bottles were her only food, and she still fought some of them, spilling half down her chin before Carla pinned her arms and forced the nipple between her teeth.

The diapers never got thinner.

If anything, they got worse. Overnight ones during the day when she resisted. Double-layered when she cursed. Plastic pants over everything when she tried to remove a tape herself.

She’d stopped trying to hold her bladder entirely. It was pointless. They controlled when she drank—huge bottles of water or juice every two hours—and then made her wait until she was dancing, desperate, tears of frustration in her eyes. Only then did Carla or one of the silent assistants press a hand to the front of the diaper and give the command.

“Go potty.”

And her body obeyed now. Instantly. A hot, humiliating flood that soaked the padding and left her standing in her own mess until they decided to change her.

She hated it. Hated the way her skin felt constantly damp. Hated the rash that flared no matter how much cream they used. Hated most of all that the accidents were starting to happen without the command—small leaks when she was stressed, full wettings when she dozed in the bouncer.

But she hadn’t broken.

Not yet.

She still glared when Marco appeared for his twice-weekly “progress checks.” Still refused to call anyone “Daddy.” Still whispered plans to herself in the dark: Get to a phone. Warn Mia. Burn this place down.

Marco noticed.

That’s why he came alone on day seven.

Carla delivered Elena to the mirrored room, leashed and waddling in a fresh double diaper—thick enough that her thighs rubbed with every step. No nightie today. Just the diaper and a thin white tank that clung to her skin.

Marco waited in the same spot, cigarette already lit.

Carla handed over the leash and left without a word.

Marco tugged Elena forward until she stood between his spread legs. He sat on the edge of the exam table, eye level with her chest.

“You’re still fighting,” he said, exhaling smoke to the side. “Most girls are begging for a thinner diaper by now. Asking nicely. You haven’t said please once.”

Elena met his gaze. “Go to hell.”

He smiled—small, cold.

“That’s what I like about you. Fire. But fire burns out eventually.”

He reached into his jacket, pulled out his phone. Tapped the screen.

Live footage appeared: Mia walking out of her high school, backpack slung over one shoulder, laughing with a friend. Timestamped twenty minutes ago.

Elena’s heart stopped.

“New school,” Marco said conversationally. “We paid her tuition. Made sure she got in. She thinks it’s a scholarship.”

He zoomed in on Mia’s face.

“One call and she disappears. Not killed—too messy. Just… relocated. New name. New life. You never see her again. Or we bring her here. Seventeen’s young enough to train. Buyers love virgins.”

Elena lunged at him—or tried to. The leash jerked her back.

Marco caught her wrists easily, pinned them behind her.

“Easy. I’m giving you a choice.”

He released her, held up the phone again.

“Today you do two things. One: you wet on command without hesitation. Two: you thank me after.”

Elena’s voice shook with rage. “Never.”

Marco shrugged. “Then Mia starts her training tomorrow. Same room. Same diapers. I’ll even let you watch the first change.”

He stood, towered over her.

“Decision time.”

Silence stretched.

Elena’s mind raced. Escape plans crumbled. Mia’s face on the screen burned behind her eyes.

She couldn’t risk it.

Not yet.

She closed her eyes.

“Do it,” she whispered.

Marco sat again, pulled her between his knees.

“Hands on my shoulders. Look at me.”

She obeyed, fingers digging into his shirt.

He placed his palm flat against the front of the thick diaper.

“Go potty, Elena.”

She fought it for ten seconds—muscles clenched, face burning.

But her body had been conditioned too well.

The release came sudden and complete. Hot warmth flooding the padding, spreading heavy between her legs. The diaper swelled, sagged, the hiss unmistakable.

Marco’s hand pressed harder, rubbing slow circles as she wet.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “All of it. Don’t hold back.”

She emptied completely, tears of pure hatred sliding down her cheeks.

When it stopped, the diaper hung sodden and warm.

Marco kept rubbing—firm, deliberate pressure right over her clit through the soaked layers.

Elena tried to pull away.

“No—”

“Second part,” he said. “You come for me. Right here in your piss-soaked diaper. Then you thank me.”

His hand didn’t stop.

The friction built fast—muffled but relentless, the wetness making everything slick inside the padding.

Elena bit her lip until she tasted blood.

I hate this. I hate him. I won’t—

But her body was traitorous now.

The orgasm crashed through her—harder than the first, shame amplifying every pulse. She cried out despite herself, hips jerking into his hand, another spurt escaping as she came.

Marco held her through it, murmuring low approval.

When she sagged, trembling, he finally stopped.

“Now,” he said softly. “Say thank you.”

Elena’s voice cracked.

“Thank you.”

He cupped her chin, forced her to meet his eyes.

“Thank you for what?”

She swallowed bile.

“Thank you… for making me come.”

“And?”

“And for letting me wet.”

He smiled—real this time.

“Good girl.”

He stood, clipped the leash to the wall ring, left her standing in the ruined diaper while he lit another cigarette.

“Tomorrow we practice again. Until you do it without the threat. Until you do it because I told you to.”

He walked out.

Carla came in minutes later, changed her into an even thicker nighttime diaper—“for security”—and led her back to the crib.

Locked in, alone, Elena curled on her side.

The padding was dry now, but she could still feel the ghost of his hand. The echo of her own release.

She didn’t scratch a new mark on the crib bar.

For the first time, she wasn’t sure she’d need to.

The crack had widened.

And part of her—one tiny, terrified part—was starting to wonder how much longer she could keep pretending it wasn’t there.


Chapter 5: The Viewing

Day twelve.

Elena no longer recognized the girl in the mirror.

Her face was thinner, eyes shadowed from broken sleep. The constant bottles had softened her edges, but the real change was deeper. She moved differently—waddled slightly from the endless thick diapers, flinched at sudden noises, hesitated before speaking in case it earned punishment.

She still hated it. Every crinkle, every wetting, every forced swallow from the bottle. The hatred was the only thing keeping her tethered to who she’d been.

But the hatred was tiring.

That morning, Carla dressed her with extra care.

Bath first—warm water, gentle scrubbing, hair washed and braided into two high pigtails with pink ribbons. Skin lotioned until it gleamed. Then the diaper: the thickest yet, white with rows of childish ruffles across the bottom, extra boosters inside that made it bulge obscenely. A short, frilly dress over it—pale yellow, hem barely reaching mid-thigh, so the padded waistband and ruffled seat were visible with every step.

White knee socks with lace tops. Mary Janes that clicked on the tile.

No leash today.

Carla clipped a pacifier to the dress collar instead.

“You’re being viewed,” she said simply. “Potential buyers. Mr. Victor Rossi is watching live. Behave.”

Victor Rossi. The name had floated through the nursery whispers for days. The family patriarch. The one who preferred his girls “fully regressed.” The one who’d already put in a pre-bid.

They led her to a new room—one-way glass on three sides, bright lights, a raised platform in the center with a large playpen and a changing table visible to anyone on the other side.

Three other girls were already there, posed like dolls.

One sat in a high chair, bottle in mouth, eyes vacant.

