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


His Baby Forever A Dark Daddy Dom ABDL Romance

A daddy dom baby girl diaper ddlg romance erotica novel

Introduction 

Lena thought she was in control of her life—independent, strong, unwilling to submit. But when she signs a contract with the powerful and enigmatic billionaire Nathaniel Cross, she quickly learns control is no longer hers to hold. 

Nathaniel doesn’t just want a submissive. He doesn’t want a woman who follows orders in the bedroom and walks away in the morning. He wants a little girl—helpless, dependent, and utterly owned. 

Diapers. Pacifiers. Spanking. Shackles. Punishments for disobedience and rewards for submission. 

Lena resists at first, struggling against the rules, the discipline, the humiliation of being forced into a role she never imagined for herself. But Nathaniel is patient. He breaks her slowly, piece by piece, stripping away her independence until she has no choice but to surrender. 

When she has her first accident in Daddy’s arms, humiliation burns through her, but the soft praise in his voice makes her body ache for more. 

When she’s bound and helpless in his dungeon, the sting of the flogger teaches her obedience. 

And when Daddy fills her, stretches her, and pushes her to the edge of pleasure and pain, she finally understands the truth. 

She was never meant to be a grown-up. 

She was always meant to be Daddy’s helpless baby girl. 

But surrendering to him means giving up everything. Even control over her own body. 

And when Nathaniel decides she needs to be cleansed, punished, and fully broken, Lena realizes just how deep her submission will go. 

Will she fight? Or will she become the perfect little girl Daddy always knew she could be? 

A dark, taboo-filled Daddy Dom ABDL romance featuring diapers, forced accidents, enema punishments, bondage, humiliation, and absolute surrender. If you love extreme discipline, helpless regression, and Daddies who never let go, this book is for you. 


Chapter 1: The Contract 


Lena sat stiffly in the leather chair, fingers gripping the armrests as she stared at the thick contract on the desk before her. The paper looked normal enough—black ink on crisp white sheets—but the words printed across the page made her stomach twist. 

Nathaniel Cross, the powerful and enigmatic billionaire sitting across from her, wasn’t offering her a job. He wasn’t offering her a business deal. 

He was offering her ownership. 

His deep, rich voice cut through the heavy silence of the room. “This isn’t a traditional agreement, Lena. I don’t need an assistant. I don’t want a partner.” He leaned back in his chair, his piercing blue eyes watching her like a predator assessing his prey. “I want a little girl. One who will give up control. One who will surrender to me completely.” 

Lena swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the hem of her skirt. “You—you want me to be your… baby?” The word tasted foreign on her tongue, making her cheeks burn. 

Nathaniel smirked, clearly amused by her hesitation. He reached for the glass of whiskey beside him, swirling the amber liquid before taking a slow sip. His confidence was suffocating. “Yes, sweetheart. That’s exactly what I want.” 

Lena’s heart pounded. This was insane. No one—no one—had ever suggested something like this to her. It wasn’t just submission. It was more than that. 

It was complete dependency. 

The contract detailed everything. Rules. Expectations. Consequences. 

No responsibility. No stress. No control. 

Nathaniel would take care of everything—her food, her clothes, her finances. Her body. She would live as his little girl, completely cared for, completely owned. 

And that meant more than just wearing cute outfits and calling him Daddy. 

It meant diapers. 

It meant pacifiers and bottles. 

It meant giving up every ounce of her adulthood. 

She tried to keep her voice steady. “And if I sign this… you expect me to wear…” She couldn’t even say it out loud. 

Nathaniel’s smirk widened. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk, his commanding presence pressing down on her like a physical force. “Diapers, Lena. Yes.” 

Her stomach twisted into knots. 

“You wouldn’t have to worry about anything,” Nathaniel continued, his voice deep and hypnotic. “No more stress. No more responsibilities. I’d handle everything. All you have to do is be my good girl.” 

Lena’s breath hitched as his fingers brushed her wrist, his touch light but undeniably possessive. 

This was wrong. 

It was humiliating. 

But deep down, something inside her ached at his words. 

She had spent her whole life struggling. Fighting to keep everything together. The idea of letting go, of being taken care of, of being told when to eat, when to sleep—when to come— sent a pulse of forbidden heat between her thighs. 

Nathaniel noticed. 

His smirk turned darker. 

“You’re already wet, aren’t you, babygirl?” 

Lena gasped, her thighs pressing together, but Nathaniel reached across the desk, gripping her chin. His touch was firm. Unyielding. 

“Say it,” he ordered. 

Her face burned. She should lie. She should fight. 

But she was already too far gone. 

“…Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. 

Nathaniel’s eyes darkened with pure possession. 

“That’s my good girl.” 

He picked up a pen, placing it in her trembling fingers. 

“Sign, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice silk and steel. “And let Daddy take care of everything.” 

Lena’s heart pounded. 

She exhaled slowly, lowered the pen to the paper— 

And signed her name. 


Chapter 2: The First Diapering 


Lena’s heart pounded as Nathaniel took her hand, leading her down the dimly lit hallway. The realization of what she had just agreed to settled deep in her stomach, a mix of fear, arousal, and something even more dangerous—anticipation. 

The room he brought her to wasn’t a bedroom. 

It was a nursery. 

Lena froze in the doorway, her breath catching. Soft pastels filled the space—plush stuffed animals lined the shelves, a massive white crib sat in the corner, and in the center of the room stood a changing table. 

Her knees went weak. 

This was real. 

Nathaniel stood beside her, his presence looming, dominant, inescapable. 

His deep, rich voice wrapped around her like silk. “This is where you belong now, babygirl.” 

Lena shivered. 

“I—” She struggled for words, her body hot with shame. 

Nathaniel turned to her, his blue eyes burning with amusement. “What is it, sweetheart?” He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You agreed to this. Signed your name. Did you think Daddy wouldn’t follow through?” 

She swallowed hard. “I—” 

“Shh.” He pressed a single finger against her lips, silencing her. “No more thinking, babygirl. No more decisions.” 

Her stomach fluttered. 

“Come here.” 

Lena hesitated for only a second before obeying, her feet moving before her mind could protest. 

Nathaniel smirked. “Good girl.” 

He guided her gently toward the changing table, his hands warm, firm, completely in control. 

Lena’s breath hitched as she felt the soft crinkle of the diaper beneath her. 

Nathaniel leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Lie down for Daddy.” 

Her pulse hammered. 

This was happening. 

She obeyed. 

Nathaniel’s hands moved slowly, teasingly, as he slid her skirt up her thighs. 

His smirk deepened as he traced a finger over her lace panties. 

“Big girl panties,” he mused, dragging the delicate fabric down her legs. “You won’t be needing these anymore.” 

Lena let out a soft, embarrassed whimper, but Nathaniel only chuckled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. 

“You’re already wet for me,” he murmured, his fingers ghosting over her slick folds. 

She bit her lip, turning her head away. 

“Oh no, sweetheart,” Nathaniel said, gripping her chin, forcing her to look at him. “No hiding. Not from Daddy.” 

Lena’s cheeks burned. 

Nathaniel reached for the baby powder, shaking it onto his palm before rubbing it between her thighs. 

His touch was slow, deliberate, cruel. 

Lena whimpered as his fingers teased over her swollen clit, spreading the powder in slow, torturous circles. 

Her hips bucked—she couldn’t help it. 

Nathaniel smirked. “Such a needy little baby.” 

Lena whimpered, her thighs trembling. 

“Tell Daddy what you want,” he murmured, his fingers pressing against her entrance, teasing. 

Her breath caught. Her entire body begged for more. 

“Please…” she whispered. 

Nathaniel’s eyes darkened. 

“Please what?” 

She swallowed her pride. 

“Please, Daddy…” her voice cracked. “Please let me come.” 

Nathaniel groaned. “Fuck, you’re perfect.” 

His fingers disappeared. 

Lena gasped. 

Nathaniel grabbed the front of the diaper, pulling it snug against her soaked folds. 

"You don’t get to come yet, sweetheart," he murmured. "Not until you learn how to be a proper little girl." 

Tears pricked her eyes. 

Nathaniel fastened the diaper securely around her, sealing in her arousal, trapping the heat. 

"There we go," he murmured, stroking her thigh. "Much better." 

Lena’s face burned with humiliation. 

She was soaked. Throbbing. Completely owned. 

And worst of all… 

She wanted more.



Chapter 3: First Accident & Daddy’s Discipline 


Lena sat curled up on the oversized couch in Nathaniel’s penthouse, her fingers gripping the hem of her dress as she tried to ignore the soft, constant crinkle of the thick diaper wrapped around her waist. Every small movement made the humiliating garment rustle, a quiet but inescapable reminder of what she had become. She had spent the last hour pretending she could resist this, that she could hold onto some shred of control, but the dull ache in her bladder was growing unbearable.  


Nathaniel sat across from her in his leather chair, sipping whiskey as he watched her with quiet amusement. He had barely spoken since diapering her, content to let the tension build, to let her squirm under his gaze. The longer she sat there, the more she understood that this was a test. He wanted her to fail. He wanted to break her.  


“You’ve been very quiet, sweetheart,” Nathaniel finally said, his deep voice shattering the silence. “Is there something on your mind?”  


Lena swallowed hard, refusing to meet his eyes. “I’m fine,” she muttered, even though the pressure in her bladder told a very different story.  


Nathaniel chuckled softly, setting his glass down. “Oh, babygirl,” he mused, standing from his chair and walking toward her with slow, deliberate steps. “You’re not fine. You’re holding it. 

Lena’s heart pounded as she pressed her thighs together instinctively. She should have known he would see through her. He always did.  


Nathaniel stopped in front of the couch, towering over her. He reached down, tilting her chin up with two fingers, forcing her to meet his gaze. “That’s not very little of you,” he murmured, his voice silk and steel. “Good girls don’t hold it. Good girls **let go** and trust Daddy to take care of them.”  


Lena’s entire body tensed at his words, a fresh wave of shame burning through her. She shook her head quickly, a desperate attempt to regain some control. “I—I can’t,” she whispered.  


Nathaniel exhaled slowly, his smirk deepening. “Oh, sweetheart. You will.  


Before she could react, his hands were on her, gripping her waist and pulling her onto his lap in one swift motion. 

Lena let out a soft gasp, her breath hitching as she felt the thickness of the diaper pressing against her. Her entire body was trembling, torn between humiliation and an arousal she didn’t want to acknowledge.  


Nathaniel’s hands roamed slowly, possessively, as he palmed the thick padding between her thighs, rubbing it firmly against her soaked folds.** The friction was maddening, sending a sharp pulse of pleasure through her, making her whimper.  


"You’re so wet already," he murmured against her ear, his breath warm and teasing. "Is it from embarrassment, babygirl? Or do you like knowing that you have no control anymore?"  


Lena whimpered, shifting in his lap, but Nathaniel’s grip on her tightened, holding her in place. "You’re going to wet for me," he whispered, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her diaper, grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. "And when you do, you’re going to thank Daddy for making the decision for you."  


Lena shook her head again, her pride still fighting, but her body was betraying her. The pressure was too much. The ache in her bladder too strong.  


Nathaniel smirked as he felt her thighs trembling. "You can’t hold it forever, sweetheart," he murmured. "And the longer you fight, the harder your punishment will be."  


His fingers slid lower, teasing her clit through the soaked fabric, pressing just enough to send another sharp wave of pleasure through her. 

Lena let out a desperate whimper, her body arching against him, her walls clenching around nothing. She was going to lose this fight. She could feel it. 


"Relax," Nathaniel murmured, his other hand sliding up to cup the back of her neck, keeping her close. "Let go for Daddy."  


Lena gasped as his fingers pressed harder against her clit, circling slowly, teasing her body into surrender. She tried to hold on, tried to resist, but it was too much.  

Her orgasm hit hard, the pleasure slamming through her, making her body shudder in his lap. And as she **came undone,** the last thread of her control snapped.  


The first warm rush spread through the thick padding beneath her. 

Lena froze, horror and humiliation crashing over her as she realized what was happening. 

Nathaniel groaned, his fingers tightening around her waist as he felt the diaper grow warm, wet, and heavy in his hands.**  

"That’s my good girl," he praised, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You didn’t even notice it, did you? So lost in pleasure, so completely mine, that you let it all go without even thinking."  


Lena let out a strangled sob, **her face burning as she buried herself against his chest, unable to handle the shame of what she had just done.**  


Nathaniel chuckled softly, stroking her hair as he rocked her gently. "Shhh, babygirl," he soothed, kissing the top of her head. "There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. This is exactly what I wanted. This is what **you** needed."  


Lena shook her head weakly, but she couldn’t deny the overwhelming relief that flooded her. 

Nathaniel pressed a firm kiss against her temple before tilting her face up to meet his gaze. "Now," he murmured, his smirk turning darker as his fingers ran over the soaked padding. "I think it’s time Daddy changes his messy little girl. 

Lena whimpered as a fresh wave of arousal pulsed through her.  


She was completely ruined. 


And worst of all?  


She never wanted it to stop. 



Chapter 4: The Changing Table 


Lena’s entire body trembled in Nathaniel’s lap, the warm, soaked padding pressing against her in a way that made her squirm with shame and something even more dangerous—arousal. She should have been mortified, should have been begging him to let her clean up, to forget this had ever happened, but instead, she clung to him, her face buried against his chest, waiting for his next move. 

Nathaniel’s fingers traced slow, deliberate circles over the front of her wet diaper, the pressure teasing, reminding her that she had lost control. "Such a good girl," he murmured, his voice deep with satisfaction. "You finally let go for me, just like Daddy wanted." 

Lena whimpered, her cheeks burning, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. The way he held her, touched her, praised her made her feel something she had never felt before—completely helpless, completely owned. 

Nathaniel chuckled softly, his lips grazing the shell of her ear. "But now," he murmured, "my little girl is messy, and that means it’s time for Daddy to change you." 

Her breath hitched. 

She should have refused. She should have said no, should have begged for her dignity back. 

But her body betrayed her. 

Nathaniel didn’t wait for permission. He didn’t need it. He stood effortlessly, lifting her in his arms, one hand beneath her damp bottom, the other around her back, carrying her toward the changing table. 

Lena’s heart pounded as he set her down on the soft, cushioned surface. The cool air against her damp skin made her shudder, made her hyper-aware of what was about to happen. 

Nathaniel leaned over her, his blue eyes dark with authority. "Little girls don’t change themselves, do they?" 

Lena bit her lip, shaking her head. 

His smirk deepened. "That’s right." 

His hands moved with slow, deliberate care, undoing the tapes one by one, the soft ripping sound making her thighs clench. 

He pulled the soaked, heavy diaper away from her, his eyes locked on hers the entire time. He didn’t look away. He didn’t act like this was something dirty or disgusting. He made it feel… normal. 

Expected. 

Inevitable. 

"Look at you," he murmured, running a warm cloth between her trembling thighs. "So perfect. So obedient." 

Lena whimpered, her body betraying her as he cleaned her with slow, gentle strokes. 

"Does this make you feel little, sweetheart?" Nathaniel’s voice was teasing, knowing. "Does it make you feel like Daddy’s helpless little girl?" 

Lena moaned softly, her thighs twitching as he rubbed her slick folds just a little too slowly. 

Nathaniel’s chuckle was low and wicked. "You’re still so sensitive," he mused. "I think my little girl liked making a mess for me." 

Lena’s face burned, but she couldn’t deny it. 

Nathaniel reached for a fresh diaper, unfolding it slowly, dragging the soft padding between her thighs, pressing it against her soaked heat. 

Her breath caught. 

"Such a good girl," he praised, taping it snugly around her waist. "All clean now." 

Lena let out a shaky exhale, her body melting into the table, her limbs relaxed, her mind hazy. 

Nathaniel leaned down, brushing a slow, possessive kiss against her lips. 

"You’re mine now," he whispered. "And Daddy always takes care of what belongs to him." 

Lena’s stomach clenched, her body already aching for more. 

She never wanted to leave. 

Never wanted to be anything but his.


Chapter 5: Bound and Broken 


Lena lay trembling on the leather bench, her wrists bound in thick, unyielding cuffs, her ankles spread wide and locked into a steel bar that kept her completely exposed. The room smelled of leather, of control, of Daddy. She tried to shift, to move just a little, but there was no give. She was trapped. Shackled. Helpless. 

Nathaniel stood beside her, towering, dominant, patient, and completely in control. His fingers grazed along the soft padding of her diaper, teasing, testing, reminding her that no matter how much she resisted, she was his to command. 

"You’re so quiet now, babygirl," he mused, his voice low, indulgent. "But I remember how stubborn you were earlier. Fighting me. Holding back. Refusing to let go like a proper little girl." He let out a soft chuckle, dragging his fingertips along the inside of her thigh. "You thought you could resist me, didn’t you?" 

Lena whimpered, her body betraying her. 

Nathaniel leaned down, his breath warm against her ear. "But look at you now," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple before straightening. "Strapped down, legs spread, padded and desperate for whatever I decide to give you. Just like a proper little girl should be." 

Lena clenched her eyes shut, humiliation burning through her. He was right. She was completely at his mercy, completely his. She had fought for control her whole life, and now it was being stripped away from her, one humiliating moment at a time. 

Nathaniel smirked, reading her thoughts as easily as if she had spoken them aloud. "No more decisions, sweetheart," he murmured, running a hand over the soft diaper between her legs. "You don’t get to decide when you wet. You don’t get to decide when you come. You don’t get to decide anything. Daddy makes all those choices for you now." 

She whimpered as he pressed his palm against the thick padding, forcing pressure against her already swollen clit. The friction was maddening, teasing, almost enough to push her over the edge but not quite. 

Nathaniel hummed in approval. "Still so sensitive. I think my little girl likes being helpless." 

Lena bit her lip, desperate to deny it, but the way her body arched into his touch, the way her thighs trembled beneath his hand, told a different story. 

Nathaniel pulled away, stepping back just enough for her to hear the soft rustle of fabric—the unmistakable sound of leather against skin. Her breath hitched as she realized what he had picked up. 

The flogger. 

"You’ve never been punished like this before, have you?" His voice was dark amusement, smooth and rich like the finest whiskey. He dragged the soft tails of the flogger over her bare shoulder, down her back, across the curve of her ass. "Never been spanked properly. Never been taught how to behave." 

Lena’s stomach clenched with anticipation. 

"Answer me, babygirl." 

"N-no, Daddy," she whispered. 

His smirk was pure sin. "That’s what I thought." 

The first strike landed hard, the sting blooming through her body like fire. 

Lena gasped, her wrists straining against the cuffs, her fingers clenching into fists. 

Nathaniel hummed in approval, dragging the flogger down her spine before bringing it down again, harder this time. The soft crack of leather against her skin sent a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure straight through her core. 

"Color?" he asked, voice steady, watching her carefully. 

Lena shuddered. "G-green, Daddy." 

Nathaniel groaned. "Good girl." 

The next strike landed directly on the thick padding of her diaper, the impact sending a sharp pulse of heat straight to her swollen, aching clit. 

Lena let out a choked moan, her hips bucking into the leather bench, her entire body betraying her need. 

Nathaniel smirked. "You like that, don’t you?" 

Lena whimpered, unable to answer. 

Nathaniel pressed the flogger between her thighs, rubbing it against the damp padding, pressing, teasing, reminding her who owned her body. "You’re such a mess already," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "And we’ve barely started." 

Lena let out a desperate sob, her body trembling. 

Nathaniel set the flogger aside, his fingers replacing it as he rubbed slow, deliberate circles over the thick, crinkling fabric. 

"You’re soaked, aren’t you?" His tone was teasing, indulgent, like he already knew the answer. 

Lena’s face burned, but she couldn’t stop the way her body responded to his touch. 

Nathaniel leaned down, lips brushing her ear. "I think it’s time Daddy makes sure you’re properly ruined." 

She barely had time to process his words before he reached for the table beside him, picking up a small, wireless vibrator. 

Lena tensed as he slipped it beneath the snug fit of her diaper, pressing it directly against her swollen clit. 

The second he turned it on, her body jerked, her breath catching in her throat. The vibrations were soft at first, teasing, just enough to send sharp pulses of pleasure radiating through her body. 

Nathaniel groaned. "You’re already squirming. So desperate for Daddy to let you come." 

Lena whimpered, her thighs trembling against the restraints. 

"You’re drooling," Nathaniel murmured, smirking as he pressed a pacifier between her lips. "Let’s see how long you last, sweetheart." 

The vibrations grew stronger, pulsing against her sensitive bud, sending wave after wave of pleasure rolling through her. 

Nathaniel stroked a hand down her back, his touch possessive, firm, grounding. 

"You belong to me now," he whispered, watching her writhe under his control. "And Daddy is never letting you go." 

Lena’s body shuddered, broken and owned, lost in the pleasure that only he could give her. 


Chapter 6: Cleansed and Corrected 


Lena’s body was wrecked, trembling, completely undone beneath Nathaniel’s touch. The relentless vibrations still hummed between her thighs, pressing against the thick, damp padding of her diaper, overstimulating her until she was a sobbing, desperate mess. She had lost track of how long she had been on the edge, denied, used, owned. 

Nathaniel’s hand stroked over her bare back, soothing and cruel all at once. “You’ve done so well for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice dripping with dark satisfaction. “But we’re not done yet, sweetheart.” 

Lena let out a shaky whimper, her body too weak to resist as he undid the cuffs binding her wrists and ankles. The relief was brief. The moment she was free, he lifted her effortlessly, cradling her against his chest like she was nothing more than his fragile little doll. 

She was too weak to fight him as he carried her to a different part of the dungeon, one she hadn’t seen before. Her breath hitched when she realized what was waiting for her—a medical chair, sleek and menacing, its leather surface cool beneath her bare skin as he laid her down. 

Lena’s heart pounded. “D-Daddy?” Her voice was small, broken, still thick with the humiliation and pleasure he had already put her through. 

Nathaniel smirked, brushing his knuckles along her tear-streaked cheek. “Hush, sweetheart,” he murmured, buckling a thick leather strap across her chest, then another across her waist. “Daddy needs to make sure his little girl is properly cleansed.” 

Her stomach dropped. 

She struggled, but the restraints held firm. 

“I—I don’t understand,” she whimpered, her eyes wide and wet as he moved toward the shelf. 

Nathaniel turned back to her, holding up a large enema bag, filled with a warm, soapy liquid. His smirk was calculated, dangerous. “Oh, I think you do, babygirl.” 

Lena sobbed, shaking her head, but there was nowhere to go, nothing she could do. The spreader bar was still locked around her ankles, keeping her legs open. Keeping her vulnerable. 

Nathaniel worked with silent efficiency, lubing the long, thick nozzle before pressing the tip against her tight, untouched hole. 

“Relax,” he murmured, his free hand rubbing slow circles over her trembling stomach. “This is for your own good, sweetheart.” 

Lena’s breath hitched as the nozzle slid inside her, stretching her in a way she had never felt before. A fresh wave of tears spilled down her cheeks, humiliation burning through her veins as Nathaniel reached for the clamp on the tubing. 

The moment he released it, the warm liquid rushed into her. 

Lena let out a sharp cry, her body tensing instinctively, but Nathaniel shushed her gently, his hand stroking her belly as he forced her to take every drop. 

“It hurts,” she sobbed, squirming, but the straps across her chest and waist held her in place. 

Nathaniel smiled, utterly unbothered by her distress. “It’s supposed to, sweetheart,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “You’re Daddy’s little girl, and Daddy decides when you’re clean.” 

Lena whimpered, gasping, her stomach growing tight, bloated, full. 

Her body fought against it, but there was nothing she could do. The pressure was unbearable, overwhelming, stretching her from the inside out. 

“You’re almost there,” Nathaniel praised, watching her fall apart. “You’re taking it so well for Daddy.” 

Lena sobbed harder, completely broken, completely lost. 

When the bag was finally empty, Nathaniel clamped the tubing shut, keeping the warm, soapy water trapped inside her. 

Lena let out a desperate whimper, her entire body shaking. “P-please…” 

Nathaniel smirked, running his fingers through her damp hair. “Shhh, babygirl,” he soothed, pressing another kiss to her tear-streaked cheek. “You’ll hold it for as long as Daddy says.” 

Lena sobbed, helpless and ruined. 

And she knew—there was no coming back from this. 

She belonged to him. Forever. 


Epilogue: Daddy’s Babygirl Forever 


Lena sat in Daddy’s lap, dressed in nothing but a thick, crinkling diaper and a soft pink onesie. The nursery was warm, bathed in the soft glow of the nightlight. She sucked absently on her pacifier, her head resting against Nathaniel’s chest, her body pliant, relaxed, utterly dependent on him. 

It had been a year since she had signed away her old life, a year since Daddy had taken control, stripped her of her independence, and turned her into his perfect little girl. 

And she had never been happier. 

Nathaniel rocked her gently, his large, strong hands tracing soothing circles on her back. 

"You’re never leaving me, are you, babygirl?" His voice was soft, possessive, a dark promise wrapped in silk. 

Lena shook her head, her fingers curling into his shirt. 

“I’m yours forever, Daddy,” she whispered. 

Nathaniel’s grip tightened, his lips brushing against her hairline, sealing his claim. 

“Good girl.” 

He reached between her thighs, pressing his palm against the warm, damp padding, smirking as he felt the evidence of her latest accident. 

"You’ll never be anything but mine," he murmured, tilting her chin up. "Daddy’s sweet, helpless little girl." 

Lena’s thighs clenched, heat pooling between her legs, her body already aching for more. 

Nathaniel smiled. 

And as he carried her back to the crib, she knew—she never wanted to be anywhere else.


The Permanent Diaper Girl (A Dark ABDL Regression Romance)

A Dark DDLG Age Play Romance of Forced Dependency, Diaper Discipline, and Total Surrender


Chapter 1: The Proposal

Emma Thompson stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror, toothbrush paused halfway to her mouth. Her cheeks were still flushed from what had just happened in the bedroom twenty minutes ago. Lucas had been relentless tonight—pinning her wrists above her head, whispering filthy commands in her ear until she came so hard her vision blurred. It was the kind of sex that left her boneless and giddy, the kind that made her feel daring.

She spat toothpaste into the sink and rinsed her mouth, trying to ignore the little voice in the back of her head that kept replaying the moment she’d let something slip.

“I read something online the other day,” she’d murmured against his chest afterward, tracing lazy circles through the dark hair there. “This… story. About a woman who lets her boyfriend treat her like—like a baby. Diapers and everything.”

She’d said it lightly, half-laughing, expecting him to tease her or change the subject. Instead, Lucas had gone very still beneath her. Then he’d tilted her chin up, his gray eyes searching hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“And?” he’d asked quietly. “Did you like it?”

She’d shrugged, cheeks burning. “It was hot. In a weird way. I don’t know. Forget I said anything.”

But he hadn’t forgotten. She could tell by the way he’d watched her for the rest of the night, that thoughtful, predatory look he got when he was planning something.

Now, as she padded barefoot into the kitchen the next morning, wearing nothing but one of his oversized T-shirts, she found him already at the island counter. Coffee was brewing. Sunlight streamed through the tall windows of his downtown loft, glinting off the stainless steel appliances. Lucas looked unfairly good in low-slung sweatpants and nothing else—broad shoulders, lean muscle, that calm confidence that had drawn her to him two years ago.

On the counter in front of him sat a neat stack of papers and a pen.

“Morning, beautiful,” he said, sliding a mug toward her.

Emma narrowed her eyes playfully. “What’s that?”

“A proposal.”

She laughed, taking a sip of coffee. “For marriage? Bit early, don’t you think?”

“Not that kind of proposal.” He tapped the papers. “Sit.”

Something in his tone—low, authoritative—made her obey without thinking. She perched on the stool opposite him, clutching her mug.

Lucas pushed the top sheet toward her.

Regression Trial Agreement

Her heart gave an odd little stutter.

Below the title, in clean bullet points:

●        Duration: Thirty (30) consecutive days, beginning upon signing.

●        Participant (Emma Thompson) agrees to full age regression under the guidance of Caregiver (Lucas Hale).

●        Rules include but are not limited to:

○        24/7 diaper usage. No toilet privileges without explicit permission.

○        Bottles for all beverages except water.

○        Early bedtime (9:00 p.m.).

○        Use of pacifier during stress or punishment.

○        Daily training sessions as determined by Caregiver.

○        Addressing Caregiver exclusively as “Daddy.”

●        Safe word: “Red” – immediate cessation of all activities and return to vanilla dynamic.

●        Early termination clause: If Participant uses safe word or requests end of trial before Day 30, all regression discussion and play ceases permanently between parties.

Emma’s mouth went dry. She read it twice, then looked up at him.

“You’re serious.”

“Completely.” His expression was calm, but his eyes were dark with intent. “You opened the door last night. I’m walking through it.”

She tried for a laugh. “It was just a story, Lucas. A fantasy.”

“I know.” He leaned forward, elbows on the counter. “But fantasies are worth exploring when both people want them. And I think you do.”

Heat flooded her face. She glanced down at the contract again, pulse racing.

“I’ve thought about this for longer than you realize,” he continued quietly. “I have everything we’d need. I’ve read the forums, the stories, the safety guides. I know how to do this right—slow, controlled, consensual. One month. If you hate it, we stop and never speak of it again. If you love it…” He let the sentence hang.

Emma swallowed. The idea was insane. She was twenty-six, a senior marketing manager on track for director by thirty. She wore tailored blazers and heels to work, negotiated six-figure contracts, traveled alone for conferences. The thought of giving up adult privileges—of wearing diapers, calling him Daddy—should have been ridiculous.

But her body remembered last night. The way his control had unraveled her. The secret thrill when she’d imagined surrendering even more.

“What exactly would it look like?” she asked, voice smaller than she intended.

Lucas stood and came around the island, stopping behind her stool. His hands settled on her shoulders, thumbs stroking the bare skin at her neck.

“Day one,” he said softly, “I’d take you to the nursery I built in the guest room. Strip you naked. Shave you smooth if you wanted. Powder you, diaper you, dress you in something soft and cute. You’d spend the day feeling it—thick between your legs, crinkling with every step. No hiding in the bathroom. When you need to go, you go where you are. I’d change you, clean you, take care of you. Every accident would be my responsibility. Every need. Every pleasure.”

His fingers tightened slightly. “You’d call me Daddy. You’d drink from bottles. You’d nap in a crib. And every night, I’d train you—slowly, carefully—to need it more.”

Emma’s breath came shallow. She could picture it too clearly. The humiliation. The helplessness. The safety of total surrender.

“And if I can’t do it?” she whispered.

“Then you say red, and it ends. No judgment. No shame.” He turned her stool to face him, cupping her cheek. “But I think you can. I think part of you has been waiting for someone to give you permission to let go.”

She stared at him, heart pounding against her ribs.

The pen lay on the contract like an invitation.

Emma picked it up with trembling fingers.

Lucas watched her, unmoving, as she uncapped it.

The tip hovered over the signature line for a long moment.

Then, before she could overthink it, she signed her name in quick, looping cursive.

Emma Thompson.

She set the pen down and looked up at him.

Lucas’s smile was slow, possessive, tender all at once.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The words sent a shiver straight to her core.

He took the contract, folded it carefully, and tucked it into a drawer. Then he held out his hand.

“Come with me.”

Emma slipped off the stool, legs unsteady. He led her down the hallway, past their bedroom, to the door that had always been locked—the guest room he’d claimed for “storage.”

He turned the knob and pushed it open.

Inside was a nursery.

Soft gray walls, white crown molding. A full-sized crib with high rails and pastel bedding. A changing table stocked with stacks of thick white diapers, wipes, powders, lotions. A rocking chair in the corner. Shelves of onesies, dresses, pacifiers in every color. A playpen. Bottles lined up like soldiers.

Everything was adult-sized. Everything was real.

Emma’s breath caught.

Lucas stepped behind her, hands on her hips.

“Strip,” he said quietly.

She hesitated only a second before pulling his T-shirt over her head, letting it drop to the floor. Naked now, goosebumps rising on her skin.

He guided her to the changing table and lifted her onto it with effortless strength. The padded top was cool against her back.

“Legs up,” he instructed.

She obeyed, face burning as he raised her ankles, sliding a soft towel beneath her.

First came the shave—slow, careful strokes with warm cream and a razor until she was completely smooth. Then baby lotion, rubbed in with firm, possessive hands. Powder, the sweet scent filling the air. And finally…

The diaper.

Thick, white, printed with tiny pastel animals. He unfolded it with a loud crinkle that made her flinch. Slid it under her. Brought the front up between her legs, pressing the bulk firmly against her most sensitive places.

She was already wet. Embarrassingly so.

Lucas taped it snugly, four tapes total, then ran his palms over the front, checking the fit.

“Perfect,” he said.

He helped her sit up. The diaper forced her thighs apart, the padding immense between them. Every small movement produced a telltale rustle.

He selected plastic pants next—clear, with little snaps at the sides—and worked them up her legs, locking the diaper in place.

Finally, he chose a soft pink onesie, snapping it closed over everything.

Emma looked down at herself. The bulge was unmistakable. She felt ridiculous. She felt electric.

Lucas cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes.

“Say it.”

Her voice came out barely a whisper.

“Daddy.”

His smile deepened.

“That’s my girl. Day one starts now.”


Chapter 2: Day One – First Padding

Emma stood in the middle of the nursery, staring down at herself in disbelief.

The pink onesie hugged her body snugly, but it was the bulk underneath that dominated everything. The diaper—her diaper—was so thick that her thighs couldn’t touch. Every tiny shift of weight produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle. The plastic pants locked everything in place with a faint sheen, and beneath it all, the small plug Lucas had inserted sat snug inside her, a constant, intimate reminder.

She felt ridiculous. She felt exposed. She felt… alive in a way that made her cheeks burn.

Lucas watched her from the rocking chair, arms crossed, a faint smile playing at his lips.

“How does it feel, baby girl?”

The pet name sent a jolt through her. She opened her mouth to protest—some snarky comeback about how this was all insane—but what came out was softer.

“Big. Really big.”

He nodded, as if that was exactly the right answer.

“Good. It’s supposed to feel big. You’re not supposed to forget it’s there, not even for a second.”

He stood and crossed the room, stopping in front of her. One large hand settled on the front of her diaper, pressing gently. The padding compressed under his palm, then sprang back with a soft rustle.

“Snug enough?”

Emma swallowed. “Yes… Daddy.”

The word still felt foreign on her tongue, like trying on a dress that didn’t quite fit yet. But saying it made something warm unfurl low in her belly.

Lucas’s eyes darkened with approval. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead.

“Today is simple,” he said. “You stay padded. You drink from this.” He reached to the changing table and picked up a large adult-sized bottle filled with water. “You work from home like usual. And when you need to go—you go. No asking. No holding it forever. Understood?”

She nodded quickly.

“Words, Emma.”

“Yes, Daddy. Understood.”

He handed her the bottle. “Start with this. I want it empty in the next hour.”

Then he left her alone in the nursery, closing the door softly behind him.

Emma stood frozen for a long moment, clutching the bottle. The silence pressed in, broken only by the faint crinkle when she shifted her weight.

This was really happening.

She waddled—there was no other word for it—over to the full-length mirror mounted on the back of the nursery door.

The reflection staring back made her breath catch.

Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders. Her face was flushed, eyes wide. But below the neck… she looked like someone else entirely. The onesie stretched over the massive bulge of the diaper, the snaps at the crotch strained slightly. Her legs were forced apart by the padding. She looked soft. Vulnerable. Small.

She turned sideways. The rear view was even more obscene—the diaper puffed out dramatically, the plastic pants catching the light.

A wave of humiliation washed over her, hot and sudden.

What the hell was she doing?

She could say the safe word right now. March out there, demand her clothes back, laugh it off as a failed experiment.

But she didn’t move.

Instead, she lifted the bottle to her lips and took a long drink.

The nipple was soft silicone, unfamiliar. She had to suck harder than expected to get the flow going. Water flooded her mouth, cool and clean. She drank steadily, eyes never leaving her reflection.

By the time she’d finished half the bottle, her bladder gave its first polite twinge.

Ignore it, she told herself. It’s too soon. You can hold it.

She carried the bottle with her as she left the nursery, moving carefully down the hall. Every step was a reminder—the plug shifting slightly, the diaper rubbing between her legs, the crinkle echoing in the quiet loft.

Lucas was at his desk in the open-plan living area, laptop open, already working. He glanced up as she entered, gave her a small nod, then returned to his screen.

No fuss. No teasing. Just… normal.

Emma settled at the kitchen table with her own laptop, trying to act like this was any other Monday. She opened her email, replied to a few messages, scheduled a Zoom call for later in the week.

But concentration was impossible.

The diaper was everywhere. Sitting made it compress against her in new ways. The plug pressed deeper when she leaned forward. And the bottle sat beside her, half-empty, a silent demand.

She finished it in forty minutes.

By noon, her bladder ached.

She’d been holding it for hours already—since waking up, really. Now, with all that water on board, the pressure was building fast.

She shifted in her chair, crossing and uncrossing her legs as much as the bulk allowed.

Just hold it a little longer. Prove you still have control.

Lucas appeared beside her with a sandwich on a plate—cut into triangles, crusts removed, like for a child. He set it down along with a second full bottle.

“Lunchtime, baby girl.”

She stared at the plate. “You cut the crusts off.”

“Of course.” He ruffled her hair. “Eat up. And drink.”

He walked away before she could protest.

Emma picked at the sandwich, appetite warring with nerves. The second bottle went down slower, but she finished it.

By two o’clock, she was desperate.

She stood and paced the living room, trying to focus on a marketing report. The movement only made it worse—the diaper swaying heavily, the plug jostling with every step.

A small leak escaped before she could clamp down.

Warmth spread against the padding, sudden and shocking.

She froze, hands flying to the front of her onesie.

Oh God.

It was only a spurt, quickly absorbed, but the knowledge that she’d wet herself—even a little—sent a rush of shame through her.

And something else. Something darker. A throb between her legs that had nothing to do with needing to pee.

She sat back down carefully, afraid to let go completely.

Lucas looked up from his desk. “Everything okay?”

“Fine,” she said quickly, voice too high.

He studied her for a long moment, then returned to work.

The pressure built again, relentless.

At 3:47 p.m., during a mindless scroll through campaign analytics, her body gave up.

It started as another small leak… then turned into a flood.

Warm urine gushed into the diaper, soaking the padding, spreading hot and heavy between her legs. She gasped, hands gripping the table edge, unable to stop it. The flow went on and on, the diaper swelling, growing warm and squishy.

When it finally ended, she sat very still, breathing hard.

She had just fully wet herself.

In a diaper.

Like a baby.

Tears pricked her eyes—embarrassment, relief, something deeper she couldn’t name.

The padding was heavy now, sagging slightly between her thighs. The warmth cooled quickly, leaving her in a clammy, swollen mess.

She couldn’t sit there like this.

“D-Daddy?” The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Lucas was there instantly.

He took one look at her face and knew.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Come on.”

He took her hand and led her back to the nursery.

Emma waddled slowly, the soaked diaper forcing an awkward gait, the squish audible with every step.

On the changing table, he laid her back gently.

“Legs up, baby.”

She obeyed, face flaming as he unsnapped the onesie.

The plastic pants came off next with a sticky sound. Then the tapes.

The diaper unfolded, revealing the damage—completely saturated, yellowed, heavy.

Lucas didn’t comment. He simply balled it up and dropped it into a lidded pail.

Cool wipes followed, thorough and slow. He cleaned every fold, every crease, his touch clinical and caring at once.

Emma stared at the ceiling, mortified, as he lifted her legs higher to wipe her bottom.

The plug was still there, slick now from her accident.

He removed it gently, cleaned around it, then set it aside.

“Such a good girl for using your diaper,” he said softly. “I’m proud of you.”

The praise landed strangely—comforting even through the humiliation.

Fresh powder. Fresh lotion. A new diaper—this one even thicker, with extra stuffing.

He slid it under her, taped it snugly, then added the plastic pants again.

Finally, a clean onesie—pale blue this time.

When he helped her sit up, the new diaper felt enormous. Dry, but so bulky she could barely close her legs.

Lucas pulled her into his arms, rocking her slightly.

“How do you feel?”

She buried her face in his shoulder.

“Like a baby,” she whispered.

His hand rubbed slow circles on her back, over the padded bottom.

“Exactly,” he said. “My baby.”

He held her until the tears stopped.

Then he kissed her temple.

“Dinner in an hour. Another bottle with it. And after…” His voice dropped. “We’ll have your first real training session.”

Emma’s heart raced.

She should have been dreading it.

Instead, she felt a flutter of anticipation low in her freshly padded crotch.

Day one wasn’t even over.

And already, something inside her was shifting.


Chapter 3: Week One – Adjusting

The rest of Day One blurred into a haze of new sensations and quiet surrender.

After the change, Lucas fed Emma dinner from a high-chair tray he’d assembled in the kitchen—mashed potatoes, soft vegetables, another bottle of milk. She protested at first, half-laughing, half-mortified, but he simply waited until she opened her mouth for the spoon. Each bite was followed by a sip from the bottle he held. By the end, she was full, drowsy, and strangely content.

Bedtime came at nine sharp. He carried her to the nursery, changed her into an overnight diaper (even thicker, with extra boosters that made her feel enormous), added a fresh medium plug slick with lube, and tucked her into the crib with a pacifier. The rails went up with a soft click.

She lay there in the dark, listening to the crinkle of her padding every time she moved, the plug a steady pressure inside her. She expected to feel trapped. Instead, exhaustion pulled her under quickly.

The week settled into a rhythm that felt both alien and inevitable.

Mornings began the same way: Lucas lifting her from the crib, carrying her to the changing table for inspection. Most mornings the overnight diaper was soaked—sometimes more than soaked. The first time she woke to discover she’d had a full messy accident in her sleep, she burst into tears of pure shame.

Lucas didn’t scold. He simply cleaned her, slowly and thoroughly, murmuring praise the entire time.

“That’s what diapers are for, baby girl. You did exactly what you were supposed to do.”

He introduced suppositories on Day Three—“to keep you regular and prevent discomfort.” The first one made her cramp and panic, but he held her on the potty chair (a prop only—he never let her actually use a toilet), rubbing her tummy until it passed straight into the waiting diaper. The mess was humiliatingly large. The change afterward took twenty minutes. By the end, she was shaking—not from disgust, but from the intensity of his focused care.

The plugs graduated daily. Medium became large by Day Five. Each new size was inserted during an evening “training session” on the changing table—legs in stirrups he’d installed, plenty of lube, slow pressure until she relaxed and took it. He always followed insertion with gentle circling of her clit through the fresh diaper, bringing her to the edge but never over.

“Not yet,” he’d whisper. “Good girls come when Daddy says.”

Work suffered almost immediately.

Emma’s job required focus—campaign strategies, client calls, spreadsheets. But concentration was impossible when she was constantly aware of the swollen padding between her legs, the plug shifting with every movement, the ever-present pressure in her bladder.

She started scheduling fewer meetings. Began answering emails with short, distracted replies. On Day Four, during a video call with her team, she felt a warm flood start without warning. She muted herself quickly, face burning, and let it happen—watching her colleagues’ faces on screen while she wet her diaper like a toddler.

When the call ended, she texted Lucas from the nursery playpen where he’d confined her that afternoon.

Emma: I just peed during the team meeting.

Lucas: Good girl. Did you finish the call?

Emma: Yes, Daddy.

Lucas: Proud of you. Come find me for a change when you’re ready.

She waddled out to his office, diaper sagging heavily, and climbed into his lap without a word. He changed her right there on a portable mat, door half-open, risking discovery if anyone dropped by the loft unannounced.

By Day Six, the accidents weren’t just urinary.

The suppositories did their work too well. Mid-morning, while she was coloring in the playpen (an activity Lucas assigned “to quiet your busy mind”), her tummy cramped hard. She tried to hold it—clenching around the large plug, whimpering—but the pressure won. A soft, uncontrollable mess filled the seat of her diaper, spreading warm and thick.

The smell hit seconds later.

Tears welled instantly.

“Daddy!” she called, voice cracking.

He was there in moments, scooping her up without hesitation.

“Shh, it’s okay, baby. Daddy’s got you.”

The change was messy, thorough. He used half a pack of wipes, warm water, extra powder. When he slid the new diaper under her, she was sobbing quietly—not from disgust anymore, but from the overwhelming feeling of being utterly taken care of.

He rocked her afterward in the big armchair, bottle in her mouth, pacifier clipped to her onesie as backup.

“You’re doing so well,” he murmured against her hair. “Letting go is hard. But you’re safe. Daddy will always clean you up.”

She nursed greedily from the bottle, eyes closed, the mess and shame fading under his voice.

That night, during training, he finally let her come.

She was on her back on the changing table, legs spread wide in the stirrups, fresh overnight diaper taped loosely under her for easy access. The large plug seated deep, a vibrating bullet pressed firmly against her clit through the padding.

He’d been edging her for twenty minutes—turning the vibe on and off, watching her squirm and beg.

“Please, Daddy… please let me…”

“Tell me what you are,” he said calmly.

“I’m… I’m your baby girl,” she gasped.

“Louder.”

“I’m your diapered baby girl! Please!”

He turned the vibe to high and held it steady.

“Come for Daddy.”

The orgasm crashed over her like nothing she’d ever felt—long, shuddering waves that left her crying and laughing at once. When it faded, she was limp, diaper soaked again from arousal and a fresh wetting she hadn’t even noticed.

Lucas cleaned her gently, taped on a final thick nighttime diaper, and carried her to the crib.

As he lowered the rail and tucked her in, she caught his hand.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered.

He smiled down at her, brushing hair from her forehead.

“You’re welcome, little one. Sleep tight.”

The crib rail clicked into place.

Emma lay in the dark, pacifier in mouth, plug still inside as a reminder, diaper crinkling softly with every breath.

One week down. Three to go.

She should have been counting the days until freedom.

Instead, she fell asleep wondering what Week Two would feel like.

And whether she was already in too deep to ever want out.


Chapter 4: The First Outing

Day Eight began like the others: Lucas lifting the crib rail at seven a.m., carrying a sleepy, soaked Emma to the changing table. Overnight diapers had become non-negotiable; the boosters he added each night ensured she woke up swollen and heavy. This morning was no exception. The padding sagged so low that it brushed her thighs when he laid her down.

She was still half-dreaming, pacifier bobbing gently in her mouth, when he unsnapped her sleeper and peeled back the plastic pants. The smell hit immediately—strong, unmistakable. She’d had another full messy accident sometime in the night.

Emma whimpered around the pacifier, cheeks burning even before her eyes opened fully.

Lucas didn’t flinch. He simply removed the pacifier, kissed her forehead, and began the cleanup with practiced calm.

“Morning, baby girl. Looks like someone had a big night.”

She hid her face in her hands as he worked—wipes, warm washcloth, extra lotion to prevent rash. The large plug came out slick and messy; he cleaned it separately while she lay exposed and mortified.

A fresh diaper went on—thick daytime one with stuffers—and then something new: a short, fluttery sundress in pale yellow. It barely reached mid-thigh. No onesie over it. No leggings.

Emma sat up slowly, tugging at the hem.

“Daddy… this is really short.”

He smoothed the dress down, fingers brushing the obvious bulge beneath.

“That’s the point. We’re going out today.”

Her stomach dropped.

“Out? Like… outside?”

“Yes. A short trip. Café for coffee, walk in the park. Nothing extreme. But you need to feel this in the real world.”

She stared at him, panic rising.

“But people will see. They’ll hear it crinkle. They’ll know.”

Lucas cupped her chin.

“They might guess. Most won’t care. And the ones who do notice?” His thumb stroked her lower lip. “They’ll know you belong to someone who takes very good care of his little girl.”

He produced the next plug—larger than last night’s, with a subtle jeweled tail that tucked discreetly inside the diaper. Lube, slow pressure, her involuntary moan as it seated deep.

Then plastic pants, locked with tiny padlocks at the waist—new addition.

“So you can’t be tempted to tamper,” he explained.

Finally, white ankle socks and soft mary-jane shoes. Hair in pigtails with ribbons. A light jacket to ward off the morning chill.

Emma looked in the mirror and barely recognized herself.

Cute. Obvious. Vulnerable.

The drive downtown was twenty minutes of torture. Sitting in the car seat (an oversized booster he’d installed) pressed the plug deeper and compressed the diaper into a squishy mass. Every bump in the road made her gasp.

Lucas parked near a quiet café strip, away from the weekend crowds.

“Ready, baby?”

She shook her head.

He smiled. “Too bad.”

Hand in hand, they walked the sidewalk. The dress swayed with each waddling step. The crinkle was loud to her ears—surely everyone could hear it. Wind fluttered the hem, threatening to lift it.

Inside the café, Lucas ordered at the counter while she waited by a corner table, clutching her jacket closed. A barista glanced her way—did her eyes linger on the odd bulk under the dress? Emma’s face burned.

They sat outside on the patio. Lucas fed her bites of a muffin, held her bottle of juice disguised in an opaque tumbler so she could drink discreetly.

Halfway through, the pressure hit.

She’d been holding since the car, too nervous to let go.

Now, sitting in public, the need became urgent.

She squirmed.

Lucas noticed immediately.

“Use your diaper, Emma. That’s what it’s there for.”

“Here?” she whispered, horrified.

“Right here. No one will know.”

She tried to hold it. Really tried.

But the plug, the nerves, the bottle of juice—it was too much.

A warm trickle escaped. Then more. Then the full flood.

She gripped the table edge, eyes squeezed shut, as her diaper grew hot and heavy beneath the dress. The padding swelled, spreading the wetness everywhere.

When it ended, she was breathing hard, tears threatening.

Lucas reached across and squeezed her hand.

“Good girl. I’m so proud.”

He checked discreetly under the table—fingers pressing the front of her dress, feeling the sodden bulge.

“Still holding. We’ll change you at home.”

They finished slowly, then walked to the nearby park.

The soaked diaper sagged dramatically now, forcing an even wider gait. Every step squished. The tail plug shifted with the mess, making her clit throb.

They found a secluded bench under trees.

Emma couldn’t sit still. The mess was cooling, uncomfortable, humiliating.

“Daddy, please… it’s bad.”

“I know, baby.” He pulled her onto his lap, facing away, jacket draped over them both for cover.

His hand slipped under the dress hem, pressing firmly against the front of the swollen diaper.

She gasped.

“Quiet,” he murmured in her ear. “Just feel.”

He rubbed slow circles through the layers—over her clit, pressing the sodden padding against her.

The sensation was overwhelming: the mess behind, the plug deep, the public risk, his control.

She came quickly, biting her lip to stay silent, body shuddering in his arms.

When it passed, she sagged against him, tears on her lashes.

Lucas kissed her temple.

“Time to go home.”

The drive back was quiet. She dozed in the booster, exhausted.

At the loft, he carried her straight to the nursery and laid her on the table.

The dress came off. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped open.

The diaper was a disaster—completely used, heavy, sagging.

Emma cried openly as he cleaned her. Not from shame anymore. From relief. From the intensity of being so utterly his.

He took his time: warm water, soft cloth, gentle fingers everywhere. New powder. New lotion.

Then the largest plug yet—thick, unyielding. She moaned as it stretched her, legs shaking in the stirrups.

A fresh, even thicker diaper. New dress—shorter this time, for around the house.

When he finished, he pulled her into his arms on the rocking chair.

“How was your first outing, little one?”

She buried her face in his neck.

“Scary. Humiliating.” A pause. “Perfect.”

He chuckled softly.

“That’s my girl.”

Emma closed her eyes, listening to his heartbeat, feeling the fresh padding cradle her, the plug filling her.

Week One had ended with her still thinking this was temporary.

Week Two was beginning with a soaked, plugged, freshly orgasmed diaper girl who wasn’t sure she ever wanted to take it off.


Chapter 5: Week Two – Real Accidents Begin

Week Two began with a quiet shift Emma couldn’t quite name.

The routines were the same—crib to changing table, heavy overnight diaper removed, thorough cleanup, fresh padding taped on—but something inside her had loosened. The shame was still there, sharp and hot whenever an accident happened, but it no longer felt like a crisis. It felt… expected. Inevitable.

On Day Nine, Lucas introduced a new rule: no more solid food after lunch. Bottles only for dinner and overnight. “Easier on your tummy,” he said, “and better for your diapers.”

Emma didn’t argue.

She spent most mornings in the playpen now, laptop balanced precariously on a pillow while she worked. Focus came in short bursts. Spreadsheets blurred. Emails went unanswered for hours. Her boss had already sent a gentle check-in: Everything okay? Working from home going alright?

She replied with vague assurances, then flooded her diaper mid-sentence without meaning to.

The first truly unplanned wetting happened on Day Ten, during a late-morning nap in the crib.

She woke slowly, groggy from the warm formula bottle Lucas had given her before tucking her in. The room was sunlit, quiet. She stretched—and felt the heavy sag between her legs.

Not just wet. Soaked. Far beyond what she remembered letting go before sleep.

She had wet in her sleep. Fully. Without waking.

Panic fluttered in her chest as she sat up, the sodden padding squishing coldly against her skin. The plug—now the largest yet, inflated slightly for “retention training”—shifted with the movement.

“Daddy?” Her voice came out small, almost automatic.

Lucas appeared in the doorway within seconds, as if he’d been waiting.

“What is it, baby girl?”

“I… I wet the bed.” Tears pricked her eyes. “In my sleep. I didn’t even feel it.”

He crossed to the crib, lowered the rail, and lifted her out effortlessly.

“That’s okay, little one. That’s exactly what’s supposed to happen.”

He carried her to the changing table and laid her down. The tapes ripped open with a familiar sound. The diaper unfolded like a bloated flower—completely saturated, boosters yellow and swollen.

Emma stared at the ceiling, mortified.

“I didn’t mean to. I didn’t even wake up.”

Lucas wiped her gently, methodically.

“Your body is learning,” he said. “It’s learning that the diaper will always catch it. That you don’t need to hold anymore. That Daddy will always take care of the mess.”

He removed the inflated plug with a slow twist, cleaned her thoroughly, then inserted a fresh one—same size, but with a small vibrating function he hadn’t used yet.

“Today we’ll leave this on low,” he said, clicking a remote. A gentle buzz started deep inside her.

Emma gasped, hips lifting involuntarily.

“All day,” he continued. “To help you associate accidents with pleasure.”

The new diaper was thicker than ever—overnight style for daytime, with two extra stuffers. By the time he taped it on and added locking plastic pants, she could barely close her thighs.

The rest of the day was a blur of leaks.

The vibration kept her on a low simmer. Every time she relaxed, warmth spread into the padding without warning. Small spurts at first. Then longer flows.

By afternoon, she was soaking wet again, the diaper sagging heavily.

She didn’t call for a change right away. Instead, she sat in the playpen, knees apart, coloring with fat crayons while the squishy warmth cradled her. The vibration pulsed gently, rewarding every fresh wetting with a throb of pleasure.

When Lucas finally checked her at dinner time, the diaper was at capacity—tapes straining, front swollen and discolored.

“Someone’s been a very leaky girl today,” he murmured, lifting her onto the table.

The change took nearly thirty minutes. The padding was so heavy he had to hold it in place to avoid spillage. Cleanup was slow, intimate—his gloved fingers everywhere, wiping, powdering, checking for rash.

Emma lay limp, eyes half-closed, the vibration still humming inside her.

When he finished and snapped on a fresh overnight diaper, she whimpered.

“Daddy… please don’t turn it off.”

He smiled.

“I wasn’t going to.”

Dinner was two large bottles of warm milk while sitting in his lap. The vibration increased slightly with each swallow, as if rewarding her.

By bedtime, her control felt frayed.

As he tucked her into the crib, she clung to his shirt.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

“Of what, baby?”

“That I’m… starting to need this. Really need it.”

Lucas brushed her hair back.

“That’s the point, little one. That’s exactly the point.”

He kissed her forehead, raised the rail, and turned off the light.

The vibration stayed on its lowest setting all night.

Emma woke twice—once from a dream, once from the sensation of another full, unconscious wetting. Both times, she simply relaxed into it, letting the warmth spread, the padding swell, the gentle buzz lull her back to sleep.

Morning of Day Twelve brought the first real bowel accident while awake.

She was in the playpen again, trying to answer work emails, when the familiar cramp hit. Stronger than before. Urgent.

She clenched, panicking.

“Daddy—”

Too late.

The mess pushed out in a soft, unstoppable wave, filling the seat of her diaper, spreading warm and thick around the plug.

She froze, laptop forgotten, tears spilling instantly.

Lucas was there before the sobs started.

He didn’t speak at first. Just lifted her, carried her to the table, laid her down.

The cleanup was the longest yet. The mess was substantial—soft, thorough, undeniable.

Emma cried quietly the entire time.

Not because it was gross.

Because it had felt… relieving. Natural.

When he finished and taped on a new diaper, she reached for him desperately.

He held her on the rocking chair, bottle in her mouth, vibration turned up just enough to make her hips rock.

“You’re doing so well,” he whispered. “Your body knows what it needs now. It’s trusting the diaper. Trusting Daddy.”

She nursed harder, tears drying, the mess forgotten in the safety of his arms.

That afternoon, she quit pretending to work.

Laptop closed. Emails ignored.

She spent the rest of the day crawling, coloring, napping in the playpen with her thumb in her mouth.

When Lucas checked her diaper at six p.m., it was soaked and messy again.

This time, she didn’t cry.

She simply looked up at him with wide, needy eyes.

“Change please, Daddy.”

He smiled down at her.

“Of course, baby girl.”

Week Two was halfway over.

And Emma was starting to forget what it felt like to be dry.


Chapter 6: Dependency Deepens

By the start of Week Three, Emma’s old life felt like a dream she could barely remember.

Work emails piled up unread. Her boss had escalated from gentle check-ins to a concerned voicemail: “Emma, we haven’t seen any updates in days. Please call me when you can.” She listened to it from the playpen, bottle in mouth, diaper warm and swollen beneath her, and felt… nothing. No urgency. No guilt. Just a distant flicker of who she used to be.

Lucas had taken her phone on Day Thirteen. Not forcefully—he simply held out his hand one morning and said, “Time to let Daddy handle the big-girl worries.” She handed it over without protest. The relief was immediate. No more pretending to care about deadlines or campaigns.

The nursery became her world.

Mornings blurred into afternoons. Bottles replaced almost every meal—warm formula that filled her belly and made her sleepy. Lucas carried her from crib to changing table to playpen to rocking chair and back again. Changes happened whenever he decided, not when she asked. Sometimes she’d be left in a soaked or messy diaper for hours, the discomfort a lesson in patience. Other times he’d change her the moment she whimpered.

The plugs never came out anymore.

The largest one was now permanent during the day—inflatable, with stronger vibration settings. He’d pump it up a little more each morning, stretching her, training her body to need the fullness. At night, he swapped it for an even thicker overnight version that locked in place.

Accidents were constant.

She no longer felt the urge beforehand. Wetting happened without warning—warm spreads that she only noticed when the padding grew heavy. Messes came suddenly, often while she was coloring or napping. She’d freeze, feel it push out around the plug, then simply wait for Daddy. No panic anymore. Just acceptance.

On Day Fifteen, Lucas removed every trace of her adult clothes from the loft.

He did it while she napped in the crib. When she woke, he was waiting with a bottle.

“Time for a little clean-out, baby girl.”

He led her to the closet in their old bedroom. Empty hangers. Bare shelves. Her suits, dresses, lingerie—all gone.

“Where…?”

“Donated,” he said calmly. “You won’t need them anymore.”

A pang hit her chest—sharp, unexpected.

“But what if—”

He silenced her with a finger to her lips.

“No what-ifs. This is your life now, for the rest of the month. Maybe longer, if you choose.”

She stared at the empty space, diaper sagging between her legs, plug buzzing gently.

The pang faded quickly.

Back in the nursery, he dressed her in a new outfit: a tiny baby-doll dress that barely covered her diaper, frilly rhumba pants over the plastic locks, bonnet on her head. She looked absurdly infantile. She felt… right.

That afternoon, he confined her to the playpen full-time.

“No more wandering,” he said. “Little girls who can’t control their diapers stay where Daddy can watch them.”

The playpen was large—room for a thick mat, toys, coloring books, her laptop (which he’d returned, but only for “quiet screen time” of baby shows). She spent hours there, knees spread wide by the bulk, sucking on a pacifier, watching cartoons while accidents happened unnoticed.

Dinner that night was different.

Lucas lifted her from the playpen and carried her to the rocking chair. No high-chair tray. Instead, he sat with her straddling his lap, dress pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt.

Emma’s breath caught.

He’d hinted at this—lactation fantasy, induced supply through herbs and supplements he’d been adding to her bottles for days. She hadn’t noticed the subtle changes until now: her breasts fuller, tender, a faint beading at the nipples.

“Go ahead,” he murmured. “Nurse from Daddy.”

She leaned in hesitantly, mouth closing around his nipple. No milk at first—just the warmth of his skin, the intimacy of the act.

Then a faint sweetness. A drop. Then more.

She moaned, sucking harder, eyes closing as warmth flooded her mouth.

His hand pressed the front of her diaper, rubbing slowly while she nursed.

“Good girl. Drink it all up.”

The combination—nursing, the vibration inside her, his praise—pushed her over the edge without warning. She came quietly, hips rocking against his hand, diaper growing wetter from arousal and another unnoticed accident.

When she finally pulled away, drowsy and sated, he changed her on the floor of the nursery—slow, loving, thorough.

Afterward, he held her close.

“Tell Daddy how you feel.”

She thought for a long moment.

“Safe,” she whispered. “Like nothing else matters.”

He kissed her forehead.

“That’s right. Nothing else does.”

That night, in the crib, she didn’t fall asleep right away.

The plug vibrated on low. Her diaper was thick and already warm from a bedtime wetting. Pacifier in mouth, thumb tracing the crib bars.

She tried to remember what day it was.

Day Sixteen? Seventeen?

Did it matter?

The trial had ten days left.

She should have been counting down.

Instead, she snuggled deeper into the bedding, crinkling softly, and let the vibration lull her.

Somewhere in the dark, a small voice whispered that she hadn’t thought about the safe word in over a week.

She smiled around the pacifier.

And drifted off.


Chapter 7: Week Three – The Breaking 


Day Eighteen marked the point where Emma stopped pretending this was still a trial. 

She woke in the crib to the familiar heavy sag of her overnight diaper—saturated front to back, the boosters swollen and cool against her skin. The inflatable plug had been pumped up one extra notch before bed; it felt enormous now, a constant stretch that made even breathing feel intimate. The low vibration had run all night, keeping her in a hazy half-arousal that blurred dreams into reality. 

Lucas lowered the rail and lifted her out without a word. She clung to his neck automatically, legs wrapped around his waist, diaper squishing audibly. 

“Morning, baby girl,” he murmured. “Someone needs a big change.” 

On the table, the damage was total. Wetting and messing had happened multiple times overnight; the diaper was at its absolute limit. He had to peel it away carefully to avoid spillage. 

Emma lay limp through the cleanup, eyes half-closed, pacifier bobbing gently. Shame had become background noise—present, but no longer sharp. 

He cleaned her slowly, thoroughly, then inflated the daytime plug even larger before locking it in. The stretch made her whimper. 

“Almost there,” he soothed. “You’re taking it so well.” 

Fresh diaper—thicker than ever, with triple stuffers. Locking plastic pants. A short pastel dress that didn’t even pretend to hide the bulge. 

Breakfast was two bottles in the rocking chair while he held her. She nursed greedily, eyes locked on his, hips rocking slightly against the vibration. 

Afterward, he set her in the playpen with a new rule. 

“No touching today. Not even through the diaper. If you want to come, you ask Daddy nicely.” 

She nodded, already floaty. 

The day passed in a slow, needy haze. 

Accidents came and went without fanfare. She’d feel a sudden warmth spread, or a soft push in the seat, and simply continue coloring or watching cartoons. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, messier. The vibration kept her on edge—close, but never quite there. 

By late afternoon, she was desperate. 

She crawled to the edge of the playpen, knees wide, diaper sagging almost to the mat. 

“Daddy… please.” 

Lucas looked up from his laptop across the room. 

“Please what, baby?” 

“Please let me come. I need it. I’ll be good.” 

He stood and approached slowly. 

“You know the rules. No touching without permission.” 

She whimpered, rocking on her padded bottom. 

“I didn’t touch! I promise! But it’s so much… the plug and the diaper and… please, Daddy.” 

He studied her for a long moment. 

Then he lifted her out and carried her to the changing table. 

But he didn’t change her. 

Instead, he laid her down in the soiled, swollen diaper and secured soft restraints around her wrists—new additions she hadn’t noticed before. 

“Daddy?” 

“Shh. Punishment first.” 

He turned the vibration up to medium and left it there. 

Then he walked away. 

Emma squirmed, the restraints loose enough to move but not enough to touch herself. The plug buzzed relentlessly, pushing her toward the edge and holding her there. The messy diaper squished with every movement, a constant reminder of how far she’d fallen. 

Minutes stretched into an hour. 

She cried. Begged. Promised anything. 

When he finally returned, she was a wreck—tears on her cheeks, diaper even heavier from fresh accidents triggered by the denied arousal. 

He released the restraints and pulled her into his arms. 

“Tell Daddy what you learned.” 

“That… that I don’t come without you,” she sobbed. “That everything is yours. My diapers, my messes, my orgasms. Please, Daddy, I’m sorry.” 

He carried her back to the table, laid her down, and finally—finally—pressed his hand firmly against the front of her ruined diaper. 

Slow circles. Building pressure. 

She came instantly, screaming into his shoulder, body convulsing as wave after wave crashed through her. The orgasm seemed endless, fed by days of buildup and total surrender. 

When it faded, she was boneless, babbling. 

“Thank you, Daddy… thank you…” 

He changed her then—slow, loving, thorough. The soiled diaper was a disaster, but he handled it without comment. Fresh powder, fresh plug (pumped one notch higher), fresh thick diaper. 

Afterward, he held her in the rocking chair, bottle ready. 

“Three weeks down,” he said quietly. “One week left.” 

Emma froze in his arms. 

One week. 

The trial would end in seven days. 

She could go back. 

Back to work. To adult clothes. To toilets and panties and independence. 

The thought hit like ice water. 

She pulled away slightly, looking up at him with wide, frightened eyes. 

“Daddy… I don’t… I don’t know if I can.” 

He brushed a tear from her cheek. 

“You don’t have to know yet. We’ll talk about it when the time comes.” 

But that night, in the crib, she couldn’t sleep. 

The plug vibrated gently. The diaper cradled her. The rails kept her safe. 

She tried to imagine wearing panties again. Sitting at her desk without the bulk. Using a toilet. 

The images felt wrong. Foreign. Terrifying. 

She wet without noticing, the warmth spreading as tears slipped down her temples. 

By morning, she had made a decision. 

She didn’t want the trial to end. 

She wanted to stay exactly like this—diapered, plugged, dependent. 

His permanent baby girl. 

But she was too scared to say it out loud. 

Not yet.


Chapter 8: Day 28 – The Test

Only two days remained on the contract.

Emma knew the exact number because Lucas had started a large calendar on the nursery wall, crossing off each day with a bright red marker. Twenty-eight squares filled. Two empty.

She stared at those empty squares every morning from the crib, a knot of dread tightening in her belly.

The dread wasn’t about enduring more. It was about the possibility of it ending.

Her days had become a soft, crinkling cocoon. Wake in the crib, heavy with overnight accidents. Long, intimate changes that left her powdered and plugged. Bottles in Daddy’s lap. Playpen time with toys and cartoons. Nursing—real nursing now, her breasts leaking slightly into his mouth when he allowed it. Afternoon naps. Evening training sessions that always ended in shattering orgasms. Bedtime with stories read in his deep, calm voice.

She hadn’t worn anything but diapers in weeks. Hadn’t used a toilet. Hadn’t touched her own clit without permission. Hadn’t made a single adult decision.

And she didn’t want to.

On the morning of Day Twenty-Eight, Lucas carried her to the changing table as usual. The overnight diaper was a disaster—saturated, messy, sagging almost to her knees. Cleanup took half an hour. The plug came out slick and full; he replaced it with the largest yet, inflating it until she whimpered and clutched his shoulders.

Fresh diaper—thicker than ever, four stuffers, locking plastic pants. A tiny onesie that snapped tightly over everything.

Then he did something new.

He opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of pale pink cotton panties. Simple. Adult. The kind she used to wear every day.

Emma froze.

Lucas held them up.

“Tonight the trial ends,” he said quietly. “Tomorrow morning, if you want, you can wear these. You can shower alone. Use the toilet. Put on your old clothes. Go back to work. Back to being Emma Thompson, independent woman.”

He laid the panties on the edge of the changing table, right in her line of sight.

“Or,” he continued, “you can stay exactly as you are. My permanent diaper girl. The choice is yours, baby. No pressure. No judgment.”

He lifted her down and set her in the playpen with her bottle.

The panties stayed on the table all day, taunting her.

Emma couldn’t stop staring at them.

She tried to imagine wearing them. The feel of thin cotton against bare skin. No bulk. No crinkle. No plug. Walking normally. Sitting at a desk without spreading her knees.

The thought made her stomach churn.

Mid-morning, while Lucas was in his office, she crawled out of the playpen—something she wasn’t supposed to do—and waddled to the changing table.

The panties were soft in her trembling fingers.

She looked around guiltily, then hiked up her onesie and dress, unsnapped the crotch, and tried to pull the locking plastic pants down.

They wouldn’t budge. The tiny padlocks held firm.

She whimpered in frustration, snapping everything back into place.

Back in the playpen, she sat heavily, the thick diaper squishing beneath her.

And then it happened.

A sudden, urgent pressure. No warning. No control.

Warm mess pushed into the seat of her diaper, soft and unstoppable. At the same time, her bladder released in a hot flood.

She didn’t even try to stop it.

Just sat there, filling her diaper like the baby she had become, tears starting down her cheeks.

When Lucas found her ten minutes later, she was curled on her side, sobbing quietly.

He lifted her immediately, carrying her to the table.

“What’s wrong, baby girl?”

“I… I tried the panties,” she choked out. “I wanted to see if I could… but I couldn’t even get them on. And then I… I messed and wet without meaning to. Right away. Like I don’t even have it anymore.”

He laid her down gently and began the change.

“That’s because you don’t,” he said softly. “Your body knows where it belongs now.”

The cleanup was slow. The mess was substantial—proof of how complete the regression had become.

When he finished and reached for a fresh diaper, she grabbed his wrist.

“Daddy… don’t.”

He paused.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t make me try tomorrow. Please. I can’t. I can’t go back.”

Tears spilled faster.

“I’m scared. The panties feel wrong. The thought of not having my diaper… of not having you change me… it hurts. Here.” She pressed a hand to her chest.

Lucas set the diaper down and pulled her into his arms, sitting on the rocking chair with her cradled against him.

“Tell me what you want, Emma.”

She buried her face in his neck.

“I want to stay. Forever. Your diaper girl. Permanent. Please, Daddy. I’ll be good. I’ll never ask for big-girl things again. Just… keep me like this.”

He rocked her slowly.

“You’re sure?”

She nodded frantically.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything. This is me now. This is home.”

Lucas kissed her temple, then her cheek, then her lips—soft and deep.

“Then it’s settled.”

He carried her back to the table, laid her down, and taped on the fresh diaper—extra thick, as always.

But this time, he added something new: a small, permanent tag on the waistband that read “Daddy’s Forever.”

That night, training was different.

He laid her on the table, legs in stirrups, diaper pulled aside just enough.

The plug came out slowly.

Then he entered her—bare, deep, claiming.

No condom. No pulling out.

He fucked her slowly, eyes locked on hers, one hand pressing the front of her diaper against her clit.

“You’re mine,” he whispered. “Permanent. My little girl. My breeder, if I decide.”

She came harder than ever, sobbing his name—Daddy—while he filled her.

Afterward, he cleaned her tenderly, plugged her again (inflated fuller than ever), and taped on a fresh overnight diaper.

In the crib, he didn’t raise the rail right away.

Instead, he sat on the edge and held her hand.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “we’ll make it official. A new contract. Lifelong.”

Emma squeezed his fingers, eyes shining.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her once more and raised the rail.

She fell asleep quickly, diaper warm and secure, plug humming gently, heart full.

Day Twenty-Eight had broken her completely.

And she had never felt more whole.


Chapter 9: The Last Day

Day Thirty arrived like any other morning—soft light filtering through the nursery curtains, the faint hum of the inflatable plug on its lowest setting, the heavy, familiar sag of her overnight diaper. But everything felt different. Charged. Final.

Emma woke before Lucas came for her. She lay in the crib, staring at the ceiling, pacifier bobbing slowly as she nursed it for comfort. Her bladder released without warning, a warm flood spreading through the already-soaked padding. She didn’t flinch. Just closed her eyes and let it happen, feeling the diaper swell and cradle her.

Today the contract ended.

Today she would make it permanent.

Lucas opened the door at seven sharp. He paused in the doorway, taking her in—pigtails messy from sleep, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and needy.

“Morning, baby girl,” he said softly. “Last day of the trial.”

She pulled the pacifier out with a wet pop.

“Not last day,” she whispered. “First day of forever.”

His smile was slow, warm, possessive.

He lowered the rail and lifted her out. She clung to him immediately, legs around his waist, diaper squishing between them.

On the changing table, he took his time. The overnight diaper was beyond capacity—tapes straining, padding yellowed and heavy with multiple accidents. The mess was substantial, evidence of how completely her body had surrendered.

He cleaned her with the same tender care he always did, but today there was ritual in it. Warm water. Soft cloth. Gentle fingers checking every fold. When he removed the plug, she felt empty for the first time in weeks. He set it aside and didn’t replace it.

Yet.

Fresh powder. Fresh lotion. Then he paused.

From a drawer he pulled a brand-new diaper—pure white, extra thick, custom-printed along the landing zone in soft gray script: Daddy’s Permanent Girl.

Emma’s breath caught.

He slid it under her, brought the front up slowly, taped it perfectly snug. Then locking plastic pants—clear, with a small heart-shaped lock he clicked shut.

A new onesie followed—white with tiny pink hearts, snaps at the crotch reinforced. Over it, a short party dress in pale lavender, all ruffles and lace. Hair in perfect pigtails with bows. White socks with lace tops. Mary-janes.

When he helped her sit up, she looked down at herself and started to cry.

Not sad tears. Happy ones.

Lucas wiped them away with his thumbs.

“Ready, little one?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

He carried her to the living room, where he’d set up something new: a small table with the original contract, a pen, and a thick new document beside it.

Permanent Regression Agreement

The title was in elegant script.

He sat her on his lap, facing the table.

“Read it if you want,” he said. “Or just sign. It says you’re mine. Forever. No safe word. No end date. Diapers always. Plugs always. Bottles, crib, playpen, rules—all permanent. I care for you completely. You surrender completely.”

Emma didn’t read it. She already knew.

She picked up the pen with shaking fingers and signed her name at the bottom—big, looping letters, just like the first time.

Emma Thompson

Daddy’s Permanent Girl

Lucas signed beneath her.

Then he reached into his pocket and pulled out the key to her plastic pants—the only key. He walked to the fireplace, lit the gas flame, and dropped the key in.

It melted slowly, disappearing forever.

Emma watched, wide-eyed, fresh warmth spreading into her diaper from the sheer finality of it.

No going back now.

He returned and lifted her again, carrying her back to the nursery.

On the changing table, he laid her down once more.

“This time,” he said, voice rough with emotion, “I’m going to breed my permanent girl.”

He pulled the dress up, unsnapped the onesie, opened the diaper just enough.

The plug stayed out.

He entered her slowly—bare, deep, claiming every inch.

She wrapped her legs around him as best she could with the bulk, crying openly.

“Mine,” he growled against her neck. “My diapered baby. My little breeder.”

“Yes, Daddy… please… fill me…”

He did.

Thoroughly. Completely.

When he finished, he stayed inside her for a long moment, both of them breathing hard.

Then he cleaned her gently, reinserted the largest plug yet—now permanent, with a locking base—and taped the diaper back up, trapping everything inside.

A fresh bottle waited on the rocking chair—warm milk laced with the herbs that would keep her breasts full for him.

He sat with her cradled close, bottle to her lips.

She nursed slowly, eyes never leaving his.

The calendar on the wall still had two empty squares.

Lucas stood, carried her over, and crossed out both with one thick red X.

“All done,” he said.

Emma smiled around the nipple.

No more counting days.

Just forever.

That night, in the crib, she fell asleep faster than ever—diaper thick and warm, plug secure, dress ruffled around her thighs, pacifier in mouth.

Safe.

Loved.

Permanent.


Chapter 10: Epilogue – Permanent

Six months later.

The nursery had grown.

