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Chapter 1: Arrival in Shadows

The rain pelted down in relentless sheets as Mia, 27, stood trembling at the iron gates of Blackwood Manor. Her black lace dress clung to her curves, soaked through, her chestnut hair plastered to her pale cheeks. She’d answered the cryptic ad online—a live-in position as a “special companion” for a wealthy recluse. The pay was obscene, enough to wipe out her debts in a single year, but the details were vague. Now, staring at the gothic spires piercing the stormy sky, she felt a shiver of unease—and something else. A dark, forbidden thrill.

The gates creaked open with a mechanical groan, and a tall figure emerged from the shadows. Ethan Blackwood, 32, was every bit the brooding enigma she’d imagined. His sharp jawline, piercing gray eyes, and broad shoulders screamed dominance, even through the tailored black suit he wore. His gaze raked over her, lingering on her trembling lips, and a smirk curled his mouth.

“You’re late, little one,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent heat straight to her core. “Come inside before you catch your death.”

Mia followed, her heels clicking on the cobblestone path, her heart pounding. The manor’s interior was a labyrinth of dark wood and crimson velvet, the air thick with the scent of old money and something muskier—something primal. Ethan led her to a grand sitting room, where a fire roared in the hearth. He turned, his eyes glinting with intent.

“Strip,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re drenched, and I won’t have you dripping all over my floors.”

Mia’s breath hitched. She hesitated, but the heat in his gaze—and the inexplicable ache between her thighs—pushed her forward. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper of her dress, peeling the wet fabric from her skin. It fell to the floor with a wet slap, leaving her in nothing but a black lace bra and matching thong. Ethan’s eyes darkened, his jaw tightening as he drank in the sight of her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. His hand brushed her cheek, then slid down to grip her chin, tilting her face up. “But you’re not done. Everything off.”

Her pulse raced as she unclasped her bra, letting it fall, her full breasts spilling free. Ethan’s gaze dropped, a low growl rumbling in his chest. She hooked her thumbs into her thong, sliding it down her thighs, stepping out of it with a shiver. Naked before him, she felt exposed, vulnerable—and impossibly aroused, her pussy already slick with need.

Ethan’s hand slid down her arm, his touch electric, before he stepped back and gestured to a plush armchair. “Sit. We need to discuss your… role here.”

Mia obeyed, her bare ass pressing into the cool leather, her thighs trembling as she crossed them to hide her arousal. Ethan loomed over her, his presence suffocatingly dominant.

“You’re here to be my little girl,” he said, his voice dripping with dark promise. “My perfect, obedient baby. That means you follow Daddy’s rules. And Daddy’s rules include wearing what I choose.” He reached into a drawer beside the chair, pulling out a thick, crinkly disposable diaper with pastel cartoon prints. Mia’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat.

“W-what is that?” she stammered, though a twisted part of her already knew—and craved it.

“It’s yours, sweetheart,” Ethan said, unfolding the diaper with deliberate slowness. “Lift your hips.”

Her mind screamed to resist, but her body betrayed her, hips lifting as if on command. Ethan slid the diaper beneath her, the crinkle loud in the silent room, and taped it snugly around her waist. The bulk between her thighs felt foreign, humiliating—and maddeningly erotic. Her clit throbbed against the soft padding, and she squirmed, unable to hide her reaction.

Ethan noticed. Of course he did. His smirk widened as he knelt before her, his hands gripping her thighs and spreading them apart. “Look at you, already wet for Daddy,” he purred, his fingers brushing the front of the diaper, pressing the padding against her aching pussy. Mia gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily.

“P-please,” she whimpered, not even sure what she was begging for.

“Please what, baby girl?” Ethan teased, his fingers rubbing slow, torturous circles over the diaper. “Tell Daddy what you need.”

“I—I need you to touch me,” she gasped, shame and desire warring within her. “I need… more.”

Ethan chuckled darkly, standing to tower over her again. “Oh, you’ll get more. But first, we play by my rules.” He reached into the drawer again, pulling out a pair of padded cuffs. Before she could protest, he secured her wrists to the arms of the chair, leaving her helpless, diapered, and exposed.

The vulnerability made her pussy clench, her arousal soaking into the diaper as Ethan leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re going to come for Daddy just like this,” he whispered, his hand pressing harder against the diaper, rubbing her clit through the thick padding. The friction was maddening, not quite enough, yet driving her to the edge. Her hips bucked, desperate for release, as Ethan’s other hand slid up to pinch her nipple, rolling it between his fingers.

“Fuck, Daddy, please,” she moaned, her voice breaking. The word slipped out unbidden, but it felt so right, so filthy, and Ethan’s growl of approval sent a shiver down her spine.

“That’s it, baby girl. Let go.” His hand moved faster, the crinkle of the diaper obscene in the quiet room, and Mia shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy pulsing against the padding, her cries echoing off the walls. Ethan didn’t stop, dragging out her pleasure until she was trembling, oversensitive, and begging for mercy.

But mercy wasn’t in his vocabulary. He unfastened the cuffs, only to flip her onto her stomach over the arm of the chair, her diapered ass in the air. “We’re not done,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. She heard the rustle of his belt, the zip of his pants, and then the hot, hard length of his cock pressed against the back of the diaper, teasing her through the layers.

“Feel that, little one?” he murmured, grinding against her. “Daddy’s going to fuck you, but not yet. First, you need to learn your place.”

Mia whimpered, her body aching for him, as he reached around to rub her clit through the diaper again. The overstimulation made her squirm, but his grip on her hip kept her in place. Then, without warning, he pulled the back of the diaper down just enough to expose her ass, and she felt the cool tip of a lubed plug press against her tight hole.

“Relax, baby girl,” he ordered, his voice firm as he pushed the toy inside. Mia gasped, the stretch burning at first, then morphing into a dark, delicious fullness as the plug settled in place. Ethan taped the diaper back up, trapping the toy inside her, and gave her padded ass a sharp smack. The jolt sent a wave of pleasure-pain through her, the plug shifting with every movement.

“Now, you’re going to sit on Daddy’s lap,” he said, pulling her up and settling into the chair with her straddling him. His cock strained against his pants, pressing against the front of her diaper as he gripped her hips, rocking her against him. The friction, combined with the plug in her ass, was torture, and Mia’s head fell back, moans spilling from her lips.

“Look at you, so desperate,” Ethan growled, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts, thumbs flicking over her nipples. “You’re going to come again, aren’t you? Right in your diaper, like a good little girl.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she gasped, grinding harder against him, the crinkle of the diaper mixing with the wet sounds of her arousal. The orgasm built fast, crashing over her in waves as she screamed his name, her body shaking in his grip. Ethan held her through it, his own breathing ragged, his cock twitching against her.

But he wasn’t done with her yet. He lifted her off his lap, laying her on the plush rug before the fire, and tore open the tabs of the diaper with a loud rip. Her soaked pussy was bared to him, glistening in the firelight, and Ethan groaned as he freed his cock, thick and heavy, precum beading at the tip.

“Spread your legs for Daddy,” he commanded, and Mia obeyed instantly, her thighs trembling as he positioned himself between them. He thrust into her in one hard stroke, filling her completely, the plug in her ass making her feel impossibly tight. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her with ruthless precision, each thrust driving her closer to another edge.

“Take it, baby girl,” he grunted, his pace relentless, his hands pinning her wrists above her head. “You’re mine now. My little diaper slut.”

The filthy words pushed her over, her pussy clenching around him as she came again, her screams muffled against his shoulder. Ethan followed moments later, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside her, his growl of satisfaction vibrating through her.

They lay there, panting, the fire casting shadows over their tangled bodies. But Ethan’s dominance wasn’t sated. He pulled out, his cum dripping from her, and reached for a fresh diaper from the drawer. “Time for a change, sweetheart,” he said, his voice dark with promise. “And then, we discuss your first enema. Daddy needs you clean for tomorrow’s games.”

Mia’s breath hitched, arousal and fear mingling as he taped the new diaper around her, the crinkle a constant reminder of her new reality. Blackwood Manor was her cage now—and she was already addicted to its shadows.


Chapter 2: The Contract of Submission

Mia’s heart thundered in her chest as she stood in the dimly lit study of Blackwood Manor, her bare feet cold against the hardwood floor. The thick, crinkling diaper Ethan had forced her into clung to her hips, the humiliating bulk a constant reminder of her new reality. Her cheeks burned with a mix of shame and a dark, pulsing arousal that she couldn’t shake. Ethan sat behind a massive oak desk, his piercing gray eyes locked on her, a predatory smirk curling his lips. At 32, he exuded raw dominance, his tailored black shirt rolled up to reveal sinewy forearms that made her stomach twist with want.

“Sit,” he commanded, gesturing to a plush chair across from him. His voice was a low growl, sending shivers down her spine. Mia obeyed, the diaper squishing audibly beneath her as she lowered herself, her thighs trembling. She was still naked save for the infantile garment, her breasts heavy and exposed, nipples hardening under his unrelenting gaze.

Ethan slid a thick document across the desk. “This is your contract, little girl. Read it. Understand it. Sign it. Or leave now.” His tone left no room for argument, but the glint in his eyes told her he knew she wouldn’t walk away. Not after last night, when he’d pinned her against the wall, his fingers working her soaked pussy through the diaper until she’d screamed her release, the humiliating crinkle of plastic amplifying every thrust of his hand.

Mia’s fingers shook as she picked up the contract. The words swam before her eyes—terms of absolute submission, 24/7 diaper wear, forced regression, and punishments at his discretion. Her breath hitched as she read a clause about “intimate care,” her mind flashing to the enema he’d threatened her with last night, the nozzle’s cold intrusion a promise of deeper violation. Her core clenched, slick heat pooling between her thighs despite herself.

“Look at me,” Ethan snapped, and her eyes shot up. He leaned forward, his presence suffocating. “You’re already wet, aren’t you? I can smell your needy little cunt from here.” His crude words hit her like a slap, and she squirmed, the diaper rubbing against her swollen clit. “Sign it, Mia. Be Daddy’s perfect little slut, or get the fuck out.”