Another crawled on a padded mat, stacking blocks with mittened hands, diaper sagging heavily.

The third stood in the corner, hands on head, dress lifted to expose a red-bottomed spanking.

Elena was placed on a low stool in the center, legs spread by the diaper’s bulk, hands folded in her lap.

Carla adjusted the dress hem so the ruffles showed clearly.

“Smile when spoken to. Wet on command if asked. No talking unless addressed.”

Then she left.

The lights dimmed on Elena’s side, brightened on the other.

Shadows moved behind the glass—masked figures, suits, murmured voices over a speaker system.

A man’s voice came through—older, cultured, commanding.

“Bring the new one closer.”

An assistant guided Elena to the front of the platform, turned her slowly.

“Lift the dress.”

Elena hesitated half a second.

The assistant’s grip tightened on her arm—a warning.

She lifted the hem, exposing the massive diaper fully.

Murmurs of approval.

“Very thick. Good capacity?”

The assistant pressed two fingers to the front.

“Dry at the moment, sir. She averages five to six wettings daily. Full release on verbal cue seventy percent of the time.”

“Demonstrate.”

The assistant looked at Elena.

“Go potty, little one.”

Elena’s face burned. She clenched—tried to hold—but twelve days of conditioning won.

Warmth flooded out, soaking the padding in a steady stream. The diaper swelled visibly, sagging between her legs.

More murmurs.

“Excellent response time.”

The voice—Victor’s—spoke again.

“Stimulate her. I want to see compliance under pleasure.”

The assistant laid Elena on the changing table—still in full view—legs spread and strapped wide.

She didn’t fight. Not anymore.

Fingers pressed against the now-warm, swollen front of the diaper. Rubbing in firm circles.

Elena stared at the ceiling, jaw locked.

I hate this. I hate them. I won’t come.

But her body knew the routine now.

The pressure built. The wetness amplified everything.

She lasted longer than before—almost two minutes—but the orgasm still came. Hard. Unwanted. Her hips bucked against the restraints, a fresh spurt escaping into the saturated padding as she shattered.

The voices applauded politely.

“Very responsive,” Victor said, satisfaction thick in his tone. “Mark her as my top choice. I’ll take delivery after full breaking.”

The lights brightened on Elena’s side.

The assistant unstrapped her, stood her up. The diaper hung heavy and hot, squishing with every shift.

Back in the nursery, Carla changed her slowly—praising the “good performance,” adding an extra-thick nighttime diaper “for security after stimulation.”

Locked in the crib that night, Elena curled into the smallest ball the padding allowed.

She didn’t scratch a new mark on the bar.

She didn’t whisper plans.

For the first time, she just lay there.

Feeling the weight between her legs.

Remembering the way her body had betrayed her in front of strangers.

Remembering Victor’s voice claiming her like property.

The crack had become a fracture.

And tomorrow, they’d hit it again.

Harder.

Until something inside her finally gave.


Chapter 6: The Patriarch

Day fifteen.

Victor Rossi arrived without warning.

Carla entered the nursery at dawn, face tighter than usual. She changed Elena in silence—peeled away the soaked overnight diaper, wiped her clean, taped on a fresh one that was thick but plain white, no childish prints. A short pale-blue dress over it, hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Pigtails re-braided. No ribbons this time.

“You’re going to the private suite,” Carla said. “Mr. Rossi wants a personal session. Alone.”

Elena’s stomach knotted.

She’d heard the whispers from the other girls. Victor didn’t just buy them. He tested them. Broke them himself before final delivery.

Carla clipped the leash and led her through corridors Elena had never seen—up an elevator, into the main house above the training wing. Marble floors, dark wood, old money smell.

A double door opened into a massive bedroom suite. Nursery elements blended with luxury: adult crib against one wall, changing table in polished mahogany, but also a four-poster bed, leather armchairs, a bar in the corner.

Victor Rossi stood by the window, back to her, phone to his ear. Late fifties, tall, broad, silver at the temples. Suit tailored to perfection.

He ended the call, turned.

Dark eyes assessed her like a purchase he was finally inspecting in person.

“Leave us,” he told Carla.

The door closed.

Victor crossed the room slowly, circled her once.

“On your knees.”

Elena hesitated.

He didn’t repeat it. Just waited, patient and cold.

She sank down, the diaper forcing her legs apart, knees on the thick rug.

Victor crouched in front of her, tilted her chin up with two fingers.

“You’re prettier in person. The cameras don’t catch the fire in your eyes.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip.

“I’ve watched every session. Every accident. Every time Marco made you come in your diaper like a needy little girl.”

Heat flooded her face—shame, rage.

“I’m going to finish what he started.”

He stood, unbuttoned his cuffs, rolled his sleeves.

“Stand. Walk to the changing table.”

Elena rose on shaky legs, waddled the few steps. The diaper crinkled loudly in the quiet room.

Victor lifted her onto the table like she weighed nothing, laid her back, strapped her wrists and ankles wide.

Then he opened the dress snaps, peeled it up to her waist.

The diaper was still dry.

He pressed his palm against the front, testing the thickness.

“Thick enough for what I have in mind.”

He didn’t rush.

First he rubbed—slow, methodical circles, pressure building until Elena’s breath hitched against her will.

She turned her head away, bit her lip.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

She didn’t.

He stopped.

Minutes passed. Just the weight of his hand resting there.

The pressure in her bladder built—she’d been given three bottles already this morning.

Victor waited.

Finally, the first leak escaped. Then more. She couldn’t stop it.

Warmth spread, soaking the padding under his palm.

He started rubbing again—harder now, the wetness making the friction slick and relentless.

Elena’s hips twitched. She hated it. Hated him.

But the orgasm came anyway—fast, brutal, ripping a cry from her throat.

Victor didn’t stop.

He kept going, drawing out a second climax before the first had faded, her body shaking, another flood escaping into the saturated diaper.

Only then did he peel the tapes open.

Cool air hit her overheated skin.

He didn’t wipe her clean.

Just slid two thick fingers inside her, curling, stroking.

Elena gasped, back arching.

“Still so tight,” he murmured. “Marco didn’t ruin you. Good.”

He worked her slowly—three fingers now, thumb on her clit, building her toward a third.

She fought it—clenched her fists in the restraints, tears sliding into her hair.

But her body was conditioned. Traitorous.

The third orgasm hit harder than the others, waves crashing until she was sobbing, hips grinding against his hand without permission.

Victor withdrew, wiped his fingers on the ruined diaper.

He unstrapped her, pulled her up into his arms like a child, carried her to the rocking chair by the window.

Settled her in his lap, dress still bunched at her waist, soaked diaper squishing beneath her.

Held a bottle to her lips.

“Drink.”

Elena’s hands shook too much to hold it.

He fed her slowly, one hand stroking her hair.

When it was empty, he burped her over his shoulder, patted her back.

Then he spoke quietly.

“You’ll be mine in two weeks. Full transfer. Permanent nursery in my home. No more training wing. No more other girls. Just you, your diapers, and me.”

He shifted her, pressed his hand between her legs again—gentle this time.

“One more. For Daddy.”

