

Little Girl Lost

A Dark DDLG Romance of Surrender, Diapers, and Daddy's Control (Daddy's Dark Rules Book 5)


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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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


Chapter 1: Rock Bottom

Maren stood on Daniel’s porch, rain hammering down. Her suitcases flanked her, soaked through like her cheap cardigan. Mascara streaked her cheeks, black rivers of defeat.

She hadn’t slept in thirty-six hours.

The cold bit into her skin, seeping through the thin fabric. Her hands shook as she clutched her phone, the screen still showing the call log. Daniel’s name, timestamped an hour ago, when she’d sobbed into the receiver.

She didn’t want to be here.

But she had nowhere else to go. Fired. Evicted. Two suitcases and a life unraveling faster than she could grab the threads.

The door swung open.

Daniel stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame. His beard was neat, dark with flecks of gray, and his eyes didn’t flicker with surprise. He’d been expecting her.

“Come in.”

His voice was low, steady. It cut through the rain’s relentless drum. She didn’t move until he stepped forward and took her suitcases, one in each large hand.

Inside, the warmth hit her like a wall. The house smelled of wood polish and something cooking—something rich. Her stomach growled, loud and pathetic.

“Upstairs.”

He didn’t wait for her to respond. He climbed the steps, suitcases in tow, and she followed, dragging her wet sneakers across his clean hardwood. Every step felt heavier than the last.

The guest room was small but neat. A twin bed with a gray quilt, a dresser, a single window. He set her bags by the foot of the bed.

“Shower’s down the hall. Clean up. Dinner’s almost ready.”

She nodded, barely. Words felt too big, too heavy. Her throat burned from crying.

He didn’t linger. Just turned and left, his boots quiet on the floor. The door clicked shut behind him.

She stood there, dripping onto the rug.

The shower burned her cold skin at first. She stood under the spray, letting it wash away the rain, the mascara, the last of her pride. Her dark circles seemed deeper in the foggy mirror after.

She didn’t have clean clothes unpacked. So she pulled on the same damp jeans and a wrinkled sweater from her suitcase. The chipped nail polish on her fingers mocked her as she dressed.

Downstairs, the kitchen glowed with warm light. Daniel stood at the stove, stirring a pot. His sleeves were rolled up, forearms thick and steady as he worked.

“Sit.”

She sat. The chair scraped against the tile. Her hands fidgeted in her lap.

He set a plate in front of her. Pasta carbonara, steaming, the scent of bacon and cheese curling into her nose. Her mouth watered before she could stop it.

“Eat.”

She picked up the fork. The first bite hit her tongue, warm and rich. Her eyes stung—she hadn’t had a hot meal in eight days.

He didn’t sit. Just leaned against the counter, watching her with that quiet gaze. His presence filled the room without effort.

She ate faster than she meant to. The plate warmed her palms when she held it, scraping up the last bits. Her stomach ached, half from hunger, half from shame.

“You’re safe here. That’s the only thing you need to know tonight.”

His words landed soft but heavy. They pressed into her chest, a weight she didn’t expect. She looked up, meeting his eyes for the first time since the porch.

They were steady. Unwavering. A promise she wasn’t sure she could trust.

She didn’t respond. Just nodded, her fork still in hand. The rain tapped at the window, softer now.

He stepped forward, pulling a blanket from the back of a chair. It was thick, soft, and smelled faintly of cedar. He draped it over her shoulders without a word.

Her body sagged under the weight.

“Finish eating. Then rest. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

She wanted to argue. To say she didn’t need rest, didn’t need his rules. But her eyelids were already heavy, her body betraying her.

She finished the pasta. Every bite felt like a surrender. The blanket stayed on her shoulders, warm and grounding.

He took her plate to the sink. The clink of ceramic was the only sound. She watched his back, broad and unhurried, as he washed it by hand.

“Come on.”

He led her to the living room. A couch faced a dark TV, cushions deep and worn. She sank into it, the blanket still around her.

Her eyes burned. Sleep pulled at her, hard and fast. She didn’t fight it.

She didn’t make it upstairs.

Her last thought was the warmth. The blanket. The quiet hum of his house around her.

---

Hours later, her eyes snapped open. Darkness pressed in, the living room unfamiliar for a split second. Then she remembered.

3 a.m.

The blanket was tucked tight around her. She hadn’t done that. Her chest tightened at the thought of him adjusting it while she slept.

A glass of water sat on the coffee table. Two aspirin beside it. No note—just the quiet evidence of his care.

She heard him moving in the kitchen. Soft footsteps, a cabinet closing. He was still awake.

Her fingers curled into the blanket.

She didn’t get up. Didn’t call out. Just lay there, listening to the faint sounds of him, a strange anchor in the dark.

Her body felt heavy, but something else stirred. A flicker of heat, low and unasked for. It shamed her as much as it soothed her.

She closed her eyes again. The water and aspirin waited. So did whatever came next.

---

Maren’s dreams were fragmented. Rain on the porch. Daniel’s voice, low and steady, cutting through the noise.

She woke again, still on the couch. Morning light filtered through the curtains, gray and soft. The blanket hadn’t moved.

Her mouth was dry. She reached for the water, downed it in three gulps. The aspirin followed, bitter on her tongue.

Daniel wasn’t in the kitchen. But a plate sat on the counter, covered with foil. A sticky note read, “Eat. I’m in the office.”

Her stomach growled again. She peeled back the foil—scrambled eggs, toast, a sliced apple. Simple, but warm when she touched it.

She ate standing up. Each bite felt like another thread tying her here. To him.

Her eyes drifted to the hallway. His office door was cracked open, a sliver of light spilling out. She could hear the faint tap of a keyboard.

She didn’t go to him. Not yet. But the pull was there, quiet and insistent.

Her sweater hung loose on her frame. She hadn’t noticed how much weight she’d lost until now, standing in his kitchen, eating his food. Her reflection in the window looked small, fragile.

She hated it.

But she didn’t leave the plate unfinished. Didn’t push away the blanket when she sat back on the couch. Didn’t stop listening for his footsteps.

Her fingers traced the edge of the sticky note. “Eat.” A command, not a suggestion.

Her chest warmed at it.

She shook her head, trying to push the feeling away. She wasn’t a child. She didn’t need someone telling her what to do.

But her body disagreed. It leaned into the warmth, the structure, the quiet authority she hadn’t felt in months. Maybe years.

She folded the note and tucked it into her pocket. A small, secret thing. She didn’t know why.

The house was too quiet now. Her thoughts too loud. She pulled the blanket tighter, waiting for him to come out of that office.

Waiting for whatever he’d say next.

---

When Daniel emerged, it was nearing noon. His flannel shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled up again. He looked at her like he’d known she’d be there, curled on his couch.

“Sleep okay?”

She nodded. Her voice wasn’t ready yet.

He crossed the room, sitting on the arm of the couch. Close enough that she could smell his aftershave—clean, sharp. Her pulse ticked up.

“You look exhausted, Maren. We’re going to fix that. Starting today.”

Her brows furrowed. “Fix it how?”

He didn’t smile, but his eyes softened. “Routine. Rest. You don’t have to figure it out alone.”

She wanted to argue. To say she could handle herself. But the words died before they reached her lips.

His hand rested on the blanket, near her shoulder. Not touching, but close. The heat of it bled through the fabric.