Her hand moved before her mind caught up, scribbling her name across the dotted line. The pen clattered to the desk, and Ethan’s smirk widened into something feral. “Good girl. Now, let’s seal the deal.”

He stood, rounding the desk with predatory grace, and yanked her to her feet. Her gasp was swallowed by his mouth as he kissed her hard, his tongue invading, claiming. His hands gripped her ass through the diaper, squeezing the padded material until she whimpered into the kiss. “You’re mine now,” he growled against her lips, shoving her back against the desk. Papers scattered as he bent her over, her breasts pressing into the cool wood, her diapered ass raised for him.

“Look at this,” he rasped, slapping the back of her diaper with a sharp crack that echoed in the room. “My little baby girl, all padded up and dripping for Daddy.” He tugged the tabs free, the diaper falling away with a heavy thud, exposing her glistening pussy and the tight pucker of her ass. Mia’s face burned, but her body betrayed her, hips rocking back instinctively.

Ethan chuckled darkly, his fingers dipping between her folds, spreading her wetness with deliberate slowness. “So fucking soaked. You love this, don’t you? Being my helpless little toy.” Two thick digits thrust inside her without warning, stretching her open, and she cried out, her walls clenching around him. He pumped hard, his other hand gripping her hip, holding her in place as he finger-fucked her into a trembling mess. “Cum for me, baby. Show Daddy how much you need this.”

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her scream raw as her pussy spasmed around his fingers, juices dripping down her thighs. Ethan didn’t stop, dragging out her pleasure until she was sobbing, oversensitive and shaking. Only then did he pull out, licking his fingers clean with a groan. “Sweet as sin,” he muttered, before stepping back to retrieve something from a drawer.

Mia’s breath hitched as she heard the clink of metal. She turned her head just enough to see him holding a pair of padded cuffs and a gleaming silver butt plug with a flared base. “Time for your first punishment, little one,” he said, his voice dripping with dark promise. “You hesitated before signing. That’s not allowed.”

Before she could protest, he snapped the cuffs around her wrists, securing them behind her back. The position forced her chest down harder against the desk, her ass jutting out vulnerably. Ethan spread her cheeks, his thumb circling her tight hole, and she tensed, a whimper escaping her lips. “Relax, baby girl,” he cooed, mockingly gentle, as he squirted cold lube over her entrance. “Daddy’s just going to fill you up.”

The plug pressed against her, the metal icy and unyielding. She gasped as he pushed it in slowly, the stretch burning, her body resisting until he smacked her thigh hard. “Take it, Mia. Be a good girl.” The pain morphed into a dark, throbbing pleasure as the widest part breached her, settling deep inside with a heavy fullness. She moaned, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more.

Ethan stepped back, admiring his work, then tugged a fresh diaper from a nearby shelf. “Can’t have my little girl making a mess now, can we?” he taunted, sliding the thick padding under her and taping it shut, the bulk pressing the plug deeper. Every movement made her hyper-aware of the intrusion, her arousal building to a fever pitch.

He uncuffed her only to flip her onto her back on the desk, spreading her legs wide. The diaper crinkled loudly as he knelt between her thighs, his breath hot through the material. “I’m going to fuck you through this,” he growled, rubbing his hardening cock against the padded barrier. “Feel how much Daddy wants his baby girl.”

Mia’s head spun as he ground against her, the friction teasing her clit through the diaper, the plug shifting with every thrust of his hips. She was a mess of sensation, humiliation fueling her desire, and when he ripped open the front of the diaper just enough to expose her pussy, she nearly came on the spot. His cock sprang free, thick and veiny, pre-cum glistening at the tip, and he didn’t hesitate, slamming into her with a brutal thrust that made her scream.

“Fuck, so tight,” he grunted, pounding into her mercilessly, the desk creaking under their weight. The diaper rustled with every movement, the plug in her ass amplifying the fullness as he fucked her raw. Her bound hands clenched uselessly behind her back, her body arching as another orgasm built fast and hard. “Cum on Daddy’s cock, little slut,” he snarled, pinching her clit between his fingers, and she shattered, her walls milking him as she sobbed through her release.

Ethan’s pace faltered, his own climax hitting with a guttural roar, hot spurts filling her as he claimed her completely. He collapsed over her for a moment, both of them panting, before pulling out and re-taping the diaper, trapping his cum inside her. “Keep that in there,” he ordered, his voice rough. “A reminder of who owns you.”

Mia lay there, dazed and spent, as he uncuffed her and pulled her into his lap on the chair. His touch was gentler now, but still possessive, stroking her hair as she trembled. “We’re not done, little girl,” he murmured, a dark edge to his tone. “Tonight, you’re getting an enema. Daddy needs to clean his baby inside and out before bed.”

Her stomach flipped, fear and arousal warring within her as she nodded meekly. The thought of the invasive procedure, of being so utterly exposed and controlled, made her core throb again despite her exhaustion. Ethan’s hand slipped under the diaper, teasing her oversensitive clit with a wicked grin. “That’s right. You’ll take everything I give you. Every drop, every command. You’re mine, Mia. Forever in diapers, forever Daddy’s little fucktoy.”

She shivered in his lap, the weight of the contract and his words sinking in, knowing there was no turning back. As his fingers worked her toward yet another edge, the gothic walls of Blackwood Manor seemed to close in, a cage of dark desire she’d willingly locked herself into. And as she moaned under his touch, the crinkle of her diaper a constant humiliating soundtrack, she knew she’d never want to escape.


Chapter 3: First Night in the Nursery

Mia’s heart thundered in her chest as Ethan led her down the dimly lit hallway of Blackwood Manor, her bare feet padding softly on the cold hardwood floor. The thick, crinkling diaper taped snugly around her hips felt foreign yet maddeningly arousing, each step reminding her of the contract she’d just signed. Absolute submission. Forced regression. Total control. At 26, she’d never imagined herself in such a position, but the heat pooling between her legs betrayed her body’s response to Ethan’s dominance. He was 32, tall, and imposing, his dark eyes glinting with a predatory hunger as he guided her toward the nursery—a room she’d only glimpsed in passing, but one that now promised to be her cage and her playground.

“Welcome to your new home, little girl,” Ethan growled, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine as he pushed open the heavy oak door. The room was a twisted fantasy: pastel pink walls adorned with cartoonish decals, a massive crib with bars that looked more like a prison, a changing table stocked with stacks of fluffy diapers, and shelves of toys—some innocent, others clearly meant for darker pleasures. A faint scent of baby powder lingered in the air, mingling with the musk of her own nervous arousal.

Mia’s breath hitched as Ethan’s hand slid down her back, resting possessively on the padded curve of her diapered ass. “You’re mine now, Mia. Every inch of you. Every thought. Every need.” His fingers pressed into the crinkly material, the sensation making her squirm as a desperate ache throbbed in her core. “Tonight, we start your training.”

“Training?” Her voice trembled, barely above a whisper, as she turned to face him. His smirk was wicked, promising both punishment and pleasure.

“First, we need to make sure you understand your place.” Ethan’s tone was firm as he gestured toward the changing table. “Lie down. Daddy needs to check his little girl.”

Mia hesitated, her cheeks flaming with humiliation, but the look in his eyes—dark, commanding—left no room for defiance. She climbed onto the padded surface, the cold vinyl sticking to her bare thighs above the diaper. Her thin, white nightgown barely covered her, and as she lay back, the fabric rode up, exposing the bulky diaper to Ethan’s hungry gaze. He loomed over her, his hands deftly unfastening the tabs with a loud ripping sound that echoed in the quiet room.

“Such a good girl, letting Daddy see everything,” he murmured, his voice dripping with lust as he peeled the diaper away, revealing her slick, shaved pussy. Mia’s breath caught as the cool air hit her sensitive skin, her arousal painfully obvious. Ethan’s fingers traced the edge of her folds, teasing but not touching where she craved him most. “Look at this. So wet already. You love being Daddy’s little diaper slut, don’t you?”

Mia whimpered, her hips twitching involuntarily as shame and desire warred within her. “I—I don’t—” she started, but Ethan’s sharp look silenced her.

“Don’t lie to Daddy.” His finger dipped inside her, just enough to make her gasp, before pulling out to smear her wetness across her clit. “Your body tells the truth.” He circled her swollen bud with agonizing slowness, watching her face contort with need. “Tonight, you’re going to come for me. Over and over. But only when I say.”

Before she could process his words, Ethan reached for a small, pink vibrator from the shelf beside the table. The hum of the toy filled the room as he switched it on, pressing it directly against her clit without warning. Mia cried out, her back arching off the table as waves of pleasure crashed through her. “Oh fuck—Ethan—Daddy—please!” Her hands gripped the edges of the table, knuckles white, as he held the toy in place, unrelenting.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he growled, his free hand pinning her hips down as she writhed. “You don’t come until I give permission.” His control was absolute, his gaze locked on her face as she teetered on the edge, desperate for release. Just as she thought she couldn’t hold back, he pulled the vibrator away, leaving her panting and trembling.

“Time for something special,” Ethan said, his voice dark with promise as he reached for a small enema kit from a drawer. Mia’s eyes widened, her body tensing with a mix of fear and forbidden curiosity. “Little girls need to be clean for Daddy. And this will remind you who’s in charge.”

He lubed the nozzle with a cold, slick gel, his movements deliberate as he spread her legs wider. “Relax, sweetheart,” he cooed, though his tone held an edge of sadistic delight. The tip pressed against her tight back entrance, and Mia bit her lip, a sharp gasp escaping as he pushed it inside. The intrusion was invasive, humiliating, and yet the slow trickle of warm liquid filling her made her pussy clench with unexpected arousal. Ethan’s hand rubbed soothing circles on her lower belly, amplifying the pressure as she squirmed beneath him. “That’s it. Take it all for Daddy.”