A larger crib—custom-built to fit her comfortably forever. A second changing table with even more supplies. A nursing chair wide enough for both of them. Shelves overflowing with diapers in every print and thickness. A discreet medical cabinet for enemas, suppositories, and the hormone shots that kept her incontinence absolute and her breasts leaking sweetly.

Emma hadn’t worn anything but diapers since the day she signed the permanent agreement.

She no longer remembered what panties felt like. Or toilets. Or walking without a waddle.

Her old job was a distant memory. Lucas had handled the resignation—polite email about “family needs.” No one questioned it.

She spent her days exactly as a permanent little girl should: playpen, bottles, naps, cartoons, coloring books filled with her careful crayon scribbles. Outings were rare and carefully managed—stroller rides in the park disguised as “medical necessity,” thick diapers hidden under frilly dresses, a medical alert bracelet that read “Incontinent – Do Not Assist.”

Accidents were constant, effortless. She wet and messed without thought, often without noticing until Daddy checked her. Changes were long, intimate rituals—sometimes tender, sometimes playful, always ending in praise or pleasure.

The plugs had graduated to permanent wear—locking, inflatable, remotely controlled. He could edge her from across the room with an app on his phone.

Her breasts leaked daily now. Nursing was part of every routine—morning, afternoon, bedtime. Sometimes he’d let her leak into breast pads in her onesie; other times he’d drink straight from the source while she rocked in his lap, diaper squishing beneath her.

And the breeding…

He’d kept his promise.

Her belly was softly rounded now—five months along. The pregnancy test had been positive three months after the permanent contract. He’d celebrated by changing her into the thickest diaper she’d ever worn and making love to her on the nursery floor.

Now, on a quiet afternoon, Lucas carried her to the rocking chair and settled her on his lap.

Her dress was short and smocked, diaper peeking out beneath—swollen and warm from a recent accident she hadn’t even felt.

He lifted the hem, pressed his hand to the front, and smiled at the squish.

“Someone needs a change before dinner.”

Emma giggled, pacifier bobbing.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He carried her to the table, laid her down, and began the familiar ritual.

As he wiped, powdered, and taped on a fresh diaper—extra thick for overnight, even though it was only evening—she reached up and touched his face.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what, baby girl?”

“For taking the choice away. For making me yours. For keeping me.”

He leaned down and kissed her deeply.

“You were always meant to be this, Emma. My perfect, permanent diaper girl.”

She smiled, eyes shining.

“And I always will be.”

He lifted her, carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap, and tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and pacifier.

The rail went up with a soft click.

Emma snuggled into the bedding, diaper crinkling softly, hand resting on her rounded belly.

Outside, the world spun on.

Inside the nursery, time had stopped.

And she had never been happier.

The end.


Diaper Story for Adults: The Babysitter’s Secret

An ABDL Femdom Erotica of Humiliation, Control, and Permanent Regression


Chapter One: The Deal

Ryan sat at the kitchen table, slouched so far down in the chair that his feet were hooked on the rungs. His mother’s voice droned on from across the room, that sharp mix of pleading and scolding he’d grown numb to years ago. He stirred his coffee, not drinking it, not even looking at her. He already knew what she was going to say.

“You’re twenty-seven, Ryan,” she said, hands on her hips. “Twenty-seven. Do you have any idea how embarrassing it is, still telling people you live at home?”

He rolled his eyes. “Pretty sure it’s more embarrassing for you than for me. I’m fine.”

“Fine? You don’t pay rent, you don’t have a steady job, you sleep till noon. You’re not fine.”

His father, sitting beside her, didn’t say much, but the disappointed shake of his head was worse than words. Ryan’s jaw tightened. He hated that look—the one that said he wasn’t just failing, he was wasting away.

“So what, you’re kicking me out?” Ryan asked flatly.

His mother’s lips pressed thin. “We’re leaving for a week. We’re going to Italy. And this is your chance.”

“Chance for what?”

“If you can prove you’re responsible—”

Ryan barked out a laugh. “Responsible? You mean water the plants and feed the cat? That’s what this is about?”

His father’s voice came low, steady. “We mean more than that. You need to show you can live like an adult. Get up on time. Do chores. Keep the house in order. No late-night parties. No disasters. Just… behave.”

Ryan smirked, leaning back. “And if I do?”

His mother hesitated, then sighed. “If you can manage one week of responsibility, we’ll help you get your own place. A deposit for a small apartment.”

The words hit him like a stone to the chest. His own place. No nagging. No rules. No parents hovering. Freedom.

He sat up straighter, suspicion flickering in his chest. “You’re serious?”

His father nodded. “Serious. But if you fail—if you act like a child even once—the deal is off. You’ll stay here, and you’ll earn every privilege we give you.”

Ryan grinned, cocky now. “One week? That’s all? Please. I can play house better than you two.”

His mother’s eyes narrowed. “Good. Because we’ve arranged someone to keep you accountable.”

The grin slipped. “What do you mean… arranged?”

The doorbell rang before she could answer.

Ryan frowned, twisting in his chair. His father stood, went to the door, and a moment later, Ryan’s stomach dropped.

She stepped inside with the kind of confidence that made the air shift. Long dark hair, loose waves brushing her shoulders. A snug blouse tucked into jeans that hugged her hips. He recognized her instantly, though he hadn’t seen her in years.

Mia.

The babysitter.

His throat went dry.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered.

She smiled—no, smirked—like she’d been waiting for that exact reaction. “Hello, Ryan. Wow, you’ve grown. Well… sort of.” Her eyes skimmed him, casual but cutting.

His ears burned. “What the hell is she doing here?” he snapped at his parents.

His mother folded her arms. “Mia is staying here this week to keep an eye on things. We trust her. And if you want that apartment, you’ll respect her authority.”

Ryan shot to his feet. “Authority? She’s not even family! She used to watch me when I was ten!”

Mia’s laugh was low, amused. “And apparently not much has changed.”

His fists clenched at his sides. “I don’t need a babysitter.”

“You need a chance,” his father said firmly. “This is it. Either you accept the deal, or you can forget about any help from us.”

Ryan’s jaw worked. He wanted to scream, to curse, to storm out. But the thought of finally getting out of this house, of having his own space—it hooked deep. He couldn’t throw it away. Not yet.

He dropped back into his chair, glaring. “Fine. One week. I’ll play your game.”

Mia sauntered closer, her presence filling the room like she owned it already. She leaned against the counter, folding her arms beneath her chest. “Don’t worry, Ryan. I’ll make it… easy. As long as you behave.”

The way she said it, warm and sharp at once, made his skin prickle.

The house felt different after his parents left. Quieter, yes, but also heavier. Like Mia’s shadow had stretched across every room.

Ryan sulked in the living room, scrolling through his phone, trying to ignore the creak of her footsteps upstairs as she unpacked.

He was still stewing over the insult of it. Twenty-seven years old, and his parents had hired a babysitter. And not just anyone—Mia. She’d been the neighborhood dream girl when he was a kid, four or five years older, already out of high school while he was still stuck in braces. He’d had a crush on her once, until she teased him into oblivion.

And now she was back. In charge.

When she finally came downstairs, she was barefoot, casual, but somehow commanding all the same. She plopped onto the couch beside him, too close, grabbing the remote out of his hand.

“Hey—”

“Rule number one,” she said, flipping the TV off. “No screens all day. You want to prove you’re not a lazy brat? Start acting like it.”

He gawked. “You can’t just—”

“Rule number two,” she cut in smoothly, “bedtime is midnight. Not three a.m., not sunrise. Midnight. If you’re awake past then, you lose privileges.”

Ryan laughed harshly. “What is this, daycare?”

Her eyes locked on his. Calm, steady, but with a glint that made his throat tighten. “It’s accountability, Ryan. Something you’ve clearly never had. And you agreed to the deal. Remember?”

He opened his mouth, then shut it. The apartment dangled in his mind like a carrot. He needed that place. Needed to prove he could do it.

“Fine,” he muttered. “Whatever.”

“Good boy,” she said softly, patting his knee like he was a child.

The words made his stomach twist. Heat flooded his face, but he didn’t move.

She smiled, satisfied, and stood. “Dinner’s at seven. Until then, I want the kitchen spotless. No excuses.”

And just like that, she walked away, her hips swaying, leaving him burning with shame and fury.

He stared after her, gripping the couch cushion until his knuckles ached.

One week. Just one week. He could survive this. He could play along.

But a sinking feeling gnawed at his gut, low and cold.

Because Mia wasn’t just keeping an eye on him. She was in control. And she knew it.


Chapter Two: The List

Ryan woke to the smell of coffee and the click of something hard against the dining table. The house felt too organized, like a hotel room that had settled into itself after a maid was done with it. He brushed a hand through his hair and padded down the hallway in a t-shirt and sweats, ready to mumble something about taking a shower first.

Mia was already there. Not just present, but arranged. Hair scooped into a neat ponytail, sleeves rolled just enough to show the soft tendons along her wrists, a pen twirling between her fingers. The kitchen table had transformed into a command station: a fresh yellow notepad, a little glass bowl of paperclips, his parents’ spare iPad, and a neatly stapled packet that made his stomach tighten.

She didn’t look up when he entered. “You sleep well?”

He grunted and reached for a mug. The coffee smelled too good to argue with. He poured, added a small mountain of sugar, and took a long swallow.

“Good,” she said. “Because today we begin.”

He lowered the cup. “Begin what?”

“Your week.” She tapped the packet. “The deal.”

He rolled his eyes and set the mug down a little harder than necessary. “You know I only agreed because I want them off my back.”

Her mouth curved, not quite a smile. “You agreed because you want your own place. The difference matters.”

He sank into a chair across from her, trying to look bored, trying to look like this didn’t already feel like a courtroom. His gaze flicked to the packet and away. He hated how official it looked.

“Let’s walk through it,” she said. “I’ll keep it simple.”

He lifted his chin. “I’m listening.”

She slid a single page across to him. It had columns. Rows. Checkboxes. “House Rules,” the header read. Below it, crisp and patient, were lines he didn’t want to read but couldn’t help reading.

Rise by eight. Breakfast by eight-thirty. Shower and dress by nine.

Daily chores: Kitchen surfaces wiped. Dishes done and dried. Trash out. Vacuum living room. Ten-minute tidy of bedroom.

Two-hour job search window. Applications: minimum one per day.

No screens from ten to noon.

Lunch at noon. No delivery.

One hour of approved reading or skill-building after lunch.

Chores round two by four.

Dinner at seven. Kitchen reset.

Lights out at midnight.

He felt heat crawling up his neck. It wasn’t even the list itself, which read like a polite boot camp. It was the format. The boxes. The way she’d left room for neat little ticks and comments like a teacher grading homework.

He set the paper down. “You’re kidding.”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?”

He stared. She did not look like she was kidding.

“I’m twenty-seven,” he said slowly, pushing the page back with a fingertip as if it might bite. “You can’t… I mean, who writes a lights-out rule.”

“I did,” she said. “And your parents approved it.” She tapped the packet again. “Their words, not mine: ‘We expect to see daily structure. We want a log for each day.’ They asked me to keep one. I’m happy to.”

Ryan’s stomach sank. “A log?”

Mia swiveled the iPad, waking it with a casual tap. A neat spreadsheet shimmered to life. Monday through Sunday. Time blocks. A second tab labeled “Notes.” A third labeled “Incidents.”

“Incidents,” he repeated, incredulous.

“Anything worth noting,” she said lightly. “Exceptional behavior, good or bad. If you do brilliantly, they’ll be thrilled to see it. If you act like a brat, they’ll see that too.”

He scoffed, but there was a tightness in it. “What, are you going to send them a bedtime picture of me tucked in like a toddler?”

Mia’s eyes warmed, the faintest glint that felt like a fingertip sliding under his skin. “Only if you require it.”

He swallowed.

She let that hang for a heartbeat, then clicked her pen. “This is very simple, Ryan. You follow the rules, we check the boxes, you win your independence. You fight me, you lose the week. And yes—if you push me, I will document it. I will send them the log. I will call them while they’re sipping wine on a balcony in Florence and tell them you aren’t ready.” She smiled, not unkindly, which somehow made it worse. “And then the apartment evaporates.”

He heard the word evaporates like a door locking.

“What happened to ‘keeping an eye on things’?” he muttered.

“This is me keeping an eye on things.”

He stared at the checklist again, then out the window at the quiet street. He imagined himself in a small apartment somewhere across town, bare walls and ugly blinds, cheap couch, cheap lamp, cheap freedom. No one telling him to lighten up, get up, grow up. It was close enough to taste.

He exhaled. “Fine.”

“Good boy,” she said, soft as a secret.

His ears burned. He flicked a look at her, but she was already making a small, neat mark on the log. “Monday, eight-thirty. Agreement to rules: verbal, reluctant, accepted.” She looked up. “Coffee’s allowed. One cup. Breakfast is oatmeal and fruit. If you’re very kind to me I might add honey.”

He threw his head back. “You’re joking.”

She rose in one smooth motion. “Stand up.”

Something in the tone—unraised, unhurried—made him do it. She didn’t touch him, but the way she stepped into his space felt like a hand on his chest. He smelled her shampoo. He hated that he noticed.

“Here’s how we’ll make this painless,” she said, almost conversational. “You execute without huffing. You do not roll your eyes at me. You say ‘yes, Mia’ when I give you a direction. You will not stomp, sulk, or slam. In return, I will respect your space, your schedule within reason, and your dignity.”

He snorted. “My dignity?”

She tilted her head. “It’s fragile, isn’t it.”

His cheeks flushed. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Mm.” She took a breath, and when she spoke her voice softened. “I know you want out. I also know you’ve carved a little nest around yourself here, and you hate being told that you’re perched in it like a bird who forgot it can fly.” She paused, studying him. “So we’ll try it my way for a week. It will either hurt enough to change you, or it will reveal who you are.”

He worked his jaw. The words landed in places he didn’t want touched. “And if I say no?”

“Then I take a picture of the empty boxes,” she said gently, “and send it to your parents with a note that reads ‘He refused to participate.’”

He imagined his mother’s face, the look she wouldn’t be able to hide. His father’s quiet disappointment like fog filling a room. He felt something pang in his chest. He didn’t like that either.

He swallowed. “Fine,” he said again, lower this time.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did, reluctantly, and hated how that felt too—like obeying her was a muscle he hadn’t used in years.

“Say ‘Yes, Mia.’”

He hesitated, then forced it out. “Yes, Mia.”

Her smile was small and satisfied. “Good. Sit.”

He sat.

She slid a bowl toward him and added a trickle of honey without asking. He was embarrassed by the smallness of the gesture and annoyed that it tasted as good as it did.

While he ate, she placed a glass of water by his elbow. “Hydrate,” she said. “We’re doing a lot today.”

He reached for it automatically, then stopped, suspicious. “A lot of what?”

“Chores, applications, reading. I also want the hall closet sorted.” She took another sheet from the stack. “And I’m changing the Wi-Fi password.”

His spoon clinked against the bowl. “What?”

“You’ll get it in blocks,” she said. “Morning block unlocks at ten. If your chores are done by noon, you get the afternoon block. Fail to finish, and you get nothing until after dinner.” She shrugged. “Structure.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“It’s the opposite.” She scribbled something on a Post-it and set it just out of his reach. A neat string of letters and numbers winked up at him, smug. “Do your dishes when you’re done eating. Run the vacuum. Make your bed. Sweep the entryway. When those are complete to my standards, you can unlock the router.”

He stared at the Post-it like a starving man watching someone put bread behind glass.

“You can’t do this,” he tried.

“I already did,” she said, without heat. “Eat.”

He glared, finished the oatmeal, and stood. The plate rattled in his hand. He turned on the water, grabbed the sponge. He’d done dishes a thousand times, but the presence at the table made it feel like a test. He tried to be casual about it. He even whistled under his breath, then stopped when he heard how forced it sounded.

Mia didn’t comment. She made notes. When he finished, she rose and came to stand beside him. She inspected the sink, the counter, the faucet. She ran one fingertip along the stainless steel and showed him the faint smear of grease on her skin. “Again,” she said mildly.

He gritted his teeth and cleaned it again, harder this time. She checked, nodded once, and made a tick in the box. The tiny sound of pen on paper made heat rush behind his ears.

Vacuuming went the same way. She watched, not hovering, just there, subtracting excuses. When he missed a corner she pointed with her foot. When he drifted, she cleared her throat. He felt petty and twelve and too aware of his height next to her calm gravity.

He made the bed with more aggression than necessary. She smoothed one corner and lifted an eyebrow at the rumpled pillow. He fixed it. She ticked another box.

At 10:02, she slid the Post-it across the table with a faint smile. “Morning block.”

He snatched it. “Thanks,” he said, almost forgetting the “Mia,” then catching himself. “Thanks, Mia.”

“You’re welcome.” She returned to the iPad. “Job board time.”

He opened his laptop and signed into a site he hadn’t visited in weeks. The screen glowed, clinical and accusing. Keywords, locations, filters. He rubbed the bridge of his nose and told himself he was doing this for the carrot, not for the woman at the table.

“Which roles?” she asked without looking up.

He hesitated. The truth tasted like embarrassment. “Warehouse. Retail. Maybe something entry-level in marketing.”

“Pick two and apply,” she said. “Before noon.”

He typed. He searched. He hated how long it took him to write a cover letter that didn’t sound like he was apologizing for breathing. The silence stretched. He could hear the soft click of her pen, the occasional tiny cough, the birds outside. Twice, he caught himself reflexively tabbing to a news page. Twice, he stopped. The thought of her seeing the log made him straighten in his seat.

At eleven twenty, he sent the first application. At eleven fifty-five, he sent the second. He exhaled like he’d been underwater. “Done.”

“Show me,” she said, gentle as gravity.

He angled the screen. She skimmed, nodded once, then typed a note on the iPad. “Two applications submitted. Met minimum.”

“Met minimum,” he muttered.

Her glance flicked up, amused. “Would you like a gold star?”

He scowled. “I’d like my own apartment.”

“Then keep going.” She stood, stretched, and reached for the glass he’d left half-full. “Finish your water.”

He took it and chugged to be difficult, never breaking eye contact. When he set it down, the last mouthful sloshed and splashed his wrist. She watched the drop trickle to his palm, then handed him a paper towel with a tiny smile that somehow felt like a pat on the head.

“Lunch,” she said, moving toward the fridge. “You’re chopping.”

He didn’t argue. He didn’t have energy left for pride. He cut tomatoes while she washed lettuce, both of them moving around each other like they’d done this for weeks. It was disorienting how quickly her rhythm had become the house’s rhythm, how the quiet snick of the knife on the cutting board started to feel like a metronome.

They ate at the table, both of them hunched over bowls, and for a minute it was almost normal.

Then she set her fork down. “There’s one more thing.”

He paused mid-bite. “What.”

She reached for the iPad, tapped the “Notes” tab, and angled it so he could read. A bullet point blinked at him: Communication Protocol.

“I’ll be sending a daily summary to your parents,” she said, as if she were discussing the weather. “Brief. Factual. Time-stamped. They asked for it.”

His stomach tightened. “Every day?”

“Every day.” Her voice dipped, velvet over steel. “If you behave, it will be glowing. If you don’t, it will be honest. If you test me, it will be… thorough.”

He felt a surge of heat that was equal parts anger and something he refused to name. “Thorough how.”

“I’ll send them what they need,” she said, and lifted one shoulder in an elegant half-shrug. “Photos of completed chores. Screenshots of submitted applications. Or, if you decide to act out, documentation of that too.”

He stared at her. She didn’t blink.

“You wouldn’t,” he said.

“Try me,” she said softly.

The room hummed. He looked away first. He hated that, and hated the tiny thrill that chased under his skin when she let the moment stretch just long enough to brand him with it.

After lunch, she assigned him the hall closet. It was a graveyard: old coats, a rolled yoga mat no one had used, a cracked umbrella, a box of random cables, a stack of board games with missing pieces, a shoebox full of batteries he’d sworn to recycle two years ago. She stood in the doorway with a pad, striking a neat line down the middle of a page.

“Keep,” she said, pointing left. “Donate,” pointing right. “Trash,” pointing to the bin she’d lined with a new bag.

He tried to argue that some of the things “might be useful.” She tilted her head, politely bored, and he heard himself say “Yes, Mia” before he meant to.

It took an hour to win that small war with gravity. He ended up sweaty and dusty with a smudge on his cheek he didn’t notice until she reached out, licked her thumb, and rubbed it away like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He froze. The touch was the lightest scrape of skin, nothing, a nothing that made his pulse quicken. He stepped back, flustered. “Don’t—”

“You had dirt,” she said, and returned to her pad. “Good work. It looks like a closet now.”

He swallowed, irritated at the heat in his face. “Thanks.”

“Say it.”

He flared. “Thanks, Mia.”

She made another neat tick. The sound peeled a sliver off his pride and tucked it in her pocket.

By four, the second round of chores came and went. By six, he was slumped on the couch, surprisingly tired. He’d done more that day than he’d done in a week. He hated that it felt good. He hated that he was waiting for her to notice.

At six-thirty she materialized with a glass of water and set it on the coffee table. He eyed it. He’d had plenty already.

“Drink,” she said.

“I’m not thirsty.”

“Drink anyway.”

He reached for it, then paused. “If I drink it, do I get the Wi-Fi block after dinner?”

“You get the block if your evening chores are completed and you don’t mouth off. The water is non-negotiable.”

He made a show of rolling his eyes, then caught her gaze and dropped them. He drank. She watched his throat move and seemed satisfied.

Dinner was simple and good. He did the dishes without being told. She stood beside him, drying, and somehow the silent choreography of plates and towels felt as intimate as a conversation he wasn’t ready to have.

At seven-fifty, she held the iPad up for inspection. “Let’s review.”

He groaned. “Can’t you just… I don’t know. Put a checkmark and be done.”

“This is accountability,” she said in that unruffled voice. “And a chance for praise.”

The last word snagged him. Praise. He pretended not to care. He cared.

She skimmed. “Wake time, met. Morning chores, met after one correction. Two applications submitted, met. Screens off during work block, met. Lunch cleanup, met. Closet reset, met. Afternoon chores, met.”

He waited, pretending to be absent while present in every cell.

She clicked something and the log made a small chime. “That’s a very good first day.”

The relief that slumped out of him surprised him with its size. He hid it by stretching. “So… I get the evening block.”

“You do.” She handed him the new Post-it like she was granting a passport. “Until nine-thirty. At ten, we read.”

He took it. “Read what?”

She turned the iPad and a book cover gleamed. Not fiction. A slim, grounded book on habits and structure. His face contorted. “Come on.”

“Consider it research,” she said, eyes bright. “For your new life.”

He threw his head back, but a laugh snuck out despite himself. “You’re relentless.”

“Mm.” She tapped the iPad, then looked at him. “Ryan.”

“What.”

“If you keep this up, your parents will get a very nice message tonight. If you don’t, they will hear every detail.” She spoke without malice, as if describing the color of the walls. “I prefer nice messages.”

He pulled in a breath. “Me too.”

“Then don’t make me choose.”

He nodded, then caught himself. “Yes, Mia.”

Her smile was almost warm. “There’s hope for you.”

He took the Post-it and unlocked his little window of freedom. The Wi-Fi bars bloomed in the corner of his laptop and he felt stupidly victorious. He watched a video, answered a friend’s message with a vague “busy week,” scrolled a forum for a few minutes, then closed the lid at nine-thirty before she had to say anything. He did it because some part of him wanted to see her write “complies without prompting.”

At ten, he checked the hall bathroom because he suddenly needed it. The doorknob didn’t turn.

He frowned. “Mia?”

She appeared behind him like a conjured rule. “Problem?”

“Bathroom’s locked.”

“It’s quiet time,” she said, as if that explained everything.

He stared. “Quiet time—what?”

“From ten to ten-fifteen we reset the house,” she said. “Lights dim. No running water. It helps the body anticipate bedtime.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I can,” she said. “If it’s urgent, the downstairs powder room is available. Next door. Otherwise, wait until quarter past.”

He glared, then forced a laugh like he didn’t care. It wasn’t urgent. It was just a pulse in his bladder reminding him that he’d had more water than usual and that his body didn’t like new rules.

She stepped closer, her voice dropping. “Ryan.”

“What.”

“If you decide to be difficult about this,” she said, almost kind, “I’ll add a note to the log. ‘Resisted wind-down rules. Needed extra supervision.’ Your parents will have questions. I’ll have answers.”

Heat flooded his face. Something in his chest bucked at the word supervision. He folded his arms and stared at the brass doorknob.

“It’s eight minutes,” she said, even softer. “Show me you can do eight minutes.”

It should have been nothing. It felt like a dare. He nodded, jaw tight. “Fine.”

“Say it.”

He almost choked on it, then pushed it out. “Yes, Mia.”

She brushed past him and the faintest touch of her shoulder against his made his skin shiver. He stood there, suddenly aware of his own breathing, and counted down inside his head without meaning to. At ten-fifteen on the dot, she reappeared, key in hand, and opened the door.

“Go,” she said. “Then teeth. Then book.”

He went. He relieved himself longer than he expected and rolled his eyes at his own dumb body. When he came out, she was waiting in the hallway, arms crossed, the iPad hugged to her stomach like an obedient pet.

“Good,” she said. “You didn’t argue.”

“I wanted to,” he muttered.

“I know.”

They read in the living room. He sprawled. She sat straight, ankles crossed, and underlined a few lines with a pencil like a schoolteacher who didn’t mind being watched. At eleven-thirty, she closed the book and set it on the table. “Teeth,” she said. “Lights at midnight.”

He rose without thinking. She followed him to the end of the hall, stopped at his door. He hovered, feeling twelve again for no reason, and gripped the doorknob.

“Ryan,” she said softly.

He looked back.

“You did well today.”

The praise hit him like warm water. He didn’t want it to matter. It mattered. He nodded, awkward. “Thanks.”

“Tomorrow we add a morning walk,” she said. “Fifteen minutes.”

He sighed. “Fine.”

She smiled. “Say it.”

He stared at her, the absurdity of it turning over like a coin, then surrendered in a way he barely felt. “Yes, Mia.”

“Good night.”

He slipped into his room and shut the door. The dark felt different. He brushed his teeth. He set an alarm for eight. He climbed into bed and stared at the ceiling, listening to her soft steps recede down the hall.

He told himself he hated her. He told himself he hated the rules, the boxes, the way she said good boy and made it sound like a promise and a threat. He told himself he was doing this for the apartment, not for the shape her voice made in the air when he obeyed.

At 11:59, he turned out the light. The last thing he saw before the room went black was a dim strip of gold at the bottom of his door as the hallway light clicked off, and the outline of her shadow moving once, then gone.

In the morning, he would wake to the smell of coffee and her written log praising his first day. In the afternoon, he would test her, just to feel the edge of the leash. Before dinner, he would realize he’d started doing things before she asked, as if something in him had been waiting to be told.

He didn’t know any of that yet. He only knew that his heart was pounding and that for the first time in months, he had done exactly what he said he would, even if it was because she would tell on him if he didn’t. He should have resented it. He should have raged.

He fell asleep instead, hungry and oddly proud.

And on the kitchen table, neat and polite, Mia’s daily summary draft waited with its clean lines and careful words:

“Ryan woke on time. Completed chores with minimal correction. Submitted two job applications. Respected screen limits. Complied with quiet time and bedtime protocol. Day one: promising.”

Beneath it, a final note that she would not send, just for her:

He wants to be good. He wants to be caught being good. Use that.

In the morning, she would. And if he forgot himself, if he rolled his eyes and mouthed off and shoved at her edges like boys do when they cannot stand how badly they want approval, she would open the “Incidents” tab and remind him that freedom can evaporate with one message and a single clean sentence sent to Florence.


Chapter Three: Cracks

Ryan woke to his alarm, groaning into the pillow. For once, he didn’t hit snooze. The memory of Mia’s voice lingered in his head—“Wake by eight. Or your parents hear about it.”

Dragging himself upright, he shoved on yesterday’s sweats and shuffled into the hallway. The smell of coffee hit him again, rich and sharp. The kitchen light was on. Of course she was already there.

Mia sat at the table, hair in a messy bun, oversized sweater slipping off one shoulder. She looked like she’d just rolled out of bed but somehow still managed to look like she owned the house. A notebook sat open in front of her, pen poised.

“Eight-oh-four,” she said without looking up. “Cutting it close.”

Ryan scratched his jaw. “Still counts.”

Her eyes flicked up, cool and amused. “Barely. Next time, I log it.”

He muttered something under his breath and poured coffee. He didn’t add sugar this time. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of watching him enjoy it like a treat.

“Breakfast,” she said, nodding to the counter. Oatmeal again, steaming in a bowl, apple slices on the side.

“You’re really leaning into the babysitter vibe,” he said, grabbing the spoon.

She smiled, unbothered. “Better than leaning into the lazy slob vibe.”

Heat prickled up his neck. He shoveled a spoonful of oatmeal into his mouth instead of answering.

When he was done, she slid the log sheet across the table. A new one, neat and blank except for the date at the top. “Let’s start the day right.”

He glanced at the boxes, then at her pen waiting above the page. The sound of it clicking open was louder than it should have been.

“Chores first,” she said. “Kitchen, living room, bedroom. Then we walk.”

“Walk?”

“Fifteen minutes. Outside. Sunlight. Movement. You’ll survive.”

He groaned, leaning back in the chair. “You’re killing me.”

“Not yet,” she said sweetly. “But if you don’t get moving, I’ll log ‘resistant to basic exercise.’ You want your parents to picture you sulking in your room while I take notes?”

His stomach twisted. He pictured his mother’s tight-lipped disappointment, his father’s sigh. He pushed back his chair. “Fine.”

“Say it.”

He clenched his jaw. “Yes, Mia.”

The smile she gave him was so satisfied it made his skin crawl.

The walk was worse than the chores. Ryan stuffed his hands in his hoodie pocket, shuffling down the neighborhood sidewalk while Mia kept pace beside him, posture straight, hair gleaming in the morning sun. He felt like a sulky teenager being dragged to school.

“Pick up the pace,” she said lightly. “You walk like gravity hurts.”

“Maybe it does,” he muttered.

“Mm. If I write ‘needs constant prompting,’ it’ll sound pathetic, don’t you think?”

He shot her a look. “You wouldn’t.”

Her smirk was wicked. “Try me.”

He quickened his steps, scowling at the pavement.

By noon, he’d done another round of chores, grumbled his way through two job applications, and sat glaring at the self-help book she made him read while she highlighted passages like a smug professor.

But his body betrayed him. He’d drunk all the water she set out. Too much. He’d gone to the bathroom after breakfast, but by late afternoon, his bladder throbbed with a low, insistent ache.

He tried to ignore it. Tried to distract himself with the Wi-Fi block she finally handed over. But the pressure built until he was bouncing his leg without realizing it.

Mia noticed, of course. She always noticed.

“You’re restless,” she said. “Problem?”

“No,” he snapped too quickly.

Her eyebrow arched. “No?”

“I’m fine.”

Her gaze lingered, cool and knowing. She jotted something in the log, pen scratching neat and steady.

He flushed. “What did you write?”

“Notes,” she said. “Nothing you need to see.”

“Show me.”

“Mm. Not how this works.” She tapped the pen against the page. “But I can tell you what I’ll definitely write if you keep up the attitude: ‘Ryan refuses to communicate. Resistant. Possibly hiding something.’”

He froze, the ache in his bladder suddenly sharper.

Her smile was soft, merciless. “Do you want me to send that to your parents tonight? Or do you want to tell me what’s really going on?”

His ears burned. His throat worked. “I just… I need the bathroom.”

Her pen stilled. Her eyes glittered.

“Then ask properly.”

His stomach flipped. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly,” she said. “Say: Mia, may I use the bathroom, please?”

He stared at her, face hot, body squirming. He hated her. Hated that she was right. Hated that the pressure inside him made it impossible to call her bluff.

He swallowed hard. “Mia… may I use the bathroom, please?”

Her smile widened. She wrote something in the log, slow and deliberate. Then she looked at him, eyes bright.

“Good boy.”

His whole body clenched.

“You may,” she added, gesturing down the hall. “But don’t take too long. I time everything.”

He nearly tripped over the chair in his rush, humiliation burning all the way to the bathroom door.

And while he relieved himself, panting with relief and shame, he realized the truth that made his stomach twist.

He hadn’t just asked her permission.

He’d meant it.


Chapter Four: The First Slip

Ryan swore he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction. After yesterday’s humiliating “ask” just to use the bathroom, he told himself he’d be careful. No more guzzling water just because she told him to. No more dancing in his chair like a desperate kid. He’d play along with the chores, the checkboxes, the stupid “yes, Mia” answers—but his body? That was his.

Except Mia seemed to know exactly what he was thinking.

Breakfast was eggs and toast. She poured him coffee and then slid a tall glass of water in front of him. “Hydrate,” she said, in that calm, velvety tone.

He scowled. “I’m not thirsty.”

“Drink anyway.”

He hesitated, then remembered the log. The way she’d written “resistant” yesterday like it was a weapon. He picked up the glass and gulped it, setting it down with a bang.

Her smile was satisfied. “Good boy.”

The words burned more than the coffee.

By mid-morning, he was knee-deep in chores. Vacuum, dusting, wiping counters. Mia trailed him like a shadow, inspecting, ticking boxes, making small notes that made him itch to snatch the log from her hands.

At eleven, she pressed another glass of water into his hand. “Finish it.”

He shook his head. “I don’t need it.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Do you want me to tell your parents you’re refusing basic health instructions?”

He groaned. “That’s not even—”

“Drink,” she said firmly, tone dropping into something that brooked no argument.

He drank.

By noon, his bladder was already restless. He squirmed through the reading hour, forcing himself not to fidget, not to show her. He would not repeat yesterday.

But Mia had other plans.

Lunch was soup. Salty. He ate fast, hoping it would be over before she noticed the tension in his body.

When he got up to rinse his bowl, she blocked his way with one palm against the counter. “Bathroom?” she asked casually.

His stomach flipped. “What?”

“You’ve been squirming for half an hour,” she said, voice soft but merciless. “If you need to go, now’s the time to ask.”

Heat flooded his face. “I don’t need to.”

Her smile was wicked. “Liar.”

“I’m fine,” he insisted, pushing past her.

“Suit yourself,” she said sweetly. “But the afternoon block starts in five minutes. And once we sit down, I expect no interruptions. If you run off without permission…” She tapped her pen against the log. “It’ll be documented.”

His chest tightened. He hated her. Hated how much power she had. But more than anything, he hated how badly he actually did need to go.

He clenched his jaw. “I’ll wait.”

“Brave,” she said, smirking as she took her seat. “Let’s see how long you last.”

The afternoon dragged. Job applications blurred in front of him. His bladder ached with every tick of the clock. He bounced his knee, shifted in his chair, pressed his thighs together so hard it hurt.

Mia watched it all, silent, writing little notes in the margins of her log.

By three o’clock, he was sweating. A bead rolled down his temple as he tried to focus on typing out some bullshit cover letter for a sales job he didn’t want. His body betrayed him with every pulse.

At three fifteen, Mia leaned back in her chair. “Ryan.”

He jumped, hands slamming down on the laptop. “What.”

“You’re about to have an accident,” she said calmly.

His face flamed. “No I’m not!”

“You are,” she said. “And if you don’t want me to write ‘Unable to manage basic needs’ in the incident log, you’ll stand up, look me in the eye, and ask properly.”

His throat closed. “You’re insane.”

Her pen hovered above the page. “Last chance.”

He wanted to tell her to go to hell. He wanted to storm out and slam the bathroom door behind him. But the thought of her actually sending that note to his parents—picturing their faces when they read it—paralyzed him.

He stood, fists clenched. His voice cracked with humiliation. “Mia, may I use the bathroom, please?”

Her smile spread like she’d just won a bet. She set down her pen. “Good boy. Go quickly.”

He bolted down the hall. Relief crashed through him when he made it, but it was too close—he’d nearly lost it. He sat on the closed lid afterward, face buried in his hands, shaking with humiliation.

She’d been right. She’d seen it coming.

And he’d had to beg her.

But the real slip didn’t come until dinner.

She made pasta, rich and heavy. She kept his glass full, nudging it closer every time he tried to ignore it. By the time they finished eating, his bladder ached again.

“Evening chores,” she said, stacking plates. “Then Wi-Fi.”

He gritted his teeth and powered through. Trash, dishes, wiping counters. His body begged for relief. He thought about asking, but the shame still stung from earlier. He decided he’d wait until chores were done, then slip away.

But when he finished drying the last plate, Mia blocked his path.

“Bathroom?” she asked again, her voice almost playful.

He shook his head, panic fluttering in his chest. “I’m fine.”

Her eyes glittered. “Really.”

“Really,” he said, too sharp.

She tilted her head, studying him. “Then you won’t mind if I add a note: ‘Denied need repeatedly. Refuses to communicate honestly.’”

His breath hitched. “Don’t.”

“Then say it.”

He opened his mouth—and froze. His body lurched, bladder spasming, and before he could stop it, hot wetness spread down his thigh. His eyes went wide.

“No…”

Mia’s smile was slow, triumphant.

Ryan stumbled back, clutching himself uselessly, horror flooding him as a dark patch spread on his sweats. He squeezed his eyes shut, shame roaring in his ears.

When he opened them, Mia was still there. Calm. Watching. Pen poised above the log.

“Well,” she said softly. “Looks like you really can’t be trusted, can you?”

He shook his head frantically. “No, no, it was an accident—”

“Of course it was.” Her voice was velvet over steel. “But your parents don’t need to know the details. They just need to see one note: ‘Ryan had an accident. Requires closer supervision.’”

His knees buckled. “Please don’t.”

She tapped the pen against the page, smiling like a cat with cream. “Then you’ll do exactly what I say from now on. No arguments. No backtalk. You’ll be polite, obedient, and honest. Understood?”

His face burned hotter than the shame soaking his sweats. His voice broke as he whispered it. “Yes, Mia.”

Her smile widened. She set the pen down and leaned close, her breath brushing his ear.

“Good boy. Tomorrow, we’ll make sure you’re properly protected.”

His stomach dropped. He knew exactly what she meant.

Diapers.

And for the first time, Ryan realized there was no escaping her grip.


Chapter Five: Protection

Ryan hid in the shower longer than necessary, scrubbing his skin raw as if hot water could erase what happened. The accident had left more than a stain on his sweats—it had carved something into him, something he didn’t want to name.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Mia’s face. Calm. Triumphant. Pen poised over the log as if the power to ruin him lived in that little click of ink.

When he finally shut off the water and stepped out, his legs felt weak. He wrapped a towel around his waist and lingered at the mirror, staring at his own reflection with disgust. Twenty-seven years old. And he’d pissed himself in front of her.

A knock rattled the door.

“Ryan,” Mia’s voice called, steady as ever. “Ten minutes. Then meet me in the living room.”

His stomach lurched. “I’m busy.”

“You’ll be busier if I write ‘ignored directions after incident’,” she replied smoothly. “Do you want me to?”

He squeezed the edge of the counter until his knuckles went white. “No.”

“Then ten minutes,” she said, and her footsteps retreated.

The living room looked different when he entered. The coffee table had been cleared except for a folded white bundle resting on top. Thick. Plastic-like.

Ryan froze in the doorway. “What the hell is that?”

Mia sat on the couch, legs crossed, logbook in her lap. She didn’t look up from her notes when she answered. “Protection.”

His throat tightened. “No. No way.”

Now she looked at him. Her eyes glinted like polished glass. “After what happened tonight, it’s necessary.”

His face flamed. “It was one accident.”

She tilted her head, pen twirling between her fingers. “One that soaked through your clothes onto the floor. Do you think your parents would call that ‘one accident’? Or would they call it proof you can’t manage basic needs?”

His stomach twisted. “Don’t tell them.”

Her smile curved, small and knowing. “Then you’ll wear what I say.”

He stared at the folded bundle, heart pounding in his ears. The word sat unspoken between them: diaper.

“You can’t make me,” he whispered.

Her smile widened, almost pitying. “Can’t I?”

She set the log aside and leaned forward, elbows resting on her knees. “Here’s how this works, Ryan. Either you cooperate, and I write ‘incident resolved, precautions taken, no further issues.’ Or you fight me, and I write ‘resistant, defiant, requires strict supervision.’ Which one do you think gets you closer to that apartment?”

His breath hitched. She had him cornered, and she knew it.

“You don’t have to like it,” she said softly. “But you do have to obey.”

He stood frozen, towel clutched around his waist, shame burning every nerve.

“Take a seat,” she said, patting the cushion beside her.

He shook his head, muttering, “No… no, I can’t…”

“Then I’ll write the note.” She reached for the log, pen poised.

Panic flared. “Wait!”

She looked at him, patient, pen hovering.

His chest heaved. “Please… don’t.”

“Then sit,” she repeated calmly.

His legs moved before his pride could stop them. He lowered himself onto the couch, stiff as a board, towel still wrapped tight.

Mia set the log aside and picked up the bundle from the table. She unfolded it slowly, deliberately, letting the thick crinkle fill the room. The sound made his stomach knot.

“You know what this is,” she said. “Say it.”

He squeezed his eyes shut. “A… diaper.”

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Her words made his skin crawl.

“Lie back.”

His breath caught. “No—”

“Ryan.” Her voice cut sharp for the first time, steel wrapped in silk. “Lie back.”

Trembling, he obeyed, lowering himself until the towel loosened around his waist.

She tugged it away with practiced ease, leaving him exposed. His hands darted to cover himself, but she caught his wrists, pinning them gently but firmly to his sides.

“Don’t,” she said, eyes locking on his. “You don’t get to hide from me.”

Humiliation surged like fire. He turned his face away, jaw clenched so hard it hurt.

Mia slid the diaper beneath him, the plastic cold against his skin. She moved with calm precision, smoothing it out, tugging it snug between his thighs.

“You’re lucky,” she murmured as she taped it tight around his hips. “Some boys your age don’t get a second chance after accidents like that. They just get told they’re not ready for independence. But you? You get me.”

Tears of frustration pricked his eyes. “This is insane.”

“This is supervision,” she corrected. “Protection. Accountability. Call it what you like. But it’s what you need.”

When she finished, she sat back to admire her work. Ryan lay there, twenty-seven years old, taped into a diaper like a helpless child.

She picked up the log, pen scratching as she wrote. He couldn’t see the words, but he knew what they meant.

“You’re mine for this week,” she said finally, voice low and certain. “And by the time your parents return, you’ll understand just how much you need me.”

Ryan turned his face into the couch cushion, burning with shame. But under the humiliation, another truth churned, darker and more dangerous.

She was right.

He wasn’t going anywhere.


Chapter Six: Bedtime Rules

Ryan couldn’t move. The diaper crinkled under him with every breath, the sound echoing too loudly in the quiet living room. His skin prickled with humiliation, hot and suffocating. He wanted to rip it off, storm upstairs, lock himself in his room. But the logbook sat on the table, and Mia’s calm eyes pinned him like nails.

“Up,” she said gently, as if she hadn’t just stripped and taped him like a helpless kid.

He pushed himself up, stiff and awkward. The diaper sagged between his thighs, bulky, impossible to ignore. Standing made it worse. He could feel the thick padding force his legs apart, every step accompanied by a faint, humiliating crinkle.

Mia gathered the towel, folded it neatly, and set it aside. Then she picked up her pen. Scratch, scratch. She wrote a line in the log. Ryan’s gut twisted.

“What did you write?” he demanded, voice cracking.

Her smile was calm, almost sweet. “Ryan agreed to protection. Supervised without incident.”

He flushed. “I didn’t agree—”

Her eyebrow lifted. “Would you like me to add ‘resistant, argued during supervision’?”

His throat closed. He looked down, fists clenched at his sides. “…No.”

“Then hush,” she said softly.

At eleven-thirty, she rose from the couch and stretched. “Bedtime routine.”

He blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head like it was obvious. “Teeth. Wash your face. Then bed. Midnight lights out. You know the rules.”

He huffed. “You don’t have to—”

“Supervise?” Her smile sharpened. “I do. Or I log ‘unsupervised at bedtime.’ Which will sound very irresponsible, don’t you think?”

Heat crawled up his neck. He stomped toward the bathroom, diaper crinkling loudly with every step.

“Careful,” she called lightly. “The neighbors might hear.”

He bit back a curse and shut the door harder than necessary.

Brushing his teeth had never felt so degrading. Every shift of his hips reminded him of the padding, the babyish bulk between his thighs. When he spat into the sink, he caught his reflection.

Twenty-seven years old. Wearing a diaper. Because Mia said so.

He wanted to smash the mirror. Instead, he turned off the light and trudged back down the hall.

Mia was waiting by his door, logbook tucked under her arm. “Good,” she said. “Now bed.”

He slipped inside, flopping onto the mattress with his back to her. The diaper crackled beneath him, reminding him it was still there, still real.

“Blanket,” she said, tugging it up over him.

He growled, yanking it higher himself. “I can do it.”

“I know,” she said. “But you’ll let me anyway.”

He pulled it to his chin, staring at the wall.

Her footsteps moved toward the door. “Midnight lights out. If you’re still awake, I’ll know.”

“How?” he muttered.

“Because I’ll check,” she said. “And if I find you up, I’ll note ‘restless, failed bedtime protocol.’”

He squeezed his eyes shut. “Fine.”

“Say it.”

His voice was a whisper. “Yes, Mia.”

The door clicked shut. Darkness pressed in, but he couldn’t sleep. Every tiny move set the diaper whispering under the sheets. He lay rigid, listening to his own heartbeat, the shame curling tighter with each pulse.

Sometime after midnight, exhaustion dragged him under.

Morning light streamed through the blinds. Ryan woke groggy, throat dry, head foggy. Then he shifted—and froze.

The diaper was warm. Heavy.

His breath hitched. No.

He shoved a hand down, feeling the swollen bulk between his legs. His stomach dropped. He hadn’t even realized it happened.

The door opened before he could move. Mia walked in, hair loose around her shoulders, a steaming mug in hand. She stopped at the edge of his bed, eyes flicking down once, then back up to his face.

Her smile was soft. Triumphant.

“Good morning, Ryan,” she said. “Let’s check your protection, shall we?”

He buried his face in the pillow, groaning.

But she was already setting the mug down, already flipping open the log with one hand, pen ready in the other.

And Ryan knew—whether he denied it, whether he begged, whether he screamed—that the truth was already written across him, thick and soggy and impossible to hide.


Chapter Seven: Proof of Necessity

Ryan kept his face buried in the pillow, wishing the mattress would swallow him whole. His heart thundered. He didn’t dare move, didn’t dare roll over—because if he did, she’d see.

But of course, Mia already knew.

She perched on the edge of his bed with maddening calm, logbook balanced on her knee. “Ryan,” she said softly, like she was coaxing a child. “Turn over.”

He mumbled into the pillow, “No.”

Her pen hovered, deliberate. “Then I’ll note: ‘Refused morning inspection. Resistant. Uncooperative.’”

The word resistant stabbed deep. He could picture his parents opening that log, shaking their heads. He clenched his fists, shame burning hotter than the damp heat between his thighs.

Slowly, reluctantly, he rolled onto his back.

The blanket slipped down. The swollen diaper was obvious now—thick, puffy, sagging with humiliating weight. His cheeks flamed scarlet.

Mia’s eyes dropped, lingered, then lifted to meet his. Her smile was warm, devastating. “Mm. I thought so.”

“Shut up,” he muttered.

She ignored him, flipping open the log. Pen scratched neatly. “Morning inspection: wet. Protection effective. Supervision required.”

His stomach twisted. “Don’t write that!”

She tilted her head, patient. “Ryan. You woke up wet. What would you prefer me to call it?”

He groaned, dragging the blanket over his face.

Her hand tugged it away, gentle but firm. “No hiding. Sit up.”

He shook his head.

“Do you want me to send your parents a message right now?” she asked sweetly, holding up the iPad. “A little photo of the log, with a note: ‘Ryan woke soaked and refused care.’”

His throat closed. “Please don’t.”

“Then sit up,” she repeated.

Defeated, he pushed himself upright. The diaper sagged audibly, crinkling as it shifted under him.

Mia leaned forward, resting one hand on his knee, the other brushing across the front of the swollen padding. He gasped, body jerking.

“Still warm,” she murmured, voice low and merciless. “Fresh. You must’ve soaked yourself sometime around dawn.”

He wanted to die. “Stop.”

“Not until you’re changed.” She rose smoothly, moving to the dresser where she’d stacked a discreet but unmistakable pile of fresh diapers. She grabbed one, along with a small packet of wipes, and returned to his bedside.

Ryan’s pulse spiked. “No. I can do it myself.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Can you? Or should I add ‘refuses proper supervision’ to the log?”

His breath shuddered. He wanted to scream. He wanted to rip the stupid diaper off and prove her wrong. But the log was sharper than any blade—every tick, every note, every word ready to humiliate him in front of his parents forever.

“Lie down,” she said, tone calm, implacable.

He hesitated.

“Ryan.” Her voice dipped, velvet over steel. “Lie. Down.”

His body betrayed him, sinking back against the mattress, heart hammering.

She pulled the tapes open with steady hands. The sound—loud rips of adhesive—filled the room. Cool air hit his damp skin. He turned his face away, burning with shame.

Mia worked without hurry. Wipes slid across him, efficient, clinical, leaving him raw with humiliation. Every touch reminded him of his failure, every crinkle of plastic a reminder of what he was now reduced to.

“You see,” she said softly as she slid the fresh diaper beneath him, “this isn’t punishment. It’s care. Protection. Exactly what you need.”

Tears pricked his eyes. He blinked them away furiously.

She fastened the tapes snug, smoothing the front until the thick padding hugged his hips once more. Then she leaned back, satisfied, and picked up her pen.

“Morning change: successful. Ryan compliant. Protection necessary until further notice.”

Her eyes lifted, locking on his. “This goes in today’s report. Unless, of course…” She let the sentence trail off, lips curving.

He swallowed. “Unless what?”

“Unless you’d rather I phrase it differently. Softer. Nicer. ‘Ryan is adjusting well. Taking responsibility. Accepting his new needs maturely.’”

His chest heaved. “Please. Write that.”

“Then you’ll do everything I say today without a single argument. No rolling your eyes. No sulking. No resistance.” She tapped the pen against the page. “One slip, and the harsher version goes to Florence. Clear?”

His voice cracked. “Yes, Mia.”

Her smile was radiant, wicked. She clicked her pen shut. “Good boy. Now get dressed. We’ve got a long day ahead.”

As she left the room, Ryan lay staring at the ceiling, the fresh diaper thick between his thighs, the log already filled with words he couldn’t erase.

And for the first time, he realized something terrifying:

The more she controlled him, the more his parents would approve.

He wasn’t just failing her. He was failing them.

And Mia had made herself the only way back.


Chapter Eight: Out of the House

Ryan lingered at the bottom of the stairs, tugging at the hem of his hoodie. He’d put on jeans, but no matter how hard he yanked the waistband up, the padding underneath refused to vanish. The bulk between his thighs forced a faint waddle, the diaper crinkling softly every time he shifted. He could feel it—hot, humiliating, inescapable.

Mia appeared from the kitchen, keys jingling in her hand, logbook tucked under her arm. She’d dressed casually today—tight black leggings, a cropped sweater, hair in a high ponytail. She looked like she was heading to brunch with friends. He looked like… he didn’t even want to finish the thought.

“Let’s go,” she said brightly.

His stomach flipped. “Go where?”

“Errands. Grocery store, dry cleaner, bank. Normal adult things. You wanted to prove you could handle adulthood, didn’t you?”

His pulse spiked. “Not like this.”

Her eyebrow arched. “What’s the problem?”

He gestured wildly at himself. “This!”

She smirked. “Ah. You’re worried someone might notice?”

“Of course I am!”

Her smile was slow, devastating. “Then behave, and no one will. Act out, and maybe I’ll make sure they do.” She tapped the log with her pen. “‘Ryan refused to leave the house. Resistant to basic tasks.’ Or…” She tilted her head. “‘Ryan accompanied me on errands. Polite. Mature. Took responsibility.’ Which sounds better to you?”

His throat worked. He knew she had him. She always had him.

“…Fine,” he muttered.

“Say it.”

His jaw clenched. “Yes, Mia.”

“Good boy,” she said, voice warm and syrupy. “Let’s see how well you do outside the nest.”

The car ride was torture. Every bump in the road pressed the padding against him, every shift of his hips filled the small space with faint crinkles that he swore she could hear. Mia drove calmly, humming along to the radio, completely unbothered. He sat rigid, palms sweating, heart pounding every time she turned a corner.

At the grocery store, the automatic doors whooshed open, blasting cool air over him. He hesitated, but Mia’s hand pressed lightly against his lower back, steering him forward.

“Cart,” she said.

He grabbed one, the metal rattling under his trembling hands.

“Relax,” she murmured. “You look guilty already. People will think you are hiding something.”

His ears burned.

They walked the aisles, Mia plucking items off shelves with practiced ease, dropping them into the cart. She moved like she belonged everywhere. He moved like every pair of eyes was on him. He tugged his hoodie lower every few steps, certain someone would see the outline, hear the faint crinkle, know.

At the produce section, Mia leaned close, voice low enough to curl right into his ear. “If you don’t stop fidgeting, I’ll ask you in front of everyone if you need to be changed.”

His heart stopped. “You wouldn’t.”

“Do you really want to test me?”

He froze, hands gripping the cart so hard his knuckles ached. He forced himself still, body rigid, sweat prickling down his spine.

“Good boy,” she whispered, dropping apples into the cart.

At the checkout, she handed him her card. “Pay.”

He blinked. “Why me?”

“Because adults handle transactions. Unless you’d rather I tell the cashier you’re not allowed?”

His stomach lurched. He slid the card across, mumbling thanks as the cashier handed him the receipt. His hands shook. He shoved it into his pocket and prayed the girl didn’t notice the faint crinkle when he bent to grab the bags.

Mia’s smirk as they walked out told him she noticed everything.

Back at the car, she loaded the bags while he stood frozen, shame buzzing through his veins.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she said finally, closing the trunk.

He muttered, “It was humiliating.”

“Humiliating,” she echoed, as if tasting the word. Then she smiled. “And yet, you did everything I asked. Which means I get to write: ‘Ryan accompanied me to the store. Obedient. Mature. Promising.’”

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. “Unless, of course, I decide to note how much you squirmed.”

His chest tightened. “…Please don’t.”

Her hand cupped his cheek for a brief, terrifyingly tender moment. “Then remember who keeps your secrets safe.”

He swallowed hard. “Yes, Mia.”

She kissed his cheek lightly, almost sisterly, but the message was sharp as a blade: she could ruin him with a word.

As they pulled out of the parking lot, Ryan realized something that made his stomach drop.

It wasn’t just about the house anymore.

She wasn’t letting him prove he could be independent.

She was proving he never would be.


Chapter Nine: Crossing the Line

The house felt too quiet after their trip. Ryan dropped the grocery bags onto the counter and leaned against it, breathing hard like he’d run a marathon. His hoodie clung to his damp back. Every nerve in his body buzzed with leftover panic from the store—the cashier’s eyes, the strangers brushing past him in the aisles, the awful certainty that everyone knew.

But they hadn’t.

No one said a word. No one looked twice.

Only Mia knew. Only she controlled the secret.

“Put those away,” she said calmly, slipping her keys into a bowl by the door.

He hesitated, then started stacking apples in the fruit bowl, shoving boxes into cupboards. His hands shook. He couldn’t look at her.

When he was done, she closed the distance, leaning against the counter beside him. “See? You survived.”

He barked out a harsh laugh. “Barely.”

“Barely is still surviving,” she said. Her eyes glittered. “You did well today.”

The praise made his stomach twist. He didn’t want it—he shouldn’t want it—but the words sank into him like sunlight after a storm.

She reached for the log on the table and scribbled neat notes. “Errands: successful. Ryan obedient, cooperative. Required reassurance but completed tasks.” She looked up at him, pen tapping lightly. “That’s a good entry, isn’t it?”

He swallowed. “Better than the other one.”

Her smile curved. “Then you know what to do.”

He nodded, throat tight. “Yes, Mia.”

“Good boy.”

Dinner was quiet. He barely tasted it. His mind spun in tight circles: the crinkle under his jeans, the way she’d leaned down in the store, whispering threats no one else could hear.

Afterward, when he carried the plates to the sink, she moved behind him. Close. Too close. Her body brushed his back as she reached past him for a towel. He froze, heat crawling up his neck.

“You tense up every time I touch you,” she murmured, her breath grazing his ear. “Why is that?”

He gripped the plate hard. “Because you’re messing with me.”

Her laugh was low, amused. “Oh, Ryan. I’m not messing with you. I’m training you.”

His chest clenched. “Training me for what?”

She set the towel down, then her hand slid lower—down his hip, across the front of his jeans. He jolted, breath catching.

“Mia—”

Her fingers pressed, slow and deliberate, right over the swollen bulge of his diaper. The padding muffled everything, but he felt it anyway—pressure, warmth, the electric spark of touch he hadn’t had in months.

He gasped.

“You’re hard,” she said softly, almost clinically. “In your diaper.”

Shame exploded through him. “No—I’m not—”

“Don’t lie.” Her hand rubbed slowly, palm gliding over the padded thickness. The sound was faint but distinct—plastic crinkling under her touch. “Your body doesn’t lie.”

His knees went weak. He gripped the counter to stay upright.

“Stop,” he whispered, voice breaking. “Please—”

“Do you really want me to?” Her hand paused, hovering.

His mouth opened, but no sound came out. The silence stretched.

Her smile was devastating. “That’s what I thought.”

She pressed harder, stroking him through the diaper. The friction was humiliating, muffled, but it sent fire racing through his veins. His hips jerked without permission.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Twenty-seven years old, rutting in a diaper because I’m touching you. Do you know how pathetic that is?”

Tears burned his eyes. He hated her. He hated himself more.

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. “And do you know what else? I can make you come like this. Without even letting you touch yourself.”

He whimpered, shaking. “No—don’t—”

“Don’t what?” Her strokes quickened, slow but steady, each pass crinkling louder. “Don’t stop? Don’t tell your parents you like it?”

His whole body quivered. “Please—”

“Say it properly.”

He gasped. “Please, Mia.”

Her laugh was dark velvet. “Good boy.”

The tension snapped. His hips bucked once, twice—and then heat flooded the diaper in a wave of unbearable humiliation. He choked out a cry, slumping against the counter as his body betrayed him completely.

Mia’s hand stayed firm, pressing, milking every shudder. When he sagged, trembling and spent, she withdrew, wiping her palm on a napkin like it was nothing.

“See?” she said softly, eyes glinting. “You don’t just need me for supervision. You need me for release.”

He shook his head weakly, eyes burning, throat raw. “No…”

“Yes.” She picked up the log, writing neat strokes while he stood there, humiliated and leaking in his diaper. “Evening: accident + orgasm in protection. Ryan responsive. Shows dependence on structure.”

She looked at him over the page, smiling wickedly. “Imagine how proud your parents will be when I tell them you’re finally… letting go.”

His heart stopped. “You can’t.”

“Then be good.” She clicked the pen shut. “Or maybe I will.”

He collapsed against the counter, broken, trembling.

And deep down, he knew the truth:

Mia wasn’t just humiliating him.

She was remaking him.


Chapter Ten: The Next Step

Ryan avoided Mia’s eyes the entire next morning. He couldn’t bear to look at her, not after last night. His skin still crawled with the memory—the way she’d touched him through the diaper, the way his body had betrayed him, the way she’d logged it like a clinical observation.

He’d woken soaked again, diaper heavy and swollen around his hips. She’d changed him with the same calm efficiency as before, ignoring his muttered protests. Pen scratching, log updated. Morning inspection: wet. Change successful. Compliance moderate.

It wasn’t just shame anymore. It was dread.

Because if she could make him come in a diaper, what else could she make him do?

The answer came that afternoon.

“Sit,” Mia said, patting the couch.

Ryan hovered by the doorway. “Why?”

Her eyebrow lifted. “Because I told you to.”

His throat tightened. He shuffled over, sitting stiffly at the far end. The diaper crinkled loud in the quiet room.

Mia didn’t speak right away. She set her logbook aside and pulled a long, thin box from under the coffee table. She placed it in her lap, running her fingers across the lid.

Ryan’s stomach dropped. “What’s that?”

Her smile was soft, terrifying. “The next step.”

He shook his head. “No. Whatever it is—no.”

Her hand tapped the log. “‘Ryan refused training. Resistant. Uncooperative.’ That’s one option. Or…” She opened the box with a flick of her wrist.

Ryan’s breath caught. Inside lay a gleaming black strap-on harness, snugly fitted with a smooth silicone cock. Thick. Imposing.

He jerked back, face flaming. “You’re insane!”

“Insane?” She laughed softly. “No, Ryan. Structured. You’re lazy, stubborn, and spoiled. You need discipline. And discipline doesn’t always go in through your ears.”

He stared, horrified. “You’re not—”

“I am,” she said simply.

She lifted the harness, holding it up like a teacher showing a lesson tool. The weight of it seemed to fill the room. She set it beside her, calm as ever, then leaned forward.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” she said gently. “You’ll strip. You’ll kneel. And you’ll take your discipline like a good boy. Or I’ll write the truth in the log: ‘Ryan rejects correction. Refuses progress. Requires harsher measures.’”

His heart slammed in his chest. “You can’t tell them that!”

“I can,” she said softly. “And I will. Unless you obey.”

He shook his head, trembling. “I can’t—”

“You can.” She cupped his cheek, thumb stroking lightly as if to soothe him. “You will. Because you’d rather be humiliated by me in private than by your parents in public. Isn’t that right?”

His lips parted, but no sound came out.

Her smile widened. “Say it.”

His whole body shook. “…Yes, Mia.”

“Good boy.”

She stood, slipped the harness around her hips, and buckled it snug. The sight of it there—jutting from her body, proud and unyielding—made Ryan’s stomach flip.

“Kneel,” she ordered.

His knees hit the carpet before he even realized he’d moved.

She stroked his hair once, almost tender, then stepped behind him. “Hands on the couch. Spread your knees. Show me you’re ready.”

He obeyed, heart pounding, face burning as the diaper rustled and stretched.

Mia crouched, tearing the tapes open with steady hands. The used diaper sagged down, exposing him. Shame burned hotter than fire.

“Such a messy boy,” she murmured. “Always needing protection. Always needing correction.”

He bit his lip hard enough to sting.

She slicked the strap with lube from the box, the sound obscene in the quiet room. Then her hand pressed between his cheeks, cool and certain. He flinched, gasping.

“Relax,” she ordered.

“I can’t—”

“You can,” she said firmly, voice dipping into steel. “Because I say so.”

The blunt head nudged against him. His whole body clenched.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Take your punishment like a man.”

He shook his head wildly, then froze as her hand slid forward, stroking his cock once, lightly, through the swollen padding of the diaper still dangling beneath him. His hips bucked helplessly.

Her laugh was soft, merciless. “See? You want this.”

“No—”

“Your body says yes.”

She pushed. Slowly. Inexorably.

Ryan’s mouth fell open on a choked cry as the thick silicone stretched him, forced its way inside. His fingers clawed at the couch cushion, every nerve alight with pain and shame.

“There,” Mia murmured, sliding deeper. “That’s it. Good boy. Taking your correction so well.”

Tears stung his eyes. He hated it. Hated her. Hated how his cock throbbed against the diaper as she filled him.

“This is how we train stubborn boys,” she said softly, hips rolling with steady rhythm. “We break them open. We show them who owns their body. And then we rebuild them.”

He sobbed into the couch, trembling as each thrust sent sparks through him—pain tangled with unbearable, traitorous pleasure.

Mia’s voice was warm velvet against his ear. “And when you come like this—and you will—you’ll know you belong to me. Not to your parents. Not to yourself. To me.”

And as his body betrayed him once again, shuddering around the thick cock filling him, Ryan realized she was right.

He wasn’t free. He wasn’t independent.

He was hers.


Chapter Eleven: Stretching Him Open

Ryan woke with a dull ache in his hips, his body still tender from the night before. Every shift on the mattress made him wince, a reminder of the thick strap Mia had worked into him until his pride broke and his body shuddered in betrayal. He lay still, staring at the ceiling, praying she’d let it go—just this once.

But Mia never let anything go.

The door cracked open, sunlight spilling in. She stepped inside, dressed sharp today: black slacks, silky blouse, hair pinned neatly back. Her logbook was already under her arm.

“Up,” she said.

He groaned, rolling over. “Five more minutes.”

“Up,” she repeated, voice dipping.

His stomach twisted. He forced himself upright, diaper crinkling as he sat. It was soaked—he didn’t even remember wetting in the night. His face burned hot.

Mia set the log on his nightstand, flipped it open, and wrote. Morning inspection: wet. Change required. She didn’t look at him when she added: Training continuation scheduled.

His chest tightened. “Training?”

Her smile was soft, merciless. “Daily practice. Stretching, plugs, correction. If you can’t handle structure, your parents will know. If you can, they’ll think you’re finally taking responsibility. Which version do you prefer?”

He swallowed hard. “…The second.”

“Then you’ll do exactly as I say.” She picked up the wipes and a fresh diaper from the dresser. “Lie back.”

After the change, she led him downstairs. The coffee table had been cleared again. On it sat a small black case. She opened it in front of him.

Inside lay a tidy row of silicone plugs—graduated sizes, from small and almost innocent to large, blunt monsters that made his stomach knot just looking at them.

His knees weakened. “No. No way.”

“Yes way,” she said simply. She lifted the smallest one, slick and narrow. “We start here. Every morning, fifteen minutes. Then a diaper over it. By the end of the week, you’ll be ready for more.”

His face flamed. “I can’t—”

“You can. Or I log: ‘Refused anal training. Uncooperative. Resistant to care.’”

His throat worked. “Please don’t tell them that.”

“Then bend over,” she said calmly.

He froze.

Her pen hovered above the page. “Ryan.”

His shoulders slumped. He turned, leaned over the back of the couch, diaper rustling as he spread his legs.

“Good boy,” she murmured, tugging the tapes open.

Cool lube, her fingers spreading him, the small plug sliding in with humiliating ease. He gasped, clutching the couch cushions.

“There,” she said softly, tapping the base snug against him. “See? Not so bad.”

His cheeks burned hotter. “It feels… wrong.”

“It feels like progress,” she corrected. She taped the diaper snugly back over the plug, patting the front once before returning to her log.

Morning training: small plug inserted. Ryan compliant after prompting. Protection secured.

She looked up, smiling wickedly. “Walk for me.”

His stomach twisted. “What?”

“Walk,” she repeated.

He shuffled across the room, every step making the plug shift inside him, the padding muffling the sensation but not erasing it. His face burned so hot he thought he might faint.

“Good,” she said. “You’ll wear it until lunch. If you behave, I’ll let you remove it. If you don’t…” Her smile widened. “We’ll go up a size.”

His knees nearly buckled.



By mid-morning, he couldn’t think straight. Every chore, every tick of the log, every sip of water—he felt the plug throbbing inside him, a constant humiliating reminder that Mia owned not just his obedience but his body.

She watched calmly, pen scratching, eyes glittering whenever he squirmed.

At noon, when he set down the vacuum, panting, she checked her watch. “Time’s up. Come here.”

He shuffled to her, face flaming.

She tugged his diaper open, slid the plug out with a wet sound, and wiped him briskly. He groaned, covering his face with his hands.

Her pen moved across the page. First training successful. Ryan flushed, compliant. Shows high physical response.

She set the log aside and cupped his chin, forcing him to look at her.

“By the end of this week, you won’t just be used to this,” she said softly. “You’ll crave it.”

He trembled. “Never.”

Her smile was slow, wicked. “We’ll see.”

And as she taped him into a fresh diaper, Ryan knew she was right.

Because already, against his will, his body had begun to ache for the fullness she gave him.


Chapter Twelve: Evidence

Ryan thought it couldn’t get worse. The diapers, the checklists, the humiliating plug sessions—already unbearable. But he hadn’t yet learned Mia always had another step waiting, sharper, darker, tighter.

That evening, after his “training session,” she sat him on the couch with his legs spread. The diaper was fresh, thick, and snug around his hips, the faint bulge of the plug still stretching him open inside. He couldn’t meet her eyes.

She closed her logbook, set it aside, and leaned forward. “Tonight,” she said softly, “we work on control.”

His throat tightened. “Control of what?”

Her hand drifted to his padded crotch, pressing lightly until he gasped. “Release.”

He shook his head. “No—I’m not doing that again—”

“You don’t have a choice,” she said, voice low and calm. “Your parents want proof you’re learning responsibility. What better proof than showing them how disciplined you’ve become with your own body?”

His stomach flipped. “You wouldn’t…”

Her smile spread. “Wouldn’t what? Show them? Ryan…” She reached to the coffee table and, to his horror, lifted her phone. With one tap, the screen glowed, camera aimed directly at him.

He froze. “No. No, please.”

Her voice was velvet. “Don’t worry. I won’t show them everything. Just enough to make it look like you’re doing this on your own. Like you’ve discovered your… little side.”

His jaw dropped. “What?”

“They’ll think you’re the one who asked for diapers. For training. For supervision.” Her laugh was dark, deliciously cruel. “They’ll think I’m just the friend helping you explore it safely.”

His chest heaved. “That’s insane—”

Her hand pressed harder against him. Heat flooded through the padding, his cock twitching helplessly. He whimpered, betraying himself.

“See?” she whispered. “Your body agrees.”

The phone recorded silently, a single red dot blinking at the top of the screen.

“Here’s how it works,” she continued, stroking him through the diaper in maddening circles. “I’ll edge you. Again and again. You’ll beg me to let you finish. And I’ll decide if you’ve earned it. Every shiver, every whimper, every desperate thrust…” She smirked. “…will go in your permanent record.”

His eyes went wide. “Permanent record?”

“Oh, yes.” Her tone was honey over steel. “I’ll keep some clips for myself, of course. But a few choice ones—just enough—will go to your parents. Edited carefully, as if you filmed them in secret. A hidden kink. A shameful indulgence. They’ll never trust you alone again. They’ll always insist on a babysitter.”

His blood ran cold. “You’d trap me forever.”

Her grin widened. “Muahahah,” she teased, mocking his horror with a wicked laugh before her voice softened back to silk. “Yes, Ryan. Forever.”

He shook his head, trembling. “Please don’t—”

“Then earn my mercy.”

She pressed harder, rubbing faster. His hips bucked despite himself, the crinkle of the diaper filling the room.

“Stop—” he gasped, then choked as a wave of pleasure surged. His cock throbbed, aching, desperate.

She pulled her hand away at the last second.

He collapsed forward with a groan. “No… please…”

“Not yet,” she said calmly, tapping her pen against the log. Edging session one: denied. Ryan desperate, compliant.

His head snapped up. “You’re logging this?”

“Of course. Every good boy’s progress should be documented.” She smirked, reaching down to stroke him again, slow and cruel. “Beg properly this time.”

His face burned. He shook his head. “I can’t—”

“You can. Or I’ll hit send right now.” She waved the phone, thumb hovering over the screen.

Tears pricked his eyes. His pride shattered. “Please, Mia… please let me come.”

Her eyes glittered. “Good boy.”

She worked him through the padding until his entire body shook. At the last moment, she stopped again, leaving him trembling on the edge.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, kissing the shell of his ear. “If you’re good. If you obey every rule. If you call me when I tell you. Only then will I let you finish. Otherwise…” She tilted the phone, the red light still blinking. “…your parents will know their baby boy films himself in diapers.”

His chest heaved, humiliation choking him. “You’re evil.”

Her smile was radiant, merciless. “No, Ryan. I’m your babysitter. And now…” She tapped the phone off, slipping it into her pocket. “…I’m your babysitter forever.”

And as she scribbled the final note into the log—Ryan responsive. Control required. Long-term supervision advised—Ryan knew she’d already won.

He wasn’t just humiliated. He was documented.

And Mia held every copy.


Chapter Thirteen: The Good Son

Dinner felt like eating with a noose around his neck. Ryan sat at the table, pushing food around his plate, the diaper snug under his jeans and the secret weight of the plug shifting deep inside him. Every movement reminded him of Mia’s words from the night before.

I’ll keep some clips for myself. But a few choice ones—just enough—will go to your parents.

He’d hardly slept. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the red recording light blinking while she stroked him to the edge, whispering about his “permanent record.” He couldn’t even touch himself in the dark anymore; his body was no longer his. She owned his need, his release, his shame.

Mia ate calmly across from him, perfectly at ease. She hadn’t mentioned the phone. She didn’t have to. He knew she still had it, full of evidence that could end him.

After dinner, she set her fork down, wiped her mouth with a napkin, and spoke like she was discussing the weather.

“I sent your parents a progress update this afternoon.”

Ryan froze. “What kind of update?”

Her smile was calm, devastating. “Just a little video. Nothing explicit. Just enough.”

His fork clattered against the plate. “You didn’t—”

“I did.” She rose, picking up her logbook, flipping it open as if to reference her notes. “A short clip of you doing your morning chores. Wiping down the counters. Folding laundry. Very obedient.”

His chest heaved. “That’s not—”

“Not what?” she asked sweetly. “Not humiliating? Oh, Ryan. You looked adorable. So focused. So… good.”

He covered his face with his hands. “What did they say?”

Her laugh was soft, velvet. “They said they were proud of you.”

The words hit him harder than any threat. He blinked through his fingers, staring at her. “Proud?”

“Yes.” She leaned against the counter, folding her arms. “They said it’s the most responsible they’ve ever seen you look. They’re grateful I’m here. They think maybe you’re finally turning things around.”

His stomach twisted. “But they don’t know…”

“Of course they don’t know.” She smirked. “That’s the beauty of it. They think you’re doing all of this by choice. That you want to prove yourself. That you’re letting me guide you.”

Tears pricked his eyes, hot and furious. “You’re making me look—”

“Like the good son?” she interrupted. “Exactly. And now they’ll expect more. They’ll want more reports. More proof. More videos. And I’ll give it to them. Which means you’ll give it to me.”

His hands trembled. “You’re trapping me.”

Her smile widened, slow and wicked. “No, Ryan. I’m saving you. Without me, you’re nothing but a lazy boy waiting for his parents to kick him out. With me, you’re finally someone they can be proud of. Even if the truth stays between us.”

She stepped closer, cupping his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “They’ll never believe you if you try to tell them. They’ve seen the videos. They’ve read the logs. To them, you’re finally trying. Finally taking responsibility. And I’m the one making sure you succeed.”

His voice broke. “This isn’t success.”

Her thumb stroked his cheek, soft as silk. “Then why does it feel so good when you obey?”

He choked on a sob, turning his face away.

She let him go, picking up the log. “Day thirteen: Ryan compliant. Morning chores filmed for parental review. Parents pleased. Supervision extended.” She clicked the pen shut and smiled. “They already asked me to stay longer. To keep helping you. They think it’s working.”

His stomach dropped to the floor. “Stay longer?”

“Yes,” she said sweetly. “Looks like I’m your babysitter forever.”

And as her laughter filled the quiet house, Ryan realized the worst truth of all:

His parents would never rescue him.

They were already on her side.


Chapter Fourteen: Permanent Measures

The house no longer felt like home. Ryan noticed it in the smallest details—the way Mia’s shoes sat neatly by the door instead of his mother’s, the way her handwriting filled every page of the log, the way she moved around the kitchen like she’d always belonged there.

He shuffled behind her, thick padding between his thighs, the faint ache of the plug still lodged inside him from that morning’s “practice.” He hated the weight of it. Hated how quickly his body had stopped resisting.

Mia set a mug of tea on the counter, watching him with that calm, steady gaze that never let him breathe. “You’ve come far,” she said.

His jaw tightened. “If that’s what you call it.”

Her smile curved. “You’re compliant. You accept changes without tantrums. You even know how to ask politely when you need the bathroom, even though…” Her eyes flicked deliberately toward his diaper. “…you rarely make it on time anymore.”

Heat flared in his cheeks. “That’s because of you—”

She raised a finger, silencing him. “And because of me, your parents are proud. Did you forget that part?”

His throat worked. The truth was worse than chains: his parents had praised him for the very things Mia forced on him. They thought she was guiding him toward maturity, while she was binding him tighter in regression.

“Face it,” she murmured, stepping closer, her hand brushing the front of his padding just enough to make him flinch. “They believe in me. They believe in you. And the only version of you they’ll ever see now is the one I’ve created.”

His chest heaved. “This isn’t me.”

Her eyes glinted. “It is now.”

She leaned in, lips grazing his ear, her voice soft and unyielding. “From this moment on, you wear what I say. You sit when I tell you. You earn every privilege. If you want release, you’ll beg. If you want kindness, you’ll obey. And if you ever even dream of defiance…” She tapped her phone against his arm, screen dark but heavy with threat. “…your parents will see exactly what kind of baby boy you’ve become.”