The title hit like a slap.

Elena opened her mouth to scream defiance.

But his fingers found the spot that made her see stars, and what came out was a broken whimper.

“Please…”

Please stop.

Please don’t stop.

She didn’t know anymore.

The fourth orgasm rolled through her slow and devastating, leaving her limp in his arms, face buried in his neck.

Victor rocked her until she quieted.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He carried her back to the table, changed her into a fresh overnight diaper—thick, dry, waiting.

Then back to the training wing.

Carla took the leash without comment.

In the crib that night, Elena didn’t fight the bottle.

Didn’t curse under her breath.

Just lay there, staring at the bars.

Feeling the clean padding between her legs.

Remembering the way she’d said please.

And wondering—not for the first time—if the girl who’d walked into that SUV fifteen days ago was already gone.

The fracture had become a chasm.

And she was falling.


Chapter 7: The Price of Progress

Day twenty-one.

Three weeks.

Elena had stopped counting the scratches on the crib bar after day fifteen. It felt like surrender.

The routine was absolute now.

Wake in a soaked diaper. Changed on the table like an infant. Bottles forced until her belly was full and sloshy. Hours in the playpen or bouncer, legs spread by whatever thickness they chose that day. Wetting practice twice daily—Carla’s calm voice giving the command, Elena’s body obeying before her mind could rebel.

She still hated it.

But the hatred had gone quiet. Muted. Like shouting underwater.

Victor’s visit had changed something.

He came twice more after that first private session. Each time alone. Each time pushing further.

Second visit: he made her come four times with his fingers inside her, diaper pulled aside, until she was sobbing and begging him to stop. Then he taped a fresh one on and rocked her until she fell asleep in his lap, exhausted.

Third visit: he introduced the bottle during stimulation—made her drink while he rubbed her through the padding, conditioning the pleasure to the act of nursing. She came harder than ever, flooding the diaper mid-orgasm, and hated herself for the way her body arched into his hand.

Marco hadn’t touched her since the jealousy started.

She’d overheard Carla on the phone: Marco arguing with Victor about “premature claiming.” Victor reminding him who ran the family. Marco storming out.

Now Marco watched from the observation room during group sessions, eyes dark, jaw tight.

That afternoon, they prepared her for the pre-auction showcase.

Full outfit: frilly pink dress with layers of petticoats that flared out but did nothing to hide the diaper bulge. Thickest padding yet—overnight with extra boosters and clear plastic pants that crinkled loudly. Pigtails with big bows. Pacifier on a ribbon. Mittens that prevented her from using her fingers.

They lined the four “top” girls up in the viewing room—glass walls, bright lights, masked buyers on the other side.

Victor sat front row, visible this time. Marco stood behind him, arms crossed.

The assistant narrated like a salesman.

“Lot three: Elena. Twenty-two. Three weeks training. Full bladder release on command. Highly responsive to stimulation. Minor defiance remains—adds value for breakers.”

Elena was brought forward last.

“Demonstrate wetting.”

The command came.

She didn’t fight.

Just closed her eyes and let go.

Hot warmth flooded the padding, spreading fast, the plastic pants trapping it, making the swell visible to everyone.

Approval from the buyers.

Then stimulation.

Strapped to the table, legs wide, Victor watching intently.

The assistant rubbed through the soaked layers—firm, practiced.

Elena’s body responded instantly now.

First orgasm in under two minutes.

Second right after.

By the third, she was whimpering, hips rocking without permission.

The diaper was ruined—sagging, heavy, overflowing slightly into the plastic pants.

Buyers murmured higher bids.

Victor raised his paddle once. Final.

Sold.

Pending final delivery in one week.

Back in the nursery, Carla changed her slowly.

“You did well,” she said—almost gentle. “Mr. Rossi is pleased. Thinner diapers starting tomorrow. Potty privileges if you keep behaving.”

Elena sat on the table after, fresh diaper snug and dry.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t glare.

Just stared at her mittened hands.

That night, in the crib, something shifted.

Her bladder twinged—full from the evening bottle.

Normally she’d hold it until morning change, suffer the discomfort as quiet rebellion.

Tonight, the pressure felt worse than usual.

She shifted, trying to ignore it.

Couldn’t.

After an hour, the first leak escaped.

Then more.

She didn’t try to stop it.

Just let go completely, warmth spreading through the fresh padding, soaking it heavy and warm.

No command.

No force.

Voluntary.

The realization hit like a punch.

She curled into a ball, face pressed to the mattress.

Silent tears finally came.

Not from pain.

From the quiet, devastating knowledge that part of the conditioning had taken root without her permission.

She was still Elena.

But not the same one.

And in seven days, she’d belong to Victor Rossi completely.

The chasm had swallowed her.

She was still falling.


Chapter 8: The Night Before Transfer

Six days until delivery.

The final week was designed to seal the break.

Victor visited daily now—sometimes mornings, sometimes late at night. Always alone. Always pushing.

He never rushed.

Day twenty-two: he made her straddle his lap in the rocking chair, diaper pulled aside, and ride his fingers until she came five times, bottle in her mouth the entire time. She soaked through two diapers before he was satisfied.

Day twenty-three: restraints on the changing table, vibrator taped inside the padding on low for hours, edging her until she was begging—raw, broken pleas—for release. He denied her until she promised to be “Daddy’s good baby forever.”

She said it.

Meant it in the moment.

Hated herself after.

Day twenty-four: public session in the viewing room again, but this time Victor joined her on the platform. He changed her diaper himself in front of the masked buyers—slow, intimate, narrating every step like a proud father. Then stimulated her to three forced orgasms while holding the bottle to her lips.

Marco watched from the shadows, fists clenched, face unreadable.

By day twenty-seven, Elena had stopped fighting the bottles entirely.

Stopped clenching when the wetting command came.

Stopped pretending she didn’t feel the pleasure when they touched her.

She still hated it.

But the hatred was distant now. Like it belonged to someone else.

The night before transfer, Victor came late.

The nursery was dark, other girls asleep in their cribs.

He lifted Elena out himself, carried her to the private suite upstairs.

No restraints this time.

Just the massive bed, dim lights, and a fresh overnight diaper waiting on the nightstand.

He undressed her slowly, laid her down, taped the diaper on with deliberate care—thick, soft, the kind he preferred for long nights.

Then he stripped to his shirt and trousers, climbed in beside her.

Pulled her against his chest.

One hand settled between her legs, rubbing gentle circles through the padding.

“Tomorrow you come home,” he murmured. “Permanent nursery. No more training. Just you and Daddy.”

His touch was steady, patient.

Elena’s body responded before her mind could protest.

Heat built slow and deep.

She shifted closer without thinking, pressing into his hand.

Victor’s voice was low, approving.

“That’s it, baby girl. Let Daddy take care of you.”

The orgasm rolled through her—quiet, devastating, a long wave that left her trembling.

Warmth flooded the fresh diaper as she came.

Victor didn’t stop.

Kept rubbing, drawing out a second.

Then a third.

By the fourth, Elena was clinging to him, face buried in his neck, hips rocking desperately.