Her breath hitched.

“You’re going to eat three meals today. You’re going to sleep in a bed tonight. And you’re going to let me help.”

It wasn’t a question. Her cheeks flushed, a mix of shame and something hotter. Something she didn’t want to name.

“Okay,” she whispered.

His gaze held hers. Steady. Unrelenting.

“Good girl.”

The words hit her like a punch. Warmth spread low, uninvited, and her thighs pressed together under the blanket. She looked away, mortified.

He didn’t comment on it. Just stood, his shadow falling over her for a moment. Then he was gone, back to the kitchen.

She sat there, frozen.

Good girl. Two words shouldn’t do that to her. Shouldn’t make her ache.

But they did.

Her fingers dug into the blanket. She could still feel the ghost of his near-touch. Her body hummed, traitorously awake now.

She didn’t move. Didn’t follow him. But she knew she would, eventually.

---

The day passed in a haze. Daniel moved through the house with purpose, checking on her without hovering. Each time, his presence pressed into her space, heavy and undeniable.

Lunch was soup and bread. He set it in front of her, watched until she took the first sip. Her hands shook less this time.

Dinner was chicken and rice. Simple, filling. She ate every bite under his quiet gaze.

“Bedtime at ten,” he said after. His tone left no room for debate. “You need it.”

She opened her mouth to protest. Closed it when his eyes narrowed, just a fraction. That disappointment stung more than she expected.

“Okay,” she said again. Softer this time.

He nodded. “Good girl.”

Her stomach flipped. Heat bloomed again, sharper now. She pressed her legs together, hoping he didn’t notice.

He did. She knew he did. But he didn’t say a word.

---

At 9:55, he knocked on her bedroom door. She was sitting on the bed, still in her sweater, staring at nothing. Her suitcases sat unpacked by the wall.

“Time to sleep, Maren.”

She looked up. His frame filled the doorway, solid and unyielding. Her pulse raced.

“I’m not tired,” she lied.

He stepped inside. Closed the distance in two strides. His hand tilted her chin up, gentle but firm.

“You are. And you’ll listen. Won’t you?”

Her breath caught. His thumb brushed her jaw, just once. Fire licked down her spine.

“Yes,” she breathed.

His eyes darkened. “Yes, what?”

She swallowed hard. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Yes, Daniel.”

He held her gaze a moment longer. Then released her. “Get under the covers. Now.”

She obeyed. The sheets were cool against her skin, the quilt heavy. He tucked it around her, his hands deliberate.

Her body ached. That heat wouldn’t leave, pooling low, making her squirm. She prayed he didn’t see.

“Sleep,” he said. His voice was softer now, but still a command. “I’ll be down the hall if you need me.”

She nodded. Her eyes followed him as he turned off the light. The door stayed cracked open, a sliver of hallway light cutting through.

She lay there, heart pounding.

Her fingers slipped under the quilt. Hesitated. Then pressed against the heat between her legs, over her jeans.

She bit her lip. A small, desperate sound escaped. She hated herself for it.

But she didn’t stop. Not until the edge crept close, sharp and trembling. Then she pulled her hand away, panting, denying herself.

Not yet. Not without… something. She didn’t know what.

Her eyes drifted to the cracked door. She heard him moving again, somewhere in the house. Always there, even when he wasn’t.

She closed her eyes. Sleep came slow, but it came. And with it, the promise of tomorrow.

Tomorrow, when he’d be waiting. When she’d hear those words again. When she’d fall a little further.


Chapter 2: House Rules

Maren woke to sunlight cutting through the blinds. She squinted. It was too early for this—way too early.

Her phone read 7:45 AM. She hadn’t seen a morning in weeks. Not since the pink slip, the eviction, the collapse of everything.

She rolled over, burying her face in the pillow. The bed was too soft. Daniel’s guest room smelled like clean linen, not like the stale air of her old apartment.

A knock on the door. Sharp. Unapologetic.

“Up, Maren.” His voice was low, steady, cutting through the fog in her head.

She groaned into the pillow. Didn’t move. She wasn’t ready for him today.

The door creaked open. She felt his presence before she saw him. Broad, unhurried, filling the room without trying.

“I said up.” A pause. “Now.”

She pushed herself to sit, hair a mess, still in yesterday’s sweater. Her eyes met his. Dark, bearded, and impossibly calm.

He held a piece of paper in one hand. Crisp, white, folded once. His other hand rested on the doorframe, casual but commanding.

“Kitchen. Five minutes.” He turned and left. No argument allowed.

She stared at the empty doorway. Her chest tightened. Why did his voice do that to her?

She dragged herself out of bed. Bare feet on the cold hardwood. The mirror showed dark circles, chipped nail polish, a woman she didn’t recognize.

Downstairs, the kitchen smelled of coffee and toast. Daniel stood at the counter, pouring a mug. His sleeves were rolled up, forearms strong, moving with purpose.

“Sit.” He pointed to the table. No question in his tone.

She sat. The chair creaked under her. She felt small, out of place in his orderly world.

He placed the mug in front of her. Then the paper. Unfolded, it was a schedule—typed, precise, black ink on white.

“Read it.” His finger tapped the top line. “Breakfast at 8.”

Her eyes scanned down. Lunch at noon. Dinner at 7—together. Lights out by 11. One hour outside per day.

She laughed. A short, sharp bark. “You’re kidding.”

His face didn’t change. No smile, no anger. Just that steady gaze, pinning her in place.

“This isn’t a negotiation, Maren. You’re falling apart, and I’m not going to watch it happen under my roof.”

Her laughter died. She opened her mouth to argue. The words stuck.

He leaned forward. Hands on the table, close enough she could smell the faint cedar of his cologne. “You’ve slept until 2 every day. Eaten cereal over the sink. You’re not living—you’re surviving. Barely.”

Her face burned. She looked at the schedule, not at him. He saw too much.

“I don’t need a babysitter.” Her voice was small, petulant. She hated how it sounded.

“You need structure.” His tone softened, but only a fraction. “And I’m giving it to you.”

She pushed the paper away. Just an inch. A tiny rebellion.

His eyes narrowed. That quiet disappointment hit harder than any yell. Her stomach twisted.

“Try again.” He slid the paper back. His finger tapped ‘lights out by 11’—firm, deliberate.

She stared at the line. Her hands fidgeted in her lap. Why did she want to cry?

“Fine.” She muttered it. Barely audible.

“Louder.” His voice was calm. Unyielding.

“Fine.” She met his eyes. Her heart raced.

“Good girl.” The words rolled off his tongue, easy and warm.

Heat bloomed low in her belly. Unwanted, sharp, spreading fast. She pressed her thighs together under the table.

He noticed. She knew he did. But he said nothing, just straightened up and turned back to the counter.

“Breakfast now. Toast and eggs. Eat every bite.” He set a plate in front of her.

She stared at the food. Her hands trembled as she picked up the fork. The first bite tasted like obedience.

---

The day dragged. The schedule loomed in her mind, a silent overseer. Every tick of the clock felt like his voice.

Lunch at noon. He made sandwiches, watched her eat. His gaze was heavy, approving when she finished.

Outside time at 2. She sat on the porch, bundled in a jacket he’d handed her. The air was crisp, the sunlight strange on her skin.