His knees wobbled.

Mia pulled back, smiling warmly as if she hadn’t just gutted him. “Good news, though. You’re already perfect at playing the part.”

She picked up the log, her pen scratching neat, damning words across the page:

Day Fourteen: Ryan dependent. Requires permanent supervision. Regressed state stable.

Setting the pen down, she kissed his temple lightly. “You’re mine, Ryan. Not for a week. Not for a deal. Forever.”

And though shame clawed at him, though pride screamed inside his chest, the truth landed heavy, undeniable, and unbearably raw.

He already was.


Chapter Fifteen: The Baby Forever

Ryan woke to sunlight and the sound of paper turning. For a moment he thought he was alone. Then the pages stopped, and Mia’s voice arrived from the chair beside his bed—gentle, decisive, too close to ignore.

“Morning. Eyes on me.”

He blinked away sleep. She was crisp and put-together in a pale sweater and black slacks, legs crossed, the logbook open on her knee like a ledger of sins and small salvations. There was a ribbon marker tucked near the back. The ribbon felt new. Permanent.

“Today is the last day of our trial,” she said, pencil hovering above the page. “Do you understand what that means?”

“It means you go home.” The words were too fast, too hopeful. They sounded like a child bluffing a teacher.

Her mouth curved. “It means the pretending ends.”

He stared at the ceiling to stop the trembling. “Pretending what?”

“That this is temporary.”

She closed the log and set it on the nightstand. Then she brushed a strand of hair behind her ear and took out a single sheet of paper. It wasn’t legal paper. It didn’t need to be. The headline read Care Agreement in her tidy hand, each letter confident enough to feel like law.

“You’ll read it,” she said, “and if you agree, you’ll sign it and look into the camera and say you want my supervision to continue. Not for a week. Not until your parents come back. For as long as you need it.”

His chest tightened. “That’s not fair.”

“Fair is what got you stuck.” She placed the page where he could see it. “This is what will keep you moving.”

He didn’t reach for it. She didn’t rush him. The room held the two of them like a cupped palm. There was coffee in the air and the faint, sweet powder of last night’s change.

“What if I don’t?” he asked finally.

She tapped the back of the page once, a metronome of consequences. “Then I send your parents a different video. Not cruel. Not explicit. Just honest enough to make them worry. Honest enough that they’ll ask me to stay anyway.”

Something inside him sagged. Exactly as she intended, or exactly as he required—he couldn’t tell anymore.

“Read it,” she said.

His eyes skimmed the lines. Clear rules. No pants in the house. Ask for permission before decisions that affect care. Bedtime at midnight, bottle before lights out. Daytime structure logged and reported. Privacy privileges available when earned, not requested. Any attempt to hide accidents equals consequences. Rewards for obedience. Calm words for corrections. And a last line that burned him from the inside.

I accept that I do better under her supervision.

He swallowed. “You wrote this for me to lose.”

“I wrote it for you to win,” she said softly. “The way you actually can.”

He looked up at her. He hated that his eyes were wet. He hated that her expression softened when she saw that.

“You’re twenty-seven,” she said. “That number won’t rescue you. Structure will.”

“What if I hate it?”

“You already hate it,” she said, amused. “And yet…” She flicked her fingers toward his hip. “You’re still dry. You woke on time. Your room is in order. You’re eating. You’re sending applications. Your parents are proud. I’m not asking you to love the box. I’m asking you to choose a box that works.”

He let out a long breath and looked back at the paper. His name waited on a blank line like a hand outstretched over a cliff.

“Stand,” she said.

He stood. The diaper’s soft bulk reminded him what the day would make of him no matter what he chose. She did not pretend it wasn’t there. She did not pretend any of this was something else.

“Hands,” she said.

He held them out. She placed a pen in his palm and her phone in her other hand, camera already open, a quiet little eye.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did. The corner of her mouth lifted, not a smile, something steadier.

“Say it,” she murmured.

His voice was rough. “My name is Ryan. I accept Mia’s supervision because it makes me better. I want it to continue.”

The red light bloomed in the corner of the screen and his throat closed around what that meant. He signed. It wasn’t large or shaky. It was neat. It was his.

She ended the recording and tucked the phone away as if she’d pocketed a promise. She didn’t gloat. She didn’t clap. She reached up and touched his cheek with the backs of her fingers the way you touch a fever to see if it has broken.

“Good boy,” she said.

Heat surged behind his eyes. He let out a sound that wasn’t quite a sob and wasn’t quite relief.

“We’re not done,” she added, business returning to her posture. “Final day. Final rules.”

She took him through the house like a general touring a conquered city, but she didn’t point with a sword. She pointed with habits.

His bedroom door: a new hook and eye on the outside. “This is not a punishment,” she said. “It’s so I can keep you safe when you spiral. When you want to run. When you think running is the same as changing.”

His phone: already fitted with a downtime schedule and app locks. “You will have windows where you can do whatever you like,” she said. “And blocks where the world cannot crawl into your head and sit on your chest.”

The bathroom: the same quiet rule at ten and ten-fifteen, now printed on a card taped at eye level. “You will ask,” she said. “Not because you are incapable, but because you need to remember you are not alone.”

The kitchen: a shelf emptied for bottles next to mugs. He frowned at the sight of them; not childish, not cutesy—just glass, clean, a shape meant to be held and soothed by. “You’ll drink one before bed,” she said. “You’ll sleep better when your body knows what’s coming.”

The living room: a narrow woven basket tucked under the coffee table, stocked with wipes, a folded blanket, a squared stack of powder-blue padding. “We won’t pretend,” she said. “We’ll prepare.”

He moved like a man walking through the blueprint of his own future. It should have felt like a cage. It felt like a map.

“Last adult privilege,” she said when they returned to his room. His heart picked up. He waited for the blow.

She opened his closet and pulled out his jeans. Folded them. Put them on the top shelf. She left his soft joggers and two pairs of shorts within reach.

“No pants in the house,” she said, voice light. “You want denim, you earn it.”

It was absurd. It hit harder than anything else she’d done.

“I can’t answer the door like this,” he muttered.

“You won’t answer the door,” she said. “I will.”

He nodded before he knew he had.

“Now,” she said. “Kneel.”

He sank to the carpet, palms on his thighs. He could hear his own breathing. He could hear hers.

“What are you?” she asked.

He tried to say adult. He tried to say man. The words dissolved. He pressed his lips together until he tasted salt.

She waited.

He found something truer that didn’t taste like defeat.

“I’m yours,” he said.

Her breath left her in a quiet, pleased sound. She put her hand on the back of his head, not pushing, not holding him down—just there. The warmth of her palm traveled his spine like an order settling into place.

“Open,” she said.

He did. Not his mouth. His schedule. His body to what it needed. His day to her voice. The rest of the hours unspooled with a grace that would have infuriated him a week ago.

A walk in soft shorts and a hoodie, steps counted, sunlight on cheeks, his hand around a bottle of water he finished without her asking twice. A job application written in two passes instead of twelve, Mia standing behind him, one thumb on his shoulder blade when he breathed too shallow. A load of laundry folded in rows that would look good on any camera and felt good in his hands. A quiet apology for a snapped word he didn’t mean and didn’t defend.

There were humiliations—the kind he knew now to expect, and that a part of him had stopped naming humiliation. The request before the bathroom. The fresh padding when he didn’t make it. The way she checked him calmly, clinically, like a nurse and not a warden. The way his body answered her even when he begged it not to. She did not linger, she did not press. She recorded, and he complied, and the day continued.

At dusk she dimmed the lights and closed the blinds and put his phone away herself. She drew him to the couch and tucked the blanket over his knees. She sat beside him and held a glass bottle to his lips like it was not a game. He resisted for the length of one breath. He drank.

“This is not about making you small,” she said, when the bottle was half-empty, and his eyelashes had stopped trying to hold on to tension. “It’s about making you predictable. So the parts of you that were always scared can stop driving the car.”

He swallowed, throat moving against warm glass. “And when I’m predictable?”

“Then we use it,” she said. “To build something.”

Her phone buzzed where it lay on the table and she didn’t move to check it. “Your parents land in the morning,” she said, almost conversational. “I’ll make coffee. You’ll greet them politely. You’ll wear what I pick.”

He stared at the dark window and saw himself dimly in it, a man-shaped blur with a blanket pooled at his hips and the faint curve of padding under soft fabric.

“What do I call this when they ask?” he whispered.

“Progress,” she said. “And if they don’t ask, you call it what it is anyway.”

He nodded. He finished the bottle. She wiped a dot of milk from the corner of his mouth with her thumb and didn’t say anything sharp about it. He wanted her to. He didn’t.

“Bed,” she said.

He stood. The diaper whispered. The floor was cool. The sheet was cool. Her hands were warm as she laid him back and smoothed the front of him once with a pressure that was acknowledgment and not a promise.

“Tomorrow,” she said, and he could hear the smile. “You’ll be very good. And if you’re not, I’ll tell them exactly how to help me help you.”

His mouth moved before he could think. “Yes, Mia.”

The light went out. In the velvet dark she leaned down and said the thing that would echo longer than any threat.

“You chose this,” she said. “I am simply the proof.”

He slept. It was the deepest sleep he’d had since he was a kid, before he learned how to lie to himself with words like later and tomorrow and soon.

When he woke, the ribbon in the logbook had moved forward.


Epilogue: Permanent Placement

They arrived just after nine, travel-tired and sun-warmed, the front door full of laughter and the smell of airport coffee. His mother called his name the way she used to when he was little and there were pancakes cooling on a plate. His father’s hug was solid and wordless.

Mia stepped into their orbit like she’d always belonged there. She took their coats. She carried in a bag. She guided them to the kitchen and handed out mugs that were already sweetened the way each of them liked. The logbook sat closed on the counter where it would be seen but not studied.

“You look great,” his mother said, cupping his face. “Your skin—your eyes—you look rested.”

“Routine,” Mia said, easy and proud. “He did the work.”

Ryan felt the heat rise in his cheeks. He didn’t know if it was shame or something close to pride. He said thank you. He poured juice without spilling a drop. The soft gray shorts moved when he shifted; he saw his mother’s gaze drop and rise again, her expression unchanged. She’d seen worse on him. She’d already seen better.

“We got your updates,” his father said to Mia, taking a slow sip of coffee. “Those videos of him folding, the lists, the timing. It… it helped to see.” He looked at Ryan. “You did that.”

Ryan nodded. “I did that.”

Mia smiled into her mug. She did not correct him.

“We’d like you to continue,” his mother said, turning to Mia. “He’s… this is the first time we’ve come home and not argued in the hallway.” She laughed softly at herself. “How long can you stay?”

“As long as he needs,” Mia said.

“Good,” his father said, and some tight place in Ryan’s chest gave up the fight. He didn’t know if it was despair or relief. He nodded anyway.

Mia worked the morning like a stage manager. A brief tour of tidy rooms. The closet with jeans folded resolutely out of reach. The kitchen basket under the table not hidden and not flaunted. The posted cards with rules written as if for any household and not for a single boy. His parents did not bristle. They softened. They stayed for lunch.

When they stood to leave, his mother hugged Mia the way women hug the person who has carried something for them they could not lift. His father shook her hand with a pressure that said thank you and don’t stop.

At the door, shoes on, keys in hand, his mother looked back at him once more.

“Keep going,” she said. “Whatever this is, it’s working.”

He watched them walk to the car. He watched Mia close the door and lock it and hang the keys on the hook. He listened to the house take its breath.

In the quiet, she turned to him with an expression that wasn’t smug and wasn’t soft. It was something like satisfaction with a ribbon of affection running through it.

“Nap,” she said. “You’ve earned it.”

He went without arguing. The blanket was exactly where it always was. The bottle cap clicked gently as she set it down. The tapes whispered when she checked him. He didn’t flinch. She didn’t tease.

“Good boy,” she said, and kissed his temple, and this time the words didn’t slice him in half. They stitched him together.

The logbook opened. A line in new ink joined all the others.

Supervision: ongoing. Placement: permanent. Status: thriving.

She closed the book and turned out the light.


The Making of a Diaper Sissy

Humiliated, Plugged, and Owned Forever by His Cruel Mommy an erotic abdl romance story


Introduction: The Click That Changed Everything 


He shouldn’t have taken the photo. 

It was just a second—his thumb brushing the screen, the shutter sound muffled beneath the summer noise of the city square—but it was enough. Enough to capture her. Enough to seal his fate. 

Lars had always been a watcher. Not brave, not bold, not the kind of man women noticed, but observant. Quiet. The kind of guy who sat in cafes pretending to read, when really he was watching legs cross, backs arch, skirts flutter in the wind. He told himself it wasn’t wrong. That it was just… admiration. Appreciation. That the women he snapped photos of were art. 

But deep down, he knew it was pathetic. 

Still, he couldn’t stop. And when he saw her—the tall one in leather boots, her hair a cascade of copper and shadow, laughing with three friends at the edge of the terrace—it felt like fate. She was a goddess carved in modern flesh. The curve of her hips, the way she lifted her glass to sip—it hit him like a drug. He had to have that moment frozen. 

He didn’t notice her eyes meeting his just as he clicked. 

Didn’t see the flicker of steel behind her smile. 

Didn’t see her whisper something to the woman beside her—shorter, stockier, with jet-black lipstick and a phone already raised. 

He paid his bill and left, unaware that he was being followed. 

That night, they broke into his apartment. 

He woke up restrained—naked, confused, cold metal against his skin. Jade’s face was the first thing he saw, her beauty now cruel and composed. Behind her, the others stood: Bianca with the thick gloves and tattoos, Elara with the clipboard and that strange nurse’s uniform, and Zoe—the youngest—holding a pacifier with a grin too sweet to trust. 

“You like taking pictures of women without asking?” Jade had said, her voice calm as a razor sliding down skin. “Good. Then you won’t mind if we capture you forever.” 

The week that followed was a blur of darkness and pain. Lars screamed. He pleaded. They didn’t care. 

They kept him sedated between procedures. He felt cold steel, heard beeping machines, voices discussing nerve clusters, bladder control, and irreversible rerouting. He tried to fight, tried to be strong, but each time he woke up, his world had gotten smaller. Tighter. 

By the end of the second week, his cock was gone—reduced, pierced, locked in a cage too small for arousal. His prostate had been altered, his bladder made helpless through surgical degradation. He was diapered twenty-four seven, unable to control anything anymore. 

They bathed him like a baby. Fed him estrogen-laced formula from oversized bottles. Paraded him around in frilly onesies and bonnets. Forced him to crawl and kiss their feet for the privilege of a dry change. 

When he wet himself—because he always wet himself—they giggled. 

“You’re just our soggy little sissy now, aren’t you?” Bianca whispered, sliding her hand between his legs to press into the swelling warmth of his shame-soaked padding. “So soft. So ruined.” 

And the strapons came after. 

Long. Thick. Ribbed. Used on him nightly while the Sisterhood sat on velvet chairs and watched. Sometimes they filmed. Sometimes they posted his moans to encrypted forums. Sometimes they made him beg for more, and punished him when he stuttered. 

He learned to curtsy. 

He learned to smile through diaper rash. 

He learned to beg for his plug before bed. 

And eventually, when Jade sat beside his crib and stroked his cheek, he whispered: “Please don’t stop. I need this.” 

That’s when they grew bored. 

They had broken him. 

There was nothing left to prove. 

One rainy morning, they left him in a rented nursery apartment with six months of supplies, a diary full of instructions, and a note in Jade’s sharp handwriting: 

We gave you what you deserved. What you needed. Now find someone who wants you like this.
Find someone who’ll keep you soggy, spread, and sweet.
Good luck, Lala.
P.S. There’s a surprise in your fourth diaper bag. Enjoy. 

Now Lars—no, Lala—is alone. Still padded. Still leaking. Still soft. 

And the world outside isn’t ready for a full-grown, diaper-dependent sissy baby girl with no way to change herself, no means of escape, and a body ruined for anything but submission. 

But someone out there might be. 

Someone who loves diapered little sissies. 

Someone who’ll own her forever. 

Lala just has to find them. 


Chapter One: Alone, Wet, and Unwanted 


The first thing Lala noticed when she woke up was the wetness. 

Not the vague dampness of morning sweat or the heavy ache of morning wood—those were gone. Forever. No, this was different. Thicker. Warm and clinging. A slow, shameful bloom between her thighs that squished softly as she shifted. 

She was wet again. 

Of course she was. 

Her diaper—one of the pink, ultra-thick training ones the Sisterhood had lovingly packed for her—had swollen during the night, expanding with her helpless dribbles. It clung to her like a second skin, tight around her waist with pastel ruffles at the legs. The tapes were secure. The scent of baby powder was still faintly present beneath the sharp ammonia stink of soaked padding. 

She didn’t even remember wetting. 

Didn’t need to remember. 

That part of her brain was gone—burned out by drugs, surgeries, reconditioning. All that was left was need. Diapered need. She was a sissy baby girl now, soft and smooth, barely able to waddle, permanently dependent on the padding she’d once found disgusting. 

Now, it was her reality. 

Lala blinked the sleep from her eyes, rubbing them with mittened hands. The nursery around her was quiet—too quiet. No cooing voices. No high heels tapping. No stern commands or sudden giggles. The Sisterhood was gone. 

They had left. 

Just like the note said. 

The room was a cruel mockery of comfort. Pastel walls. Mobile above the crib. A changing table stocked with powders, creams, and stacks of thick, crinkly diapers all in baby pink or baby blue. Even the floor was padded, covered in a plush mat decorated with clouds and duckies. It looked sweet. Innocent. 

But it had been a prison. 

Still was. 

Lala sat up slowly, crinkling loudly as her swollen diaper squished beneath her. Her legs spread automatically—it was impossible to close them now with the thickness between her thighs. The medication hadn’t just destroyed her continence; it had weakened her pelvic muscles, adjusted her hip structure with a long-term estrogen plan. Even sitting like a man was impossible now. 

She was made for diapers. 

Made for submission. 

Made to be seen and used. 

She swung her legs over the edge of the crib, biting her lip as the cold air hit the wet padding. Her oversized onesie—white with pink lace at the collar—rode up slightly, exposing the yellow-stained top of her diaper. She couldn’t look at it without feeling a twist of humiliation in her stomach… but there was no escape. This was her life now. 

She stood, wobbling slightly as the padding shifted and forced her into a wider stance. Her reflection in the floor mirror made her flinch: a grown man reduced to this. Shaved smooth. Pale. Feminized. Pacifier dangling from a ribbon around her neck. Lashes curled. Lips glossed. 

The Sisterhood had done a number on her. 

And worst of all? 

A part of her missed them. 

The cruel smiles. The strict routines. The way Jade would stroke her cheek after making her cum through the plug, whispering: Good girls don’t need control. Good girls give it up. The way Zoe would laugh and push her down for a spanking when she leaked early. Even Bianca’s rough hands taping her in with that rough grunt of satisfaction—You’ll never be anything else now, you know that? 

Lala shuddered. Not from fear. From emptiness. 

They had filled her up—made her theirs—and now they were gone. And what was she supposed to do? 

The note had been clear: Find someone who’ll keep you. Someone who wants you. But who the hell would want a permanently diapered sissy with no control, no job, no real identity? Her legal records were wiped. Her ID burned. Her old life buried. 

She was Lala now. Diaper slut. Sissy pet. A pathetic, wet little thing aching for someone to own her again. 

She waddled toward the changing table, gripping the rail for support. She hated the way it felt—so thick, so forced. Every movement reminded her that her body had been taken. Hollowed. Repurposed for pleasure and obedience. 

And she could barely get herself onto the changing table without a whimper. 

The Sisterhood hadn’t taught her how to change herself. Why would they? That had always been their job. Their right. Now, she fumbled helplessly with the tapes, her mittened fingers slipping. She tried biting the mitts off. Failed. Tried wriggling on the mat like she used to when being teased. Failed again. 

Tears welled up. 

She was wet, sore, hungry, and useless. 

She needed a Mommy. 

The thought struck hard. Deep. 

Not just a caretaker. Not just someone who might pity her. No—she needed someone who would love this. Who would want her this way. Someone who would smile at her soaked diaper and say, Good girl, you held it like I told you, before changing her gently and filling her up again. 

Her plug ached inside her. It had been inside all night—biometric timed, Jade’s final cruel gift. It vibrated once every hour, reminding her of who she was. Of what she had been trained to need. She whimpered and crawled back to the crib, reaching under the mattress for the Sisterhood’s parting gift. 

The fourth diaper bag. 

The surprise. 

With shaking hands, she opened it. 

Inside was a phone—old, secured, factory reset. A folded list. A small purple vibrator. And a pink pacifier gag. 

She unfolded the note inside. 

If you’re reading this, baby, you’re ready to find your next owner.
There’s a network for sissies like you. Littles who’ve been properly broken.
Install the app. Make your profile. Be honest about what you are.
If someone messages you, say yes. You’re not allowed to be picky anymore. 

Love, Mommy Jade. 

Lala stared at the phone. 

A network? For sissies like her? 

Her fingers trembled as she powered it on. 

The screen blinked awake, already prepared. A single icon pulsed on the desktop: “Adopt-a-Baby”. 

It looked innocent—childlike font, soft colors. But when she tapped it, everything changed. 

A secure sign-in page. Username already filled: LalaSissy27. Password: auto-filled. 

And then: a form. 

What’s your diaper status? → Permanent / Surgery Verified 

What kind of owner are you looking for? 

●        Mommy
  

●        Daddy
  

●        Couple
  

●        Sister Domme
→ Mommy
  

Are you plug trained? → Yes, nightly use required 

Sexual preferences?
→ Strapon Use, Diaper Humiliation, Public Display, Enforced Regression, Feminization 

Lala filled it all in, cheeks burning even though no one was watching. 

This was her now. Forever. 

She submitted the form. 

The screen pulsed. A soft chime echoed. 

“Welcome, Lala. Let’s find your forever Mommy.” 

A moment later, her first message popped up. 

Username: MissApril89
Well, aren’t you the prettiest little piss-puppy I’ve ever seen… 

Lala whimpered. 

And smiled. 

She didn’t know where this would go. 

But at least she wasn’t alone anymore. 

At least… someone might want her. 


Chapter Two: Miss April’s Rules 


The screen stayed glowing in the soft nursery light, casting a pale halo around Lala’s trembling hands. She reread the message over and over, as if expecting it to disappear: 

MissApril89:
Well, aren’t you the prettiest little piss-puppy I’ve ever seen… 

The words sank in like a slow drip of warm honey and humiliation. Pretty. Puppy. Piss-puppy. No one had ever spoken to her that way—except the Sisterhood. And they had always followed words like that with punishment. With love. With pain. 

Lala’s heart raced. 

Her diaper squelched softly beneath her as she shifted, the soaked padding pressing up between her thighs like a reminder—she was a piss-puppy now. Forever. Not by choice, but by design. 

A new message popped up. 

MissApril89:
Turn around and show me your diaper. Right now. No excuses, little one. 

Lala hesitated only for a moment before obeying. 

She propped the phone up on the edge of the crib’s railing, turned slowly, and got on all fours. Her onesie still clung to her back, the lace edges slightly bunched at the waist. With trembling mittened hands, she pulled the back up to fully expose the bloated, yellow-stained diaper that sagged heavy between her thighs. She lifted her padded rear and held the pose—heart pounding, cheeks burning. 

The camera clicked. 

Message delivered. 

Another message came within seconds. 

MissApril89:
Filthy little diaper girl. Good.
I like the ones who’ve been ruined properly.
Tell me, baby, when’s the last time you used the toilet? 

Lala gulped. 

Her reply came out slowly, her thumbs struggling with the touchscreen due to the mittens. 

LalaSissy27:
I… I don’t remember.
They made sure I never would again. 

Another pause. 

MissApril89:
Perfect.
You’re mine now. 

Something inside Lala clenched. Not fear—longing. The words hit her deeper than she expected. The Sisterhood had abandoned her. Left her padded and pathetic. But this woman—Miss April—wasn’t just teasing. She was claiming. 

Another message. 

MissApril89:
Now listen, diaper girl. You’re going to follow my rules if you want to earn a Mommy like me. And I don’t tolerate disobedience. You want to be loved? Owned? Changed? Used? Then you’re going to learn to please me.
Rule One: You ask permission to cum.
*Rule Two: You don’t change your own diaper—ever.
Rule Three: You wear what I tell you, even in public.
Rule Four: Plug in every night, send proof.
Rule Five: You don’t say “I’m sorry.” You say “Thank you, Mommy.” 

Lala’s fingers twitched. 

The rules were real. Not fantasies. Not gentle suggestions. Clear commands—like Jade used to give. And they made something flutter and ache inside her. 

She replied. 

LalaSissy27:
Yes, Miss April.
Thank you, Mommy. 

Another chime. 

MissApril89:
Good girl.
Now crawl to the mirror and take a selfie. Mouth open. One hand on your squishy diaper.
Show me how desperate you are to be kept. 

Lala obeyed. 

The carpet squished under her padded knees as she crawled to the mirror, the plug inside her shifting slightly with each motion. She reached up and pressed one mittened hand against the front of her diaper—wet, heavy, humiliating—and opened her mouth in a soft, submissive moan as she snapped the photo. 

The camera captured everything: her flushed cheeks, her wide eyes, her soaked shame. 

Send. 

MissApril89:
My sweet little freak.
I’m going to break you even further.
But first, go sit down and record a video of yourself asking me to own you forever. 

Lala froze. 

Video? 

She’d done everything else. She’d begged, wet herself, let strangers peg her, suckled bottles filled with drugs. But this was different. Permanent. Evidence. Exposure. 

But then again… what did she have to lose? 

She was already someone’s discarded toy. Already a ruined sissy with no pride left. And maybe, just maybe, someone like Miss April was what she’d been trained to want all along. 

So she set the phone on the padded floor, positioned it carefully, and hit record. 

Her voice trembled as she began: 

“Hi… I’m Lala. I’m twenty-seven. I used to be a man, but I’m not anymore. I can’t control my bladder. I wear diapers every day, every night. I don’t even know what it’s like to use the toilet. I’m plugged. I’m pink. I’m soft.” 

She swallowed. 

“I want you to own me. I want you to tell me when to wet, when to beg, when to suck. I want to be your pissy little sissy forever. I want to be changed, humiliated, trained like a real baby girl.” 

She whimpered softly and added the final words: “Please, Mommy. Please make me yours.” 

Send. 

And then she waited. 

Seconds passed. 

A minute. 

Two. 

She started to panic. 

Had she gone too far? Said the wrong thing? Had Miss April gotten disgusted—like a normal person would? Was this the moment where even the perverts decided she was too much? 

And then the message came. 

MissApril89:
Pack your bag, baby.
You’re coming to me.
Mommy’s waiting. 


Chapter Three: Mommy Is Waiting 


Lala stared at the screen, her mouth slightly open, her fingers trembling as she reread the message: 

Pack your bag, baby.
You’re coming to me.
Mommy’s waiting. 

Her heart thudded. Not just fast—wild, pounding against her ribs like a caged animal. She hadn’t been outside since… since before. Before the Sisterhood. Before the surgeries. Before she’d been stripped of everything but the thick, soggy padding between her legs. 

Now she was supposed to… go somewhere? Like this? 

She looked down at herself—pink onesie tight against her chest, the lace collar damp from drool. Her diaper had cooled and clung to her like shame, sagging, heavy, obviously used. And underneath it all, deep inside her, the plug buzzed to life again in one slow pulse—enough to make her thighs clench, her breath hitch. 

She crawled over to the changing table. 

She had to look good. Had to obey. Had to be perfect for Miss April. 

But the moment she tried to lift herself up, reality hit: she didn’t know how to change. She’d tried before. Failed. She couldn’t untape the diaper with mittens, couldn’t clean herself, couldn’t properly powder or seal the new one. 

She was helpless. 

Just like they’d made her. 

Just like she was supposed to be. 

And that meant she’d have to go out there in a wet diaper. In public. 

The thought nearly broke her. 

She sat back on the floor, her legs spread wide by the swollen padding, her breath quickening. 

She tapped out a message. 

LalaSissy27:
Mommy… I’m wet. I can’t change myself. What do I do? 

The reply was immediate. 

MissApril89:
Exactly what I expect.
You’ll arrive wet. You’ll arrive messy if you leak.
Because you’re my helpless little baby. And everyone who sees you will know it.
Now be a good girl and get moving. Car service is arranged. 

Lala whimpered. 

There was no out. 

She obeyed. 

She packed slowly—her pink Hello Kitty backpack barely big enough for the few essentials she’d been left with. A couple extra diapers. A ruffled pacifier gag. Her favorite plug—the one with the curved tip that made her moan just from walking. And the bottle with Jade’s lipstick still stained on the rim. 

She wore a short pink dress with puffed sleeves and a skirt that didn’t even try to cover the diaper underneath. It was humiliating. Completely obvious. There was no mistaking it—anyone who saw her would know. The bulk, the waddle, the scent of powder and faint pee. The sweet little bow on her chest like a tag: Property of Mommy. 

And her plug vibrated once again. 

She was shaking by the time she stood at the door. 

The tablet on the wall—one of the Sisterhood’s last gifts—lit up with a chime. 

Car arriving: 2 minutes
Driver is aware of your condition. Do not speak unless spoken to. 

She nearly fainted. 

Her condition. The driver knew? 

Two minutes. That’s all she had. 

She grabbed the backpack, strapped on her mary jane shoes, and opened the door. 

The hallway beyond was clean, sterile, quiet. 

The world looked normal. 

But she wasn’t. 

She waddled awkwardly toward the elevator, diaper squishing loudly with every step. Her cheeks burned. Her thighs rubbed. Every inch of her body screamed to hide, to run, to vanish back into the nursery and pretend this was just a sick fantasy. 

But she kept going. 

The car outside was sleek, black, and anonymous. The windows were tinted. The driver—an older woman with silver hair in a tight bun—didn’t even blink when she opened the door for Lala. 

“Get in, little one,” the woman said calmly. 

Lala froze. 

She couldn’t move. 

She stood there, trembling, diaper on full display beneath the short hem of her dress, waiting for the laughter. The judgment. The disgust. 

Instead, the woman simply smiled. 

“I’ve picked up four others like you this year. Some cry. Some run. You? You’re brave.” 

Lala climbed in, cheeks burning. 

The car pulled away. 

The drive was long. Quiet. 

Miss April didn’t send more messages. The silence was worse than any punishment. 

Lala tried not to think about the wetness beneath her, but the car seat was leather. Every shift made her diaper crinkle. Her thighs were spread, forced apart, the wet bulk making sure she couldn’t sit any other way. 

She sucked her pacifier without thinking. It soothed her. 

The driver glanced back once and smiled. 

“That’s better,” she said softly. “Good girls stay quiet.” 

They drove for over two hours—out of the city, into the woods. The streets grew narrower. Trees thicker. Then the road turned sharply, gravel crunching beneath the tires. 

And suddenly… there it was. 

The house. 

No—not a house. A manor. Victorian, towering, with dark shutters and a wrought-iron gate. Flowers bloomed wild around the path. Statues of bound sissies stood among the hedges, their mouths gagged, their eyes downcast. 

Lala gasped. 

This wasn’t just a home. 

This was a nursery fortress. 

The car stopped. 

The driver opened the door, helped her out gently, then took her backpack without asking. 

“She’s waiting inside. You don’t knock.” 

Lala waddled up the steps. 

Every sound—every squish and rustle and padded thump—was magnified. 

Her heart pounded. 

She reached the door. 

It opened before she could lift a mittened hand. 

Miss April was tall. Pale. Her black hair fell in a braid over one shoulder, and her eyes were sharp, cold, and knowing. She wore a tight velvet corset over sheer black lace, her full hips encased in leather. Her mouth curved in a smile the moment she saw Lala. 

“Well,” she said. “Aren’t you just the most pathetic little thing I’ve ever seen.” 

Lala whimpered. 

Miss April stepped forward. 

She cupped Lala’s chin, tilting her face up. Examining her. 

“You’ve been ruined properly. I can smell it. Diapered. Plugged. Soft.” 

She ran a hand down Lala’s chest. Over the bows. The lace. The trembling. 

Then her palm slid down and cupped the soaked diaper, pressing firmly. 

Lala gasped. 

“Wet, too,” Miss April murmured. “Good girl. Just like a baby should be.” 

She leaned down and kissed Lala’s cheek. 

“You belong to me now.” 

And then she stepped aside. 

“Crawl inside. Leave your shame at the door.” 

Lala obeyed—because it wasn’t a command. 

It was inevitable. 


Chapter Four: The First Day of Forever 


The floor was cold beneath Lala’s knees as she crawled across the threshold, each movement accompanied by a wet squish and loud crinkle from her soaked diaper. The door clicked shut behind her with a finality that stole her breath. No way back now. Not ever. 

The foyer was vast—white marble tiles veined in pink, high ceilings with soft hanging lights, and a faint scent of lavender and powder that made Lala’s body tingle with shameful familiarity. The walls were adorned with framed photos—sissies, diapered and posed like artwork, mouths gagged or suckling, each of them marked with a signature in thick red ink. 

Property of Miss April. 

Lala’s breath caught. 

Would her picture join them? 

“Good girl,” came Miss April’s voice, smooth as velvet from behind her. “You learn quickly. Crawling is your new default. That diaper doesn’t earn the right to walk.” 

Lala whimpered, her cheeks burning as she nodded. 

Miss April passed her, heels clicking across the marble like the countdown of a metronome. She didn’t look back. She expected obedience without praise. And Lala gave it, crawling silently, her hands slipping slightly on the polished floor, knees beginning to ache. 

The hall opened into a grand room—half nursery, half dungeon. 

A massive crib with steel bars stood against one wall, lined with satin blankets and stuffed animals. Across from it, a towering changing station with buckling restraints and overhead straps. Shelves stacked with diapers—thicker than anything Lala had ever seen—lined the back wall, along with bottles, pacifiers, plugs in every shape and size, and something that looked unmistakably like a high chair… with locking wrists. 

Miss April turned to face her. 

“Strip,” she said simply. 

Lala froze. 

The command hit harder than a slap. She hesitated—not from rebellion, but fear. She hadn’t undressed in front of anyone since the Sisterhood left her. And she couldn’t even remove her onesie without help. Her mittened hands trembled uselessly at her sides. 

“I… I can’t…” 

Miss April smiled slowly, like a lion watching a trapped deer. 

“Exactly.” 

She stepped forward, grabbed the front zipper, and yanked it down in one smooth motion. The onesie peeled away, exposing Lala’s pale chest, the faint traces of training bruises and fading red marks still visible beneath her skin. 

“Arms up.” 

Lala obeyed. The fabric slid off her completely, leaving her in nothing but her soaked diaper and the pacifier still hanging around her neck. 

Miss April circled her slowly, eyes roaming over every inch. 

“You’re a beautiful mess,” she murmured. “The Sisterhood did well. You’re soft where you should be, empty where you must be, and diaper-dependent exactly as required.” 

Her fingers suddenly dug into the front of the diaper. 

Lala whimpered. 

“Leaking already. Tsk. We’ll need to double up next time.” She walked to the changing table, patted it. “Up. Let me see what I’ve bought.” 

Lala crawled over, trembling, and used the step stool to climb up. She lay back as instructed, legs spread wide, wet padding squishing between her thighs. Miss April snapped a wrist strap in place. Then the other. Then she moved to the ankles. 

Each strap sealed her fate tighter. 

Each click reminded her: you’re owned now. 

Miss April pulled a pair of scissors from the drawer and slit the front of the diaper slowly, letting the warm, sodden weight fall open. The cool air hit Lala’s skin, and she whimpered, her face twisting with shame. 

“There it is,” Miss April said softly. 

Her fingers explored. Not gentle. Not cruel. Clinical. 

She touched the tiny caged remnant of what used to be Lars’s manhood. Tapped the base where the locking ring dug into feminized flesh. Ran a finger along the skin now smoothed and shaped by months of hormones and forced degradation. 

“You’re nothing but a leaking hole now,” she whispered, her breath hot against Lala’s thigh. “Good.” 

She cleaned her—thoroughly, with cool wipes and powder—and selected a new diaper. Not just thick. Monstrous. Four tapes. Elastic waist. A pastel pattern of rattles and pacifiers. 

She slid it beneath Lala with practiced ease, applied lotion, powder, and cream in long, ritualistic strokes, then folded the bulk over and pressed it down. 

Each tape was sealed slowly, firmly, with just enough tension to make Lala gasp. 

When she was done, Miss April leaned in and kissed the front of the diaper. 

“Sealed,” she whispered. “And owned.” 

She released the straps, helped Lala down, and pointed to a mirror. 

Lala stared. 

The diaper forced her legs wide—wider than before. The thickness nearly reached her navel. She looked absurd. Babyish. Soaked in pink shame. But her eyes… her eyes were wide, trembling, needy. 

She looked exactly like what she was. 

“Time for breakfast,” Miss April said. “Crawl.” 

Lala obeyed. 

The kitchen was shockingly warm. Sunny, almost cheerful. A high chair waited in the center with velvet restraints and a heavy tray. Miss April directed Lala in with a gesture, then bent her over the seat and inspected her again—cupping her diaper, tapping the plug through the padding. 

“You’ll stay plugged today,” she said casually. “Start your training early.” 

She slid a new plug from her apron pocket—longer, thicker, curved. Lala whimpered. 

“No, no, don’t pout,” Miss April cooed. “This one vibrates when I snap my fingers. Let’s try.” 

She popped the plug in with a soft push, then snapped once. 

Lala gasped. 

A deep, slow thrum pulsed through her core, making her legs quiver. 

“Yes,” Miss April smiled. “That’s better.” 

She lifted Lala into the high chair, strapped her arms and legs down, then clipped a massive bib around her neck. It read: Sissy Baby’s First Day. 

The first bottle was warm formula—thick, sweet, and laced with estrogen. The second was juice. The third… Miss April fed directly from her fingers. 

Mashed banana. Something sticky. Something too salty. 

“You’ll be leaking again within the hour,” she purred. “And I won’t be changing you until bedtime.” 

Lala moaned behind her pacifier. 

Miss April leaned in close. 

“I want you to soak that diaper so full it leaks down your thighs. I want to see the shame in your eyes when you drip on my floor. Do you understand?” 

Lala nodded, flushed and trembling. 

“Yes, Mommy…” 

Miss April kissed her forehead. 

“Good girl.” 


Chapter Five: Sissy on Display 


Lala stood in the hallway, her legs bowed by the thick, vibrating plug sealed inside her. The diaper was already warm—barely an hour since breakfast and she had wet twice. It was automatic now. The juice, the formula, the drugs laced into her morning banana paste—everything was designed to break her body’s rhythm and make one thing clear: 

She was no longer in control. Miss April was. 

And now… she was going outside. 

Miss April buttoned the final clasp on Lala’s bonnet—pale lavender with a wide lace brim and a pink bow under the chin. The frilly dress she’d chosen did nothing to hide the diaper beneath. In fact, it barely touched it. The hem bounced just above the thickest part of her padding, leaving the shape, the bulk, and the pattern of pastel rattles on full display. 

Lala’s pacifier was secured with a locking strap behind her head. Her mittens clipped to her wrists. A small backpack filled with extra diapers, wipes, and a bottle of Miss April’s “special juice” was already packed and worn high on her back. 

“Public exposure is part of your training,” Miss April said calmly as she adjusted the hem of Lala’s dress. “I want the world to see what you are. No hiding. No shame. You’re not a man. You’re not a girl. You’re a thing. My thing. My soft, leaking, helpless baby sissy.” 

Lala whimpered. 

Her pacifier prevented a reply, but her thighs rubbed together nervously. The plug throbbed softly. The pressure in her belly from the breakfast bottle hadn’t eased, and she knew it wouldn’t—not until Miss April allowed a change. That wouldn’t come soon. 

“You’ll be on leash today,” Miss April continued, pulling a pink leather strap from a hook near the door. “But no crawling this time. You’ll walk. Let everyone see that crinkle. Let them hear it. One foot in front of the other, baby girl. Proud.” 

She clipped the leash to the metal ring at Lala’s collar—another new addition. Silver, tight, snug against her throat. Engraved with a single word: 

“Owned.” 

Miss April opened the door. 

“Come along.” 

They started at the market. 

A small, open-air square in the nearby town, filled with vendors, chatter, and far too many eyes. 

Lala stepped off the curb and instantly regretted it. Her diaper puffed up with every step, the plug shifting, the vibrations teasing her whenever Miss April snapped her fingers. The sound of her crinkling drew attention almost immediately. 

People turned. 

Looked. 

Stared. 

Lala kept her eyes down, her face burning, heart pounding so loud she could barely hear her own footsteps. 

Miss April led her past a flower stall first. 

“Oh, she’s adorable,” the older vendor cooed. “Is she yours?” 

“She is now,” Miss April said sweetly, her fingers stroking Lala’s cheek. “Still training. Leaky. Fussy. But very obedient.” 

“She looks it. Those diapers—thicker than I’ve seen in a while!” 

Lala wanted to vanish. Wanted to melt into the pavement and disappear. But she couldn’t. Her leash tugged her forward. 

Next was the produce stand. A young woman, mid-twenties, blonde and pierced, looked up from behind the register and smirked. 

“Oh my god, I follow your page,” she said to Miss April. “Is this the new one?” 

Miss April smiled proudly. 

“She is. Just got her this week. Still soggy from breakfast.” 

“She is adorable,” the woman said, leaning in. “Bet she screams when you plug her.” 

Lala’s knees nearly buckled. 

Miss April snapped her fingers. The plug vibrated hard and fast. 

Lala moaned behind her pacifier, her mittened hands balling up uselessly at her sides. 

“Not. Yet,” Miss April whispered in her ear. 

They stopped next at the café. Miss April took a table near the front, dragging Lala’s leash so she was forced to stand beside her. 

Her diaper squished every time she shifted. The pressure was unbearable now. 

“I have to…” she mumbled behind the gag. 

Miss April raised a brow. 

“Speak up, baby.” 

Lala’s voice came out weak, muffled by the pacifier. 

“I have to… go…” 

“Go where?” Miss April asked calmly, taking a sip of her iced coffee. 

Lala blinked. There was no bathroom for her. 

“I mean… I have to go more…” 

Miss April’s eyes glinted. 

“Then do it.” 

Lala froze. 

Her eyes darted around. People were watching. The servers. Two girls at the next table. The barista behind the counter. 

“I can’t,” she whispered. 

Miss April stood, walked behind her, and wrapped one arm around her padded waist. 

She leaned in close, voice low. 

“You will. Or I’ll take that pacifier out, bend you over this table, and finger the plug in until you scream. Which do you prefer?” 

Lala’s body trembled. 

She didn’t choose. 

She let go. 

It came in slow waves at first. Then a gush. Her diaper swelled, warmth spreading through the padding, around her thighs. It sagged lower. She gasped, moaned behind her pacifier. Her knees buckled slightly as the plug throbbed against her from the inside. 

The scent was faint—but real. 

People knew. 

The girls at the next table giggled. 

“She really just did that…” 

Miss April sat again, perfectly calm. 

“Now you’re beginning,” she said. “This is your new life.” 

By the time they returned to the car, Lala’s diaper was visibly stained, the wetness creeping up the sides. Miss April hadn’t changed her. Hadn’t even offered. She merely tugged the leash, praised her for every little moan, and took pictures at every stop. 

Once in the backseat, she turned to her baby and smiled. 

“You didn’t cry,” she said. “Not once. Good girl.” 

She reached into her bag and pulled out the next size up. 

“Now let’s get you in double diapers for tonight.” 

Lala didn’t protest. 

She simply spread her legs. 


Chapter Six: Crib Rules 


The nursery was darker now. 

Soft, dim lights pulsed from star-shaped bulbs in the ceiling, casting gentle constellations across the walls. The crib loomed in the center of the room—steel bars, plush bedding, and a locking canopy that sealed from above like a princess prison. 

Lala stood next to it, her knees shaking slightly. She was diapered thicker than ever—double layered, the first one already soaked, the second wrapped tightly over it and sealed with clear locking tapes. Her legs refused to close. Her hips had to swing just to walk now. Every shift made the plastic crinkle like candy wrappers. 

Miss April inspected her slowly. 

“Turn,” she said softly, arms folded beneath her breasts. “Let me see your backside.” 

Lala obeyed, cheeks flushed, pacifier bouncing on its ribbon as she waddled in a slow half-circle. Her onesie was gone. She wore only a cropped pink t-shirt with the words Diaper Slut in curly glitter font. It did nothing to hide the thick padding clinging to her ass and thighs, or the outline of the vibrating plug still locked inside her. 

“Good,” Miss April murmured. “You leak before dawn, I’ll know. And if that second diaper isn’t heavy when I check in the morning—no change. You’ll stay in it until lunch.” 

Lala whimpered. 

Miss April’s lips curled in pleasure. 

She crossed to the wall, opened a drawer, and retrieved something Lala hadn’t seen before—a small silicone ring with four straps and a gleaming metal padlock. 

“Crib gag,” she said casually. “You’re not allowed to talk at night. No whining. No begging. You want out? You wet. You moan. That’s it.” 

Lala stepped forward instinctively, already accepting. 

The gag slid into place with practiced ease. It filled her mouth completely, pressing down on her tongue, holding her jaw slightly open. The four straps clicked behind her head—tight, secure, absolute. The lock clicked. 

Mute. 

Miss April took her hand, led her to the crib. 

“Climb in.” 

Lala obeyed. 

The bars slid shut with a soft clang. The canopy locked in place with a soft hum—electronically timed, sealed until 7 a.m. The mattress crinkled beneath her, lined with waterproof pads and soft, pastel sheets. Stuffed bears flanked the corners. A mobile spun lazily above her head. 

Miss April leaned in. 

Her fingers traced the line of Lala’s pacified lips. Then slid down—over her chest, her belly, down to the front of the diaper. 

She pressed. Firm. Deep. 

The plug inside Lala shifted, and her body arched. 

“You’re so easy,” Miss April whispered. “So soft. I bet your little sissy clit aches every time I speak.” 

Lala moaned. 

Miss April didn’t stop. 

She rubbed her through the diaper, slow, rhythmic circles that pressed the soaked inner layer against her. Every movement teased the plug. The vibrations responded. Low at first… then stronger. 

Lala bucked, hips lifting, her wrists grabbing the bars of the crib. 

She couldn’t speak. 

She couldn’t beg. 

She could only whimper—soft, helpless sounds that made Miss April smile wider. 

“Not yet,” she whispered. 

She pulled back just as Lala reached the edge, leaving her panting and twitching in the crib, soaked, needy, plugged… denied. 

Miss April reached for the camera mounted in the corner. 

“Tonight is for recording,” she said simply. “I want to see how much you leak when you’re denied release. When your plug pulses all night but you’re not allowed to touch.” 

Lala’s eyes went wide. 

No touching. 

No permission. 

No orgasm. 

Only diapers. Only crinkling. Only soaking, aching need. 

Miss April turned to leave. 

“Sleep well, baby.” 

The door clicked behind her. 

And Lala lay there—trembling, gagged, vibrating softly from within, hips twitching with every pulse—her first night locked in the crib, the beginning of her forever. 


Chapter Seven: Morning Shame 


The first thing Lala felt was wet. 

Warm at first, then cold. 

She opened her eyes slowly—eyes blurry with sleep, eyelashes crusted slightly from tears or exhaustion. The nursery was dim, but light crept through the edges of the blackout curtains, signaling morning. Her body ached in that slow, dull way that comes after a night of silent struggle. The gag was still locked in her mouth, her tongue swollen beneath it. Her throat dry. Her hips sore. 

And her diaper? 

Ruined. 

Not just wet—soaked. Both layers. 

The bulk between her thighs had swelled to cartoonish size, warm and heavy around her. The top diaper had leaked into the second. It squished beneath her as she shifted on the crinkly mattress, each movement making a disgusting, sticky sound. Her legs were sticky too—inside the thighs, where the second layer had finally failed. 

She wanted to cry. 

But she couldn’t. Not with the gag. Not without permission. 

The mobile spun lazily above her, casting pastel shapes across the ceiling. The camera in the corner blinked red. 

She’d been watched all night. 

Every moan. Every twitch. Every desperate hump against her stuffed animal. 

It was all recorded. 

And Miss April would be watching it soon. 

She whimpered softly behind the gag, face burning as she reached down and pressed into the sodden padding. The plug inside her hadn’t stopped vibrating all night—random pulses designed to keep her stimulated, awake, needy. 

She’d humped her pillow at some point. Pathetically. Desperately. Like a leaking dog in heat. 

And now she lay there—drenched, denied, dripping with her own shame. 

The crib lock beeped. 

Lala froze. 

It clicked, hissed, and then the canopy slid open. Cool air washed over her. The bars lowered. 

And Miss April entered the room. 

She looked perfect—dressed in a silk robe that clung to her curves, her hair brushed into a tight braid, red lipstick freshly applied. She carried a coffee in one hand and her tablet in the other. 

“Well, well…” she murmured, sipping slowly. “Someone had a very busy night.” 

Lala whimpered and looked away. 

“Look at me.” 

She obeyed instantly. 

Miss April stepped forward, reached into the crib, and grabbed the front of her diaper with one hand. She squeezed. 

It squished audibly. 

“Oh, baby girl,” she said mockingly. “You’re positively swimming in it.” 

She let go and chuckled. 

“Good. You leaked right on time.” 

She set the tablet down and opened the file. Footage played. Lala caught a glimpse—herself, in the night, grinding her diaper against a stuffed unicorn, muffled cries escaping behind the gag, face red, eyes wide. 

Miss April’s lips curled. 

“You begged with your body. Just like you were trained to.” 

She sat beside the crib, watching more of the footage, fingers lazily circling the rim of her coffee cup. 

“You know what I didn’t see, though?” 

She turned the screen toward Lala. 

“No permission request.” 

Lala’s eyes widened. 

She hadn’t even thought to ask. She’d just been desperate. Feral. 

“And what’s the rule?” Miss April asked, voice calm. 

Lala’s eyes dropped. 

Miss April reached forward, unclipped the gag, and let it fall. 

“Speak, baby.” 

“I’m s-sorry—” 

Miss April slapped her. 

Not hard. But firm. Deliberate. Across the cheek. Lala gasped, stunned. 

“What did I say about apologies?” she asked, voice icy. 

“You don’t say ‘I’m sorry’…” 

“Then what do you say?” 

“…Thank you, Mommy.” 

Miss April smiled. 

“There we go.” 

She helped Lala out of the crib slowly—legs wobbly, knees weak. The double diaper made it nearly impossible to walk. Each step was a waddling squish. Her thighs were slick with moisture. The smell had grown stronger. 

“Hands on the changing table,” Miss April ordered. 

Lala obeyed. 

But Miss April didn’t reach for wipes. 

She reached for her phone. 

One click. One flash. 

She took a picture of Lala’s ruined, bulging diaper from behind. 

“For your training log,” she explained. “Evidence of failure.” 

Then she finally stripped the tapes. The diaper peeled open with a wet slop, revealing red, puffy skin beneath, the plug slick and still humming faintly. Miss April removed it slowly, wiping Lala clean, then examined her with gloved fingers. 

“No rash. That’s a good sign,” she said absently. “But you’re swollen. I might switch you to triple diapers this week.” 

Lala whimpered. 

She was wiped, powdered, and sealed into a new, fresh diaper—thicker than the last, printed with cartoon bows and locked with plastic covers over each tape. 

Miss April clipped a ribbon to her collar and tugged her forward. 

“Breakfast time.” 

The high chair straps clicked shut. 

Miss April fed her spoonfuls of warm mush—some kind of oatmeal laced with powdered laxatives and sweet formula. Her stomach cramped halfway through. The juice bottle came next. Then the pacifier was clipped back in. 

“No words until noon,” Miss April said. “You’ll spend the morning sitting in your mess, learning what failure feels like.” 

Lala’s eyes filled with tears. 

“Shhh,” Miss April whispered. “You brought this on yourself. You humped your diaper like a little slut and didn’t ask. Now you’ll pay for it.” 

She leaned in close, pressing her lips to Lala’s ear. 

“Mess yourself by ten o’clock, baby. Or I’ll plug you back in and spank you until you cry.” 

Lala didn’t even question it. 

She knew she’d obey. 

Because this was what she was now. 

Miss April’s sissy. 

Plugged. Padded. Punished. 

Forever. 


Chapter Eight: The Viewing Room 


By ten o’clock, Lala had messed herself. 

It had come slowly—first cramps, then bubbling heat, then a wet push she couldn’t stop. She’d cried into her pacifier the moment she felt the soft, sticky weight fill the back of her diaper. The new padding had been thick enough to catch everything, but it didn’t stop the shame. Or the warmth. Or the scent that soon clung to her like a second skin. 

Miss April hadn’t changed her. 

Not right away. 

Instead, she walked Lala—walked her—through the house in that state. She held her leash like a proud dog owner, praised her with soft murmurs that sounded loving if not for the cruel edge to every word. 

“Good little stinker,” she whispered as they passed the parlor. “That diaper's practically sagging between your knees. Just how a baby should be.” 

And Lala? 

She didn’t protest. 

She waddled. Face flushed. Eyes down. 

Every step squished and shifted the mess inside her. Every praise made her heart flutter with humiliation and need. 

But when they reached the black double doors at the end of the hallway, everything changed. 

Above the doors, etched in silver script, read two words: 

Viewing Room 

Miss April paused and turned to Lala. 

“Do you remember what I said about public punishment?” 

Lala nodded slowly, the pacifier bobbing. 

Miss April unlocked the door and led her inside. 

The Viewing Room was elegant, clinical, and terrifying. 

A raised platform sat in the center, surrounded by a semicircle of velvet chairs. Spotlights glowed above the stage. Cameras pointed from every angle. Along the walls: shelves of toys, restraints, enema kits, and display bottles labeled with names like RegressX and WhimperMist. 

Miss April tugged Lala forward. 

“On the platform, knees wide.” 

Lala climbed up—barely. Her diaper squelched with the effort. The scent of her mess was undeniable now, the weight pressing between her thighs with every movement. 

“Good girl,” Miss April purred. “Now let’s make sure you stay presentable.” 

She removed Lala’s shirt, leaving her completely exposed save for the bulging diaper. Then she snapped a thick locking pacifier into her mouth—larger than the last—and secured it behind her head. 

“No talking.” 

Click. 

Miss April stepped back. 

The lights dimmed. 

The side door opened. 

And in walked four people. 

Three women, one man. All dressed immaculately. One wore a leather corset and carried a riding crop. Another—older, elegant—held a glass of wine and stared at Lala like she was a piece of meat. The man chuckled as he took his seat. 

“She’s ruined already,” the older woman said. “I can smell it.” 

Miss April bowed her head in greeting. “Lala is six days into ownership. Fully diaper-dependent. Plug trained. Cage-locked. No bladder control. No toilet access. Overnight mess verified.” 

Polite applause. 

Lala’s eyes went wide. 

This wasn’t a punishment. 

This was a showing. 

Miss April stepped onto the stage beside her. 

“She broke the rules last night,” she announced, voice echoing across the chamber. “Humped herself to the edge. Didn’t ask permission. So today, we’re going to remind her who she is.” 

She tugged down the plastic outer layer of Lala’s diaper, revealing the ruined mess inside. 

The audience moaned. 

“Oh, she’s a filthy thing,” one of them whispered. 

“She doesn’t deserve to be changed,” said the man. 

“She will be punished first,” Miss April replied. 

And then she turned to the shelves. 

She selected a plug—long, silver, cruelly thick—and a bottle of warm, scented oil. 

She uncaged Lala’s plug hole, cleaned it with wet wipes while the others watched. 

Lala’s body shook. 

Tears blurred her vision. 

But she didn’t move. She didn’t resist. 

Miss April inserted the new plug slowly. Purposefully. Letting the audience see every twitch, every moan behind Lala’s gag. It went in with a slick push, stretching her further than ever. And it clicked into place. 

Remote-locked. 

Then came the enema bulb. 

Lala whimpered. 

She shook her head—just once. 

A slap across her thigh. 

“You don’t get choices,” Miss April snapped. 

She filled the bulb with thick, warm fluid—milky white and sweet-smelling. Not for cleaning. Not for relief. 

For punishment. 

She inserted it quickly, efficiently, then clipped a locking harness around Lala’s diaper area to hold everything in. 

“Let her stew,” she said to the crowd. “Half an hour. Then I’ll let her release into a triple diaper.” 

The audience clapped. 

And Lala? 

She trembled on her knees. Diaper ruined. Plugged. Belly full. Gagged and red-faced with shame. 

But she didn’t fight it. 

Because deep inside—beneath the soaked padding, behind the gag, under the quivering skin—something inside her liked this. 

She was being seen. 

She was being owned. 

She was becoming what she was meant to be. 


Chapter Nine: A Sissy’s First Reward 


The stage lights dimmed. 

The guests filtered out, chatting like they’d just left a fine art gallery, not a diapered humiliation showcase. Lala lay slumped on her side, diaper sagging with filth, belly swollen with the heat of the thick enema still trapped inside her by the locked harness. The new plug pulsed at intervals—deep, wide, cruel pulses that teased her without mercy. 

She was dripping with sweat. Shaking. Gagged. 

And she had never felt so completely owned. 

Miss April returned once the doors closed. Her heels clicked calmly across the tiles, unfazed by the smell or the mess or the helpless sissy trembling on the floor. 

“You took that well,” she said, voice cool and sharp. “I’m impressed.” 

Lala blinked up at her, tears blurring her vision, a soft, muffled whimper escaping around the massive gag. She couldn’t beg. She couldn’t thank her. 

But she could obey. 

Miss April crouched beside her and stroked her cheek, her fingers leaving streaks of clean skin across Lala’s damp face. 

“I’m going to give you a choice, baby,” she whispered. 

Lala froze. 

A choice? 

It wasn’t something she’d expected to hear. Not from Miss April. Not ever again. 

“You’ve earned a reward,” she continued. “You can have your first real orgasm in my care... or I can lock you up again for a full week. Denied. Denied while soaking. Denied while aching. Denied while on your knees begging to hump your diapers and moan into your pacifier.” 

Lala whimpered. 

Then nodded. 

She wanted it. Needed it. After days of teasing and torment, of diapers and shame and wet crinkling humiliation… she needed release. 

“Very well.” 

Miss April stood and unfastened the straps around her diaper. She pulled it back slowly, revealing the full, sagging mess inside. 

“Oh, baby girl,” she murmured. “You’re absolutely ruined.” 

She snapped on a fresh pair of gloves and began the cleanup—slow, deliberate, thorough. 

Each wipe was cold. Each stroke intimate. She cleaned every inch of Lala’s sissy body, lifting her legs like a real infant, massaging lotion into the sore red skin between her thighs, her inner cheeks. Then came a thick coating of powder—lavender-scented—and a fresh diaper unfolded beneath her. 

But she didn’t tape it up. 

Not yet. 

She left Lala bare and trembling on the changing table. 

“Hands above your head.” 

Lala obeyed. 

Miss April clipped the mittens to the hooks on the table, restraining her completely. Then she rolled out a stool and sat between Lala’s spread legs, examining the small, sensitive nub of her caged sissy clit. 

“So small,” she said softly. “So helpless.” 

She pressed a button. 

The plug buzzed alive again inside her. 

Lala moaned. 

Miss April leaned in and licked. 

One slow, torturous stroke of her tongue across the front of the cage, the tip grazing the metal with deliberate pressure. 

Lala’s body jolted. 

She moaned louder, arching her back, wrists tugging at the restraints. 

Miss April didn’t rush. 

She teased her—slow fingers against the cage, soft kisses, then tongue again, licking the thin strip of skin exposed through the metal bars. Her other hand slid lower, pressing into Lala’s plug from beneath, shifting it gently with every suckle. 

Lala was panting now. Sobbing. Desperate. 

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t beg, but her eyes were wild with need. 

Miss April smiled up at her. 

“Do you want to cum, baby?” 

Lala nodded frantically. 

“Do you deserve it?” 

She hesitated. Then nodded again—slower this time. Sincerely. 

Miss April leaned closer. 

“You may cum,” she whispered, “but only when your diaper is taped up. Understood?” 

Lala’s eyes went wide. 

She was going to be diapered through her orgasm? 

Not even allowed to be clean? 

But her body needed it. Needed it more than anything. 

She nodded. 

Miss April stood, picked up the thick, fresh diaper, and slid it back between her legs. 

Each tape sealed with purpose. 

Riiiip. Press. Riiip. Press. 

The padding hugged her, trapped her, embraced her shame. 

And then— 

Miss April pressed two fingers to the front of the diaper and rubbed. 

She knew exactly where. Exactly how much pressure. The plug vibrated with perfect rhythm inside her while Miss April’s fingers massaged her through the diaper, pressing her toward the edge with maddening speed. 

It took less than a minute. 

Lala screamed into the gag—eyes wide, body convulsing, the orgasm hitting her like a tidal wave. It ripped through her like a breaking dam, soaking her body with heat, pleasure, humiliation. Her diaper caught everything. No freedom. No dignity. Just release. Just mess. 

She collapsed against the table, body twitching, sweat slick against her powdered skin. 

Miss April didn’t stop touching her until she was fully spent. 

Then she leaned in and kissed her forehead. 

“There,” she whispered. “Now you’ve learned what a good girl earns.” 

She strapped the diaper tighter around her hips. 

“Clean or not… your sissy clit only cums in crinkles now.” 


Chapter Ten: Sissy Meets Sissy 


The next morning, Lala was in a fog of warmth and humiliation. 

Her orgasm from the night before had left her sore, squishy, and exhausted in the best possible way. She’d spent the night cradled in her crib, plugged, freshly diapered, and pacified, her body slowly soaking through the first layer of the triple stack Miss April had so lovingly wrapped around her. She hadn’t been changed. Not yet. 

That was part of the lesson. 

Even rewards came with consequences. 

Miss April greeted her that morning in full leather—a tight corset that hugged her waist, high-heeled boots that echoed like thunder across the nursery floor, and a short riding crop tucked under one arm. 

She unlocked the crib, reached inside, and cupped the bulging front of Lala’s diaper. 

“Still soggy,” she said. “That’s a good girl.” 

Lala whimpered softly behind her pacifier, blushing, thighs twitching around the heavy bulk. Her arms stretched instinctively upward—reaching for closeness, for affection. 

Miss April allowed it—for a moment. 

Then she pulled back, tugging the leash from the wall hook. 

“No change yet, baby. You’ve got a visitor today.” 

Lala blinked. 

A… visitor? 

She didn’t have time to process it. Miss April tugged the leash gently, forcing her to crawl out of the crib. Her knees ached, her mittens were locked back on, and her pacifier strap was tightened behind her head. 

No words. No protests. 

Only obedience. 

Miss April led her through the halls like a pet, pausing only once to brush Lala’s hair into soft pigtails and clip pink bows above each ear. 

“She’ll like you better cute,” Miss April said with a knowing smirk. 

They entered the Sunroom—a large, glass-walled space flooded with light. Thick rugs covered the floor, and padded blankets were arranged in a soft play area. Stuffed animals. A baby bouncer. A low shelf filled with vibrators and plush paddles and jars of suppositories disguised in pastel colors. 

And in the center of it all, sitting with her back to the door, was another sissy. 

Lala’s breath caught in her throat. 

She had short, dyed-pink hair. A white onesie stretched tight across her back, the ruffles of her diaper peeking from beneath. Her posture was delicate, legs folded underneath her, thumb in her mouth. 

She turned when she heard the door. 

Their eyes met. 

Something flickered in her gaze—curiosity, recognition… and something darker. 

Miss April guided Lala to the center of the room and tugged her to a stop beside the other girl. 

“This,” she said simply, “is Bunni.” 

The other sissy smiled around her pacifier and offered a shy wave. Lala lowered her head instinctively. The other girl radiated… control. Not dominance, but submission so deep it had become a kind of power. She liked being a baby. Lived for it. She was comfortable in her shame. 

Lala felt small in comparison. 

Miss April knelt between them. 

“You two will be playmates today. But not in the way normal babies play.” 

She looked at Lala. 

“You’re going to be compared.” 

Lala’s eyes widened. 

Miss April stood and clapped her hands. “Bunni, show her what good girls do.” 

Bunni crawled forward obediently, turned her back to Miss April, and arched slightly—displaying her diapered bottom like a trained pet. 

Miss April unfastened one tape, reached in, and pulled out the plug. 

It gleamed. Thick. Covered in slick. 

She showed it to Lala. 

“Every morning, Bunni wakes up filled and dripping. Just like you. But Bunni asks for hers.” 

She knelt beside Lala, pulled her diaper back, and checked her plug. 

Still buzzing faintly. 

Miss April slid it out and replaced it with a new one—longer, colder, shaped with a cruel curve that made Lala moan through her gag. 

“No hands,” she warned. “If you grind in front of Bunni, you’ll get the paddle.” 

Bunni giggled. 

And Lala wanted to vanish. 

But her body betrayed her. 

The plug pulsed. 

Her diaper pressed tight. 

And heat bloomed in her belly. 

Miss April stepped back and snapped her fingers. 

“You two are going to crawl in a circle,” she said. “Ten laps. Every lap, I’ll inspect your diaper. Bunni’s already wet. If you aren’t by lap five…” 

She let the threat hang. 

Lala crawled. 

Bunni crawled. 

Their diapers crinkled together, hips swaying under the rhythm of submission. Miss April watched, occasionally snapping to trigger their plugs. Each buzz made Lala moan. Each lap made her ache. 

By lap four, she was leaking. 

By lap five, she was soaked. 

Miss April beamed. 

“Perfect,” she said. “My babies are so obedient.” 

She brought out two pacifier bottles filled with pink liquid. 

“Crawl to your partner. Feed her.” 

Lala hesitated. 

But Bunni didn’t. 

She crawled over, pressed the bottle to Lala’s lips, and held it steady while Lala suckled—heart pounding, tears stinging her eyes as she drank something sweet, thick, and slightly dizzying. 

Then they swapped. 

By the time both bottles were empty, Lala’s body was warm and soft and floating. 

The drugs weren’t strong. Just enough to relax. To regress. 

Miss April clapped once. 

“Now kiss.” 

Lala blinked. 

Bunni didn’t wait. 

She crawled forward, cupped Lala’s padded crotch gently, and pressed her lips against Lala’s cheek. Then lower. To her neck. Her mouth. Her pacifier. 

Their tongues met through plastic. 

Their diapers squished. 

And Miss April laughed. 

“That’s what I love,” she purred. “Two perfect sissies. Both ruined. Both wet. Both mine.” 


Chapter Eleven: Bound in Babyhood 


Lala had never been this close to anyone before. 

Not since her transformation. Not since her dignity had been stripped away, her control taken, her manhood locked away and forgotten. And now she was curled beside Bunni on the padded nursery floor, their diapers warm and squishy, their limbs tangled together under Miss April’s watchful gaze. 

Miss April had turned the lights low. 

She wanted them calm. Submissive. Receptive. 

The drugs in the bottles were working—clouding Lala’s thoughts with soft, slow waves of heat and helplessness. Everything felt slow. Dreamlike. Each crinkle, each squish, each plug vibration was magnified until it filled her entire world. 

She couldn’t tell if it was fear or comfort. 

Maybe both. 

Miss April knelt beside them, her long fingers brushing down Lala’s spine. Then Bunni’s. 

“Today, you two are going to learn how to serve,” she whispered. “Not just me. But each other.” 

She reached into a basket and withdrew two soft leather cuffs, already chained together with a short length of pastel-pink chain. 

“Hands forward.” 

Lala obeyed. 

So did Bunni. 

The cuffs were strapped to their wrists and locked, binding them together palm-to-palm. They wouldn’t be able to crawl without coordinating. Couldn’t wipe. Couldn’t resist. Couldn’t do anything alone. 

Then came the leg restraints—two padded bands clipped around their inner thighs and linked together with a rubber cord. It forced their movements to sync. If one crawled too fast or too slow, they’d both stumble. 

“You will learn to be babies together,” Miss April said. “Because a sissy alone is pathetic. But two together? That’s entertainment.” 

She rolled out a soft mat and placed a collection of baby toys between them—rattles, plush plugs, oversized pacifiers, and bottles filled with milky, unknown fluid. 

Lala didn’t ask what was in them. 

She had learned not to ask. 

“Now listen carefully,” Miss April said, circling them slowly like a predator. “Bunni is going to help you with your plug. And you are going to hold still and take it. Then it’s your turn.” 

Lala whimpered. 

Bunni smiled behind her pacifier gag. 

Miss April reached down, unfastened the back of Lala’s diaper, and exposed the base of the plug. She applied a thick gel—cool at first, then tingling—before taking Lala’s mittened hand and placing it over Bunni’s plug. 

“Watch each other,” she whispered. “This is your mirror now.” 

Bunni crawled behind her, pressed her body close, and with slow, teasing fingers, began rocking the plug in and out of Lala’s stretched, trembling hole. 

Lala moaned. 

The sound was high-pitched. Feminine. Weak. 

Her diaper shifted beneath her, squishing with every breath. The plug twisted, pressed, returned. Again and again, Bunni teased her, building the pressure until Lala was trembling. 

But Bunni didn’t finish her. 

She stopped. 

And then, without needing instruction, Lala mimicked. 

She turned behind Bunni, her arms still bound, and moved in unison to press and stroke Bunni’s own plug—learning its angles, its weight. Her fingers were clumsy in the mittens, but she felt Bunni moan against her. 

They weren’t just playing. 

They were training. 

They were becoming each other’s tools. 

Miss April sat in her velvet chair, legs crossed, riding crop across her lap. 

“I should auction you both,” she said softly. “Two matched sissy pets. Diapered. Plugged. Fully dependent. Fully owned.” 

Lala whimpered again. 

Bunni leaned in, whispered past her gag, “You like this, don’t you?” 

Lala nodded. 

No shame. 

Only heat. 

After the training, Miss April guided them back to the crib—together. Still bound, still gagged, still squishy and hot between their thighs. She lifted them in, one after the other, and adjusted the restraints so they lay face-to-face. 

“Tonight you’ll sleep like this,” she murmured. “Your diapers will leak. Your plugs will vibrate. And in the morning…” 

She reached down and pressed the sync button on the remote. 

Both plugs hummed to life—at the same time. 

Bunni gasped. 

Lala cried out behind her gag. 

“…you’ll both wake up in puddles.” 

She shut the crib and dimmed the lights. 

The nursery fell into silence. 

Except for the buzzing. 

And the quiet, shared moans of two diapered, bound sissies locked in babyhood… together. 


Chapter Twelve: The Auction Preview 


The nursery smelled of powder, plastic, and fear. 

Lala stood side by side with Bunni in the dressing room, their wrists cuffed to polished steel bars, pacifier gags locked in place, and fresh triple-diapers strapped snug between their thighs. Each girl had been washed, lotioned, powdered, and repadded under Miss April’s strict supervision—but they weren’t being dressed. 

They were being prepared. 

“Tonight is the auction preview,” Miss April said calmly as she paced in front of them in stilettos and black latex. “Not the real sale—yet. But my clients need a taste. A look. A performance.” 

She stopped in front of Bunni and pinched her cheek. 

“And they’ll get what they paid for.” 

Lala’s heart pounded. 

She knew what the auction was. Miss April had whispered about it during her first week—how select sissies were displayed to elite buyers across the dark net. How some were leased. Some sold. Some kept. 

Not every sissy was lucky enough to stay with their first Mommy. 

Lala didn’t want to be sold. 

But she couldn’t stop it. 

“Outfits,” Miss April said. 

Two assistants entered—women in matching red corsets and heels—each carrying trays. On each tray: a matching uniform. 

Pink ballet booties. Soft thigh-high lace socks. Corseted tops with open breasts and puffed shoulders. Ribbons. Collars. Plugs attached to silken sissy tails. 

The diapers stayed. 

Miss April waved a hand. 

“Dress them.” 

The assistants descended with mechanical efficiency, unclipping cuffs, positioning limbs, tightening the corsets until Lala whimpered. Her breasts—grown slightly from months of hormones—were exposed through heart-shaped cutouts. Her collar was locked with a new tag: 

LOT 07. FULLY REGRESSED. DIAPER DEPENDENT. 

Bunni’s read: LOT 06. TOY TRAINED. PLUG OBEDIENT. 

They were no longer girls. 

They were products. 

Miss April walked behind them, adjusting tails, tapping plugs, straightening their postures. 

Then came the final piece. 

Two soft hoods—pink leather, with open mouths and blinders around the eyes. 

Lala flinched as it was slid over her head. 

“I want you focused only on the stage,” Miss April whispered. “You don’t need to see the buyers. You just need to perform for them.” 

The room blurred behind the blinders. All she could see was straight ahead. All she could feel was the pulse of the plug inside her, the tightness of her corset, and the dripping heat of her diaper. 

Miss April clipped their leashes together and led them out. 

The auction preview room was cold. 

Stone floors. Velvet chairs arranged in a half-moon. Red curtains. A single spotlight aimed at the low platform in the center. Cameras were already on. Soft jazz played in the background. 

Buyers were seated. 

Men in suits. Women in evening gowns. A couple with matching masks and gloved hands. They sipped wine and watched the stage like it was the opera. 

Lala heard a whisper as she was brought out: 

“Is that the new one? The one who begged to cum in her diaper?” 

“Triple diapered. Completely dependent. Mommy-trained.” 

“Mmm. Worth every credit.” 

Miss April led Bunni and Lala to the center of the platform. 

“Welcome, esteemed guests,” she said, voice smooth and rich with command. “Tonight, I give you a preview of obedience. Two perfect diapered sissies. Fully owned. Fully trained. Fully used.” 

She snapped her fingers. 

Lala and Bunni dropped to their knees in sync. 

Gasps. Laughter. Applause. 

Miss April pulled out her remote and tapped a button. 

Both plugs vibrated hard. 

Lala whimpered, hips jerking. Bunni moaned behind her gag. 

“They are synced,” Miss April said. “When one responds, the other feels it.” 

The buyers leaned forward. 

One of the women—tall, statuesque, her dress slit nearly to the hip—raised her hand. 

“Demonstrate,” she purred. 

Miss April nodded. 

“Bunni. Crawl forward. Lick her diaper.” 

Bunni obeyed instantly, crawling to Lala’s front, pressing her mouth to the thick padding, and dragging her tongue slowly across the front with wet, audible strokes. 

Lala cried out, hips bucking, the vibrations inside her suddenly relentless. 

“She’s so responsive,” a masked man whispered. 

“She’s perfect.” 

Miss April walked in a circle around them. 

“They are plug-trained. Gag-broken. And they crave humiliation. If sold, they will arrive with full supply lists and care instructions. Or, for the right offer…” 

She stopped in front of Lala. 

“…they can be leased for one night of private inspection.” 

The room stirred. 

Lala’s vision blurred. 

One night? 

Alone? 

With a stranger? 

She shivered—but didn’t resist. Didn’t crawl away. 

Because this was who she was now. 

A diapered sissy toy. 

Lot 07. 

On display. 

Backstage, after the show, Miss April sat them side by side on a padded bench. Their diapers were heavy again—wet from the performance, from the arousal, from the milk they'd been fed earlier. But she didn’t change them. 

She crouched instead and kissed each of them softly on the cheek. 

“You both did beautifully,” she whispered. “But only one of you will be mine forever.” 

Lala’s heart stopped. 

Bunni leaned against her, still smiling. 

Only one? 

Miss April ran her fingers between Lala’s legs, pressing into the sodden warmth. 

“Which one of you will beg harder to stay?” 

Her fingers pressed again. 

And Lala’s answer was simple. 

She would do anything. 


Chapter Thirteen: Prove You Belong 


Lala was alone again. 

Not in her crib. Not in the soft nursery with toys and lullabies. This was different. Cold tile beneath her knees. Metal bars behind her. A dim bulb above, buzzing softly. Her diaper was soaked—unchanged since the auction preview the night before. Her corset had been removed, but the gag remained, locked tight behind her head. The plug still buzzed occasionally. Teasing her. Mocking her. 

There was no Bunni here. 

No Miss April. 

Only silence and the shame of being set aside. 

“Only one of you will be mine forever.” 

The words echoed like a knife twisting in her heart. Miss April hadn’t punished her. Not directly. But this isolation—this absence—was worse. It was the cruelest discipline: uncertainty. 

Was she being replaced? 

Had she failed? 

She shifted slightly, the soggy diaper squishing between her thighs. She hadn’t even been checked. Not once. She was just… waiting. Leaking. Slowly unraveling. 

The door opened. 

Footsteps. 

Sharp. Measured. Confident. 

Miss April entered the room dressed in clinical white—latex gloves, long coat, hair tied back in a tight braid. She looked less like a Mommy now, and more like a doctor. A handler. 