The word slipped out—unforced, raw, broken.

“Daddy… please…”

Victor stilled, hand cupping the swollen padding possessively.

“Say it again.”

She did.

Louder this time.

“Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead, held her tighter.

“Good girl. My perfect little girl.”

He rocked her until she quieted, the diaper heavy and warm between them.

When she finally drifted toward sleep, exhausted and spent, Victor whispered against her hair.

“No more fighting. You’re home now.”

Elena didn’t answer.

But in the dark, tears slid silent into the pillow.

Because he was right.

The fight was gone.

Not crushed.

Just… exhausted.

She’d held on as long as she could.

And somewhere in the haze of forced pleasure and endless shame, the girl who’d scratched tally marks on a crib bar had slipped away.

What was left was quieter.

Needier.

And tomorrow, she’d belong to Victor Rossi completely.

No more countdown.

No more plans.

Just diapers.

Bottles.

And Daddy.

The break was complete.


Chapter 9: The Private Nursery

The transfer happened at dawn.

No ceremony. No goodbyes.

Carla changed Elena one last time in the training wing—thick overnight diaper, plain white dress that buttoned up the back, soft booties. Hair in loose curls. Pacifier clipped to the collar.

Then Marco appeared.

He didn’t speak. Just took the leash from Carla, led Elena out through a side door to a waiting black SUV.

The drive was silent. Forty minutes north of the city, into Westchester’s gated estates. The Rossi mansion loomed at the end of a private drive—stone walls, armed guards, manicured grounds hiding what lay inside.

Marco parked in the underground garage, killed the engine.

For a long moment he just sat there, staring at the wheel.

“You were supposed to be mine,” he said finally, voice rough. “I found you. I started the training. Victor just… took.”

Elena stared at her lap, the diaper warm from a nervous wetting during the drive.

Marco turned to her, eyes dark.

“I could still stop this. Drive you out of here. Drop you somewhere they’d never find you.”

He reached over, cupped her chin, forced her to look at him.

“One word and we’re gone.”

Elena’s heart stuttered.

Freedom.

Mia safe.

A chance to rebuild.

But the words wouldn’t come.

Three weeks of conditioning. Victor’s voice in her head. The way her body now associated safety with the bulk between her legs, with strong hands changing her, with the word Daddy.

She opened her mouth.

Nothing.

Marco’s face twisted—rage, disappointment, something almost like grief.

“Yeah,” he muttered. “That’s what I thought.”

He got out, yanked her door open, pulled her out by the arm.

Marched her through the house to a private wing—locked doors, no other staff in sight.

The nursery was massive. Luxurious. Permanent.

Oversized crib with reinforced bars and locking top. Changing table stocked with every thickness imaginable. Rocking horse. High chair. Walls painted soft pink, but the restraints and cameras were discreetly placed.

Victor waited in a leather armchair, coffee in hand.

He stood when they entered.

“Thank you, Marco.”

Marco unclipped the leash, shoved it into Victor’s hand.

“She’s all yours.”

He left without looking back.

Victor locked the door behind him.

Then turned to Elena.

“Welcome home, baby girl.”

He lifted her onto the changing table, unbuttoned the dress, peeled it away.

Checked the diaper—warm and swollen.

“Good girl. You wet on the ride. That’s progress.”

He changed her slowly—wipes, powder, lotion spread with deliberate strokes. A fresh diaper taped on—thick, but softer than the training ones, with subtle pink trim.

Then a new outfit: short pastel onesie that snapped at the crotch, ruffled bottom accentuating the bulge.

He carried her to the rocking chair, settled her in his lap, warmed a bottle.

“Drink for Daddy.”

Elena took the nipple without hesitation.

Suckled steadily while he rocked her, one hand patting the padded seat.

The milk was sweet, laced with something mild that made her limbs heavy.

When it was empty, he burped her, then laid her back on the table.

Opened the onesie snaps.

Rubbed her through the fresh diaper—slow, possessive circles.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured. “No more shared sessions. No more Marco. Just us.”

The orgasm built fast—her body conditioned, eager despite her mind’s distant scream.

She came with a soft cry, flooding the diaper instantly.

Victor praised her, kept going until a second followed.

Then he changed her again—into an even thicker nighttime one for “naptime.”

Carried her to the crib, tucked her in with a soft blanket and pacifier.

Locked the top.

Stood watching as her eyes grew heavy.

“Sleep, little one. When you wake, we start your new life.”

The mobile spun slowly above her.

Elena drifted off, diaper warm and heavy, Victor’s voice echoing in her head.

Daddy.

The word didn’t feel wrong anymore.

It felt like the only thing left.

The girl who’d fought for twenty-one days was quiet now.

Replaced by something softer.

Needier.

Owned.

And in the silence of the locked nursery, Elena didn’t dream of escape.

She dreamed of the next bottle.

The next change.

The next time Daddy made her come.

The break wasn’t just complete.

It was home.


Chapter 10: The First Month

Thirty days in Victor’s private nursery.

Time had lost its edges.

There were no clocks. No windows that showed daylight. Only soft lamps and the slow rhythm of routines.

Wake to Victor’s hands changing her soaked diaper.

Bottle in the rocking chair, his palm patting her padded bottom while she drank.

Playtime in the oversized playpen—stuffed animals, blocks, the constant crinkle between her legs.

Naptime in the crib, top locked, mobile spinning lullabies.

Evening bath, lotion, powder, fresh nighttime diaper taped snug.

Bedtime stories read in his deep voice, his fingers rubbing slow circles until she came—quiet, helpless, flooding the padding again.

Elena didn’t fight anymore.

She’d tried once, on day four of the transfer. Refused the bottle. Spat it out.

Victor hadn’t yelled.

He’d simply strapped her to the changing table, inserted a thick suppository, and left her alone for hours while her body betrayed her in the most humiliating way possible. Then changed her slowly, praising her for “using her diaper like a good baby,” and edged her for an hour without letting her come.

She hadn’t refused a bottle since.

The regression deepened in small, irreversible ways.

She stopped asking for the potty—even when he offered privileges.

Stopped trying to walk without waddling.

Stopped correcting him when he called her “baby” or “little one.”

Started anticipating the bottle’s warmth, the powder’s scent, the pressure of his hand that meant pleasure was coming.

Started wetting without thinking—small leaks when she was content, full floods when she was aroused or scared.

The first time she crawled to him unprompted—diaper sagging, dress hem wet, and climbed into his lap seeking comfort after a nightmare—he’d smiled like he’d won a war.

“Good girl,” he’d murmured, rocking her until she settled. “Daddy’s got you.”

She’d fallen asleep with her thumb in her mouth and his hand cupped possessively over her diaper.

Marco’s jealousy boiled over on day twenty-nine.

He barged into the nursery during Victor’s afternoon session—Elena on her back on the changing table, legs strapped wide, Victor’s fingers working her slowly through a fresh diaper while she whimpered and rocked.

Marco’s face was thunder.

“You’re keeping her drugged,” he snarled. “She’s not even fighting anymore. That’s not breaking—that’s erasing.”