The sensation was overwhelming, her body caught between discomfort and a strange, submissive pleasure. When he finally removed the nozzle, he taped a fresh diaper around her hips, trapping the liquid inside. “Hold it, little girl,” he ordered, his hand pressing firmly against the front of the diaper, the pressure on her clit making her moan. “You don’t get to release until I say.”

Mia’s mind was a haze of need and humiliation as Ethan lifted her from the table, carrying her to the oversized crib. He laid her down, securing her wrists to the bars with soft, pink restraints. The position left her vulnerable, her diapered bottom on display as she tugged uselessly against the bonds. Ethan stood over her, his erection straining against his jeans as he drank in the sight of her helplessness.

“Look at you. So fucking perfect,” he growled, unbuttoning his pants to free his thick, hard cock. Mia’s mouth watered despite herself, her eyes locked on the glistening tip as he stroked himself slowly. “Daddy’s going to fuck you now, baby. But you’re keeping that diaper on. I want to feel it crinkle while I take you.”

He climbed into the crib, positioning himself between her spread thighs. The diaper tabs were undone just enough to expose her dripping pussy, the crinkling sound obscene as he rubbed his cock against her folds, coating himself in her wetness. “Fuck, you’re soaked,” he groaned, thrusting inside her in one hard, deep stroke. Mia screamed, the stretch and sudden fullness pushing her to the brink as he filled her completely.

Ethan didn’t hold back, pounding into her with brutal intensity, the crib rocking beneath them. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, the sound mingling with her moans and his grunts of pleasure. “You’re mine, Mia. My little diapered fucktoy,” he rasped, one hand gripping her hip while the other pressed against the front of her diaper, the pressure on her clit driving her wild. “Come for Daddy. Now.”

The command shattered her, her orgasm ripping through her with blinding force. Her pussy clenched around him, pulsing as she screamed his name, her body shaking in the restraints. Ethan didn’t stop, fucking her through the aftershocks until his own release hit, his cock throbbing as he spilled inside her with a guttural moan.

They were both panting as he pulled out, her pussy dripping with his cum as he retaped the diaper, trapping the mess inside. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead with surprising tenderness before undoing the restraints. But the night wasn’t over. Ethan’s eyes gleamed with dark intent as he pulled out a thick, padded pacifier gag from the shelf. “Open up, little one. Daddy’s not done playing.”

Mia’s lips parted instinctively, the silicone nipple filling her mouth as he buckled it behind her head. The gag muffled her whimpers as he positioned her on all fours in the crib, her diapered ass high in the air. “One more round, baby girl,” he said, his voice rough with renewed arousal. He lubed up a small anal plug, the cold metal teasing her tight hole as he worked it inside her, the stretch making her moan around the gag. “That’s it. Take Daddy’s toy while I fuck you again.”

His cock slid back into her pussy, the double penetration driving her to the edge almost instantly. The diaper crinkled beneath her, the enema still inside adding a layer of humiliating fullness as Ethan fucked her relentlessly, one hand gripping her hair while the other spanked her padded ass. “Come again, slut,” he growled, and she did, her second orgasm even more intense than the first, her body convulsing as she sobbed around the pacifier.

Ethan came soon after, his thrusts erratic as he filled her once more, collapsing over her with a satisfied groan. When he finally pulled out, he removed the plug and gag, cradling her trembling form against his chest. “You did so good, little girl,” he whispered, stroking her hair as she clung to him, overwhelmed by the intensity of the night. The diaper felt heavy, wet, and used, a constant reminder of her submission.

As Mia drifted into an exhausted haze, Ethan’s voice cut through the fog. “Tomorrow, we’ll work on your diaper punishment. You’ve got a lot to learn, sweetheart.” His words promised more dark, twisted pleasures, and despite everything, Mia felt a spark of anticipation ignite within her. She was his—body, mind, and soul—and this was only the beginning of her life as Daddy’s forever diapered little girl.


Chapter 4: Breaking Point

Mia woke to the soft, pastel glow of the nursery at Blackwood Manor, her body still tingling from the intense encounters of the night before. At 27, she had never felt so simultaneously vulnerable and aroused, trapped in a web of submission under Ethan’s iron control. The 32-year-old billionaire loomed over her life like a dark god, his chiseled features and piercing green eyes commanding every inch of her surrender. The thick, crinkly diaper taped snugly around her hips was a constant reminder of her regression—a forced infantilization that both humiliated and excited her in ways she couldn’t fully comprehend.

She shifted on the oversized crib’s mattress, the plastic sheet beneath her rustling loudly. Her wrists were still bound by soft, padded cuffs attached to the crib’s bars, a lingering symbol of Ethan’s dominance. The ache between her thighs pulsed, a mix of soreness and desperate need. Last night, he’d fucked her senseless while she was diapered, the crinkle of the padding mixing with her moans as he’d taken her hard and deep, her body trembling through multiple orgasms. The memory made her clit throb, even as shame burned her cheeks.

The nursery door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his presence instantly filling the room with an electric tension. He wore a crisp black shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms, and tailored slacks that did little to hide the bulge already straining against the fabric. His smirk was predatory as he approached the crib, his gaze raking over her helpless form.

“Morning, little girl,” he purred, his voice low and dripping with authority. “Did my baby sleep well in her wet diaper?”

Mia’s face flushed crimson. She could feel the dampness of the diaper, a humiliating reminder of her loss of control during the night. “I—I don’t know what you mean, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, playing into the role he demanded.

Ethan chuckled darkly, unlocking the crib’s side and towering over her. “Don’t lie to Daddy, Mia. I can smell how much of a mess you’ve made. But don’t worry—I’m going to clean you up… after I’ve had my fun.”

Her heart raced as he unfastened her wrist cuffs, only to immediately guide her hands behind her back, securing them with a click of cold metal handcuffs. The helplessness sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core, her pussy clenching despite the embarrassment. Ethan tugged her out of the crib, forcing her to stand on wobbly legs, the bulky diaper making her waddle awkwardly.

“Time for a bath, little one,” he growled, his hand gripping her upper arm as he led her to an adjoining bathroom. The room was as lavish as the rest of the manor, with a large clawfoot tub already filled with steaming water. But what caught her eye was the array of toys and tools laid out on the counter—vibrators, butt plugs, and a menacing-looking enema kit.

Ethan didn’t waste time. He pushed her down onto a padded changing mat on the floor, the cold surface making her gasp. With practiced ease, he ripped the tabs of her soaked diaper open, exposing her glistening pussy and the faint redness of her spanked ass from the night before. His eyes darkened with lust as he ran a finger through her slick folds, eliciting a whimper from her lips.

“Such a messy girl,” he murmured, smearing her arousal over her clit, circling it slowly. “But Daddy’s gonna make you even messier before we clean you up.”

Mia’s breath hitched as he reached for a small, bullet vibrator from the counter. He switched it on, the buzzing sound filling the room, and pressed it directly against her swollen clit. The sensation was electric, her hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure ripped through her. “Oh, fuck, Daddy—please!” she cried, her voice breaking.

“Not yet, baby,” Ethan commanded, pulling the toy away just as she teetered on the edge. He smirked at her frustrated whine, then grabbed the enema kit. “First, we’re gonna make sure my little girl is nice and full.”

Her eyes widened in horror and arousal as he prepared the solution, the nozzle gleaming under the bathroom lights. “No, Daddy, please—I’ll be good!” she pleaded, but the glint in his eyes told her there was no escaping this.

“Shh, little one. Daddy knows what’s best for you.” He lubed the nozzle generously, then positioned it at her tight, puckered hole. The cold metal made her flinch, but Ethan’s firm hand on her lower back kept her in place. Slowly, he pushed it in, stretching her with a delicious burn that made her moan despite herself. Then came the warm rush of liquid, filling her insides as her belly cramped with the pressure.

“Good girl,” he cooed, rubbing her back as she squirmed, the sensation both humiliating and oddly arousing. Her pussy dripped onto the mat beneath her, her body betraying how much she craved this twisted game. When the bag was empty, Ethan pulled the nozzle out, quickly replacing it with a small butt plug to keep her full. The stretch was maddening, her body trembling with the need to release—both the liquid and the building orgasm.

“Now, let’s get you in the tub,” he said, lifting her effortlessly and setting her into the warm water. The plug shifted inside her with every movement, sending waves of sensation through her core. Ethan stripped off his shirt, revealing his sculpted chest, then climbed in behind her, his hard cock pressing against her lower back through his pants. He reached around, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her gasp.

“You’re such a perfect little slut for Daddy,” he growled into her ear, one hand sliding down to rub her clit under the water. “Look at you, diapered and plugged, taking everything I give you.”

Mia’s head fell back against his chest, her body arching into his touch. The combination of the plug, the fullness in her belly, and his relentless fingers on her clit drove her wild. “Daddy, I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna come!” she sobbed, her voice raw with desperation.

“Then come for me, baby,” Ethan ordered, pinching her clit just as he twisted her nipple. The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing in the water, her cries echoing off the tiled walls. Her pussy clenched around nothing, the plug amplifying every pulse of pleasure as she shattered under his control.

But Ethan wasn’t done. He lifted her out of the tub, water dripping from her trembling body, and bent her over the counter, her cuffed hands useless behind her. The plug was still firmly in place as he unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you now, little girl,” he said, his voice rough with lust. “And you’re gonna take every inch while you’re still full for me.”

Mia whimpered as he spread her cheeks, his cockhead pressing against her dripping pussy. He didn’t tease—he slammed into her with one brutal thrust, filling her completely. The stretch, combined with the plug in her ass, was overwhelming, her body stretched to its limits. “Fuck, Daddy, it’s too much!” she cried, but her hips rocked back against him, craving more.

Ethan gripped her hips, pounding into her with ruthless precision, each thrust pushing the plug deeper, intensifying the pressure inside her. “That’s it, baby, take Daddy’s cock like a good little slut,” he grunted, his balls slapping against her clit with every brutal stroke. The counter dug into her stomach, her breasts bouncing with the force of his thrusts, but the pain only heightened her pleasure.