Lala sat up straighter, eyes wide behind her blinders. 

“Look at you,” Miss April said, her voice cool and professional. “Still soaked. Still messy. Still silent.” 

She knelt in front of Lala and removed the gag with slow fingers. 

“Speak.” 

Lala blinked. Her voice came out hoarse, cracked. 

“Th-thank you, Mommy…” 

“For what?” 

“For… for coming.” 

Miss April nodded. “Do you want to be mine?” 

“Yes, Mommy. Please. I’ll do anything. I—I need to be yours.” 

“Why?” 

Lala’s lips trembled. 

“Because without you… I’m just a leaking diaper sissy no one wants.” 

A long silence followed. 

Then, slowly, Miss April smiled. 

“Good girl.” 

She stood and walked to the counter at the back of the room, removing a long plastic tray covered in velvet. 

Lala couldn’t see what was on it. 

But she heard the sound. 

Click.
Metal on glass.
Rubber stretching. 

Miss April turned. 

On the tray: three items. 

A large pink pacifier with a built-in strap. 

A syringe. 

And a branding wand—small, silver, shaped like a heart at the tip. 

Lala’s breath hitched. 

“Final test,” Miss April said calmly. “Take the syringe and lock yourself in diaper-dependence forever. You’ll never hold anything again.” 

Lala’s stomach twisted. 

“But—Mommy, I already—I’m already—” 

“Temporary,” she interrupted. “Medicated. Trained. But reversible.” 

She held up the syringe. 

“This will end that.” 

Lala stared at it. 

If she took it… she’d never be able to hold her bladder again. Never even feel the urge. She’d wet in her sleep, in public, in silence, without warning or control. It would define her. It would be forever. 

Miss April raised a brow. 

“I want you to beg for it.” 

Lala’s voice shook. 

“Please… please Mommy… I want it.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t deserve control. I’m just a soggy sissy baby. I want to leak forever… so you never have to ask. So I’m always wet. Always yours.” 

Miss April stepped forward and handed her the syringe. 

“Then prove it.” 

Lala held it in mittened hands. Awkward. Shaking. 

Miss April guided it to her thigh. 

“Push.” 

She did. 

The needle slid in. 

She felt the burn. 

Then the warmth. 

Then nothing. 

Miss April watched it disappear, then removed it carefully and bandaged her thigh. 

“It’s done,” she said softly. “In twenty-four hours… you’ll never feel control again.” 

She kissed Lala’s forehead. 

“Now the mark.” 

She lifted the branding wand, heated it in a small flame, then pressed it just above Lala’s right hip. 

Lala screamed. 

White-hot pain seared her skin. Her diaper crinkled as she writhed, but she didn’t fight. She didn’t pull away. 

She took it. 

And when it was done, she collapsed into Miss April’s arms, shaking, sobbing. 

Miss April stroked her hair. 

“You’re mine now. Forever. No auction. No transfer. No doubt.” 

She smiled. 

“I don’t sell what’s priceless.”


The Cage He Built for Her: A Dark ABDL Daddy Dom Captivity Romance

Forced Regression, Diaper Discipline & Psychological Domination


Introduction 


She was spoiled, reckless, and completely untamed—until Daddy stepped in to take control. 

Dahlia Beaumont had always gotten everything she wanted. Rich, beautiful, and hopelessly defiant, she never faced consequences… until Dominic Wolfe. 

Dominic is powerful, commanding, and utterly unyielding. He sees exactly what Dahlia needs: discipline, structure, and complete surrender. Piece by piece, he strips away her independence, replacing defiance with obedience, arrogance with submission, and pride with shameful desire. 

As Dominic’s hold deepens, Dahlia’s resistance crumbles into a dark, twisted craving. She learns to cherish the humiliation of thick diapers beneath innocent dresses, to beg Daddy for punishment and praise, to ache for the kind of intimate dominance only Dominic can provide. 

But what begins as punishment quickly evolves into a raw, consuming romance. Dominic isn’t just training Dahlia—he’s teaching her to love being utterly helpless in his hands. 

Now Dahlia has a choice: fight to reclaim her independence or surrender completely to Daddy’s tender, relentless domination. 

Warning: This dark Daddy-Dom romance contains explicit ABDL themes, humiliation, diapers, public discipline, anal play, BDSM, and intense psychological submission. Intended only for adult readers who crave deeply emotional, explicit dark romance. 


Chapter One: Taken by the Wolf 


Dahlia Beaumont never thought she’d be standing here—small, helpless, and about to lose everything. But life had a funny way of bringing even the most spoiled princess to her knees. 

She watched from across the room as her father sat stiffly behind his mahogany desk, his face weary, defeated. Dominic Wolfe, on the other hand, stood casually beside him. Dominic’s posture was a stark contrast to her father’s anxiousness—relaxed, confident, composed. Dangerous. 

She hated how her heart raced every time Dominic was near. How her pulse quickened under the weight of those ice-blue eyes that always looked through her, exposing every vulnerability she tried desperately to hide. 

Dominic was an older man, early forties, with raven-black hair flecked elegantly with silver. His body was strong, powerful beneath tailored suits that whispered of wealth and authority. A man who never had to raise his voice to assert dominance; his mere presence demanded submission. 

"Dahlia," her father began hesitantly, avoiding her eyes. "We need to talk about your recent behavior." 

Dahlia folded her arms, impatiently tapping one high-heeled shoe. Today she wore a short, figure-hugging red dress that barely concealed her lush curves, her long golden hair cascading down her back in perfect waves. Her green eyes flashed defiantly. "Which part, Dad? The drinking? The parties? Or my scandalous Instagram?" 

Dominic smirked slightly. "All of the above, I believe." 

Her jaw tightened. "No one asked you, Dominic." 

His gaze darkened slightly. "Someone needs to step in. Clearly, your father isn’t capable." 

"Dahlia," her father interrupted before she could fire back. "This can’t continue. You’re twenty-four. It’s time to learn accountability." 

She laughed sharply. "And Dominic’s the man to teach me? Come on, Dad." 

Dominic took a step toward her, closing the distance. Her breath hitched, her body betraying her anger with a slight shiver. His voice softened, a tone both commanding and dangerously tender. "It seems no one else has ever told you no, Dahlia. Someone should." 

She lifted her chin defiantly. "And I suppose that someone is you?" 

Dominic reached inside his jacket, withdrawing an envelope. "Actually, yes." 

Her father sighed heavily. "I had no choice, Dahlia. After last night’s fiasco, Dominic is your legal guardian, at least temporarily." 

She blinked, disbelief quickly turning into rage. "You gave him custody of me? I’m a grown woman!" 

Dominic’s calm was infuriating. "Legally, yes. Emotionally and behaviorally? Hardly. You behave like a spoiled little girl." 

Anger surged through her, hot and uncontrollable. "Fuck you!" 

Dominic raised a calm eyebrow. "Careful, sweetheart. Keep up that attitude, and you’ll find out exactly how Daddy handles disrespect." 

Her heart skipped painfully. Something inside her twisted shamefully at the word "Daddy," something that made her thighs clench involuntarily. She cursed her traitorous body. 

"You’re not my fucking Daddy," she spat. 

Dominic’s lips twitched into a small, confident smile. "Yet." 

Before she could reply, he smoothly turned to her father. "Thank you. I’ll handle things from here." 

Her father avoided her gaze, waving them off wearily. "Just behave, Dahlia. Dominic has full control now." 

Dominic’s large hand curled firmly around her wrist, guiding her out. She struggled, heels digging into the floor, but his grip was unyielding. 

"Let go of me!" she hissed. 

"Not a chance," Dominic replied calmly, guiding her firmly toward his waiting car. "The days of you getting whatever you want are over." 

The drive to his private estate was silent, tense. Dahlia sat stiffly, glaring out the window, refusing to acknowledge him. Dominic drove smoothly, as if completely unbothered by her tantrums. 

His estate was hidden away, an opulent mansion surrounded by tall, protective trees—private, secluded, utterly isolated. Dominic guided her inside, shutting the heavy oak door behind them. 

He turned to face her, calmly rolling up his sleeves. The action drew her eyes to the strong lines of his forearms, his large hands, and sent a shameful pulse of heat down her spine. 

"Dahlia, listen carefully. I’m a patient man. But if you continue to misbehave, you’ll quickly discover how strict I can be." 

She crossed her arms stubbornly. "I’m not scared of you." 

He smiled calmly. "Oh, I think you are, sweetheart. But you’re also curious. I think you want to know how far Daddy will go." 

She scoffed, turning away. "You’re disgusting." 

Dominic’s voice sharpened. "Come here." 

She hesitated, defiance in her eyes. "No." 

He sighed, stepping forward. Before she could react, he gripped her upper arm and pulled her to him, easily overpowering her struggles. 

"Disobedience will not be tolerated," he said softly, voice dangerously controlled. 

Without warning, he sat down on a nearby plush chair and smoothly pulled her across his lap. Dahlia gasped, struggling helplessly, heart racing. 

"Stop it!" she shrieked. 

Dominic calmly lifted the hem of her short dress, baring the smooth curve of her ass, barely covered by a skimpy lace thong. He peeled it down her thighs, exposing her completely, and she whimpered helplessly, humiliation washing over her. 

"I told you," Dominic said quietly, his hand caressing her bare skin softly, "disrespect has consequences." 

The first slap landed sharp and hot, drawing a startled cry from Dahlia’s lips. Dominic spanked her slowly, methodically, each slap sending heat flooding her skin, her body squirming involuntarily beneath his hand. 

"Please," she whimpered softly, tears burning in her eyes. 

Dominic ignored her, spanking harder, forcing helpless sobs from her throat until her resistance shattered. Finally, when her sobs became pleading, he stopped, gently stroking her now-red skin. 

"Are you ready to behave?" he asked softly, fingers tracing soothing circles. 

She nodded, trembling. "Yes," she whispered hoarsely. 

He gently lifted her from his lap, cradling her tenderly against his chest. Her pride wanted her to resist, to scream, to run—but her body melted against him, desperate for the comfort he offered. 

Dominic carried her carefully upstairs to a luxurious bedroom. He stripped away her dress, leaving her utterly naked, vulnerable, shaking. 

His eyes roamed over her body appreciatively. "Beautiful," he murmured softly. 

She whimpered quietly as he guided her to the large bed, gently but firmly helping her into soft pajamas—shorts and a matching top in delicate pastel colors she would never have chosen herself. Her body still burned with humiliation, yet his gentle care was strangely intoxicating. 

Dominic tucked her into bed, sitting beside her, stroking her hair gently. His voice was soft, soothing, commanding. 

"From now on, Dahlia, Daddy will make all the decisions. You don’t have to worry anymore. You just have to behave." 

She looked away, cheeks flushed with shame. "I hate you." 

He smiled softly, almost fondly. "No, you don’t. But you’ll fight it for a while. That’s okay—I like breaking brats like you." 

He leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead, his voice a dark, intimate whisper. "Soon, you’ll beg Daddy to keep you." 

Dahlia shivered helplessly as he rose, turning off the lights and leaving her alone in the darkness. 

She lay awake, heart racing, body sore yet shamefully aroused, unable to deny the truth in Dominic’s words. 

She knew she should run. Fight. Resist. 

But deep down, in places she would never admit, Dahlia already knew the truth: 

Dominic Wolfe had already won. 

And worse, she secretly loved it. 


Chapter Two: Daddy’s First Rules 


Dahlia awoke slowly, the soft morning sunlight filtering gently through sheer curtains. For a blissful second, everything felt normal—warm, comfortable, safe. Until reality flooded back, burning humiliation spreading across her skin. 

Her pulse raced, body flushing at the memories of Dominic’s firm hands spanking her bare bottom. She shifted gingerly beneath the silky sheets, wincing at the faint sting still lingering on her backside. Last night had been humiliating beyond anything she'd experienced—yet her traitorous body reacted shamefully, a slow, deep ache pulsing between her thighs. 

Dominic Wolfe was already breaking her. 

A soft knock at the bedroom door jolted her back to the present. Before she could answer, Dominic entered calmly, holding a tray carrying a simple, carefully prepared breakfast. He wore dark slacks and a casual white shirt, sleeves rolled up neatly to reveal strong forearms. Her heartbeat quickened against her will. 

"Good morning, Dahlia," he said softly, setting the tray down beside the bed. "Sleep well?" 

She crossed her arms, glaring. "You mean after you humiliated me?" 

He raised a dark eyebrow, unfazed. "After you learned your first lesson." 

She flushed deeply, averting her eyes. "Go to hell, Dominic." 

His lips twitched slightly. "Still so defiant. You truly are stubborn, aren't you?" 

Dominic reached out, gently but firmly cupping her chin, tilting her head up until she met his gaze. His thumb stroked softly over her cheek, sending a humiliatingly pleasant shiver down her spine. 

"Dahlia," he murmured softly, "I understand your resistance. You've spent your entire life without discipline. But Daddy's here now, and things will be different." 

She jerked away, embarrassed by her body's response. "Stop calling yourself that." 

Dominic chuckled softly, patient and unbothered. "Oh, sweetheart, you'll beg to call me Daddy soon enough." 

He picked up the breakfast tray, sitting carefully at her bedside. Without giving her a chance to argue, he lifted a bite of food to her lips. 

"Open," he commanded gently. 

She glared, refusing to obey. Dominic sighed softly. "We can do this the hard way if you prefer." 

His tone promised consequences, making her pulse quicken nervously. Reluctantly, she parted her lips, allowing him to feed her. His dark eyes watched intently as she swallowed, a pleased smile curling his lips. 

"Good girl," he praised softly, warmth spreading embarrassingly through her chest. 

She hated how his approval made her feel—small, vulnerable, desperate for more. 

When breakfast finished, Dominic calmly moved to the wardrobe, withdrawing carefully folded clothes. 

"Time to get dressed," he said quietly, unfolding a soft, baby-blue cotton dress with subtle lace edging—innocent, youthful, humiliatingly sweet. 

She shook her head sharply. "I’m not wearing that." 

Dominic sighed softly, placing the dress gently on the bed. "Come here, Dahlia." 

She hesitated, defiance flickering in her eyes, but Dominic remained calmly insistent, waiting patiently until she slowly stood, body tense with embarrassment. 

He stepped close, brushing her tangled golden hair back from her flushed cheeks. "Daddy knows best, Dahlia," he whispered softly, voice darkly seductive, fingers gently stroking along her jawline. "You’ll wear what I choose, behave how I tell you, and eventually, you'll love every second of it." 

She trembled slightly beneath his touch, shameful heat pooling low in her belly. 

Slowly, Dominic removed her pajamas, baring her completely. Her skin flushed deeply, embarrassment warring with arousal as his dark eyes roamed hungrily over her exposed curves. 

He then carefully slipped soft cotton panties up her trembling thighs, settling them snugly around her hips. Next came the humiliatingly innocent dress, the delicate fabric brushing softly against her sensitive skin, reminding her of just how powerless she was now. 

Dominic led her gently downstairs, guiding her to a spacious living room furnished comfortably but expensively—dark leather couches, thick rugs, large windows overlooking the secluded grounds. 

"You’ll spend your days here, Dahlia," he said calmly, showing her around. "You’re not allowed upstairs without permission. You don't touch money or leave without my approval. And from now on, you ask Daddy for permission before you do anything." 

Her face burned fiercely. "You can’t do this to me." 

Dominic's lips curved into a small, confident smile. "I already have." 

Frustration and anger surged through her, and without thinking, she snapped defiantly, "Fuck off." 

Dominic's eyes darkened immediately, jaw tightening slightly. "Watch your tone, Dahlia." 

She lifted her chin defiantly, pulse racing. "Or what?" 

Dominic moved so quickly she barely had time to gasp, grabbing her wrist and dragging her smoothly to a nearby armchair. In seconds, Dahlia found herself bent over his knee again, heart slamming in her chest. 

"No! Dominic, please—" 

But Dominic ignored her pleas, calmly lifting the hem of her pretty dress and pulling down the soft panties, baring her completely once more. Shameful tears pricked her eyes. 

"Clearly, yesterday’s lesson wasn't enough," he murmured darkly. "Daddy will teach you again." 

The spanking was harder this time, each slap sharp, slow, deliberate. Dahlia's cries quickly turned into desperate sobs, her resistance crumbling beneath Dominic's relentless discipline. 

When he finally stopped, her bottom burned fiercely, humiliation coursing through her veins. Dominic gently stroked her tender skin, murmuring soothingly, "I don’t enjoy punishing you, Dahlia, but disobedience won’t be tolerated." 

She whimpered softly, completely broken. "I’m sorry," she whispered shakily. 

Dominic gently turned her, lifting her carefully into his lap, cradling her trembling body against his powerful chest. He stroked her hair softly, whispering quiet reassurances, letting her sob helplessly into his embrace. 

"Shh, baby girl," he murmured gently. "Daddy’s here. You don’t have to be strong anymore. Just let go." 

Slowly, her sobs quieted, her resistance crumbling. Dominic tilted her chin up gently, wiping away her tears with his thumb. 

"From now on, when you misbehave, Daddy will have to punish you, Dahlia," he said softly. "But when you're good, I'll give you pleasures you've never dreamed of." 

Her breath caught softly, shameful heat pulsing low in her belly. Dominic smiled knowingly, fingers stroking softly down her spine. 

"Come," he said, rising smoothly and lifting her effortlessly into his arms. "Let’s get you settled again." 

He carried her gently upstairs, laying her softly onto the large bed. Before she could protest, Dominic calmly retrieved something from the dresser—something thick, soft, crinkling subtly as he unfolded it. 

Her stomach twisted in humiliation as realization dawned. "No—Dominic, please don’t—" 

"Shh," Dominic soothed gently, settling the humiliating diaper carefully beneath her trembling hips. "This is for your own good. You can’t be trusted yet." 

She whimpered helplessly as Dominic slowly fastened it around her, sealing her humiliation firmly in place. Her cheeks burned fiercely as he stroked her gently, praising softly, "Such a good girl, Dahlia. Daddy’s proud." 

Despite everything, warmth flooded her at his approval, her body traitorously responding to his gentle dominance. 

Dominic leaned down, softly pressing a gentle kiss to her trembling lips, whispering tenderly, "From now on, Dahlia, every choice is Daddy's. Your only job is obedience." 

She shivered softly, utterly helpless beneath his control, realizing that Dominic Wolfe wasn't just dominating her body—he was slowly, irrevocably, capturing her heart. 

And as he gently stroked her hair, murmuring quiet praise, Dahlia knew without a doubt that soon enough she'd beg for his discipline, his approval, and his love. 

She was already halfway there. 

Because Dominic Wolfe wasn't just her captor, her guardian, or even her lover. 

He was Daddy. 

And deep down, Dahlia was beginning to realize that was exactly what she'd always secretly craved. 


Chapter Three: Deepening Daddy’s Hold 


Dahlia woke with a soft moan, warmth flooding her cheeks as she realized exactly where she was. Her bedroom, Dominic’s bedroom now, was bathed in morning sunlight, luxurious yet deceptively gentle, a stark contrast to the darkness that had taken hold of her life. The thick diaper around her hips was an embarrassing, undeniable reminder that Dominic was slowly but surely erasing every trace of her adulthood. 

She shifted, feeling her cheeks flush deeper at the quiet rustle of padding beneath the sheets. Her bottom still felt tender from Dominic’s punishment the night before, and despite the embarrassment, her pussy pulsed with a shameful, uncontrollable need. 

As if sensing her awakening, the bedroom door swung open, and Dominic stepped inside, composed and commanding in his impeccably tailored suit. His icy-blue eyes darkened appreciatively as they slowly roamed over her exposed form beneath the thin sheets. 

“Good morning, little girl,” Dominic murmured, his voice calm yet edged with that subtle dominance she had begun to crave. 

Dahlia shifted shyly, her gaze dropping, humiliation warring with arousal as she whispered softly, "Good morning, Daddy." 

Dominic smiled gently, his approval washing warmly over her. He moved closer, slowly lowering himself onto the edge of the bed. His large hand gently traced the outline of her hip beneath the covers, sending a delicious shiver down her spine. 

"Are you ready for your first day of Daddy’s rules, sweetheart?" 

She nodded hesitantly, unable to deny the flutter of excitement and anxiety in her belly. 

Dominic carefully peeled back the sheets, exposing her body dressed only in the humiliatingly thick diaper he’d placed her in. His eyes darkened slightly, drinking in the sight of her helplessness. 

"I’m going to teach you something important today," he murmured, voice soft and devastatingly intimate. "I’m going to show you exactly how good it feels to surrender everything to Daddy." 

Dahlia’s pulse quickened, breath hitching sharply as Dominic’s fingers trailed slowly down her bare thigh, teasing along the edges of the thick padding. "I don’t… I don’t understand," she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation and shame. 

Dominic leaned closer, lips brushing against her ear. "You don’t have to, sweetheart. You just have to trust Daddy." 

Before she could reply, Dominic slowly peeled back the tapes, exposing her bare, already soaked pussy. Her cheeks flushed crimson at the humiliating wetness, evidence of just how thoroughly Daddy had already trained her body. 

Dominic chuckled softly, voice thick with satisfaction. "Look at you, Dahlia. You’re already soaking wet for me." 

She whimpered softly, burying her face in the pillow, embarrassment overwhelming her even as she parted her thighs willingly, inviting Daddy’s touch. Dominic groaned softly, fingers gently exploring her slick folds, teasingly stroking her sensitive clit. 

"Such a desperate little girl," he whispered tenderly, pressing soft kisses along her inner thigh. "So needy, so helpless for Daddy’s touch." 

She trembled beneath him, body arching instinctively as Dominic expertly teased her swollen clit, sliding two fingers deep inside her tight, dripping pussy. 

"Please, Daddy," she whimpered softly, shame forgotten beneath the overwhelming waves of pleasure. "I need you… I need more." 

Dominic smiled against her skin, continuing his slow, torturous strokes. "Soon, sweetheart. But first, Daddy has rules for you." 

He withdrew his fingers, leaving her empty, achingly desperate. She whimpered at the loss, watching helplessly as Dominic moved toward the dresser, retrieving a sleek black box. 

"This," he said quietly, lifting the lid to reveal a beautiful, slender silver plug, "is going to remind you of your place, all day." 

Her eyes widened in anxious anticipation. Dominic carefully lubricated the plug, gently coaxing her legs apart before slowly sliding the cold metal into her tightest hole. She gasped sharply, shuddering at the stretch, humiliation and arousal blending into something unbearably intense. 

Dominic smiled approvingly, gently refastening her diaper, securing the thick padding firmly in place. He slowly pulled her up, supporting her trembling frame. 

"Now, you’ll feel Daddy’s ownership every single second," he murmured, pressing a tender kiss to her forehead. "Come, baby girl. Daddy has plans for you." 

Dominic dressed her carefully in a soft, humiliatingly innocent sundress—baby pink, adorned with lace, short enough to make Dahlia constantly aware of the thick padding beneath. Each step reminded her sharply of her plugged, aching body, reinforcing Dominic’s control. 

He took her hand, guiding her downstairs and toward the car waiting outside. Dahlia flushed furiously, nerves fluttering wildly in her stomach. Dominic calmly opened the passenger door, helping her inside with gentle but unyielding hands. 

The drive into town was silent, Dominic occasionally glancing at her with calm approval. The plug inside her sent constant pulses of sensation through her body, her humiliation mixing with an almost unbearable arousal. 

He took her to a beautiful, upscale restaurant, calmly guiding her to their reserved table. Dahlia’s heart raced violently as they entered, painfully aware of the diaper hidden beneath her dress, praying nobody noticed her awkward, slightly widened stance. 

Dominic calmly ordered for her, feeding her bites of food from his fork, gently wiping crumbs from her lips with a tender caress. Dahlia felt exposed, humiliated yet strangely thrilled by his openly possessive attention. 

Then, as Dominic calmly sipped his wine, his free hand slipped beneath the table, fingers pressing lightly against the thick padding between her thighs. 

She gasped softly, thighs trembling, eyes wide with panic and desperate desire. 

"Relax, sweetheart," Dominic murmured calmly, fingers teasingly tracing the outline of her humiliating padding. "Daddy’s just checking to make sure his baby girl is behaving herself." 

She whimpered softly, cheeks flaming, pulse pounding violently between her legs. Dominic's fingers teased softly, expertly rubbing slow circles against the padding, sending jolts of pleasure spiraling through her body. 

"You’re doing so well, sweetheart," Dominic praised gently, voice dripping with amused satisfaction. "If you keep behaving, Daddy will give you a reward tonight." 

Her cheeks burned hotter, pussy throbbing shamelessly beneath his subtle touch. Dominic smiled knowingly, leaning close, lips brushing her ear. 

"Just think, Dahlia—tonight, Daddy’s going to fuck you exactly how you need it," he murmured softly. "Slow, deep, and so fucking thorough that you’ll never question who owns you again." 

Dahlia whimpered softly, thighs clenching instinctively, body quivering with shameful, undeniable desire. 

She had lost everything to Dominic. 

Her independence. 

Her dignity. 

Her self-control. 

But as Daddy’s skilled fingers teased her relentlessly, she realized the humiliating truth. 

She never wanted it back. 

Because being Dominic Wolfe’s baby girl, utterly owned and dependent, felt better than anything she’d ever known. 

And as Dominic calmly paid the bill, lifting her gently from her seat, Dahlia leaned into him willingly, whispering softly against his neck, "I love you, Daddy." 

Dominic’s eyes burned darkly, lips curling into a triumphant, possessive smile. 

"I know you do, baby girl," he whispered softly, stroking her cheek tenderly. "And Daddy loves you too." 


Chapter Four: Public Punishment 


Dominic Wolfe was meticulous. Dahlia had learned that quickly. He didn’t just control her actions or choices—he controlled her world. Every step, every breath, every humiliatingly pleasurable moment was orchestrated perfectly to make sure she never forgot who owned her. 

This morning, Dominic had taken his control to a new level. He’d carefully dressed her in an innocent, short baby-blue dress, its delicate hem barely covering the thick, humiliating padding he’d sealed snugly around her trembling hips. The diaper crinkled softly with every step, reminding Dahlia constantly of how far she had fallen. 

Now, Dahlia stood nervously by Dominic’s side at a luxurious cocktail event, hosted at a lavish downtown penthouse. She shifted awkwardly, trying desperately not to think about the thick padding pressed tightly between her legs, her humiliation heightened by the vibrant crowd of elegant guests swirling around them. 

Dominic, calm and perfectly at ease, gently rested a possessive hand at the small of her back, fingers tracing lazy circles over the delicate fabric of her dress. Dahlia shivered slightly, cheeks flushing pink under his watchful gaze. 

"You look nervous, sweetheart," Dominic murmured gently, leaning close enough that his breath ghosted over her neck, making her thighs clench. "Are you worried people will notice what you’re wearing?" 

Her heart raced, panic flickering in her eyes. "Please, Dominic…not here." 

His gaze darkened slightly. "Daddy," he corrected softly, eyes never leaving hers. "You will address me properly, Dahlia." 

She swallowed, cheeks burning furiously. "Daddy," she whispered, shamefully obedient. 

Dominic’s lips curled into a pleased smile. "Good girl." 

He took her hand, gently guiding her deeper into the party, greeting acquaintances effortlessly. Dahlia stayed silent, her embarrassment mixing with a twisted kind of excitement each time Dominic introduced her simply as "my Dahlia." 

After nearly an hour, Dahlia shifted uncomfortably again, a dull ache in her bladder intensifying. She glanced nervously at Dominic, whispering softly, "Daddy…I—I need the bathroom." 

Dominic turned slightly, his gaze calm yet intense. "You know the rules, sweetheart. You wait until I say." 

She whimpered softly, anxiety flickering across her features. "Daddy, please…I can’t hold it." 

He smiled softly, reaching down to gently stroke her cheek, voice low, soothing yet firm. "You’ll hold it until I give permission, Dahlia. If you embarrass me here, you know there will be consequences." 

Dahlia’s heart hammered wildly. She clenched her thighs desperately, humiliation flooding her cheeks. "Daddy, please…" 

Dominic’s expression softened slightly. "Just a little longer, baby girl. I promise Daddy will take care of you soon." 

But soon wasn’t soon enough. Minutes dragged by, each second agonizing as Dahlia squirmed, legs trembling, body aching unbearably. She couldn’t hold back any longer, a sudden rush of warmth flooding shamefully into her diaper. 

"Oh God," she whimpered, eyes wide with horror and embarrassment. 

Dominic noticed immediately. Calmly, he gripped her elbow gently but firmly, leading her away from the crowd toward a quieter corner. His voice remained calm, controlled. "Did you have an accident, baby girl?" 

She nodded helplessly, eyes downcast, tears burning in humiliation. "Yes, Daddy." 

Dominic sighed softly, carefully brushing hair away from her flushed face. "Such a messy little girl. I warned you there would be consequences, didn’t I?" 

She trembled slightly, nodding in defeat. 

Dominic glanced calmly across the room, eyes landing on an elegantly dressed woman who smiled warmly at him. Dahlia’s stomach twisted nervously as Dominic guided her toward the woman. 

"Victoria," Dominic greeted quietly, voice smooth and confident, "my Dahlia here needs a favor." 

Victoria, a beautiful older woman with dark curls and sharp blue eyes, glanced curiously at Dahlia. "Of course, Dominic. Anything." 

Dominic calmly, deliberately, handed Victoria a small discreet bag he had carried. "Dahlia has had a little accident. She needs to be changed." 

Dahlia’s face burned fiercely, humiliation flooding through her veins. "Dominic, no—" 

Dominic’s grip on her wrist tightened slightly, his voice calm, inescapable. "This is your punishment, baby girl. You need to learn obedience." 

Victoria took Dahlia’s hand gently, calmly leading her toward a private restroom. Inside, Victoria gave Dahlia a gentle but firm look. "Lay down, sweetheart." 

Mortified beyond words, Dahlia complied shakily. Victoria carefully lifted her dress, softly reassuring her as she opened the diaper, cleaning her gently, humiliatingly, before taping a fresh diaper firmly in place. 

"Dominic knows exactly what he's doing, dear," Victoria whispered kindly. "You should be grateful to have such a caring Daddy." 

Dahlia’s cheeks burned fiercely as Victoria finished and calmly adjusted her dress. They stepped back into the crowd, Victoria leaving her side as Dominic immediately returned to her, gripping her chin gently, tilting her head upward to meet his gaze. 

"You did well, Dahlia," he murmured, voice low and possessive, approval evident in his eyes. "Now, come here." 

He led her onto a private balcony overlooking the city skyline, away from prying eyes. Dahlia’s pulse raced, her humiliation mixing intoxicatingly with desperate desire. Dominic pressed her back against the railing, his powerful body caging her in effortlessly. 

"You embarrassed yourself, sweetheart," he murmured, voice soft yet commanding. "But now, you’re going to make Daddy proud again." 

He slipped his hand beneath her skirt, fingers pressing firmly against the fresh diaper. Dahlia whimpered softly, pussy pulsing desperately beneath his skilled touch. 

Dominic smiled darkly, pressing harder against her, feeling her wetness even through the padding. "God, Dahlia…you love being Daddy’s helpless little girl, don't you?" 

"Yes," she whispered breathlessly, shameful arousal flooding her veins. 

Dominic groaned softly, pressing deeper, fingertips expertly teasing her swollen clit through the padding. Dahlia gasped breathlessly, hips instinctively grinding against his hand, needing more. 

"Daddy, please—" she whimpered, begging shamelessly. 

He pressed his lips gently to her ear, whispering darkly, "You belong entirely to me, Dahlia. Your body, your mind, your heart—they’re mine." 

She trembled violently, whimpering softly as his fingers pressed firmer, sending her hurtling helplessly toward climax. 

Dominic kissed her neck, voice dark, intimate, possessive. "Come for Daddy, sweetheart." 

Dahlia shattered, moaning desperately into his shoulder as pleasure overwhelmed her, waves of ecstasy crashing through her trembling body. Dominic held her tightly, stroking her gently, whispering soothing praise. 

"Good girl, Dahlia," he murmured softly, pressing tender kisses to her flushed skin. "Now you understand exactly how perfect obedience feels." 

And as Dahlia trembled in his arms, breathless and utterly satisfied, she realized the humiliating, exhilarating truth. 

Dominic Wolfe owned her completely now. 

Her body. 

Her mind. 

Her heart. 

And she never wanted him to let go. 

Because being Daddy’s helpless little girl was exactly who she was meant to be. 

Forever. 


Chapter Five: Public Discipline 


Dahlia felt like she couldn't breathe. The humiliation of Dominic’s absolute control had burrowed deep under her skin, but the embarrassment that awaited her now was something she hadn't imagined possible. Dominic stood calmly at her side, guiding her firmly into an elegant restaurant downtown, his arm securely wrapped around her waist in a possessive, controlling grip. 

Today Dominic had chosen her outfit meticulously—a pale-pink cotton sundress trimmed with delicate lace, innocent yet shamefully childish, barely concealing the thick padding secured firmly around her hips. Every step produced a subtle rustle, reminding her constantly of how far she'd fallen. 

Dominic’s hand remained at the small of her back, a constant, silent command to behave herself. His expensive tailored suit accentuated his powerful build and authoritative presence, drawing eyes effortlessly. People watched him with respect and admiration, yet Dahlia felt their gazes linger curiously on her, as if sensing her vulnerability. 

“Sit down, sweetheart,” Dominic commanded gently, pulling out the chair for her. His calm voice held a quiet but undeniable authority, leaving no room for protest. 

She obeyed silently, cheeks burning as the thick padding beneath her pressed intimately against her most sensitive places. Dominic took the seat opposite her, signaling to the waiter effortlessly, ordering her meal without consulting her. She sat there, utterly silent, aware that every patron in the elegant restaurant seemed to be subtly observing them. 

Dahlia’s stomach fluttered anxiously, her humiliation mixing with undeniable excitement. Dominic calmly sipped his wine, eyes fixed on her thoughtfully, observing her slight squirming, her cheeks flushed and her breathing slightly uneven. 

"Something troubling you, Dahlia?" Dominic murmured calmly, the barest hint of a smirk curling his lips. 

She glanced down, trembling slightly. "Please, Daddy…can we just go home?" 

Dominic chuckled quietly, leaning forward slightly. "You haven't even eaten yet, sweetheart. Besides, we're here to teach you a lesson." 

Her heart sped up nervously. "What lesson?" 

Dominic’s smile darkened slightly, eyes gleaming with controlled anticipation. "A lesson about obedience. You still haven't fully learned." 

She swallowed nervously, pulse racing. Before she could reply, Dominic shifted, his hand sliding subtly beneath the table to press gently between her thighs. Dahlia gasped softly, the unexpected intimacy sending heat flooding her cheeks. 

Dominic smirked, his voice low, velvet and steel. "Tell me the truth, baby girl. Are you dry, or did you misbehave already?" 

Her face flamed fiercely. "Daddy, please, not here—" 

Dominic’s gaze hardened slightly. "Answer me." 

Trembling, she whispered softly, "I'm dry, Daddy." 

Dominic smiled approvingly, his fingers lightly caressing her padded thigh beneath the table. "Good. Stay that way. If you have an accident here, Daddy will punish you right here, where everyone can see." 

She gasped softly, panic spiking sharply. "Daddy, no—I can't…not here." 

Dominic reached across the table, gently stroking her hand, voice suddenly tender. "Shh, little one. Just behave, and everything will be fine." 

Dahlia nodded shakily, struggling to maintain composure as dinner arrived. Dominic fed her slowly, deliberately, spooning delicate bites into her mouth, making the public intimacy excruciatingly embarrassing yet intoxicating. His eyes watched her intently, never wavering. 

But midway through dinner, Dahlia felt the inevitable pressure, sharp and urgent, building quickly. She squirmed subtly, panic clawing desperately at her throat. 

"Dominic—Daddy, please…I need to—" 

Dominic calmly cut her off, placing a gentle finger to her lips. "I know exactly what you need to do, baby. Do it." 

She whimpered softly, desperation filling her eyes. "But they're watching." 

Dominic tilted his head slightly, smiling darkly. "That's exactly the point." 

She tried to hold it, thighs trembling violently beneath the table, embarrassment flooding her body. Dominic calmly, firmly reached beneath the table again, hand slipping between her thighs, pressing lightly but possessively against the thick padding. 

"Don't disappoint Daddy," he murmured softly. 

Dahlia’s resistance shattered. She whimpered helplessly, her body finally betraying her as warmth flooded the padding, humiliatingly soaking her right there in public. Tears pricked her eyes, cheeks flaming in shame. 

Dominic gently squeezed her hand reassuringly, voice soft and soothing. "That's my good girl. See how easy it is to obey Daddy?" 

She nodded softly, shamefully grateful for his gentle praise, despite the crushing humiliation. 

Dominic quietly paid, calmly standing and guiding her out, his hand firmly at her lower back. Dahlia walked stiffly, heart racing, sure everyone knew exactly what she'd done. 

In the parking lot, Dominic calmly helped her into the car, then leaned in, voice quiet and firm. 

"You disappointed me tonight, Dahlia." 

She lowered her eyes, whispering brokenly. "I'm sorry, Daddy." 

He tilted her chin upward gently. "You will be. Tonight you’re getting a punishment you'll never forget." 

At home, Dominic immediately took her upstairs, gently but firmly guiding her into the bedroom. He calmly sat down on the plush armchair, pulling Dahlia immediately across his lap, lifting her skirt and peeling back her soaked padding. 

His large hand landed sharply, spanking her slowly, firmly, and humiliatingly as she whimpered, sobbing softly into his thigh. Dominic didn't rush, carefully teaching her the consequences of defiance until her skin glowed red, her entire body shaking beneath his control. 

Finally, he gently pulled her into his arms, kissing her tenderly, whispering soft, loving praise against her lips. 

"You’re learning," he murmured soothingly. "But from now on, sweetheart, you will do exactly as Daddy says, no hesitation. Understood?" 

She nodded shakily. "Yes, Daddy." 

Dominic smiled gently, carefully carrying her back inside. He gently laid her on the bed, removing her soaked padding and cleaning her tenderly. Then, with deliberate patience, he slowly slid a vibrating plug inside her tight, trembling body, sealing her into a fresh diaper. 

Dahlia whimpered softly, hips shifting helplessly as pleasure coiled shamefully deep inside her. 

Dominic laid beside her, holding her close, his lips brushing tenderly against her ear. "You're mine completely now, baby girl. Daddy will always take care of you." 

She shivered softly, turning into his embrace, whispering shyly against his neck, "Please, Daddy…please fuck me." 

Dominic groaned deeply, slowly unbuckling his belt and freeing his thick, rigid cock. He carefully removed her diaper again, positioning himself between her trembling thighs, pressing deep inside her tight, aching pussy. 

She cried out sharply, body arching desperately beneath him. Dominic fucked her slowly, deeply, possessively, until she sobbed in helpless pleasure, finally shattering beneath him, screaming his name as he filled her completely, marking her forever. 

As she lay afterward, utterly spent and curled trustingly against him, Dominic gently stroked her hair, whispering tenderly, "You belong to me, Dahlia. Forever." 

Her heart fluttered softly, happiness and submission melting together until there was no difference. 

"I know," she whispered softly, curling contentedly into Daddy’s arms. "Forever, Daddy." 


Chapter Six: His Completely 


Dahlia had stopped counting the days since Dominic took her freedom away. At first, she’d fought—defiant, angry, struggling against every boundary he placed around her. But slowly, inevitably, his gentle hands and firm discipline had reshaped her, breaking her stubbornness and transforming it into craving, desperate obedience. 

Today, Dominic took another step deeper. He sat calmly in his lavish home office, Dahlia curled softly on his lap, head resting on his shoulder. Her silky, pastel dress was short, delicate, the hem barely covering the humiliatingly thick padding beneath. He held her easily, gently stroking her back with possessive fingertips. 

“Sweetheart,” he murmured softly into her ear, “you’re doing so well lately. Daddy’s very proud.” 

Her heart fluttered, warmth spreading through her at the praise. She hated how much she needed his approval, hated how deeply she’d become dependent on his touch, his commands, his soft words of reassurance. But most of all, she hated how desperately she craved even more. 

Dominic gently tilted her chin upward, lips brushing hers softly. “Tonight, we have guests. It’s important you behave perfectly for Daddy.” 

Dahlia’s stomach twisted slightly. “Guests?” 

He smiled tenderly. “Yes, baby. Friends. Important friends who need to see how obedient my little girl is.” 

She trembled softly, cheeks flushing. “I’m scared, Daddy.” 

Dominic kissed her forehead gently. “No need to be afraid, Dahlia. Just show them how good you’ve learned to be.” 

That evening, Dahlia stood shyly at Dominic’s side, greeting his guests with forced smiles and shyly whispered hellos. Her humiliation burned fiercely beneath the surface, heart pounding each time Dominic’s hand possessively caressed her hip, reminding her of the thick diaper hidden beneath her delicate dress. 

The guests were sophisticated, elegant, Dominic’s business partners and friends. Dahlia recognized some, each glance sending fresh embarrassment flooding through her. Dominic never left her side, controlling the conversation effortlessly, ensuring everyone understood Dahlia’s new position clearly. 

Halfway through the evening, Dahlia felt the familiar urgent pressure building, desperately aware of Dominic’s rules. She glanced pleadingly at him, heart racing. 

He smiled gently, stroking her cheek reassuringly. “You know what to do, little girl,” he whispered softly. “Make Daddy proud.” 

She whimpered quietly, embarrassment sharp, but obediently allowed herself to relax, wetting the thick diaper helplessly while standing quietly at Dominic’s side. Her cheeks burned with shame, pulse racing, certain everyone knew exactly what she’d just done. 

Dominic noticed immediately, gently cupping her cheek, rewarding her obedience. “Good girl,” he praised quietly, voice filled with soft pride. 

After dinner, Dominic led her gently to a secluded corner of the room, his hand resting lightly against her diapered bottom. “You’ve behaved beautifully, baby,” he murmured. “Now, Daddy’s going to reward you.” 

She looked up, cheeks still flushed, heart racing. “Reward me how, Daddy?” 

Dominic smiled softly, dangerously. “Trust Daddy.” 

He guided her quietly to the private lounge attached to the main room, secluded yet still open enough to risk discovery. Dahlia’s heart pounded fiercely as Dominic gently laid her down onto the plush velvet couch, slowly lifting the hem of her dress. 

He calmly unfastened the soaked padding, leaving her vulnerable and trembling. Dominic reached into a nearby drawer, retrieving a discreet, powerful vibrating wand. Her breath caught sharply, anticipation surging through her. 

Dominic’s fingers teased her gently, stroking carefully until she whimpered helplessly, hips lifting instinctively toward his skilled touch. 

“Good girl,” he murmured approvingly, sliding the vibrator softly against her aching pussy, pressing it expertly against her sensitive clit. 

Dahlia gasped, pleasure jolting sharply through her body, thighs trembling violently as Daddy’s skilled touch overwhelmed her completely. Dominic kept his rhythm slow, patient, methodical—building her pleasure steadily, relentlessly. 

“You behaved perfectly tonight,” he whispered softly, pressing tender kisses to her flushed cheek. “Daddy’s very proud of you.” 

She moaned helplessly, thighs trembling, body tensing as pleasure coiled tight inside her. Dominic increased the vibration slightly, sending her closer and closer to climax. 

“Daddy,” she whimpered softly, “I—I can’t hold back—” 

“Then don’t,” he whispered seductively, voice dark, possessive. “Come for Daddy.” 

She shattered instantly, orgasm tearing through her body violently, leaving her panting, trembling helplessly beneath his touch. Dominic stroked her softly through the aftershocks, gently bringing her down, whispering quiet praise until she relaxed, spent and utterly vulnerable beneath his gaze. 

He then carefully changed her into a fresh diaper, soothing her gently, dressing her tenderly again, fingers lovingly arranging her hair. Dahlia melted beneath his quiet care, utterly dependent on his love, his approval, his touch. 

Dominic led her back to the party, fingers laced possessively through hers. They entered quietly, every guest turning toward them curiously. Dominic addressed the room calmly, confidently. 

“Gentlemen, ladies—thank you for your patience. Dahlia needed a moment.” 

He smiled affectionately, possessively, drawing her gently into his side. 

“As you can see, Dahlia is no longer the reckless brat you remember. She’s my obedient little girl now, entirely dependent on my guidance, my care.” 

Dahlia’s cheeks flushed deeply, embarrassment and pride mingling confusingly. Dominic smiled down gently, stroking her cheek tenderly. 

“Tell them, baby,” he murmured softly, voice firm yet gentle. “Tell them exactly who you belong to.” 

Her heart raced, vulnerability and obedience overwhelming her. She looked up into Dominic’s dark, confident eyes, voice trembling slightly yet clear, honest, soft. 

“I belong to you, Daddy. Completely.” 

Dominic’s smile deepened, pride glowing in his eyes. “Good girl.” 

Later, when the guests had gone, Dominic carried Dahlia gently to his bedroom, removing her clothes slowly, carefully. He laid her down softly, kissing her tenderly as he positioned himself over her, guiding his thick, hard cock deep inside her slick, trembling pussy. 

She gasped softly, moaning as Daddy claimed her completely, thrusting slow, deep, possessively. Dominic held her wrists gently but firmly above her head, fucking her deeply, deliberately, drawing out her pleasure slowly until she begged helplessly beneath him. 

“Who owns you, Dahlia?” Dominic demanded softly, thrusting deeply, possessively. 

“You do, Daddy,” she sobbed softly, completely surrendered beneath his dominance. 

Dominic growled deeply, fucking her slowly, intimately, lovingly until she shattered helplessly beneath him, her climax washing over her in endless waves of pleasure and submission. 

Afterward, Dominic gently wrapped her once more in fresh, thick padding, whispering softly into her ear as she drifted contentedly into sleep: 

“You’re mine, Dahlia. Forever.” 

She trembled softly in his arms, exhausted yet blissful, whispering sleepily, “Forever yours, Daddy.” 

Dominic kissed her softly, holding her gently against his chest. 

“Forever, baby girl.” 

And as sleep overtook her, Dahlia knew that she’d found exactly where she belonged. 

Dominic Wolfe wasn’t just her Daddy, her lover, her captor. 

He was everything. 

And Dahlia knew she would never leave him. 


Chapter Seven: Forever His (Epilogue) 


Dahlia’s entire world had narrowed down to one thing: Daddy. Dominic Wolfe had carefully, meticulously stripped away every ounce of her former self—her pride, her independence, her defiance—and replaced it with something better, something purer. Something completely and utterly his. 

Now, Dahlia lived every day wrapped tightly in his dominance and affection. She no longer resisted the thick diapers he carefully taped around her hips each morning; she welcomed them, cherished them as a reminder of Daddy’s absolute ownership. She no longer hesitated to call him Daddy, openly and proudly, knowing it brought that soft, approving smile to his handsome face. 

Dominic took perfect care of her, showering her with affection and firm discipline, guiding every decision and movement she made. Dahlia thrived under his control, blossoming beautifully into the submissive, obedient little girl he had always seen inside her. 

Tonight, Dominic had planned something special, a private celebration of her complete surrender, a final acknowledgment that Dahlia was truly and irrevocably his. 

Dominic gently led her into their lavishly decorated playroom, eyes soft yet dark with controlled desire. Dahlia’s pulse quickened, excitement racing through her veins. She wore only a delicate white silk babydoll, the hem barely covering her diapered hips. Her collar, a beautiful platinum band locked securely around her throat, glistened softly in the candlelight. 

Dominic stepped closer, gently brushing her long golden hair back from her flushed cheeks, his voice tender yet commanding. 

“Tonight, Dahlia, Daddy’s going to show you exactly how much you belong to me.” 

Her breath hitched softly, pussy throbbing immediately with desperate need. “Yes, Daddy.” 

He led her carefully toward a luxurious leather bench in the center of the room, gently positioning her over it, hips raised, diapered bottom perfectly presented. Dahlia whimpered softly, embarrassment and arousal mingling intensely. 

Dominic slowly peeled away the thick padding, exposing her bare, trembling pussy, already glistening shamefully with arousal. He groaned softly, fingers tracing lightly over her soaked folds. 

“So eager, baby girl,” Dominic murmured approvingly. “You’re perfect.” 

Dahlia whimpered softly, hips shifting instinctively toward Daddy’s touch. Dominic moved slowly behind her, carefully lubricating a set of smooth, perfectly sized anal beads. Dahlia gasped softly as he gently teased her tightest hole, sliding the first bead gently inside. 

“Relax, sweetheart,” Dominic soothed softly, sliding each bead carefully, slowly, deeply into place. Dahlia shivered helplessly, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure of being completely owned and filled by Daddy’s gentle yet firm touch. 

Next, Dominic carefully strapped her wrists securely, immobilizing her completely, heightening her sense of vulnerable surrender. His lips brushed tenderly against her ear, voice dark, intimate, possessive. 

“Now, Daddy’s going to take you exactly how you deserve, Dahlia.” 

She whimpered softly, heart racing as Dominic calmly unbuckled his belt, freeing his thick, rigid cock. He pressed slowly, deeply into her soaked pussy, stretching her fully, filling her completely. Dahlia cried out helplessly, hips instinctively grinding back against Daddy’s powerful thrusts. 

Dominic fucked her deeply, possessively, slowly pulling the beads gently, perfectly timed with each thrust of his cock, overwhelming her completely with pleasure and total surrender. 

“You’re mine, Dahlia,” Dominic growled softly, hips snapping faster, deeper, filling her completely. “Tell Daddy who you belong to.” 

She sobbed softly, pleasure spiraling violently, completely surrendered beneath his dominance. “You, Daddy! I’m yours forever.” 

Dominic thrust deeply, fucking her harder, claiming her thoroughly until she shattered beneath him, screaming his name, body convulsing helplessly around his thick cock. 

He pulled her close afterward, soothing her tenderly, whispering soft, loving praise. “Good girl, Dahlia. You’ve made Daddy so proud.” 

Dahlia curled trustingly against his chest, eyes heavy, heart full. Dominic gently cleaned her, sealing her once again into thick, protective padding. Carefully, he guided her toward the beautifully crafted crib tucked quietly in the corner of the room. 

He gently laid her down, pulling the soft blankets carefully around her trembling body, slipping a delicate pacifier between her lips. Dahlia suckled softly, eyes wide and trusting as Dominic smiled lovingly down at her. 

“You’re perfect, sweetheart,” he whispered tenderly. “Daddy’s little girl, forever.” 

Dahlia sighed contentedly, whispering softly around the pacifier, “Forever, Daddy.” 

Dominic leaned down, brushing tender kisses against her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. “I love you, Dahlia. You’ll always be mine.” 

She drifted slowly toward sleep, body warm, safe, and completely cared for. Dominic quietly dimmed the lights, softly singing lullabies until Dahlia’s breathing evened into gentle, peaceful sleep. 

As Dominic watched his perfect, obedient baby girl sleep, he felt profound satisfaction and deep, undeniable love fill him completely. 

He had taken her freedom, her independence, every aspect of her former life—and she had given herself completely, willingly, lovingly in return. 

Dahlia wasn’t just his submissive, his obedient little girl, or his perfect baby doll. 

She was everything. 

And Dominic knew, with absolute certainty, he would cherish and protect her forever.


The House at Hollow Creek: Where Dolls Are Made

A Dark ABDL Femdom Regression Story of Diaper Dependency, Sissy Breaking, and Erotic Humiliation


Introduction: A Bet You Can’t Win 

It started like every stupid story starts. 

A group of friends.
Too much time.
Too much money.
Too little fear. 

They laughed when they heard about it. 

The old Hollow Creek Herberg—a place tucked away beyond the hills, hidden by thick woods and even thicker rumors. 

Spend one month inside, the legend said. 

No phones. 

No visitors. 

No quitting. 

And if you could endure it? 

One hundred thousand dollars. 

Cash. 

Real money.
Easy money.
Or so they thought. 

The Airbnb was supposed to be the vacation. 

Beers. Pool tables. Party nights that blurred into dawn. 

They didn't plan on curiosity creeping in. 

They didn't plan on hearing the locals talk about the House in hushed tones, warning them to "stay clear unless you know what you're getting into." 

That just made it worse. 

Because men in their early twenties, drunk on bravado and booze, don’t believe in warnings. 

They believe in dares. 

The Herberg welcomed them with open arms. 

The Hostess was beautiful. 

So were her maids. 

So were the drinks she poured. 

And the meals she served. 

And the whispered encouragements to "just relax," "just enjoy," "just have a little more." 

They laughed at the warnings again. 

Smiled when they signed the waivers without reading a single word. 

They didn’t notice the way the maids smirked behind perfect smiles. 

They didn’t notice the way their limbs grew heavy after dinner. 

They didn’t notice when the first accident happened—just a little leak. A small stain. Easy to laugh off. 

Until it wasn't. 

Until the games started costing more than cash. 

Until their hands started shaking too hard to hold cards. 

Until standing became a chore, and crawling became second nature. 

Until diapers weren’t funny anymore—they were necessary. 

Until the Hostess smiled sweetly and said: 

“You're doing so well, little boys. Almost ready to be fitted properly.” 

And they realized it wasn't a challenge. 

It was a trap. 

By the time the month ended, they weren't men anymore. 

Not prisoners. 

Not babies. 

Something else entirely. 

Something softer.
Weaker.
Bound in crinkling shame.
Plugged. Pacified.
Used. Displayed. 

No freedom.
No money.
No hope. 

Only the endless weight of padding between their thighs, the constant, humiliating leaks they could no longer control, and the slow, inevitable knowledge that no one ever left Hollow Creek whole. 

They could think. 

They could remember. 

They could feel. 

But they would never walk out. 

Not on their own. 

Not ever again. 

Welcome to Hollow Creek. 

Where you don't just lose the bet.
You lose yourself. 


Chapter 1: The Vacation Begins 

The gravel crunched under the tires as the SUV rolled to a slow stop. 

"Is this it?" Jason leaned forward from the back seat, peering out the windshield. "Kinda looks like a murder cabin." 

Laughter filled the car. 

"Come on," Liam grinned, shifting into park. "It's an Airbnb, not a horror movie." 

From the passenger seat, Ben lifted the listing on his phone. "Technically, it says 'private estate with scenic views and cozy interiors.' Sounds romantic to me." 

"Romantic if you like taxidermy and rotting wood," Jason muttered, kicking his door open. 

They tumbled out one by one, stretching their legs after the long drive. Four friends, two weeks off from work, a little too much beer packed into the trunk, and no real plans beyond not being responsible adults for once. 

Connor stood last, squinting up at the building. 

The "estate" was bigger than the photos had let on. Three stories of weathered gray stone, ivy creeping up the corners, windows framed in dark oak. It was old, no doubt, but still beautiful in a way only something ancient could be. 

The kind of place that whispered about secrets if you listened long enough. 

Connor shivered and laughed it off. 

"Alright, girls," Liam called, hauling his backpack over one shoulder. "Let's get drunk enough to forget we’re scared." 

"Already ahead of you," Jason said, grabbing the cooler. 

The front door swung open before they reached it. A woman in a tight, high-collared dress stood there, smiling warmly. 

"Welcome to Wren’s Hollow," she said. "You must be the Langford group?" 

"Yeah," Liam said, flashing his easy smile. "Thanks for having us." 

She nodded, stepping aside to let them in. "I’m Miss Adelyn. The owner. If you need anything during your stay, you have only to ask." 

Her voice was calm, precise, almost soothing. 

Jason nudged Connor with his elbow. "Ten bucks says she’s a ghost." 

Connor snorted but said nothing. 

Inside, the place was stunning. 

Old wood floors. Exposed beams. A massive stone fireplace. Velvet curtains thick enough to block out the world. The kind of place that felt heavy with stories. 

Ben whistled low. "Okay. Not a murder cabin. A rich person’s murder mansion." 

Miss Adelyn chuckled softly. "I assure you, gentlemen, no murders here. Just peace and quiet." 

"For two weeks," Liam grinned, tossing his bag onto a nearby sofa. "Heaven." 

The first night passed the way vacations always do. 

Music.
Cheap beer.
A bonfire lit outside in the crumbling courtyard.
Jokes that got louder as the night got darker. 

Jason stripped down to his boxers to jump into the overgrown fountain out back. Liam dared Ben into a shot contest he lost spectacularly. Connor, quieter than the others, just leaned back and watched the stars fade into view. 

Normal. 

Easy. 

Exactly what they came for. 

It was the second night when things changed. 

Not dramatically.
Just... a ripple.
A small stone tossed into their perfect little lake. 

They were in town, a few miles from the Airbnb, grabbing supplies and checking out the local pubs. Quaint little village, the kind that survives on tourists and old money. 

In the third bar—a low-lit place called The Lantern—a group of older locals sat hunched around a table near the fire, whispering. 

Connor overheard the word first. 

"Herberg." 

He leaned closer. 

Ben noticed and nudged him. "Eavesdropping?" 

Connor shushed him and tilted his head to catch more. 

"...still running it," one man was saying. His voice was rough, worn like old leather. "Offer the same deal. Stay a month, win a fortune." 

"Fools’ game," another muttered. 

"They don't even make it a week anymore," a woman said, laughing under her breath. 

Connor frowned. "What are they talking about?" 

Jason, already tipsy, slid closer. "Old ghost story, probably." 

But Connor was curious now. 

When the bartender brought another round, Connor asked casually, "Hey, what’s the deal with the Herberg?" 

The man laughed, deep and bitter. "You boys don’t wanna know about Hollow Creek Herberg." 

"We’re big boys," Liam grinned. 

The bartender smirked. "You sure about that?" 

He leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. 

"Old place up the river. Used to be an inn. Hundred years ago, maybe more. Got a reputation. They say if you stay there a full month, you win a hundred grand. Cash. No questions asked." 

Ben laughed. "Sounds fake." 

"Sounds easy," Jason said, slamming back his beer. 

The bartender’s smile didn't reach his eyes. 

"Easier said than done," he said. "Everyone who tries? They leave broke. Or they don't leave at all." 

Connor felt that shiver again. Cold. Creeping up his spine. 

But Jason just slapped the bar. 

"Where do we sign up?" 

The Herberg wasn't hard to find. 

The next day, Miss Adelyn herself mentioned it when they brought it up at breakfast. 

Her smile was serene. 

"Oh yes," she said. "The Herberg Challenge. Still going. Though... it's not for everyone." 

Connor raised an eyebrow. "You believe in that stuff?" 

Miss Adelyn’s lips curved slightly. "Belief is irrelevant. The House takes who it wishes." 

She handed them a sleek black brochure. 

One side embossed with silver letters: 

"The Hollow Creek Herberg Challenge"
"One Month. One House. One Hundred Thousand Dollars."
"Enter at Your Own Risk." 

Liam looked at the others, grinning like a kid on Christmas. 

"Come on. We’re here. We're young. What’s the worst that could happen?" 

Connor hesitated. 

Ben hesitated. 

Even Jason hesitated. 

But the promise hung heavy between them. 

Adventure.
Money.
Glory. 

And anyway—what was there to be afraid of? 

It was just a game. 

Just a dare. 

Just a little House in the woods. 

They signed the contracts that afternoon. 

No phones. 

No visitors. 

No leaving the property for any reason. 

Failure to comply would forfeit the prize—and cost them dearly. 

They barely read the fine print. 

Laughing as they handed back the papers. 

No one noticed the glint in Miss Adelyn’s eyes. 

Or the soft chuckle she gave as she turned away. 

As if she'd just won something. 

Something far more valuable than money. 


Chapter 2: Temptation of the Challenge 

The Herberg wasn’t what any of them expected. 

For all the rumors, for all the warnings—the place itself was beautiful. 

A sprawling, moss-clad manor tucked between heavy trees and slow-moving mist. Gardens that grew wild but artful. A stone path winding up to an arched doorway wide enough to drive a carriage through. 

And when they stepped inside? 

It wasn’t musty or broken-down like they joked. 

It was immaculate. 

Polished floors. High ceilings. Fireplaces lit against the cool autumn air. Deep armchairs and heavy drapes that muffled the world outside into a soft hum. 

It didn’t feel like a place you wanted to escape. 

It felt like a place you’d forget why you ever wanted to leave. 

The Hostess waited in the grand foyer. 

Not Miss Adelyn—someone new. 

Taller. Sharper.
A long black dress hugged her figure, heels clicking softly as she approached. 

She introduced herself with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. 

"Welcome to Hollow Creek," she said. "I'm Mistress Evelyn. I'll be overseeing your stay." 

Mistress? 

Connor frowned slightly, but the others were too busy gawking at her to care. 

Jason practically elbowed Liam in the ribs. 

"If this is hell, I'll take it," he muttered. 

Mistress Evelyn arched an eyebrow as if she heard him. 

"Please," she said. "Relax. Explore. Tonight is yours. The real Challenge begins tomorrow." 

Their rooms were side-by-side on the second floor. 

Rich oak doors, antique handles, huge soft beds with canopies overhead. 

Jason immediately face-planted into his. "Bro. We're living like kings for a month." 

Connor didn’t move. 

Something tugged at him—something buried under the beauty of the place.
The way the walls seemed to breathe softly.
The faint, floral scent in the air he couldn’t quite place.
The way the carpets muted their footsteps just a little too much. 

But he said nothing. 

No one wanted to be the buzzkill. 

Dinner that night was absurd. 

A roaring fire.
Soft candlelight.
A long mahogany table dressed with more silverware than any of them knew how to use. 

Mistress Evelyn dined with them. 

Other women too—the House staff, they said. 

Younger. Beautiful. 

Soft voices and quick laughter and eyes that watched a little too closely. 

Ben joked it felt like a bachelor auction. 

None of them noticed how fast their glasses were refilled. 

Or how heavy their limbs felt by the third course. 

Or how easily they agreed when Mistress Evelyn suggested they all retire to the Saloon Room after dessert for “a little welcome celebration.” 

The Saloon Room wasn’t like the rest of the House. 

It was a casino. 

Soft jazz played from a corner. 

Tables of cards. Dice games. Spinning wheels. Glinting prizes lined glass shelves at the back. 

Bottles of dark liquor lined the walls behind a mahogany bar where two young women in black corsets served smilingly. 

"Come," Evelyn said, ushering them in with a slow sweep of her hand.
"Tonight’s on the House." 

At first it was harmless. 

Poker.
Blackjack.
Easy bets. 

The drinks kept coming.
Warm. Sweet.
Tasting of spice and something smoother underneath. 

The first prizes were small. 

A bottle of wine.
A silk robe.
A hand massage from one of the serving girls. 

Jason whooped when he won, grinning as a blonde knelt to rub his shoulders. 

Connor won a voucher for a "full body treatment." 

Ben lost spectacularly and had to wear a pink sash labeled "Biggest Baby" for the night. 

Laughter.
Alcohol.
Heat. 

Somewhere in the noise, somewhere under the haze of sweetness and flirtation and clinking glasses— 

Connor forgot what time it was. 

He forgot why his legs felt heavy when he shifted. 

Why his hands trembled slightly when he refilled his drink. 

Why the soft giggles of the serving girls began to sound like lullabies if he closed his eyes too long. 

Mistress Evelyn watched them from a leather armchair near the fire. 

A glass of deep red wine in her hand. 

A patient, quiet smile on her lips. 

As if she was waiting for something inevitable. 

At midnight, a bell chimed. 

Soft. 

Barely noticeable. 

The serving girls moved then, swift and smooth. 

Jason found himself being led from his chair with a laugh, his arm slung over the brunette’s shoulders. 

Ben stumbled after the blonde, giggling like an idiot. 

Connor tried to stand—and nearly fell. 

The redhead at his side caught him easily, fingers curling around his wrist like silk binding steel. 

"Time for bed, little one," she whispered. 

He should have laughed. 

He should have said something. 

But the words tangled on his tongue. 

And when he looked up into her green eyes, something in him simply… yielded. 

Back in his room, Connor barely made it to the bed before collapsing. 

The redhead—he thought she said her name was Selene—helped him. 

Untied his boots.
Unbuckled his belt.
Slid his jeans down with slow, careful fingers. 

Not sexually. 

Tenderly. 

Like dressing a child for sleep. 

She pulled the heavy covers over him, tucked him in tight. 

Brushed his hair from his forehead. 

And just before he slipped under completely— 

She whispered: 

"You’re doing so well, my sweet little boy." 

A kiss pressed to his temple. 

A hand smoothing the blanket against his chest. 

And darkness closed around him. 

None of them remembered closing their eyes. 

None of them remembered the soft locks clicking into place outside their doors. 

None of them remembered the faint mist sprayed gently through the vents, carrying the last, heavy dose of the night’s chemical cocktail into their lungs. 

But they would remember what came next. 

Or worse… 

They wouldn’t be allowed to. 


Chapter 3: Welcome to the Herberg 

Morning came slowly. 

Not in the sharp, irritating way of alarms or sunlight stabbing through thin curtains.
No.
Here, at the Herberg, morning drifted in like smoke. 

Warm. Heavy. Sweet. 

Connor woke first, blinking against the golden light spilling through the heavy velvet drapes. For a long moment he simply lay there, confused at how good he felt—comfortable, cocooned in the plush bedding. 

Then he noticed something else. 

His stomach. 

Heavy. 

His hips. 

Warm. 

And the dampness between his thighs. 

He frowned, lifting the heavy duvet—and froze. 

His boxers were soaked. 

Dark with urine, clinging coldly to his skin. 

“What the hell?” he whispered. 

The door opened before he could move. 

Selene—the redhead from last night—slipped in, a soft smile on her lips. 

"Good morning, sweet boy." 

He yanked the blanket back down instinctively. 

But she was already moving, already beside the bed, already reaching out. 

“It’s alright,” she said soothingly. "Accidents happen here." 

He tried to protest, tried to pull away, but she only tutted and pressed a finger against his lips. 

"Shhh." 

Soft. 

Commanding. 

Unstoppable. 

He stilled. 

He let her peel back the blanket. 

Let her cluck her tongue at the soaked boxers. 

Let her pull him upright with surprising strength. 

"First time's always a shock," she said, leading him gently toward the ensuite bathroom. "But that's why we’re here. To help you adjust." 

Jason's door creaked open across the hall. 

Connor caught a glimpse of him—still half-asleep, standing awkwardly in the hallway, hands covering the front of his sweatpants, a blooming wet patch clearly visible. 

Ben stumbled out next, muttering curses under his breath, his jeans sagging from the weight of a soaked crotch. 

Only Liam looked dry. 

Smirking as he leaned against his doorframe, arms crossed, watching the chaos unfold. 

Mistress Evelyn appeared at the top of the stairs, dressed in flowing black satin. 

She surveyed them all with a serene smile. 

"Good morning, gentlemen." 

No one spoke. 

What could they say? 

"Breakfast will be served shortly. Please follow Selene and the others to the Cleansing Room first." 

"We like our guests fresh and tidy." 

The Cleansing Room wasn’t just a bathroom. 

It was a spa. 

Marble floors. Heated towel racks. Giant claw-foot tubs already steaming with scented water. 

Selene stripped Connor’s clothes off without ceremony. 

He tried to protest again—weakly—but another maid, a petite brunette with firm hands, was already unclipping his wet boxers and bundling them into a laundry bag. 

He stood there, naked, burning with humiliation, as the women gently washed him. 

Chest. 

Back. 

Thighs. 

Between his legs. 

Soft hands, firm touches, constant humming of lullabies under their breath. 

By the time he was toweled off, he was dizzy from the scent of lavender and some sweet undertone he couldn’t place. 

“Arms up,” Selene said. 

He obeyed. 

Without thinking. 

And she slipped something soft over his shoulders. 

A shirt? 

No. 

A onesie. 

Pastel blue. 

Short sleeves. Snap-crotch. 

Printed across the chest in delicate cursive: 

“Hollow Creek Guest” 

He opened his mouth. 

Closed it. 

Opened it again. 

But Selene was already fastening the snaps between his legs, pulling the onesie tight against his groin. 

The others were being dressed too. 

Jason in pale yellow. 

Ben in mint green. 

Even Liam—though his smirk faltered when he saw the writing across his chest: 

“House Favorite” 

They were herded toward the dining hall in bare feet, the soft padded carpet muffling their steps. 

Connor's thighs brushed the thick cotton of his onesie as he walked, the snug fit constantly reminding him what had happened. 

What he’d done. 

The humiliating accident that still clung faintly to his skin. 

He wasn’t alone. 

Jason kept tugging at the hem of his onesie, trying to pull it lower. 

Ben kept muttering curses under his breath. 

Even Liam’s swagger was slower now. 

The girls followed close behind. 

Smiling. 

Patient. 

Like shepherds guiding wayward sheep. 

Breakfast was already set. 

Fluffy pancakes. 

Fruit. 

Warm, thick porridge that smelled suspiciously sweet. 

Large pitchers of juice—orange, cranberry, something pink and tropical. 

Their chairs were cushioned and wide. 

And slightly lower than normal. 

Connor didn't realize until he sat down that they weren't chairs at all. 

Highchairs. 

Without trays, yes. 

But wide enough to fit padded bottoms. 

With small leather loops bolted into the wood on either side of the armrests. 

Mistress Evelyn watched them settle, her glass of water held delicately between two fingers. 

"Eat up, boys," she said warmly. 

"You’ll need your strength for the games this afternoon." 

The food was irresistible. 

Warm.
Sweet.
Comforting in a way that tugged at something deep inside them. 

Connor ate mechanically, barely tasting after the first few bites. 

His mind fogged gently, sweetly. 

He drank two full glasses of juice before he even realized it. 

Jason went for three. 

Ben dozed slightly between mouthfuls. 

Even Liam’s eyes drooped. 

Afterward, Selene and the other maids moved between them, whispering praise. 

"Such good eaters." 

"Such sweet little guests." 

"You'll fit in so nicely here." 

Connor felt his cheeks heat, but the praise warmed something else too. 

Something softer than shame. 

Something dangerously close to comfort. 

When breakfast ended, Mistress Evelyn rose. 

She clapped her hands once. 

And the room shifted. 

The lights dimmed. 

Soft lullabies piped through unseen speakers. 

The serving girls moved closer. 

Smiling. 

Sweet. 

Armed with wide, crinkling white bundles in their hands. 

"Now," Evelyn said, voice syrup-sweet.
"Since accidents are already happening…"
She smiled wider.
"It’s time for proper protection." 

Connor’s stomach twisted. 

He looked to Liam, to Jason, to Ben. 

But no one moved. 

No one fought. 

The first diaper was unfolded with a sharp snap of elastic. 

Ben was pushed back gently into his chair. 

Jason’s onesie was unsnapped at the crotch with a quick tug. 

Connor opened his mouth to protest. 

But Selene’s fingers pressed gently to his lips. 

"Shhh." 

"Good boys don’t fight their caretakers." 

And when she laid him back, slid the thick, crinkling bulk under his hips, powdered him thoroughly, and taped him up snugly in soft white… 

Connor didn’t move. 

He didn’t breathe. 

He just whimpered once behind the pacifier that was already being pressed into his mouth. 

And when the others were done, dressed in thick diapers beneath their pastel onesies, strapped gently into their padded chairs with soft leather cuffs… 

Mistress Evelyn smiled. 

"Welcome," she said. 

"To the real Hollow Creek Challenge." 

Chapter 4: First Night, First Drinks 

The diapers crinkled with every step. 

Not loud. 

Not cartoonish. 

But constant. 

A soft, embarrassing whisper of plastic and padding and helplessness that followed them down the hall. 

Connor felt it with every move—the thick mass between his thighs forcing a wide, awkward gait. He waddled, whether he wanted to or not. 

And he wasn’t alone. 

Jason tugged fruitlessly at the hem of his onesie, trying to cover the bulky outline beneath it. 

Ben flushed scarlet every time one of the serving girls walked past with a smirk. 

Even Liam, usually so cocky, kept his head low. 

The Saloon Room was brighter tonight. 

Tables cleared. 

Soft pillows strewn around the floor in cozy little clusters. 

Music hummed gently from unseen speakers—something dreamy, slow, almost hypnotic. 

The girls were everywhere. 

Pouring drinks. 

Fluffing pillows. 

Giggling behind their hands whenever one of the boys shifted uncomfortably and crinkled. 

Mistress Evelyn stood by the bar, a glass of deep red wine in her hand. 

"Relax, sweet boys," she purred.
"Tonight is for comfort." 

The drinks were already laid out. 

Tall glasses of pale pink punch, each one with a little paper umbrella perched on top. 

Connor hesitated. 

The girls were already offering glasses with bright smiles, cooing praise when one was accepted. 

Jason took his first. 

"Come on, boys," he said, voice rough with false bravado. "When in Rome." 

He downed half of it in one gulp. 

Ben followed, then Liam. 

Connor sipped slower. 

The drink was sickeningly sweet—almost creamy. Something heavy lurked beneath the sugar. 

But his body welcomed it. 

Warmth blooming in his chest. 

Tension draining from his shoulders. 

By the time he'd finished half, he couldn’t remember what he was nervous about anymore. 

The girls moved among them with games next. 

Simple things. 

A spinning wheel. 

A "truth or dare" bowl. 

A soft dice game with little printed icons: a heart, a diaper, a pacifier, a pair of panties. 

Every roll, every card, every draw was a win. 

At first. 

Jason drew the first dare. 

"Kiss the prettiest maid on the hand and say thank you, baby girl." 

He laughed, red-faced but playing along, grabbing the hand of the nearest girl and pressing a sloppy kiss to her knuckles. 

The others roared with laughter. 

Connor tried to breathe past the sweet heaviness in the air. 

Ben spun the wheel. 

It landed on a heart. 

The prize: a frilly pink ribbon, tied snugly around his wrist by two giggling maids. 

"You earned it, princess," one whispered. 

He laughed it off. 

Tried to, anyway. 

But his hands trembled slightly when he lifted his drink again. 

The first leak happened less than an hour later. 

Jason. 

He jumped up from a game of cards, clutching himself, eyes wide. 

"I—I can't—" 

A dark stain bloomed across the front of his diaper. 

The serving girls clapped politely, smiling as if he’d done something precious. 

Mistress Evelyn sipped her wine, one eyebrow arched delicately. 

"That's why we prepared you, sweet boy." 

Jason stammered, cheeks flaming, backing toward the door. 

But two girls intercepted him gently. 

Led him away. 

Cooing to him like he was a frightened kitten. 

"No worries." 

"Accidents happen, princess." 

"We’ll get you changed into something more… appropriate." 

Connor barely had time to process it before Ben leaked next. 

Right there on the floor, his legs buckling slightly as his diaper swelled audibly. 

The warm rush made him gasp. 

One of the girls was already beside him, stroking his hair. 

Another unfastened the snaps of his onesie. 

Publicly. 

Without shame. 

They didn’t fight. 

They couldn’t. 

Whatever had been in the food, the drinks—it sapped their strength, blurred their minds, made their bodies feel like heavy, lazy dolls. 

Soft. 

Compliant. 

Easy to move. 

Easy to dress. 

Easy to break. 

Jason returned twenty minutes later. 

Different. 

A frilly pink dress flounced around his thighs, just barely covering the thick crinkling bulk taped between his legs. 

White stockings stretched over his calves. 

A giant, ruffled bonnet tied beneath his chin. 

His face was redder than Connor had ever seen it. 

He opened his mouth to speak— 

A pacifier harness strapped around his head silenced him. 

Ben didn’t return at all. 

Not that night. 

Connor sat frozen on a cushion, nursing his second pink drink, feeling the heavy squish of his own diaper growing wetter with each passing hour. 

He knew it wasn’t normal. 

Knew it wasn’t right. 

But when Selene knelt beside him, smoothing her hand over the front of his diaper and whispering: 

"Good boy…" 

He whimpered. 

And leaked just a little more. 

Mistress Evelyn approached then. 

Towering. 

Radiant. 

Terrifying. 

She cupped Connor’s chin in her gloved fingers, tilting his gaze upward. 

Her smile was endless. 

"First accidents." 

"First leaks." 

"First dresses." 

She tapped his forehead lightly. 

"You're all progressing so well." 

Her voice softened. 

Dangerous and sweet. 

"Soon, my loves… you’ll understand." 

"There’s nothing to fight." 

"Only what you’re meant to become." 

Connor whimpered again. 

And somewhere, deep inside the thick haze clouding his mind— 

A small, terrified voice whispered: 

"You signed up for this." 

And now? 

There was no signing out. 


Chapter 5: First Leaks 

The soft music never stopped. 

It played under everything. 

Meals. Games. Diaper checks. 

Always that slow, syrupy hum in the background, threading itself into their minds like smoke through cracks. 

Connor sat cross-legged in the nursery lounge, crinkling with every breath.
His diaper was warm now—not wet, he told himself. Just… humid. Comfortable. He shifted, cheeks burning when the serving girls tittered behind their hands. 