Victor didn’t stop his rhythm.

“She’s exactly where she needs to be. Compliant. Dependent. Mine.”

Marco stepped closer, eyes on Elena.

She met his gaze—glassy, flushed, close to coming.

For a second something flickered in her expression. Recognition. Shame.

Then Victor pressed harder, and the orgasm took her.

She cried out, hips bucking, flooding the diaper in hot pulses.

Victor finished her off with a second climax before withdrawing his hand.

“See?” he said calmly, wiping his fingers. “Perfect response. No drugs needed. Just time and consistency.”

Marco’s fists clenched.

“You’re turning her into one of the vacant ones.”

Victor taped the ruined diaper closed, sat Elena up, pulled her into his lap.

She curled into him automatically, face hidden in his neck.

“She’s not vacant,” Victor said. “She’s regressed. Peaceful. This is what the buyers pay for.”

Marco stared at her—at the way she clung to Victor, the way her thumb crept toward her mouth.

“You stole her from me.”

Victor’s voice went cold.

“I outrank you. I paid the premium. She’s mine. Get out.”

Marco left.

But not before Elena lifted her head—just for a second—and looked at him.

No plea for help.

No spark of the old fire.

Just quiet acceptance.

The door closed.

Victor rocked her, bottle ready.

“Drink for Daddy.”

She took it without hesitation.

Suckled steadily while he stroked her hair.

Outside the nursery, the Rossi empire churned—rival families circling, sensing weakness in the leadership.

Inside, Elena’s world had shrunk to the cradle of Victor’s arms.

To the weight of the diaper.

To the rhythm of his voice.

To the pleasure he allowed.

The old Elena was a ghost now.

Faint.

Silent.

And the new one—the soft, needy baby girl—had learned to love the cage.

Because it was the only place she felt safe anymore.


Chapter 11: Cracks in the Empire

The attack came on a rainy Thursday night.

Elena was in the crib, half-dozing after Victor’s evening ritual—bottle, slow stimulation through her nighttime diaper until she came twice, then a fresh change and lullaby. The padding was thick and warm between her legs, the mobile spinning lazily above her. She felt floaty, safe in the locked space that had become her entire world.

The first explosion rattled the mansion like thunder.

Then gunfire—rapid, close.

Victor burst into the nursery minutes later, shirt untucked, gun in hand.

He yanked the crib top open, hauled her out.

“Stay low,” he ordered, voice sharp for the first time since she’d arrived.

Elena’s heart slammed. The fog of regression lifted just enough for fear to flood in.

He carried her to the walk-in closet—reinforced door, panic button—and set her on the padded bench inside.

“Lock this behind me. Don’t open for anyone but me.”

He pressed a kiss to her forehead—quick, distracted—and left.

The door sealed.

Elena sat in the dark, diaper crinkling with every panicked breath.

Gunfire echoed through the house. Shouts in Italian. Glass shattering.

She curled into a ball, hands over her ears.

The old Elena—the one who’d planned escapes and scratched tally marks—stirred faintly.

This was chaos.

Chaos meant opportunity.

But the thought felt distant. Wrong.

Her bladder twinged, released without permission—hot warmth spreading fast through the padding.

She didn’t even try to stop it.

Minutes dragged.

Then pounding on the closet door.

“Elena!”

Marco’s voice.

She froze.

“Open up. Victor’s hit. We need to move you.”

Her hand hovered over the lock.

Victor’s orders rang in her head: Don’t open for anyone but me.

But Marco had the override code—he punched it in, door swinging open.

He looked wild—blood on his shirt, gun drawn.

“Come on.”

He scooped her up, carried her through corridors thick with smoke.

Bodies in the hall—guards she recognized.

In the garage, an SUV waited, engine running.

Marco strapped her into the back seat—still in her nighttime onesie and swollen diaper—like a child in a car seat.

They peeled out, tires screeching.

Only when they were on the highway did he speak.

“Morettis hit us hard. Victor took two in the chest. He’s alive—barely. In surgery now.”

Elena stared at him, mind sluggish.

Marco glanced in the rearview.

“They knew exactly where to strike. Someone talked.”

He reached back, hand settling on her thigh—high, possessive.

“You’re with me now. Safe.”

The diaper squished under his palm.

Elena’s stomach twisted.

Safe.

The word felt wrong coming from him.

But Victor was hurt.

The nursery was gone.

Everything she’d learned to need—gone.

Fear crept in deeper than the gunfire.

Marco drove fast, to a safehouse she didn’t recognize.

Inside, it was sparse—no nursery, just a bedroom with a single adult crib shoved in the corner. Stocked diapers on a shelf. Bottles in a mini-fridge.

He laid her on the bed, checked her diaper—sagging heavily now.

“Stay.”

He changed her efficiently—wipes, powder, thick fresh one taped snug.

Then a bottle warmed in the microwave.

He sat beside her, held it to her lips.

“Drink.”

She did.

The regression pulled at her like gravity.

Marco watched her suckle, eyes dark.

“I told you you were supposed to be mine.”

His hand slid between her legs, rubbing slow through the clean padding.

“You’re still responsive. Still perfect.”

Elena’s body arched into the touch without permission.

The orgasm came quick—shameful, flooding the fresh diaper instantly.

Marco didn’t stop until a second followed.

Then he pulled her into his lap, rocked her.

“Victor might live,” he murmured. “But he won’t be the same. The family’s splitting. And you—you’re staying with me.”

He carried her to the crib, locked it.

Stood watching as she curled up, exhausted.

“Sleep, baby girl. Tomorrow we start over. My way.”

In the dark, Elena clutched the blanket.

The nursery was gone.

Victor was gone.

But the need—the deep, conditioned ache for routine, for hands that controlled her body—was still there.

Marco would fill it.

She hated that she knew he could.

The empire was cracking.

And Elena—lost in regression, terrified of the chaos outside the bars—was cracking with it.

One soaked, desperate orgasm at a time.


Chapter 12: Marco’s Rules

The safehouse was cold and bare compared to Victor’s nursery.

No soft pink walls. No rocking horse. Just concrete floors, a single window with bars, and the makeshift nursery corner Marco had thrown together: the crib, a folding changing table, stacks of diapers and supplies he’d grabbed in haste.

Elena spent the first three days in a haze.

She barely spoke.

Barely moved unless directed.

The regression had rooted too deep—Victor’s careful, consistent world shattered, leaving her unmoored. Without the routine, without his hands, she felt lost. Anxious. Small in a way that terrified her.

Marco noticed.

He tried to replicate it at first.

Morning changes on the table—slow, thorough, his fingers lingering longer than necessary.

Bottles warmed and held to her lips while she sat in his lap.

Stimulation sessions twice a day—rougher than Victor’s, more urgent, his jealousy bleeding into every touch.

He made her come hard and fast, diaper soaked every time, praising her in a voice that cracked with possession.

But it wasn’t the same.

Marco was impatient. Angry. The war outside bled into the room—phone calls about territory losses, Victor clinging to life in ICU, rivals circling like wolves.

He took it out on her in small ways.

Spankings for hesitation that left her bottom red and stinging.