Dinner at 7. Chicken stew, steaming, rich. She ate under his watch, every spoonful a surrender.

Her body fought it. Wanted to slump back to old habits—cereal at midnight, sleep at dawn. But his disappointment was worse than any alarm.

At 9:30, he appeared in the guest room doorway. She was on the bed, scrolling job listings she wouldn’t apply to. Her suitcases still sat unpacked.

“Time to wind down.” His frame blocked the light. “Lights out soon.”

“I’m not a child.” She didn’t look up. Her voice lacked conviction.

“You’re under my roof. My rules.” He stepped closer. “Get ready for bed.”

Her pulse quickened. She wanted to snap back. Instead, she nodded.

He lingered a moment. Then turned. “I’ll check on you at 11.”

The door stayed cracked open. Always that sliver of hallway light. Always him, just out of sight.

She changed into an old T-shirt, crawled under the quilt. Her body buzzed. That heat hadn’t left since breakfast.

Her fingers hesitated under the covers. Then pressed against the ache between her legs. A small gasp escaped.

She stopped. Pulled her hand away. Not yet—not without his permission, somehow.

She hated that thought. Hated how it made her wetter. Her thighs clenched, desperate.

The clock hit 10:45. She lay there, staring at the ceiling. Sleep wouldn’t come.

Footsteps in the hall. Slow, deliberate. Her breath caught.

He pushed the door open. Stood there, silhouetted. “Still awake?”

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Her body ached under his gaze.

He stepped inside. Sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped under his weight.

“You’re fighting it.” His hand rested on the quilt, near her hip. “Stop.”

Her heart pounded. Heat pulsed low. She squirmed, just a little.

His eyes darkened. “Be still, Maren.” His voice was a command, soft but iron.

She froze. Her breath came fast. The ache grew sharper.

His hand moved. Slid under the quilt, over her hip, stopping just above her thigh. Warm through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“You need rest.” His fingers lingered. “But you need this too, don’t you?”

She whimpered. Couldn’t stop it. Her hips twitched toward his touch.

“Shh.” His thumb brushed her skin, just once. Fire shot through her.

“Please.” The word slipped out. Small, desperate.

“Please what?” His voice dropped lower. His hand didn’t move.

“Please… touch me.” Her face burned. She couldn’t look at him.

He chuckled. Soft, dark. “Not yet, little one. Not until you’ve earned it.”

Her body throbbed. Denial stung, but it made the heat worse. She pressed her legs together, trapped.

He pulled his hand back. Tucked the quilt tighter around her. “Sleep now. We’ll talk about rewards tomorrow.”

She nodded. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from sadness—from need.

He stood. Turned off the lamp. The room went dark, save for that hallway sliver.

“Night, Maren.” His voice was a promise. “Be good.”

The door stayed cracked. She lay there, trembling. Sleep was impossible now.

Her fingers itched to finish what he started. But she didn’t. Not without him.

---

The next morning, the alarm blared at 8. She groaned, slapped it off. Sunlight poured in again.

She sat up. Her body still hummed from last night. That ache hadn’t faded.

Downstairs, he waited. Coffee brewed, toast ready. The schedule sat on the table, a silent reminder.

“Morning.” His eyes scanned her. Took in every detail—messy hair, flushed cheeks.

“Morning.” Her voice was small. She sat, avoiding his gaze.

“Eat.” He pushed the plate closer. Watched until she took a bite.

Her hands shook. Not from hunger. From him.

They ate in silence. His presence pressed into her, heavy as ever. Every sip of coffee felt like submission.

“Outside after this.” He tapped the schedule. “One hour. No excuses.”

She nodded. Didn’t argue. Her body already knew the rhythm.

The porch was cold. She wrapped the jacket tighter—his jacket, oversized, smelling of him. The air bit her cheeks.

She sat on the steps. Watched the street, empty and quiet. Her mind drifted to last night.

His hand. His voice. That denial, sharp and cruel and perfect.

Her thighs pressed together. Heat flared again. She bit her lip, hard.

Back inside, he waited. Leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “Good girl. You listened.”

Her stomach flipped. Warmth spread low. She looked away, mortified.

He stepped closer. Tilted her chin up with one finger. “Don’t hide from me.”

Her breath hitched. His touch burned. She wanted more—so much more.

“Not yet.” He dropped his hand. “Follow the rules today. Then we’ll see.”

Denial again. It hurt. It thrilled her.

Lunch passed. Dinner too. Every meal under his watch, every bite a quiet surrender.

At 10:45, she was in bed. No prompting this time. Her body just… knew.

She stared at the ceiling. Wondered when she started wanting this. Wanting his rules, his voice, his control.

Footsteps in the hall. Her pulse spiked. He was coming.

The door opened. He stood there, shadow filling the frame. “Early tonight. Good.”

She nodded. Her voice wouldn’t work. Heat pulsed between her legs.

He sat on the bed again. Closer this time. His hand rested on her quilted hip.

“You’ve done well today.” His fingers pressed, just a little. “Deserve a reward, don’t you think?”

Her breath caught. She nodded again. Desperate now.

His hand slid under the quilt. Found the edge of her panties through the thin shirt. Teased the waistband.

She gasped. Hips lifted, chasing his touch. Shame burned, but need burned hotter.

“Shh. Let me.” His fingers slipped lower. Brushed over her, light and deliberate.

Her body arched. A moan escaped. She couldn’t stop it.

“So wet already.” His voice was dark, approving. “My good girl.”

The words broke her. Heat surged, sharp and fast. She trembled under his touch.

He circled her clit. Slow, torturous. Building her up, watching her face.

“Please.” She whimpered. “Please, Daniel.”

“Yes, what?” His fingers paused. Waited.

“Yes, Daniel.” Her voice shook. “Please let me.”

He smiled. Small, controlled. “Good girl. Cum for me.”

His fingers moved faster. Pressed harder. She shattered, crying out, body clenching hard.

The orgasm ripped through her. Wave after wave, wet and hot, spilling into her panties. She gasped, trembled, collapsed.

He didn’t stop. Kept stroking, drawing it out. Her moans turned to whimpers, oversensitive.

“Enough.” He pulled his hand away. Wiped it on the quilt, casual and possessive.

She panted. Face flushed, body spent. Shame crept in, but so did warmth.

He tucked her in tighter. Brushed hair from her face. “Sleep now, little one.”

She nodded. Eyes heavy. His touch lingered in her mind.

“Tomorrow’s a new day.” His voice dropped. “And Daddy’s got more rules for you.”

Her breath hitched. Daddy. The word sank deep, hooked into something raw.

He stood. Turned off the light. Left the door cracked, always that sliver.

She lay there, heart pounding. Tomorrow loomed. More rules, more surrender.

She didn’t fight it. Didn’t want to. Not anymore.


Chapter 3: Between the Cushions

Maren sprawled on the couch, legs tucked under her. The TV droned in the background, some mindless cooking show. Her eyes weren’t on the screen.

She felt… steady. Two weeks in Daniel’s house, and the chaos in her head had quieted. His rules, his schedule—they anchored her.

Breakfast at 8. Outside at 9. Lunch at noon. Bed by 11. She didn’t fight it anymore.

Last night, his touch. His voice. “Daddy’s got more rules for you.” The word—Daddy—still echoed, raw and heavy.