Jason sat beside him, flushed and furious, yanking uselessly at the pink bonnet tied under his chin. 

"I’m getting out of here," Jason hissed under his breath. 

Ben, in his pastel green onesie, squirmed awkwardly.
His legs were cuffed loosely to a plush stool to "encourage sitting like a good girl."
His lips swollen from the pacifier straps he'd worn half the night. 

Connor swallowed hard. "How?" 

Jason leaned closer. 

"They have to let us out, right? We signed up for a challenge, not… this." 

His voice cracked on the last word, looking down at the humiliating, crinkling bulk taped around his hips. 

Ben shook his head. 

"They drugged us. Whatever they put in the food, the drinks… we can't even fight back properly." 

Jason clenched his fists. 

"We wait until night. Find a window. Break it if we have to." 

Connor nodded slowly. 

It sounded crazy.
Desperate.
But the thought of being stuck in here—wearing this, leaking in front of women who cooed over him like a doll—it made his skin crawl. 



Across the room, Liam watched them from a cushioned armchair. 

His onesie was deep purple, trimmed with white lace. 

He sucked idly on a bottle, cradled by two of the maids. 

But his eyes were sharp. 

Too sharp. 

And when Mistress Evelyn approached him, he smiled. 

A soft, obedient, knowing smile. 



Later that day, the cracks deepened. 

It started with the "art project." 

A big mat rolled out across the floor. 

Cups of paints. 

Fingerpainting, the serving girls said. 

Fun. 

Harmless. 

Childish. 

Ben knelt awkwardly, hands sinking into wet paint. 

Jason hesitated, but a sharp look from Mistress Evelyn made him obey. 

Connor dipped a finger into pale blue. 

The maids cooed at them. 

Clapped when they made little splashes of color. 



And then the wet warmth hit Connor’s thighs. 

So fast he didn’t register it until he shifted—and the diaper squished. 

Audible. 

Obvious. 

He gasped. 

Jason looked up sharply. 

Ben’s cheeks burned scarlet. 

Across the room, Liam giggled. 

Actually giggled. 



One of the maids was already moving. 

"Uh-oh," she cooed.
"Looks like someone’s a leaky little artist." 

Connor tried to stammer an excuse, but the pacifier they clipped into his mouth silenced him. 

He whimpered helplessly as they changed him on the mat—right there, in front of everyone. 

Thick new padding. 

Extra powder. 

Straps locked snugly over his hips. 

He didn’t even struggle. 

Because he couldn’t. 



That night, after enforced nap time, Jason pulled them into a corner of the nursery. 

"We need to do it," he whispered.
"Tonight." 

Ben nodded quickly. 

Connor hesitated. 

The warmth of his dry diaper, the faint lingering smell of powder, the cooing praise when he leaked—it tugged at him in strange ways he didn’t want to think about. 

But he nodded too. 

Anything was better than ending up like Jason—dressed in pink, bonneted, treated like an infant princess. 



None of them noticed Liam slip away from the group. 

None of them saw the soft conversation he had with Mistress Evelyn by the nursery fireplace. 

Or the way she smiled. 

Or the way she took his hand, led him to her private chambers, praised him in a voice dripping with sweet poison: 

"You’re my good boy." 

"My clever little spy." 

"You’ll help Mommy keep the bad boys in line, won’t you?" 

Liam nodded eagerly. 

Mistress Evelyn pulled him into her lap. 

Unclipped the crotch of his onesie. 

Stroked his caged cock slowly through the thick diaper, cooing to him. 

Letting him grind helplessly against her silk stockings. 

She pressed his face against her cleavage, pulled down the tight satin of her bodice— 

And Liam suckled greedily at her nipple, moaning as she rubbed him through the padding. 

Whispering: 

"You’re my favorite." 

"You’ll get all the rewards, baby." 

"All the milk, all the cuddles, all the little treats… if you stay good." 



Back in the nursery, Connor, Jason, and Ben planned. 

Or tried to. 

Connor’s mind was slow. 

Heavy. 

His body warm and leaky and so very tired. 

Jason was angrier than ever. 

Ben was terrified. 

And Liam, when he returned, smiled sweetly. 

Sat with them. 

Nodded along. 

Pretending to agree. 

All while the House prepared. 

Ready to catch them the moment they ran. 

Ready to show them exactly what little boys deserved when they broke the rules. 


Chapter 6: Punishment Parade 

They waited until after midnight. 

The nursery lights dimmed. 

Soft lullabies floated through the warm air. 

Connor’s diaper squished heavily between his thighs as he shifted, heart pounding, listening to Jason hiss urgent instructions. 

“Back door leads to the gardens,” Jason whispered.
“We hop the fence behind the shed. We’re out.” 

Ben nodded, trembling. 

Connor wiped his sweaty palms against the thick padding beneath his onesie. 

Liam knelt beside them, pretending to look scared. 

Pretending to agree. 

Pretending to be one of them. 



It almost worked. 

They made it to the hall. 

Creeping along the thick carpet, past sleeping dolls cradled in cribs. 

Connor held his breath as Jason jimmied the lock on the back door. 

The humid night air spilled in. 

Freedom. 

A single step away. 



The alarms didn’t scream. 

There was no flashing red lights. 

No sudden violence. 

Just a soft, musical chime. 

And the feeling of the air itself… thickening. 

The hallway lights shifted to a deep, warm pink. 

The maids emerged from the walls like shadows. 

Smiling. 

Gloved. 

Ready. 



Connor was grabbed first. 

Arms pinned gently but firmly behind him. 

Jason struggled—fought hard—but two of the bigger maids tackled him to the thick carpet. 

Ben tried to run and made it two steps before he tripped over the heavy sag of his own diaper, collapsing with a wet squelch. 



And Liam? 

Liam stood aside. 

Hands folded neatly. 

Smiling sweetly. 

As Mistress Evelyn entered the hall. 



She didn’t yell. 

Didn’t even raise her voice. 

She walked slowly between them, heels clicking like a metronome against the floor. 

When she reached Liam, she cupped his chin and kissed his forehead. 

“Good girl.” 

“Such a good little helper.” 



Connor’s stomach twisted. 

Jason cursed under his breath. 

Ben whimpered. 



“Three naughty little boys,” Mistress Evelyn cooed, turning to face them. 

“And one darling little princess who stayed loyal.” 

She snapped her fingers. 

The maids moved. 

Connor was yanked upright, crinkling loudly as the wet padding sagged between his legs. 

Jason fought again. 

He earned a sharp smack to the back of his diaper, sending a loud, humiliating crack echoing through the hall. 

Ben just cried softly. 



They were dragged into the Grand Hall. 

A space they'd only glimpsed before:
High ceilings.
A dais at the far end.
Rows of velvety seats. 

Tonight, those seats were filled. 

Not by guests. 

By other dolls. 

Dozens of them. 

Diapered. 

Dressed. 

Gagged. 

Their wide eyes watched as Connor, Jason, and Ben were marched into the center of the floor. 



Mistress Evelyn raised her voice just enough to fill the space. 

“These naughty boys tried to abandon their responsibilities.” 

“They broke their promises to the House.” 

“And now… they shall learn.” 



The punishment began immediately. 

Connor was strapped face-down over a padded bench. 

His onesie ripped open at the crotch. 

His diaper peeled back, exposing his pale, trembling cheeks to the cool air. 

Jason and Ben were similarly positioned side-by-side. 

The dolls watched silently. 

Their own crinkling shifts and soft whimpers the only soundtrack. 



Mistress Evelyn selected her implements. 

First: the hairbrush. 

Wide. Heavy. Cruel. 

She approached Jason first. 

Lifted the brush. 

Brought it down hard. 

CRACK. 

Jason grunted, body jerking against the restraints. 

A deep, hot red mark bloomed across his ass. 

Another. 

Another. 

The brush rained down without mercy. 



Then Ben. 

CRACK. 

CRACK. 

Tears slid down his cheeks. 

He didn’t fight. 

He just whimpered with each strike. 

Soft. 

Helpless. 



Connor tensed. 

Held his breath. 

But when the brush hit him, he screamed through the pacifier harness strapped to his face. 

The pain was white-hot. 

Burning. 

Humiliating. 

It left him gasping, sobbing, trembling before the second blow even landed. 



Mistress Evelyn moved slowly between them. 

Methodical. 

Measuring. 

Taking her time. 

“Bad little boys must be reminded,” she whispered between strikes. 

“Obedience is earned.” 



When the brushwork was finished, their asses burned bright red and raw. 

They thought it was over. 

It wasn’t. 

Not even close. 



Next came the canes. 

Thin. 

Flexible. 

Deadly. 

Mistress Evelyn handed one to each maid. 

“Ten strokes each,” she said. 

“No counting. No crying out. Or we begin again.” 



Connor’s hands clawed uselessly at the bench restraints. 

The first stroke sliced across his already burning cheeks. 

SWISH—CRACK. 

He gagged on the pacifier, jerking violently. 

Ben screamed behind his gag. 

Jason cursed. 

Another stroke. 

Another. 



Each lash carved a fresh line of agony across their broken bottoms. 

The dolls in the seats giggled softly. 

Some bounced happily in their seats. 

Some clapped tiny mittened hands. 

The humiliation was total. 

Complete. 



When it ended, Connor sagged in his bonds. 

Crying openly. 

Broken. 

Jason’s eyes were wild. 

Ben looked half-asleep. 

None of them spoke. 

None of them could. 



Mistress Evelyn stood over them, radiating satisfaction. 

“Now,” she purred. 

“Since you want to act like silly, naughty little babies…” 

“You will be dressed properly.” 

She clapped once. 

The maids reappeared. 

Holding frilly dresses. 

Satin bonnets. 

Thick, extra-crinkly diapers decorated with unicorns and rainbows. 



Jason and Ben were diapered first. 

The thickest padding yet. 

They were dressed in ridiculous pastel dresses—Jason in pink, Ben in baby blue—with matching ruffled socks and shiny booties. 

Their arms were strapped behind their backs with soft silken ribbons. 

Their pacifiers clipped to their collars. 



Connor? 

He was left in just a fresh diaper. 

No dress. 

No bonnet. 

Just padding and shame. 

Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him. 

Ran her fingers through his hair. 

“You’re not ready for a pretty dress yet, my sweet.” 

“You still have lessons to learn.” 

She tapped his leaking diaper affectionately. 

He whimpered. 

And leaked again. 



Meanwhile, Liam stood proudly on the dais. 

Mistress Evelyn lifted his leash and tugged him forward onto her lap. 

She cupped his caged cock through the diaper, stroking slowly, while the other boys wept quietly. 

She unzipped the front of her bodice, pulling one heavy, perfect breast free. 

Liam suckled eagerly. 

Moaning. 

Grinding softly into her thigh. 

Mistress whispered into his ear: 

“Such a good little traitor.” 

“Mommy’s so proud of her baby girl.” 

“And naughty boys get punished so good thanks to you.” 



The dolls clapped. 

The maids smiled. 

The House grew quieter again. 

And Connor realized, somewhere between the burning pain of his ass and the dripping humiliation in his diaper— 

There was no escape. 

Not anymore. 

Not ever. 


Chapter 7: Body Betrayal 

The second week at Hollow Creek began with silence. 

Not the comfortable kind—the heavy, suffocating kind. 

The nursery was filled with slow breathing.
Crinkles.
Soft whimpers into pacifiers.
The sound of bottles being suckled through the night. 

The House had learned their bodies. 

Now it was learning their minds. 



Connor—Bliss—woke first. 

Or maybe he never truly slept anymore. 

The crib bars loomed around him. 

The triple-thick diaper between his thighs was already swollen, leaking softly into the mattress. 

The plug nestled deep inside him buzzed lazily with every breath. 

He whimpered behind the locked pacifier, squirming. 

But there was no escape. 

Only warmth.
Crinkle.
Helplessness. 



Across the nursery, Jason—Cupcake—lay curled awkwardly, bonnet slipping over one eye, his thickly diapered ass raised slightly in the air. 

Ben—Baby Buttercup—whimpered softly, rocking against the padded bars. 

And Liam. 

Liam wasn’t trapped. 

Liam sat cross-legged on his cot, clean and smiling, a golden ribbon braided into his hair. 

Mistress Evelyn’s favorite. 

The Nursery Leader. 

The spy who had doomed them all. 



The cribs opened with a soft click. 

The day began. 



Mistress Selene entered first. 

Trailing a leash. 

Holding it like a trophy. 

Mistress Evelyn followed, heels clicking across the polished floor, her black gown swirling around her legs like mist. 

The maids poured in behind them. 

All smiles. 

All gloves. 

All efficiency. 



One by one, the dolls were stripped. 

Changed. 

Redressed. 

●        Jason was stuffed into a thick pink onesie that snapped tight around his swollen diaper.
  

●        Ben was dressed in a pale blue romper that left his thighs bare and trembling.
  

●        Connor was cradled, powdered heavily, plugged with a thicker, longer toy, and wrapped into quadruple padding so thick he couldn’t close his legs anymore.
  



Breakfast was bottles. 

Only bottles. 

Warm.
Sweet.
Sickeningly heavy. 

Each filled with formulas that dulled their thoughts and loosened their bodies even further. 



By mid-morning, the first accidents hit. 

Not just leaks. 

Real accidents. 

Flooding wet. 

Helpless messes. 



Jason was first. 

He gasped behind his pacifier as his body betrayed him, warm liquid soaking into his padding, dripping between his thighs. 

Ben followed moments later. 

Blushing. 

Sobbing softly. 

Trying to hide it. 

Connor squirmed miserably. 

The pressure in his belly building. 

The plug thrumming. 

The warm drip starting. 

And he could do nothing to stop it. 



Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands. 

The maids swooped in. 

●        Checking diapers.
  

●        Praising leaks.
  

●        Mocking accidents.
  

●        Whispering promises of more plugs, more thick bottles, more spanking if they tried to resist.
  



Afterward came the Circle Time. 

The dolls were lined up on the padded mats. 

Pacifiers locked in. 

Diapers bulging. 

Plugs buzzing. 



Mistress Evelyn surveyed them. 

"Good babies." 

"So soft now." 

"So obedient." 

"So full of Mommy’s milk and plugs and pretty little accidents." 



She smiled at Liam. 

Beckoned him forward. 



Liam crawled gracefully. 

Head high. 

Leash trailing. 

His thick, golden diaper shimmered under the lights. 

Mistress Selene lifted him onto her lap. 

Pulled down her bodice. 

Offered him her breast. 

Liam latched on eagerly. 

Suckling. 

Moaning. 

Grinding lightly against her thigh. 



Connor watched with wide, leaking eyes. 

His cage pulsed painfully inside his soaked padding. 

He wanted that. 

He hated that he wanted it. 

But he wanted it so badly it hurt. 



Mistress Evelyn patted Liam’s diaper. 

Coaxing. 

Praising. 

Milking. 

Liam leaked visibly against her thigh, whimpering sweetly. 

The crowd of Mistresses and maids applauded. 



Mistress Evelyn turned to the crinkling, trembling dolls. 

Her voice low. 

Deadly. 



"If you want rewards..." 

"You must behave like Liam." 

"You must learn to serve." 



She pointed the riding crop at Jason first. 

Cupcake. 



Jason was dragged forward onto all fours. 

Positioned on a velvet pillow. 

A maid pulled his thick diaper back. 

Revealing his sore, pink pucker. 

The plug inside him pulsed visibly. 



Selene snapped gloves onto her hands. 

Lubed her fingers. 



Jason whimpered. 

Shook his head. 

Cried. 

But when Selene pressed the next, thicker plug inside him, stretching him wider, locking it deep— 

Jason collapsed onto the mat. 

Sobbing. 

Leaking. 

Broken. 



Ben followed. 

Forced down. 

Plugged mercilessly. 

Strapped into a crawling harness so tight he couldn't stand anymore. 

A leash was clipped to his back. 

A tag attached to his collar: 

"Rental Trainee." 



Connor watched it all, heart racing. 

Plug throbbing. 

Diaper leaking. 

Pacifier bouncing as he moaned softly into it. 



Mistress Evelyn called him next. 

"Come, little Bliss." 

He crawled. 

Awkward. 

Crinkling. 

Whimpering. 

The maids cooed at him. 

Patted his bottom. 

Stroked his hair. 



He was strapped over Mistress’s lap. 

Dress lifted. 

Diaper pulled back. 

Exposed. 

Vulnerable. 



She lubed her fingers. 

Slid the next training plug deep inside him. 

Thicker. 

Longer. 

Buzzing harder. 

He gasped. 

Flooded his diaper helplessly. 

Suckled harder at the bottle held between his lips. 



"Good baby," she crooned. 

"Good little leaking dolly." 



Across the room, Liam was praised again. 

Given a second breast to suckle. 

Lifted proudly into Mistress Evelyn’s lap. 

Promised special privileges. 

Promised more cuddles. 

Promised anything he wanted—so long as he kept breaking the others. 



By nightfall, Connor couldn’t hold anything in anymore. 

He leaked without permission. 

He squirmed against his plug without resistance. 

He suckled bottles without pride. 

He bounced in his crib helplessly. 

Sobbing. 

Smiling. 

Crinkling. 



Jason was left chained under the highchair. 

Ben was left plugged and leaking beside the rental list. 

And Liam slept in Mistress Evelyn’s lap. 

Cuddled. 

Loved. 

Perfect. 



Hollow Creek didn’t break you by force. 

It broke you by turning leaking into love. 

Messing into praise. 

Crinkling into comfort. 

Until you didn’t know how to want anything else. 

Until you didn’t want anything else. 



Connor—Bliss—smiled softly around his pacifier. 

Flooded his diapers one more time. 

And drifted into the sweetest, softest, darkest sleep of his life. 


Chapter 8: Diaper Contracts 

The next morning was different. 

The air in the nursery was still heavy with the faint scent of powder and warm plastic, but the mood among the dolls had shifted. 

Something unspoken crackled between them now.
A hunger. 

An aching, desperate need. 



Connor felt it first. 

Watching from his crib, hands trapped in soft mittens, diaper still damp and sagging under his onesie. 

Across the room, Liam was already awake—kneeling at Mistress Selene’s side, head bowed, pacifier dangling from a silver clip. 

Perfect posture. 

Perfect obedience. 

And when Mistress cupped his chin, lifting his face to hers, the kiss she placed on his forehead made Connor’s stomach twist with envy. 



Mistress Evelyn entered the room moments later. 

She swept through the cribs like a queen surveying her kingdom, heels clicking against the padded floor. 

Ben scrambled upright in his crib. 

Jason rolled awkwardly onto his hands and knees, diaper crinkling loudly. 

Connor hesitated only a second longer before sliding from his own crib, dropping into a kneel on the soft matting. 



They weren’t told to kneel. 

They weren’t ordered to wait. 

But every boy bowed his head. 

Every boy placed a clean, folded diaper in front of them. 

Offering it. 

Silently begging. 

Choose me. 

Love me. 

Make me your good boy. 



Mistress Evelyn watched them all. 

Her smile was slow. 

Knowing. 

Predatory. 

"Ohhh," she purred.
"Look at my little darlings." 

"Eager for your places?" 

They didn’t dare move. 

Jason whimpered softly behind his pacifier. 

Ben nuzzled into his clean diaper, cheeks burning. 

Connor clenched his hands into fists inside the mittens, trying not to tremble. 



From the side of the room, the maids approached. 

Selene. 

Mara. 

Clarisse. 

Each carrying sets of new gear: 

●        Thicker diapers.
  

●        Leather collars in pastel colors.
  

●        Gags shaped like oversized pacifiers.
  



Mistress Evelyn’s heels clicked slowly across the floor as she inspected them one by one. 

She paused at Jason. 

Frowned. 

Crouched beside him. 

Her gloved hand slid down the front of his clean diaper, testing the padding— 

And stopped. 

Her eyes glittered with amusement. 



"Jason," she said sweetly. 

"Are you dripping?" 

Jason whimpered. 

Shook his head violently. 

Mistress pressed harder. 

The squish was unmistakable. 

Not wetness. 

Sticky. 

Warm. 

Telltale. 



Selene chuckled softly from behind her hand. 

"Someone couldn’t wait for Mommy’s attention." 

Jason moaned behind his pacifier, rocking slightly on his knees. 

His cock, caged tightly, throbbed uselessly against the front of the thick diaper. 

Mistress Evelyn shook her head, almost pityingly. 

"Poor little thing." 

"You made sticky messies in your diapy before we even touched you." 

"So greedy." 

She stood. 

Tapping the tip of her boot against his forehead. 

Jason slumped forward in shame. 



The others remained frozen. 

Connor’s heart pounded painfully against his ribs. 

Ben whimpered, but stayed perfectly still. 

Waiting. 

Wanting. 



Mistress Evelyn turned back to them, her smile sharpening. 

"Since you’re all so eager to show me your loyalty..." 

"We will make it official." 



She nodded once. 

Selene unfurled a scroll from a velvet case. 

The maids stepped forward. 

Each holding a pen. 

And each cradling a contract tied with a pink silk ribbon. 



The words were simple. 

Crushing. 

I, the undersigned, hereby surrender all bodily control, all adult privileges, and all personal will to Hollow Creek House for the purposes of permanent display, training, and pleasure. 

I agree to be kept in diapers at all times. 

I agree to be milked, used, disciplined, and displayed as the House sees fit. 

I agree to accept my new name and purpose without resistance. 

I acknowledge I am property. 



Connor stared down at the page as Selene unbuckled his pacifier gag and guided the pen into his mittened hand. 

His name trembled on the tip of his tongue. 

Victor Lang. 

Adult. 

Man. 

Free. 



He thought of Liam. 

Suckling peacefully at Mistress’s breast. 

Being praised. 

Stroked. 

Loved. 



His bladder let go again without warning. 

Warmth flooded his diaper. 

He whimpered, helpless, leaking like a trained doll. 



And then he signed. 

Slowly. 

Shakily. 

Connor Ellis. 

Property. 

Forever. 



Jason signed too. 

Red-faced. 

Hands trembling from shame. 

Ben’s signature was barely legible through his sobs. 



Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once. 

Sharp. 

Delighted. 



The maids immediately began working. 

Connor’s onesie was peeled away. 

He was wiped. 

Powdered. 

Thickly, lovingly diapered in a fresh triple-stuffed crinkling white diaper adorned with little pink hearts. 

The new collar was buckled around his throat. 

Soft pink leather. 

A tag dangling from it, stamped with one word: 

“Bliss.” 



Jason’s diaper was changed too—but rougher. 

No sweet words. 

Just mocking chuckles from the maids. 

He was redressed in a frilly pink maid’s dress, the word "Cupcake" glittering across the chest. 

A huge diaper bulge swayed between his legs as he waddled forward on trembling knees. 



Ben was put into a baby blue sissy romper, complete with ruffled edges and an oversized satin bonnet tied tightly under his chin. 

A pacifier gag locked into place. 

The tag dangling from his collar read: 

"Baby Buttercup." 



The dolls in the cribs clapped softly. 

Giggling. 

Watching. 

Loving every second. 



Mistress Evelyn knelt before Connor—no, before Bliss—and stroked his cheek. 

"Such a sweet little dolly." 

"You’ll be ready for bigger things soon." 

She leaned closer. 

Whispered into his ear. 

"Things like Mommy's plug training." 

"And maybe, if you’re a very, very good dolly..." 

"Mommy will let you nurse, too." 



Connor moaned softly behind the fresh pacifier they clipped to his collar. 

And as he leaked again helplessly into the fresh padding— 

He realized he wasn't afraid anymore. 

He was hungry. 


Chapter 9: The First Sissy Ceremony 

The Grand Hall was decorated like a party. 

Pastel streamers. 

Twinkling lights. 

Soft crinkling noises from dolls waddling across the thick carpet. 

But there was no cake. 

No games. 

No prizes. 

Just punishment. 

Just display. 

Just the final erasure of the boys they used to be. 



Connor—now Bliss—stood at the side of the hall, crinkling quietly in his triple-thick diaper, his collar heavy around his throat. 

He sucked gently on his pacifier, trembling in nervous anticipation. 

Across the room, Mistress Evelyn stood tall. 

Mistress Selene flanked her, leash in hand, attached to the blushing, diapered form of Liam—the new Nursery Leader. 

And on the stage? 

Jason and Ben. 

Or rather: 

"Cupcake" and "Baby Buttercup." 



Jason wore a frilly pink maid dress, the petticoats so thick they puffed out around the bulging diaper taped between his legs. 

His bonnet was massive, tied under his chin with a big satin bow. 

Ben wasn’t any better. 

His blue sissy romper made him look like a parody of a baby girl from some twisted pageant. 

The thick waddle between his legs made every step a noisy, humiliating squish. 



Mistress Evelyn lifted her hand. 

The room fell silent. 

The dolls sitting around the edges of the hall—dozens of diapered, gagged, obedient toys—watched with wide, eager eyes. 



"Today," Mistress Evelyn announced, "we celebrate the rebirth of two naughty little boys." 

"Boys who thought they could fight the House." 

"Who now know their only value is to please." 



The maids clapped. 

Softly. 

Mockingly. 



Jason whimpered. 

Ben cried openly. 

Mistress Evelyn nodded to Liam. 

"Proceed, my sweet." 



Liam strutted to the stage, holding a gleaming pink strapon in both hands. 

It was thick. 

Ribbed. 

Dripping with scented lube. 

Connor shivered. 

He wasn’t called yet. 

But he knew. 

His turn was coming. 



Liam bent down in front of Jason. 

Cupcake. 

He pressed the strapon against Jason’s trembling lips. 

Jason whimpered. 

Shook his head. 

One sharp slap to his thickly diapered ass made him gasp—and open. 

Liam smiled. 

Slid the strapon past Jason’s lips, making him choke and sob as he was force-fed humiliation. 



The dolls clapped and giggled from their seats. 

The maids cheered. 

Mistress Evelyn watched like a proud mother. 



Next came Ben. 

Baby Buttercup. 

Liam made a show of wiping the strapon clean across Ben’s bonnet. 

Then fed it between his lips with slow, cruel pressure. 

Ben sobbed around it. 

Diaper crinkling helplessly. 

Face burning red. 



When both were broken-in, Mistress Evelyn approached. 

She held up two glittering tiaras. 

She placed one on Jason’s bonnet. 

One on Ben’s. 

Each decorated with rhinestones spelling out their new titles: 

"House Sissy Doll." 

"Public Plaything." 



The dolls clapped harder. 

The maids laughed. 

The humiliation was complete. 



Connor—Bliss—quivered. 

His own body leaking gently into his diaper. 

Because part of him…
wanted it. 

Wanted to be praised. 

Wanted to be displayed. 

Wanted to be loved like Liam. 



Mistress Evelyn wasn’t finished. 

She turned toward the hall. 

"Tonight," she purred, "Cupcake and Baby Buttercup will learn how to please properly." 

"Tomorrow?" 

"The games begin." 

"And you, my sweet little Bliss..."
She turned to Connor, smiling sweetly. 

"...You will finally be prepared for your plug training." 



Connor whimpered. 

Nodded behind his pacifier. 

And leaked again. 



Later that night, alone in his crib, he listened. 

He heard Jason and Ben whimpering. 

Sobbing. 

Sucking. 

Gagging. 

Serving. 

Earning their keep. 



And in the quiet, Connor suckled his pacifier and imagined: 

●        Himself in a frilly dress.
  

●        Plugged.
  

●        Suckling at Mistress’s breasts.
  

●        Being called good boy.
  

And he knew— 

No matter how much he cried. 

No matter how much he fought. 

He was already theirs. 


Chapter 10: Earning Their Keep 

The Grand Hall looked different at night. 

Candlelight flickered low.
Soft music dripped from the ceilings.
The heavy velvet curtains were drawn tight. 

But it wasn’t empty. 

Tonight, it was full. 

Dozens of women lounged at the tables, drinking, laughing softly. 

Mistresses. 

Sponsors. 

Potential adopters. 

All waiting. 

All eager. 



Connor—Bliss—crouched quietly near the back wall. 

A thick plug pulsed inside him now, buzzing slowly with every breath. 

Mistress Selene had inserted it herself that afternoon. 

No words. 

Just soft gloves sliding it deep inside him, whispering: 

"Good boys leak from all their little holes." 

Now he crinkled with every shift of his hips, the huge thick diaper barely masking the way the plug moved inside him. 

Every few minutes it gave a sharp pulse, making him whimper softly behind his locked pacifier. 



Jason and Ben were not hiding. 

They were on full display. 

Their first "official" duty. 



Jason—Cupcake—crawled from table to table, crinkling in his thick pink diaper, wearing a tiny satin maid dress that barely covered anything. 

A tray was strapped to his back, balanced between his shoulder blades. 

Tiny champagne glasses lined it. 

He had to keep perfectly still or they'd spill. 

Every time he wobbled, every time a glass tipped, the nearest Mistress would give him a sharp swat to his frilly padded ass. 



Ben—Baby Buttercup—served differently. 

Crawling under tables. 

Kissing ankles. 

Holding drink menus in his mouth for the guests to read. 

At one table, a blonde Mistress fed him scraps from her plate like a pet, laughing when he nuzzled helplessly at her fingers. 



Mistress Evelyn sat on the throne at the head of the room, looking down at it all like a queen at court. 

Beside her knelt Liam, resplendent in a golden diaper and lacy white onesie, his leash wrapped around Mistress’s wrist. 

He was being pampered. 

Pet. 

Adored. 



Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once. 

Sharp. 

The room fell silent. 

The dolls froze. 

The guests leaned forward, curious. 



"Tonight," she purred, "marks a new phase for our sweet little toys." 

"Tonight... they begin to earn their keep." 



Connor trembled. 

The plug buzzed harder. 

His diaper grew damper, soaking with his helpless leaks. 



Mistress Selene stepped forward, smiling cruelly. 

She carried a silver collar. 

Attached to a velvet pillow. 

One name engraved on the shining metal: 

"Auction Property." 



The guests clapped softly. 

Excited. 

Hungry. 



Mistress Evelyn smiled wider. 

"Some dolls," she said sweetly, "bring value by serving here." 

"Others... are best enjoyed elsewhere." 

"Adopted by patrons who understand how to properly... discipline... such precious little things." 



Connor’s stomach twisted. 

Jason whimpered, his tray tilting. 

A glass slid off and shattered. 

The hall gasped in delight. 



Selene bent gracefully, lifted Jason’s chin. 

His eyes were huge behind his pink bonnet. 

Tears welled. 

"Poor little Cupcake," she whispered. 

"Not ready to serve." 

"Not ready to obey." 

"Maybe someone else will teach you better." 



She locked the silver collar around Jason’s neck with a loud click. 

The tag swung against his frilly chest. 

Auction Property. 

Final. 

Public. 

Undeniable. 



The guests roared their approval. 

Glasses clinking. 

Soft catcalls. 

Predatory smiles. 



Jason sobbed brokenly around his pacifier. 

Crawled after Selene helplessly on all fours as she led him off the stage by the leash, presenting him to the crowd like a prize. 

"Bid high, ladies," Mistress Evelyn teased.
"This one’s an eager little plug-toy once you break him properly." 



Connor’s throat tightened painfully. 

Ben turned white as a sheet. 



Mistress Evelyn turned her gaze next to Bliss—Connor—still trembling at the back wall. 

She smiled. 

Soft. 

Deadly. 



"And you, my darling Bliss…" 

"Still fresh." 

"Still needing… attention." 

"You’ll be trained properly." 

"No auctions for my special dolly." 

She beckoned. 

Selene snapped a lead onto Connor’s collar and tugged him forward. 

He whimpered. 

Crinkled loudly. 

Plug throbbing deep inside him. 

The guests cooed at the sight. 



Mistress Evelyn drew Bliss into her lap. 

Cradled him like a child. 

Her fingers stroked his cheek. 



"Such a good little dolly." 

"You'll be Mommy’s special secret." 

"We’ll train you nice and slow." 

"No rushing for you, my sweet." 

"You’re going to be perfect." 



Connor whimpered into her chest. 

Nuzzled against the soft silk of her gown. 

Dripped helplessly into his diaper. 

Not fighting. 

Not thinking. 

Just… 

Wanting. 



Meanwhile, Jason knelt before the bidders. 

Each Mistress inspecting him. 

Prodding his thick diaper. 

Tugging his petticoats. 

Testing his obedience. 

Discussing future plans. 



Connor heard snippets as he dozed lightly in Mistress Evelyn’s lap. 

"I want him for my stables… make him service the real men." 

"Such a soft mouth. A pity to waste it." 

"Would love to watch him leak while I take others in front of him." 

"Perfect for cuckolding parties." 



Jason's auction had begun. 

And his fate was no longer his own. 



Connor suckled his pacifier and let the warm wetness spread through his padding. 

Safe. 

For now. 


Chapter 11: Public Training Nights 

The Grand Hall had changed again. 

The chairs were pushed to the edges. 

The center was cleared, polished until the floor gleamed like black glass. 

The dolls lined the sides, sitting diapered on satin cushions, suckling bottles or pacifiers, forced to watch. 

Tonight wasn't a party. 

It was a demonstration. 

A lesson. 

And Jason—Cupcake—was the star. 



Connor—Bliss—sat trembling near Mistress Evelyn's feet. 

Plug pulsing slow and deep inside him. 

His thick diaper crinkled with every shiver. 

He nursed quietly at a bottle Mistress held for him, sweet formula dribbling down his chin. 

Safe. 

For now. 

But he couldn’t look away. 



Jason knelt in the center of the Hall. 

Fully dressed in pink satin. 

Bonnet. 

Frilly gloves. 

Triple-thick diaper bulging between his thighs. 

And now… 

A bright pink strapon strapped tightly around his hips. 

Long. 

Shining. 

Glittering humiliatingly in the candlelight. 



Mistress Selene stood beside him, holding his leash. 

"Present yourself, Cupcake." 

Jason whimpered through his pacifier gag. 

He crawled forward, arching his back obediently. 

Pressing his padded ass up high. 

Offering himself. 



The guests—Mistresses, Maids, Owners—laughed softly. 

Applauded. 

One Mistress snapped her fingers. 

A tall man entered the Hall—collared himself, but proud. 

Nude except for leather cuffs. 

Jason’s eyes widened behind the bonnet. 



Selene released the leash. 

The man approached slowly. 

Jason trembled. 

The strapon bobbed awkwardly in front of him. 

He was pushed forward—onto all fours. 

The man knelt behind him. 

Guided Jason’s hips into place. 

Lined the glittering strapon against his own cock. 

And used him. 

Slowly. 

Firmly. 

Pressing into Jason until the padded sissy moaned behind his gag. 



The crowd clapped again. 

Soft. 

Pleased. 



Connor whimpered around his bottle. 

His cock strained painfully inside its cage. 

His diaper squished. 

He leaked helplessly. 

Watching. 

Unable to turn away. 



Selene clapped her hands once. 

"Lesson Two." 

Jason was dragged backward. 

The man sat back against a chair. 

Jason was pushed down onto his lap. 

Strapon forward. 

Held firmly at the base. 

"Now, little Cupcake," Selene purred.
"Show us you can serve properly." 



Jason wept. 

Tears rolling down his flushed cheeks. 

But he obeyed. 

He wrapped mittened hands around the thick strapon. 

He pressed his bonneted head down. 

And sucked. 

Publicly. 

Slowly. 

Helplessly. 



The Hall roared with laughter. 

Mistresses cheered. 

Bets were placed on how long he could be forced to serve without spilling into his diaper again. 



Connor whimpered. 

The pressure inside him too much. 

His thighs shook. 

His chest ached. 

Mistress Evelyn chuckled. 

Set the bottle aside. 

Pulled him into her lap. 

Unsnapped the crotch of his onesie. 



"Poor little Bliss," she cooed. 

"So full. So needy." 

She slipped a gloved hand down the front of his diaper. 

Found the cage. 

Stroked it slowly. 



Bliss—Connor—sobbed quietly around his pacifier. 



Mistress pulled her bodice down. 

Exposing a full, soft breast. 

She guided his head. 

Pressed his mouth to her nipple. 



Connor suckled automatically. 

Like a newborn. 

Warm milk filled his mouth. 

Sweet. 

Chemical. 

Clouding his brain even deeper. 



All while her gloved hand stroked. 

And stroked. 

And stroked. 

Until his caged cock spasmed helplessly— 

Until he leaked into his diaper. 

Messy. 

Pathetic. 

Whimpering. 

Suckling at her breast like the broken little doll he was becoming. 



The guests watched. 

Clapped softly. 

Whispered about which doll would be next. 



Ben sat frozen on his cushion. 

Eyes wide. 

Face pale. 

Watching Jason being mouth-used like a toy. 

Watching Connor being milked dry like an infant. 

Watching Mistress Evelyn select new collars from a silver tray. 



He knew. 

In his gut. 

In his leaking, crinkling diaper. 

He was next. 



Mistress Evelyn finished Bliss with a slow, indulgent wipe of her glove against his leaking diaper. 

She whispered into his ear: 

"Good boy." 

"Good milky dolly." 

"Mommy’s so proud." 

Connor whimpered. 

Suckled harder. 

Floated in soft, humiliating warmth. 



At the center of the Hall, Jason finally broke. 

He sobbed. 

He leaked. 

He collapsed against the man’s thighs, still latched helplessly to the strapon. 



Selene tugged his leash. 

Pulled him upright. 

Paraded him before the guests. 

"Fully trained." 

"Fully broken." 

"Ready for permanent transfer." 

The crowd clapped louder. 



Ben shook. 

Tears spilling down his cheeks. 

A wet spot grew under his thick diaper. 

He crinkled when he tried to scoot backward. 

But two maids caught him by the arms. 

Held him gently. 

Softly. 

Inevitably. 



"Come now, Baby Buttercup," one cooed. 

"Time for your lessons too." 

"You don’t want to be left out, do you?" 



Connor—Bliss—watched it all through wet, blurry eyes. 

Floating. 

Broken. 

Loved. 



And somewhere, deep inside the diapered, leaking shells they’d all become— 

The last pieces of resistance
the last scraps of adulthood
the last echoes of freedom 

died. 


Chapter 12: Final Sales and Special Transfers 

The Grand Hall was silent. 

The heavy velvet curtains blocked out the last of the afternoon sun, leaving only the soft glow of candles and the low hum of whispered anticipation. 

The dolls sat diapered and docile on satin cushions, pacifiers bobbing, heads bowed. 

Mistress Evelyn stood at the head of the Hall, regal in black silk. 

Behind her, a small raised platform.
A silver collar glinting in the soft light.
A contract folded neatly beside it. 

Tonight wasn’t a show.
It was a final judgment. 



Connor—Bliss—sat near the dais, crinkling softly in his triple-padded diaper, his plug throbbing gently inside him. 

His eyes blurred with the constant sweet fog of obedience and leaking humiliation. 

He suckled quietly at his pacifier. 

Property. 

No auction for him. 

No escape. 

He was theirs. 



Jason stood on the platform. 

No—Cupcake stood there. 

Stripped down to just his bonnet, a bright pink collar, and the thick diaper between his quivering thighs. 

His eyes were hollow. 

His cheeks stained with dried tears. 

A short silver chain connected his collar to a ring at the base of the platform, preventing any thought of escape. 

Mistress Selene stood beside him, hand resting lightly on his bowed head. 



Mistress Evelyn spoke. 

Her voice smooth as silk. 

"Tonight, we present Cupcake for permanent transfer." 

"A very special patron has requested personal ownership." 

The guests murmured approvingly. 

Several women in the front row smiled darkly. 

One stepped forward. 



She was tall. 

Blonde. 

Hard lines on her face softened only by the vicious sparkle in her eyes. 

Mistress Danika. 

A legend whispered about even inside Hollow Creek. 

A woman who broke her toys in ways even Evelyn found deliciously cruel. 



Danika circled the platform slowly. 

Ran a single red-lacquered nail down Jason’s trembling arm. 

Lifted the back of his thick diaper. 

Smirked. 

"Still leaking like a needy little girl." 

Jason whimpered behind his pacifier. 

She crouched beside him. 

Tugged his leash. 

Forced him to crawl two circles around her boots. 

Every crinkle of his soaked padding echoed in the quiet hall. 



Danika stood and addressed the room. 

"This one will serve many purposes." 

"He will be dressed, diapered, humiliated—and whored." 

"Men will take their pleasure while he watches." 

"Women will laugh as he leaks down his thighs." 

"He will be sold for use nightly, humiliated daily, broken hourly." 

She smiled cruelly. 

"A perfect little cuckold toy." 



Mistress Evelyn nodded once. 

Selene handed Danika the silver contract. 

Jason’s shaking hand was guided to sign it. 

No resistance. 

No hope. 

Only obedience. 



The leash changed hands. 

Jason—Cupcake—was led away. 

Crinkling. 

Crying softly. 

Already gone. 



Connor whimpered behind his pacifier. 

His cage throbbed painfully. 

A fresh leak warmed his diaper. 

He shifted awkwardly, the plug buzzing inside him in lazy, possessive pulses. 

He was lucky. 

In a way. 

He belonged here. 

Not sold. 

Not whored. 

Not discarded. 



Mistress Evelyn turned to the Hall. 

Her smile sharpened. 

"And now, Baby Buttercup." 



Ben crawled forward. 

Head down. 

Dressed in a baby blue sissy romper that couldn’t cover the triple bulge of his sagging diaper. 

His new task was simple: 

"Prepare yourself for public plug use." 



Selene led him onto a smaller stage. 

The guests watched eagerly. 

Ben was bent over a padded bench. 

Mitts clipped to the floor rings. 

Diaper peeled back. 

Pink, glittery training plug lubed thoroughly. 



The first plug slid in easily now. 

His body was ready. 

Or too broken to resist. 

Ben sobbed softly around his pacifier as the plug buzzed to life inside him. 

His leash was handed off to a Mistress in the second row—already preparing her own strapon. 



Mistress Evelyn chuckled. 

"Baby Buttercup will serve hourly." 

"Earn his keep." 

"Or… be auctioned next." 

Ben whimpered. 

His diaper bulged again from helpless leaking. 



Connor—Bliss—watched it all, trembling. 

Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him. 

Wiped a stray tear from his cheek with a gloved fingertip. 

"My sweet little Bliss," she murmured. 

"You’ve done so well." 

"You’ll stay with Mommy forever." 

She pressed a kiss to his forehead. 

"No auctions for my dolly." 

"Only pleasure." 

"Only milk." 

"Only love." 



Connor sagged into her arms. 

Suckled softly at the nipple she offered. 

Flooded his diaper again without a thought. 

Drifting deeper into mindless submission. 



Meanwhile, Liam strutted to the center of the Hall. 

Still perfect. 

Still adored. 

Mistress Evelyn handed him a small, velvet pouch. 

Inside: 

New keys. 

New responsibilities. 



Liam knelt and kissed Mistress Evelyn’s boot. 

She stroked his hair. 

"You will begin training the next group of dolls," she said. 

"Teach them what obedience means." 

"Train them to leak, to cry, to serve." 

"Train them to forget." 



Liam smiled. 

Sweet. 

Dangerous. 

"Yes, Mommy." 



The House cheered. 

The dolls clapped awkwardly with mittened hands. 

The guests smiled. 



And Hollow Creek claimed another generation of broken, diapered dolls. 


Chapter 13: Breaking Baby Buttercup 

The nursery smelled of powder, plastic, and sweet, sticky despair. 

Soft music drifted endlessly through the warm air, lulling the dolls into a dreamless haze between feedings, changes, and punishments. 

Connor—Bliss—lay strapped into his crib, triple-diapered, thick plug humming inside him in slow, relentless pulses. 

He suckled lazily on a rubber nipple fastened into a feeding mask, warm formula dripping into his mouth, laced with subtle chemicals that kept his muscles soft, his mind obedient. 



He didn’t fight it anymore. 

He leaked without resistance. 

He drooled without shame. 

He belonged. 



Across the nursery, the true show unfolded. 



Ben—Baby Buttercup—was on the center mat. 

Stripped to just his bonnet, mitts, and a thick diaper that sagged heavily between his spread legs. 

His face was flushed deep red, wet from sobbing. 

And strapped tightly around his hips? 

A new, gleaming pink harness. 

The plug inside him had been replaced with a double-ended strapon. 

One end buried deep inside his leaking hole. 

The other jutting proudly from the front of his soaked padding. 



Mistress Selene stood behind him, one hand gripping the back of his bonnet. 

"Tonight," she cooed to the gathered dolls, "Baby Buttercup learns to give... and receive." 

The nursery echoed with soft giggles from the other broken boys. 

Some clapped. 

Some bounced happily on their diapered bottoms. 

All were forced to watch. 



Selene guided Ben forward. 

Pushed him down onto all fours. 

The front strapon bobbed obscenely with every movement. 



The guests entered slowly. 

Mistresses. 

Maids. 

Even collared men, toys of the House. 

Each one waiting their turn. 

Each one eager to break the sissy doll further. 



The first Mistress approached. 

Knee-high boots. 

Leather gloves. 

Cruel smile. 

She crouched in front of Ben. 

Guided the strapon to her lips. 

"Serve, baby." 

Ben whimpered. 

He tried to shake his head. 

A sharp slap to the back of his crinkling diaper made him gasp—and open. 



He sucked. 

Slowly. 

Awkwardly. 

The guests clapped softly. 

Coaxed him. 

Mocked him. 

Loved every humiliating second. 



When the Mistress was done, another took her place. 

Then another. 

And another. 

Ben’s mouth was used over and over, until drool and humiliation soaked the ribbons of his bonnet. 



Mistress Selene praised him constantly. 

"Good baby." 

"Such a sweet little whore." 

"Learning your place so nicely." 

Ben sobbed. 

Leaked. 

Served. 

Again and again. 



Meanwhile, Mistress Evelyn moved to Bliss’s crib. 

She unstrapped him slowly. 

Lifted him into her arms. 

Carried him—crinkling, leaking, plugged—to the nursing chair. 

She sat. 

Cradled him in her lap. 

Pulled down her bodice. 

Exposed a full, soft breast. 

Guided his head to her nipple. 



Connor suckled immediately. 

His cage throbbed uselessly inside the hot, soaked padding. 

Mistress Evelyn cooed softly. 

"Such a good dolly." 

"Mommy’s perfect milky baby." 

"No thoughts left at all." 



And she was right. 

Bliss didn’t think anymore. 

He suckled. 

He leaked. 

He floated. 



Across the room, Ben finally broke completely. 

Midway through servicing a strapon, he spasmed. 

His diaper ballooned visibly. 

He collapsed onto the mat. 

Sobbing. 

Leaking. 

Milked dry by helpless humiliation. 



Mistress Selene laughed sweetly. 

"Good baby." 

"You’ll make such a pretty rental toy." 



The other dolls clapped. 

Bounced. 

Some leaked in sympathy. 

Some cheered. 



Mistress Evelyn stroked Bliss’s hair. 

"You'll never leave, my sweet," she whispered. 

"You're mine forever." 

Connor moaned softly around her nipple. 

And came. 

Hard. 

Silent. 

Hopeless. 

Flooding his triple-thick diaper as the plug buzzed deeper inside him. 



Hours later, when the nursery lights dimmed and the cribs creaked closed, the dolls lay strapped in their cages. 

Pacified. 

Plugged. 

Milked dry. 

Crinkling in the dark. 



Liam walked among them. 

Wielding a riding crop now. 

Inspecting. 

Testing. 

Training. 

Already choosing which of the new boys would break first. 



The nursery was growing. 

The House was thriving. 

And the dolls? 

They were only ever getting smaller. 

Softer. 

More beautiful in their perfect, crinkling obedience. 


Chapter 14: New Recruits and Old Toys 

The nursery buzzed with excitement. 

New blood had arrived. 

Fresh boys.
Terrified.
Trembling.
Still wearing real clothes—jeans, sneakers, hoodies—shaking as they were herded inside by the smiling maids. 

Some fought. 

Most cried. 

All would break. 

Connor—Bliss—sat strapped in his special feeding chair, crinkling softly inside his quadruple-thick diaper, the latest heavy plug pulsing between his stretched cheeks. 

Mistress Evelyn stroked his hair lovingly as he nursed on a bottle, warm formula laced with obedience drugs filling his mouth. 

Across the room, Liam moved like a prince surveying his kingdom. 

He wore a white satin onesie, golden embroidery at the chest reading: 

“Nursery Leader” 

A glittering leash coiled at his hip. 

A riding crop dangled from his wrist. 

Mistress Evelyn handed him the silver training list. 

Ten names. 

Ten terrified boys. 

All ready to be stripped, padded, punished, and pacified. 

"Begin," she said simply. 

And Liam smiled. 

The first boy—a blond, skinny thing named Eric—was hauled to the center of the mat. 

Still fighting. 

Still cursing. 

Still thinking he could win. 

Liam struck first. 

A sharp, vicious crack of the crop across Eric’s jeans. 

The boy yelped. 

Fell to his knees. 

The maids swarmed him. 

Pulling off his clothes. 

Stripping him naked. 

Laying him back on the cool mat as he fought, screamed, begged— 

Until the first diaper was unfolded with a loud crinkle. 

Powder dusted. 

Thick plastic pinned tight. 

Mittens locked onto his hands. 

Pacifier gag strapped into his mouth. 

Collar buckled around his neck. 

And just like that… 

Eric wasn’t a boy anymore. 

He was property. 

Another doll to be remade. 

The other new boys watched, horrified. 

But the process continued. 

One after another. 

Connor whimpered around his bottle. 

He felt it deep inside him—the memory of when he fought. 

When he thought he was still a person. 

Not just Bliss. 

A leaking, sucking, helpless doll. 

He leaked again without permission, the heavy plug shifting inside him as his body surrendered. 

Mistress Evelyn patted his diaper warmly. 

"Good boy." 

"Such a perfect little nursery pet." 

Meanwhile, Liam finished processing the new batch. 

Ten new dolls. 

Ten new crinkling, pacified toys. 

Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands. 

The room stilled. 

"Tonight," she purred, "we welcome our new friends..." 

"And celebrate the hard work of our sweet Baby Buttercup." 

Ben—Baby Buttercup—crawled forward slowly. 

Face red. 

Diaper sagging. 

Plugged. 

Leashed. 

Humiliated. 

Mistress Selene snapped the leash taut, forcing Ben upright onto his knees. 

She turned him slowly, showing him off to the guests gathering in the hall. 

His new outfit: 

●        Baby blue corset cinched cruelly tight.
  

●        Matching ruffled diaper cover with “Rent Me” stitched across the ass.
  

●        Pacifier gag locked in place, bouncing with every whimper.
  

●        Long pink stockings.
  

●        Silver cuffs on wrists and ankles.
  

Mistress Selene lifted his chin. 

"Tonight," she announced, "Baby Buttercup will be available for rent." 

"Hourly rates." 

"Multiple users encouraged." 

"No safewords recognized." 

The guests clapped. 

Coins clinked into velvet bags. 

Sign-up sheets filled quickly. 

Ben sobbed behind his pacifier. 

He tried to turn his face away. 

Mistress Selene slapped his thickly padded ass sharply. 

"Smile, baby." 

"Mommy’s making you a star." 

Connor—Bliss—watched through glassy eyes. 

Plug buzzing. 

Bottle draining. 

Cage throbbing uselessly inside his soaked padding. 

And somewhere inside the soft, endless haze of regression— 

He felt it. 

A pulse of envy. 

Ben would be used. 

Humiliated. 

But noticed. 

Praised for obedience. 

Bliss crinkled heavily in Mistress Evelyn’s lap. 

Moaning softly. 

Needing. 

Wanting. 

Later that night, Bliss’s next step arrived. 

He was stripped down fully. 

Diaper removed. 

Plug slid out—temporarily. 

He whimpered at the loss. 

Mistress Evelyn smiled. 

"Time for permanent training, little dolly." 

Selene approached, holding the enema bag. 

Warm. 

Heavy. 

Nozzled thickly. 

Laced with drugs designed to erase bladder and bowel control completely. 

Bliss sobbed behind his pacifier. 

But he spread his legs wide when ordered. 

Clutched his knees to his chest. 

Presented himself like a good doll. 

The nozzle slid inside. 

The warm flood began. 

His belly bloated helplessly. 

Mistress Evelyn cooed softly. 

"That's it, sweet thing." 

"Filling you up nice and full." 

"Making you Mommy’s perfect leaking dolly." 

When the enema finished, the plug returned. 

Larger now. 

Thicker. 

Buzzing. 

Bliss was triple-diapered tightly, locked in with belts. 

Unable to remove anything. 

Unable to stop the slow, humiliating leaking. 

He was cradled afterward. 

Fed warm milk. 

Stroked lovingly. 

Promised endless cuddles if he behaved. 

Promised endless humiliations if he didn’t. 

Across the nursery, Ben was paraded on all fours. 

Crawling table to table. 

Used by hands. 

By mouths. 

By toys. 

Coins dropped into his leash pouch after every session. 

And the new boys? 

They huddled in corners. 

Waddling in thick diapers. 

Sobbing behind pacifier gags. 

Watching the future they could not escape. 

Mistress Evelyn clapped her hands once more. 

The room hushed. 

"I am pleased to announce," she said, smiling darkly,
"The Hollow Creek House will be expanding." 

"A second nursery wing." 

"More dolls." 

"More training." 

"More pleasure." 

The dolls clapped awkwardly in their mittens. 

The guests cheered. 

The maids smiled proudly. 

And Connor—Bliss—sagged in Mistress Evelyn’s arms. 

Messing himself again. 

Plug buzzing. 

Suckling mindlessly. 

Perfect. 

Owned. 

Loved. 

Forever. 


Chapter 15: Total Acceptance 

The morning of the Ceremony arrived soft and warm. 

Mistress Evelyn moved through the nursery like a queen surveying her adoring subjects.
The dolls lined the walls, triple-padded, plugged, pacified, rocking gently in their cribs or feeding chairs. 

The air smelled of powder.
Of sweet, sticky leaks.
Of helplessness. 

Connor—Bliss—was bathed carefully that morning. 

Two maids cradled him between them in a deep marble tub, lathering every inch of his body with sweet-scented oils. 

They shaved him smooth again — arms, legs, belly, chest — until no trace of adulthood remained. 

His heavy plug was removed briefly. 

His body cleaned inside and out. 

Prepared. 

Perfected. 

Then he was diapered. 

Thicker than ever. 

Four layers. 

Each powder-dusted. 

Each crinkling louder than the last. 

Tapes sealed tight. 

Locking belts wrapped snugly around his hips. 

A fresh pink pacifier harness strapped to his head, locking his mouth into an endless soft suckle. 

The final touch: 

●        A white lace bonnet tied under his chin.
  

●        Tiny bells sewn into the edges, chiming softly with every crinkle and squirm.
  

Mistress Evelyn herself dressed him in the Ceremony Gown. 

A floor-length satin baby dress. 

Frills and bows cascading down the back. 

The word PROPERTY stitched across the chest in glittering silver thread. 

Bliss whimpered softly into his pacifier as Mistress straightened the bonnet under his chin. 

"Today, my sweet little dolly," she whispered,
"You stop pretending." 

"Today you become truly mine." 

He nodded weakly. 

And leaked helplessly into the fresh padding. 

The Grand Hall glittered with soft lights. 

A velvet pillow waited on the central dais. 

Upon it: 

●        A golden branding iron.
  

●        Heated gently in a brazier at the side.
  

A simple symbol engraved into the tip: 

Hollow Creek Crest. 

Intertwined initials, twisted like vines. 

Beautiful. 

Final. 

The dolls were arranged along the walls. 

Dozens now. 

New recruits diapered, pacified, plugged, and sobbing quietly as they were forced to watch. 

The guests filled the seats. 

Mistresses. 

Owners. 

Potential patrons. 

Hungry for the spectacle. 

Mistress Evelyn led Bliss by the leash onto the dais. 

The crowd quieted immediately. 

He knelt on the padded stool without being told. 

He spread his thighs wide. 

He offered himself, plug visible between the tapes of his thick diapers. 

He bowed his head. 

Mistress Evelyn lifted the iron. 

Pressed it gently to the thick padding at the crest of his diaper. 

A soft hiss. 

A faint scent of scorched plastic. 

A golden brand now gleaming at his hip. 

The House roared with approval. 

Claps. 

Cheering. 

Soft cruel laughter. 

Mistress Evelyn cupped Bliss’s chin. 

Tilted his gaze upward. 

"Mine," she whispered. 

"Forever." 

"Property of Hollow Creek." 

Bliss whimpered. 

Suckled his pacifier harder. 

Flooded his diaper with warm shame. 

And smiled behind the gag. 

The celebration began immediately. 

Bliss was cradled in a giant highchair at the center of the hall. 

Fed sweet formula. 

Tickled gently. 

Praised constantly. 

Mistress Evelyn stroked his plug through the crinkling bulge of his diapers until he shuddered and leaked again helplessly. 

Meanwhile, Baby Buttercup—Ben—was prepared. 

He was dressed in the full rental uniform: 

●        Pink satin romper that barely covered the thick diaper.
  

●        "Public Toy" embroidered in gold across the chest.
  

●        Pacifier gag locked tight.
  

●        Leash attached to a silver ring at the front of his diaper.
  

The rental board was unveiled. 

Ben’s name written proudly under the hourly price. 

Mistresses and collared men lined up immediately, eager to purchase time with the new sissy toy. 

Ben sobbed behind the gag. 

But he knelt obediently. 

Crinkled softly. 

Held his tray of rental tickets between his mittened hands as Mistress Selene patted his leaking bottom approvingly. 

Mistress Evelyn wasn’t finished. 

She turned to Liam. 

Handed him a golden ribbon. 

Liam strutted forward to the cribs lining the side of the hall. 

He selected the first fully broken new recruit—a pale, trembling boy barely older than eighteen, thickly diapered, bonneted, plugged. 

He lifted the boy’s chin. 

Clipped the golden ribbon to the tag of his collar. 

The House roared again. 

Another doll born. 

Another boy lost. 

Another victory. 

Mistress Evelyn raised her glass. 

"Hollow Creek thrives." 

"Our nursery grows." 

"Our dolls flourish." 

The dolls clapped awkwardly. 

Soft crinkling filling the air. 

New boys sobbed in quiet terror, knowing they would be next. 

Old dolls bounced happily in their cribs, some leaking helplessly, others cuddling their teddy bears with mindless contentment. 

Connor—Bliss—nuzzled against Mistress Evelyn’s chest. 

Flooded his diaper again without realizing it. 

Suckled sleepily on his pacifier. 

And smiled. 

Because he understood now. 

Deeply. 

Completely. 

He was nothing but a doll. 

A toy. 

Loved. 

Owned. 

Forever. 

The House would keep growing. 

New cribs. 

New plugs. 

New collars. 

New broken little dolls to add to their perfect collection. 

And Bliss would be there. 

Crinkling. 

Leaking. 

Milked and plugged and mindless. 

Beloved. 

Complete. 


Epilogue: Jason’s New Life 

The city outside Mistress Danika’s townhouse was alive.
Horn blares.
Lights flashing.
People laughing. 

But inside? 

Inside was quiet. 

Soft. 

Sweet. 

And cruel beyond measure. 

Jason knelt in the corner of the marble foyer. 

Or rather—Cupcake knelt. 

Because Jason didn’t exist anymore. 

Only Cupcake. 

Only a caged, diapered, helpless little sissy. 

A plaything. 

A prop. 

A joke. 

He crinkled softly with every shuddering breath. 

The heavy plug inside him vibrated at random intervals, making his slick, permanently open hole clench around nothing. 

The thick diaper cradled his locked cock uselessly, the cage keeping him pathetically tiny and soft no matter how much he whined. 

And the dress. 

The fucking dress. 

Baby pink.
Satin.
Ribbons everywhere. 

A bib around his neck read: 

“Mommy’s Little Cuck.” 

Mistress Danika entered the foyer. 

Tall. 

Elegant. 

A black latex catsuit clinging to every inch of her muscular body. 

Her high heels clicked sharply against the floor. 

In her hand? 

A leash. 

Trailing behind her? 

A tall, broad-chested man, shirtless and already hard. 

Cupcake whimpered. 

Flooded his diaper in shame. 

The plug pulsed harder. 

Mistress Danika smirked. 

"Aw, look at my pathetic little diaper dolly." 

"All dressed up to watch Mommy get properly pleased." 

She reached down. 

Hooked the leash to Cupcake’s pink collar. 

Tugged it. 

Hard. 

Dragging him to the center of the room. 

Positioning him perfectly. 

Kneeling. 

Face tilted upward. 

Mouth open wide behind the pacifier gag. 

The man stepped forward. 

Danika straddled him. 

Guided him deep inside her dripping folds with a soft, satisfied moan. 

Cupcake whimpered louder. 

The cage around his cock ached painfully. 

His diaper squished audibly. 

Danika fucked the man slowly. 

Deeply. 

Rolling her hips. 

Cooing and giggling like Cupcake wasn’t even there. 

"Poor baby." 

"Has to watch while real men take care of Mommy." 

"While my little leaky sissy just squishes in his diaper." 

The man grunted. 

Gripped Danika's hips tighter. 

Pounded upward. 

Faster. 

Harder. 

The wet sounds of their bodies slapping filled the foyer. 

The plug inside Cupcake buzzed mercilessly. 

He whimpered. 

He leaked. 

He sobbed around his pacifier. 

When the man came, Danika didn’t even flinch. 

She just leaned down. 

Whispered: 

"Good boy." 

"Now let’s clean up our little Cupcake." 

She shoved the man's slick cock against Cupcake’s gagged mouth. 

Smeared the leaking cum across his pacifier. 

Laughed when he cried. 

"Good girl." 

"That’s all you’re good for now." 

"Watching. Cleaning. Leaking." 

"Never, ever cumming again." 

Cupcake moaned helplessly. 

Flooded his diaper again in broken shame. 

Later that night, when the guests arrived, Cupcake’s role expanded. 

The townhouse transformed into a private party. 

Dozens of men. 

Women. 

Mistresses. 

Slaves. 

They lounged in velvet chairs. 

Drank expensive champagne. 

Watched live shows. 

And Cupcake? 

Cupcake was presented on a small stage near the bar. 

Tied in place. 

Legs spread wide by locking cuffs. 

Diaper fully exposed. 

Plug buzzing constantly. 

“Public Rental - Unlimited Use - No Safeword.” 

The sign dangled above his leaking, squirming body. 

They took turns. 

Teasing. 

Mocking. 

Feeding him from used toys. 

Stuffing vibrators under his diaper. 

Slapping his ass. 

Forcing him to sniff freshly fucked panties before strapping new ones over his leaking mouth. 

He was whored out hourly. 

Made to please anyone who paid. 

Cupped. 

Milked. 

Humiliated. 

And then tucked back into his filthy highchair to watch Mistress Danika fuck whoever she chose. 

Cupcake was always plugged. 

Always caged. 

Always leaking. 

Always crinkling. 

Sometimes men would take bets on how many wet accidents he could have in one night. 

Sometimes women would force-feed him warm bottles of thick milk until his belly ached, just to watch him mess himself in public. 

There was no escape. 

There was no "Jason." 

Only Cupcake. 

Property. 

Forever. 

Mistress Danika whispered it into his ear every night as she tucked him into his crib, diapered to the point of immobilization: 

"Good girl." 

"Good little cuck." 

"You’re nothing but Mommy’s dirty diaper toy now." 

And Cupcake? 

He wept. 

Leaked. 

Messied. 

And smiled. 

Because there was no point in wanting anything else. 

The House had broken him. 

Danika had finished him. 

The world spun on. 

And Cupcake stayed exactly where he belonged: 

●        Diapered.
  

●        Plugged.
  

●        Caged.
  

●        Humiliated.
  

●        Owned.
  

Forever.


Punished and Pampered: A Dark Daddy Dom ABDL Romance

Forced Regression, Diaper Discipline & Helpless Submission


Introduction: Punished and Pampered 


She signed away one year of her life… but what happens when she never wants to leave? 

Rowan’s hands shook as she stared at the contract in front of her. The words blurred together, but the terms were clear—one year, absolute submission, no safe words, no backing out. When the debt collectors started circling, when every door had slammed in her face, she had thought she had no choices left. 

Until Damien Black made her an offer. 

The underground enforcer didn’t lend money—he owned people. His reputation was brutal, his methods whispered about in back-alley deals. People didn’t leave his contracts unmarked, and they certainly didn’t leave unchanged. But what he wanted from her wasn’t just servitude. 

It was something worse. 

The final clause made her stomach churn:
“During the contract period, the signee will fully surrender to the role of ‘Daddy’s Little Girl’ under all conditions. Failure to comply will result in appropriate discipline.” 

Rowan swallowed hard. She had no idea what that truly meant, but when she glanced up at Damien—broad-shouldered, towering over her, his eyes dark with ownership—she knew this wasn’t a game. 

This was real. 

And once she signed, there was no turning back.


Chapter 1: The Deal with the Devil

Rowan’s signature bled into the thick paper, her hand trembling as she finished the last stroke of her name. The ink was barely dry when Damien Black reached forward, taking the contract from her fingers like he had already won.

Because he had.

She forced herself to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark, assessing, satisfied—as if he had just acquired his newest possession. The truth settled in her stomach like ice. She had sold herself to this man. One year of absolute submission in exchange for wiping her debt clean.

She had told herself it was just a contract. That no matter what his twisted demands were, she could endure it. But when Damien stood, towering over her, his presence suffocating in the dimly lit office, she knew—she had no idea what she had just agreed to.

“Good girl,” he murmured, folding the contract and slipping it into his jacket pocket. The casualness of it made her skin prickle. Like he hadn’t just sealed her fate. Like she hadn’t just signed away everything.

Rowan swallowed, pushing through the nerves clawing up her throat. “So, that’s it?” she asked, her voice barely steady. “No… discussion? No—”

Damien cut her off with a slow, almost amused smile. “You had your chance to discuss, sweetheart. The moment you put your name on that paper, your choices stopped mattering.”

A chill crept down her spine.

Before she could respond, Damien took a step forward, closing the space between them. He moved with deliberate control, the kind of presence that made her want to step back. But she didn’t. She couldn’t.

His fingers brushed along her jaw, forcing her chin up until her eyes locked onto his. The way he studied her sent something sharp and unsettling through her—like he was already picking apart everything she thought she could hide.

"You’re scared," he observed, his voice smooth, rich, dangerous.

Rowan clenched her teeth. "I just don't know what to expect."

His thumb traced over her lower lip, slow, possessive. Testing. “Then let me make it simple for you,” he said. “You’re mine now.”

Her stomach twisted. “That wasn’t—”

Damien’s fingers tightened, just enough to silence her. His grip was firm, but not cruel. Yet.

“No arguments. No backtalk,” he warned, his voice dropping lower. “Daddy doesn’t like brats.”

Rowan’s breath hitched.

Did she hear that right?

Her pulse pounded so loudly in her ears that she almost thought she imagined it. Daddy.

He let the word settle between them, watching, waiting. The way he looked at her told her this wasn’t a slip-up. This was intentional. Calculated.

This was exactly what he expected from her.

“You’re joking,” she whispered, though she already knew he wasn’t.

His grip softened, fingers trailing from her jaw down to her throat—just a hint of pressure, a quiet reminder of how easily he could hold her in place.

Does it look like I’m joking, little girl?”

Rowan sucked in a sharp breath, every muscle going rigid.

“I… I didn’t—”

“I told you to read the contract carefully,” Damien murmured. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear, his voice thick with dominance. “That last clause? That wasn’t decoration. You’re not just my submissive.” He pressed a hand against the small of her back, forcing her closer.

“You’re my baby.”

Rowan’s stomach dropped.

Her hands shook at her sides, nails digging into her palms. No. No, this wasn’t what she thought she had agreed to. Submission was one thing. She could have handled a year of being his plaything, his pet, his personal whore—

But this?

Her voice cracked. “You expect me to—”

“I expect you to do as you’re told,” Damien interrupted smoothly, his control absolute. His fingers traced down the line of her spine, slow, deliberate, before gripping her waist. “I expect you to obey. I expect you to surrender. And most of all—” His lips brushed just over her ear, his next words making her entire body lock up.

“I expect you to call me Daddy.”

Rowan shuddered.

Her mind screamed at her to fight, to say no, to run. But his touch was fire, branding his control into her skin. Everything about him overwhelmed her—his dominance, his confidence, the quiet amusement in his gaze as he watched her unravel.

"You're insane," she breathed.

Damien smirked. "You'll learn to love it, sweetheart."

His hand slipped lower , pressing against the back of her thigh, inching higher—possessive, claiming.

"Strip," he ordered.

Rowan’s breath hitched.

"What?"

His grip tightened, the command ringing in her ears.

"Take. Your. Clothes. Off."

Rowan’s stomach twisted, humiliation burning through her as reality slammed into her chest.

This was it. This was happening.

Damien tilted his head, watching her with something dark, something knowing. He took a step back, giving her just enough space to decide—though they both knew there was no decision left to make.

“Do you want me to help you, little girl?” he asked, his voice smooth, teasing, but deadly serious. “Because I’d love to show you what happens when Daddy has to do it himself.”

A shudder tore through her.

Rowan hesitated—but only for a second.

Her hands shook as she reached for the hem of her sweater, pulling it over her head.

Damien exhaled slowly, his approval palpable.

“Good girl.”

And as she stood before him, exposed, vulnerable, completely his—Rowan realized she had never been in control at all.


Chapter 2: Daddy’s House, Daddy’s Rules

The ride to Damien’s house was silent, suffocating, and far too long. Rowan sat rigid in the passenger seat of his sleek black car, fingers gripping the hem of her skirt as she stared out the window. The city lights blurred past her, a world she was leaving behind. 

Every minute that passed, the reality of what she had done sank deeper into her bones. She had signed away her freedom. Agreed to belong to him. 

And the worst part? 

Damien was completely at ease. 

He drove like a man who had already won, one hand resting on the wheel, the other against his thigh, his confidence unshakable. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to. His presence alone was enough to unravel her. 

The moment they pulled into the long, winding driveway, her stomach twisted. 

His house was nothing like she had expected. It wasn’t a sleek penthouse or a cold, empty mansion. It was a secluded estate, wrapped in thick iron gates, surrounded by towering trees that swallowed the last traces of civilization. The kind of place no one could hear you scream. 

Rowan shivered. 

The second he parked, Damien turned to her, his gaze heavy, unreadable. 

“Out,” he ordered. 

Her body obeyed before her mind caught up, stepping onto the cool stone driveway as Damien came around to her side. 

He placed a firm hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward the door, his grip unrelenting. “No hesitation,” he murmured. “You’re home now.” 

Home. 

The word sent a sharp pang through her chest. She didn’t fight him, didn’t speak—but her pulse thundered in her ears. 

The moment they stepped inside, Rowan’s breath hitched. 

It was warm, luxurious—rich wooden floors, dim lighting, and soft leather furniture—but it wasn’t the house that unnerved her. 

It was what was waiting for her inside. 

At the far end of the open living space, past the fireplace, past the pristine kitchen, was a door. 

And it was painted soft, pastel pink. 

No. No, no, no— 

Damien’s hand tightened on her wrist as she took an involuntary step back. “Go on, little girl,” he murmured. “Open it.” 

Her breath shattered. 

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the doorknob, dread pooling in her stomach as she turned it— 

The moment the door swung open, her entire body went cold. 

Inside was a nursery. 

Not just a childish bedroom. Not some vague, playful nod to the power dynamic he had forced on her. 

No. This was a full nursery. 

A massive white crib in the center of the room, its bars gleaming in the dim light. A plush rocking chair beside a dresser lined with neatly folded onesies. And worst of all— 

A changing table. 

Stacked with diapers. 

Big, thick, humiliating diapers. 

Rowan froze, every muscle in her body locking up. 

“I—” 

Damien’s chuckle was soft, dark, knowing. “You thought I was playing, didn’t you?” 

Her throat went dry. “You—you can’t be serious—” 

His hand was on the back of her neck in an instant, fingers curling into her hair, tilting her head up until she had no choice but to meet his dangerous, satisfied gaze. 

“I don’t joke about what’s mine, sweetheart.” 

Rowan shuddered. 

Her breath came in short, shallow bursts as Damien’s other hand traced the edge of the changing table, his fingers running over the folded stacks of diapers. White. Pink. Some decorated with humiliating little cartoons. 

“These,” he said smoothly, “are all for you.” 

Her stomach plummeted. 

She tried to step back, but his grip held firm. 

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I won’t—” 

“You will,” he interrupted, his voice low, unshakable. “You signed a contract, little girl. And Daddy expects you to follow the rules.” 

Her pulse pounded. “Rules?” 

His lips curved. 

“Rule number one—” he leaned down, his breath warm against her ear, his next words making her entire body stiffen. 

“Big girls don’t exist in this house. Only babies.” 

Rowan sucked in a sharp breath. 

“No more toilet,” he continued, slow, indulgent. “No more dressing yourself. No more privacy. No more control.” 

His fingers tightened on her nape. 

“I decide when you eat. I decide when you sleep. And when you wake up soaking wet, little girl—you’ll thank Daddy for taking such good care of you.” 

Rowan’s knees nearly buckled. 

She wanted to scream. To fight. To run. But she could feel it, the inevitability sinking into her bones. 

She had nowhere to go. 

And Damien knew it. 

He exhaled slowly, releasing her. 

“Strip,” he ordered. 

Rowan’s breath hitched. “What?” 

His gaze darkened. 

“You heard me. Strip. Now.” 

Her entire body shook. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t— 

Damien took a step forward, closing the distance, and Rowan had never felt so small in her life. 

“Do you need help, little girl?” he asked, mocking, patient, terrifying. 

She shuddered. 

Her fingers shook as she reached for the hem of her skirt, slowly pulling it down. 

Damien’s breath was steady. Even. In control. 

“Good girl.” 

Rowan swallowed hard, her cheeks burning, her legs weak. 

Her sweater was next, leaving her in nothing but her black lace panties and bra. The contrast between her adult lingerie and the childish horror of the nursery made bile rise in her throat. 

Damien stepped closer. 

With one flick of his fingers, he unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. 

Rowan squeezed her eyes shut, humiliated, exposed— 

A soft crinkle filled the air. 

Her eyes snapped open. 

Damien was unfolding a thick, white diaper. 

Her stomach clenched. 

She stepped back, panic creeping into her voice. “No, I can’t—” 

His hand was on her throat in an instant. 

Not choking. Not squeezing. Just… holding. Claiming. Taming. 

His gaze burned into hers, unreadable, unbreakable. 

“You can,” he murmured. “And you will.” 

Rowan shivered. 

His thumb brushed over her racing pulse. 

“Be a good girl and lie down for Daddy.” 

A tremor ran through her. 

Her breath hitched. And as her legs buckled beneath her, Rowan sank onto the changing table fully and completely his.


Chapter 3: First Punishment, First Reward

Rowan barely breathed as she lay on the changing table, her body rigid, her mind screaming at her to move, to fight, to do something other than lie there and let this happen. But Damien was above her, unfolding the thick white diaper with calm, patient precision, as if this was just another routine task—as if this was normal.

“This will be easier if you don’t struggle,” he murmured, brushing his fingers down her thigh, coaxing her to relax. But nothing about this was relaxing. Her heart pounded as he slid his hands under her knees, lifting her legs effortlessly, her bare skin heating under his touch. He held her there, suspended, helpless, exposed.

A shudder wracked her spine. “Please,” she whispered, though she didn’t even know what she was begging for—release, mercy, a way out?

Damien’s chuckle was dark, knowing. “Begging already? I haven’t even started, little girl.” With one smooth motion, he slid the thick padding under her, the crinkling sound shamefully loud in the quiet nursery. His fingers brushed over her, lingering, testing, owning.

Rowan’s stomach twisted as he reached for the baby powder, shaking a generous amount onto her inner thighs and over her most intimate places. His touch was slow, deliberate, teasing, as he rubbed it into her skin, spreading the scent of submission through the air. “So soft,” he murmured, almost to himself. “You’ll smell like Daddy’s baby girl in no time.”

Humiliation burned her from the inside out. “I—” But her words cut off in a gasp as his fingers pressed between her folds, barely brushing against her already-sensitive clit. Not enough to satisfy. Just enough to remind her that he was in control.

Rowan’s breath hitched, her body betraying her with a sharp, aching pulse between her legs. Damien smirked as if he felt it, as if he knew exactly what was happening inside her, what her body refused to deny. “Oh, sweetheart,” he cooed, rubbing slow circles over her slick heat, keeping the touches light, torturous. “You’re already soaked.”

Shame and something twistedly deeper coiled inside her. She shook her head, refusing to meet his eyes. “I—it’s not—”

His fingers slipped away, and before she could process the loss, the thick diaper was pulled snugly around her, fastened tight. Trapped.