Her second orgasm built quickly, the dual penetration driving her to the edge. “Daddy, please, I can’t hold it—oh, fuck!” she screamed, her body locking up as she came again, her pussy clamping down on his cock like a vice. Ethan groaned, his rhythm faltering as he followed her over the edge, spilling hot and deep inside her with a primal roar.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, his cock still buried in her as aftershocks rippled through her body. Finally, he pulled out, a trickle of his cum dripping down her thigh as he carefully removed the plug. The relief was immediate, but the humiliation of what came next—releasing the enema in front of him—made her cheeks burn.

Ethan guided her through it with a mix of stern commands and soothing praise, cleaning her up with a gentleness that contrasted sharply with his earlier roughness. Once she was clean, he taped a fresh diaper around her hips, the crinkle loud in the quiet bathroom. “You did so well for Daddy,” he murmured, kissing her forehead. “But we’re not done breaking you yet.”

Mia’s heart pounded as he led her back to the nursery, her body still buzzing with the aftermath of their encounter. She knew whatever came next would push her limits even further—and she couldn’t wait to surrender to it. As Ethan secured her wrists to the crib once more, a wicked smile playing on his lips, she realized she was truly at her breaking point… and she loved every second of it.


Chapter 5: Deeper into Little Space

Mia woke to the soft crinkle of her thick, padded diaper beneath her, the sensation both humiliating and oddly comforting as it hugged her hips. The pastel nursery room at Blackwood Manor was bathed in early morning light, the crib bars casting shadows across the floor. Her wrists were still loosely bound to the headboard with silky pink ribbons from the night before, a reminder of Ethan’s unrelenting control. At 27, she never imagined she’d be here—reduced to a whimpering little girl under the command of a man like Ethan, a 32-year-old billionaire whose dark desires matched her hidden cravings.

Her body ached deliciously from last night’s torment, the memory of Ethan’s firm hands and the invasive enema making her squirm. The diaper was damp, a shameful testament to her forced regression, and yet her pussy throbbed beneath the padding, a traitor to her pride. Before she could dwell on it, the door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his imposing frame filling the room with an electric tension. He wore a tailored black shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, his piercing gray eyes raking over her bound form with predatory hunger.

“Good morning, little one,” he purred, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. “Did my baby girl sleep well in her wet diapee?”

Mia’s cheeks burned, but her body betrayed her, her nipples hardening under the thin onesie as she nodded meekly. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she stammered, the word slipping out too easily now.

Ethan smirked, approaching the crib and untying the ribbons with deliberate slowness, his fingers brushing her wrists, igniting sparks of need. “Today, we’re going deeper into little space, sweetheart. Daddy’s got plans to make sure you never forget who owns this pretty little body.”

Her heart raced as he lifted her from the crib, his strong hands gripping her diapered ass, pressing the damp padding against her sensitive folds. She gasped, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the changing table. The cold surface hit her back, and Ethan wasted no time, snapping open the onesie to reveal her diaper, the wetness glistening under the nursery lights.

“Look at this mess,” he teased, his fingers tracing the edge of the diaper, dipping just beneath to graze her swollen clit. “Such a naughty girl, wetting yourself for Daddy. You love this, don’t you?”

Mia whimpered, her hips bucking against his touch, desperate for more. “Please, Daddy…” she begged, her voice small and needy.

Ethan chuckled darkly, peeling the diaper away with a loud rip, exposing her slick, aching pussy to the cool air. “Not yet, baby. First, we’re cleaning you up—nice and thorough.” He reached for a large enema bag hanging nearby, the nozzle glinting menacingly. Mia’s eyes widened, a mix of dread and arousal pooling in her core as he lubed the tip with deliberate care.

“Spread those legs, little girl,” he commanded, pushing her thighs apart. She obeyed, trembling as he inserted the nozzle into her tight asshole, the intrusion cold and slick. Warm water began to flow, filling her with a strange, heavy pressure that made her moan despite herself. Ethan’s free hand slid to her clit, rubbing slow, torturous circles as the enema worked its magic, her belly swelling slightly with the liquid.

“That’s it, take it all for Daddy,” he growled, his fingers picking up speed, driving her to the edge as the pressure built. “You’re so fucking tight back here, baby. I can’t wait to claim this little hole later.”

Mia’s head thrashed against the table, the dual sensations of fullness and pleasure overwhelming her. “Daddy, I’m gonna—oh fuck!” Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching around nothing as she cried out, her body shaking under his touch. Ethan didn’t stop, drawing out her climax until she was a whimpering mess, the enema finally complete.

He removed the nozzle, guiding her to the attached bathroom to release, his presence looming as she did so, the humiliation only fueling her twisted arousal. Once cleaned, he diapered her again, the fresh padding a stark contrast to the raw need still pulsing between her thighs. But Ethan wasn’t done. He secured her wrists with padded cuffs, attaching them to a hook above the changing table, leaving her stretched and vulnerable.

“Time for Daddy to play,” he murmured, unzipping his pants to reveal his thick, hard cock, already glistening with precum. Mia’s mouth watered, her body aching to be filled as he stepped between her legs, tearing the diaper open just enough to expose her dripping cunt. “You’re so wet for me, little slut. You love being Daddy’s helpless baby, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried, her voice breaking as he thrust into her in one brutal stroke, stretching her wide. The angle, with her wrists bound above, made every inch of him feel deeper, his cock hitting spots that made her scream. He fucked her hard, the changing table creaking under their weight, his hands gripping her diapered hips for leverage.

“Take it, baby girl. Take Daddy’s cock in that tight little pussy,” he grunted, his thrusts relentless, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing in the nursery. Mia’s second orgasm built fast, her walls clamping around him as she sobbed with pleasure, her bound hands pulling uselessly at the cuffs.

“Cum for me, little one,” Ethan ordered, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing in time with his thrusts. She shattered again, her cries filling the room as her pussy milked his cock, pushing him over the edge. He groaned, spilling hot cum deep inside her, marking her as his in the most primal way.

They stayed locked together for a moment, panting, before he pulled out, his seed dripping from her abused hole onto the torn diaper. Ethan’s eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as he uncuffed her, only to flip her onto her stomach, securing her wrists behind her back. “We’re not done, sweetheart. Daddy’s got toys for his little girl.”

He retrieved a vibrating butt plug from a nearby drawer, its size intimidating as he coated it with lube. Mia whimpered, her ass still sensitive from the enema, but Ethan was merciless. “Relax, baby,” he cooed, spreading her cheeks and pressing the plug against her tight ring. It slipped in with a slow burn, the vibration starting immediately, sending shockwaves through her core.

“Oh god, Daddy, it’s too much!” she gasped, but her hips rocked back, betraying her words. Ethan taped a fresh diaper over the plug, trapping the toy inside her, the buzzing intensifying against the padding.

“You’ll wear this all day, little one,” he said, his voice firm. “Every time you feel it, remember who owns this ass. Now, let’s get you dressed for breakfast.”

He dressed her in a frilly pink dress, the short hem barely covering the bulging diaper, the plug’s vibrations a constant torment as he led her downstairs. Every step made her pussy clench, the humiliation of waddling in front of the manor staff only heightening her arousal. Ethan sat her in a high chair at the dining table, a bib tied around her neck, and fed her oatmeal with a baby spoon, his eyes never leaving hers, promising more.

“Daddy, please turn it off,” she begged between bites, her voice a desperate whisper as the vibrations pushed her toward another edge. A maid lingered nearby, pretending not to notice, but Mia felt the weight of her gaze, the shame burning hot.

“Not yet, baby girl,” Ethan replied, leaning in to lick a stray bit of oatmeal from her lip, his tongue teasing hers in a brief, filthy kiss. “You cum when Daddy says.”

By the time breakfast ended, Mia was trembling, her third orgasm of the morning crashing through her right there in the high chair, her muffled cry hidden behind a spoonful of food. Ethan’s smirk told her he knew, his hand resting possessively on her thigh under the table, fingers brushing the diaper’s edge.

The rest of the day was a blur of forced little space—coloring books, naps in the crib, and Ethan’s constant touches, each one laced with sexual intent. By evening, he had her bent over the nursery rocking chair, the diaper ripped open again, the plug removed only to be replaced by his cock. He fucked her ass slow and deep, her cries of pain and pleasure mingling as he stretched her, his hands spanking her diapered cheeks with every thrust.

“You’re mine, Mia,” he growled, his voice raw as he came inside her again, filling her second hole with his heat. “Forever in diapers, forever Daddy’s little fucktoy.”

Mia’s body shook with her final climax, her mind reeling as she surrendered completely to the dark, twisted love she’d found in Ethan’s control. As he cleaned her up and tucked her into the crib, a fresh diaper snug around her aching body, she knew there was no turning back. Whatever challenges he promised, she’d face them—bound, diapered, and dripping with need.

“Tomorrow, we’ll play even harder, baby girl,” Ethan whispered, kissing her forehead before leaving the room, the lock clicking behind him. Mia’s heart pounded, her body still buzzing with aftershocks, knowing she was deeper into little space than ever before—and loving every depraved second of it.


Chapter 6: Shadows at the Gate

Mia’s eyes fluttered open, the pastel pink walls of the nursery at Blackwood Manor blurring into focus. Her wrists ached, still bound by the soft leather cuffs attached to the crib’s bars, her thick, crinkly diaper taped tightly around her hips. The lingering warmth between her thighs reminded her of last night’s relentless submission to Ethan—his commanding voice, his rough hands, the way he’d fucked her into oblivion while she whimpered like a helpless little girl in her padded prison. At 27, she’d never felt more owned, more desired, more broken in all the right ways.

The heavy oak door creaked open, and Ethan strode in, his tailored black suit a stark contrast to the infantile decor. At 32, he exuded raw power, his dark eyes glinting with a hunger that made Mia’s pussy clench despite the soreness. He carried a black leather bag, the kind that promised wicked things, and a smirk curled his lips as he approached the crib.