Her cheeks burned. She shifted on the couch, thighs pressing together. Heat lingered from that orgasm, from his fingers.

She reached for the remote. Her hand slid between the cushions, searching. Fingers brushed something smooth, not plastic, not the remote.

She pulled it out. A pink pacifier, adult-sized, silicone nipple gleaming under the living room light. Her breath caught.

What the hell? Her heart thudded. She turned it over in her hand, thumb rubbing the soft tip.

It wasn’t hers. Obviously. But whose?

Footsteps. Heavy, unhurried. Daniel.

Her pulse spiked. She froze, pacifier still in her grip. He stopped in the doorway, broad frame filling the space.

His eyes dropped to her hand. They lingered there. His face didn’t change, but something shifted in the air.

“What’s that?” Her voice came out small. She hated how it trembled.

He didn’t answer right away. Just crossed the room, slow and deliberate. Sat on the couch beside her, close enough that his thigh brushed hers.

Her skin prickled. She gripped the pacifier tighter. Didn’t let go.

“Maren.” His voice was low, steady. “I need to tell you something.”

Her stomach twisted. She nodded, barely. Eyes locked on the pink silicone in her palm.

He leaned back, arm resting along the couch behind her. Not touching, but close. His presence pressed into her, heavy and warm.

“I was married. Her name was Elaine. We had… a different kind of life together.” His tone didn’t waver, didn’t apologize.

She swallowed hard. Her thumb pressed into the pacifier’s nipple. Smooth, cool against her skin.

“She was my Little. I was her Daddy. Not just in words, but in everything.” He paused, letting that sink in.

Her heartbeat pounded in her ears. Little. Daddy. The words from last night—they weren’t random.

“We had rules, structure. I took care of her in ways most people wouldn’t understand.” His voice dropped lower, softer. “That pacifier was hers.”

Her chest tightened. She stared at the object in her hand. It felt heavier now.

“There’s a room upstairs. Locked. It’s… hers still. A nursery, built for her.” He didn’t flinch as he said it.

A nursery. Her mind reeled. That door at the end of the hallway—she’d noticed it, wondered, but never asked.

“Cribs, diapers, onesies. Everything she needed to feel safe, small, cared for.” His gaze stayed on her, watching her reaction.

Her face burned. Diapers. The word hit like a slap, but… she wasn’t disgusted.

Why wasn’t she disgusted?

“I’m not ashamed of what I am, Maren. I take care of people. That’s what I do.” His voice was firm, unyielding. “The only question is how far that care goes.”

Her breath hitched. She met his eyes for the first time. They were steady, dark, searching.

She didn’t know what to say. Her thumb kept rubbing the pacifier. Smooth, hypnotic.

“Ask me anything.” He leaned closer, just a fraction. “I won’t lie to you.”

Her lips parted. A question slipped out before she could stop it. “Did… did she like it?”

His mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Yes. It made her feel safe. Loved.”

Safe. Loved. The words dug into something raw inside her.

Another question, quieter. “Why tell me now?”

“Because you found it.” His gaze dropped to the pacifier. “And because I see you, Maren. I see what you need.”

Her stomach flipped. Heat crept up her neck. She looked away, mortified.

What did he see? A mess? A failure who couldn’t keep a job or pay rent?

Or something else?

“Put it down if you want.” His voice stayed calm. “Or don’t. It’s your choice.”

Her fingers tightened on the pacifier. She didn’t put it down. Didn’t want to.

They sat in silence. His arm still rested behind her, close but not touching. Her heartbeat wouldn’t slow.

“I… I don’t know what to think.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“You don’t have to know yet.” He shifted, thigh pressing against hers now. “Just listen to me. Let me take care of you.”

Her body reacted before her mind. Warmth spread low, that familiar ache. She bit her lip, hard.

He noticed. He always noticed. His hand moved, resting on her knee, large and warm.

“Look at me.” His tone sharpened, just enough. A command.

She obeyed. Eyes flicked up to his. Her breath caught at the intensity there.

“You’ve been following my rules. Doing so well.” His thumb brushed her knee, slow and deliberate. “I’m proud of you, little one.”

Her insides melted. Little one. The words hit deeper than they should have.

His hand slid higher, just an inch. Her thighs tensed. Heat pulsed between them.

“Daniel…” Her voice shook. She didn’t know what she was asking for.

“Shh.” His thumb circled, teasing her skin. “Let me show you.”

Show her what? Her mind spun, but her body leaned into his touch. Traitorous, needy.

His hand moved up her thigh, slow, deliberate. Fingers brushed the edge of her shorts. Her gasp was loud in the quiet room.

“Relax.” His voice was dark, soothing. “Daddy’s got you.”

Daddy. The word sent a jolt through her. Her pussy clenched, wet already.

His fingers slipped under the fabric. Found the edge of her panties. Teased there, not pushing further.

She whimpered. Hips shifted, chasing his touch. Shame burned, but need burned hotter.

“Good girl.” His praise was a low growl. “So eager already.”

Her face flushed. She couldn’t look at him. But her body wouldn’t stop.

He pulled his hand back. She whined, a pathetic little sound. Didn’t mean to.

“Not yet.” He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You cum when I say.”

Her breath shuddered. She nodded, desperate. “Yes, Daniel.”

“Yes, what?” His thumb brushed her lip. Waited.

“Yes, Daddy.” The word slipped out, small and trembling. It felt… right.

His eyes darkened. Approval. “Good girl.”

He stood, towering over her. Adjusted himself, the bulge in his pants obvious. Her mouth watered.

“Come here.” He held out a hand. Pulled her up when she took it.

Her legs wobbled. She still clutched the pacifier. Didn’t let go.

He led her to the armchair. Sat down, pulled her into his lap. Her back pressed against his chest, his hardness against her ass.

She gasped. His arms wrapped around her, one hand sliding under her shirt. Found her breast, squeezed.

Her head tipped back. A moan escaped. His fingers pinched her nipple, hard.

“So responsive.” His beard scratched her neck as he spoke. “My little one.”

Her pussy throbbed. She squirmed in his lap. Felt him harden more against her.

His other hand moved lower. Slipped into her shorts, into her panties. Brushed over her clit.

She cried out. Hips bucked. Wetness soaked through the fabric.

“Fuck, you’re dripping.” His fingers circled, slow and torturous. “All for me.”

“Yes, Daddy.” She whimpered, lost in it. Body trembling under his control.

He kept teasing. Building her up, keeping her on edge. Her moans turned desperate.

“Please.” She gripped his arm. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet.” His voice was firm. “Hold it. For Daddy.”

She whined, shaking. Her body screamed for release. But she obeyed.

His fingers sped up, just enough. Pressure built, sharp and unbearable. She was so close.

“Look at what you’re holding.” His voice cut through the haze. “That pacifier. Put it in your mouth.”

Her eyes widened. Shock cut through the lust. “W-what?”

“Do it.” His tone left no room for argument. “Now.”

Her hand trembled. She lifted the pacifier. Pressed the silicone nipple to her lips.

It felt… strange. Smooth, foreign. But she sucked it in, just a little.

“Good girl.” His praise sent a fresh wave of heat through her. “Suck on it. Let Daddy take care of the rest.”

She did. Sucked harder, the silicone filling her mouth. Her body relaxed, just a fraction.

His fingers moved faster. Rubbed her clit with perfect pressure. She moaned around the pacifier, muffled and pathetic.