Rowan gasped, jerking against the sensation, but Damien shushed her, pressing a palm against the front of the diaper, holding her in place. “No more arguments, little girl,” he murmured, smoothing his hand over the thick padding as if sealing her fate. “You belong to Daddy now.”

Tears pricked her eyes, but before they could spill, he lifted her into his arms, cradling her against his chest like she was weightless. The sudden warmth of his body sent a jolt of something unfamiliar through her—safety. Comfort. A dark, twisted form of affection.

He carried her effortlessly to a cushioned rocking chair in the corner of the nursery, sitting down and pulling her onto his lap, her legs draped over his thighs. The position left her feeling small, helpless, exactly what he wanted.

“Now,” he murmured, adjusting her so her thickly padded bottom was resting against his hard, muscular thighs, the diaper crinkling between them. “Time for your first lesson.”

Rowan stiffened, her fingers digging into his shirt. “Lesson?”

His grip on her waist tightened, keeping her still. “Daddy’s rules are simple,” he said, his voice low, soothing, dangerous. “And rule number one—little girls don’t hold it.”

The breath left her lungs.

Her stomach clenched.

Damien’s fingers traced lazy circles on her thigh, casual, as if he weren’t completely destroying her world with a single sentence. “You will wet yourself for me, sweetheart,” he murmured, pressing his lips softly against her temple, a cruel contrast to the demand he was making. “And you’ll do it right now.”

Rowan’s heart slammed against her ribs. She shook her head violently. “No, I—I can’t—”

His hand slipped between her legs, pressing against the thick, humiliating padding, rubbing slow, steady pressure directly over her clit.

Her body arched, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips before she could stop it.

“Oh, you can,” Damien said, his smirk curling against her skin. “And you will.”

She twisted in his lap, panic warring with something deeper, more primal, but Damien only chuckled, rubbing her through the diaper in long, deliberate strokes.

Her thighs trembled, her stomach tightening with unbearable need. “Please,” she gasped, though she didn’t know if she was begging him to stop or to push her over the edge.

“Let go,” he whispered, nipping at her earlobe, his voice like silk and sin and pure control. “Be a good girl for Daddy and let go.”

Rowan whimpered, her entire body on fire, her muscles clenching as she fought the inevitable. But his touch was relentless, pressing just enough to drive her insane, to force her into a place where there was only him.

She couldn’t fight it.

Her mind shattered, her body tipping over the edge—and as the pleasure tore through her, her control snapped with it.

The first warm rush spread through the thick padding, and Rowan sobbed, shaking, her body betraying her in the most humiliating way possible.

Damien groaned, his grip tightening on her hips, his breath hot and heavy against her neck as he felt it happen.

“That’s my good girl,” he praised, his voice thick with satisfaction, his hand still rubbing, still teasing, still owning her completely. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Tears spilled down her cheeks, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t hide, couldn’t do anything but collapse against his chest, trembling.

Damien’s fingers slowed, then stopped, his arm curling protectively around her waist. His lips brushed against her damp cheek, gentle, possessive.

“You did so well for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice soft, almost loving. “I think you deserve a reward.”

Rowan barely had time to process what he meant before his fingers slipped inside the diaper, finding her still-soaked, still-sensitive, and started stroking her all over again.


Chapter 4: Diaper Training & the Loss of Control

Rowan lay against Damien’s chest, wrecked, humiliated, and trembling. Her breath came in soft, uneven pants, her body weak from the orgasm that had shattered her moments ago—the same orgasm that had left her in a soaking wet diaper, trapped in a warmth that only made her humiliation burn deeper.

Damien’s fingers still teased her through the thick padding, slow, indulgent, owning her completely. Every soft stroke sent a new wave of heat through her, keeping her on the edge of something dark and consuming.

His lips brushed against her temple, gentle, soothing, but dangerous. “You felt that, didn’t you?” he murmured, dragging his hand down the front of the diaper, spreading the evidence of her shame. “How warm it got? How helpless you were?”

Rowan shuddered, biting her lip to keep from sobbing.

“That’s what Daddy wants,” Damien continued, his low, commanding voice vibrating through her body. “I want you soft. Dependent. I want you to stop thinking you have control.”

She swallowed hard, her fingers gripping his shirt, nails digging into the fabric. “I—I don’t—”

A sharp slap landed on the thick, sodden padding, jolting her hips forward with the impact.

“Don’t lie, little girl.” Damien’s tone was pure authority, steady, unforgiving. “Your body already knows what it wants. It just needs to be trained properly.”

Her stomach twisted as he shifted her in his lap, adjusting her until her legs draped over his thighs, her back against his chest, her soaked diaper pressing fully against him. The realization that she was sitting directly in her own accident made shame coil inside her, but Damien held her firmly, not letting her squirm away.

He nuzzled into her hair, his grip gentle but firm. “Rule number two,” he murmured, “little girls don’t try to hold it.”

Rowan’s pulse pounded.

“I won’t—”

“You will,” Damien corrected smoothly, his hands sliding down her thighs, holding her open, keeping her completely exposed despite the thick padding. “Your bladder belongs to me now, sweetheart. You’ll wet whenever I decide you need to.”

Rowan shook her head violently, her breath coming in sharp bursts. “No—no, please—”

His chuckle was low, almost affectionate. “Fighting already? That’s adorable.”

Before she could react, Damien lifted her, carrying her effortlessly across the nursery. She yelped, clinging to him out of instinct, but he ignored her struggles as he set her back down on the changing table, pressing her firmly against the padded surface.

Rowan squirmed, trying to push herself up, but Damien’s hand was suddenly on her chest, pressing her back down. Pinning her.

“Stay,” he ordered, his voice calm, steady, unshakable.

She froze.

He reached beside her, grabbing something from the neatly arranged shelves lining the wall. She couldn’t see what it was until she heard the soft, delicate clink of metal.

Her stomach dropped.

A chain.

It was short, lightweight, and connected to a small leather strap. She barely had time to react before he fastened it snugly around her ankle, securing her to the table.

Rowan’s chest tightened, panic rising fast. “What—what are you doing?”

Damien’s smirk was cruel, knowing. “You need a little… encouragement.”

He pulled another strap from the shelf, this one thicker, meant for her wrists. She struggled as he grabbed her arm, but he was too strong, too practiced, and in seconds, her wrists were bound as well, locked into place beside her head.

She couldn’t move.

She was trapped.

And Damien was watching her unravel like he had been waiting for this moment all along.

Rowan’s breath hitched, her thighs clenching around the thick, crinkling diaper still wrapped around her. “Please,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please don’t do this—”

Damien leaned over her, one large hand settling on her stomach, just above the waistband of the diaper. His palm pressed down lightly, applying just enough pressure to remind her exactly what she had lost control over.

“You already proved you can wet when you’re desperate enough,” he murmured, his fingers tracing soft circles over her abdomen. “Now it’s time to show you that you don’t have a choice anymore.”

Rowan tensed, a fresh wave of humiliation burning through her as she realized exactly what he meant to do.

She whimpered, struggling against the restraints, but the leather didn’t budge. She couldn’t stop him.

Damien’s lips curled into a slow, indulgent smirk. “Let’s help you along, sweetheart.”

His hand pressed down harder, firm enough to send a sharp pulse of pressure straight to her bladder. Rowan gasped, twisting in desperate panic as the tension coiled tight inside her.

“Please, please don’t,” she begged, her voice wrecked, desperate, but Damien only shushed her softly, stroking her stomach in slow, methodical motions.

“Shhh, little girl,” he cooed, his voice soothing, condescending. “Just let go. Let Daddy take care of you.”

Rowan bit her lip, fighting with everything she had—but the pressure was unbearable.

Damien rubbed deeper, his thumb tracing circles lower and lower, teasing just above the waistband of the diaper, pressing down at the exact spot that made her squirm.

Rowan’s entire body clenched.

She couldn’t fight it.

A single, humiliating trickle escaped before she could stop it.

She screamed, twisting, whimpering, but Damien only hummed in approval, pressing down even harder, until the dam fully, completely broke.

Rowan sobbed, her entire body shaking as warmth flooded through the thick padding, spreading between her thighs, against her backside, soaking her all over again.

Damien let out a low, satisfied groan, rubbing slow, lazy strokes over her stomach, feeling every twitch, every tremor as she lost control for him.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he praised, his voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Tears streamed down her cheeks. “N-no,” she choked out, mortified beyond belief, but Damien tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his dark, triumphant gaze.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured, brushing his lips over her trembling mouth. “You don’t get to tell me no anymore.”

Rowan shivered, her breath uneven, her body weak and humiliated and utterly his.

Damien reached between her legs, cupping the thick, sodden padding, massaging it against her, making sure she felt every inch of her shame.

He sighed in satisfaction, his breath hot against her ear. “We’re going to have so much fun, little girl.”

Rowan squeezed her eyes shut, but she already knew.

There was no escaping this.

No escaping him.

She was Daddy’s now.

And she always would be.


Chapter 5: Testing Her Obedience

Rowan sat motionless on the changing table, her breath shallow, her body trembling from the devastating humiliation that still clung to her skin. The warmth trapped inside her soaked diaper made her stomach twist, a constant reminder of her shame. Damien had watched, had forced her to break, and now he stood over her, one large hand resting on her quivering thigh, rubbing slow, soothing circles like he had just done her a favor.

“You did well,” he murmured, his voice low, indulgent. “But we’re just getting started, sweetheart. Daddy still needs to see how much you can handle.”

Rowan’s stomach clenched. “I—I can’t—”

Damien’s chuckle was dark, knowing. “You don’t get to decide what you can or can’t do, little girl.” His fingers teased over the damp padding, pressing just enough to make her squirm, to make her feel every inch of her submission. “And you’re going to prove that to me tonight.”

She shook her head, eyes wide. “No, please, I can’t—”

A sharp slap landed on her inner thigh, jolting her so violently that a fresh whimper escaped her lips.

“What did I just say?” Damien asked, his tone calm, controlled, but edged with warning. “Do I need to gag you, little girl? Because I will.”

Rowan’s throat tightened, tears burning at the edges of her vision. She hated this. She hated him. But her body… her body was betraying her again, heat pulsing deep inside her from the mixture of humiliation, punishment, and the dangerous pleasure of his control.

Damien smirked, watching her struggle. “Good girl. No more arguing.” He grabbed her wrists, unlocking the restraints one by one before lifting her effortlessly into his arms. She clung to him on instinct, her body too weak, too small compared to his, and he carried her from the nursery, moving through the halls of his home with calm, unshakable confidence.

She barely registered where they were going until he stepped into a luxurious walk-in closet—but this wasn’t for him. The rows of clothing were hers. Pastel dresses, thick onesies, soft cotton rompers, and lace-trimmed socks. Everything looked too small, too innocent, too infantile.

Her stomach sank.

“This is what you’ll be wearing from now on,” Damien murmured, setting her down on a plush ottoman in the center of the room. His fingers trailed through the delicate fabrics, choosing her fate, before pulling out a short baby-pink dress with lace ruffles around the hem. He turned to her, holding it up. “Arms up, sweetheart.”

Rowan stared at him, frozen. “You—you expect me to—”

Another sharp slap landed on her thigh. “Do I need to repeat myself?”

Her breath hitched, her legs trembling as she lifted her arms slowly, obeying.

Damien smirked. “That’s better.” He pulled the soft dress over her head, smoothing it down until it barely covered the thick bulk between her legs, the padding completely obvious beneath the thin fabric. Her legs felt exposed, childish, and when he pulled out a pair of lacy socks and small pink Mary Janes, her face burned even hotter.

“You look perfect,” Damien said, appreciating his work, his fingers trailing over her exposed skin before cupping the padding between her thighs, pressing firmly. “No one will ever mistake you for a grown woman again, little girl. You belong to me now.”

Her stomach twisted in panic. “Please don’t make me go outside like this—”

“Oh, but we are,” Damien interrupted smoothly, grabbing her wrist and pulling her to her feet. “Daddy’s taking you out to dinner tonight, and you’re going to be on your best behavior.”

Rowan’s heart pounded violently. “No. No, no, please, I can’t—”

Damien’s grip tightened, his fingers digging into her chin, forcing her to meet his cold, dominant stare.

“You can and you will. If you behave, I’ll be kind. If you don’t…” His lips brushed against her ear, his voice thick with promise. “I’ll make sure everyone in that restaurant sees exactly what you are.”

Rowan’s breath shattered.

He wouldn’t.

Would he?

She barely remembered how she got into his car, barely registered the world blurring past them as he drove. Her hands clenched into fists in her lap, her entire body hyper-aware of the humiliating bulk between her legs, how the dress did nothing to hide it.

The restaurant was expensive, intimate, far too elegant for someone dressed like this. She expected Damien to lead her to a private corner, somewhere secluded—but he didn’t. He led her straight to a table in the center of the room, where eyes could see her from every angle.

Rowan’s stomach twisted in knots as she slid into the plush chair, Damien settling across from her, his expression calm, amused, completely in control. The server approached, offering a warm smile, though her eyes lingered on Rowan’s dress for a second too long.

She felt exposed, ridiculous, completely humiliated.

“Daddy,” Damien said, drawing her attention. “Tell the nice server what you want to eat.”

Rowan froze.

Her breath caught, her face burning so violently she thought she might pass out.

The server’s eyebrows lifted slightly, though she didn’t react further, clearly too well-trained to question anything.

But Damien… Damien was watching her with sharp, expectant amusement, his fingers tapping the table, waiting.

Rowan’s throat went dry.

She wanted to disappear.

But she also knew he wouldn’t let her.

Her lips trembled, her voice barely above a whisper. “C-can I have the pasta, please?”

Damien’s smirk deepened. He reached across the table, cupping her chin, his thumb dragging slowly over her lower lip. “That’s a good girl,” he murmured.

Rowan shuddered, hating the way her body reacted to his praise.

The meal passed in agonizing silence, every small movement making the diaper crinkle loudly beneath her, a constant reminder of her submission. She barely touched her food, her entire body wound tight with anxiety, shame, and the unbearable pressure of Damien’s presence.

And then, halfway through the meal, she felt it.

The sharp, familiar ache in her bladder.

Her heart stopped.

No. No, no, no—

Damien immediately noticed her stillness, his eyes darkening with interest.

“Something wrong, little girl?” he asked smoothly, knowingly.

Rowan shook her head frantically, her pulse thundering in her ears.

His smirk widened.

“Then drink your water,” he ordered.

Her hands shook violently as she lifted the glass, forcing herself to swallow, forcing herself to obey, knowing she had no choice.

Knowing that she wouldn’t last much longer. Knowing that when she broke…Damien would make her suffer for it.


Chapter 6: First Reward: Helpless Pleasure

Rowan could barely breathe, her entire body wound so tight with panic that she felt like she might snap. The dull ache in her bladder was growing unbearable, every shift of her thighs against the thick padding beneath her only reminding her of how little control she had left. The soft, humiliating crinkle of the diaper had already made her want to sink into the floor, but the thought of what was coming next—of losing control here, in public, at this table, in front of strangers—made her stomach twist so violently that she thought she might be sick.

And Damien knew.

Of course he knew.

He was watching her with that same calm, knowing smirk, his fingers tracing the rim of his whiskey glass as if this was nothing more than a casual dinner. But Rowan could feel the weight of his control pressing down on her, invisible but inescapable. He was waiting. Waiting for her to break.

She squeezed her thighs together, shifting in her seat, trying to fight off the inevitable, but Damien immediately raised an eyebrow, his silent warning slamming into her like a blow.

Her breath hitched.

“Little girls don’t squirm at the dinner table,” he murmured, low and quiet, just for her.

Rowan’s pulse pounded, and she shook her head quickly, her fingers twisting into her lap, clenching the soft folds of her dress as if that would save her.

But nothing would save her.

Not here.

Not under his rules.

Damien took another slow sip of his drink, then set the glass down and leaned forward, his voice barely above a whisper. “Let go.”

Rowan stiffened, her chest seizing, the words slamming into her like a command she couldn’t ignore.

“No,” she whimpered, shaking her head desperately, her nails digging into the fabric of her dress, her body shaking.

Damien tilted his head slightly, considering her. “I’m not going to repeat myself, sweetheart. Do it now. Or I’ll make you.”

Rowan felt something snap inside her, a helpless little sound catching in her throat as her body betrayed her, the first warm rush escaping into the thick padding between her legs. Her entire frame shuddered violently, and she choked on a sob, humiliation crashing over her as the warmth spread, soaking the diaper, making her submission undeniable.

And then—Damien groaned.

Low. Deep. Satisfaction curling through every syllable.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure, his fingers reaching across the table to tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet his dark, triumphant gaze.

Rowan’s cheeks burned, her breath coming in short, panicked gasps as she tried to pull away, to escape his control, to find something to hold onto. But Damien wouldn’t let her. His grip was gentle, but unyielding, his thumb brushing softly over her lips as if he was soothing a child.

“See?” he murmured. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Tears burned in her eyes. She wanted to die.

But Damien wasn’t done.

He leaned in, lowering his voice to something so low, so dark, so thick with possession that it sent a sharp pulse of something dangerous through her.

“Now you’re ready for your reward.”

Rowan’s stomach clenched, panic clawing up her throat as Damien reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out something small and sleek and terrifyingly familiar.

A remote.

Her breath shattered.

“No,” she gasped, instantly shaking her head, her entire body going rigid.

Damien only smirked, his thumb hovering over the button, teasing her.

“You agreed to this, little girl.”

Her thighs clenched, her breath uneven, heat pulsing through her at the pure, inescapable humiliation of it all.

“Don’t,” she pleaded, her voice weak, pathetic, broken.

But Damien only hummed, tapping his finger against the smooth, cold surface of the remote, his amusement practically dripping from his lips. “Begging already?” he mused. “That’s cute.”

And then—he pressed the button.

A sharp, sudden vibration slammed through her, pulsing directly against her soaked, swollen clit, buried deep beneath the thick padding of the wet diaper still wrapped around her.

Rowan gasped violently, her entire body jerking, her nails digging into the tablecloth, her eyes flying wide with shock.

Damien smirked, watching her unravel.

“Shhh,” he murmured, pressing the remote higher, making the vibrations deepen, intensify, pulse in steady, merciless waves. “Keep quiet, sweetheart. We wouldn’t want anyone to notice, would we?”

Rowan bit down on her lip, fighting a sob, her entire body quivering with need, with shame, with unbearable heat.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice wrecked, desperate, her thighs clenching around the thick padding, trying to get away from the vibrations, but unable to escape.

Damien only chuckled. “No, sweetheart. Not until you earn it.”

The vibrations pulsed harder, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through her soaked, helpless body, and Rowan realized with a violent, gut-wrenching certainty that she was going to come like this.

Here. In public. With a wet diaper between her legs.

And Damien’s control making her drown in pleasure she couldn’t escape.

Tears slid down her cheeks, her body convulsing, her breath shattering, but Damien only reached across the table, wiping away her tears with the pad of his thumb.

“That’s it, little girl,” he murmured. “Come for Daddy.”

And then—he pressed the button again, sending her spiraling over the edge.

Rowan screamed against her clenched teeth, her entire body jerking violently, her thighs clenching, her muscles convulsing as wave after wave of unbearable pleasure crashed through her, her orgasm hitting so hard, so deep, so humiliatingly intense that she saw nothing but white.

She slumped forward, shaking, wrecked beyond repair, but Damien only sighed in satisfaction, his thumb stroking her jaw, his voice soft, possessive, indulgent.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Daddy’s so proud of you.”

Rowan choked on a sob, her entire body melting into his control, knowing. She would never escape him now. And worse? She wasn’t sure she wanted to.


Chapter 7: The Pacifier & Emotional Submission

Rowan barely registered the world around her. Her breath came in soft, broken pants, her body still trembling from the earth-shattering humiliation of her public orgasm. Every inch of her skin burned with the shame of what he had just done to her, the vibrations still pulsing through her memory, leaving her wrecked, weak, and completely owned.

Damien watched her with that same calm amusement, his fingers still resting lightly on the remote that had just destroyed her. The weight of his gaze settled over her, pressing into her like an invisible leash, reminding her who was in control.

“Such a mess,” he murmured, reaching across the table to tilt her chin up, forcing her to look at him. His thumb brushed the corner of her lips, his touch gentle, teasing, but so undeniably possessive that it sent a new wave of helplessness crashing through her.

Rowan shivered, unable to meet his eyes. She was falling apart.

“Full,” he murmured, tracing his fingers along her cheek, watching as her breath hitched in response. “I bet you feel so full, don’t you, little girl? Full, wet, and so, so desperate for Daddy to take care of you.”

Her stomach clenched, shame twisting deep inside her.

She hated him.

She hated that he was right.

Before she could say anything, Damien reached into the breast pocket of his suit jacket and pulled something out. Small. Pink. Rubber.

A pacifier.

Rowan’s blood ran cold.

Her lips parted in horror, her breath catching in her throat as she stared at it, unblinking.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head.

Damien only smirked, holding the pacifier between his fingers, spinning it slowly, his eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“Yes,” he corrected, calm, unshakable.

Rowan whimpered, trying to look away, but Damien grabbed her jaw, his fingers digging into her cheeks, forcing her to face him.

“Open,” he ordered.

She shook her head frantically, her body trembling, her pulse slamming against her ribs.

Damien sighed, shaking his head like he was dealing with a disobedient child. His grip tightened, his dominance thick, inescapable, absolute.

“I said, open.”

The finality in his voice broke her.

Rowan’s lips trembled, but she obeyed, parting her mouth, her entire body screaming in humiliation as Damien slid the pacifier between her lips, pressing it firmly against her tongue, sealing her fate.

Tears burned in her eyes, but Damien’s approval was instant.

“There we go,” he murmured, stroking her cheek, watching as she sucked involuntarily, her body betraying her yet again. “So much better.”

Rowan wanted to disappear.

She could feel it—the last pieces of her dignity slipping through her fingers, shattering against the cold, unrelenting control of the man who now owned her completely.

Damien leaned in, his lips brushing over her ear, his breath warm, possessive, inescapable.

“From now on,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction, “whenever that pacifier is in your mouth, you don’t speak. You don’t argue. You don’t question.” He pressed his palm against the wet padding between her thighs, rubbing just enough to make her whimper, her body too weak to resist.

“You just suck,” he finished, his smirk curling against her skin.

Rowan sobbed.

She couldn’t fight this.

She couldn’t fight him.

And worst of all…

She wasn’t sure she wanted to anymore.

Damien sighed in satisfaction, sitting back in his chair, admiring his work, watching her squirm, broken and humiliated, her lips wrapped around the pacifier like the obedient little girl he was training her to be.

And then, as if nothing had happened at all, he picked up his drink and took another sip.

“Finish your food, sweetheart,” he murmured. “Then we’ll go home.”

Home.

The word made her stomach twist, but Rowan knew.

She wasn’t going home.

She was going back to his nursery.

Back to his rules, his punishments, his control.

Back to him.

And this time, there would be no escape.


Chapter 8: A Public Display of Ownership

Rowan sat in the passenger seat of Damien’s car, the pacifier still between her lips, its humiliating presence soft, warm, and utterly inescapable. The smooth rubber pressed against her tongue, each involuntary suck sending a fresh wave of shame crawling through her. But she didn’t spit it out.

Because she knew what would happen if she did.

Damien had made that perfectly clear.

She sat rigid, her cheeks burning, the wet diaper pressing thickly between her thighs, the warmth a constant reminder of what she had just done. The restaurant. The accident. The vibrations. The orgasm. She felt filthy, humiliated beyond words, but Damien was completely at ease, one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on her knee, his grip firm, possessive, reminding her exactly who she belonged to.

“Tonight was a good start,” he mused, his voice smooth, rich, unbothered. “But we’re far from done, little girl. Daddy still needs to see how much you can handle.”

Rowan’s stomach twisted. She didn’t ask what he meant. She knew she wasn’t allowed to speak.

Not with the pacifier still in her mouth.

Damien’s fingers stroked small circles against her thigh, teasing, reminding, controlling. “You’re being such a good girl, sitting there quietly,” he murmured. “It’s nice, isn’t it? Not having to think. Just being what you’re meant to be.”

Rowan shuddered, her thighs clenching involuntarily, the thick padding between them crinkling loudly in the quiet car.

Damien’s smirk deepened.

She hated that he could read her so easily.

The car turned onto a long, secluded driveway, and Rowan felt a fresh pang of anxiety. They weren’t going home.

This wasn’t Damien’s estate.

The massive building looming ahead was something else entirely—a private club, elegant and dimly lit, the kind of place she knew had nothing to do with fine dining or casual drinks.

This was something darker. Something secret.

Rowan’s hands clenched into fists, her breath shaky, uneven, her heart pounding painfully against her ribs.

Damien parked the car and turned to her, his gaze dark, expectant, commanding.

“You’re going to be a good girl for Daddy tonight.”

Rowan’s pulse skipped, dread clawing at her chest.

She wanted to shake her head. She wanted to beg. She wanted to run.

But she couldn’t.

Not when Damien was looking at her like that.

Not when she knew she had no choice.

He reached over, unfastening her seatbelt, his fingers grazing her skin just enough to make her shiver. Then, slowly, deliberately, he cupped her cheek, tilting her head up, his thumb trailing over her jaw, his touch deceptively soft.

“You’re going to do exactly as I say,” he murmured, his voice dripping with dark promise. “You’re going to crawl when I tell you to. Kneel when I tell you to. And when the others see you, when they whisper about what a pretty little thing you are, sitting in Daddy’s lap with that diaper peeking out from under your dress… you’re going to love it.”

Rowan whimpered, her thighs trembling, but Damien only smirked, his fingers slipping beneath the hem of her dress, brushing against the thick padding, making her squirm in his grip.

He leaned in, his lips ghosting over her ear, his breath hot and deliberate.

“You like knowing you don’t belong to yourself anymore, don’t you, sweetheart?”

Rowan squeezed her eyes shut, humiliated beyond words.

Damien exhaled slowly, letting the moment stretch between them before finally pulling back. He reached for the door handle, stepping out, then walked around the car to open her side, his hand outstretched, waiting. Rowan stared at it, her chest tight with panic.

This wasn’t just a club.

This was a test.

And she knew—if she failed him tonight, she wouldn’t like the consequences.

With a trembling breath, she slid her small hand into his, letting him pull her to her feet, letting him take the last bit of her independence away.

Damien sighed in satisfaction, his thumb stroking the back of her hand, his voice low and approving.

“That’s my good girl.”

Rowan shuddered, her cheeks burning, her body already betraying her, and let Daddy lead her inside.


Chapter 9: Fear & Protection

Rowan’s heart pounded as she stepped through the doors of the private club, her hand still clasped in Damien’s, his grip firm, possessive, unbreakable. The air inside was thick with expensive cologne, low murmurs, and the undeniable tension of power and submission.

This was not a normal club.

The lighting was low, casting deep shadows over the plush velvet seating and sleek marble floors. Women draped in silk and leather sat at the feet of men in tailored suits, their gazes downcast, their bodies perfectly posed in quiet submission.

Others were even less clothed, some kneeling with collars around their throats, some being fed from their Daddies’ hands, their mouths parted in silent obedience.

Rowan felt sick.

She was on display, her childish pink dress making her stand out in the worst way, the thick padding between her legs undeniable with every hesitant step she took. She could feel the eyes on her, could hear the soft whispers, the quiet amusement, the approving glances thrown Damien’s way.

But worst of all?

She could feel his satisfaction.

Damien walked slowly, leading her through the club like he was showing her off, his fingers stroking the back of her hand, reminding her that this was exactly where she belonged.

Rowan wanted to disappear.

Her breath hitched as a tall, broad-shouldered man approached them, his dark eyes raking over her with interest before settling on Damien with a knowing smirk.

“Didn’t think I’d see you here tonight, Black,” the man said, his voice smooth, amused. “And with such a pretty little thing on your arm.”

Rowan flinched, her pulse hammering.

Damien chuckled lowly, his grip on her tightening just enough to warn her to behave.

“She’s still learning,” he said, his voice calm, controlled. “But she’s getting there.”

The man’s gaze dropped to the hem of Rowan’s dress, his smirk deepening.

“Looks like she’s learning very well.”

Rowan swallowed hard, her cheeks burning, her body begging to shrink away, but Damien didn’t let her.

Instead, he reached down, curling his fingers around the thick padding between her thighs, pressing firmly, making her gasp in mortified panic.

The man laughed softly, shaking his head. “She’s cute. Bet she’ll be real fun once she’s broken in properly.”

Rowan’s stomach twisted violently.

Damien tensed.

It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but Rowan felt it. The shift. The way his grip on her changed, the way the air around him went sharp, dangerous.

His voice, however, remained smooth, unshaken.

“She’s mine,” Damien said simply, his fingers still pressed against her diaper, claiming her completely.

The man lifted his hands in mock surrender, smirking. “Relax, Black. No one’s trying to take your little girl away.”

Rowan shivered, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps.

The man’s words should have reassured her.

They didn’t.

Because someone had tried before.

Her past clawed its way back into her mind, the memory of another man’s hands, another man’s control, another man’s promises that she’d be safe, that he’d take care of her, that she’d be his good girl.

Only for it to turn into fear. Pain. Chains. A locked door she couldn’t escape from.

Rowan whimpered, her body going rigid, her vision blurring at the edges.

Damien immediately noticed.

His attention snapped to her, his hand moving to the back of her neck, steady, grounding.

“Breathe, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice softer now, not a command, but something close to concern.

Rowan sucked in a sharp, shaky breath, but the room still spun around her, the voices muffling, her chest tightening.

She was going to fall apart.

She was—

Damien lifted her effortlessly, cradling her against his chest, and suddenly the world tilted, her body tucked safely into his arms, shielded, owned.

She gasped, clinging to him, burying her face in his neck without thinking.

The man let out a low chuckle, watching them. “Looks like someone’s getting needy.”

Damien’s hold on her tightened.

The sharp edge in his voice returned. “I told you. She’s mine.”

Rowan felt it this time.

Not just the possessiveness.

The rage.

The absolute fury buried just beneath Damien’s calm, controlled exterior.

The man must have felt it too, because his smirk faltered slightly, his head tilting like he had just stepped too close to a predator that had stopped playing along.

Damien didn’t wait for a response.

He turned and walked away, carrying Rowan through the club without another word, his stride smooth, effortless, unbothered.

But Rowan could feel the tension in him, could feel the storm brewing beneath his skin.

She didn’t speak.

She just curled into him, her fingers clutching at his shirt, her breath still unsteady, still uneven, still too shaken to understand what had just happened inside her.

All she knew was this:

Damien had claimed her in front of the world tonight.

And for the first time since he had taken her, since he had stripped away every last piece of her control…

She felt safe.


Chapter 10: Forced Regression & Absolute Trust

Rowan barely registered the drive home. She was exhausted, overwhelmed, her body still curled against Damien’s chest in the passenger seat. His hand rested firmly on her thigh, fingers tracing slow, grounding circles, keeping her tethered to reality. She should have been afraid. She should have been questioning everything.

But she wasn’t.

Because Damien had protected her.

Even after everything he had done to her, after all the control he had stolen, after the humiliations he had forced her to endure—he had still kept her safe. And that did something dangerous inside her.

She wanted to hate him.

She wanted to fight him.

But right now, as his calm, steady presence surrounded her, she only felt small. Helpless. Like she needed him.

The car pulled up to his estate, and Damien didn’t give her a choice to walk. He lifted her effortlessly, cradling her against his chest as he carried her inside. She didn’t struggle, didn’t protest, just let herself sink into his warmth, let him hold her like she was something precious.

She didn’t realize where he was taking her until the familiar soft pink door loomed ahead.

Her nursery.

Rowan’s stomach tightened, the reality of what was coming next sinking in.

Damien pushed open the door, stepping inside, the scent of baby powder and soft fabric surrounding them, making her feel smaller, weaker, completely dependent. He carried her straight to the changing table, setting her down with gentle ease before looking down at her with something unreadable in his expression.

“You had a hard night,” he murmured, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face, his fingers lingering against her cheek.

Rowan’s breath hitched.

This wasn’t the same Damien from the club, the one who had made her wet herself in front of strangers, the one who had held her down while she came in her diaper.

This Damien was softer.

More dangerous in an entirely different way.

He reached under the table, pulling out a fresh diaper, this one thicker than before, decorated with pink bunnies and lace trim. Rowan whimpered, her body tense, the humiliation clawing back to life inside her.

Damien only shushed her softly, lifting her legs, sliding the sodden, heavy diaper out from beneath her. The cool air against her damp skin made her squirm, but his hands were gentle, methodical, wiping her clean, making sure she felt every moment of her dependence on him.

“You don’t need to think anymore, little girl,” he murmured, his voice smooth, lulling, his fingers trailing lightly over her bare skin. “Daddy makes all the decisions for you now.”

Rowan shivered, her thighs clenching involuntarily, but Damien pressed her legs apart, forcing her open, his touch possessive, patient.

“You fought me for so long,” he continued, his eyes never leaving hers as he dusted cool, soft baby powder over her exposed heat, rubbing it in slow, teasing circles. “But you’re starting to understand, aren’t you?”

Her breath hitched violently.

She should have denied it.

Should have fought back.

But she didn’t.

Because the truth was clawing at her chest, sinking into her bones, making her ache with something dark and terrifying.

She wanted to be his.

Completely.

Utterly.

Helplessly.

Damien smirked, sensing her submission, his hands smoothing the thick new diaper up between her legs, fastening it snugly around her waist. “That’s my good girl.”

Rowan let out a shaky breath, her body melting into the soft padding, into the comfort, into him.

And then—

She felt his arms slip beneath her, lifting her from the table, carrying her straight to the massive crib in the corner.

Her heart skipped.

“No,” she whispered, but she didn’t fight him.

Damien ignored her plea, settling her onto the soft mattress, surrounding her with plush blankets and stuffed animals, locking her into the crib with a sense of finality that made her stomach twist.

He reached into the drawer beside him, pulling out a pink pacifier, pressing it against her lips.

Rowan’s pulse pounded.

She should have refused.

She should have turned away.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she let him push it into her mouth, her lips wrapping around it, the soft rubber pressing against her tongue in the most humiliating way.

“Good girl,” Damien murmured, brushing his fingers through her hair as she sucked automatically, her body already responding exactly how he wanted.

And then—

He did something she didn’t expect.

He climbed into the crib with her.

Rowan stiffened, gasping softly, but Damien only wrapped an arm around her, pulling her against his chest, surrounding her with his warmth, his scent, his ownership.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured against her hair, his voice a dark promise, a final claim.

Rowan whimpered, her body curling into him instinctively, feeling safe and trapped all at once.

And for the first time since he had taken her, since he had stripped away every last piece of her control…

She didn’t want to run.


Chapter 11: The Breaking Point—Her Choice

Rowan woke to warmth, security, and something terrifyingly real. The soft padding between her legs was a constant, humiliating reminder, but that wasn’t what made her stomach twist. It was the fact that she was still in Damien’s arms, her body curled into him, his slow, even breathing against her neck, his fingers lazily tracing circles on her hip.

She should have panicked.

She should have fought.

But she didn’t.

Because for the first time in a long time, she felt… safe.

Her lips wrapped around the pacifier, sucking absentmindedly, only realizing what she was doing when Damien shifted, pulling her tighter against his chest, his hand pressing over her thickly padded bottom.

“You’re awake,” he murmured, his voice deep, morning-rough, dripping with satisfaction.

Rowan’s cheeks burned.

She tried to pull away, but Damien didn’t let her. His grip was firm, absolute, his palm smoothing over her diaper, pressing just enough to remind her of exactly what she was wearing.

Rowan squeaked, but Damien only chuckled, tilting her chin up so she had to meet his dangerous, knowing gaze.

“You didn’t fight me last night,” he said, his voice slow, testing.

Rowan’s stomach flipped.

She hadn’t.

She had let him put her in a fresh diaper. Let him tuck her into a crib. Let him feed her from a bottle, let him stroke her hair until she had sunk into sleep, completely wrapped in his control.

She had let him win.

Her breath hitched, but Damien didn’t look smug. He didn’t gloat. Instead, he studied her like he was waiting for something, like he wanted her to realize something on her own.

“You’re mine,” he murmured.

Rowan’s pulse pounded.

It wasn’t a threat. It wasn’t a command.

It was a statement of fact.

And the worst part?

She didn’t deny it.

Damien’s smirk deepened, and he reached up, plucking the pacifier from her lips, running his thumb over her bottom lip, watching her tremble under his touch.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” he whispered.

Rowan whimpered, hating how easily he read her.

Because she was.

She was thinking about what it would mean if she gave in completely. If she stopped resisting. If she let herself be his in every way, without fighting, without struggling, without pretending she didn’t crave the safety of his rules.

Because she did crave it.

She craved the way he took care of her, even when it humiliated her. She craved the way he praised her, punished her, kept her in line.

She craved belonging to him.

And Damien knew.

Of course he knew.

“Say it,” he murmured, his fingers still brushing over her lips, coaxing, patient, but unyielding.

Rowan’s body trembled.

Her pride screamed at her to fight.

But her heart…

Her heart whispered a truth she couldn’t ignore.

She swallowed hard, her voice barely more than a breath.

“I… I’m yours.”

Damien exhaled slowly, his grip tightening on her waist, his approval sinking deep into her bones.

“Again.”

Rowan’s stomach clenched, her voice shaky, wrecked, real.

“I’m yours, Daddy.”

Damien let out a low, satisfied growl, and then—

His lips crashed against hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t soft. It was pure possession, claiming her the way he had claimed every other part of her, his tongue sliding against hers, his fingers tangling in her hair, owning her with every touch, every deep, devouring kiss.

Rowan moaned, her body arching into him, her desperation undeniable.

She didn’t fight it.

She didn’t hold back.

Because she had already lost.

And for the first time…

She was okay with that.


Chapter 12: The Ultimate Test of Submission

Rowan’s body was on fire, her lips still tingling from the way Damien had kissed her—claimed her, owned her, marked her as his. She could barely breathe, her mind spinning, drowning in the truth she had just spoken out loud. She was his. Completely. Utterly. Helplessly. And she didn’t want to fight it anymore.

Damien’s hand slid down her back, his grip firm as he held her against his chest. “I’m proud of you, little girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction, his fingers trailing along the waistband of her diaper, pressing just enough to remind her of what she had become. “But I need you to show me you mean it. No hesitation. No second thoughts. If you truly belong to me, you’ll prove it.”

Rowan’s stomach twisted, her pulse pounding. She had already given in, already admitted what they both knew, but this—this was something else. He was testing her, waiting to see if she would run, waiting to see if she would break under the weight of her submission. Her lips parted, a protest on the tip of her tongue, but then Damien’s fingers slid lower, brushing over the thick padding between her legs, his touch firm, possessive. “Strip,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for disobedience.

A shudder ran through her as she looked up at him, her breath catching in her throat. Slowly, with trembling fingers, she reached for the hem of her dress, lifting it over her head, exposing the humiliating bulk of the diaper underneath. She hesitated, her hands hovering over the tapes, but Damien simply raised an eyebrow, his expression calm, expectant. “Take it off, sweetheart. Show me you trust me.”

Her cheeks burned as she reached down, her fingers fumbling with the adhesive strips. The sound of the diaper being peeled away filled the quiet room, the cool air brushing against her bare skin as she finally let it drop to the floor. She stood there, vulnerable, exposed, her body trembling as she waited for his next command.

Damien’s gaze darkened, his eyes drinking her in with a hunger that sent a sharp pulse of heat through her. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice like silk wrapping around her. “Now get on the bed.”

Rowan obeyed without question, her body moving before her mind could catch up. She crawled onto the mattress, her skin prickling under his watchful gaze. She expected him to follow, to take her the way she knew he wanted to, but instead, he reached for something on the nightstand—a small glass bottle of oil, his fingers wrapping around the cap as he poured a few drops into his palm. “On your hands and knees,” he instructed, his voice calm, controlled.

Her breath hitched as she turned onto all fours, her body hyper-aware of every movement, every brush of air against her heated skin. She felt the bed shift as Damien moved behind her, his warm hands sliding up her thighs, parting them further, his touch slow, deliberate. “You don’t get to decide when you come,” he murmured, his fingers trailing dangerously close to where she ached for him. “That’s Daddy’s job now.”

A soft whimper escaped her lips as his fingers pressed against her, teasing, testing, but never giving her enough to find release. The oil was warm as he rubbed it into her skin, his touch claiming her in a way she had never experienced before. “You’re mine now, Rowan. Every inch of you. Every thought, every breath, every need—it belongs to me.”

She moaned, her head dropping forward, her body surrendering completely as his hands explored her, his fingers stroking, teasing, controlling her pleasure with devastating precision. He was proving a point, showing her exactly what it meant to belong to him, to give up everything and trust him to take care of her. And as the pleasure built, as her body trembled with need, she realized she didn’t just want this—she needed it.

“Please,” she whimpered, her fingers gripping the sheets, her thighs shaking with desperation.

Damien chuckled, his hands tightening on her hips, holding her in place as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Beg properly, little girl.”

She gasped, her entire body tensing. “Please, Daddy. Please let me come.”

His groan was low, dark, possessive. “That’s my good girl.” And then, finally, he gave her what she had been aching for. The pleasure crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she fell apart in his hands, every last shred of resistance dissolving into pure, mindless obedience.

As she lay there, panting, trembling, completely undone, Damien pulled her back into his arms, cradling her against his chest. He stroked her hair, murmuring soft praises, his voice warm, indulgent. “You’re mine now,” he whispered against her skin, his lips pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. 


And Rowan knew—there was no going back. She had given him everything. And she never wanted to take it back.


Chapter 13: Daddy’s Baby Forever

Rowan lay completely limp, her body wrecked, used, and trembling in Damien’s arms. Her breath came in soft, uneven pants, her skin still tingling from the devastating pleasure he had wrung out of her. Every nerve in her body felt raw, exposed, claimed. She barely registered the way he cradled her against his chest, his strong arms holding her like she was something precious, something irrevocably his.

His fingers stroked lazily through her damp, sweat-slicked hair, his lips trailing slow, possessive kisses down her temple, along her jaw, grazing the corner of her mouth. She shivered under his touch, her body still aching, still sensitive, still desperate for more.

“You’re such a good girl,” Damien murmured, his voice a deep, satisfied growl, his breath warm against her flushed, heated skin. “Daddy’s perfect little girl.”

Rowan let out a soft, helpless whimper, pressing her bare, sensitive body against him, already craving more of his control, more of his dominance. She had never felt like this before—so utterly ruined yet so perfectly whole at the same time.

Damien chuckled at her needy squirming, his grip tightening around her, keeping her exactly where he wanted her. “Still restless, sweetheart?” he mused, his fingers trailing lower, tracing lazy circles over her bare stomach, down to the slick, aching heat between her legs.

She gasped, her body jerking at the overstimulation, but he didn’t stop. His touch was slow, teasing, testing how much she could take, how much more she would beg for.

“You belong to me now,” he murmured, his fingers parting her folds, stroking through the evidence of what he had done to her, what he had made her become. “Every inch of you.”

Rowan let out a soft, broken moan, her thighs trembling, her body too weak to fight him, too weak to do anything but take what he gave her.

“You like it, don’t you?” Damien continued, his voice thick with approval, with ownership. His fingers slid deeper, just enough to make her squirm, to keep her on the edge of something devastating. “You like knowing you don’t get to decide when you come. You don’t get to decide when you’re wet. You don’t get to decide anything anymore.”

A fresh wave of shame and arousal crashed over her, her breath catching, her head spinning.

Because it was true.

She didn’t want to decide anymore.

She wanted him to decide.

Damien pulled his hand away suddenly, leaving her aching and desperate, a soft, frustrated whimper slipping from her lips. But he only smirked, watching her writhe against him, her body already so perfectly trained for him.

“Shh, baby,” he cooed, lifting her easily into his arms, carrying her across the room. “Daddy knows exactly what you need.”

Rowan barely registered what was happening until she felt the soft, crinkling bulk beneath her, the familiar scent of powder, lotion, and submission filling her senses.

She whimpered, her cheeks flushing, her body still overheated and aching, still so wet and so desperate.

Damien spread her legs apart, positioning her perfectly on the fresh diaper, his movements slow, deliberate, indulgent. He took his time, stroking her thighs, massaging her hips, making her feel every moment, every humiliating step of his care.
 

“This is what you need, isn’t it, baby?” he murmured, rubbing the cool powder between her legs, spreading it over her swollen, slick folds, making sure she felt every second of it.

Rowan whimpered, her breath shaky, her thighs trembling as his hands moved with devastating patience.

She couldn’t deny it anymore.

Couldn’t pretend this wasn’t exactly what she had craved from the beginning.

Damien reached for the thick padding, pulling the diaper up between her legs, pressing it firmly against her soaked core, sealing her completely inside the warmth of his control.

“You don’t need to worry about anything anymore,” he whispered, fastening the tapes securely around her waist, locking her into her final surrender.

Her chest rose and fell in quick, uneven breaths, her entire world tilting as the weight of what she had just done—of what she had just accepted—sank in.

She was his.

Fully.

Completely.

Forever.

Damien lifted her into his arms again, carrying her back to the crib, tucking her against his chest, cradling her like she was his most precious possession.

His lips brushed against her forehead, his voice soft, deep, unshakable.

“You’ll never leave me now, will you, baby?”

Rowan’s stomach twisted, but it wasn’t fear.

It was relief.

Because she knew the answer.

She let out a soft, contented sigh, nuzzling into his warmth, her lips parting around the pacifier he pressed gently against her mouth.

She sucked.

Obediently.

Quietly.

Because she never wanted to leave.

Because she was Daddy’s baby forever.


ABDL Nursing Clinic: ABDL regressing Men into Helpless Babies

Forced Regression, Adult Baby Training & Mommy’s Control


Introduction: The Clinic’s Experiment 


Logan Cole had always been a man of logic and control—a realist who prided himself on his ability to analyze risk, assess outcomes, and make smart decisions. When he saw the advertisement for The Monroe Institute's highly paid behavioral study, it seemed like an easy win. 

The contract was dense, filled with pages of medical jargon, legal waivers, and confidentiality agreements. He skimmed through it, signed his name at the bottom, and shook hands with the smiling receptionist who assured him he would be well compensated for his participation. 

The last thing he remembered was drinking a complimentary "nutritional preparation formula" before the world tilted sideways and darkness swallowed him whole. 

When he woke up, everything was different. 

Gone were his clothes, his sense of control, his dignity. He lay strapped to a softly padded surface, his limbs sluggish, his mouth dry, his body weak. The sterile white walls of the room were lined with shelves of diapers, bottles, pacifiers, and plush toys. The air was thick with the scent of powder, milk, and something else—something final. 

That was when Dr. Monroe stepped into his life. 

Cool, professional, her green eyes sharp with clinical interest, she stood over him and delivered a simple truth. 

"Welcome to the study, Logan." 

"You belong to us now." 

Over the next few weeks, Logan would fight, struggle, and beg for answers. He would curse the day he signed that contract. He would watch his body betray him as their treatments stole his control, stripped his mind, and reduced him to something smaller, something softer, something helpless. 

Until one day, he wouldn’t remember why he ever wanted to fight at all. 

Because babies don’t think. 

Babies don’t choose. 

Babies just obey. 

And in the end, Logan would be no different. 


Chapter 1: The Contract He Shouldn’t Have Signed 


Logan adjusted his tie as he walked through the pristine glass doors of The Monroe Institute, a state-of-the-art research facility known for its cutting-edge medical advancements. The lobby was sleek and sterile, every surface gleaming under the fluorescent lights. A receptionist greeted him with a polite smile, sliding a clipboard across the desk. 

"Mr. Cole, correct?" she asked, barely glancing up. 

"Yeah," Logan replied, scanning the paperwork. The contract was thick, filled with complex legal jargon he didn’t have the patience to read. He had already been briefed—a simple behavioral study, a few weeks of observation, and a hefty paycheck at the end. It was an easy decision. The money was too good to pass up. 

"You can take a seat while we finalize your intake process," the receptionist said, motioning toward the waiting area. 

Logan signed the last page with a flick of his wrist and handed it back. "When do we start?" 

She smiled. "Right now." 

Two orderlies in immaculate white uniforms appeared at his side. Before he could react, a sharp prick pierced the skin of his neck. His vision blurred, his body swayed, the sterile world around him spinning. 

His limbs felt heavy, his mind sluggish. The last thing he saw was a woman in a crisp lab coat standing over him, her sharp green eyes filled with clinical curiosity. 

Then everything went dark. 

The Awakening 

Logan woke with a dull, floating sensation, as if his body no longer belonged to him. The room around him was bright and sterile, the scent of antiseptic thick in the air. He tried to sit up, but his arms wouldn’t move. His legs wouldn’t move. 

Restraints. 

Panic surged through him. He jerked against the bindings, his breathing ragged. A soft crinkle sounded beneath him, and as the fog in his mind cleared, he became horrifyingly aware of the thick, padded bulk around his waist. 

He was wearing a diaper. 

His breath hitched. 

The door hissed open, and she walked in. 

Dr. Monroe. 

She was tall, poised, with dark auburn hair swept into a perfect bun. Her lab coat was crisp, her lips painted in a deep shade of red that felt entirely too indulgent for a medical professional. She held a clipboard in one hand, tapping her pen against the surface as she approached. 

"Good morning, Logan," she greeted, her tone too calm, too controlled. 

His heart pounded against his ribs. "What the hell is this?" His voice cracked, still groggy from whatever they had given him. 

Dr. Monroe didn’t flinch at his anger. She simply flipped through her notes, as if he weren’t thrashing helplessly beneath her. 

"You’ve been selected for a specialized behavioral regression study," she explained. "We’ll be monitoring your physiological and psychological responses to a controlled environment, tracking how the mind and body adapt to a prolonged state of dependency." 

Logan clenched his jaw. "I didn’t agree to this." 

She arched a brow, amusement flickering in her green eyes. "You did. You signed the contract." 

His blood ran cold. "That was for a behavioral study," he snapped. "Not... this." 

Dr. Monroe smiled, the kind of smile that made his skin crawl, slow and knowing. 

"The contract you signed granted us full control over your environment, physical state, and mental conditioning. In simpler terms, Logan—you belong to us now." 

His breathing turned shallow, panic pressing down on his chest. He tugged at the restraints again, fingers curling into fists, but the leather cuffs held firm. 

"Let me out of this," he growled, his voice shaking despite the anger. 

Dr. Monroe exhaled through her nose, as if dealing with a petulant child. "Logan, do you really think struggling is going to help you?" 

She set her clipboard down and leaned over him, her perfectly manicured fingers trailing down his arm, a slow, patronizing touch. 

"You’ve already been sedated. Your muscles are weakened. Your body is adjusting to the neurological dampeners we’ve introduced into your system. You won’t be able to stand, let alone fight back." 

His stomach twisted violently. 

"What—what the fuck have you done to me?" His voice cracked, his pulse roaring in his ears. 

She tilted her head, studying his reaction like a scientist observing a test subject. "We’ve started the process of reconditioning," she explained, her voice infuriatingly gentle. "Your body has already begun to weaken, and in time, your control will deteriorate completely." 

She smiled, reaching for something on the tray beside him. 

A baby bottle. 

The plastic gleamed under the bright lights, filled with a milky white liquid. Logan’s gut twisted. 

"You can either drink from this, or we can administer your feedings another way," she said simply. 

Logan’s stomach churned with revulsion. "You’re fucking insane if you think I’m drinking that." 

Dr. Monroe simply sighed, setting the bottle aside. "I had a feeling you'd say that. Fortunately, we have other options." 

The door opened again, and a woman in a white nurse’s uniform entered. 

She was beautiful, soft, with blonde curls framing her face, a deceptive warmth in her blue eyes. She carried herself with the confidence of someone who had done this before. 

Dr. Monroe gestured toward her. "Logan, this is Nurse Evelyn. She’ll be responsible for your daily care, feedings, and psychological adjustments." 

Nurse Evelyn smiled as she moved closer, dragging a chair beside the bed and sitting down beside him. 

"Shhh, sweetheart," she cooed, running her fingers through his hair as if he were nothing more than a fussy infant. "There’s no need to fight. It’ll be much easier if you just relax." 

Logan flinched at her touch, his stomach lurching as her other hand traced along the thick padding of his diaper. 

He wanted to scream, to kick and shove her away, to demand his freedom. 

But his limbs were weak, his body sluggish. 

Nurse Evelyn sighed, shifting closer. "It’s okay, baby," she whispered. "Mommy will help you drink." 

Before Logan could process what she meant, she reached for the buttons of her uniform, undoing them one by one. 

His stomach plummeted. 

The fabric slid down, exposing her full, bare breasts, her skin warm and smooth. 

Logan’s throat tightened. 

She cupped the back of his head, gently guiding his face toward her chest. 

His entire body locked up in sheer panic. "N-no, don’t—" 

But his voice was muffled as she pulled him closer, pressing his lips firmly against her breast. 

"Shhh, baby," she cooed, stroking his hair, holding him in place. "Good boys drink from Mommy." 

Logan shuddered, his breath ragged, his body betraying him, weak and pliant in her grasp. 

The moment he felt the warm milk against his tongue, his stomach twisted violently. 

And he realized—there was no way out of this. 

Dr. Monroe simply watched, a pleased smirk playing on her lips. 

"The first feeding is always the hardest," she murmured. "But don’t worry—you’ll get used to it." 

Logan let out a broken whimper, his body shaking, every last piece of his dignity slipping away. 

Because deep down, he already knew she was right. 


Chapter 2: The First Accident 


Logan had always thought of himself as strong, independent, a man in control. But as he lay strapped to the sterile white crib, his limbs weak, his stomach churning from the warm milk still settling in his gut, he felt anything but. The soft hum of the facility's machines was the only sound in the room, save for the occasional crinkle from the thick diaper wrapped humiliatingly around his waist. 

Nurse Evelyn sat beside him, her hand absentmindedly stroking his hair, her soft fingers trailing along his scalp like she was comforting a child after a nightmare. But this wasn’t comfort. This was conditioning. 

"There we go," she murmured, her voice thick with warm, condescending affection. "See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?" 

Logan wanted to spit in her face. 

The memory of the forced nursing session was still fresh, his lips tainted with the warmth of her milk, his throat tight with humiliation. He had resisted at first, twisting, whimpering, trying to fight, but his body had been too weak, his muscles too sluggish, and when she had cooed, "Good babies don’t fight Mommy," something inside him had shattered. 

She had held him there, cradling his head against her breast, whispering soft, soothing encouragements, stroking his back in slow circles. His stomach had rebelled, but eventually, he had swallowed. 

And now… 

Now, he could still feel the weight of it sitting in his gut, unnatural, heavy. His body felt strange, different. His limbs ached, his head foggy, and worst of all… 

His bladder felt full. 

Logan tensed, his jaw clenching, his muscles instinctively tightening as he tried to hold it in. 

No. 

No, he wouldn’t let them do this to him. 

He was a grown man, not a baby. 

But Nurse Evelyn saw it immediately. 

Her knowing smirk sent a shudder through him as she trailed her fingers down his chest, past his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of his diaper. 

"Something wrong, baby?" she asked sweetly, tilting her head as her fingers pressed lightly against his belly. 

Logan flinched, the pressure sending a sharp, unbearable pang through his lower abdomen. 

Fuck. 

He bit down hard, his teeth clenched as he squeezed his thighs together, trying desperately to maintain control. 

But Evelyn just chuckled, dragging her nails in slow, teasing circles over the plastic. 

"Oh, sweetheart," she cooed. "It’s already happening, isn’t it?" 

Logan's stomach churned, his body betraying him with every passing second. 

"No," he rasped, shaking his head, but his bladder throbbed painfully, the muscles already trembling from exhaustion. The drugs they had given him were weakening everything—his strength, his resistance, even his most basic bodily functions. 

Evelyn leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath warm and taunting. 

"Just let go, baby," she whispered. "Mommy will take care of everything." 

Logan squeezed his eyes shut, a wave of sheer humiliation and panic crushing his chest. 

"Come on, sweetheart," she murmured, pressing her palm firmly against his bladder, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. "Let Mommy help you." 

The pressure was too much. His body, already weakened, could only fight for so long. 

And then… 

The first warm trickle escaped. 

Logan let out a choked, horrified gasp, his breath hitching sharply as he felt the humiliating warmth spread beneath him, soaking into the thick padding, his body giving in despite everything. 

Evelyn sighed in satisfaction, her hand still pressed against him, feeling every shameful pulse as he completely lost control. 

"There it is," she whispered, stroking his cheek as if he had just done something precious. "That’s my good boy." 

Tears burned at Logan’s eyes, his entire body trembling from the sheer weight of his degradation. 

He was a grown man. A man. 

But now, he was lying in a soaked diaper, helpless and weak, being praised for something he had once taken for granted. 

Evelyn patted the front of his diaper, soft, patronizing. 

"See? That wasn’t so bad," she teased. "And don’t worry, baby… soon, it won’t even feel like an accident anymore." 

Logan let out a soft, broken whimper, knowing deep down... 

She was right. 


Chapter 3: Enema Training Begins 


Logan lay completely still, his body paralyzed with shame, the warm, damp bulk of his diaper pressing against his skin. The reality of what had just happened settled over him like a thick, suffocating fog. He had wet himself. 

Not in the privacy of a drunken night, not in some fleeting moment of weakness. He had lost control completely, lying in a crib, watched by a woman who now saw him as nothing more than a helpless baby. 

Evelyn sighed in satisfaction, patting the front of his diaper with slow, deliberate motions, letting him feel every humiliating crinkle beneath her touch. 

"There, there," she cooed, her voice soothing, condescending. "That’s my good boy. I know it feels strange now, but soon, you won’t even think about it." 

Logan’s stomach twisted violently, the words crawling under his skin like poison. 

This wasn’t just a one-time humiliation. This wasn’t some sick test before they let him go. 

They were changing him. 

Breaking him. 

Evelyn tapped a finger against her lips, her blue eyes gleaming with a thoughtful amusement. "But you’re still holding back, aren’t you?" she murmured. "Still clenching, still trying to fight it." 

She trailed her fingers down his bare stomach, stopping just above the swollen, aching weight in his lower abdomen. Logan’s breath hitched as she pressed down gently, applying the slightest amount of pressure to his belly. 

His muscles tensed, his body recoiling from the intimate contact, but it wasn’t just her touch that made him panic. 

It was the sudden, sharp pang deep inside him. 

Evelyn smiled. 

"You don’t even realize it yet, do you?" she whispered. 

Logan swallowed hard, his heart pounding violently in his chest. He didn’t want to ask. Didn’t want to know. 

Evelyn simply sighed in mock disappointment. "Looks like we’re going to have to take the next step, then." 

She reached over to the small table beside the crib, and when Logan saw what she picked up, his blood ran cold. 

A red rubber enema bulb. 

His stomach twisted violently, a fresh wave of panic gripping his chest. "No," he rasped, his throat tight, his body twisting weakly in protest. "You—you can’t—" 

Evelyn clicked her tongue, setting the bulb down as she peeled on a pair of latex gloves, her movements calm, practiced, completely unbothered by his struggling. 

"Oh, sweetheart," she cooed, shaking her head. "Of course we can." 

She reached for the waistband of his soaked diaper, undoing the tapes with slow, deliberate care, peeling it open like she was unwrapping a present. Logan shuddered, his skin flushing hot with humiliation, but he was too weak, too exhausted, too broken to fight back. 

Evelyn took her time, wiping him clean with warm cloths, her touch firm, clinical, yet undeniably possessive. 

"You don’t get to hold it in anymore, baby," she murmured, rubbing a small amount of cool gel onto the tip of the bulb. "Mommy decides when you go." 

Logan twisted, gasping sharply as she spread his legs apart, his breath coming in fast, shallow pants. "Please," he whispered, his voice shaking. 

Evelyn’s eyes softened slightly, but it wasn’t with kindness. It was with satisfaction. 

"Shh, sweetheart," she soothed, pressing a kiss to his heated cheek. "Good boys don’t beg. They just let Mommy take care of everything." 

And then— 

She pushed the nozzle inside. 

Logan’s back arched violently, a choked gasp escaping his lips, his entire body going rigid as the first warm, soapy rush of liquid filled him. 

He squirmed weakly, but Evelyn simply held him still, stroking his thigh, whispering soft, hypnotic reassurances. 

"That’s it, baby," she purred. "Nice and full. Just relax for Mommy." 

Logan shook violently, tears burning at his eyes, his stomach swelling with unbearable pressure. 

She wasn’t stopping. 

The liquid kept coming, filling him, stretching him, forcing his body into a new level of submission he had never imagined. 

Evelyn sighed, finally pulling the nozzle out, rubbing slow circles over his tense, trembling belly. "You’re doing so well," she murmured. "Now, let’s see how long my little one can hold it for Mommy." 

Logan whimpered, his hands weakly grasping at the sheets, his breath coming in desperate little gasps. His body ached to release, but he knew—he knew he wasn’t allowed. 

Not until she said so. 

Evelyn watched him carefully, her fingers massaging his swollen stomach, keeping the pressure there, keeping him on edge. 

"Ten minutes," she mused. "I think that’s fair, don’t you?" 

Logan squeezed his eyes shut, his entire body trembling. 

He couldn’t do this. 

He couldn’t. 

But he had no choice. 

Evelyn leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice thick with amusement. 

"Try not to cry too much when you lose control, baby," she whispered. 

And Logan knew, with every humiliating pulse of heat beneath his skin, every soft stroke of her fingers keeping him trapped in this unbearable moment— 

He wasn’t leaving this place as a man. 

Not ever again. 


Chapter 4: Mommy’s Final Rule 


Logan shuddered, his body trembling, his stomach stretched unbearably full as he lay strapped to the changing table, Evelyn’s hands gently massaging his swollen belly. He had never felt so helpless, so weak, so completely dominated. The pressure inside him was unbearable, his muscles clenching desperately, fighting to hold it in, but he knew—he wouldn’t win. 

Evelyn’s soft laughter sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him, her fingers trailing teasingly over his skin, pressing down just enough to make him squirm. "You’re doing so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice a sickeningly sweet melody. "I bet you’ve never held something this long before." 

Logan whimpered behind his pacifier, his eyes blurry with shame, his mind clouded with the reality of what was about to happen. His entire body betrayed him, muscles trembling violently, stomach cramping, sweat trickling down his back as his control slipped away, little by little. 

Evelyn sighed contentedly, brushing her nails down his thigh, watching every twitch, every soft whimper, every pathetic little movement he made as he fought to hold onto his last shred of dignity. But there was no dignity left. Not anymore. 

"Poor baby," she whispered, her hand pressing firmly against his bloated stomach. "You’re trying so hard, but it’s just too much, isn’t it?" 

Logan let out a choked gasp, his fingers weakly gripping the edges of the table, but his body had already given up. 

A soft, humiliating warmth spread beneath him, the flood releasing in slow, unbearable waves, completely soaking into the thick padding wrapped around him. 

Logan let out a broken sob, his face burning, his entire body shaking as the last remnants of his control disappeared forever. 

Evelyn moaned softly, dragging her nails up his stomach, reveling in his humiliation, his surrender. "That’s my good boy," she whispered, her lips curling into a slow, indulgent smile. "Mommy’s so proud of you." 

Logan whimpered, his breath hitching, his body sinking into the helpless, shameful warmth of his own defeat. 

Evelyn leaned closer, cupping his heated cheek, forcing his teary eyes to meet hers. "You don’t have to fight anymore, baby," she murmured, brushing her thumb over his lips, her touch soothing, condescending, completely in control. 

Then she delivered the final blow. 

"From now on, you’ll never hold anything in again," she whispered. "Your body isn’t yours anymore, baby. It belongs to Mommy now." 

Logan shuddered violently, his mind spinning, his entire being collapsing into itself. 

There was no escape. No freedom. No way back. 

Mommy had decided. 

And he would never be a man again. 

Ever. 


Chapter 5: The Final Regression Begins 


Logan lay in the soft, squelching warmth of his own humiliation, his breath coming in shallow, broken gasps, his body shuddering from the sheer weight of his submission. The diaper sagged heavily beneath him, the full weight of his accident pressing against his skin, sealing his fate completely. 

Evelyn sighed in satisfaction, her fingers trailing lightly over his trembling stomach, her nails dragging slow, taunting circles over his flushed skin. She was soaking in his shame, watching him with that same infuriatingly gentle smile as if this were normal, as if this was always how things were meant to be. 

"That’s my good baby," she cooed, pressing a soft, wet kiss to his forehead, her tone thick with condescension. "You don’t even realize how easy this is for you now, do you?" 

Logan let out a muffled sob, his pacifier still locked firmly in place, his body sinking further into the reality of his new existence. He wanted to deny it, to fight, to cling to the last threads of his former self. 

But what was there left to fight for? 

He had just filled his diaper like an infant, lying in a crib, completely helpless, while a woman praised him for doing it. 

He had nothing. 

No dignity. 

No control. 

No escape. 

Evelyn stroked his hair, her fingers curling in soothing motions, rocking him slightly, treating him as if he were nothing more than a fussy newborn. 

"Shhh, baby," she murmured, dragging the back of her hand down his damp cheek, wiping away his tears. "You don’t need to think anymore. Mommy will take care of everything." 

Logan whimpered, his eyes squeezing shut as his body trembled against hers. 

She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze, her fingers pressing gently into his cheeks. 

"You don’t have to pretend anymore," she whispered, her lips curling into a slow, indulgent smirk. "It’s already happening, isn’t it?" 

Logan swallowed hard, his stomach twisting. 

He didn’t know what she meant. 

Not yet. 

But she did. 

And soon, he would too. 

Evelyn reached for the soft, pink bottle sitting beside the crib, tipping it slightly, letting the warm milk inside swirl lazily against the plastic. 

Logan’s stomach twisted violently, his breath catching in his throat. 

No. 

Not again. 

Not so soon. 

But Evelyn saw the panic in his eyes before he could even move. 

She smirked, leaning down, pressing a soft, patronizing kiss to his lips, muffled by the pacifier. 

"You know what happens when you drink your milk, baby," she whispered. "You get so sleepy, so soft, so weak." 

Logan let out a helpless whimper, but he knew—he wouldn’t win. 

Not this time. 

Not ever again. 

Evelyn pressed the nipple of the bottle against his lips, her fingers stroking his cheek, her voice laced with absolute authority. 

"Drink, baby," she cooed. "Let Mommy’s milk make you forget." 

And he did. 

He suckled obediently, his body fading further into submission, his mind slipping deeper into helpless, infantile dependence. 

Because Mommy always knew best. 

And babies never disobey. 


Chapter 6: The Final Transformation 


Logan lay still in his crib, his body wrapped in the warmth of a thick, wet diaper, the soft pacifier between his lips moving rhythmically as he suckled without thought. The world around him was dim, quiet, comforting, the faint scent of baby powder and warm milk filling the air. He should have felt disgusted. He should have felt humiliated. 

But he didn’t. 

Because he wasn’t Logan anymore. 

At least, not the Logan he once was. 

The man who had entered The Monroe Institute, convinced he would be walking away with a large paycheck and his independence intact, was gone. What remained was a small, helpless, obedient baby, perfectly trained to do exactly what he was told. 

Evelyn sat beside him on the edge of the crib, her fingers trailing through his hair, nails softly scratching against his scalp as she cooed down at him. "My sweet baby," she murmured. "Mommy is so proud of you." 

Logan let out a soft, muffled whimper around his pacifier, but he didn’t fight. He hadn’t fought in days. Or was it weeks? Time had stopped meaning anything to him. 

"Let’s check those diapers," Evelyn hummed, already peeling back the snaps of his onesie, exposing the swollen, sagging padding beneath. Logan didn’t flinch, didn’t react, didn’t protest. This was normal now. Mommy always checked. Mommy always decided when he was wet, when he was messy, when he needed a change. 

Her fingers pressed gently against the warm bulk, testing the wetness, feeling how completely soaked he was. She sighed happily. "Just as I thought. My little one can’t even feel when he goes anymore." 

Logan should have felt something at those words. 

Shame. 

Humiliation. 

Panic. 

But there was nothing. 

Evelyn leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead, her voice thick with pride and possessive affection. "You’ve come so far, sweetheart. You’ve been such a good boy for Mommy." 

Logan whimpered, his body sinking further into the crib’s soft embrace, his eyes fluttering as exhaustion and warmth wrapped around him like a blanket. 

Evelyn reached for a warm bottle sitting beside the crib, tipping it slightly, letting the milk swirl inside. 

"You know what happens when you drink your milk, baby," she whispered. "You get so sleepy, so soft, so weak." 

Logan let out a muffled whimper, but when she pressed the bottle’s nipple against his lips, he latched without hesitation. 

The warm, thick liquid trickled into his mouth, coating his tongue, settling in his stomach. He suckled slow, rhythmic, obedient. 

"Good boy," Evelyn praised, stroking his cheek. "That’s it, drink it all up." 

And as Logan drifted further and further away from who he had once been, as his muscles grew heavier, his thoughts slowed into nothing more than soft, infantile contentment, he realized... 

There was no fight left in him. 

There was no Logan Cole. 

There was only Mommy’s baby. 

Forever. 


Epilogue: Baby Logan’s Forever Nursery 


Weeks had passed, though Logan no longer had a concept of time. Days, nights, routines—they all blurred together in the soft, pastel-colored haze of his new world. There were no responsibilities, no choices to make, no expectations beyond being a good baby. His body no longer remembered how to hold anything in, his mind no longer fought the warmth of his diapers, the comfort of his pacifier, or the sweetness of Mommy’s milk. 

He had been rewired, reshaped, and regressed until nothing remained of the man he once was. 

Dr. Monroe stood outside the glass window of his nursery, her clipboard in hand as she spoke with a wealthy woman in a sleek white coat. The woman’s expression was unreadable, but there was something hungry in her gaze as she observed him. 

"He’s fully trained now," Dr. Monroe said, gesturing toward Logan, who lay on the floor, dressed in only a thick, sodden diaper and a soft onesie, happily suckling his pacifier. His eyes were glassy, unfocused, completely immersed in the infantile world they had built for him. 

The woman hummed in approval. "He’s adorable," she murmured, her lips curling into a pleased smile. 

Dr. Monroe nodded. "He’s ready for adoption. He no longer retains any cognitive resistance, his muscle control has fully atrophied, and he’s developed complete dependency on both nursing and scheduled feedings. His emotional attachment to caretakers is solidified, and he is no longer capable of forming independent thoughts outside of his regression conditioning." 

The woman turned to her, eyes gleaming. "I’ll take him." 

Dr. Monroe signed the paperwork with a satisfied smirk. "He’s all yours." 

Inside the nursery, Logan didn’t hear them. 

He didn’t care. 

He lay on his back, gazing up at the soft glow of the mobile above him, the pastel-colored shapes spinning lazily in the air. His world was small, warm, and safe. 

His world was Mommy’s arms, Mommy’s milk, the soothing crinkle of his diaper, the rhythmic suckling of his pacifier. 

His world was forever.


Babysitter Blackmail

Daddy’s Diapered Little Girl: An Extreme ABDL Age Play Dark Romance of Punishment, Regression, and Breeding Obsession



Chapter 1: Discovery

Sebastian Holt pulled into his driveway earlier than planned, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the manicured lawn. The architecture firm had let out ahead of schedule—a rare cancellation of a client meeting—and for once, he wasn’t complaining. His daughter, Mia, was away at a weekend soccer tournament with friends, leaving the house blissfully empty. He imagined a quiet evening: a glass of scotch, some jazz on the record player, maybe a visit to the basement playroom he hadn’t touched in months.

He killed the engine of his black Audi, grabbed his briefcase, and headed inside. The house was silent, just as he expected. He loosened his tie as he walked through the foyer, hanging his coat in the hall closet. The faint scent of something floral lingered in the air—his cleaning service had been in yesterday—but there was another note underneath it. Something sweeter. Familiar.

Sebastian paused at the kitchen island, pouring himself a finger of Macallan. He took a slow sip, letting the burn settle, then glanced at his phone. No messages from Mia. Good—she was probably on the bus back tomorrow night.

A soft thud echoed from below.

He froze.

The basement door was at the end of the hallway, always kept locked. Sound didn’t carry easily from down there—the room was soundproofed by design—but that thud had been unmistakable. Followed by a quieter rustle.

Someone was in his playroom.

Sebastian set the glass down carefully, pulse steady but alert. He wasn’t the type to panic. Five years as a widower had taught him control; years before that as a Dominant had taught him precision. He moved silently down the hall, keyed in the code on the discreet panel beside the basement door—unlocked—and eased it open.

The stairs descended into dim red lighting, the glow from the playroom below. Another sound: a soft metallic clink. Chains.

He took the steps slowly, deliberately, until he could see through the open doorway.

Kendall Hayes stood in the center of the room, back to him, dressed in cutoff denim shorts and a cropped college hoodie. Her long blonde hair was pulled into a messy ponytail. She was reaching up toward the suspension rig, fingers brushing one of the soft leather cuffs dangling from a chain. The overhead spotlights caught the curve of her hips, the bare strip of skin above her waistband.

She hadn’t heard him yet.

Sebastian leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching. Kendall had babysat Mia from the time she was fourteen until she left for college last year. Smart, responsible, always a little too flirtatious for her own good—batting eyelashes at him when she thought he wasn’t looking, wearing skirts that got shorter each summer. He’d ignored it. She was a kid. Mia’s favorite sitter. Off-limits.

Now she was twenty-two, home for the summer, and apparently curious enough to pick the lock on his private basement.

Kendall turned slightly, giving him a side profile as she examined a flogger on the wall rack. Her cheeks were flushed, lips parted. She picked up the falls, ran them through her fingers like she was testing the weight.

Sebastian cleared his throat.

Kendall spun around, eyes wide, flogger dropping to the padded floor with a soft thud.

“Mr. Holt—” she gasped, hand flying to her chest. “I— I thought you weren’t home until later—”

He didn’t move. “Clearly.”

Her gaze darted to the stairs behind him, then back. Trapped. She backed up a step, bumping into the St. Andrew’s cross.

“I wasn’t— I didn’t mean— The door was open, I swear—”

“It wasn’t,” he said calmly. “And there are cameras.”

Kendall’s face drained of color.

Sebastian stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. The lock engaged automatically. He walked to the control panel on the wall, tapped a few buttons. A screen flickered to life, showing four angles of the playroom—including one directly above where Kendall now stood.

He rewound thirty minutes.

On screen: Kendall slipping through the basement door, looking over her shoulder. Trying the playroom handle. Producing a hairpin—clever girl—and picking the lock in under a minute. Entering. Touching everything with wide-eyed wonder.

Sebastian paused the footage, turned to face her.

“Explain.”

Kendall swallowed hard, arms wrapping around herself. “I… I was picking up Mia’s old soccer jersey from her room. The basement door was cracked open. I got curious. I’ve always wondered what was down here. I didn’t touch anything important, I swear—”

“You touched plenty,” he said, voice low. “And you lied. The door was locked. You picked it.”

She opened her mouth, closed it. Tears welled in her blue eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’ll leave. I’ll never—”

“You’ll sit,” he interrupted, pointing to the low leather bench against the wall. “And we’ll discuss consequences.”

Kendall hesitated, then moved to the bench, perching on the edge like she might bolt. Sebastian pulled a stool over, sat facing her—close enough that she couldn’t avoid his gaze.

“You’re twenty-two now,” he said. “Old enough to know better. Old enough for this to be breaking and entering.”

Her breath hitched. “Please don’t call the police. Or tell my parents. Or Mia. I’ll do anything—”

“Anything,” he repeated slowly.

The word hung between them.

Sebastian studied her. The flush hadn’t left her cheeks. Her pupils were dilated. Her thighs pressed together tightly. She wasn’t just scared.

She was aroused.

He’d seen that look before—on submissives in clubs, on his late wife when she’d pushed boundaries and waited for correction.

Kendall Hayes—little Kendall who used to beg for extra bedtime stories and extra cookies—was standing in his playroom, terrified and turned on.

Sebastian leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” he said quietly. “I’m not calling anyone. Yet. But you broke my trust. You invaded my privacy. And you’re going to make that right.”

Kendall nodded frantically. “Anything. I’ll clean the whole house. I’ll babysit for free forever—”

“Not that kind of making right.”

She stilled.

Sebastian stood, walked to the cabinet, opened a drawer. Pulled out a simple wooden hairbrush—wide, flat back. He’d used it many times before. For correction. For pleasure.

He turned back to her.

“You’re going to take a spanking,” he said. “Over my knee. Bare bottom. Until I decide you’ve learned your lesson. Then we’ll discuss how you’ll continue to make amends.”