“Morning, baby girl,” he purred, his voice dripping with control. “Did my little one sleep well after Daddy made her cum so hard she cried?”

Mia squirmed, the diaper rustling loudly, her cheeks burning with humiliation and arousal. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, conditioned by hours of forced regression. Her clit throbbed at the memory of his cock pounding into her while he whispered degrading sweet nothings, calling her his “diapered slut” as she came undone.

Ethan unlatched the crib’s side, his fingers brushing her bound wrists as he released them. “We’ve got a big day ahead, sweetheart. I’ve got plans to push you even deeper into little space. But first, let’s check if my baby’s wet herself again.” He reached between her legs, pressing the padded front of her diaper, his touch firm and invasive. Mia whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily as his fingers lingered, teasing her through the layers.

“Already soaked,” he chuckled darkly, his eyes gleaming. “Such a messy little girl. Daddy’s gonna have to clean you up before we play.”

He lifted her effortlessly from the crib, carrying her to the changing table in the corner. Mia’s heart raced as he strapped her down, her ankles and wrists secured with velcro restraints. The cold vinyl under her back contrasted with the heat building in her core as Ethan slowly untaped her diaper, exposing her glistening pussy to the cool air. His gaze raked over her, predatory, and she felt utterly powerless under his control.

“Look at this pretty little cunt,” he growled, dragging a finger through her slick folds. “So wet for Daddy, even after last night. You love being my diapered fucktoy, don’t you?” Mia moaned, her hips straining against the restraints as he slipped two fingers inside her, pumping slowly, deliberately. “Answer me, baby girl.”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried, her voice breaking as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. “I love it—I love being yours!”

Ethan smirked, withdrawing his fingers only to replace them with a cold, slick butt plug from his bag. “Good girl. Now let’s get you ready for something special.” He lubed the toy, pressing it against her tight hole, and Mia gasped as it stretched her, the intrusion both painful and intoxicating. Once it was seated deep inside her, he taped a fresh, thick diaper over her trembling body, the padding pressing the plug deeper with every movement.

“You’re gonna keep that in while Daddy takes care of something else,” he said, his tone menacingly playful. He pulled a syringe-like device from the bag—an enema kit—and Mia’s breath hitched. “I want my baby girl nice and full, squirming for me.”

“No, Daddy, please—” she started, but his sharp look silenced her. He lubed the nozzle, lifting the diaper’s edge to slide it into her already stuffed ass alongside the plug. The warm liquid began to flow, filling her with an overwhelming pressure that made her whimper and writhe. Ethan’s hand pressed against her padded crotch, rubbing circles over her clit through the diaper as the enema worked its humiliating magic.

“That’s it, take it all for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. “Feel how full you are, how helpless. You’re nothing but my little diapered toy to use however I want.” Mia’s body trembled, the mix of shame and arousal pushing her to the edge as his fingers worked her through the padding. When the enema was done, he removed the nozzle but left the plug in, taping the diaper back in place. “Hold it in, baby. If you make a mess before I say, there’ll be punishment.”

Mia nodded, tears of desperation in her eyes, her pussy aching for release. Ethan unbound her from the table, lifting her into his arms and carrying her to a rocking chair. He sat with her on his lap, her diapered bottom pressing against his hardening cock through his trousers. “Now, let’s have some fun before the real challenge,” he said, his hands roaming her body, pinching her nipples through her thin onesie until she squirmed.

He unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, throbbing cock, and pulled the diaper aside just enough to expose her dripping entrance. “Ride Daddy, little girl,” he ordered, guiding her down onto him. Mia gasped as he filled her, the plug in her ass making every thrust feel impossibly tight, the pressure of the enema adding a desperate edge to her arousal. She rocked her hips, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with each movement, her hands gripping his shoulders as he gripped her waist, forcing her to take him deeper.

“Fuck, you’re so tight with that plug in,” Ethan groaned, his breath hot against her neck. “Cum for Daddy, baby. Show me how much you love being my diapered whore.” His words sent her over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her with a scream, her pussy clenching around him as waves of pleasure mixed with the humiliating fullness in her ass. Ethan followed, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside her, marking her as his once again.

They sat there, panting, until Ethan lifted her off him, adjusting the diaper back into place. “Good girl,” he said, kissing her forehead. “But we’re not done. There’s someone I want you to meet—a guest who’s been dying to see how obedient my little one can be.”

Mia’s stomach twisted with nervous anticipation as Ethan led her, still diapered and plugged, down the grand staircase of Blackwood Manor. Her legs wobbled from the enema’s lingering pressure, every step a reminder of her submission. They reached the foyer, where a tall woman in her late 20s waited, dressed in a sleek black dress that hugged her curves. Her eyes, sharp and predatory, locked onto Mia, and a cruel smile spread across her lips.

“Ethan, she’s even more pathetic than you described,” the woman said, her voice dripping with disdain. “I’m Lila, darling. I’ve heard all about how you’ve surrendered to being a diapered little fuckdoll. I’m here to help train you further.”

Mia’s cheeks burned, but Ethan’s hand on her lower back kept her rooted. “Lila’s an expert in breaking little girls like you,” he said, his tone dark. “She’s going to help me push your limits. Starting now.”

Lila stepped forward, pulling a set of leather cuffs from her purse. “Hands behind your back, baby,” she ordered, and Mia obeyed, trembling as the cuffs snapped into place. Lila then produced a vibrating wand, pressing it against Mia’s diapered crotch without warning. The sudden buzz against her oversensitive clit made Mia cry out, her knees buckling as Lila held it firm.

“Look at her, Ethan,” Lila laughed, her free hand gripping Mia’s chin to force eye contact. “She’s already dripping through this pathetic diaper. Let’s see how many times we can make her cum before she begs to be let out of that enema.”

Ethan watched, his cock hardening again as Mia writhed under Lila’s control, the vibrator driving her to another shattering orgasm within minutes. Her cries echoed through the foyer, her body shaking as the pressure in her ass became unbearable, the plug and enema pushing her to a breaking point of pleasure and pain.

“Beg for it, little girl,” Lila hissed, turning the wand to a higher setting. “Beg Daddy and me to let you release.”

“Please, Daddy, please, Miss Lila!” Mia sobbed, her voice raw. “I can’t hold it—I need to—please!”

Ethan stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek. “Alright, baby. But only because you’ve been such a good slut for us.” He untaped the diaper, removing the plug with a slow, deliberate pull that made Mia gasp, then led her to a nearby bathroom to release the enema, the humiliation searing into her as Lila watched with a smirk.

Once cleaned and rediapered, Mia was led back to the foyer, her body weak but still buzzing with need. Lila and Ethan exchanged a look, and Ethan grinned. “Time for the real challenge, sweetheart. Lila’s brought some toys, and we’re going to tie you up in the dungeon downstairs. By the time we’re done, you’ll forget you were ever anything but Daddy’s diapered little slave.”

Mia’s heart pounded as they guided her toward the shadowy staircase leading to the basement, her diaper rustling with every step, her body already aching for whatever depraved pleasures awaited in the darkness of Blackwood Manor’s dungeon. She knew she was theirs—completely, utterly, forever in diapers under their merciless control.


Chapter 7: Complete Surrender

Mia’s heart pounded in her chest as the cold stone floor of Blackwood Manor’s dungeon pressed against her bare knees. The thick, crinkling diaper around her hips felt heavier than ever, the bulk rubbing against her sensitive skin with every slight movement. Her wrists were bound tightly behind her back with soft leather cuffs, the restraints connected to a chain that hung from the ceiling, forcing her into a vulnerable, arched position. The air was damp and thick with the scent of leather and musk, a perfect backdrop to the depravity unfolding around her. Ethan stood before her, his dark eyes glinting with predatory hunger, while Lila, his cruel accomplice, circled her like a vulture, a wicked smirk on her crimson lips.

“You’re ours now, little one,” Ethan growled, his deep voice sending shivers down Mia’s spine. He reached out, his rough fingers tracing the edge of her diaper, teasing the elastic band that dug into her thighs. “No more fighting. No more pretending you don’t crave this.”

Mia whimpered, her body betraying her as a rush of heat pooled between her legs, the diaper’s padding growing damp with her arousal. She hated how much she wanted this, how her body ached for their touch even as her mind screamed in protest. Lila chuckled darkly, stepping closer to press a gloved hand against Mia’s cheek, forcing her to meet her piercing gaze.

“Look at her, Ethan,” Lila purred, her voice dripping with sadistic delight. “She’s already wet just from being tied up like a helpless baby. Let’s see how much more we can make her squirm.” Without warning, Lila reached down, yanking the front of Mia’s diaper aside to expose her glistening folds. Mia gasped, her cheeks burning with shame as Lila’s fingers slid through her slickness, circling her clit with agonizing precision.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” Lila hissed, her fingers working faster, slipping two inside Mia’s tight heat without hesitation. Mia’s hips bucked involuntarily, a desperate moan escaping her lips as Lila pumped her fingers in and out, the wet sounds echoing in the dungeon’s cavernous space. Ethan watched with a predatory grin, his erection straining against his tight black jeans as he adjusted himself, clearly enjoying the show.

“That’s it, little girl,” Ethan rasped, stepping closer to unbuckle his belt with a slow, deliberate motion. “Let Lila make you feel good while Daddy gets ready to fuck that pretty little mouth of yours.” His words sent a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal crashing through Mia, her body trembling as Lila’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her vision blur.

Lila withdrew her fingers suddenly, leaving Mia panting and aching, her diaper still tugged aside, exposing her to their hungry stares. “Not yet, baby,” Lila teased, smearing Mia’s wetness across her lips before leaning in for a bruising kiss, forcing Mia to taste herself. “We’ve got something special for you first.”

Ethan nodded to Lila, who retrieved a black leather bag from a nearby table, pulling out a large, bulbous enema nozzle attached to a long tube. Mia’s eyes widened in fear and anticipation, her breath hitching as Lila dangled it in front of her face. “Time for a proper cleaning, little one,” Lila said with a wicked grin. “You’ve been a naughty girl, and naughty girls get their tummies full before they’re allowed to play.”