“That’s it.” His voice was dark, approving. “Cum for me now, baby girl.”

She shattered. The orgasm hit hard, ripping through her. Her pussy clenched, wetness gushing into her panties.

She cried out, muffled by the pacifier. Body shook, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her. Her hips jerked, riding his hand.

He didn’t stop. Kept stroking, drawing it out. Her whimpers turned to oversensitive gasps.

“Enough.” He pulled his hand free. Wiped it on her thigh, possessive and casual.

She panted, spent. The pacifier slipped from her mouth, wet with spit. Shame crept in, hot and sharp.

He took it from her. Set it on the armrest. “You did so well, little one.”

Her chest warmed. Shame faded, just a little. His praise was everything.

He shifted her in his lap. Turned her to face him. Brushed hair from her flushed face.

“You’re safe with me.” His voice was softer now, but still firm. “Always.”

She nodded, eyes heavy. Body still buzzing from the orgasm. She believed him.

He held her there, arms strong around her. His heartbeat steady against her cheek. She melted into it.

Minutes passed. Maybe longer. She didn’t care.

Finally, he stood, lifting her with him. Set her on her feet. Her legs still wobbled.

“Bedtime soon.” He brushed her cheek with his thumb. “But first, clean up. I’ll run a bath.”

She nodded again. Didn’t argue. Didn’t want to.

He stepped back. Adjusted himself again, that bulge still there. Her eyes lingered.

“Tomorrow, we talk more.” His voice dropped, heavy with promise. “About what’s upstairs. About what you might need.”

Her breath hitched. Upstairs. The nursery.

Fear flickered. So did something else—curiosity, raw and hungry. She didn’t push it away.

He turned, headed for the bathroom. She watched him go. Felt the weight of that locked door, even from down here.

Later, in the guest room, she couldn’t sleep. Her phone glowed in the dark. She typed “DDLG” into the search bar.

Articles. Forums. Stories. She read for hours, eyes wide, heart pounding.

Her hand slipped under the pillow. Found the pacifier. She didn’t remember putting it there.

But she had. Her fingers closed around it. Smooth, cool, familiar now.

She didn’t put it in her mouth. Not yet. But she held it, tight, as the screen glowed.

Tomorrow loomed. More rules. More truths.

And that door at the end of the hallway. Waiting. Always waiting.


Chapter 4: The Locked Door

Maren stood in the upstairs hallway. It was 2pm on a Tuesday. The house was quiet except for the faint murmur of Daniel’s voice from his office.

She stared at the locked door. Six feet away. Her heart thumped too hard.

She’d been here for ten minutes. Maybe longer. Her chipped nail polish caught her eye as her fingers twitched at her side.

That door. It pulled at her. A secret she wasn’t sure she wanted to know.

Last night, she’d held the pacifier. Didn’t use it. But the weight of it under her pillow kept her awake.

“Tomorrow, we talk more,” he’d said. About upstairs. About needs.

Her stomach twisted. Fear. And something hotter, deeper.

She heard a door click. Daniel’s office. Her breath caught.

Footsteps. Slow, deliberate. He was coming.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Frozen in the hallway like a child caught sneaking.

He appeared at the top of the stairs. Broad shoulders, dark shirt rolled to the elbows. Beard neat, eyes sharp.

“Baby girl.” His voice was low, calm. “What are you doing?”

Her mouth went dry. “I… I was just looking.”

He stepped closer. Studied her face. His gaze felt like a weight.

“Looking at the door.” Not a question. A statement.

She nodded. Barely.

He tilted his head. Reached into his pocket. Pulled out a key.

Her heart skipped. “Is that…?”

He held it up. Let it catch the light. “For the room.”

She swallowed hard. “Can I see it?”

His eyes didn’t leave hers. Searching. Measuring.

Then, a nod. “If you’re ready.”

She wasn’t. Not really. But she nodded anyway.

He stepped past her. His presence filled the hallway. Warm, steady, unavoidable.

The key slid into the lock. A soft click. It echoed in her chest.

He pushed the door open. Stepped back. Let her see first.

She hesitated. One second. Two.

Then she moved forward. Peered inside. Her breath caught again.

A nursery. Soft, warm, perfect. Not a speck of dust.

A custom crib, big enough for an adult. High rails, smooth wood, pale blue bedding. So inviting it hurt.

A changing table, padded, with shelves below. Stacked with diapers, onesies, all in muted pastels. Lavender scent lingered, faint but deliberate.

A rocking chair by the window. Old, worn, but loved. Soft light filtered through sheer curtains.

Stuffed animals lined a shelf. Bears, bunnies, a worn-out lamb. Each one placed with care.

She stepped inside. Her feet moved without permission. The air felt different here—safe, heavy with memory.

Daniel stayed in the doorway. Watching. Always watching.

She walked to the crib. Touched the railing. Smooth under her trembling fingers.

Her eyes drifted to the changing table. Diapers. Real ones, thick, white, waiting.

Her face burned. Shame. But her hand stayed on the crib.

She moved again. To the shelf. Picked up a stuffed bunny, fleece soft against her palm.

She held it to her chest. Hugged it tight. Didn’t care how it looked.

Daniel didn’t speak. Just stood there. A silhouette of control.

She glanced at the rocking chair. Drawn to it. Like it called her name.

She crossed the room. Sat down. The creak of the wood was loud in the silence.

It rocked gently. Back and forth. Her body relaxed without her say-so.

The bunny stayed against her chest. Soft, grounding. She closed her eyes for a moment.

Time slipped. Five minutes. Ten. Maybe more.

She opened her eyes. Daniel hadn’t moved. His gaze was steady, unreadable.

“Why?” Her voice was small. “Why keep this?”

He shifted. Just enough to fill the doorway more. “I kept it exactly the way it was. Not because I was waiting for someone. Because some things deserve to stay ready.”

Her throat tightened. Ready. For what? For her?

She didn’t ask. Didn’t want the answer. Not yet.

She rocked again. The creak soothed her. The lavender scent wrapped around her like a blanket.

Her fingers traced the bunny’s ear. So soft. Too soft.

Memories flickered. Not of this room. Of something older, vaguer—being small, being held.

She pushed it down. Stood up. The chair creaked one last time.

“I… I should go.” Her voice wavered. She didn’t move.

Daniel tilted his head. “Take the bunny. If you want.”

Her eyes snapped to his. Surprise. Then warmth.

She nodded. Clutched it tighter. “Thank you.”

He stepped aside. Let her pass. But his presence pressed against her anyway.

She walked out. The hallway felt colder. Harsher.

He closed the door behind her. Didn’t lock it. Not yet.

She didn’t look back. Went straight to her room. Shut the door.

Her bed was unmade. Clothes on the floor. Chaos, like always.

She sat down. Bunny still in her arms. Stared at nothing.

Her mind spun. That room. Those things.

Diapers. Crib. A whole world she didn’t understand.

But she’d stayed. Forty-five minutes. Longer than she’d meant to.

Her body felt heavy. Tired. Like the rocking chair had drained her.

She lay back. Pulled the bunny close. Its softness pressed to her cheek.

Sleep pulled at her. Unusual for 3pm. But she didn’t fight it.

When she woke, it was dark. The bunny was still there. Tucked under her arm.