Kendall’s mouth fell open. “You can’t— I’m not a child—”

“You behaved like one,” he said. “Sneaking, lying, touching things that don’t belong to you. And something tells me…” He stepped closer, voice dropping. “This isn’t the first time you’ve thought about being punished by me.”

Her sharp inhale confirmed it.

Sebastian sat on the bench, patted his thigh.

“Come here, Kendall.”

She stared at him, trembling. Tears spilled over.

But she didn’t run.

After a long moment, she stood. Walked the three steps to him. Stopped just in front of his knees.

“Daddy,” she whispered—so softly he almost missed it.

Sebastian’s pulse kicked hard.

The game had already begun.

And neither of them was backing out.


Chapter 2: Confrontation

Kendall stood frozen in front of Sebastian, her heart pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. The wooden hairbrush rested across his lap like a promise—or a threat. The playroom felt smaller now, the red lights casting dramatic shadows over the equipment that had fascinated her only minutes ago.

“Daddy,” she had whispered. The word had slipped out unbidden, a fantasy she’d buried deep for years. Now it hung in the air between them, impossible to take back.

Sebastian’s eyes darkened, but his expression remained controlled—unreadable except for the slight tightening of his jaw.

“Interesting choice of words,” he said quietly. “We’ll come back to that.”

He patted his thigh again. “Over my knee, Kendall. Now.”

Her legs felt like jelly. Part of her brain screamed to run—grab her keys, bolt upstairs, never show her face again. But another part, deeper and long-suppressed, kept her rooted. The same part that had fantasized about Sebastian Holt since she was old enough to understand desire. The part that had lingered too long in his hugs when she was babysitting, that had imagined his stern voice commanding her, correcting her.

She took one step forward. Then another.

Sebastian didn’t move, didn’t rush her. He simply waited, patient and immovable.

When she was close enough, he reached out, took her wrist gently but firmly, and guided her down across his lap. Her upper body rested on the bench beside him; her toes barely touched the padded floor. The position left her bottom high, vulnerable.

Kendall’s face burned with humiliation. She was twenty-two, a college senior, and here she was draped over a man’s knee like a naughty child.

Sebastian’s hand settled on her lower back, steadying her.

“Shorts and panties down,” he said. “You’ll take this on bare skin.”

She whimpered softly but reached back with shaking hands, unbuttoning her cutoffs. She pushed them down along with her cotton panties, letting them pool at her knees. Cool air hit her exposed skin; she knew he could see everything.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The praise sent an unwelcome rush of heat between her legs.

Sebastian adjusted her slightly, making sure she was balanced. His left arm pinned her waist securely; his right hand rested lightly on her bottom.

“We’ll start with my hand,” he said. “Twenty. You’ll count each one out loud. If you miss a number, we begin again. Understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

She swallowed. “Yes… sir.”

He didn’t correct her. Yet.

The first smack landed—firm, stinging, across her right cheek. Kendall gasped.

“One,” she managed.

The second followed quickly on the left.

“Two.”

He set a steady pace—not rushed, but relentless. Each swat covered new territory: sit spots, upper thighs, the curve where bottom met leg. By ten, her skin burned; by fifteen, tears pricked her eyes.

“Sixteen,” she choked out, voice breaking.

Sebastian paused, hand resting on her heated flesh.

“Color?” he asked quietly.

The question surprised her. She’d read about safe words in secret online forums, but never imagined…

“Green,” she whispered, shocked at her own honesty. “Please don’t stop.”

His hand squeezed gently—approval—then resumed.

The final five were harder, delivered with precision. When she counted “Twenty” through sobs, he stopped immediately.

Kendall lay limp across his lap, crying quietly. The pain throbbed, but beneath it was something else—relief, release, a floating sensation she couldn’t name.

Sebastian’s hand moved in slow circles over her punished bottom, soothing now instead of striking.

“You took that well,” he said softly. “I’m proud of you.”

The praise undid her. Fresh tears fell—not from pain, but from the unexpected tenderness in his voice.

He helped her up carefully, pulling her panties and shorts back into place. She winced as fabric touched sore skin. Then he guided her to sit on his lap—not the bench—cradling her against his chest like something precious.

Kendall buried her face in his shirt, breathing in his scent—clean, masculine, familiar from years of hugs goodbye. His arms wrapped around her securely.

They stayed like that for long minutes, her tears slowing, his hand stroking her hair.

Eventually he spoke.

“We’re not done, Kendall.”

She lifted her head, eyes red and puffy.

“The spanking was for tonight’s disobedience. But there’s more to discuss. Your curiosity. Your… interests.” His gaze flicked to the equipment around them. “And that word you used.”

She flushed crimson.

Sebastian cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes.

“I’m a Dominant,” he said evenly. “This room isn’t for show. It’s part of who I am. My late wife…” His voice caught slightly. “She was my submissive. Since she passed, I’ve kept this side of myself locked away.”

Kendall’s heart ached at the raw note in his voice.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

He shook his head. “What I’m saying is—I recognize need when I see it. And you, little girl, have need written all over you.”

Her breath hitched at “little girl.”

Sebastian continued. “I have footage of you breaking in. Touching my things. I could ruin your reputation with one phone call—to your parents, to Mia, to campus security.”

Terror flashed through her.

“But,” he said, thumb brushing her cheek, “I’d rather handle this privately. Between us.”

“What… what does that mean?”

“It means you’ll submit to correction. From me. For thirty days. You’ll come here three nights a week. You’ll follow my rules. You’ll learn what it means to be…” He paused, watching her reaction. “Daddy’s good little girl.”

Kendall’s core clenched at the words. She should be outraged. Terrified. Instead, she felt a rush of wetness between her legs that embarrassed her more than the spanking.

“And if I say no?”

“Then the footage goes to people who matter to you. And this ends tonight.”

Silence stretched.

Kendall looked around the room—at the crib in the corner (oversized, clearly adult), the changing table, the packages of diapers she’d glimpsed in a cabinet. Things she’d only dared fantasize about in her darkest moments.

She met his eyes again.

“What would I have to do?”

Sebastian’s smile was small, knowing.

“Obey me. Accept punishment when you earn it. Let me guide you into the headspace you’re clearly craving.” His hand slid to her throat, resting there possessively. “Call me Daddy when we’re alone. Wear what I choose. Let me take care of you… completely.”

Her voice came out barely audible. “And after thirty days?”

“We reassess. If you’ve been good, the footage disappears forever. If not…” He shrugged. “Consequences.”

Kendall’s mind raced. Thirty days as his… little girl. The fantasy made real.

She should negotiate. Demand deletion of the video first. But the dynamic had already shifted—he held all the power, and part of her craved exactly that.

“One condition,” she said, surprised at her own boldness.

Sebastian raised an eyebrow.

“Safe words. Like… in the books.”

His expression softened. “Of course. Red stops everything. Yellow slows down. Green means keep going. We’ll check in often.”

She nodded slowly.

“Then… I agree.”

Sebastian’s arms tightened around her.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her hair.

He helped her stand, steadying her when her legs wobbled. Then he led her to the full-length mirror on one wall.

“Look,” he commanded.

Kendall stared at her reflection: tear-streaked face, messy ponytail, shorts barely covering a bottom she knew was bright red beneath.

“This is what happens to naughty girls who break rules,” he said from behind her, hand resting on her sore cheek. “But good girls…” His other hand slid around her waist, pulling her back against him. “Good girls get rewarded.”

She shivered at the feel of his hardness pressing against her.

“Starting tomorrow,” he continued, “you’ll come here at seven p.m. You’ll wear a dress—no panties. You’ll bring your class schedule so we can plan properly.”

“Yes… Daddy,” she whispered, testing the word again.

Sebastian’s eyes met hers in the mirror, dark with promise.

“Welcome to your correction period, little girl.”

He kissed the top of her head, then led her upstairs—gentle, caring, the perfect contrast to the punishment still throbbing between her legs.

At the front door, he handed her keys to her.

“Drive safe. Text me when you’re home.”

She nodded, dazed.

As she walked to her car, sore and floating, one thought repeated:

What had she just agreed to?

And why did she already want more?


Chapter 3: First Punishment

Kendall’s hands shook as she parked her car in Sebastian’s driveway the next evening. It was exactly 6:58 p.m.—she’d timed it perfectly, terrified of being late. The summer sun was still high, but the air felt heavier, charged. She smoothed down the sundress she’d chosen: pale pink, short and floaty, with thin straps and a hem that barely reached mid-thigh. No panties, as instructed in his text that morning.

Just the thought made her cheeks burn.

She grabbed her small backpack—class schedule inside, as requested—and walked to the front door on unsteady legs. Before she could knock, it opened.

Sebastian stood there in dark slacks and a crisp white button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His expression was calm, but his eyes swept over her slowly, appraising.

“Right on time,” he said. “Good girl.”

The praise sent warmth pooling low in her belly.

“Come in.”

She stepped inside, slipping off her sandals as he closed the door behind her. The house was cool and quiet—Mia still away until tomorrow.

Sebastian took her backpack, set it on the entry table.

“Turn around.”

Kendall obeyed, heart racing. He circled her slowly, fingers brushing the hem of her dress, lifting it slightly to confirm she’d followed instructions.

“Bare, as told.” His voice was low, approving. “We’ll start in the living room.”

He led her there, sat on the wide leather armchair, and patted his lap.

“Over my knee again. Dress up.”

She hesitated only a second before draping herself across his thighs. The position felt familiar now—humiliating, comforting. He pushed the dress up to her waist, exposing her completely.

“Tonight we’ll use the hairbrush,” he said, picking it up from the side table. “Twenty-five. You’ll count. Same rules as yesterday.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.

The first strike landed hard—wood against bare skin, a sharp crack that made her yelp.

“One—thank you, Daddy.”

He didn’t hold back. Each swat was deliberate, covering her bottom and upper thighs until she was kicking, tears flowing freely by fifteen.

“Twenty,” she sobbed. “Thank you, Daddy.”

The final five were the hardest—slow, measured, driving the lesson home. When it ended, she lay limp, crying softly.

Sebastian set the brush aside, hands soothing over her blazing skin.

“Color?” he asked gently.

“Green,” she hiccupped. “Yellow if it’s too much.”

“It’s not,” he said. “You’re doing beautifully.”

He helped her up, pulled her into his lap again—this time facing him, straddling his thighs. Her dress bunched at her waist; her sore bottom pressed against his slacks.

He wiped her tears with his thumbs.

“Now we talk rules for your correction period.”

Kendall nodded, sniffling.

“Three nights a week here—Monday, Wednesday, Friday—seven to ten. You’ll text me when you arrive and leave. You’ll call me Daddy in private. Sir if we’re not alone.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’ll wear what I choose. No big-girl panties unless I allow them. You’ll ask permission for orgasms. You’ll accept punishment when earned.”

She bit her lip. “And… the other stuff? In the basement?”

Sebastian’s hand slid to her throat, resting there possessively.

“We’ll get there. You’ve shown interest in age regression. Being Little. We’ll explore that—diapers, bottles, early bedtimes, all of it—if you’re honest about wanting it.”

Kendall’s face flamed, but she nodded.

“I… I do. I’ve thought about it for years.”

He studied her. “Since when?”

“Since I was eighteen,” she admitted. “Babysitting here. You were always so… in control. I wanted you to take care of me like that.”

Sebastian’s expression softened. He pulled her closer, kissing her forehead.

“Then we’ll do this properly. With care. With structure.”

He reached to the side table, pulled out a small gift box.

“Open it.”

Inside: a delicate silver necklace with a small pacifier charm—discreet enough for public, unmistakable to them.

“Your training collar,” he said. “You’ll wear it during sessions. It comes off only when you leave.”

Kendall’s eyes filled again. She lifted her hair; he fastened it around her neck.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He kissed her then—slow, deep, claiming. She melted into it, sore bottom forgotten.

When he pulled back, his voice was rough.

“Stand up. Hands on the coffee table.”

She obeyed, bending forward, legs spread slightly.

Sebastian stood behind her, hands stroking her heated skin.

“Spread wider.”

She did, exposing herself completely.

His fingers traced her slick folds—gentle at first, then circling her clit.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured. “Punishment turns you on.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned.

He slid two fingers inside her easily, curling, pumping slowly.

“This is a reward for honesty,” he said. “You come when I say.”

She nodded frantically, pushing back against his hand.

He worked her expertly—slow build, edging her twice until she was begging.

“Please, Daddy—please let me come—”

“Now,” he commanded, thumb pressing her clit hard.

The orgasm crashed through her—intense, full-body, legs shaking as she cried out.

Sebastian held her through it, murmuring praise.

When she sagged, he caught her, carried her to the couch, cradled her in his lap again.

He produced a bottle—warm milk—from a thermos on the table.

“Drink,” he said softly.

Kendall took it without protest, suckling as he rocked her gently. The pacifier charm rested against her chest.

She felt small. Safe. Owned.

After the bottle, he changed her into one of his soft T-shirts and drove her home himself—insisting she was too floaty to drive.

At her apartment door, he kissed her forehead.

“Tomorrow’s Wednesday. Be here at seven. Wear pigtails.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He watched her inside, then left.

Kendall touched the necklace, sore bottom throbbing as she walked.

Thirty days.

She was already counting down—and dreading the end.


Chapter 4: The Agreement

Kendall arrived at Sebastian’s house on Wednesday evening with her hair in high pigtails, just as he’d instructed. She’d spent an embarrassing amount of time in front of the mirror that afternoon, parting her blonde hair evenly and tying it with pink ribbons she hadn’t worn since middle school. The sundress she chose this time was even shorter—white with tiny flowers—and again, no panties underneath.

Her bottom still carried faint bruises from Monday’s hairbrush spanking, a constant reminder as she walked up the driveway. The pacifier-charm necklace rested cool against her chest, hidden beneath the dress but impossible to forget.

Sebastian opened the door before she could knock, his eyes taking her in slowly. Approval flickered across his face.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “Come in, little girl.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine. She stepped inside, slipping off her sandals.

He closed the door, then turned her gently by the shoulders to face him.

“Inspection.”

Kendall’s cheeks flamed, but she lifted her arms out to the sides. Sebastian circled her once, fingers trailing the hem of her dress, lifting it in back to check her bare bottom.

“Good. No panties. And those pigtails…” He tugged one lightly. “Adorable.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He led her to the living room—not the basement this time. A thick blanket was spread on the floor with pillows, a sippy cup, and a children’s picture book waiting. Soft classical music played from hidden speakers.

“Sit,” he said, pointing to the blanket.

She lowered herself carefully, wincing slightly at the pressure on her bruised skin.

Sebastian sat in the armchair, leaning forward.

“Tonight we formalize our agreement. Thirty days of correction. You’ll follow my rules, accept my guidance, and let me care for you as my Little girl.”

Kendall nodded, heart racing.

He pulled a printed document from the side table—two pages, neatly formatted.

“Read it aloud.”

She took it with trembling hands.

“Correction Agreement,” she began, voice soft. “Between Sebastian Holt (Daddy) and Kendall Hayes (Little girl). Duration: Thirty days, beginning today.”

She continued:

●        Little girl will attend sessions Monday, Wednesday, Friday, 7–10 p.m., plus additional times if Daddy requires.

●        Little girl will address Daddy properly at all times in private.

●        Little girl will wear clothing chosen by Daddy during sessions, including diapers when deemed necessary.

●        Little girl will accept all punishments and rewards.

●        Little girl will use safe words: Red (stop), Yellow (slow/check-in), Green (continue).

●        Orgasm control: No climax without Daddy’s permission.

●        Regression activities: Bottles, pacifiers, diapers, early bedtimes, corner time, spankings as needed.

●        Privacy: All activities consensual within this agreement; footage from initial incident will be deleted at successful completion.

●        Health and safety: Regular check-ins; Little girl will communicate needs openly.

Kendall’s voice wavered on the diaper clause, but she finished.

Sebastian watched her carefully.

“Questions?”

“What… what if I can’t do it all?” she asked. “The diapers. The full Little stuff.”

“Then you use your words,” he said simply. “We adjust. But you’ll try. For me.”

She nodded slowly.

“Any hard limits?”

“No blood. No permanent marks. No… sharing with others.”

He nodded. “Agreed. Mine are similar—no age play involving real children, obviously. No scat beyond diaper use if we get there. We’ll add to this list as needed.”

Kendall swallowed. “And after thirty days?”

“If you’ve been my good girl,” he said, voice dropping, “the footage disappears. You walk away free. If you want to continue…” He let the implication hang.

Her core clenched at the thought.

Sebastian held out a pen.

“Sign at the bottom. Then I will.”

She scrawled her name—Kendall Hayes—in looping cursive. He signed below: Sebastian Holt, Daddy.

He set the contract aside, then pulled her into his lap.

“Good girl. Now we begin properly.”

He reached into a basket beside the chair, produced a thick adult diaper—white with tiny pastel prints—and a bottle of baby powder.

Kendall’s breath caught.

“First lesson in being Little,” he said. “Lie back on the blanket.”

She obeyed slowly, heart hammering. He lifted her dress to her waist, spread her legs gently.

“Relax,” he murmured, unfolding the diaper. “Daddy’s got you.”

The crinkle was loud in the quiet room. He slid it beneath her, powdered her carefully—fingers brushing her most sensitive spots without lingering—then taped it snugly.

Kendall stared at the ceiling, mortified and impossibly aroused. The bulk between her legs forced them apart; every shift reminded her what she was wearing.

Sebastian helped her sit up, then handed her the sippy cup—warm milk with a touch of vanilla.

“Drink.”

She took it, suckling awkwardly at first, then more naturally. The sweetness soothed her.

He pulled her back into his lap, rocking gently, one hand stroking her pigtails.

“There’s my good little girl,” he praised. “So brave.”

Kendall melted against him, pacifier charm pressing into her skin.

They stayed like that for an hour—he read her the picture book in a low, soothing voice, asking questions like she was small, praising every answer. When she finished the milk, he checked her diaper—still dry—and rewarded her with soft kisses along her neck.

Eventually he carried her to the basement, laid her on the oversized changing table.

“Time for a different kind of care,” he said, voice rougher now.

He untaped the diaper slowly, exposing her. She was soaked—not from wetting, but arousal.

Sebastian’s fingers traced her folds.

“Such a needy little girl.”

He brought her to the edge twice with skilled fingers, denying release each time.

“Please, Daddy,” she finally begged, tears of frustration in her eyes.

“Not yet,” he said. “Little girls come when Daddy decides.”

He rediapered her—fresh powder, snug tapes—then carried her to the adult-sized crib in the corner, tucked her in with a soft blanket and her pacifier necklace as a real pacifier this time (clipped to her dress).

“Nap time,” he said, dimming the lights. “Daddy will check on you.”

Kendall curled up, diaper crinkling, feeling smaller than she ever had.

She dozed, floating in subspace.

When she woke an hour later, Sebastian was sitting beside the crib, watching her with soft eyes.

“Hi, baby,” he murmured.

She smiled sleepily. “Hi, Daddy.”

He lifted her out, carried her upstairs, and drove her home again—kissing her goodnight at her door with a promise of Friday.

As she lay in bed later, diaper discarded but the feeling lingering, Kendall touched the pacifier charm.

Twenty-eight days left.

She didn’t want them to end.


Chapter 5: Little Clothes

Friday evening arrived faster than Kendall expected. The week had been a blur of classes, texts from Sebastian checking in (“How’s my little girl today?”), and secret thrills every time she touched the pacifier-charm necklace under her shirt.

Tonight’s instructions had come that morning:

Wear the outfit in the package on your doorstep. Nothing else. Pigtails again. Be here at seven sharp.

The package had been waiting when she got home from campus—a plain brown box with no return address. Inside: a frilly pink dress with puffed sleeves, white ruffled ankle socks, shiny black mary jane shoes, and a pair of thick, crinkly training panties with cartoon prints. No regular underwear. No bra.

Kendall had stared at it for a full minute before her hands started shaking.

Now she stood on Sebastian’s doorstep at 6:59, dressed exactly as ordered. The dress was shorter than anything she’d worn in years—hem barely covering the ruffled panties—and the thick padding forced her thighs apart slightly when she walked. Her pigtails bounced with every nervous shift of weight.

Sebastian opened the door, eyes sweeping over her slowly. He was in dark jeans and a soft gray sweater—casual, but still commanding.

“There’s my pretty girl,” he said, voice warm. “Come in.”

She stepped inside, cheeks burning as the dress swished and the training panties crinkled audibly.

He closed the door, then turned her by the shoulders for a full inspection.

“Twirl.”

Kendall obeyed, spinning slowly. The dress flared, revealing the ruffled panties completely.

Sebastian’s hand brushed the padding. “Perfect fit. And already a little warm. Nervous?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she admitted.

He smiled, cupping her chin. “Good. Nervous little girls remember their manners.”

He led her to the living room—transformed again. The blanket was back, but now there was a playpen in one corner, stuffed animals on the couch, and coloring books with crayons on the coffee table.

“Sit on the blanket,” he said. “We’re going to have playtime.”

Kendall lowered herself carefully, the thick panties forcing her to sit with legs slightly apart. Sebastian sat in his armchair, watching her.

“Coloring first. Pick a book.”

She chose one with princesses—mortified but obedient—and started filling in a page with careful strokes. Sebastian watched quietly, occasionally praising her choice of colors.

After twenty minutes, he stood and knelt beside her.

“Time for a check.”

He lifted her dress without asking, pressing two fingers against the front of the training panties.

“Still dry,” he said. “Good girl. But you’ve been squirming.”

Kendall’s face flamed. She had been—holding it since lunch, per his earlier text: No potty until Daddy says.

“I need to go,” she whispered.

Sebastian’s eyes darkened. “That’s why we have training panties today. Little girls learning to be big again ask Daddy for help.”

She bit her lip. “Please, Daddy… may I use the potty?”

He considered, then shook his head.

“Not yet. You’ll hold it a little longer. Stand up.”

He helped her to her feet, then led her to the corner by the fireplace.

“Nose to the wall. Hands on head. Five minutes for not asking sooner.”

Kendall obeyed, dress hem brushing her thighs, exposed from behind. The position was childish, humiliating—and thrilling.

Sebastian sat back down, the quiet stretching. Every second felt endless. Her bladder ached; her bottom tingled from anticipation.

When the time ended, he called her over.

“On my lap.”

She straddled his thighs facing him, dress riding up.

He checked again—fingers pressing firmly.

“Getting damp,” he murmured. “You’re trying so hard.”

“Please, Daddy,” she whimpered. “I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.”

He rocked her gently, one hand stroking her back, the other resting on the padding.

“Breathe. Daddy’s got you.”

The tenderness undid her. She buried her face in his neck, clinging.

After a few minutes, he carried her downstairs to the playroom—straight to the changing table.

“Lie back.”

She did, legs trembling.

Sebastian lifted her dress, untaped the training panties slowly.

“Look at that,” he said softly. “You held as long as you could. But there’s a little wet spot. Time for a proper diaper.”

Kendall’s breath hitched as he cleaned her with warm wipes—gentle, thorough—then powdered and slid a thick nighttime diaper beneath her. The tapes closed snugly; the bulk was impossible to ignore.

“There,” he said, helping her sit up. “My baby girl is all protected now.”

He produced a real pacifier—this one clipped to a ribbon—and popped it into her mouth when she opened to speak.

“No big-girl words for a while,” he said. “Just suck and listen.”

Kendall nursed the pacifier obediently, eyes wide.

Sebastian carried her back upstairs, settled on the couch with her in his lap. He fed her another bottle—apple juice this time—while rocking slowly.

Halfway through, the pressure became too much. A warm rush escaped before she could stop it, soaking the diaper.

Sebastian felt it immediately, hand pressing the front.

“That’s okay, baby,” he murmured. “That’s what diapers are for.”

Humiliation flooded her, but so did relief—and an overwhelming sense of safety.

When the bottle was empty, he changed her again: fresh diaper, more powder, soft praises the entire time.

Then he laid her on the blanket with stuffed animals, turned on a cartoon on the TV, and let her “play” while he worked on his laptop nearby—always watching.

By nine-thirty, her eyes were drooping.

“Bedtime,” he announced.

He carried her to the guest room—transformed into a nursery while she wasn’t looking: adult crib, soft lighting, mobile above.

He tucked her in with a kiss on the forehead.

“Sleep tight, little one. Daddy will check on you.”

Kendall drifted off in the diaper, pacifier in mouth, feeling smaller and more cared for than ever.

Saturday morning, he woke her with a bottle and a clean diaper change, then drove her home with a promise: Monday would bring more.

As she waved goodbye from her apartment door, thick training panties back on under her dress, Kendall realized something terrifying and wonderful.

She didn’t want to be big anymore.

Not if this was what being Little felt like.


Chapter 6: Diaper Introduction

Monday evening, Kendall arrived at Sebastian’s house with butterflies rioting in her stomach. The weekend had been a whirlwind of processing—replaying Friday’s regression session in her mind, touching the pacifier charm constantly, waking up wet from dreams she blushed to remember.

Tonight’s text instructions had been simple but nerve-wracking:

Wear the shortalls in the box. Pigtails. Bring your stuffed bear if you have one.

The box had contained denim shortalls with rainbow buttons, a white shirt with a cartoon bunny, and—tucked beneath—her first real punishment diaper: thick, white, with childish prints of teddy bears and balloons.

She’d put it all on, adding her old teddy bear from childhood for courage.

Sebastian greeted her at the door in soft lounge pants and a T-shirt—casual Daddy mode. His eyes lit up at the sight of her.

“My little girl looks ready for playtime,” he said, pulling her inside for a hug. The shortalls left her legs bare; the diaper crinkled loudly as she moved.

He led her straight to the basement nursery this time.

The changing table was ready: wipes, powder, a stack of diapers. The crib stood open. A playpen held toys and books.

“First,” he said, lifting her onto the changing table, “we get you properly protected.”

Kendall lay back, heart pounding as he unbuttoned the shortalls, sliding them down her legs. The training panties from last week were already slightly damp—she’d leaked a little on the drive from nerves.

Sebastian tsked softly. “Someone couldn’t hold it.”

“I tried, Daddy,” she whispered.

“I know, baby. That’s why we’re moving to real diapers tonight.”

He removed the training panties, cleaned her thoroughly with warm wipes, then unfolded the thick punishment diaper. The crinkle was louder, the padding much bulkier. He powdered her generously—fingers lingering just enough to make her squirm—then taped it snugly.

“There,” he said, helping her sit up. “Now my little girl is safe from accidents.”

The bulk forced her thighs apart dramatically; standing was awkward, waddling.

Sebastian redressed her in the shortalls—the snaps barely closing over the diaper—then clipped a real pacifier to her shirt.

“Playtime first,” he announced, setting her in the playpen with coloring books, blocks, and her teddy bear.

Kendall sank into Little space quickly—coloring with crayons, stacking blocks, sucking her pacifier when shy. Sebastian worked at a small desk nearby, occasionally glancing over with a smile.

After an hour, he checked her diaper—pressing the front firmly.

“Still dry. Good girl. Time for dinner.”

He carried her upstairs to the kitchen, settling her in an adult-sized high chair he’d assembled over the weekend. Straps buckled her in; a tray locked in place.

Dinner was macaroni and cheese cut into small pieces, apple slices, and a bottle of milk. He fed her by spoon and bottle, praising every bite.

“Open wide for Daddy.”

She obeyed, blushing but content.

Halfway through, the pressure in her bladder built unbearably.

“Daddy,” she mumbled around the pacifier she’d been allowed back. “I need to go.”

Sebastian set the spoon down.

“Little girls in diapers don’t use the potty tonight,” he said gently. “You’ll go in your diaper. That’s what it’s for.”

Kendall’s eyes widened. “But—”

“No buts. Hold it if you can. But when you can’t, you let go. Daddy will change you.”

Humiliation burned through her, but so did arousal. She squirmed in the high chair, trying to hold.

Sebastian resumed feeding her slowly, drawing it out.

By the end of the bottle, she was desperate—legs pressed together despite the bulk, face red.

“I can’t—” she whimpered.

“Then don’t,” he said softly. “Be a good girl and wet your diaper for Daddy.”

The permission undid her. A warm flood escaped, soaking the diaper instantly. The sensation was strange—warm, spreading, inescapable.

Tears pricked her eyes from embarrassment.

Sebastian unbuckled her immediately, lifting her into his arms.

“That’s my brave girl,” he praised, carrying her downstairs. “You did exactly what Daddy asked.”

On the changing table, he untaped the soaked diaper, cleaned her thoroughly—cooing the entire time.

“Such a good little baby. Wetting for Daddy like you’re supposed to.”

The praise mixed with humiliation made her drip with arousal.

He powdered her, then slid a fresh diaper underneath—but paused.

“You earned a reward for obeying.”

His fingers slipped between her legs, circling her clit slowly.

Kendall moaned around the pacifier, hips bucking.

He brought her to the edge twice, denying gently.

“Please, Daddy—”

“Come for me, baby.”

The orgasm hit hard—shaking, intense, amplified by the vulnerability.

Sebastian finished diapering her, then carried her to the rocking chair in the nursery corner. He rocked her slowly, bottle in hand again—this one with a sleep aid of chamomile.

As she drifted off, warm and safe, he whispered, “You’re doing so well, little one. Daddy’s so proud.”

Kendall fell asleep in his arms, diaper thick and secure, completely surrendered.

When she woke hours later, he changed her once more—another small wetting in her sleep—and drove her home with soft kisses.

Twenty-five days left.

She wasn’t counting down anymore.

She was counting the ways she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 7: Bottle Feeding

Wednesday night arrived with a summer thunderstorm rumbling in the distance. Kendall pulled into Sebastian’s driveway at 6:57 p.m., rain starting to patter on her windshield. Tonight’s outfit had been waiting on her porch again: a soft pastel onesie with snap crotch, short frilly skirt, white knee-high socks with lace tops, and—tucked discreetly in tissue—a fresh pack of the thick nighttime diapers.

She’d changed in her apartment, heart racing the entire time. The onesie fit snugly, snaps closing over the diaper’s bulk. The skirt barely covered it. Pigtails, pacifier charm, teddy bear clutched in her arms for comfort.

Sebastian opened the door holding a large umbrella, sheltering her as she dashed inside.

“My soggy little girl,” he teased gently, taking the bear and hanging her light jacket. His eyes darkened as he took in the outfit. “You look perfect.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Thunder boomed; lightning flashed through the windows.

“Stormy night for my baby,” he said, leading her downstairs. “Perfect for cuddles and bottles.”

The nursery was warmly lit—soft lamp glow, rain sounds playing from a white-noise machine. The rocking chair waited, a bottle warming in a small heater on the side table.

Sebastian lifted her easily onto the changing table for a quick check—clean and dry—then carried her to the rocking chair.

He settled with her in his lap, onesie skirt flaring, diaper crinkling loudly.

“Time for your bottle, baby.”

The bottle was larger tonight—warm milk with a touch of honey and vanilla. The nipple was softer, larger, designed for adult comfort.

Kendall took it eagerly, suckling as he rocked slowly. His hand stroked her back, the other supporting the bottle.

“That’s my good girl,” he murmured. “Drink it all up for Daddy.”

The rhythmic sucking, the rocking, the storm outside—it pulled her deep into Little space faster than ever. Her eyes fluttered; she nuzzled closer.

Halfway through, Sebastian’s free hand drifted lower, pressing gently over the diaper’s front.

“Someone’s getting warm down here,” he observed softly.

Kendall whimpered around the nipple, hips shifting.

He unsnapped the onesie crotch slowly—one snap, two—exposing the diaper beneath. His fingers traced the padded surface, then pressed more firmly between her legs.

The friction through the diaper was maddening—dull pressure, no direct contact.

She sucked harder on the bottle, eyes pleading.

Sebastian’s voice was low, soothing. “Keep drinking, baby. Daddy’s going to make his little girl feel good.”

He rubbed slow circles over the diaper, increasing pressure gradually. The bulk amplified every sensation, turning it into a teasing, full-coverage caress.

Kendall’s breathing quickened; small moans escaped around the nipple.

When the bottle was empty, he set it aside and focused fully—hand grinding rhythmically, the crinkle of plastic loud in the quiet room.

“Come for Daddy,” he commanded softly. “Right in your diaper like a good baby.”

The orgasm built slowly, then crashed—waves of pleasure muffled by the padding but intense from the prolonged tease. She cried out around the pacifier he’d popped in when the bottle finished, body shaking in his arms.

Sebastian held her through it, rocking steadily.

“That’s my perfect little girl,” he praised, resnapping the onesie. “Coming for Daddy without making a mess.”

He checked her diaper—slightly damp from arousal, but no wetting yet.

“Time for a change before bed.”

On the table, he untaped the diaper, cleaned her gently, powdered generously.

“You’ve been dry all evening,” he said. “Such a big girl. But tonight you’ll sleep in a fresh one—just in case.”

New diaper taped snugly—thicker, with soothing gel. Onesie resnapped. He dressed her in soft footie pajamas over everything, zipping her in.

Then the crib: side lowered, fresh sheets, her teddy bear tucked under her arm.

Sebastian leaned over, kissing her forehead.

“Night-night, baby. Daddy’s right upstairs if you need anything.”

He raised the crib side, turned on a nightlight and baby monitor.

Kendall drifted off to the sound of rain and distant thunder, warm and safe in her diaper and pajamas.

She woke once in the night—warm flood escaping before she could stop it. The diaper swelled, holding everything. She whimpered softly into the pacifier.

Minutes later, Sebastian appeared—monitoring app on his phone. He lowered the crib side, lifted her out without a word, carried her to the changing table.

“Shh, it’s okay, baby,” he whispered in the dim light. “Accidents happen.”

He changed her efficiently—wipes, powder, fresh diaper—then rocked her back to sleep with another half-bottle.

When morning came (he’d allowed a sleepover since Mia was still away), he woke her with kisses and a clean change, then breakfast in the high chair: oatmeal fed by spoon, another bottle.

As he drove her home later, Kendall touched the pacifier charm, diaper discreetly changed to training panties for the drive.

Twenty-three days left.

But every session pulled her deeper.

She wasn’t sure she could ever go back to being big.

Not when being Daddy’s Little felt this right.


Chapter 8: Weekend Stay

Friday evening marked the start of Kendall’s first full weekend stay—the first time Sebastian had extended the “correction period” beyond a few hours. Mia was away at an out-of-state college orientation until Sunday night, leaving the house completely theirs.

Kendall arrived at 6 p.m. with an overnight bag as instructed: stuffed bear, favorite childhood blanket, and nothing else. She wore a simple sundress over the thick diaper he’d told her to put on at home—“so my baby arrives ready.”

Sebastian greeted her at the door in comfortable jeans and a soft Henley, hair slightly tousled—relaxed Daddy mode. He took her bag, kissed her forehead, and led her inside.

“No big-girl privileges this weekend,” he said calmly. “From now until Sunday evening, you’re my Little girl full-time. Diapers, bottles, early bedtimes, naps, playtime. You’ll ask Daddy for everything.”

Kendall’s stomach flipped with nerves and excitement. “Yes, Daddy.”

He checked her diaper immediately in the foyer—lifting her dress, pressing the front.

“Good girl—already a little damp. You’ll get changed after dinner.”

He carried her bag downstairs to the nursery, then brought her to the kitchen. The high chair waited, tray loaded with soft foods: mashed potatoes, cut-up chicken nuggets shaped like stars, steamed carrots, and a sippy cup of apple juice.

Sebastian buckled her in securely, tied a bib around her neck with cartoon ducks.

“Open wide.”

He fed her patiently—airplane spoons for the nuggets, praising every bite. When she fidgeted, he reminded her gently: “Little girls sit still for dinner.”

Halfway through, the pressure built. Kendall squirmed.

“Daddy… I need to go.”

Sebastian set the spoon down.

“Number one or number two?”

She flushed crimson. “Both.”

He nodded. “You’ll finish dinner first. Good girls don’t leave the table for potty.”

Kendall whimpered but obeyed, eating the rest under his steady gaze. By the end, she was desperate—legs pressed together, face red.

Sebastian wiped her mouth with the bib, then unbuckled her.

“Time for a change.”

He carried her to the nursery changing table. The diaper was soaked and slightly messy—she’d lost control of the first part during the last few bites.

“That’s okay, baby,” he soothed, cleaning her thoroughly with warm wipes. “Daddy expected it on your first full weekend.”

Fresh diaper—extra thick for overnight—powder, rash cream, snug tapes. He dressed her in footie pajamas with a snap crotch, zipped her in.

Then playtime: an hour in the playpen with blocks, stuffies, and a baby mobile spinning overhead. Sebastian sat nearby reading, occasionally glancing over to praise her “tower” or hand her a toy.

At 8:30—early bedtime—he carried her to the rocking chair for a bottle: warm milk with chamomile to help sleep. She nursed slowly, eyes drooping, diaper crinkling softly.

When the bottle was empty, he burped her gently over his shoulder, then laid her in the crib with her bear and blanket.

“Night-night, little one.”

The crib side went up; lights dimmed to a soft nightlight.

Kendall fell asleep quickly, lulled by the mobile and the security of the bars.

She woke twice in the night—once wet, once messy. Both times Sebastian appeared within minutes (monitor app), changed her efficiently in the dim light, rocked her back to sleep with quiet praise.

Saturday morning started with a bottle in the crib—Sebastian lowering the side, lifting her out only after she finished drinking.

Breakfast in the high chair: oatmeal, banana slices mashed small, another bottle.

Then bath time in the oversized tub—bubbles, rubber duckies, Daddy washing her hair and body gently, checking for any rash from the diapers.

Afterward: fresh diaper, a cute romper with snaps, and playtime on the living room blanket while Sebastian worked nearby.

Naptime at noon—in the crib again, pacifier in mouth, lullaby playing.

Afternoon: coloring, storybooks read in his lap, a messy diaper change after she couldn’t hold during a tickle fight.

Dinner: soft pasta, more bottle feeding.

Evening: cartoons on the TV while cuddled on the couch, her head in his lap, diapered bottom up as he stroked her back.

Bedtime at 8 again—another full change (she’d messed twice that day, fully regressed), footie pajamas, bottle, crib.

Sunday mirrored Saturday: slow, nurturing, total immersion. Kendall barely spoke in big-girl words—mostly babbles, “Daddy,” and pacifier-sucked sounds.

By Sunday afternoon, as naptime ended, Sebastian carried her to the rocking chair one last time.

“You’ve been my perfect Little girl this weekend,” he said softly, rocking her. “So obedient. So small.”

Kendall nuzzled his chest, eyes wet. “Don’t wanna go home, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead. “You don’t have to. Not forever. But tonight Mia comes back, so we’ll be careful.”

He changed her into big-girl clothes for the drive—training panties instead of diaper, jeans and hoodie—but let her keep the pacifier charm.

As he dropped her off, he cupped her chin.

“Twenty days left in your correction period. But you and I both know this isn’t ending.”

Kendall nodded, tears spilling.

“No, Daddy. I don’t want it to.”

He kissed her deeply.

“Then we’ll make it permanent soon. My little girl forever.”

She watched him drive away, hand on her flat belly, already dreaming of the day she’d never have to leave.


Chapter 9: Public Risk

The following Wednesday, Sebastian’s text arrived mid-morning while Kendall was in a lecture hall, trying to focus on her professor’s drone about marketing analytics.

Daddy: Be ready at 5 p.m. Wear the yellow sundress in your closet (the one I left last week). Thick diaper underneath. No training panties. Bring your pacifier clipped inside your purse. We’re going out.

Kendall’s stomach flipped. Out? They’d never taken the dynamic beyond his house. The idea of being Little in public—diapered, vulnerable—terrified and thrilled her in equal measure.

She texted back immediately:

Yes, Daddy.

The yellow sundress was short and floaty, with thin straps and a flared skirt that would hide the bulk only if she was careful. The diaper he’d chosen was one of the thicker ones—printed with tiny ducks, extra absorbent for “long outings.”

By 4:45, she was changed, dressed, pigtails tied with yellow ribbons, pacifier discreetly clipped inside her small crossbody bag. The diaper forced a slight waddle; every step reminded her what she wore.

Sebastian picked her up in his SUV, looking effortlessly handsome in dark jeans and a button-down.

“My pretty girl,” he said, kissing her deeply before buckling her seatbelt himself. His hand slid under her skirt immediately, pressing the diaper front.

“Dry for now. Good.”

He reached into the glove compartment, produced a small remote-controlled vibrator—egg-shaped, discreet.

“Lift your skirt.”

Kendall obeyed, heart pounding. He tucked the egg against her through the diaper, positioning it perfectly, then pulled the skirt back down.

“This stays in until we’re home. I control it.”

He started the car, handing her a sippy cup of water from the console.

“Drink. Stay hydrated, baby.”

The drive was twenty minutes to a discreet adult boutique on the edge of town—one that catered to ABDL and fetish communities without being seedy. Sebastian had scouted it weeks ago.

He parked in the small lot, turned to her.

“Rules: You stay close to Daddy. You call me Daddy only if we’re alone or with understanding staff. Otherwise Sir. If you need to wet, you do it in your diaper—no asking for a bathroom. If the vibe gets too much, safe word quietly. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He clipped her pacifier to the outside of her bag now—subtle, like a keychain charm.

“Ready?”

She nodded, taking his hand.

Inside, the shop was softly lit, clean, with discreet sections. A woman in her forties greeted them from behind the counter—friendly, professional, clearly recognizing the dynamic.

“Welcome back, Sir,” she said to Sebastian with a knowing smile. “Anything specific today?”

“Just browsing for my little one,” he replied easily, hand on Kendall’s lower back.

Kendall’s face burned, but the woman’s nod was accepting—no judgment.

Sebastian led her through aisles: cute ABDL clothing, pacifiers in every size, bottles, diapers stacked high.

He held up a pack of even thicker overnight ones with babyish prints.

“These for special nights?”

Kendall nodded shyly.

He added them to a basket, then onesies, ruffled rhumba panties, a new larger pacifier with a teddy bear guard.

At one point, he turned the vibe on low—a gentle hum against her clit through the diaper.

Kendall gasped softly, gripping his arm.

“Behave,” he murmured.

The sensation continued intermittently—buzzing just enough to keep her on edge, never enough for release.

In the back section, more adult items: restraints, paddles. Sebastian picked up a small silicone plug with a jewel base.

“For when my baby girl is ready for more training.”

Kendall’s diaper grew warm—she’d wet a little without realizing, the vibe and humiliation combining.

Sebastian noticed her shift, leaned close.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Using your diaper like you’re supposed to.”

By checkout, the diaper was noticeably swollen. The cashier—same woman—scanned items without comment, but her smile was kind.

Back in the car, Sebastian turned the vibe to medium.

“Skirt up. Legs apart.”

Kendall obeyed, the soaked diaper squishing.

He drove slowly, one hand on the wheel, the other reaching over to press the vibe harder against her.

“Come for Daddy before we get home.”

The orgasm hit fast and hard—shaking, muffled cries, more wetting following.

Sebastian praised her the whole drive, hand stroking her thigh.

At home, he carried her straight to the nursery, changed the very used diaper with slow, loving care—wipes, powder, rash cream, fresh one taped snugly.

Then he tucked her into the crib for an early nap, pacifier in mouth, exhausted and floating.

As she drifted off, Kendall realized the public risk hadn’t scared her away.

It had only made her crave more.

Nineteen days left.

But she was already his.

Completely.


Chapter 10: Messing Punishment

Friday evening, Kendall arrived at Sebastian’s house in the outfit he’d left for her: a baby-blue romper with snap crotch, white ruffled socks, and her hair in high pigtails tied with matching ribbons. Underneath, the thick diaper from Wednesday’s outing—still faintly scented with baby powder—crinkled with every step. She carried her teddy bear in one arm and the pacifier clipped to her romper.

Sebastian greeted her with a kiss on the forehead and a quick diaper check in the foyer.

“Dry and clean,” he noted approvingly. “We’ll see how long that lasts.”

Tonight felt different—charged. Kendall had been bratty in texts all week: deliberate little acts of defiance like “forgetting” to say goodnight once, sending a cheeky emoji when he reminded her of rules. She knew punishment was coming. Craved it, even.

Sebastian led her downstairs to the nursery.

“Playtime first,” he said, setting her in the playpen with blocks and stuffies. “But you’re on timeout from the bottle until you earn it.”

Kendall pouted around her pacifier, but obeyed.

He sat nearby, working on his laptop, occasionally glancing up.

After thirty minutes, she started fidgeting—squirming more than usual.

“Daddy,” she mumbled around the pacifier. “Need to go.”

Sebastian looked up. “Number one or two?”

She flushed. “Two.”

He closed the laptop.

“Then you’ll do it in your diaper. Like a good Little girl.”

Kendall’s eyes widened. They’d talked about messing—pushed the boundary in fantasy—but she’d never done it deliberately.

“But Daddy—”

“No buts,” he said firmly. “You’ve been bratty all week. Testing me. This is your punishment. You’ll mess your diaper, then wear it until I decide you’ve learned.”

Tears pricked her eyes. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I’ll be good—”

“Too late, baby. Stand up.”

He helped her out of the playpen, led her to the center of the room.

“Squat like a toddler. Hands on your knees.”

Kendall obeyed shakily, the position forcing her diapered bottom out. Humiliation burned through her.

Sebastian knelt in front of her, cupping her chin.

“Look at me. You can do this. Daddy’s right here.”

She nodded, tears spilling.

The pressure built—unavoidable now. With a soft whimper, she let go. The warm, heavy mess filled the back of her diaper, spreading slowly. The smell hit seconds later.

Kendall sobbed quietly, face buried in her hands.

Sebastian pulled her into his arms immediately.

“Shh, it’s okay, baby. You did it. Daddy’s so proud of you for obeying.”

He rocked her gently, letting her cry it out.

After a few minutes, he laid her on the changing table—but didn’t change her yet.

“Feel it,” he said softly. “This is what happens to bratty girls. You wear the mess until you understand.”

He snapped the romper crotch closed again, trapping everything.

Then he carried her upstairs to the living room, settled her on a towel on the couch—sitting carefully on the soggy, messy padding.

Corner time followed: ten minutes standing, nose to wall, messy diaper sagging.

Kendall cried the entire time—not from pain, but overwhelming humiliation and submission.

When time was up, Sebastian brought her back to the nursery.

“Now you get cleaned up. Because my good girl learned her lesson.”

The change was thorough—warm water in a basin, gentle wipes, soothing words the entire time.

“You were so brave,” he praised, powdering her freshly cleaned skin. “Daddy’s proud. No more bratting this week, okay?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, tears drying.

Fresh diaper—thinner, rewarding. He dressed her in soft pajamas, then rocked her with a bottle until she dozed.

Later, in the crib, she woke once—needing to wet. This time she did it without hesitation, drifting back to sleep feeling small and forgiven.

Sunday morning, Sebastian woke her with kisses and a clean change.

“You’re my perfect Little girl again,” he said.

Kendall clung to him.

“I don’t wanna brat anymore, Daddy. Just wanna be good.”

He smiled, holding her close.

“That’s my baby.”

Sixteen days left.

But the punishment had sealed something deeper.

She was his Little—messy, punished, cherished.

And she never wanted to be anything else.


Chapter 11: Emotional Breakthrough

The weekend after the messing punishment, Sebastian surprised Kendall with a full sleepover again—this time planned and approved. Mia was at a friend’s lake house until Monday, giving them two uninterrupted nights.

Kendall arrived Friday at six, bag packed with everything Daddy had requested: her favorite stuffies, blanket, and a secret envelope she’d been told to bring unopened.

Sebastian greeted her in soft lounge clothes, pulling her into a long hug at the door.

“My little girl’s here for the whole weekend,” he murmured against her hair. “Daddy’s missed taking care of you all week.”

Kendall melted into him. “Missed you too, Daddy.”

He checked her diaper immediately—thick and printed, as ordered—then carried her bag downstairs.

The nursery felt like home now: crib ready, changing table stocked, a new addition—a soft playmat with twinkling lights overhead.

They fell into routine: dinner in the high chair (mashed sweet potatoes, tiny meatballs, bottle), bath with bubbles, fresh diaper and footie pajamas.

But tonight felt different—quieter, more intimate. After storytime in the rocking chair, Sebastian didn’t put her straight to bed.

Instead, he carried her to the couch upstairs, settled her in his lap without the usual playpen or crib bars between them.

He produced the envelope from her bag.

“Open it, baby.”

Kendall tore it carefully. Inside: a single sheet of heavy paper, handwritten.

A letter from him.

She read aloud, voice soft and trembling.

My dearest Kendall,

These past weeks have been more than correction. They’ve been discovery—for both of us.

I lost part of myself when my wife passed. The Daddy I was went quiet. I thought he was gone forever.

Then you broke into my playroom—curious, brave, needy. You woke him up.

Watching you surrender, seeing you bloom in Little space, has healed something in me I didn’t know was broken.

You’re not just my submissive. You’re my joy. My peace. My little girl in every way that matters.

I don’t want thirty days to end this.

I want forever.

If you feel the same, say yes tonight.

Daddy

Tears blurred the words by the end. Kendall looked up at him, sobbing quietly.

“Yes,” she whispered. “A thousand times yes, Daddy. I’ve wanted you since I was eighteen. This… being yours… it’s everything.”

Sebastian’s eyes were wet too—a rare sight.

He pulled her close, rocking her.

“I’ve wanted to take care of you for longer than I should admit,” he confessed. “Seeing you with Mia, so bright and kind… but always that spark. That need for structure. For love.”

Kendall clung to him.

“I was so scared you’d send me away after thirty days.”

“Never,” he said fiercely. “You’re mine now. My Little girl. My baby.”

They cried together—release, relief, love pouring out.

After, he carried her to the nursery, changed her diaper with extra tenderness, powdered and taped slowly.

Then something new: he laid her on the changing table, but didn’t dress her yet.

His hands stroked her body reverently—breasts, belly, between her legs.

“Tonight,” he whispered, “Daddy wants to love his little girl completely.”

Kendall nodded, spreading her legs willingly.

He entered her slowly—no barrier, raw and intimate for the first time. The diaper crinkled beneath her as he moved, a reminder of her regression even in this adult moment.

They made love gently—deep, emotional, eyes locked.

When she came, it was quiet and shattering, tears streaming.

He followed inside her, groaning her name.

After, he cleaned her gently, rediapered her, and tucked her into the crib with extra blankets.

But he didn’t raise the side all the way.

Instead, he climbed in with her—big spoon to her little—holding her close in the oversized space.

They fell asleep tangled, his hand on her diapered bottom, her pacifier in mouth, hearts finally spoken.

Saturday and Sunday were pure bliss: total regression, but laced with newfound openness.

No punishments—just care. Bottles in bed, messy diapers changed with kisses, playtime turning to cuddles turning to gentle sex.

Breeding talk started Sunday night—whispered in the dark.

“I want to keep you like this forever,” Sebastian murmured, hand on her belly. “My Little girl… and the mother of my babies.”

Kendall’s breath caught.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

The words planted the seed—literally and figuratively.

Sixteen days left in the contract.

But the emotional breakthrough had made them irrelevant.

They were already forever.


Chapter 12: Breeding Talk Begins

The emotional breakthrough had shifted everything. The remaining “correction period” days felt like a formality—counted only on the calendar, not in their hearts. Sebastian and Kendall spent every available moment together, the dynamic deepening into something seamless and profound.

Wednesday night, Kendall arrived for her regular session, but Sebastian met her at the door with a different energy—possessive, hungry. He’d texted earlier: Wear the white babydoll dress. Thickest diaper. No romper tonight.

She obeyed, the short dress barely covering the bulky padding, her legs bare except for frilly socks.

He pulled her inside, kissed her deeply, hand sliding under the dress to press the diaper front.

“My little girl,” he murmured. “Daddy has plans for you tonight.”

Kendall’s pulse raced. “Yes, Daddy.”

He carried her straight to the nursery—not playtime or dinner first. The changing table waited, but beside it: a soft blanket on the floor, pillows, lube, and a thick plug with a jewel base.

Sebastian laid her down gently, lifting the dress to her waist.

“Time to open you up more, baby,” he said, voice low. “Daddy wants all of you.”

He changed her diaper slowly—cleaning, powdering, but leaving it untaped for now. Then he lubed the plug generously, easing it into her bottom as she whimpered and clutched her teddy bear.

“Good girl,” he praised, seating it fully. “Keep that in. It’ll help you feel full for Daddy.”

He rediapered her over the plug—the bulk pressing it deeper—then carried her to the rocking chair.

Bottle first: warm milk, slow feeding. His free hand rubbed circles over her diapered mound, the plug shifting with every rock.

Kendall nursed eagerly, eyes glassy.

When the bottle was empty, he set it aside and laid her on the blanket—on her back, legs spread wide, dress pushed up.

He knelt between them, unsnapping the diaper crotch but leaving the sides taped.

“Look at you,” he said reverently, fingers tracing her slick folds around the plug’s base. “My perfect Little girl. So ready for Daddy.”

He entered her slowly—no condom this time, raw and intimate. The plug made her tighter, fuller; every thrust pressed it deeper.

Kendall moaned, pacifier falling from her mouth.

Sebastian leaned down, lips at her ear.

“Daddy’s going to fill you up tonight,” he whispered. “Going to breed my little girl. Put a baby right here.” His hand splayed over her lower belly.

The words ignited her.

“Yes—please, Daddy—”

He thrust deeper, pace building.

“You want Daddy’s seed? Want me to make you swell with my baby? Keep you Little forever—diapers and all, even when you’re round and pregnant?”

Kendall cried out, nodding frantically.

“Yes—breed me, Daddy—make me yours forever—”

The fantasy poured out—filthy, possessive.

“I’ll keep you in diapers the whole time,” he growled. “Change you when you leak. Feed you bottles while you grow my baby. Everyone will know you’re mine—my Little girl, carrying Daddy’s child.”

The talk pushed her over—orgasm crashing hard, body clenching around him and the plug.

Sebastian followed seconds later, burying deep and coming with a groan—hot pulses filling her completely.

He stayed inside, plugging her with himself.

“Keep it in, baby,” he murmured. “Let Daddy’s seed take.”

After, he removed the plug gently, inserted a soft silicone one to “hold everything inside,” then rediapered her snugly.

He tucked her into the crib with extra pillows under her hips—“to help it take”—and a fresh bottle.

Kendall drifted off floating, full of him in every way.

The next sessions built on it—breeding talk every time. Raw sex while diapered, him filling her repeatedly, plugging her after.

By the following Friday, Sebastian held her in the rocking chair post-orgasm, hand on her belly.

“I’m serious, little girl,” he said quietly. “I want this real. Off birth control. My baby in you.”

Kendall’s eyes filled with tears.

“I stopped my pill last week,” she confessed. “After our letter night.”

Sebastian’s breath caught.

“You… already?”

She nodded. “I want it, Daddy. Want to be pregnant with your baby. Want to stay Little while I grow.”

He kissed her fiercely, tears in his own eyes.

“Then we make it happen. Every night. Until it takes.”

The breeding became deliberate—scheduled around her cycle, positions to maximize, plugs to hold his seed.

Diapers stayed—part of the kink, part of the care.

Fourteen days left in the contract.

But the breeding talk had made it irrelevant.

They were building a family—Daddy, Little girl, and the baby that would bind them forever.


Chapter 13: Live-In Proposal

The official end of the thirty-day correction period fell on a quiet Sunday in early fall. Kendall had spent the entire weekend at Sebastian’s house—her new normal, really, since “sessions” had blurred into permanent stays. Mia was back at college full-time now, visiting only on breaks, and had accepted Kendall’s frequent presence with a knowing smile and no questions.

Kendall woke in the crib Sunday morning to the soft sound of Sebastian lowering the side. He was already dressed casually—jeans, soft sweater—holding a bottle of warm milk.

“Morning, baby girl,” he murmured, lifting her into his arms.

She nuzzled his neck, still sleepy, diaper soggy from overnight.

He carried her to the changing table for the usual routine: untaping, gentle cleaning, powder, fresh diaper—this one thinner, printed with tiny hearts.

Then breakfast in the high chair, playtime on the mat, a nap in the crib with her pacifier.

By afternoon, Sebastian seemed different—quieter, more intentional. He bathed her early, dressed her in her favorite outfit: a soft pink dress with puffy sleeves, ruffled diaper cover blooming beneath, knee socks, mary janes. Pigtails tied with satin bows.

He led her upstairs—not to the living room, but to the master bedroom. The space she’d only glimpsed before.

The bed was made with fresh linens; candles flickered on the nightstands. On the dresser: the original contract, the letter from their breakthrough night, and a small black velvet box.

Kendall’s heart stuttered.

Sebastian sat on the edge of the bed, pulled her into his lap.

“Thirty days are over, little girl.”

She nodded, throat tight.

He cupped her face.

“You’ve been perfect. My brave, beautiful baby. The footage is deleted—I did it weeks ago. You’re free to walk away. No consequences.”

Tears welled instantly.

“But I don’t want you to,” he continued softly. “I want you here. Always. As my Little girl. My partner. My everything.”

He reached for the velvet box, opened it.

Inside: a delicate rose-gold necklace—thinner than a collar but unmistakable. A small heart lock pendant, engraved on the back: Daddy’s Forever Girl. Beside it, a tiny key on a separate chain—for him.

“This is your forever necklace,” he said. “Not a training collar. A claim. You’ll wear it every day, under or over clothes. It locks, and only I have the key.”

Kendall’s tears spilled over.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

He removed the pacifier-charm training necklace, fastened the new one around her throat. The lock clicked softly—final, permanent.

Then he handed her a new document—thick, bound.

“Our permanent contract. Live-in. 24/7 when possible. Diapers, regression, breeding intention—all of it. Rules we’ve built together.”

Kendall flipped through it with shaking hands: detailed sections on daily routines, punishments, rewards, health check-ins, pregnancy adaptations, even plans for when the baby came—how she’d remain Little as much as possible.

At the end: signature lines.

Sebastian signed first—Sebastian Holt, Daddy.

He handed her the pen.

Kendall signed below—Kendall Hayes, Little Girl Forever.

He pulled her close, kissing her deeply.

“Welcome home, baby.”

The rest of the evening was celebration: gentle lovemaking on his bed—her forever bed now—diaper pushed aside, him filling her again with whispered breeding promises.

After, he changed her into nighttime diapers and footies, but brought her to the master bed instead of the crib.

They fell asleep tangled—her in his arms, new necklace glinting, his hand on her belly.

Monday morning, he helped her move the first boxes from her apartment—clothes folded away (big-girl ones rarely needed now), stuffies and diapers taking pride of place in the nursery that was hers full-time.

Mia got the abbreviated text: Moving in with Sebastian. We’re serious.

Her reply: Finally!!! Tell Dad he owes me $20—I won the bet.

Kendall laughed through happy tears.

The live-in proposal wasn’t a question.

It was a beginning.

Daddy’s Little girl was home.

Forever.


Chapter 14: Contract Signing 


The week after the live-in proposal was a blur of joyful logistics—Kendall giving notice on her apartment, packing boxes of big-girl clothes she rarely wore anymore, Sebastian clearing closet space and expanding the nursery with her input. 

But the permanent contract signing deserved its own moment. 

Sebastian chose Friday night for the ceremony. He sent Kendall to the guest room (soon to be repurposed) early that morning with instructions:

Stay in big-girl mode until 7 p.m. Shower, shave, wear the white lace lingerie in the box. No diaper until I say. 

Kendall obeyed, nerves fluttering all day. The lingerie was bridal-like: white corset, garter belt, stockings, sheer panties. She felt strangely adult in it—beautiful, exposed. 

At 7 p.m. sharp, Sebastian knocked on the guest room door. 

“Come in, Daddy.” 

He entered in a dark suit—no tie, top buttons open. In his hands: the bound contract, a small velvet pouch, and a single red rose. 

“You look stunning,” he said, voice rough. 

He led her downstairs to the nursery—transformed for the occasion. Candles everywhere, soft music, the changing table covered in a white cloth like an altar. The contract waited on it, pens beside. 

Sebastian pulled the rocking chair to the center, sat, and guided her to kneel between his knees—adult Kendall for this moment. 

“We sign as partners first,” he said. “Equals in love. Then we transition to Daddy and Little.” 

Kendall nodded, tears already starting. 

He opened the contract to the final page—vows they’d written together. 

Sebastian read his aloud: 

“I, Sebastian Holt, take you, Kendall Hayes, as my Little girl, my submissive, my partner, and the mother of my future children. I promise to care for you in all ways—big and Little—with structure, tenderness, discipline, and unwavering love. I will keep you safe, guide your regression, and cherish every part of you forever.” 

Kendall’s voice shook as she read hers: 

“I, Kendall Hayes, give myself to you, Sebastian Holt, as your Little girl, your submissive, your partner. I promise to obey, trust, and surrender completely. I accept your care, your rules, your love in all forms. I will be your baby girl forever, and carry your children with joy.” 

They signed—full names, slowly, deliberately. 

Sebastian set the pen down, then opened the velvet pouch. 

Inside: a new pacifier—adult size, with a rose-gold ring matching her forever necklace—and a diamond band ring, delicate and sparkling. 

He slipped the ring on her right hand—promise for the future. 

“One day this will move to your left,” he said softly. “When we marry properly.” 

Kendall sobbed happily. 

Then the transition. 

Sebastian stood, helped her up. 

“Now you become my Little girl again.” 

He undressed her slowly—corset unlaced, stockings rolled down, panties removed. Naked except for the forever necklace and new ring. 

He laid her on the changing table, unfolded a thick ceremonial diaper—white with lace trim, specially ordered. 

Powder, oil, gentle tapes. The crinkle loud in the quiet room. 

Then a new outfit: soft white onesie with “Daddy’s Forever Girl” embroidered on the chest, snap crotch, footies. 

He dressed her completely, every snap deliberate. 

Finally, he clipped the new pacifier to the onesie and popped it into her mouth when she opened instinctively. 

Sebastian lifted her into his arms, carried her to the rocking chair. 

“My baby,” he whispered, rocking slowly. “All mine. Signed and sealed.” 

Kendall nursed the pacifier, eyes closed in bliss. 

He fed her a bottle—special mixture with a touch of champagne for celebration—then changed her once (she’d wet during the ceremony from overwhelming emotion). 

Later, in their bed (the crib saved for deeper Little nights), he made love to her—onesie unsnapped, diaper pushed aside, slow and reverent. 

After filling her again—breeding intention renewed—he resnapped everything, plugged her gently to keep his seed inside. 

They fell asleep with her in footie pajamas, pacifier in mouth, his hand on her diapered bottom. 

The contract was signed. 

The life was sealed. 

Daddy and Little girl—permanent, unbreakable. 

And the future growing inside her, one day soon.


Chapter 15: Full Regression Week 


The week after the contract signing, Sebastian declared a “Full Regression Week”—seven days of no big-girl privileges whatsoever. Kendall’s classes were on break; she’d finished her semester online. Sebastian took the week off work, clearing his schedule completely. 

The rules were posted on the nursery wall, handwritten in his neat script: 

●         No big-girl words unless emergency (safe words always allowed) 

●         Diapers 24/7—no potty ever 

●         Bottles only—no solid food without permission 

●         Crib for all sleep 

●         Playpen or Daddy’s sight at all times 

●         Pacifier when not drinking 

●         Daily baths, changes, and cuddles 

●         Daddy decides everything 

Kendall read it Monday morning, already in her thickest overnight diaper and footie pajamas from the night before. 

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, eyes wide. 

He kissed her forehead. “My baby girl is going to be so small this week. Daddy’s going to take care of every single need.” 




Day 1: Immersion

Morning bottle in crib, messy diaper change (she couldn’t hold it), oatmeal fed by spoon in high chair. Playtime on mat with rattles and soft books. Nap in crib. Afternoon: tummy time, then another bottle. Evening: bath with toys, lotion massage, fresh diaper, early bedtime. 

Kendall babbled more than spoke, fully sunk into Little space. 




Day 2: Deeper Care

Sebastian introduced a schedule: bottle every three hours, diaper checks every hour. She wet constantly—diapers swelling quickly. One deliberate messing during playtime from nerves; he changed her without comment, praising her for “using her diaper like a good baby.” 

Evening reward: slow, sensual sex on the changing table—diaper pushed aside, him filling her while whispering breeding promises. 


Day 3: Sensory Play

Bubbles in the tub for an hour. Soft sensory toys—squishy balls, textured blankets. He read to her for hours in the rocking chair, her head on his chest, pacifier bobbing. 

She leaked during a story—warm rush without control. Sebastian simply changed her, cooing. 




Day 4: Total Dependence

Kendall stopped trying to walk much—crawling instead, diaper forcing a waddle anyway. Sebastian carried her everywhere. Feeding became fully bottle and mashed foods—no utensils for her. 

She messed twice—once during a nap, waking distressed. He soothed her, cleaned her gently, rocked her back to sleep. 




Day 5: Emotional Depth

Mid-week check-in: Sebastian held her in big-girl mode briefly—no diaper, adult words. 

“Color, sweetheart? Too much?” 

Kendall cried happy tears. “Green. Perfect. I feel… safe. Small. Loved.” 

He kissed her tears. “Good girl. Back to Little now.” 

Rediapered, back to bottles. 

Day 6: Breeding Focus

All sex that day centered on breeding—multiple times, slow and deep. He kept her plugged after each, whispering about her belly swelling, diapers getting tighter around a pregnant bump. 

“I’ll change you every day when you’re round with my baby,” he promised. “Keep you Little and safe.” 

Kendall came harder than ever, clinging to him. 

Day 7: Re-emergence

Sunday: gentle winding down. Morning in full Little—crib, bottle, messy change. Afternoon: bath, then big-girl clothes for a short outing (discreet diaper underneath) to a quiet park—her first “normal” steps in a week. 

Evening: ceremony back home. Sebastian removed the diaper for the last time that week, bathed her as an adult, made love to her slowly in their bed—no regression, just partners. 

After, he rediapered her for sleep—because she asked. 

“You don’t have to be big anymore if you don’t want,” he said. 

Kendall nuzzled him. “I don’t want. Ever.” 

He tucked her into the crib one last time for the night—her choice. 

Full Regression Week ended. 

But the regression itself? 

It had only just begun. 

Permanent. Chosen. Joyful. 




Daddy’s Little girl—forever small, forever his.


Chapter 16: Breeding Reality 


October brought crisp air and changing leaves, but inside Sebastian’s house, time felt suspended in a warm, intimate bubble. Kendall had fully moved in—her apartment sublet, her belongings integrated. The nursery was hers completely; the master bedroom theirs. 

She’d been off birth control for two months now. Their lovemaking had become purposeful—timed around her cycle, positions chosen for depth, Sebastian filling her multiple times a night, plugging her after to “keep Daddy’s seed inside.” 

The breeding kink had evolved into quiet, serious intention. 

Kendall’s body responded: breasts tender, appetite shifting, a constant low fatigue she attributed to the regression lifestyle. 

Until the missed period. 

She took the test on a quiet Thursday morning, while Sebastian was in a virtual meeting upstairs. Two pink lines appeared almost immediately. 

Kendall stared at it, hands shaking, tears blurring the result. 

Pregnant. 

Daddy’s baby. 

She padded upstairs in her thick diaper and oversized T-shirt (one of his), pacifier clipped to the collar, test hidden in her palm. 

Sebastian’s office door was cracked. He was wrapping up a call—professional voice, calm. 

She waited in the hallway until he ended it, then pushed the door open shyly. 

“Daddy?” 

He looked up, smiled—then saw her face. 

“What’s wrong, baby?” 

She held out the test. 

Sebastian took it, eyes widening as he registered the lines. 

“Pregnant?” he whispered. 

Kendall nodded, tears spilling. 

He stood instantly, pulling her into his arms—careful but fierce. 

“My little girl…” His voice cracked. “You’re carrying my baby.” 

She sobbed against his chest—joy, relief, everything. 

He carried her to the nursery, laid her on the changing table like she was fragile porcelain. 

First: diaper check—wet from nerves. He changed her slowly, reverently, hand lingering on her still-flat belly. 

“Our baby,” he murmured, powdering her. “Growing right here.” 

Fresh diaper taped, he dressed her in soft leggings and one of his sweaters—no onesie today, something cozy and protective. 

Then he called the doctor—appointment booked for the next day. 

The rest of the day was tender care: bottle on the couch, her head in his lap, his hand never leaving her belly. 

They told Mia over video that night—careful framing, no visible Little elements. 

“I’m going to be a big sister?” Mia squealed. “Oh my god, congrats!” 

Their parents next—tears, hugs promised. 

But the real celebration was private. 

That night, Sebastian bathed her slowly, massaging her breasts (already more sensitive), kissing her belly. 

In bed, he made love to her gently—side-lying, deep but careful, whispering praise. 

“You’re going to be so beautiful pregnant,” he said, hand on her hip. “My Little girl, round with Daddy’s baby. I’ll take care of you every day—change you, feed you, keep you safe.” 

Kendall came softly, clinging to him. 

After, he plugged her again—habit now—and held her close. 

The dynamic adapted immediately. 

No heavy punishments—only gentle reminders. Diapers stayed (doctor-approved for comfort). Bottles continued. Regression deepened in some ways—more dependence, more nurturing. 

Sebastian researched everything: safe positions, foods to avoid, how regression could continue safely. 

Kendall glowed—tired, emotional, but blissfully happy. 

By twelve weeks, the first ultrasound: a grainy image, strong heartbeat. 

They framed it beside the contract in the nursery. 

Mia visited for a weekend—thrilled aunt-to-be, accepting the dynamic with raised eyebrows but genuine support. 

As Kendall’s belly began to round—subtle at first, then unmistakable—Sebastian’s possessiveness grew. 

He changed her diapers with extra reverence, hands lingering on the swell. 

“You’re perfect,” he whispered nightly. “My pregnant Little girl.” 

Kendall touched her forever necklace, then her belly. 

“Daddy’s baby,” she murmured back. 

The breeding reality had arrived. 

And it was everything they’d dreamed. 

Their family—Daddy, Little girl, and the life growing inside her. 

Complete. 

Forever claimed.


Chapter 17: Family Complications

Kendall was eighteen weeks pregnant when the surprise visit happened.

The bump was unmistakable now—a gentle roundness under her loose dresses and onesies, the kind strangers smiled at in public. Sebastian doted constantly: prenatal vitamins with every bottle, belly rubs during diaper changes, modified positions for intimacy that kept pressure off her growing middle.

The dynamic had adapted beautifully. Diapers stayed full-time (doctor-approved for comfort and the kink they both loved). Regression deepened on weekends, softened during the week for her growing fatigue. Sebastian worked from home more, always within reach if his Little girl needed Daddy.

Mia’s visit was meant to be a quick weekend drop-in—she’d texted about swinging by Saturday morning on her way to a ski trip with friends. No mention of staying overnight.

But Friday night, a snowstorm hit unexpectedly—roads icing over, flights canceled.

Mia called from the airport: “Hey, Dad… mind if I crash tonight? Everything’s grounded till tomorrow afternoon.”

Sebastian glanced at Kendall—curled on the couch in footie pajamas, thick diaper peeking beneath, pacifier in mouth, coloring a picture of a teddy bear family.

“Of course, sweetie,” he said smoothly. “Drive safe. We’ll leave the light on.”

Kendall’s eyes widened in panic.

Sebastian ended the call, knelt beside her.

“Breathe, baby. We’ve planned for this.”

They had—contingency plans discussed months ago. Big-girl clothes in the closet. Diapers hidden in locked cabinets. Nursery door always closed, explained as “storage” if needed.

But theory was different from reality.

Sebastian helped her up, carried her to the master bedroom.

“Quick change,” he said calmly. “Big-girl pajamas, no diaper for tonight. Paci hidden. You’re just Kendall—my pregnant fiancée resting.”

He removed the footies, untaped the diaper with gentle efficiency, cleaned her, then dressed her in soft leggings and an oversized sweater that hid the lack of underwear.

The pacifier went into a drawer; her forever necklace stayed (explained as a gift if asked).

Kendall clung to him, anxious.

“What if she hears something? Or sees the nursery?”

“We’ll lock doors. Keep it vanilla. One night.”

Mia arrived an hour later—snow-dusted, carrying an overnight bag, full of apologies.

“Sorry for the invasion! Storm came out of nowhere.”

Sebastian hugged her. “No problem. Kendall’s already in bed—tired from the pregnancy.”

Mia peeked into the bedroom, waving at Kendall propped up with pillows.

“You look adorable preggers,” she teased. “Glowing and everything.”

Kendall managed a smile. “Thanks. Baby’s kicking like crazy tonight.”

They chatted briefly—Mia excited about aunt duties—then Sebastian steered her to the guest room.

Downstairs, he and Kendall whispered frantically.

“I’ll sleep in the bed with you,” he said. “No crib tonight.”

Kendall nodded, anxious but trusting.

The night was tense. Kendall wet the bed slightly from stress—no diaper to catch it. Sebastian cleaned it discreetly at 3 a.m., holding her as she cried quietly.

Morning brought relief—Mia slept late, roads cleared.

But complication struck at breakfast.

Mia wandered downstairs while Sebastian cooked, Kendall at the table in big-girl clothes but looking exhausted.

“Hey, what’s behind that locked door?” Mia asked casually, nodding toward the basement.

Sebastian froze mid-flip of a pancake.

“Storage,” he said smoothly. “Old files, holiday decorations.”

Mia raised an eyebrow. “You’ve got like three locks on it. Paranoid much?”

Kendall’s face burned.

Sebastian laughed it off. “Architect habits. Secure plans and all that.”

Mia shrugged, accepted coffee.

But later, while Sebastian showered, Mia cornered Kendall in the kitchen.

“Okay, spill,” she said quietly. “I’m not stupid. The ‘storage’ room. The way you call him Daddy sometimes when you think I’m not listening. The nursery vibes I’ve glimpsed.”

Kendall’s heart stopped.

“I… we…”

Mia held up a hand. “I don’t need details. But you’re happy? Safe? He treats you right?”

Kendall nodded, tears starting. “Happier than I’ve ever been. He’s… everything.”

Mia hugged her tightly.

“Then I’m happy for you. Weirded out? A thousand percent. But happy.” She pulled back, grinning. “Just… soundproof that basement better. And maybe warn a girl before she walks in on something.”

Kendall laughed through tears.

“Deal.”

Mia left that afternoon—hugs, promises to visit after the baby, a knowing wink at Sebastian.

Once the door closed, Sebastian pulled Kendall into his arms.

“You okay, baby?”

She nodded against his chest.

“Scared… but okay. She knows.”

He kissed her forehead.

“And she accepts us. That’s all we needed.”

He carried her to the nursery, changed her back into a fresh diaper, dressed her in her favorite onesie.

“Back to being my Little girl,” he murmured.

Kendall relaxed fully for the first time in twenty-four hours.

The complication had passed.

Family knew.

And love remained.

Stronger for the test.


Chapter 18: Positive Test

Kendall was twenty weeks pregnant when the anatomy scan confirmed everything was perfect.

The ultrasound room was dim and quiet, the technician gliding the wand over Kendall’s gel-slicked belly. Sebastian sat beside her, holding her hand tightly—his thumb stroking her knuckles in that steady way that always grounded her.

On the screen: their baby—arms waving, legs kicking, heartbeat strong and fast.

“It’s a girl,” the technician said with a smile.

Kendall’s eyes filled instantly. A daughter.

Sebastian leaned down, kissing her temple, voice thick.

“Our little girl,” he whispered. “Just like her mama.”

They got printouts—several clear profiles, tiny hands and feet. Sebastian tucked them carefully into a folder for the nursery wall.

Back home, the celebration began.

Sebastian ran a warm bath with lavender bubbles—safe for pregnancy—helping Kendall undress slowly. Her bump was prominent now, round and firm, skin stretched taut. He kissed it reverently as he lowered her into the water, then washed her gently: hair, back, belly, between her legs with extra care.

After, he dried her, lotioned her stretch marks with cocoa butter, then diapered her—thick and soft, the ritual unchanged even with her pregnancy.

He dressed her in a new maternity onesie he’d ordered: pale pink, with “Daddy’s Little Princess” embroidered over the bump, snap crotch for easy access.

Then the high chair for a special dinner: mashed foods, cut fruit, a bottle of nutrient shake.

Kendall felt floaty—deep in Little space, the news amplifying everything.

After eating, Sebastian carried her to the nursery rocking chair.

He produced another gift: a tiny silver bracelet with a heart charm engraved “Baby Girl – Due March.”

“For your ankle,” he said softly. “So you feel her with you always, even before she’s here.”

He fastened it around her left ankle, kissing the skin above.

Kendall’s tears started again.

“Daddy… she’s really coming.”

He nodded, hand on her belly as the baby kicked—strong now, visible ripples under the onesie.

“She is. And you’re doing so perfectly, baby. Growing our daughter. Staying my Little girl through it all.”