Longer isolation in the crib when she didn’t call him “Daddy” fast enough.

No gentle rocking after.

Just possession.

On day five, the tension snapped.

Marco came in late, blood on his knuckles, reeking of gun smoke.

He yanked her from the crib, bent her over the changing table, diaper pulled down just enough.

Fucked her for the first time—raw, no prep, her cries muffled by the pacifier he shoved in her mouth.

She came twice anyway, body betraying her as always, flooding the pulled-aside padding.

After, he didn’t change her.

Left the diaper bunched at her thighs, his come mixing with her mess, and locked her back in the crib.

“Victor spoiled you,” he muttered. “Made you soft. I’ll fix that.”

The next days were harsher.

No more bottles unless she begged.

Diapers left unchanged longer—until rash flared and she whimpered.

Stimulation only when he was angry—rough rubbing through soiled padding until she came sobbing.

He wanted her broken further.

Wanted her to need him the way she’d started to need Victor.

But the regression fought back in unexpected ways.

Without the gentle consistency, cracks appeared.

Nightmares returned—flashes of the warehouse, Mia’s face, the old Elena screaming from somewhere deep.

She’d wake soaked and shaking, reaching for hands that weren’t Victor’s.

Marco would change her eventually, but his touch was impatient.

On day ten, the war reached them.

Gunfire outside the safehouse.

Marco burst in, grabbed her from the crib mid-nap, diaper sagging and warm.

“Move.”

He carried her to a hidden basement room—concrete, no windows, a single mattress and supplies.

Locked the door.

They were trapped for two days.

No electricity half the time.

Marco pacing, gun in hand, barking orders over a radio.

Elena curled on the mattress, diaper unchanged for hours, rash burning.

Fear gnawed at the regression.

The old survival instinct flickered.

When the power came back and Marco finally changed her—rough, distracted—she whispered the first voluntary words in weeks.

“Water.”

He paused, looked at her.

Not “Daddy.”

Not begging.

Just a demand.

Small.

But real.

Marco’s eyes narrowed.

He handed her a bottle anyway.

She drank.

The war raged outside.

Inside, something shifted.

The regression was still there—deep, ingrained.

But the chaos had pried open a door.

A tiny one.

And through it, the old Elena peered out.

Terrified.

Weak.

But alive.

Marco didn’t notice yet.

He was too busy fighting for the empire.

But Elena felt it.

A spark.

Buried under layers of conditioning and need.

Waiting.

One terrified, piss-soaked night at a time.
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Fucked her for the first time—raw, no prep, her cries muffled by the pacifier he shoved in her mouth.

She came twice anyway, body betraying her as always, flooding the pulled-aside padding.

After, he didn’t change her.

Left the diaper bunched at her thighs, his come mixing with her mess, and locked her back in the crib.

“Victor spoiled you,” he muttered. “Made you soft. I’ll fix that.”

The next days were harsher.

No more bottles unless she begged.

Diapers left unchanged longer—until rash flared and she whimpered.

Stimulation only when he was angry—rough rubbing through soiled padding until she came sobbing.

He wanted her broken further.

Wanted her to need him the way she’d started to need Victor.

But the regression fought back in unexpected ways.

Without the gentle consistency, cracks appeared.

Nightmares returned—flashes of the warehouse, Mia’s face, the old Elena screaming from somewhere deep.

She’d wake soaked and shaking, reaching for hands that weren’t Victor’s.

Marco would change her eventually, but his touch was impatient.

On day ten, the war reached them.

Gunfire outside the safehouse.

Marco burst in, grabbed her from the crib mid-nap, diaper sagging and warm.

“Move.”

He carried her to a hidden basement room—concrete, no windows, a single mattress and supplies.

Locked the door.

They were trapped for two days.

No electricity half the time.

Marco pacing, gun in hand, barking orders over a radio.

Elena curled on the mattress, diaper unchanged for hours, rash burning.

Fear gnawed at the regression.

The old survival instinct flickered.

When the power came back and Marco finally changed her—rough, distracted—she whispered the first voluntary words in weeks.

“Water.”

He paused, looked at her.

Not “Daddy.”

Not begging.

Just a demand.

Small.

But real.

Marco’s eyes narrowed.

He handed her a bottle anyway.

She drank.

The war raged outside.

Inside, something shifted.

The regression was still there—deep, ingrained.

But the chaos had pried open a door.

A tiny one.

And through it, the old Elena peered out.

Terrified.

Weak.

But alive.

Marco didn’t notice yet.

He was too busy fighting for the empire.

But Elena felt it.

A spark.

Buried under layers of conditioning and need.

Waiting.

One terrified, piss-soaked night at a time.


Chapter 13: The Spark

Victor lived.

The news came on day fourteen of Marco’s safehouse captivity.

A doctor loyal to the old guard called—Victor out of ICU, stable, already giving orders from his hospital bed. Weak, but alive. And furious.

He wanted his empire back.

He wanted his baby back.

Marco raged when he heard.

Paced the small room, gun in hand, cursing Victor’s name.

“He thinks he can just take you again? After I kept you safe?”

He turned to Elena, eyes wild.

“You’re not going back.”

But the war shifted fast.

Victor’s loyalists rallied. Morettis pushed harder, sensing blood.

Marco’s crew thinned—men defecting, territories lost.

By day eighteen, they were down to one safehouse and three guards.

Marco’s control slipped.

He drank more.

Changed her less.

Fucked her when the anger boiled over—rough, quick, leaving her sore and untouched after.

The regression frayed at the edges.

Without consistency, the need turned painful.

Elena’s sleep grew fitful.

Accidents became unpredictable—wetting in panic when gunfire echoed outside.

Nightmares returned: the warehouse, Mia’s face, Victor’s cold voice mixing with Marco’s rough one.

On day twenty, the spark caught fire.

Marco was out—meeting a potential ally.

The remaining guard, Tony, was on watch.

Elena was in the crib, diaper unchanged for hours, rash burning.

She called out—small voice.

“Water.”

Tony hesitated, then brought a bottle.

She drank.

Then whispered, “Phone.”

He froze.

“Please. Just to check on my sister.”

Tony was young. New. Not hardened like the others.

He looked at the door.

Marco wouldn’t be back for hours.

He pulled a burner from his pocket, handed it over.

“One minute.”

Elena’s hands shook as she dialed Mia’s old number—memorized, never forgotten.

It rang.

“Hello?”

Mia’s voice—older now, but unmistakable.

Elena’s throat closed.

“It’s me,” she whispered. “I’m alive.”

Silence.

Then Mia sobbing.

“Where are you? The police said you ran away—debts or something. I’ve been looking—”

“I can’t talk long. I’m… okay. Just know I love you. Stay safe.”

Tony reached for the phone.

Elena hung up.

Handed it back.

Something shifted in her chest.

A crack of light in the dark.

Tony didn’t tell Marco.

But Elena felt it.

The old her—buried, battered—wasn’t dead.

Just waiting.

That night, Marco returned drunk.

Yanked her from the crib, bent her over the table.

Fucked her hard, one hand fisted in her hair.