She sat up. Checked the time. 8pm.

Her door was cracked open. Light spilled from the hallway. Daniel must’ve checked on her.

Her chest warmed. He always checked. Always cared.

She stood. Smoothed her shirt. Still holding the bunny.

Downstairs, she heard him. Pots clinking. Dinner, probably.

She went down. Bunny in hand. Didn’t hide it.

He was in the kitchen. Stirring something on the stove. He glanced over.

“Sleep well, little one?” His voice was soft. But firm.

She nodded. “Yeah. I… I didn’t mean to nap.”

He smiled. Small, knowing. “You needed it.”

She shifted. Looked at the bunny. Felt silly, but didn’t let go.

“Dinner’s almost ready.” He turned back to the stove. “Set the table?”

“Yes, Daddy.” It slipped out. Easy, natural.

Her face heated. But he didn’t react. Just nodded.

She set the table. Bunny on the counter nearby. Watching, almost.

Dinner was quiet. Chicken, rice, steamed broccoli. Simple, warm, filling.

He watched her eat. Always did. Making sure she finished.

“Good girl.” He said it when her plate was clean. Her body lit up.

After, they sat on the couch. TV on low. Some nature documentary.

She leaned into him. Didn’t think about it. Just did.

His arm went around her. Heavy, protective. She melted.

The bunny was on her lap now. Fingers tracing its ear again. Over and over.

“Feeling okay?” His voice rumbled against her. Low, close.

She nodded. “Yeah. Just… thinking about the room.”

He didn’t push. Waited. Let her speak.

“It’s… nice.” She hesitated. “Calm. I didn’t expect that.”

His hand rubbed her arm. Slow, deliberate. “It’s meant to be calm. A safe place.”

Safe. The word stuck. She wanted more of it.

Her body shifted. Closer to him. Her thigh pressed to his.

He felt it. Turned her face to his. Thumb on her chin.

“Baby girl.” His eyes darkened. “Tell Daddy what you need.”

Her breath hitched. Need. She didn’t know how to say it.

“I… I don’t know.” Her voice was small. Shaky.

His thumb brushed her lip. Slow. “You’ll figure it out. With me.”

Heat pooled low. Traitorous, quick. She squirmed.

He noticed. Always did. His hand dropped to her thigh.

“Stay still.” A command. Quiet, but iron.

She froze. Heart racing. Heat growing.

His fingers moved. Slid up her thigh. Under her shirt, just at the waistband.

Her breath stopped. Waiting. Wanting.

He didn’t go further. Just rested there. Warm, heavy.

“You liked the room.” Not a question. A fact.

She nodded. Face burning. “Yes, Daddy.”

His fingers tightened. Just a little. “Good girl.”

Her body reacted. Wetness, sharp and sudden. Shame followed.

He leaned closer. Lips near her ear. “I see it. That need.”

She whimpered. Soft, pathetic. Couldn’t help it.

His hand slid higher. Under her shirt. Over her stomach.

Her skin tingled. Every touch electric. Too much, not enough.

He stopped. Pulled back. Looked at her.

“Not yet.” His voice was firm. “Soon.”

Denial stung. Her body ached. But she nodded.

“Yes, Daddy.” Whispered. Obedient.

He stood. Adjusted himself. That bulge, obvious, tempting.

“Bedtime.” He held out a hand. “Come on.”

She took it. Let him pull her up. Bunny still in her other hand.

Upstairs, he tucked her in. Like always. Sheets smooth, tight.

The bunny went under her arm. Against her chest. Safe.

He brushed her hair back. “Sleep, little one. Tomorrow’s a new day.”

She nodded. Eyes heavy. Body still buzzing.

He turned off the light. Left the door cracked. Always did.

She lay there. Bunny soft, grounding. Mind spinning.

That room. The crib. The diapers.

Fear flickered. So did want. A dangerous, hungry want.

Sleep came slow. When it did, she dreamed of lavender. Of high rails and soft bedding.

Morning light woke her. 7am. Too early, but she sat up.

The bunny was there. Still tucked close. She hugged it tighter.

Downstairs, coffee smelled strong. Daniel’s routine. Always steady.

She went down. Hair messy, shirt wrinkled. Didn’t care.

He was at the counter. Laptop open. Focused.

Next to her usual spot, vitamins. Two orange pills. Same as every day.

But something new. A key. Small, silver, gleaming.

Her breath caught. She stared. Knew what it was.

He didn’t look up. Kept typing. “In case you want to visit when I’m not around.”

Her heart pounded. The nursery. Her choice now.

She touched the key. Cool metal. Heavy promise.

Fear again. Curiosity too. Stronger this time.

She slipped it into her pocket. Didn’t say a word. Just sat down.

Coffee was hot. Vitamins went down easy. The key burned against her thigh.

Tomorrow loomed. Or maybe today. That door waited.

And now, she could open it. Alone. Or with Daddy.

Her body warmed. Shame, want, need. All mixed up.

She sipped her coffee. Bunny on the table now. Watching.

Daniel typed. Silent, steady. Always in control.

She’d go back. She knew it. Soon.

The key felt heavier. A tether. A trap.

She didn’t push it away. Couldn’t. Didn’t want to.


Chapter 5: Just to See

Maren woke up with the key still in her pocket. It pressed against her thigh, a cold little weight. A reminder.

She sat up in bed. Hair tangled, shirt wrinkled from sleep. The bunny stared from the pillow, soft and silent.

Her heart thudded. That room. The nursery.

She’d been sneaking in for days now. Mornings when Daniel was downstairs, buried in his laptop. She’d sit in the rocking chair, bunny in her lap, breathing lavender and quiet.

She didn’t tell him. Couldn’t. But the key in her pocket felt like permission.

Downstairs, coffee was already brewed. Daniel’s routine never wavered. He didn’t look up from his screen as she shuffled in.

“Morning, little one.”

“Morning, Daddy.” Her voice was small. Shaky.

She sat at her spot. Vitamins waited. Two orange pills, same as always.

He kept typing. Broad shoulders relaxed, bearded jaw set. Always in control.

Her fingers brushed the key through her pocket. Heat crept up her neck. What if he knew?

Of course he knew. He always did. That quiet, steady gaze missed nothing.

She sipped her coffee. Burned her tongue. Didn’t care.

Her mind spun. The nursery door. Unlocked now, waiting.

She’d go again. Today. She knew it before she admitted it.

After breakfast, Daniel stayed at his desk. Work calls, emails, the hum of his deep voice through the house. She slipped upstairs.

The key turned easy in the lock. The door creaked open. Lavender hit her first, soft and calming.

She stepped inside. Closed the door behind her. Heart racing.

The crib loomed in the corner. High rails, soft bedding. Untouched by her so far.

Her eyes drifted to the shelves. Stacks of diapers, onesies, bottles. All neat, waiting.

She shouldn’t be here. Not alone. But her feet moved anyway.

She knelt on the plush rug. Fingers hesitated over a onesie. Soft pink, tiny white flowers, snap buttons at the crotch.

Her size. She knew it without checking. Daniel had planned this.

Her breath caught. She shouldn’t touch it. Shouldn’t want to.

But she did. Her hands shook as she pulled it off the shelf. Cotton so soft it felt like a whisper.

She held it to her chest. Closed her eyes. Imagined.

The door opened.

Her heart stopped.