That night, intimacy was gentle—side-lying, him entering slowly from behind, hand cupping her bump protectively.

No breeding talk needed anymore.

It was reality.

He came inside her softly, whispering love to both her and their unborn daughter.

After, he changed a wet diaper (pregnancy pressure made accidents more frequent), tucked her into the crib with extra pillows for comfort.

Sebastian slept beside the crib in the rocking chair—close enough to hear any need.

The positive test had been months ago.

Now the proof moved inside her—kicking, growing, real.

Family visits increased: Mia planning the nursery shower, grandparents sending tiny clothes.

But the core remained private, sacred.

Daddy caring for his pregnant Little girl.

Diapers thicker to accommodate the bump.

Bottles adjusted for nutrition.

Regression balanced with prenatal care.

Kendall touched her forever necklace, then her belly.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered into the dark.

Sebastian’s hand reached through the crib bars, resting on hers.

“Always, baby. You’re giving me everything.”

The positive test had changed their world.

And it was only the beginning.


Chapter 19: Forever Little

Spring arrived with soft rains and blooming gardens, but inside the Holt house, the real bloom was Kendall—eight months pregnant, round and radiant, her belly a perfect swell under every outfit.

The nursery had evolved: one side for their incoming daughter (crib, pastel mobiles, tiny clothes), the other side still Kendall’s domain—adult crib, changing table stocked with her diapers, onesies sized for her pregnant figure.

The dynamic had adapted seamlessly. Diapers were non-negotiable—thicker now to accommodate the bump, changed with extra care for her comfort. Bottles continued, supplemented with prenatal shakes. Spankings were rare and light—only over clothes, for gentle correction. Intimacy was tender: side-lying, her on top when she wanted, always with pillows for support.

Sebastian’s protectiveness had reached new heights—carrying her when stairs tired her, massaging swollen feet, reading to both her and the baby every night.

The forever Little ceremony was planned for a quiet Saturday—intimate, just them.

Sebastian woke her gently that morning with a bottle in the crib, then a slow bath scented with lavender.

He dressed her in a special outfit: a white maternity dress with lace trim, short enough to reveal the thick ceremonial diaper beneath—embroidered with “Forever Little” in delicate script.

No shoes—just soft socks and the ankle bracelet from the gender reveal.

He carried her to the living room—transformed with flowers, candles, the contract framed on the mantel.

Sebastian wore dark slacks and a white shirt—simple, but his eyes held the weight of the moment.

He sat in the large armchair, pulled her into his lap.

“Today we renew everything,” he said softly. “As partners. As Daddy and Little. As parents-to-be.”

Kendall nodded, tears already starting.

He read new vows—written together over months.

“I, Sebastian, your Daddy, promise to care for you always—as my Little girl, my love, the mother of our children. I will guide, protect, nurture, and cherish you in every stage of life. Your submission is my greatest gift; I will honor it forever.”

Kendall’s voice shook as she responded.

“I, Kendall, your Little girl, promise to trust, obey, and love you completely. I give you my regression, my body, my future. I will be your baby forever, and raise our children with the same love you give me.”

Sebastian produced a new charm for her forever necklace: a small silver rattle, engraved with their daughter’s due date.

He fastened it beside the heart lock.

“Now you carry both our promises,” he said.

Tears streamed down her face.

He laid her on a soft blanket in front of the fireplace, lifted her dress, and changed her diaper slowly—ceremonial, loving. Powder, oil, tapes snug around her bump.

Then intimacy: gentle, deep, him filling her carefully, hand always on her belly.

After, he cleaned her, rediapered, and dressed her in a new onesie—maternity cut, with “Daddy’s Forever Little” across the chest.

He carried her to the nursery, tucked her into the crib for a nap—mobile spinning, her hand on the bump as their daughter kicked.

When she woke, he had lunch ready in the high chair: soft foods, bottle.

Evening: quiet cuddles on the couch, her head in his lap, his hand stroking her hair and belly.

As night fell, Sebastian carried her to their bed—no crib tonight.

They made love again—slow, emotional, her on top at her pace.

After, he held her close, hand on the bump.

“You’re my forever Little,” he whispered. “Pregnant or not. Baby here or not. Always.”

Kendall touched her necklace—lock, rattle, heart.

“And you’re my forever Daddy.”

The ceremony was simple.

The commitment eternal.

Their daughter would arrive soon—into a home built on love, trust, surrender.

Daddy’s forever Little.

Cherished.

Safe.

Complete.


Chapter 20: Epilogue – Claimed Forever

Five years later.

The house had grown—literally. Sebastian added a sunroom off the kitchen for Kendall’s art studio (she’d turned her graphic design skills into children’s book illustrations, all featuring subtle Little themes only they recognized). The nursery split into two: one for their daughter Lily (now four, fierce and curious), the other still Kendall’s private sanctuary.

Lily napped in her big-girl bed upstairs, thumb in mouth like her mama once did. The monitor glowed softly on the kitchen counter.

Downstairs in the nursery, Kendall lay on the changing table—thirty now, but timeless in her surrender. Her body had softened after two pregnancies (their son Rowan was two, asleep in his toddler room). Stretch marks silvered her belly and hips; breasts fuller from nursing. She wore them like badges.

Sebastian taped a fresh diaper snugly—thick for overnight, printed with stars.

“My beautiful girl,” he murmured, fifty now, silver hair distinguished, eyes still dark with possession.

He dressed her in footie pajamas—maternity ones long retired, but soft and comforting ones kept for deeper Little nights.

Kendall’s forever necklace glinted—lock, rattle charm from Lily’s birth, tiny train for Rowan’s.

Sebastian carried her to the rocking chair, bottle ready—warm milk with a touch of honey.

She nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, one hand on his chest.

The dynamic had evolved, not ended.

Children brought balance: big-girl Kendall during the day—mom, artist, partner. Little Kendall at night or weekends—diapered, regressed, cared for completely.

Sebastian parented fiercely—bedtimes, stories, discipline for the kids. For Kendall: the same, but laced with erotic care.

No more breeding talk needed—two perfect children, family complete.

But the claim remained.

After the bottle, he carried her to their bed—no crib tonight. Lily had a cold; monitors were on high alert.

He made love to her slowly—diaper pushed aside, deep and reverent, her bump long gone but body forever changed by carrying his babies.

After, rediapered and cuddled, Kendall whispered against his chest.

“Still yours, Daddy?”

Sebastian’s hand tightened on her padded bottom.

“Forever claimed, baby girl. Every day. Every year. Every breath.”

She smiled, pacifier slipping into her mouth from habit.

The house settled around them—children sleeping, monitors quiet, love woven into every room.

From blackmail to correction.

From thirty days to forever.

Daddy’s Little girl.

Claimed.

Complete.

Loved beyond measure.

And the story continued—one diaper, one bottle, one “I love you, Daddy” at a time.

The End


The Diaper Dormitory Experiment: A Dark ABDL Femdom & Regression Fantasy

Forced Diapering, Public Humiliation & Complete Dependency



Introduction 

Lucas Reed had always been the kind of student others envied—ambitious, driven, confident. He was young, charismatic, and destined for success, or so he believed. But college wasn’t cheap, life was unforgiving, and soon Lucas found himself drowning beneath a wave of debt, stress, and hopelessness that threatened to consume him completely. 

The offer arrived in his inbox like a lifeline thrown to a drowning man—simple, elegant, and enticingly vague: 

"Are you ready to leave your worries behind and experience something extraordinary? Balmont University’s Psychology Department invites select students to participate in a groundbreaking, confidential study. Participants will receive €100,000 upon completion. Complete commitment is required. Limited places available." 

The message was crisp, professional, and impossibly alluring. Lucas read the terms carefully, the vague wording mentioning "intensive behavioral modification," "long-term residency at a private dormitory," and "complete submission required." Yet desperation overrode any lingering doubts. With shaky fingers, Lucas filled out the questionnaire, detailing his willingness to relinquish control and dependency—his cheeks flushing slightly at the intrusive questions but unwilling to pass up this life-changing opportunity. 

Less than twenty-four hours later, acceptance arrived. The instructions were clear: 

"Report to Balmont University Psychology Dormitory tomorrow at 9 AM. Bring no personal belongings—everything required will be provided." 

Lucas had no idea what he was truly signing up for. But driven by desperation, he obeyed without hesitation, unaware he was stepping willingly into a world from which he would never return. 

When Lucas arrived at the dormitory the following morning, he quickly discovered the gentle veneer of professionalism concealed something far darker and infinitely more humiliating. Greeted warmly by the beautiful, compassionate Nurse Elena and the sternly dominant Head Nurse Veronica, Lucas was swiftly stripped of his belongings, independence, and dignity. 

In mere moments, Lucas went from confident student to diapered subject—trapped within a secret, experimental dormitory designed specifically to break down students mentally, physically, and emotionally, transforming them into permanently diapered, helplessly submissive adult babies. 

Bound in thick diapers, forced to surrender control of his body through humiliating treatments, Lucas became a helpless toy for the nurses’ relentless experiments. Through intense diaper training, enforced public humiliation, psychologically manipulative punishments, and comforting yet invasive regression therapies, Lucas was methodically stripped of every ounce of his adulthood. 

With each passing day, Lucas found himself sinking deeper into his humiliating new reality. The comforting bulk of diapers, the shameful surrender of control, and the affectionate yet merciless discipline from Veronica and Elena broke him down thoroughly, leaving him utterly dependent and completely obedient. 

Yet the darker the experiment became, the more Lucas found himself craving the humiliating warmth of diapers, the helpless comfort of being cared for, the intoxicating thrill of total submission. Soon, escape became unimaginable, independence forgotten, adulthood a distant memory. 

He belonged completely to the Diaper Dormitory—to Nurse Elena’s gentle embrace, to Nurse Veronica’s merciless discipline—and to the thick diapers that marked him permanently as their helpless, dependent baby boy. 

Lucas Reed no longer existed as he once was. 

Now, he was just a diapered, helpless experiment—forever trapped in the humiliating warmth of complete regression, submission, and dependence. 

And worst of all, he had never felt more fulfilled. 

Chapter Teasers (What’s ahead): 

●        Lucas’s first humiliating diapering experience sets the stage for his total psychological breakdown. 

●        Lucas faces relentless teasing and humiliating diaper inspections by Nurse Veronica. 

●        Lucas endures public demonstrations of diaper-dependence and complete obedience, reinforcing his irreversible transformation. 

●        Intense, invasive discipline sessions further strip Lucas of control, cementing his submission and dependence forever. 

Prepare to immerse yourself in a deeply explicit, psychologically complex, and intensely humiliating journey of forced regression, diapered submission, and complete helplessness. 


Chapter 1: The Invitation 

Lucas stared at the blinking cursor on his laptop, his brow furrowed in frustration. The numbers on the screen didn’t lie—he was drowning. Rent was overdue, textbooks were draining his dwindling savings, and every attempt at securing a part-time job had ended in rejection. 

He sighed, rubbing a tired hand over his face, feeling utterly trapped by his circumstances. The cold, impersonal glow of his inbox did nothing to improve his mood, filled as it was with overdue notices, reminders from professors, and advertisements promising quick cash. 

But as he scrolled downward, one email caught his attention. It stood out—its sleek black-and-gold header seeming oddly luxurious amidst all the clutter. 

"Exclusive Opportunity for Paid Participation in Groundbreaking Research." 

Lucas hesitated, heart beating slightly faster. The email was short and professional, the wording deliberately vague yet undeniably enticing. It promised an extraordinary compensation of €100,000 for participation in a confidential behavioral study, hosted by the prestigious Balmont University Psychology Department. Lucas reread the message twice, each time becoming more intrigued and suspicious. 

He clicked on the attached PDF, skimming over the terms. The fine print mentioned vague concepts: "Intensive behavioral modification," "long-term residency at a secure campus dormitory," and references to "mandatory adherence" and "total commitment." Lucas paused, considering the unusual language, but the promise of life-changing financial freedom tugged at him relentlessly. 

His hand hovered uncertainly over the mouse. Was this too good to be true? Yet the prospect of clearing his debts, paying off his tuition, and finally escaping the crushing weight of poverty was too powerful to resist. 

Before he could second-guess himself further, Lucas filled out the application. The questionnaire that followed was surprisingly intrusive: 

Are you comfortable relinquishing control to qualified caregivers?
Have you ever experienced a situation where you depended entirely on others?
Describe your comfort level with receiving personal care. 

A slight flush crept into Lucas's cheeks, but he answered honestly, figuring it was some form of psychological evaluation. As he hit submit, a small voice at the back of his mind warned him he had no idea what he’d just signed up for. 

Less than twelve hours later, an email arrived: 

Congratulations! You've been selected for The Diaper Dormitory Experiment. Please report to Balmont University's Psychology Building tomorrow at 10 AM. Bring no personal belongings. All essentials will be provided. 

Lucas's heart raced, excitement mingling with unease. Tomorrow, everything would change. 



Arrival at the Dormitory 

The next morning, Lucas stood nervously outside Balmont University's psychology wing, staring at the polished stone facade. He carried only a small backpack containing basic toiletries, a change of clothes, and his wallet. He felt underdressed and anxious, but the email had explicitly instructed minimal belongings. 

A tall woman in a sharp, white nurse’s uniform greeted him inside. Her long black hair cascaded over her shoulders, accentuating her cold beauty. Her nametag read "Nurse Veronica." Her striking green eyes appraised him sharply, leaving Lucas feeling exposed and vulnerable. 

“You must be Lucas,” she purred, voice rich and melodious yet edged with subtle authority. “Follow me.” 

Lucas obeyed without question, trailing behind her down a dimly lit hallway, their footsteps echoing ominously on the polished linoleum. At the end of the corridor, large double doors swung open silently to reveal an expansive, sterile-looking room filled with neatly arranged hospital beds, examination tables, and an array of daunting medical instruments. 

“What exactly is this experiment about?” Lucas asked nervously, trying to keep his voice steady. 

Nurse Veronica smiled softly but didn't quite answer. “You'll learn everything you need to know soon enough. But first, we must prepare you.” 

A sudden chill crept up Lucas’s spine. “Prepare?” 

“Yes, dear,” Veronica purred, her smile cold yet strangely reassuring. “Now, remove your clothes.” 

Lucas’s heart skipped a beat. “Excuse me?” 

“You heard me. This is part of your intake. All clothing must be removed immediately,” she explained, her voice calm and authoritative. 

He hesitated, cheeks flushing. But the way she watched him—patient, confident, utterly dominant—left no room for refusal. Reluctantly, Lucas obeyed, sliding off his jacket, shirt, and jeans until he stood awkwardly in just his boxers. 

“Those too,” she added firmly, eyes flicking downwards with a slight smirk. 

Lucas swallowed hard, pulse racing, embarrassment tightening in his throat. But the intensity of her gaze was impossible to deny. Slowly, with trembling fingers, he removed his underwear, standing naked under her clinical assessment. 

“Good boy,” she praised softly, her tone both gentle and patronizing. “Now step onto the scale.” 

He obeyed mechanically, shivering as the cold metal chilled his bare skin. Nurse Veronica noted his weight and measurements, then guided him toward an examination table, her latex-gloved hand cool against the small of his back. 

“Lie down, please.” 

Lucas complied without protest, feeling exposed and vulnerable beneath her confident scrutiny. Nurse Veronica efficiently conducted her examination, probing gently yet firmly, her touch clinical but invasive. He felt humiliated, aroused, and utterly helpless under her careful, practiced hands. 

When finished, she smiled slightly, making notes on her clipboard. “Perfectly healthy. Ideal candidate.” 

“Candidate for what, exactly?” Lucas asked, voice shaking. 

She set the clipboard aside, leaning down until her face was inches from his, her eyes glinting with dark amusement. “For complete submission.” 



Another nurse entered the room—taller, sterner, her blonde hair pulled tightly into a professional bun, her presence immediately imposing. The tag on her uniform identified her as Nurse Veronica, clearly the one in charge. 

She barely glanced at Lucas, addressing the other nurse instead. “Proceed with diapering. Make sure he’s fitted securely.” 

Lucas's stomach churned. “Wait, what do you mean diapering?” 

Veronica ignored his protest, nodding to her assistant. “I’ll be back to assess his progress shortly.” 

The first nurse nodded. “Lie down on the table, Lucas.” 

His heart hammered, mind racing as he awkwardly obeyed, feeling utterly humiliated. She quickly lifted a thick, padded diaper, sliding it beneath him effortlessly. The cool powder dusted his skin, and Lucas whimpered softly in embarrassment. 

“Relax, dear. It’ll be much easier if you stop fighting,” she whispered gently as she secured the diaper firmly around his waist. “Good boy.” 

The moment the diaper was snugly fastened, Lucas felt a strange calm wash over him, shame mingling oddly with an involuntary, forbidden warmth. 



An hour later, Lucas found himself dressed in an oversized baby-blue onesie, thick diapers crinkling loudly with every hesitant step. The reality of what he'd agreed to was settling over him like a heavy blanket of humiliation, but it was too late to turn back now. 

Nurse Veronica stood before him, clipboard in hand, a satisfied smirk on her lips. “Welcome to the Diaper Dormitory, Lucas. Here, you'll learn true submission, absolute dependence, and total obedience. Your previous life no longer exists. From now on, you belong entirely to us.” 

Lucas’s face flushed deeper, embarrassment burning through him. But the warmth spreading beneath the soft padding of the diaper, coupled with the humiliating realization that this powerful woman now completely controlled his life, sent a strange thrill through his body. 

And as she reached out, running a gentle, possessive finger along his cheek, Lucas knew he was utterly, irrevocably trapped—and disturbingly aroused by the prospect. 

Nurse Veronica smiled knowingly, leaning closer to whisper in his ear, her voice soft, possessive, and chillingly affectionate: 

“This is only the beginning, baby. Welcome to your new life.” 

And in that moment, standing helplessly diapered and trembling, Lucas knew his fate was sealed. 

He belonged to the dormitory now—and deep down, a dark part of him couldn’t wait to see just how far they’d push him next. 


Chapter 2: The First Regression Treatment 

Lucas woke slowly, feeling a strange, foggy confusion as his mind struggled to recall where he was. Soft sheets, dim lighting, and the subtle scent of lavender surrounded him. For a brief, disoriented moment, he thought he might be back in his own bed, in his own apartment. But the soft, rustling sound when he shifted shattered that illusion completely. 

A diaper. 

His cheeks burned with immediate embarrassment as the reality crashed back into focus. He was still in the Balmont Diaper Dormitory, trapped in an experimental facility where he’d willingly given up his adulthood for money. The thick padding hugged him firmly, its humiliating presence impossible to ignore, crinkling loudly even with the slightest movement. 

Before he could sit up fully, the door opened quietly, and Nurse Veronica entered the room, her sharp heels clicking gently against the polished floor. Her uniform was pristine, the crisp white fabric accentuating her powerful, dominant presence. Her emerald eyes studied him intently, satisfaction evident in her cold, controlled smile. 

"Good morning, Lucas," she purred, approaching his bedside. "Did baby sleep well?" 

Lucas shifted nervously beneath the covers, unable to meet her piercing gaze. "I—I guess," he mumbled softly. 

Veronica smirked slightly, reaching down to stroke his hair gently. Her touch was deceptively comforting, making Lucas’s heart flutter despite himself. "That's good. A well-rested baby is much easier to manage." 

She lifted the sheets suddenly, pulling them away to reveal the thick, humiliating diaper beneath. Lucas tried instinctively to cover himself, but Veronica’s firm grip stopped him. 

"No," she chided, voice soft but authoritative. "You don’t get to hide from me. Not ever." 

She pressed a hand firmly against the diaper's front, checking it with clinical precision. Lucas whimpered, cheeks burning, mortified by how vulnerable he felt. 

"Hmm, still dry," she observed thoughtfully. "We'll have to fix that." 

Lucas’s eyes widened in confusion. "Wait—what do you mean?" 

Veronica ignored his question, sliding the covers back completely and guiding him up to a seated position. "Come," she commanded. "It's time for your first regression treatment." 

His heart sank at her words. The uncertainty of what lay ahead twisted painfully in his gut, but he followed her silently, unable to resist her authority. The diaper crinkled audibly with every awkward step he took, constantly reminding him of his humiliating predicament. 

Veronica led him into a smaller, softly-lit room. Plush rugs, pastel walls, and an oversized reclining chair created a calming but unnervingly infantile atmosphere. A large leather chair stood at the center, surrounded by strange electronic equipment, softly humming machines, and numerous screens displaying subtle, pulsating colors. 

"Sit," Veronica ordered, gesturing toward the chair. 

Lucas obeyed nervously, his diaper puffing out beneath him as he settled into the cushioned seat. Veronica secured straps firmly around his wrists and ankles, immobilizing him. The leather was soft but unyielding, leaving him completely helpless. 

"What are you going to do to me?" he asked shakily, heart racing. 

Veronica smiled faintly, adjusting the equipment calmly. "We’re starting your regression treatments, sweetheart. Today we’ll teach you exactly what it means to surrender." 

Before he could protest further, Veronica gently placed padded headphones over his ears. Instantly, soothing music and a woman’s gentle, rhythmic voice filled his mind. He squirmed at first, but something about the hypnotic tones drained away his resistance. 

"You are safe here," the voice whispered, soft and soothing, caressing his mind. "Safe, helpless, and protected. You don't have to think, baby. Daddy and Mommy will think for you." 

Lucas whimpered softly, feeling a strange warmth blooming deep within him. The humiliating language felt wrong, yet oddly comforting. He squirmed slightly against the restraints, his diaper pressing snugly between his thighs. 

"You’re responding beautifully," Veronica murmured from beside him, running her fingers gently over his cheek. "This is exactly what you need." 

He blinked slowly, his thoughts becoming fuzzier by the second. The voice continued, guiding him deeper, stripping away layers of pride, resistance, and adulthood. 

"You're wearing your diaper because you can't be trusted," the voice purred. "You’re just a helpless baby, completely dependent, completely obedient. Let go, Lucas. Feel the diaper. Feel how safe you are." 

His eyelids fluttered as embarrassment and confusion melted together, replaced by a strange, arousing acceptance. He barely noticed Veronica’s hands moving lower, gently pressing on his bladder. The sensation startled him, but she whispered soothingly into his ear, her breath warm and comforting. 

"Let go for Mommy," she urged gently, her hand pressing insistently on his lower abdomen. "It’s safe to lose control, baby. Mommy wants you to." 

He whimpered softly, struggling to hold back, but Veronica’s touch was too insistent, too comforting, breaking down every last barrier of resistance he had left. 

"I—I can't…" Lucas whimpered, but even as he said the words, he felt his control slipping. 

"Yes, you can," Veronica reassured, pressing just a little harder. "It’s okay. Mommy is right here." 

The warm rush flooded into his diaper before he could stop it, spreading rapidly, soaking the thick padding. Lucas gasped, humiliation burning through his veins, yet the relief of surrender was undeniable. Tears pricked at his eyes as he realized he'd wet himself completely in front of her, in her arms, utterly helpless. 

"Good boy," Veronica praised softly, genuine satisfaction in her voice. "That’s exactly what I wanted." 

Her fingers continued stroking his hair, comforting him even as her other hand gently pressed and rubbed the now-heavy diaper, emphasizing his loss of control. Lucas whimpered softly, embarrassment and arousal tangling deeply inside him. 

He felt utterly pathetic, yet strangely comforted. 

"Good babies wet their diapers," the hypnotic voice continued soothingly. "They trust Mommy and Daddy completely. You're doing so well, baby. You're exactly where you belong." 

Veronica’s soft laughter brought Lucas slowly back to awareness. She cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze, her eyes dark, possessive, and triumphant. 

"You’re mine now, Lucas," she whispered, leaning in to press a slow, claiming kiss against his trembling lips. "You won't ever resist me again." 

Lucas whimpered weakly into her kiss, accepting her dominance fully, the last remnants of his pride washed away with the humiliating warmth of his diaper. 

She pulled back, smiling gently yet coldly, stroking his flushed cheeks. "Now, let's get you cleaned up and changed, sweetheart. You’ve made quite a mess." 

Lucas's stomach clenched with shame, but deep down, he felt a confusing rush of relief and gratitude at her words. He was hers to control, hers to mold, hers to break down and rebuild however she desired. 

As she unstrapped him, guiding him tenderly toward the changing table, Lucas knew his regression had truly begun. The path ahead was terrifyingly clear—one humiliating, pleasurable step at a time. 

And worst of all, he was starting to realize he didn't want it to stop. 


Chapter 3: Lessons in Helplessness 

Lucas woke slowly, the world swimming back into focus as faint morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains of his nursery. The lingering scent of powder, lotion, and something warm and comforting filled the air, wrapping around him like an intoxicating embrace. For one brief, confused moment, he forgot where he was, but the thick diaper snugly fastened around his hips quickly reminded him of his new reality. 

He blushed deeply, the memory of yesterday’s humiliating regression treatments flooding back—how Nurse Veronica had effortlessly reduced him to a diaper-dependent mess, and how Nurse Elena had gently soothed away his resistance. Lucas shivered at the vivid recollection of losing control, wetting himself helplessly, and worse—being forced into a humiliating climax while strapped and diapered. 

As if summoned by his thoughts, the nursery door quietly opened, and Nurse Veronica entered, her sharp heels clicking rhythmically on the polished floor. Her piercing gaze immediately settled on Lucas, pinning him like a helpless butterfly to a board. 

“Good morning, baby,” she purred, stepping forward to inspect him with a calm, satisfied smile. Her presence alone radiated dominance, and Lucas felt his pulse quicken, embarrassment rising to his cheeks once more. 

"Did baby have sweet dreams?" she asked, mockingly gentle, her voice dripping with dark amusement. 

Lucas squirmed, trying to hide beneath the blankets, but Veronica quickly tugged them away, revealing his thick, crinkling diaper beneath his pastel onesie. 

"No hiding," she said firmly, smiling coldly. "Babies don’t get to keep secrets." 

He whimpered softly as she leaned forward, fingers pressing firmly against the front of his diaper, checking him thoroughly. The humiliation was immediate, burning his cheeks hot red, yet his body reacted helplessly to her touch. 

"Hmm," she murmured softly, her fingertips brushing teasingly over the swollen padding. "Wet again, I see. You're getting used to this faster than expected." 

Lucas’s face burned with shame. He hadn’t even realized he’d wet himself during the night, a realization that left him trembling with humiliation. 

Veronica chuckled softly, clearly enjoying his discomfort. "Come now," she commanded gently, helping him up from the crib. "We need to prepare you for today's lessons." 

Lucas felt weak and vulnerable, allowing her to guide him by the hand to the changing table. The diaper crinkled loudly as he waddled awkwardly beside her, his cheeks hot with embarrassment at the reality of his helplessness. 

Veronica efficiently unfastened his onesie, then peeled open the soaked diaper, her movements practiced and clinical. Lucas stared at the ceiling, heart racing, cheeks flaming as she gently wiped him clean, the humiliating tenderness of her touch only deepening his shameful arousal. 

"Such a helpless little thing," Veronica murmured, her voice deceptively sweet. "I can feel your little heart racing. You like this, don't you?" 

Lucas swallowed hard, unable to respond, the heat in his face unbearable. Veronica paused, her fingers teasingly grazing his sensitive skin, making him whimper helplessly. 

"Answer me," she commanded softly, her voice edged with steel. 

He swallowed again, shamefully confessing in a barely audible whisper, "Yes, Nurse Veronica." 

She smiled triumphantly, powdering him slowly, then fastening a fresh diaper securely around his hips. "Good boy," she praised gently. "Now, let's prepare you for your first real lesson in obedience." 

She led him down a brightly lit corridor toward a large, softly illuminated classroom. Rows of padded chairs and desks lined the walls, and at the front stood Nurse Elena, smiling softly as Lucas was guided toward a chair clearly designed to humiliate. It was padded heavily, equipped with leather restraints, and the humiliating shape ensured his diaper would be constantly noticeable and impossible to ignore. 

"Sit," Veronica ordered softly. 

Lucas obeyed immediately, sinking into the embarrassing chair. Veronica secured his wrists and ankles in place, leaving him utterly vulnerable. Elena approached gently, placing a pacifier between his lips with a reassuring smile. 

"Relax, sweetheart," Elena whispered, her soothing voice filling his senses, calming his racing pulse. "Today's lesson is all about obedience and trust." 

Veronica pressed a button on the remote, and Lucas gasped sharply as a faint vibration began, gently pulsing within the thick padding of his diaper. 

His eyes widened in panic. "Please—what is that?" 

Veronica smirked, amused by his desperation. "This is your training. You must learn to associate your diapers with comfort, pleasure, and obedience. You're going to become completely dependent on us, physically and emotionally." 

The vibrations intensified slightly, perfectly placed to tease him without offering release. Lucas whimpered softly, squirming helplessly as pleasure built slowly, tormentingly within him. 

"Relax, sweetheart," Elena whispered gently, brushing her fingertips softly through his hair. "Surrender to the feeling. Let Mommy and Nurse Veronica control you." 

Veronica leaned closer, whispering into his ear, her breath warm against his skin. "You won't cum until we say. You’ll learn complete obedience or face severe punishment." 

Lucas whimpered into his pacifier, hips twitching helplessly against the constant stimulation, frustration and humiliation mingling with painful intensity. His cheeks flushed deeply, mortified at the pathetic desperation of his body's response. 

Elena stroked his cheek softly, her presence soothing yet humiliatingly maternal. "Relax, baby," she whispered gently. "Let it happen." 

Lucas's breathing quickened, pleasure building maddeningly, yet always just short of release. Tears pricked at his eyes as desperation overwhelmed him. 

"Please," he sobbed weakly through his pacifier, voice muffled and pathetic. 

Veronica watched coldly, unmoved by his pleas. "Not yet," she stated firmly. "You haven't learned your lesson." 

The teasing torture continued relentlessly, waves of helpless pleasure tormenting him. Finally, after what felt like hours, Veronica leaned down, gripping his chin, forcing him to meet her piercing gaze. 

"Beg properly," she commanded softly. "Beg Mommy Veronica to let you cum in your diaper." 

Lucas broke completely, surrendering to the overwhelming humiliation and need. "Please, Nurse Veronica," he sobbed desperately. "Please, let me cum. I—I need to cum so badly." 

Veronica smiled darkly, satisfied at his broken pleas. "Very good, baby. You may cum." 

She pressed another button, intensifying the vibrations unbearably. Lucas arched helplessly, crying out as his climax tore through him, violently soaking his diaper once again with undeniable proof of his utter submission. Pleasure ripped through him, humiliating yet exhilarating, leaving him trembling and utterly spent. 

When the sensations finally subsided, Veronica gently brushed his sweaty hair back from his forehead. "You've done well," she praised softly, genuine satisfaction in her voice. "You're learning." 

Elena gently stroked his hair, whispering soothingly, "Good boy, Lucas. Mommy is very proud of you." 

Lucas lay spent and trembling, utterly humiliated yet comforted by their praise. His mind spun with confusion, shame, and a terrifying, irresistible craving for more. 

As they released him from the restraints, Veronica gently helped him stand, guiding him back toward his crib. 

"Rest now," she murmured softly, gently tucking him in, her hand lingering tenderly on his flushed cheek. "Tomorrow, we'll take things even further." 

Lucas whimpered softly but nodded, surrendering completely as exhaustion claimed him. As sleep pulled him under once more, he understood something he’d been fighting to deny: 

He was exactly where he belonged, completely owned, completely dependent, and he had never felt more alive. 


Chapter 4: The Public Humiliation 

Lucas awoke to the sensation of gentle fingertips tracing his cheek, guiding him softly from restless dreams back into humiliating reality. His eyelids fluttered open, and he found himself staring directly into Nurse Veronica’s piercing green eyes, her expression a careful blend of affection and unyielding dominance. 

“Good morning, little one,” she murmured softly, her voice silken yet edged with subtle mockery. "Today, Mommy Veronica has something special planned." 

A shiver shot down Lucas’s spine. He shifted uncomfortably beneath the soft pastel blankets, acutely aware of the thick diaper still wrapped firmly around his waist, swollen and heavy from yet another humiliating accident during the night. His cheeks immediately flushed with heat as he realized Nurse Veronica had noticed, her fingertips already tracing lightly along the swollen padding between his thighs. 

“Oh, sweet boy,” she cooed, clearly amused. “Did you wet again in your sleep? Such a good little baby.” 

Lucas whimpered softly, heart hammering as she slowly peeled back the blankets, revealing his heavily padded and clearly soaked diaper. Her eyes sparkled with satisfaction as she pressed the warm, swollen padding, making Lucas squirm in embarrassment. 

“Come, sweetheart,” Veronica said firmly, helping him up. “We have guests today, and it’s time they see how well you’ve adapted.” 

Lucas felt his stomach twist with dread, but Veronica’s gentle yet firm grasp left no room for hesitation. He followed obediently, each step punctuated by a humiliating crinkle, loudly announcing his helplessness to everyone in earshot. 

They moved through the long hallway into a spacious, beautifully decorated room Lucas had never seen before. Plush rugs covered polished floors, and pastel curtains framed tall windows. But what captured his attention was the small gathering of impeccably dressed observers seated around a raised platform in the center of the room. Their eyes locked immediately onto him, amusement clear in their smirks. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Veronica addressed the crowd, guiding Lucas gently onto the platform, “allow me to introduce Lucas, our newest participant in the Diaper Dormitory Experiment. He has already made remarkable progress accepting his place.” 

Lucas’s face burned crimson, embarrassment flooding through every nerve as he stood trembling before their amused gazes. 

Veronica stepped closer, resting a comforting yet possessive hand on Lucas’s diapered bottom. "Isn't he adorable?" she asked the crowd, her voice sweetly condescending. "He’s learning so quickly to love being Mommy’s helpless baby." 

A ripple of approving laughter filled the room, each chuckle deepening Lucas's humiliation. Before he could gather any shred of composure, Veronica gently nudged him forward. 

"Show them how you crawl for Mommy," she ordered softly but firmly. 

Lucas hesitated, cheeks flushed, but a sharp, warning pat against his diapered rear sent him dropping obediently onto all fours. The humiliating thickness forced his thighs wide apart, making each crawling movement clumsy and exaggerated. 

A wave of laughter filled the room, further igniting his humiliation. Lucas whimpered softly as Veronica gently guided him around the platform, her soothing voice coaxing him forward. 

"Very good, baby," she praised softly, her tone filled with genuine pride. "Show everyone how helpless you've become." 

The warmth spreading through Lucas’s diaper increased as his embarrassment peaked. Veronica noticed instantly, crouching down beside him to press her hand firmly against the swollen padding, emphasizing his lack of control. 

"Did baby have another accident?" she purred mockingly, eliciting further laughter from the audience. 

Lucas whimpered softly, nodding shamefully. "Y-yes, Mommy," he whispered, voice trembling with embarrassment. 

Veronica smiled triumphantly, addressing the audience again. "Observe how willingly he admits his helplessness. Lucas has learned that control is something he no longer needs. All he needs now is his diaper, and Mommy’s guidance." 

She gently lifted him back to his feet, turning him slowly, displaying him fully to the crowd. 

"Tell them, Lucas," Veronica instructed softly, her voice dripping with gentle dominance. "Tell them how much you need your diaper." 

Lucas’s voice cracked as he obeyed, heart racing in humiliation. "I—I need my diaper," he confessed shakily, cheeks aflame. "I can’t control myself." 

Another wave of approving murmurs filled the room, intensifying his shame. 

"Such a good baby," Veronica praised, stroking his hair tenderly before suddenly pressing a hidden button on a remote in her hand. 

Lucas jolted sharply, gasping aloud as vibrations surged unexpectedly within the thick diaper, teasing his sensitive skin. His hips jerked involuntarily, body betraying him completely. 

"Please," he whimpered softly, desperately squirming beneath the humiliating stimulation. 

"Please what?" Veronica asked calmly, clearly delighting in his desperation. 

"Please let me cum, Mommy," he begged pathetically, voice thick with helpless arousal. "Please let me cum in my diaper." 

Veronica smiled darkly, pressing another button to increase the vibrations. "You may, little one. Let everyone see just how completely you’ve surrendered." 

Lucas gasped sharply as pleasure overwhelmed him, shameful yet undeniable ecstasy flooding through every nerve, climaxing helplessly into the thick padding. He trembled violently, collapsing onto the plush carpeting as humiliation and pleasure blended into one overwhelming sensation. 

When the intense vibrations finally ceased, Lucas lay utterly spent, diaper heavy, soaked, and humiliatingly full, tears streaming down his flushed cheeks. 

Veronica crouched beside him, gently stroking his hair. "That’s my good boy," she whispered affectionately, genuinely pleased. "You did wonderfully." 

The observers clapped politely, clearly satisfied by Lucas’s absolute submission. Veronica gently helped him sit up, cradling him comfortingly as she fastened a fresh pacifier between his trembling lips. 

"Rest now, sweetheart," she murmured softly, soothing him gently as she guided him back to the nursery, each step a reminder of his complete dependence and submission. 

As Lucas was tucked securely into his crib once more, exhaustion quickly overtook him. But deep down, beyond the humiliation, he felt an unfamiliar sense of peace—a strange comfort in surrendering so completely to Veronica’s will. 

"Goodnight, Lucas," Veronica whispered softly, leaning down to press a tender kiss against his forehead. "Tomorrow, we’ll teach you even deeper lessons." 

Lucas whimpered softly into the pacifier, sleep claiming him swiftly. 

He knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that there was no turning back now. 

And frighteningly enough, he didn’t want to. 


Chapter 5: Total Dependency 

Lucas awoke to a gentle yet insistent pressure deep within his abdomen, a sensation unfamiliar and distressing. He squirmed in his crib, suddenly hyper-aware of the thick diaper secured around his waist. He blinked rapidly, the dim nursery coming into focus, reminding him once again of the humiliating reality he had been reduced to. 

Before panic could fully grip him, the nursery door opened, and Nurse Elena stepped gracefully inside, her gentle, compassionate gaze immediately easing Lucas’s anxiety. Her soft smile, always tender and comforting, soothed him despite the growing discomfort he felt. 

"Good morning, baby," Elena greeted softly, brushing his hair back affectionately. Her honey-blonde hair glowed softly in the morning light, accentuating her gentle, calming presence. 

Lucas shifted uncomfortably, cheeks burning as he felt the heavy diaper around him. "Mommy Elena," he whispered weakly, embarrassment obvious in his shaky voice, "I—I think I need the bathroom." 

Elena smiled tenderly but shook her head gently. "Sweetheart, you know that's not how it works here." 

Lucas’s heart sank, dread pooling in his stomach. "I—please, Mommy, I can't—" 

"Hush," Elena soothed softly, gently pulling back his blankets and guiding him to sit up. "Mommy knows exactly what you need." 

Lucas’s pulse quickened in panic, but Elena's soothing voice and gentle touch made resistance impossible. She guided him carefully from the crib, leading him slowly across the nursery toward a padded examination table at the far end of the room. Lucas’s diaper crinkled loudly with every humiliating step, the embarrassment becoming unbearable as his desperation grew. 

Elena helped him onto the table, carefully positioning him before gently securing his wrists and ankles with soft, padded restraints. "Relax, sweetheart," she whispered gently, her voice soothing and reassuring despite the humiliation. 

Lucas’s breathing grew shallow as Elena retrieved an enema bag from a nearby shelf, filling it carefully with warm soapy liquid. His heart hammered frantically, cheeks burning with shame and dread. 

"Mommy, please," Lucas begged weakly, squirming helplessly against the restraints. "I—I don't want this." 

Elena smiled softly but firmly, attaching a lubricated nozzle to the tube. "Shh, baby," she whispered, gently patting the front of his diaper reassuringly. "Mommy Elena knows best." 

Lucas whimpered softly, eyes wide as she gently but firmly lifted his legs, sliding the diaper down just enough to expose him completely. Elena’s touch was gentle yet clinical, her soft fingers brushing soothingly over his sensitive skin, making his humiliation even more intense. 

"Relax, baby," Elena soothed gently, slowly pressing the lubricated nozzle of the enema inside him. 

Lucas gasped sharply, his body tensing instinctively, overwhelmed by the invasive sensation. Elena cooed gently, stroking his trembling thighs soothingly. "Good boy, Lucas. Mommy’s going to take care of you now." 

He whimpered, feeling utterly helpless as Elena slowly released the clamp, the warm, soapy liquid flooding into him immediately. He gasped, squirming desperately against the restraints she had gently but firmly fastened to his wrists. 

"Please," Lucas cried softly, feeling a sharp, unbearable pressure building inside. "I—I can't hold it—" 

Elena smiled sweetly, gently rubbing his tummy soothingly. "You're not supposed to, baby," she whispered softly, voice filled with maternal tenderness. "Babies can't control these things. You must learn to trust Mommy completely." 

Lucas sobbed softly, feeling the relentless, humiliating pressure growing impossibly intense. Elena carefully replaced the nozzle with a thick, vibrating plug, sealing the warm liquid inside him. 

"There," Elena whispered gently, patting his diapered bottom reassuringly. "Now Mommy’s baby is all clean inside." 

Lucas whimpered, cheeks flaming as Elena refastened his diaper tightly around him, trapping the fullness and pressure within. The vibrating plug hummed gently, intensifying his discomfort and humiliation with every passing second. 

A soft knock sounded at the nursery door, and Nurse Veronica entered quietly, observing the scene with clear approval. Her presence was immediately commanding, her sharp eyes glittering with satisfaction as she took in Lucas’s trembling, diapered form. 

"He's responding beautifully," Veronica commented softly, walking over and gently cupping Lucas's chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. "How does it feel, Lucas, being completely helpless and diapered?" 

Lucas's voice trembled as he answered, tears stinging his eyes. "Humiliating, Nurse Veronica." 

Veronica smiled approvingly, stroking his cheek. "Perfect. Humiliation is exactly what you need. It reminds you of your place." 

She leaned down, whispering cruelly yet tenderly into his ear, "You’re just a helpless diaper-dependent baby now, Lucas. Your independence is completely gone. You’ll learn to love every humiliating moment of your new life." 

Lucas whimpered softly, the heavy pressure and fullness inside him combined with Veronica's condescending words making his humiliation complete. Elena gently stroked his hair, offering quiet comfort while reinforcing the degrading truth. 

After a painfully long pause, Veronica snapped her fingers softly. "It’s time, Lucas. Show Mommy Veronica and Mommy Elena how helpless you really are." 

Lucas's stomach cramped suddenly and sharply. He cried out in distress as the plug was magically activated by Veronica’s remote, gently vibrating and intensifying the unbearable pressure. The desperate urge to relieve himself grew unbearable. 

"Please—please, Mommy," Lucas begged desperately, voice shaking. "I—I need to go—" 

Elena smiled gently, brushing his hair back soothingly. "Then let go, baby. It’s okay. Mommy’s right here." 

Unable to resist any longer, Lucas felt the humiliating warmth spread helplessly into his diaper, his cheeks burning fiercely with shame as he filled it completely. Tears streamed down his face as he sobbed softly, mortified beyond words. 

Veronica chuckled softly, gently patting the heavy, messy diaper. "Good boy. You've proven how perfectly helpless you truly are." 

Lucas sobbed quietly, utterly broken and humiliated, yet strangely comforted by Elena's soothing words and gentle touch. Veronica's presence, coldly dominating and deeply satisfied, further reinforced his complete surrender. 

Together, the nurses gently cleaned and changed Lucas, whispering humiliating yet affectionate praise throughout the process. When finished, they secured him in a thick, fresh diaper and soft onesie, soothing him gently back into submission. 

As Veronica and Elena tucked him back into his crib, Lucas felt utterly defeated yet strangely content. The nurses leaned over him, each pressing soft kisses against his flushed cheeks. 

"Good baby," Veronica praised softly. "Mommy and Nurse Elena are so proud." 

Exhausted and emotionally drained, Lucas drifted off to sleep, completely broken yet oddly comforted. He had lost every ounce of control, dignity, and independence. 

But as sleep enveloped him, he realized with shameful clarity: 

He had never felt so perfectly taken care of in his entire life. 


Chapter 6: The University Showcase 

Lucas stood nervously at the edge of the dormitory entrance, heart pounding painfully in his chest as Nurse Veronica adjusted the humiliatingly childish outfit she'd dressed him in. The baby-blue romper stretched tightly over his thick diaper, which crinkled noisily with even the smallest movement, its bulk impossible to hide. A large pacifier hung from a pastel ribbon around his neck, completing the degrading ensemble. 

"Please, Mommy," Lucas whispered desperately, cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "I—I can't go out like this. Everyone will see me." 

Veronica gently cupped his chin, tilting his face upward, her eyes stern yet affectionate. "That’s precisely the point, sweetheart," she purred softly. "It’s time everyone sees just how completely you've surrendered." 

His stomach twisted painfully at her words, but Veronica offered no mercy. She clipped a delicate leather leash onto his pastel collar, tugging gently. "Come, baby. Mommy's guests are waiting." 

Lucas whimpered softly but obeyed, shuffling after Veronica out of the nursery and into the brightly lit corridor. Nurse Elena waited there, smiling warmly yet mockingly at his visibly humiliated state. 

"Oh, Lucas," Elena cooed softly, gently stroking his hair. "You look adorable." 

His face burned fiercely, humiliation intensifying as he was led slowly down the hallway, each crinkling step echoing louder in his ears. The nurses guided him through a series of doors, leading out into the university’s public courtyard, a place Lucas had once walked confidently as a proud student. 

Now, he trembled, diapered and helpless, in full view of curious classmates and amused faculty. 

A small crowd had already gathered, whispering and laughing quietly among themselves as Veronica guided him onto a raised stage in the center of the courtyard. Lucas’s cheeks burned fiercely, humiliation radiating through his entire body. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," Veronica announced smoothly, her voice carrying effortlessly. "I present to you Lucas, a prime subject in our groundbreaking Diaper Dormitory Experiment. Observe how fully he's embraced his new role." 

Lucas’s breath caught sharply as all eyes fixed on him, their mocking whispers and amused laughter intensifying his humiliation. Veronica gently tugged his leash, bringing him forward slightly. 

"Show everyone your diaper, baby," Veronica cooed softly, but with undeniable authority. "Let them see how helpless you’ve become." 

Lucas hesitated, heart hammering painfully, but Veronica raised a warning eyebrow. Swallowing his pride, Lucas obeyed, awkwardly lifting the edge of his romper, displaying the thick, pastel diaper beneath. It was clearly swollen, humiliatingly obvious, its presence sparking laughter from the crowd. 

“Is he really wet?” asked one of his former classmates, her voice full of amused disbelief. 

Veronica smiled sweetly, gently pressing a hand against the diaper. "Very wet," she confirmed, making Lucas whimper softly in shame. "Our little Lucas can’t help himself anymore." 

The crowd erupted into laughter, amused murmurs rippling through them as Veronica gently stroked Lucas’s blushing cheek. 

Elena stepped forward, smiling warmly yet condescendingly. "Lucas, sweetheart, tell everyone why you're wearing your diapers." 

Lucas’s heart pounded furiously as embarrassment burned hotter across his face. Veronica’s gentle but firm tug on his leash prompted him to respond obediently. 

"B-because I can’t control myself," Lucas whispered softly, tears pricking at his eyes. "Because I’m Mommy’s baby now." 

The crowd laughed appreciatively, clearly entertained by his humiliation. Elena gently patted his padded bottom, smiling warmly as she spoke clearly to the audience. "Lucas has learned beautifully. His regression and acceptance of diapers have been remarkably swift." 

Suddenly, a female professor Lucas had admired stepped forward, her gaze sharp and curious. "Fascinating," she said thoughtfully, eyes gleaming with amusement. "And his mental regression—is it complete?" 

Veronica smiled darkly, reaching up to gently stroke Lucas’s hair. "Not yet. But he's progressing beautifully. Let us demonstrate." 

She turned back to Lucas, her voice soft yet commanding. "Get on your knees, Lucas." 

His cheeks burned fiercely, yet Lucas immediately obeyed, dropping to the ground, his diaper crinkling humiliatingly as he settled onto all fours in front of everyone. He felt utterly exposed, utterly helpless, completely dependent on Veronica’s commands. 

"Now crawl to Mommy Elena," Veronica instructed gently, clearly enjoying his submission. "Show everyone how much you’ve accepted your new role." 

Lucas crawled obediently across the grass, diaper swaying humiliatingly behind him, the thick padding forcing his legs apart. The gathered observers laughed softly, watching with amused curiosity as Elena knelt to greet him, arms outstretched. 

"Come here, baby," Elena cooed sweetly, embracing him warmly. "Such a good boy. Mommy is so proud of you." 

Lucas whimpered softly, tears streaming silently down his flushed cheeks as Elena gently stroked his hair, comforting him. The humiliation was overwhelming, yet the affection felt intoxicating, reinforcing his helpless dependence. 

The crowd murmured appreciatively, fascinated by his total surrender. 

But the demonstration was far from over. Veronica joined them, producing a small remote control from her pocket. Lucas recognized it immediately, heart pounding as she pressed a single button. Instantly, the plug locked deep inside his diapered bottom sprang to life, vibrating gently, teasingly, sending instant ripples of pleasure through his trembling body. 

"Look closely," Veronica instructed the observers. "See how easily Lucas responds now. See how much he craves what only we can provide." 

Lucas whimpered helplessly, hips jerking involuntarily as the vibrations intensified, sending waves of humiliation and arousal through him. Elena gently pulled him into her lap, cradling him tenderly. 

"Let go, baby," Elena whispered softly into his ear, her voice gentle but commanding. "Show everyone how much you love your diapers." 

Lucas sobbed softly, desperation and humiliation overwhelming him as pleasure surged uncontrollably through his trembling body. He clung to Elena as he lost control completely, climaxing helplessly into his diaper, soaking it even further as he trembled violently in her gentle embrace. 

The crowd erupted into applause and laughter, fully entertained by his humiliating display. 

"Good boy," Veronica praised softly, satisfaction dripping from her voice as she gently stroked Lucas’s tear-streaked cheek. "You’re Mommy’s perfect, diaper-dependent baby now." 

Elena gently rocked him, whispering quiet reassurances as Lucas lay utterly humiliated yet comforted by their tenderness. His mind swirled, overwhelmed by the intensity of public shame and submission, yet oddly reassured by the nurses' soft, affectionate praise. 

After several long, humiliating moments, Veronica and Elena gently guided Lucas to his feet, smiling triumphantly as they led him slowly back inside the dormitory. The murmurs and laughter from the crowd echoed painfully behind him, yet Lucas felt strangely grateful for the safety and warmth awaiting him within the nursery walls. 

He had lost every shred of dignity, reduced to nothing more than their helpless, diapered baby. Yet, despite the shame burning through him, Lucas found himself strangely comforted. 

As Veronica gently secured him back into his crib, softly whispering humiliating praises and tender reassurances, Lucas felt an overwhelming sense of safety and belonging. 

He knew without a doubt that he'd never be anything else again. 


Chapter 7: The Feeding Demonstration 

Lucas lay quietly in his crib, heart still fluttering anxiously from the previous day’s humiliating public display. Each passing day stripped away more of his dignity, yet deep down, he felt disturbingly comforted by the loss of control. The thick diaper secured around his hips, already wet from a nighttime accident, reminded him constantly of his place: helpless, dependent, and completely at the mercy of Nurse Veronica and Nurse Elena. 

The nursery door opened softly, and Elena entered, her honey-blonde hair shining gently in the morning sunlight. Her soft smile warmed Lucas instantly, her gentle presence wrapping around him like a soothing blanket. 

"Good morning, sweetheart," Elena whispered affectionately, gently brushing his messy hair away from his forehead. "Mommy Elena has a big day planned for you." 

Lucas’s heart quickened, embarrassment and anticipation tightening his chest. "What… what are you going to do, Mommy?" he whispered nervously, voice small and shy. 

Elena gently helped him sit up, her comforting smile soothing his nerves slightly. "We’re going to help you learn complete dependence," she explained softly, reaching for a baby bottle filled with warm milk from a nearby table. "You need to experience total trust." 

Before Lucas could protest, Nurse Veronica entered, her heels clicking sharply against the nursery floor. Her gaze immediately found Lucas, eyes glittering with satisfaction at his vulnerable state. 

"Is our little one ready?" Veronica asked, her voice soft yet commanding. 

Elena nodded gently, guiding Lucas carefully from the crib. "He’s ready." 

Lucas whimpered softly, obediently following the nurses out of the nursery and back toward the public areas of the university once more. His thick diaper crinkled loudly beneath his humiliating pastel onesie, drawing amused glances from passing students. 

They arrived quickly at a spacious, bright dining hall, already bustling with students and staff enjoying breakfast. Lucas’s cheeks burned as whispers and giggles erupted around him, but Elena and Veronica calmly guided him to the center of the room, where a large, cushioned high chair awaited. 

"Please," Lucas whispered desperately, humiliation flooding him. "Not here, Mommy… everyone’s watching." 

Elena gently caressed his cheek, soothing yet firm. "This is part of your training, baby. You must learn that your dependence on us has no boundaries." 

Veronica lifted Lucas effortlessly, settling him securely into the oversized high chair. She quickly fastened the thick straps across his chest and waist, trapping him firmly in place. Lucas squirmed, his diaper pressing embarrassingly against the chair’s soft cushion, crinkling loudly beneath him. 

The gathered students whispered excitedly, their curious eyes watching with amusement as Elena prepared his feeding. Lucas flushed deeply, heart racing as Elena fastened a humiliatingly childish bib around his neck. 

"Open wide, baby," Elena gently coaxed, holding a spoon filled with creamy oatmeal to Lucas’s trembling lips. 

Lucas hesitated, but Veronica leaned in close, her voice dangerously soft. "Do as Mommy says." 

Lucas reluctantly parted his lips, allowing Elena to spoon the sweet, creamy oatmeal into his mouth. It was warm and soothing yet utterly humiliating, each bite deepening his embarrassment. 

"Good boy," Elena cooed gently, smiling softly. "Mommy’s so proud of you." 

Lucas squirmed with shame, the thick diaper reminding him with every movement just how helpless and babyish he’d become. But despite the intense humiliation, he felt strangely comforted by Elena’s gentle care. 

Veronica moved closer, producing the familiar remote from her pocket. Lucas whimpered softly as she pressed the button, the vibrating plug locked within him humming gently to life, immediately sending teasing jolts through his sensitive, diapered core. 

The students laughed softly as Lucas squirmed desperately in his high chair, the vibrations sending waves of arousal and embarrassment through him simultaneously. 

"Look how quickly he responds," Veronica announced to the audience, clearly enjoying Lucas’s distress. "Our little Lucas has become so sensitive, so helpless. He can't control anything anymore." 

Lucas whimpered softly, desperately gripping the high chair's tray as Elena continued spoon-feeding him. Each mouthful felt humiliating yet comforting, deepening his sense of dependence. 

Veronica pressed another button, intensifying the vibrations. Lucas gasped softly, hips involuntarily grinding against the thick padding beneath him, cheeks burning fiercely at his own helpless reaction. 

"Please," Lucas begged softly, voice shaking, humiliation thick in his tone. "Please let me cum, Mommy." 

Veronica smiled, thoroughly satisfied, turning to the watching students. "Should Mommy let him cum?" she asked teasingly. 

Laughter rippled through the crowd, their amused voices calling out eagerly, encouraging his humiliation. 

"Please!" Lucas begged again, eyes wide and desperate. "I—I need it so badly." 

Elena gently stroked his hair, whispering soothingly, "Mommy will take care of you, baby." 

Veronica finally pressed the button, intensifying the vibrations instantly. Lucas gasped, his hips jerking helplessly, the intense sensation instantly pushing him over the edge. Humiliation mingled with undeniable pleasure as he climaxed uncontrollably in his diaper, his cry of release muffled slightly by the pacifier Elena gently pressed between his lips. 

The audience erupted into applause and laughter, clearly entertained by his humiliation. Lucas lay trembling, completely spent, diaper heavy and wet, humiliation burning deeply through him. 

Elena gently unfastened his restraints, lovingly lifting him into her arms as Veronica smiled approvingly. "Very good, Lucas," she murmured affectionately. "Mommy Elena and Nurse Veronica are so proud of you." 

Exhausted, humiliated, but deeply comforted by her praise, Lucas clung weakly to Elena as she carried him gently from the high chair, whispering comforting reassurances as they exited the dining hall, leaving behind the laughter and amused whispers. 

Back in the safety of his nursery, Elena and Veronica carefully cleaned and rediapered him, gently praising and comforting him throughout. Lucas’s heart still raced, cheeks burning fiercely, but he no longer resisted. He accepted their affectionate touch, their gentle words, their total control over every humiliating detail of his life. 

As Elena gently laid him down into his crib, Veronica leaned down, softly kissing his forehead. 

"You've learned beautifully," Veronica whispered tenderly. "Your submission is perfect, Lucas." 

Lucas whimpered softly, eyes heavy with exhaustion and shameful satisfaction. 

"Rest now, baby," Elena whispered gently, stroking his hair lovingly. "Tomorrow we’ll take you even deeper. Mommy and Nurse Veronica will make sure you’re exactly the baby you were always meant to be." 

Lucas drifted to sleep in their comforting embrace, completely broken, completely theirs, and utterly dependent. 

He had finally surrendered everything—and he'd never felt more content. 


Chapter 7: Rebellion and Retribution 

Lucas lay quietly in his crib, the nursery dim and calm around him. Despite the humiliating thickness of his diaper and the gentle nursery music filling the air, his mind raced with restless thoughts. Each day in the dormitory had pushed him further into submission, stripping away his pride, his dignity, his very adulthood. But something in him—some fragment of resistance—stirred again, unwilling to simply accept the complete erasure of his former self. 

As he wrestled with his internal turmoil, Lucas heard soft whispers outside the nursery door, followed by gentle footsteps entering the room. Alex, another diapered subject he’d met briefly upon arrival, slipped into the nursery silently, carefully closing the door behind him. 

"Lucas," Alex whispered urgently, eyes wide with nervous determination. "We have to get out of here. Tonight." 

Lucas sat up sharply, diaper crinkling loudly beneath him. "What? But how?" 

Alex glanced nervously toward the door. "I overheard the nurses talking. There’s a small gap in security tonight—if we move quickly, we can get out." 

Lucas's heart pounded wildly. The idea of escape was both thrilling and terrifying, yet it reignited a desperate yearning for independence. 

He nodded decisively, whispered softly, "Let's go." 

Quietly, Lucas climbed from his crib, heart racing with every embarrassing rustle of his diaper, and followed Alex through the dimly lit corridors. They moved quickly but cautiously, adrenaline sharpening their senses as they navigated through the labyrinthine halls of the facility, diapered bodies awkwardly waddling as silently as possible. 

Just as freedom seemed within reach, an icy voice stopped them cold. 

"And where do you think you're going, little ones?" 

Lucas froze, heart sinking painfully. Nurse Veronica stood at the hallway’s end, flanked by Nurse Elena, their expressions a mix of amusement and cold disappointment. Veronica stepped forward, heels clicking ominously against the polished floor. 

"It seems our babies are misbehaving," Veronica murmured coolly, eyes glittering dangerously. "We cannot have that." 

Lucas whimpered softly as Elena gently but firmly took his arm, guiding him back toward the nursery. Veronica's grip was harsher, tightly holding Alex, whose struggles quickly turned to submissive whimpers. 

The nurses brought them both into a new room—a sleek, intimidating discipline chamber. Restraints, paddles, and various other humiliating implements lined the walls, leaving no doubt as to the room’s purpose. 

Lucas’s breathing quickened as Elena gently guided him onto a padded, restraining table. "Mommy Elena is disappointed in you," she whispered tenderly but firmly, buckling his wrists and ankles tightly into place. "You know better than this." 

Veronica secured Alex in an identical manner beside Lucas, her touch colder, harsher. "Both of you will learn exactly what happens when you defy Mommy." 

Lucas whimpered softly, tears already stinging his eyes as Veronica stepped forward, holding a long, slender paddle. Elena moved beside her, gently stroking Lucas’s hair reassuringly yet condescendingly. 

"Beg," Veronica commanded coldly, eyes glittering with dark satisfaction. "Beg Mommy to punish you properly." 

Lucas’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but fear of disappointing her again forced him into submission. "Please, Mommy Veronica," he whispered desperately, voice trembling. "Punish me—I deserve it." 

"Very good," Veronica praised, her voice silky but merciless. She raised the paddle, bringing it down swiftly onto Lucas’s diapered backside. 

A sharp, humiliating sting exploded across Lucas’s bottom, the padded diaper cushioning the impact slightly but intensifying the embarrassment. Lucas cried out softly, tears already forming as Veronica landed another strike, each spank delivered with calm precision, reinforcing his complete helplessness. 

Elena watched gently, whispering soothing yet humiliating words in his ear. "You brought this on yourself, baby," she cooed softly. "But Mommy Elena still loves you." 

Beside him, Alex received identical punishment, sobbing softly into his pacifier, clearly overwhelmed by shame. 

By the time Veronica set aside the paddle, Lucas’s diapered bottom burned, tears streaming helplessly down his face. 

"Have you learned your lesson, Lucas?" Veronica asked firmly, cupping his chin, forcing him to meet her cold gaze. 

Lucas nodded weakly, whimpering softly. "Yes, Mommy." 

Veronica smiled triumphantly, gently stroking his tear-streaked cheek. "Good boy. But punishment isn’t over yet." 

Lucas's eyes widened in panic as Veronica retrieved a large, intimidating enema bag filled with a clear solution. "To ensure you never attempt to escape again, Mommy is going to make sure you experience complete dependency." 

Lucas whimpered helplessly as Elena gently lifted his legs, sliding his diaper down just enough to expose him fully. He gasped sharply as Veronica carefully inserted the nozzle, her gentle yet clinical touch humiliating him further. 

"Relax," Veronica commanded softly, allowing the warm, soapy water to flood inside him. "You’re completely ours now. Fighting will only make things worse." 

Lucas sobbed softly, helplessly enduring the overwhelming pressure, humiliation burning hotter as Elena gently stroked his hair, whispering reassurances while reinforcing his dependency. 

When the bag was finally empty, Veronica quickly replaced the nozzle with a thick, vibrating plug, locking the fluid inside. Lucas whimpered, feeling unbearably full and humiliated as Elena gently refastened his diaper tightly around him. 

"Good baby," Elena whispered tenderly, kissing his forehead affectionately. "You're Mommy's helpless little boy now." 

Veronica pressed a small remote, instantly activating intense vibrations deep within him, combining with the humiliating fullness to push Lucas to new heights of desperation. 

"Please," he sobbed softly, cheeks burning. "Please, Mommy, I—I can’t—" 

"Beg properly," Veronica demanded softly, eyes glinting cruelly. "Beg Mommy to let you fill your diaper." 

Lucas whimpered pathetically, completely broken. "Please, Mommy Veronica," he sobbed softly. "I need to… I need to fill my diaper." 

Veronica smiled triumphantly, pressing another button. The vibrations increased, breaking Lucas’s final shred of resistance. He cried out helplessly, body convulsing with humiliation and unbearable relief as he helplessly filled his diaper, sobbing softly as his embarrassment overwhelmed him. 

"Good boy," Veronica whispered tenderly, gently stroking his cheek. "Now you're truly ours." 

Lucas lay sobbing softly, completely spent, utterly broken by his humiliation. Elena gently stroked his hair, comforting and humiliating all at once. 

After carefully cleaning and changing him into an even thicker, humiliating diaper, the nurses gently guided Lucas back to his crib, lovingly tucking him in as if nothing had happened. 

But everything had changed. Lucas was now painfully aware of his complete helplessness, his rebellion crushed beyond repair. He was utterly, humiliatingly theirs. 

Veronica leaned down, pressing a tender kiss against Lucas’s damp forehead. "Mommy’s proud of you," she whispered softly. "You're exactly where you belong—helpless, dependent, and completely ours." 

Lucas whimpered softly, exhausted and broken. But deep down, despite the shame burning through him, he realized the truth he'd been desperately fighting against: 

He never wanted to leave again. 

And as sleep finally claimed him, Lucas knew he’d found his place—completely broken, completely helpless, completely theirs. 


Chapter 8: The Ultimate Punishment 

Lucas lay curled in his crib, exhaustion and shame gripping him tightly. He could still feel the lingering ache of Nurse Veronica’s discipline, the humiliating sensation of helplessly filling his diaper, and the crushing defeat of his failed escape attempt. He had tried to resist, and in return, had only found himself more deeply trapped, more completely humiliated, and more dependent than ever before. 

Yet, as Lucas lay in restless silence, he heard whispers filtering through the darkness. The nursery door opened quietly, Nurse Veronica and Elena stepping softly into the room. His heart raced instantly, sensing something intense, something ominous about their presence tonight. 

“You disappointed Mommy today, Lucas,” Veronica began coldly, approaching the crib, her eyes sharp, unforgiving, yet strangely affectionate. “And disappointments require consequences.” 

Lucas whimpered softly, shifting nervously beneath his thick diaper. "I'm sorry, Mommy," he whispered shakily, already trembling beneath her cold gaze. 

Veronica smiled faintly but shook her head gently. "Sorry isn't good enough, sweetheart. We need to make sure you never forget your place again." 

Lucas’s stomach twisted in dread as Elena gently guided him out of the crib, holding him close, her touch comforting yet unbearably humiliating. 

They led him down the dim hallway, each step echoing his diaper’s humiliating crinkle, toward a room Lucas had never seen before. Inside, a sleek discipline chamber awaited, its atmosphere heavy, foreboding, and designed solely for punishment and submission. 

Lucas whimpered softly, squirming instinctively as Veronica gently guided him toward a padded, leather bench at the center of the room. She swiftly bent him forward, fastening thick leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, leaving him utterly exposed, his thickly padded bottom vulnerable and humiliatingly displayed. 

"You've forced Mommy’s hand, Lucas," Veronica murmured softly, her voice both threatening and arousing. "It’s time you experience true submission." 

Elena moved gracefully to a nearby table, retrieving an elegant yet intimidating strap-on, its sleek form polished and glistening under the soft lights. Lucas's heart raced in panic, embarrassment mingling deeply with fearful anticipation. 

"Mommy Elena is going to show you exactly what happens when you defy us," Veronica explained calmly, lovingly stroking Lucas’s trembling back. "You’re going to learn just how helpless you truly are." 

Elena stepped forward, the thick, imposing strap-on secured firmly around her hips. She leaned gently against Lucas, her comforting presence starkly contrasting the humiliating invasion he knew was coming. 

"Relax, baby," Elena whispered softly, brushing his hair back tenderly. "Trust Mommy Elena. I'll take care of you." 

Lucas whimpered desperately as Veronica carefully peeled down his diaper, exposing him completely. Elena gently applied cool lubricant, carefully preparing him, making him gasp softly, embarrassment flooding his senses. 

"Good boy," Veronica praised mockingly, smiling cruelly yet affectionately. "This is exactly what you deserve." 

Lucas gasped sharply as Elena slowly pressed the thick tip of the strap-on against his vulnerable entrance, gently yet firmly pushing inside. Humiliation burned through every nerve, his body instinctively tensing around the invasion, yet Elena whispered soothing reassurances, patiently guiding him through the initial painful stretch. 

"That's it," Elena whispered softly, gently sliding deeper. "Mommy’s so proud of how you're taking this." 

Lucas whimpered helplessly, face burning crimson, tears of humiliation rolling freely down his flushed cheeks. Elena’s rhythm was slow, gentle, yet mercilessly thorough, each deliberate thrust reinforcing Lucas’s utter helplessness. 

Veronica watched closely, satisfied, her voice soft yet commanding. "Tell Mommy how it feels, Lucas. Admit how much you love being taken like a helpless baby." 

Lucas sobbed softly, shame and confusion overwhelming him, yet the firm, rhythmic thrusts sparked an undeniable, shameful arousal deep within him. 

"I—I like it," he whimpered pathetically, voice shaking. "I like being helpless." 

Veronica smiled triumphantly, gently caressing his tear-streaked face. "Good boy. Mommy knew you’d love it." 

Elena slowly increased her rhythm, each thrust deeper, more insistent, more humiliatingly pleasurable. Lucas gasped sharply, his helpless body responding shamefully to her control, hips instinctively pressing back against her invading length. 

"Beg Mommy Elena," Veronica commanded softly, her voice firm yet filled with dark affection. "Beg Mommy to keep punishing you." 

Lucas whimpered, trembling uncontrollably, utterly broken and desperate. "Please," he sobbed softly, his voice thick with helpless arousal. "Please, Mommy Elena… Please, punish me harder. I deserve it." 

Elena groaned softly, thrusting deeper, praising him lovingly, "Good boy, Lucas. Mommy will punish you just how you need." 

The intense sensations overwhelmed Lucas, humiliation melting into forbidden pleasure as he surrendered completely. Elena’s thrusts intensified, driving deeper, faster, filling Lucas with sensations that shattered his resistance entirely. 

"Cum in your diaper for Mommy," Veronica ordered sharply, reaching beneath Lucas to press firmly against his swollen diapered front, amplifying the overwhelming pleasure coursing through him. "Show us just how helpless you truly are." 

Lucas cried out sharply, climax tearing violently through him, the humiliation and pleasure mingling inextricably, his diaper filling shamefully beneath him as he sobbed in helpless release. His body trembled violently beneath Elena’s gentle yet unyielding dominance. 

When Lucas finally stopped shaking, Elena slowly withdrew, leaving him trembling and utterly spent. Veronica gently fastened his diaper, carefully soothing him as Elena released the restraints. 

"You did so well," Elena whispered lovingly, cradling Lucas in her arms. "Mommy is so proud." 

Veronica smiled approvingly, her eyes darkly triumphant. "You’ve learned your lesson beautifully, Lucas. You’re completely broken, completely dependent. Exactly where you belong." 

Lucas sobbed softly, clinging desperately to Elena, humiliation and affection blending confusingly within him. He had tried to rebel, tried to reclaim some dignity, yet he'd ended up exactly where they wanted him—completely broken, utterly theirs. 

Veronica leaned close, whispering softly, "You belong here forever, sweetheart. Helpless. Diapered. And completely under Mommy’s control." 

Lucas whimpered softly, nodding weakly in surrender, knowing deep within his core that Veronica spoke the truth. He would never rebel again. 

He would never want to. 


Chapter 9: Forever Theirs (Epilogue) 

The gentle melody of nursery music floated softly through the air as Lucas slowly woke, nestled comfortably beneath pastel-colored blankets. His diaper was warm, snug, and humiliatingly full from a night without any control. He sighed softly, the sensation now strangely comforting rather than distressing—a reminder of the permanent regression he'd surrendered to completely. 

The nursery door opened quietly, revealing Nurse Elena, her gentle presence immediately filling him with warmth and security. Behind her stood Nurse Veronica, her eyes glittering with confident satisfaction as she watched Lucas's sleepy awakening. 

“Good morning, sweetheart,” Elena murmured gently, approaching his crib, her honey-blonde hair glowing in the soft morning light. “Did my little baby sleep well?” 

Lucas nodded shyly, his cheeks blushing slightly as he looked up at her with wide, trusting eyes. "Yes, Mommy Elena." 

She smiled softly, gently lifting him from the crib into her arms. The soft crinkle of his heavy diaper reminded him again of his permanent regression—of his total dependence on these powerful, beautiful women who controlled every aspect of his existence. 

Veronica stepped closer, running gentle fingertips along his flushed cheek. Her presence was as commanding as ever, yet her touch held genuine affection. "It's time, Lucas. Today we finalize your place here." 

Lucas shivered slightly, nervous but strangely eager. Over the weeks of humiliation, punishment, and submission, he'd completely broken beneath their loving yet relentless care, becoming utterly dependent on the comforting embrace of diapers, the humiliating control of pacifiers, bottles, and infantile regression. 

Elena gently lifted him from the crib, carefully helping him up onto a plush changing table, her movements slow, deliberate, and maternal. Veronica stood by her side, smiling approvingly as Elena removed his heavy diaper, cleaning him gently and thoroughly, then fastening an even thicker diaper securely around his hips. 

“Today, we present you to everyone as our perfect, helpless baby boy,” Veronica said softly, gently tracing Lucas's blushing cheeks with her fingertips. “You've become exactly what we wanted. Completely dependent, completely obedient, and completely ours.” 

Lucas whimpered softly but nodded shyly, no longer resisting the truth of her words. He belonged to them, mind and body, and the realization filled him with embarrassing warmth. 

Dressed carefully in a pastel-yellow romper, pacifier clipped gently to his chest, Lucas allowed Veronica and Elena to guide him by hand toward the dormitory’s grand hall, each step crinkling loudly beneath him, announcing his permanent regression to everyone within earshot. 

The grand hall was filled with students, faculty, and visitors—many of whom had watched Lucas’s humiliating journey from confident student to helpless diaper-dependent baby. They smiled knowingly, murmuring appreciatively as he entered, his thick diaper and infantilized outfit clearly visible beneath the romper he now wore. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," Veronica announced proudly, her voice ringing clearly, confident and commanding. "I present Lucas, our fully regressed, helpless baby boy. His journey has been one of complete submission, total regression, and absolute obedience." 

Lucas blushed deeply, embarrassment burning through him, yet his body instinctively leaned closer into Elena’s gentle, comforting embrace. Elena smiled softly, reassuringly stroking his hair as Veronica continued. 

"Lucas has learned the true meaning of dependence," Veronica stated, gently squeezing the front of his diaper. Lucas gasped softly, whimpering slightly as pleasure and embarrassment mingled deeply within him. "He now requires constant diapering, care, and supervision. He cannot function as an adult anymore." 

The audience applauded softly, smiling approvingly at Lucas’s obvious helplessness. 

Elena guided him gently onto the raised platform, seating herself comfortably before carefully pulling Lucas onto her lap. He whimpered softly as she positioned him gently for a feeding, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a soft, full breast. 

"Drink now, sweetheart," Elena whispered lovingly, guiding his mouth gently. Lucas obediently began suckling softly, humiliation mingling deeply with warmth and comfort as Elena rocked him gently. 

The crowd murmured appreciatively, smiling softly, watching the intimate act of complete infantile submission. Veronica gently stroked Lucas’s hair, affectionately praising him as he fed. 

"Observe his total surrender," Veronica explained softly, her voice gentle yet firm. "Lucas has fully embraced his role as a diapered baby, permanently giving up every shred of his adulthood. He now depends entirely on Mommy Elena and me for everything." 

Lucas whimpered softly as Veronica gently pressed the familiar remote, causing the vibrating plug within his diaper to gently hum, softly teasing, reinforcing his shameful, irresistible dependence. 

"Relax, baby," Veronica whispered affectionately, lovingly caressing his flushed cheeks as Lucas drank slowly, pleasure and humiliation swirling helplessly inside him. "You belong to Mommy forever now." 

Lucas trembled softly, eyes glazed with helpless pleasure as he continued suckling obediently, feeling utterly safe, utterly loved, and utterly humiliated. 

As Elena gently finished feeding him, carefully buttoning her blouse, Veronica moved closer, cupping his cheek softly. "Lucas, tell everyone how you feel about your diapers now." 

His voice trembled slightly, embarrassment and genuine vulnerability mixing deeply. "I—I love my diapers, Mommy Veronica," he whispered softly, sincerely, helplessly. "I need them. I—I can't live without them." 

The gathered observers murmured approvingly, clearly pleased by his honest admission. 

"Perfect," Veronica praised gently, leaning forward to press a tender, possessive kiss against Lucas’s forehead. "You’re ours forever now. A diapered baby, completely helpless, completely owned." 

Lucas whimpered softly, cheeks flaming, yet he leaned into their comforting embrace, feeling genuinely safe, loved, and utterly dependent. 

Elena gently rocked him, whispering lovingly, "You've become our perfect baby, Lucas. Mommy Elena and Nurse Veronica will always take care of you." 

Lucas nodded weakly, surrendering fully to their comforting dominance. He had lost everything—his independence, his adulthood, his dignity—and yet he had gained something infinitely more precious in return: the unbreakable bond of belonging completely to them. 

As the ceremony concluded and the observers dispersed, Elena and Veronica gently guided Lucas back to his nursery, lovingly laying him down into his crib. Elena carefully tucked him in, pressing a gentle kiss against his forehead. 

"Rest now, baby," Elena whispered lovingly. "Mommy Elena loves you very much." 

Veronica leaned close, smiling softly yet triumphantly. "Forever ours," she murmured gently, tracing his cheek with her fingertips. "Our perfect, helpless baby boy." 

Lucas whimpered softly, drifting gently into sleep, fully broken, utterly humiliated, and permanently dependent. 

Yet deep down, as sleep pulled him under, he knew without a doubt: 

He had never felt happier. 

He belonged completely to them, diapered and helpless, forever.
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