Mia squirmed against her restraints, but there was no escape. Ethan knelt behind her, his strong hands gripping her hips as he tugged her diaper down to her thighs, exposing her bare ass to the cool air. “Hold still, baby,” he growled, his fingers spreading her cheeks apart as Lila coated the nozzle with thick, slippery lube. Mia whimpered as the cold metal pressed against her tight hole, the intrusion slow but relentless as Lila pushed it inside, stretching her with a burning intensity.

“Good girl,” Lila cooed, attaching the tube to a bag of warm liquid hanging from a nearby stand. “Just relax and let it fill you up.” The sensation was overwhelming as the liquid began to flow, a strange, heavy warmth spreading through Mia’s insides. She moaned softly, her body trembling as Ethan’s hands roamed her hips, his fingers dipping between her legs to tease her swollen clit through the front of her diaper.

“You like that, don’t you?” Ethan murmured, his voice thick with lust as he rubbed her harder, the padding crinkling with every movement. “Getting all full and messy for Daddy while he plays with your needy little pussy.” Mia’s head spun, the combination of humiliation, fullness, and pleasure driving her to the edge. Her thighs shook as an orgasm ripped through her, her cries echoing off the dungeon walls as her body clenched around the nozzle, the liquid still trickling inside her.

Lila laughed softly, turning off the flow and slowly removing the nozzle, leaving Mia panting and trembling. “Look at her, Ethan,” she said, smacking Mia’s ass hard enough to make her yelp. “She came just from an enema. What a desperate little slut.” Ethan grinned, standing to free his throbbing cock from his jeans, the thick length bobbing heavily as he positioned himself in front of Mia’s face.

“Open wide, baby girl,” he commanded, gripping her hair to tilt her head back. Mia’s lips parted on instinct, her body still reeling from her climax as Ethan thrust into her mouth, the salty taste of him overwhelming her senses. She gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, his grip tightening as he fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. “That’s it, take Daddy’s cock like a good little girl,” he groaned, his hips rocking faster.

Behind her, Lila snapped on a pair of latex gloves, her hands slick with lube as she teased Mia’s still-sensitive hole, slipping a finger inside to test her readiness. “She’s so tight back here,” Lila purred, adding a second finger and scissoring them to stretch her further. Mia moaned around Ethan’s cock, the dual sensations driving her wild as Lila worked her open, preparing her for something bigger.

Lila reached into the bag again, pulling out a thick, ridged dildo attached to a strap-on harness. She secured it around her hips with practiced ease, the black silicone gleaming under the dungeon’s dim lights. “Time to really break her in,” Lila said, positioning herself behind Mia as Ethan pulled out of her mouth, giving her a moment to catch her breath.

Mia’s eyes widened as she felt the blunt head of the dildo press against her, the stretch intense as Lila pushed inside, filling her completely. “Fuck, she’s tight,” Lila groaned, gripping Mia’s hips as she began to thrust, each movement slow but forceful, driving the toy deeper. Mia cried out, her body rocking with every thrust, the diaper still bunched around her thighs adding an extra layer of humiliation to the act.

Ethan stroked himself as he watched, his cock glistening with Mia’s saliva. “You look so fucking hot getting pounded like that, baby,” he growled, stepping closer to rub the tip of his cock against her cheek. “But Daddy’s not done with you yet.” He moved behind Lila, who paused her thrusts to let him position himself at Mia’s dripping entrance, the front of her diaper still pulled aside.

Mia gasped as Ethan pushed into her soaked pussy, the double penetration overwhelming as both he and Lila began to move, their rhythms syncing to drive her to the brink. “Oh, fuck, yes,” Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her bound wrists for leverage as he thrust harder, his cock stretching her tight walls. Lila matched his pace, the dildo slamming into Mia’s ass with punishing force, the combined sensations sending shockwaves of pleasure and pain through her trembling body.

“Cum for us, little girl,” Lila hissed, reaching around to rub Mia’s clit through the diaper’s padding, the friction driving her over the edge. Mia screamed, her second orgasm crashing through her with devastating force, her body convulsing as she clenched around both intrusions, her mind blanking out from the intensity. Ethan growled, his thrusts erratic as he spilled inside her, his hot release filling her as Lila continued to pound her from behind, drawing out every shudder and moan.

Finally, they slowed, pulling out to leave Mia a panting, trembling mess, her body slick with sweat and cum. Lila adjusted Mia’s diaper back into place, patting the front with a mocking smile. “There you go, baby. All nice and messy, just how a little girl should be.” Ethan chuckled, releasing her wrists from the ceiling chain but keeping the cuffs on, a reminder of her submission.

“You’re ours now, Mia,” Ethan said, his voice softer but no less commanding as he pulled her into his arms, cradling her against his chest despite the diaper’s bulk. “No more running. You belong in diapers, under our control, forever.”

Mia’s mind was a haze of exhaustion and lingering arousal, her body still tingling from the brutal pleasure they’d wrung from her. As they led her back to the nursery, the crinkle of her diaper echoing in the quiet manor, she knew there was no escape. She was theirs, completely surrendered to the dark, twisted world of their ddlg diaper romance, and deep down, a part of her craved every humiliating, degrading moment of it.


Chapter 8: The Storm Breaks

The air in Blackwood Manor’s dungeon hung heavy with the scent of sweat, lust, and the faint metallic tang of leather. Mia, still bound to the padded bench, felt the aftershocks of her last orgasm ripple through her trembling body. Her thick, crinkly diaper was soaked, clinging to her sensitive skin, the weight of it a constant reminder of her forced regression under Ethan and Lila’s relentless control. Her wrists and ankles strained against the soft leather cuffs, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. But there was no respite. Not here. Not with them.

Ethan loomed over her, his dark eyes glinting with sadistic delight. His broad frame, shirtless and glistening with sweat, radiated dominance as he adjusted the straps on a harness around his waist, a thick, intimidating dildo already secured in place. Lila, perched on a nearby stool, smirked as she toyed with a remote control, her fingers hovering over the buttons that would send vibrations through the plug still nestled deep inside Mia’s ass. The pair had turned Mia’s body into their playground, and the storm of their desires was far from over.

“Look at our little baby,” Lila purred, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “So helpless, so needy. That diaper is absolutely drenched, isn’t it? Did you make a big mess for Mommy and Daddy?”

Mia’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but her body betrayed her, a fresh wave of arousal pooling between her thighs at the degrading words. She whimpered, her voice barely audible. “Y-yes, Mommy…”

Ethan chuckled, a deep, predatory sound, as he stepped closer, his hand reaching down to press against the front of her diaper. The squish of the soaked padding echoed in the quiet dungeon, and Mia squirmed, the sensation of his firm touch through the wet material sending electric jolts straight to her core. “Such a good little slut,” he growled. “You’re gonna take everything we give you tonight. No holding back.”

Without warning, Lila pressed a button on the remote, and the plug inside Mia buzzed to life, a relentless vibration that made her gasp and arch against her restraints. Her eyes rolled back as the intense stimulation overwhelmed her already over-sensitized body. “Oh fuck, please—” she gasped, her words cut off by a sharp moan as Ethan ripped the tabs of her diaper open, exposing her glistening, swollen pussy to the cool air.

“No more diaper for now, baby girl,” Ethan said, his voice rough with lust. “Daddy needs access to that tight little cunt.” He tossed the soggy diaper aside, the wet thud of it hitting the floor making Mia’s humiliation spike even higher. Lila slid off her stool, her heels clicking on the stone floor as she approached, a wicked grin on her face.

“Time for a proper cleaning before we fill you up again,” Lila said, her tone deceptively gentle. She reached for a prepared enema bag hanging nearby, the nozzle already lubed and ready. Mia’s eyes widened, a mix of fear and forbidden excitement coursing through her as Lila knelt between her spread legs. “Hold still, sweetheart. Mommy’s gonna make sure you’re nice and clean for Daddy’s cock.”

Mia bit her lip, her body tensing as Lila teased the cold, slick nozzle against her tight back entrance. The vibration from the plug had stopped, but the lingering fullness made the intrusion of the nozzle even more intense. “Relax, baby,” Lila cooed, pushing it in slowly, her fingers brushing against Mia’s clit to distract her with sharp bursts of pleasure. Warm liquid began to flow, filling Mia with an overwhelming pressure that made her squirm and moan, her body caught between discomfort and a dark, primal arousal.

Ethan watched with a hungry gaze, stroking the dildo strapped to his harness as Lila worked. “That’s it, take it all,” he growled. “You’re gonna be so full, so fucking ready for us.” The enema stretched Mia to her limits, her belly distending slightly as the liquid flooded her, and she couldn’t hold back the desperate whimpers spilling from her lips. Lila’s fingers circled her clit faster, the pleasure cutting through the intense sensation until Mia was teetering on the edge of another climax.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, Lila withdrew the nozzle, quickly pressing a fresh, thick diaper under Mia’s hips. “Hold it in, little one,” she ordered, her voice sharp. “Don’t you dare make a mess until I say so.” The pressure was agonizing, but the threat of punishment—and the dark thrill of obedience—kept Mia clenched tight as Lila taped the new diaper snugly around her.

Ethan didn’t waste a moment. He climbed onto the bench, positioning himself between Mia’s trembling thighs, and ripped the diaper open again, exposing her dripping pussy. “Time to fuck you raw, baby girl,” he snarled, guiding the thick dildo to her entrance. The toy was massive, stretching her wide as he pushed in with a single, brutal thrust. Mia screamed, her body arching against the restraints as pain and pleasure collided, the fullness of the enema amplifying every sensation.

Lila leaned over, her lips brushing Mia’s ear as she whispered, “You’re such a filthy little thing, taking Daddy’s cock while you’re so full. I bet you’re gonna come so hard for us.” Her hand slipped down to rub Mia’s clit in tight, fast circles, and the combined assault sent Mia spiraling into a mind-shattering orgasm. Her pussy clenched around the dildo, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy tore through her, her cries echoing off the dungeon walls.