She came—body still conditioned—but didn’t cling after.

Just lay there when he finished.

Marco noticed.

Pulled out, zipped up.

“What’s wrong with you?”

Elena met his eyes.

Nothing.

But inside, the spark burned brighter.

Victor’s forces closed in.

Marco’s options dwindled.

And Elena—diapered, regressed, owned—began to remember her name.

The war wasn’t over.

And neither was she.

One quiet, defiant heartbeat at a time.


Chapter 14: The Siege

Day twenty-two in Marco’s safehouse.

The spark had grown into a steady flame.

Small acts.

Asking for water without “please Daddy.”

Holding her bladder a little longer—just to prove she still could.

Looking Marco in the eye when he changed her instead of staring at the ceiling.

He noticed.

His punishments sharpened—longer spankings, colder isolation.

But the war gave her cover.

Victor’s recovery rallied the old guard. Loyalists hit Marco’s remaining territories hard. Supplies ran low. Guards deserted.

Marco’s temper frayed.

He drank more. Slept less.

Fucked her like punishment—hard, fast, no aftercare.

Left her in soiled diapers longer.

The regression still pulled at her, strong and familiar, but the chaos outside fed the spark.

On day twenty-four, the siege began.

Victor’s forces surrounded the safehouse.

No direct assault—too risky with Elena inside.

Just pressure.

Cut power. Cut water. Jam communications.

Marco raged, paced, threatened to “put a bullet in the little bitch” if Victor didn’t back off.

But he didn’t.

He needed her alive. Intact.

His obsession was the weakness Elena had been waiting for.

That night, power out, only emergency lights.

Marco passed out drunk on the couch, gun beside him.

Tony—the young guard who’d let her call Mia—was on watch.

Elena called softly from the crib.

“Tony.”

He approached, wary.

“I’m scared,” she whispered. Voice small. Regressed.

He softened.

She reached through the bars, touched his hand.

“If Victor wins… he’ll kill you. All of you.”

Tony glanced at Marco’s sleeping form.

“I know.”

“Help me,” she said. “Get me out. I’ll tell Victor you saved me. You’ll live.”

Tony hesitated.

The spark burned bright.

She pushed.

“Please.”

He unlocked the crib.

Lifted her out—diaper sagging heavily, unchanged since morning.

Carried her to the back exit.

Outside, darkness. Rain.

Victor’s men waited in the treeline.

Tony handed her over.

They took her—wrapped in a blanket, carried to a waiting car.

Victor was there—in the back seat, pale, hooked to portable monitors, but alive.

Eyes sharp.

He pulled her into his lap the second the door closed.

“My baby,” he murmured, hand sliding under the blanket to check the diaper. “You’re soaked. They didn’t take care of you.”

Elena curled into him automatically.

The regression surged—relief, safety, need.

Victor rocked her as the car sped away.

“Shh. Daddy’s got you now. No one takes you again.”

He fed her a bottle from the console warmer.

She drank.

The spark dimmed.

Not gone.

Just… quiet.

Victor’s hand rubbed slow circles over the swollen padding.

“You’re home,” he whispered.

She came quietly in his lap—body responding to the familiar touch, flooding the diaper further.

Victor praised her, held her tighter.

The car carried them back to the mansion.

Back to the nursery.

Back to the only world she knew now.

The siege was over.

Marco was finished—hunted, soon dead.

Victor had won.

And Elena—diapered, regressed, cradled in the arms of the man who’d broken her—was carried over the threshold like a rescued bride.

The spark flickered.

Weak.

But not out.

Because in the haze of surrender, one thought remained.

Mia was safe.

And someday—when the time was right—the spark would burn again.

One quiet, soaked surrender at a time.


Chapter 15: The Maid’s Whisper

Back in the mansion, the nursery felt different.

Grander, somehow. Victor had renovated while recovering—walls repainted softer pink, new furniture in dark walnut, a larger crib with thicker bars, a rocking chair wide enough for two.

He carried Elena straight there from the car, ignoring the doctors and captains waiting for updates.

Locked the door.

Laid her on the changing table like she’d never left.

The soiled diaper from the siege came off slowly—Victor inspecting every rash, every mark Marco had left.

His face darkened.

“He neglected you.”

He cleaned her gently—warm cloths, soothing cream for the irritation, powder puffed thick.

Taped on the thickest nighttime diaper she’d ever worn—soft inner layer, extra boosters, plastic outer shell that crinkled loudly.

A new onesie—pale lavender, snaps at the crotch, embroidered with tiny roses.

Then the rocking chair.

Bottle warmed and waiting.

He fed her slowly, one hand stroking her hair, the other resting possessively on the padded front.

“You’re home now, baby girl. No one takes you again.”

Elena drank.

The regression flooded back—warm, heavy, comforting.

Victor’s touch. His voice. His scent.

Safety.

She finished the bottle, burped over his shoulder like an infant.

He laid her back on the table, opened the onesie snaps.

Rubbed slow, familiar circles.

She came quickly—body remembering, responding, flooding the fresh diaper with shameful warmth.

Victor praised her, drew out a second orgasm, then a third.

Changed her again—clean, dry, thick.

Carried her to the crib.

Locked it.

Stood watching until she drifted off.

The routine resumed immediately.

Luxurious now.

Morning baths with bubbles and toys.

Bottles laced with vitamins.

Playtime with new oversized stuffed animals.

Naptime in restraints when she shifted restlessly.

Evening stories, stimulation until she was limp and soaked.

Victor was weaker from the wounds—moved slower, tired faster—but his control was absolute.

No more Marco.

No more chaos.

Just Daddy.

And the nursery.

But the spark—the one born in the siege—didn’t die.

It waited.

Nurtured in secret by the new maid.

Lila.

Young. Quiet. Assigned to the nursery full-time.

She’d been one of the training girls years ago—sold, returned when her buyer died, now “retained” as staff.

She changed Elena with gentle hands.

Whispered when Victor was out of the room.

“You’re stronger than they think.”

Slipped notes into the diaper stack—tiny scraps.

Mia is safe. In college. Scholarship—real one this time.

Guards rotate at 2 a.m.

Victor sleeps deepest after his pain meds.

Elena read them in the dark, heart pounding.

Hid them in the crib mattress seam.

The regression still ruled her days.

She wet without thinking.

Came on command.

Called him Daddy without hesitation.

Curled into his lap for comfort.

But at night, when the mansion slept, the spark burned.

Lila brought more than notes.

A small knife—ceramic, undetectable.

Hidden in a powder tin.

A phone—burner, charged.

Hidden in a stuffed bear.

Elena didn’t use them yet.

She waited.

Watched Victor’s recovery.

Waited for weakness.

The empire stabilized.

Victor ruled from his bed, then his chair, then his office.

But the wounds took their toll.

Pain meds at night.

Slower reflexes.

Fewer guards in the private wing—he trusted the regression completely.

On the night Lila whispered “Now,” Elena was ready.

Victor asleep beside the crib—new routine, he sometimes napped there to “keep her calm.”

Elena slipped from the crib—lock picked with the ceramic blade weeks ago.