Daniel stood there. Tall, unhurried, filling the frame. His eyes dropped to the onesie in her hands.

She froze. Face burning. Caught.

He didn’t speak at first. Just watched. That slow, deliberate inventory he always did.

“Maren.” His voice was low. Warm, not angry.

She couldn’t look at him. Stared at the floor. Hands clutching the onesie like a lifeline.

He stepped inside. Closed the door behind him. The click was loud in the quiet room.

“You can try it on.” His words were calm. Easy.

Her head snapped up. Eyes wide. “What?”

“Just to see how it feels. That’s all.” He crossed the room, slow and steady. “You can take it off whenever you want. You’re in control here, Maren.”

Control. The word felt like a lie. Her body trembled, but not from fear.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. He knelt in front of her, large hands resting on his thighs.

“Go on, baby girl.” His tone was gentle. Encouraging.

Her fingers fumbled. She stood, onesie still in hand. Turned away from him, cheeks burning.

She stripped off her shirt. Left her bra on. Pulled off her leggings, leaving plain cotton underwear.

The onesie felt softer against her bare arms. She slipped into it, one leg, then the other. Pulled it up over her hips.

It fit. Perfectly. Too perfectly.

She didn’t turn around. Couldn’t face him. The fabric hugged her, light and warm.

“Turn around, little one.”

She obeyed. Slow, shaky. Her eyes stayed on the floor.

He looked at her. Head to toe. Not a word.

Then he reached out. “Come here.”

She stepped closer. Heart pounding. His hands were steady, guiding her to stand between his knees.

“Lift your arms.” Another command. Quiet, but firm.

She did. He smoothed the fabric over her shoulders. Adjusted the fit.

Then his hands moved lower. Between her legs. Fingers found the snap buttons at the crotch.

Her breath hitched.

Snap. The first one closed. Loud in the silent room.

His knuckles brushed her inner thigh through the fabric. Warm, deliberate. She gasped.

Snap. The second one. His touch lingered, just a moment too long.

Snap. The third. Done.

She stood there. Trembling. The cotton pressed against her, soft but insistent.

“Look at yourself.” He nodded toward the mirror on the wall. Voice still calm.

She turned. Saw herself. Small, soft, different.

The pink onesie clung to her. Made her look… younger. Vulnerable.

Heat pooled low. Shame followed fast. Her thighs pressed together, involuntary.

Daniel stood behind her. His reflection loomed over hers. Broad, steady, in control.

“See how it feels?” His hands rested on her shoulders. Warm through the fabric.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Her body buzzed, traitorously alive.

“You can keep it on. For a while.” He stepped back. “Come downstairs when you’re ready.”

He left. Door clicked shut. Left her alone with her reflection.

She stared. Touched the fabric over her stomach. So soft, so wrong, so right.

Her fingers drifted lower. Over the snaps. Where his knuckles had been.

Wetness there. Already. She hated it, wanted more of it.

She didn’t take it off. Not yet. Walked downstairs an hour later, still wearing it.

Daniel was in the kitchen. Cooking lunch. Didn’t comment on the onesie.

“Sit, baby girl.” He nodded to her chair. Kept stirring the pot.

She sat. The snaps pressed against her. A constant reminder.

Lunch was quiet. Pasta, sauce, normal. But nothing felt normal.

Her body wouldn’t settle. Every shift in her seat made the fabric rub. Made her ache.

He watched her. Didn’t say a word. Just served her an extra helping.

After lunch, she curled up on the couch. TV on, some mindless show. Still in the onesie.

The snaps kept her aware. Kept her warm. Kept her wanting.

Daniel joined her. Sat close. His thigh pressed to hers through the fabric.

She squirmed. Couldn’t help it. Heat building again.

His hand rested on her knee. Casual, but heavy. “Comfortable?”

She nodded. Lied. “Yes, Daddy.”

His fingers squeezed. Just a little. “Good girl.”

Her body reacted. Wetness sharp, sudden. Shame burned hotter.

He didn’t push. Just sat with her. Let her stew in it.

Hours passed. TV droned. She stayed in the onesie.

Four hours. She counted. Didn’t want to take it off.

But she did. Finally. Upstairs, in the nursery again.

She unsnapped it herself. Fingers clumsy. Each pop echoed in her chest.

Slipped it off. Folded it carefully. Placed it back on the shelf.

Her reflection stared back. Normal clothes now. But not normal inside.

Dinner came. She sat across from Daniel. Wearing her usual shirt and leggings.

Her hand kept drifting. Under the table. Touching her inner thigh where the snaps had been.

He noticed. Didn’t say anything. Served her an extra portion.

“You look rested, little one.” His voice was warm. Steady.

She blushed. Nodded. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He smiled. Small, knowing. Kept eating.

Her thigh burned under her fingers. Memory of the snaps. Of his knuckles.

She ate slow. Mind spinning. What next?

His eyes met hers. Held them. A promise there.

“Tomorrow’s a new day, baby girl.” Low, deliberate. A hook.

She swallowed hard. Nodded again. Tomorrow loomed.

But tonight, her body wouldn’t forget. The onesie. The snaps.

His touch. So close. Too close.

She wanted more. Hated that she did. Couldn’t stop.

Dinner ended. Dishes done. Bedtime came.

He tucked her in. Like always. Sheets smooth, tight.

The bunny went under her arm. Safe, soft. But not enough.

“Sleep well, princess.” His hand brushed her hair. Lingered.

“Yes, Daddy.” Whispered. Obedient.

He turned off the light. Left the door cracked. Always did.

She lay there. Body buzzing. Mind racing.

The nursery waited. The onesie waited. More waited.

Her hand slipped under the covers. Touched her thigh again. Where his knuckles had been.

Heat flared. Wetness followed. Shame too.

She didn’t stop. Couldn’t. Fingers moved, slow, secret.

Her breath hitched. Quiet, so he wouldn’t hear. So she thought.

Building. Slow, aching. Need so sharp it hurt.

She bit her lip. Held back the sound. Kept going.

Closer. So close. Her body tensed.

Then stopped. Pulled her hand away. Denial stung worse than shame.

Not yet. Not without him. Not without Daddy.

She turned over. Hugged the bunny tight. Tried to sleep.

Tomorrow. His words echoed. A new day.

A new step. She knew it. Felt it.

The nursery door waited. Unlocked. Ready.

Her body ached. Wanting. Waiting.

Sleep came slow. Dreams of pink fabric. Of snaps.

Of Daddy’s hands. Steady, warm. In control.

Always in control.

---

The next morning, she woke early. Too early. Heart already racing.

The key was still in her pocket. Cold, heavy. A tether.

She sat up. Bunny in her lap. Stared at the wall.

The nursery was just down the hall. Waiting. Calling.

She didn’t move. Not yet. Fear and want battled inside.

Downstairs, coffee brewed. Daniel’s routine. Always steady.

She’d go down. Sit at her spot. Vitamins waiting.

But her mind stayed upstairs. In that room. With that onesie.

With him. His hands. Those snaps.

Her thighs pressed together. Heat again. Already.

She stood. Shaky. Decision half-made.

Today. Maybe today. She’d see.

See how it felt. Just to see. Like he said.

Her body buzzed. Traitorous. Hungry.

She walked to the door. Stopped. Hand on the knob.