Ethan didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless as he fucked her through the aftershocks, grunting with each brutal push. “That’s it, come for Daddy, you little whore,” he hissed, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. Mia’s mind was a haze of pleasure and submission, her body no longer her own as they used her for their twisted desires.

But they weren’t done. Lila moved to straddle Mia’s face, her skirt hiked up to reveal her bare, glistening pussy. “Lick Mommy clean, baby,” she commanded, lowering herself onto Mia’s mouth. The musky, intoxicating taste of Lila filled Mia’s senses, and she obeyed without hesitation, her tongue lapping eagerly at the older woman’s clit. Lila moaned, grinding down harder, her hands tangling in Mia’s hair as she rode her face with abandon.

Ethan’s thrusts grew erratic, the friction of the harness against his own cock pushing him closer to the edge. “Fuck, I’m gonna come watching you eat her out,” he groaned, slamming into Mia one last time before pulling out, his hand stroking himself through the harness as he spilled hot cum across her stomach and the torn diaper. The sight of his release, paired with Lila’s desperate moans and the taste of her on Mia’s tongue, sent Mia over the edge again, her second orgasm ripping through her with devastating force.

Lila came moments later, her thighs trembling around Mia’s head as she cried out, her juices coating Mia’s lips and chin. The three of them collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, the air thick with the aftermath of their depravity. But even as Mia lay there, bound and used, a dark part of her craved more. The storm of their desires had broken, but the clouds still loomed, promising more wicked games.

Lila slid off Mia’s face, her breath ragged as she kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Mia’s lips. “Such a good girl,” she murmured, her fingers trailing down to press against the fresh diaper still taped around Mia’s waist. “But you’ve been holding in that enema for too long. Time to let go.”

Mia’s eyes widened, shame and arousal warring within her as Lila’s command sank in. “P-please, Mommy, not in front of—” Her plea was cut off by Ethan’s stern glare, his hand pressing down on her bloated belly with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

“Do it,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Mess that diaper like the helpless baby you are.”

Tears of humiliation prickled at Mia’s eyes, but the dark thrill of submission overpowered her resistance. With a shuddering sob, she released, the warm rush filling the diaper as Lila and Ethan watched with perverse satisfaction. The weight and heat of it against her skin made her whimper, her body trembling with a mix of shame and a twisted, undeniable arousal.

“That’s our little girl,” Lila cooed, stroking Mia’s cheek as Ethan began to untie her restraints. “So obedient, so perfect for us.” Once freed, Mia curled into Lila’s arms, her body still shaking from the intensity of it all. Ethan joined them, his strong hands rubbing her back as they cocooned her in their dark, possessive embrace.

“You’re ours forever, Mia,” Ethan murmured, his voice a low growl. “No escaping this. No escaping us.”

And as Mia nestled between them, surrounded by the crinkle of her messy diaper and the lingering scent of their lust, she knew he was right. The storm had broken, but the tempest of their twisted DDLG diaper romance was far from over. She was forever in diapers, forever their little plaything, and—deep down—she craved every depraved second of it.


Chapter 9: Belonging

Mia’s body trembled, still slick with sweat and shame from the dungeon’s cold embrace in Blackwood Manor. Her wrists ached from the leather cuffs that had bound her just hours ago, her mind reeling from the relentless assault of Ethan and Lila’s twisted desires. The thick, crinkling diaper taped around her hips felt heavier now, a constant reminder of her forced regression—a humiliating emblem of her submission to their dark ddlg diaper romance. Yet, beneath the layers of degradation, a sick, pulsing heat throbbed between her thighs. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny the way her body responded to their control.

Ethan’s deep voice cut through the haze of her thoughts as he loomed in the doorway of the nursery they’d dragged her to after the dungeon session. At 32, his broad shoulders and chiseled jaw exuded raw dominance, his piercing green eyes glinting with predatory intent. “Look at our little girl, Lila,” he growled, his tone dripping with mockery. “Still squirming after all we put her through. She’s fucking addicted.”

Lila, 28, smirked from where she lounged on a rocking chair, her lithe body wrapped in a sheer black negligee that did little to hide her curves. Her dark hair spilled over her shoulders, and her cruel, painted lips curled as she eyed Mia. “She’s a needy little slut, isn’t she? Bet her diaper’s soaked already, and not just from piss.” She stood, sauntering over to Mia, who knelt on the plush carpet, her hands still trembling from the aftermath of her last orgasm.

Mia’s cheeks burned as Lila crouched down, her fingers trailing over the front of the diaper, pressing hard against the padded bulge. “Oh, fuck, you’re wet,” Lila purred, her voice a venomous tease. “You love being our pathetic little baby, don’t you?” Before Mia could stammer a response, Lila’s fingers slipped beneath the waistband, finding her slick, swollen clit and rubbing it with vicious precision. Mia gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily, the crinkle of the diaper amplifying her humiliation.

“Stop fighting it, princess,” Ethan growled, stepping closer. His jeans were already straining against the bulge of his cock, and Mia’s eyes flicked to it, her mouth watering despite herself. He noticed and chuckled darkly. “You want Daddy’s dick, don’t you? Beg for it. Tell me how much you need it while you’re sitting in that filthy diaper.”

Mia’s voice cracked, shame and lust warring in her chest. “P-please, Daddy… I need your cock. I’m so fucking desperate for it.” The words felt like poison on her tongue, but they made her pussy clench, the diaper rubbing against her sensitive skin with every squirm.

Ethan’s grin was feral as he unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, throbbing shaft. It bobbed heavily in front of her face, precum glistening at the tip. “Open that pretty mouth, baby girl,” he commanded, grabbing a fistful of her hair. Mia obeyed, her lips parting as he thrust into her mouth, filling her with the salty taste of him. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering, but the humiliation only fueled the fire in her core. Lila’s fingers didn’t stop, circling her clit with ruthless intent, the diaper crinkling louder as Mia’s hips rocked against her touch.

“Fuck, she’s such a good little cocksucker,” Ethan grunted, his thrusts growing rougher, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Mia moaned around him, the vibration sending a shudder through his body. Lila laughed, slipping two fingers inside Mia’s dripping cunt, curling them against her G-spot while her thumb teased her clit. “Come for us, you dirty little baby,” Lila hissed. “Come while Daddy fucks your mouth and I finger-fuck your sloppy hole.”

Mia’s body obeyed before her mind could catch up, a violent orgasm ripping through her. Her scream was muffled by Ethan’s cock, her thighs shaking as her pussy spasmed around Lila’s fingers. The diaper soaked up the rush of her juices, the wet warmth spreading against her skin, amplifying her degradation. Ethan groaned, pulling out just in time to spill his hot cum across her face, thick ropes painting her cheeks and lips. “Fucking perfect,” he rasped, smearing it with his thumb, forcing her to lick it clean.

But they weren’t done with her. Not by a long shot.

Lila stood, wiping her fingers on Mia’s trembling thigh before grabbing a length of soft rope from a nearby drawer. “Time for some real fun, sweetheart,” she said, her voice dripping with sadistic glee. She bound Mia’s wrists behind her back, the rope biting into her skin just enough to sting, then pushed her onto a changing table, securing her ankles to the sides so her legs were spread wide. The diaper was ripped off with a loud tear, exposing her glistening, swollen pussy to their hungry gazes.

Ethan retrieved a sleek, vibrating dildo from a box of toys, its black silicone surface gleaming under the nursery’s soft lights. “Let’s see how much our little girl can take,” he said, lubing it up with a generous squirt before pressing the tip against Mia’s entrance. She whimpered, her body still sensitive from her last climax, but he didn’t ease up. He pushed it in slowly, watching her face contort with a mix of pain and pleasure as it stretched her open. “That’s it, baby. Take Daddy’s toy like a good girl.”

Lila activated the vibration, and Mia’s back arched, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as the toy buzzed against her inner walls. “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she gasped, her bound hands clenching uselessly behind her. Lila leaned down, sucking one of Mia’s nipples into her mouth, biting down hard enough to make her cry out while Ethan fucked her with the dildo, each thrust deeper and harder.

“You’re gonna come again, aren’t you?” Ethan growled, his free hand slapping her inner thigh, leaving a stinging red mark. “Tell Daddy how much you love being our little diaper slut while I wreck this pussy.”

“I—I love it, Daddy,” Mia sobbed, her voice breaking as another orgasm built, unstoppable and brutal. “I love being your diaper slut, please don’t stop!” Her words dissolved into a scream as she came, her juices squirting around the dildo, soaking the changing table beneath her. Ethan pulled the toy out, replacing it with his fingers, dragging out her climax until she was a whimpering, overstimulated mess.

But their cruelty wasn’t sated. Lila’s eyes gleamed as she produced an enema kit from the same drawer, the clear bag and nozzle sending a shiver of dread through Mia. “Time to clean you out, little one,” she cooed, her tone mockingly sweet. “Can’t have a dirty baby, can we?” Mia shook her head, her breath hitching, but the ropes held her fast. Ethan lubed the nozzle while Lila filled the bag with warm water, her smirk never wavering.

“Relax, princess,” Ethan murmured, spreading her cheeks and easing the nozzle into her tight, puckered hole. Mia whimpered, the intrusion foreign and humiliating, but the warmth of the water flooding her insides sent an unexpected wave of arousal through her. Lila squeezed the bag slowly, watching Mia’s face as her belly distended slightly, the pressure building. “Hold it in, baby girl,” Lila ordered, her fingers teasing Mia’s clit again. “Don’t you dare let go until we say so.”

The combination of the enema’s pressure and Lila’s touch was maddening, pushing Mia to the edge of another climax despite the shame burning through her. “Please, I can’t—” she gasped, but Ethan’s sharp slap to her thigh silenced her. “You can, and you will,” he snarled. “Come for us while you’re full, you filthy little thing.”