Diaper still on—thick, dry for once.

She stood over him.

Knife in hand.

Heart pounding.

The regression screamed: Daddy. Safe. Go back to crib.

The spark roared: Freedom. Mia. End this.

Victor stirred.

Eyes opened.

Saw her standing.

Saw the knife.

For the first time, fear in his eyes.

“Baby… put it down.”

Elena’s hand shook.

“Please,” he whispered. “Daddy loves you.”

The word hit like a drug.

Her knees buckled.

She dropped the knife.

Collapsed beside the crib, sobbing.

Victor reached for her, pulled her into his arms.

“Shh. Good girl. It’s okay.”

He rocked her.

Fed her a bottle from the warmer.

Changed her into a fresh diaper when she wet herself in panic.

Locked the crib.

But the spark didn’t die.

It waited.

Because Lila was still there.

And next time, Elena wouldn’t be alone.

The cage was stronger than ever.

But the key was in her hand now.

One whispered rebellion at a time.


Chapter 16: Totally Fucked

The plan was simple.

Lila would drug Victor’s evening pain-med drink.

Elena would wait until he passed out.

Then the ceramic knife. Quick. Clean. End it.

Freedom.

Mia.

A life again.

But plans are fragile when your mind has been rewired for months.

That night, Victor was tender.

He’d had a good day—pain manageable, empire reports positive.

He bathed Elena himself, hands gentle, washing her hair, soaping every inch.

Dried her with thick towels.

Powdered her slowly, lotion massaging deep.

Taped on her favorite diaper—thick, soft, the one with subtle rose trim that made her feel smallest.

Dressed her in the lavender onesie.

Carried her to the rocking chair.

Fed her the bottle while humming an old Italian lullaby.

His hand rubbed slow, perfect circles through the padding.

Elena’s body responded like it always did now.

First orgasm soft and rolling.

Second deeper, leaving her limp.

Third drawn out until she was whimpering “Daddy” unprompted, flooding the diaper in waves.

Victor changed her again—clean, fresh, thick for bedtime.

Carried her to the crib.

But tonight he didn’t lock it.

Climbed in with her—in the oversized crib he’d had built for exactly this.

Pulled her against his chest.

One hand cupped the padded front possessively.

“Stay with Daddy tonight,” he murmured.

Elena curled into him.

The regression sang.

Safety. Warmth. Love—the only kind she knew now.

Lila came with the evening meds—glass of water, pills crushed in.

Victor drank it without question.

Waited for sleep.

But his hand never stopped rubbing.

Slow. Hypnotic.

Elena’s hips rocked into the touch.

Another orgasm built.

She came quietly, soaking the fresh diaper again.

Victor praised her, voice drowsy.

“Good baby… Daddy’s perfect girl…”

The drugs took him.

He drifted off, arm heavy around her.

The knife was under the mattress—Lila had slipped it there days ago.

Elena’s hand found it.

Blade cool in her palm.

She turned in his arms.

Looked at his face—relaxed in sleep, older, scarred.

The man who’d taken everything.

Who’d made her this.

She raised the knife.

Hand shaking.

Heart pounding.

One thrust.

End it.

But the regression roared.

Daddy.

Safe.

Love.

Her arm wouldn’t move.

Tears slid silent.

She lowered the knife.

Dropped it to the crib floor.

Curled back into his chest.

Sobbing quietly.

Victor stirred, half-asleep.

Arm tightening around her.

“Shh… Daddy’s here.”

He rubbed the soaked diaper front again—instinct, even drugged.

She came one more time—broken, helpless, flooding the padding as she cried into his shirt.

Lila found the knife in the morning.

Looked at Elena—curled in Victor’s arms, diaper swollen, face peaceful in sleep.

Lila’s eyes filled with pity.

She picked up the knife.

Left without a word.

The spark died.

Not with a fight.

With a whimper.

Elena was totally fucked.

Mind.

Body.

Soul.

She didn’t try again.

Didn’t want to.

The nursery was her world.

Victor was her everything.

Daddy.

Forever.

The girl who’d once planned escapes was gone.

Replaced by the perfect, regressed baby he’d always wanted.

Totally broken.

Totally his.

And in the quiet of the locked nursery, Elena finally stopped fighting.

Because surrender felt like peace.

One final, soaked, devastated orgasm at a time.


Epilogue: Ten Years Later

Elena Rossi—no relation, thank God—sat in the small, sunlit apartment in Portland, Oregon, staring at the package that had arrived that morning.

Plain brown box. No return address.

Inside: a single adult diaper. Medical-grade, thick, printed with tiny pink roses—the exact pattern Victor had custom-ordered in the last year of her captivity.

A note in typed font:

We never forget our best girls.

Her hands shook as she dropped it into the trash.

Ten years.

Victor had kept her for six.

Six years of total regression. Luxury nursery. No outside world. No clothes but onesies and dresses too short to hide the bulge. Bottles. Crib. Daddy’s hands deciding everything—when she ate, slept, wet, came.

She’d been his perfect baby.

Until the heart attack took him at sixty-five.

The family sold off his assets fast—rival pressures, federal heat.

Elena was part of the assets.

Auctioned one last time.

Bought by a discreet buyer in Eastern Europe. Kept two years in a remote estate. Used. Shared with select guests on weekends. Diapers 24/7. Regression maintained with ruthless consistency.

Then the buyer died—car accident.

Estate liquidated.

She was thirty now. Sold again—this time to a broker who specialized in “releasing” girls when they became too old for the premium market.

They gave her papers. A small payout. A bus ticket.

Dropped her in Seattle with a warning: disappear or be found.

She’d changed her name. Moved twice. Got a job waitressing. Therapy once a week—paid for by a victims’ fund she’d found online.

Mia had found her two years ago.

Hugged her. Cried. Never asked the details Elena couldn’t say out loud.

They talked every week now.

On the surface, Elena had a life.

Apartment. Job. Friends who thought her quietness was just shyness.

But every night, she locked the bedroom door.

Unfolded a diaper from the pack hidden in her closet.

Taped it on with practiced hands.

Lay in bed, legs spread by the familiar bulk.

And only then could she sleep.

Without it, the accidents came—waking soaked, sheets ruined, shame burning fresh.

With it, the dreams were softer.

Victor’s voice. His hands. The crib bars.

She hated that she needed it.

Hated that her body still responded—hand slipping between her legs, rubbing through the padding until she came with a muffled sob, flooding it warm.

Hated that part of her missed the simplicity.

The total surrender.

The knowledge that someone else decided everything.

She’d tried regular underwear.

Lasted three nights.

Woke up wet every time.

Gave up.

The diapers weren’t thick anymore. Discreet ones. Hidden under jeans and dresses.

No one knew.

Not Mia.

Not the therapist.

Not the men she dated twice and never called back.

She was free.

In the real world.

Functional.

But totally fucked.

The cage was gone.

The bars were inside her now.

And every crinkle, every warm flood, every shameful orgasm in the dark reminded her:

They’d won.

Not with chains.

With need.

One quiet, secret, diapered night at a time.

The End.
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