Mia’s body betrayed her again, a shattering orgasm ripping through her as the pressure in her belly peaked, her pussy clenching around nothing. Lila finally allowed her release, guiding her to a nearby bathroom with the ropes still binding her wrists, the humiliation of the act mingling with the aftershocks of her climax.

When it was over, they taped a fresh diaper onto her, the crinkle a now-familiar sound of her submission. Ethan carried her to a crib in the corner of the nursery, laying her down gently, his rough hands a stark contrast to the tenderness of the gesture. “You belong to us now,” he murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her cum-streaked face. “Our little diapered princess, forever.”

Lila climbed into the crib beside her, her body pressing against Mia’s, her hand slipping beneath the diaper to tease her oversensitive clit one last time. “No escaping this, sweetheart,” she whispered, her fingers moving lazily, drawing a weak moan from Mia’s lips. “You’re ours to fuck, to humiliate, to love in our own fucked-up way.”

Mia’s eyes fluttered shut, exhaustion and arousal warring within her as Lila’s touch pushed her toward yet another edge. She was trapped in their web, a willing prisoner to their dark desires, her body and soul claimed by the twisted ddlg diaper romance that defined her new reality. As she drifted into a haze of pleasure and shame, one thought lingered: she’d never felt more alive than she did in their cruel, controlling hands.


Chapter 10: Forever His

Mia woke to the soft rustle of plastic beneath her, the familiar crinkle of the thick, padded diaper hugging her hips. Her wrists were still bound to the crib’s headboard with silky pink restraints, the cool satin digging into her skin just enough to remind her of her helplessness. The nursery at Blackwood Manor smelled of baby powder and something darker—lust, control, and the lingering scent of her own shameful arousal. At 27, Mia had never felt so small, so utterly owned. And yet, her body thrummed with a twisted heat, her clit already pulsing beneath the diaper’s bulk as memories of last night’s degradation replayed in her mind.

Ethan stood at the foot of the crib, his piercing blue eyes raking over her bound form. At 32, he was the perfect Daddy—stern, commanding, and devastatingly handsome with his chiseled jaw and broad shoulders. His black shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a glimpse of the hard chest that had pressed against her during last night’s relentless fucking. Beside him, Lila, 29, smirked, her raven hair cascading over one shoulder. Her tight leather skirt and corset accentuated her curves, making her look every bit the sadistic Mommy she played so well. In her hand, she dangled a shiny silver butt plug, the tip glistening with lube.

“Morning, little princess,” Ethan drawled, his voice low and dangerous. “Did you sleep well in your soggy diaper? Or were you too busy dreaming of Daddy’s cock stretching that tight little pussy again?”

Mia’s cheeks burned, but her core clenched at his filthy words. The diaper between her legs was heavy, soaked from the night before when Lila had forced her to wet herself while Ethan watched, stroking his thick erection through his pants. The humiliation had been excruciating—and intoxicating. “I—I don’t know,” she stammered, her voice small, playing into the role they demanded.

Lila stepped closer, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. “Don’t lie, baby girl. I bet you’re already dripping under there. Let’s check, hmm?” Without waiting for a response, she tugged the crib’s side down and reached between Mia’s thighs, pressing her fingers against the diaper’s front. The pressure made Mia gasp, her hips bucking involuntarily. “Oh, she’s soaked alright,” Lila purred, her fingers rubbing slow circles over the padding, teasing Mia’s aching clit through the layers. “Not just pee, either. Our little slut is desperate for more.”

Ethan chuckled darkly, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness. “Then let’s not keep her waiting. But first, she needs a proper cleaning. Can’t have my princess all messy before Daddy fucks her senseless.” His words sent a shiver down Mia’s spine, her bound hands twitching as she squirmed in the crib.

Lila nodded, setting the butt plug on a nearby table and retrieving a large enema bag from a drawer. The sight of it made Mia’s stomach twist with dread and anticipation. “Spread those legs, baby,” Lila ordered, her tone sharp. When Mia hesitated, Ethan gripped her ankles, yanking them apart and securing them to the crib’s corners with additional restraints. Her diaper was fully exposed now, the tapes straining against her hips as her pussy throbbed beneath it.

“Please, I don’t—” Mia started, but Ethan silenced her with a hard slap to her inner thigh, the sting blooming hot across her skin.

“No talking back, little girl,” he growled. “You take what Daddy and Mommy give you, or you get punished. Understand?” His hand lingered, fingers brushing dangerously close to the diaper’s edge, sending sparks of need through her.

“Yes, Daddy,” Mia whimpered, her voice trembling as Lila cut the diaper tapes with a pair of scissors, peeling the soaked padding away. The cool air hit Mia’s bare skin, making her shiver, but the humiliation of being so exposed only heightened her arousal. Her pussy glistened, slick with need, and Ethan’s eyes darkened as he noticed.

“Fuck, look at that wet little cunt,” he muttered, palming his hardening cock through his pants. “You’re such a dirty girl, getting off on this.”

Lila smirked, filling the enema bag with warm water and attaching the nozzle. “Let’s clean her up, then. Hold still, baby.” She lubed the tip generously before sliding it into Mia’s tight asshole, the intrusion making her gasp and squirm against her bonds. The sensation was invasive, humiliating, and yet her clit throbbed harder as Lila slowly squeezed the bag, filling her with warm liquid. Mia’s belly bloated slightly, the pressure building as she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

“Good girl,” Ethan praised, his voice rough as he watched. “Take it all for Daddy.” He unzipped his pants, freeing his massive cock, already rock-hard and leaking precum. The sight made Mia’s mouth water, even as her body strained against the enema’s fullness. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on her trembling form. “You’re gonna feel so fucking good once you’re cleaned out. Daddy’s gonna pound that sweet pussy until you scream.”

The enema finished, and Lila pulled the nozzle out, quickly replacing it with a small plug to keep the liquid inside. “Hold it, baby,” she warned, smacking Mia’s ass for emphasis. The sharp sting mixed with the pressure in her gut, driving her to the edge of sanity. “If you let go before I say, you’ll be in big trouble.”

Mia nodded frantically, tears of humiliation and need pricking her eyes as Ethan climbed into the crib, positioning himself between her spread legs. His cock bobbed heavily, brushing against her inner thigh as he leaned down, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her as his rough hands roamed her body, pinching her nipples through the thin fabric of her onesie. “You’re mine, little girl,” he growled against her lips. “Forever in diapers, forever Daddy’s fucktoy.”

His words sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core, and she moaned into his mouth as he pushed the onesie aside, baring her breasts. He sucked one nipple into his mouth, biting down just hard enough to make her cry out, while his fingers dipped between her legs, finding her drenched slit. “So fucking wet,” he grunted, sliding two thick fingers inside her without warning. The stretch burned deliciously, and Mia’s hips bucked, desperate for more despite the enema’s pressure.

Lila watched with a wicked smile, picking up the silver butt plug again. “Let’s make this even better.” She removed the small plug from Mia’s ass, replacing it with the larger, colder one. The metal stretched her tight hole, the sensation overwhelming as Ethan’s fingers fucked her pussy in tandem. Mia’s mind spun, pleasure and discomfort blurring into a haze of raw need.

“Fuck, I can’t wait anymore,” Ethan snarled, pulling his fingers out and lining his cock up with her entrance. He thrust in hard, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Mia screamed, her body arching against the restraints as his thick shaft split her open, the fullness in her ass and pussy driving her wild. He didn’t hold back, fucking her with punishing force, each thrust slamming her into the crib’s mattress. The crinkle of the plastic sheet beneath her mixed with the wet slap of their bodies, the sound obscene in the quiet nursery.

“You like that, huh?” Ethan grunted, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Love Daddy’s cock wrecking your little cunt while you’re plugged and full?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Mia sobbed, her orgasm building fast, her clit grinding against his pelvis with every thrust. Lila leaned over, spitting on her fingers before rubbing Mia’s swollen bud in tight, fast circles, pushing her over the edge. Mia came with a wail, her pussy clamping down on Ethan’s cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her, intensified by the pressure in her gut and the plug in her ass.

Ethan didn’t stop, fucking her through her climax until she was a trembling mess. “That’s it, cum for Daddy,” he growled, his own release close. With a final, brutal thrust, he spilled inside her, his hot cum flooding her pussy as he groaned her name. The sensation pushed Mia into a second, smaller orgasm, her body shaking uncontrollably as he collapsed on top of her, both of them panting.

Lila chuckled, pulling the plug from Mia’s ass with a wet pop. “Time to let go, baby,” she cooed, helping Mia release the enema into a basin beneath the crib, the act humiliating yet strangely intimate. Once it was done, Lila cleaned her up with a warm cloth, her touch gentle but possessive. “Such a good girl,” she murmured, taping a fresh diaper onto Mia’s hips. “Now you’re all clean for Mommy to play with.”

Ethan rolled off, his cock still semi-hard as he watched Lila straddle Mia’s face, hiking her skirt up to reveal her bare, glistening pussy. “Lick Mommy clean, princess,” Lila ordered, lowering herself onto Mia’s mouth. The taste of her was sharp and musky, and Mia obeyed, her tongue flicking over Lila’s clit as the older woman moaned, grinding down hard. Ethan stroked himself back to full hardness, clearly enjoying the show.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he muttered, positioning himself behind Lila and sliding into her ass without warning. Lila gasped, her movements faltering as Ethan fucked her from behind, his thrusts pushing her harder onto Mia’s face. The three of them moved together, a twisted symphony of moans and wet sounds, until Lila came with a scream, her juices coating Mia’s lips. Ethan followed soon after, pulling out to cum across Lila’s back, marking her as his.

Exhausted, they untied Mia, pulling her into their arms on the crib’s mattress. The fresh diaper crinkled beneath her, a constant reminder of her new reality. “You’re ours forever,” Ethan whispered, kissing her forehead. “Our little diapered princess, always ready to be fucked and filled.”

Mia nodded, her body sated but her mind reeling. There was no escape from Blackwood Manor, from their dark, controlling love. And deep down, she wasn’t sure she wanted one.
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