Downstairs or upstairs? Coffee or nursery? Safety or surrender?

Her breath caught. Choice heavy. Too heavy.

But she knew. Deep down. Where she’d end up.

With Daddy. In that room. Snaps closing again.

She shivered. Want winning. Fear fading.

Soon. So soon. She’d see.

Just to see. That’s all. Or so she told herself.


Chapter 6: The First Diaper

Maren sat in the nursery, legs crossed under her on the rocking chair. The bunny rested in her lap, soft against her fingers. Her onesie—pink, snug—hugged her body, snaps cool between her thighs.

She rocked slowly. The chair creaked. Her mind wasn’t here, not fully—still stuck on last night, on dinner, on Daniel’s eyes promising more.

The doorway darkened. Daniel stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame. In his hand, a thick white diaper, folded neatly.

Her breath caught.

“Lie down on the table, baby girl.” His voice was low, steady. No question, just command.

She froze. Eyes on the diaper. That wasn’t a onesie or a bunny—this was different, heavier, humiliating.

“Now, Maren.” A hint of disappointment edged his tone.

Her legs moved before her mind did. She slid off the chair. Bunny dropped to the seat.

The changing table loomed ahead, padded and cool under the soft nursery light. She climbed up, slow, hesitant. Lay back, staring at the ceiling.

Daniel stepped closer. His presence filled the room, unhurried, in control. He set the diaper down beside her.

“You’ve been so good, little one.” His hand brushed her thigh, warm through the onesie. “Daddy just wants to take care of you.”

Her chest tightened. Take care of her? This wasn’t care—this was too much.

He unsnapped the onesie, each pop loud in the quiet room. Cool air hit her skin as he lifted the fabric. Her underwear was plain, cotton, unremarkable.

Not for long.

His fingers hooked the waistband. Slow, deliberate, he slid them down her legs. Folded them, set them aside on a shelf.

She shivered. Exposed. Vulnerable.

Daniel unfolded the diaper with a soft crinkle. The sound hit her like a slap—sharp, real, undeniable. He slid it under her hips, lifting her slightly with one strong hand.

Her face burned. She wanted to speak, to protest. But her throat locked tight.

“Shh, I’ve got you.” His voice soothed, even as her mind screamed. “You don’t have to hold anything together right now. That’s my job.”

Tears pricked her eyes. Not from shame, not yet. Something deeper, something she couldn’t name.

He reached for a small container of powder. Sprinkled it into his broad palm. The scent—babyish, soft—filled the air.

His hand pressed against her skin. Warm, firm, spreading the powder. Fingers lingered, slow circles over her inner thighs, too close to where heat was already building.

She bit her lip. Her body betrayed her. Wetness stirred, unasked for, unwanted.

“There we go.” He pulled the front of the diaper up, the padding thick between her legs. Tapes ripped, then pressed tight, snug, secure.

She couldn’t move her thighs together. The bulk forced them apart. A constant reminder of what she was wearing.

A tear slipped down her cheek.

Daniel’s face softened. He slid his arms under her, lifting her off the table like she weighed nothing. Her small frame pressed against his broad chest.

He carried her to the rocking chair. Sat down, cradling her in his lap. Her cheek rested against his heartbeat—steady, strong, grounding.

“I’ve got you,” he murmured. His hand stroked her hair, slow and rhythmic. “Let it out, princess.”

The tears came harder. Not sobs, just quiet streams down her face. Relief, surrender, something breaking inside her that had been clenched too long.

She didn’t know how long she cried. Minutes, maybe more. His shirt grew damp under her cheek, but he didn’t move, didn’t rush her.

Her body softened in his hold. The diaper crinkled faintly with every shift. That sound—it should have humiliated her, but it didn’t.

Not right now.

Instead, it felt... safe. Like a barrier between her and the world. Like Daddy was the only thing that mattered.

His hand moved from her hair to her back. Rubbed slow circles. “You’re okay, baby girl. Daddy’s here.”

Her breathing slowed. Eyelids grew heavy. The warmth of his chest, the steady rock of the chair—it pulled her under.

She slept.

---

When she woke, the light in the nursery had dimmed. Shadows stretched across the walls. She was still in his lap, still in his arms.

Daniel hadn’t moved. His hold was as firm as before, like he’d been waiting for her to wake. Like he’d sit there forever if he had to.

Her body shifted slightly. The diaper crinkled. Then she felt it—warmth, spreading, heavy.

She froze.

Her face burned hot. Wet. She’d wet herself, right here, in his lap.

Panic clawed her chest. She wanted to bolt, to hide, to rip the thing off. But his arms held her steady.

“It’s okay, little one.” His voice cut through the shame, calm as ever. “That’s what it’s for.”

Something inside her unclenched. Something that had been tight for twenty-five years. A knot of control, of fear, just... let go.

She didn’t speak. Couldn’t. Just buried her face deeper into his chest.

His hand slid down. Rested on the side of the diaper, over the tape. Not checking, not yet—just a reminder of his control.

“You don’t have to worry,” he said. “Daddy takes care of everything.”

Her body reacted. Heat flared low, despite the shame, despite the wetness. Traitorous, hungry heat.

He felt her tense. His hand pressed a little firmer against the padding. “Shh. Just rest for now.”

She nodded against his chest. Barely a movement. But enough.

The rocking chair creaked again. Slow, steady. Her mind spun, but her body stayed limp in his hold.

Wetness lingered. The diaper sagged slightly, heavy now. Every tiny shift made her aware of it.

And yet, she didn’t hate it. Not fully. Not with him here.

His beard brushed her forehead as he adjusted her in his lap. A small, grounding scratch. His warmth seeped into her bones.

“Daddy’s proud of you.” His voice was a low rumble. “So brave for me today.”

Her heart stuttered. Pride—from him—it hit deeper than it should. Made the shame twist into something else, something warm.

She pressed closer. Needed more of him. More of that warmth.

His hand moved again. Slid to the front of the diaper now. Pressed gently, testing.

Her breath hitched.

“Wet, just like I thought.” His tone wasn’t mocking, just matter-of-fact. “We’ll change you soon, princess.”

Soon. Not now. He was letting her sit in it, feel it, accept it.

Her thighs pressed against the bulk. The padding shifted. Heat built again, sharper this time.

He noticed. Of course he did. His fingers lingered, pressing just a little harder through the plastic backing.

“Not yet,” he said. Firm, final. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her body ached at the denial. Wetness wasn’t just from the diaper now. Need pulsed, desperate, denied.

She whimpered. Small, pathetic. But she couldn’t help it.

“Shh.” His hand moved away, back to her hair. “Be a good girl. Wait for Daddy.”

She nodded again. Obedient, even as her body screamed. “Yes, Daddy.”

His chest rumbled with approval. “That’s my baby girl.”

The words melted her. Made the ache worse, but also better. She clung to them, to him.

The diaper crinkled again as she shifted. A reminder of her state, her surrender. A reminder of his control.

He rocked her slowly. Minutes passed, maybe more. Time didn’t matter here, not in his arms.

Her mind drifted. The shame ebbed, replaced by something softer. Something like trust.

His hand stayed in her hair. Steady, possessive. “We’ve got more to do, little one. This is just the start.”

Her stomach flipped. More. Always more with him.

She didn’t protest. Didn’t want to. Not right now.

The nursery was quiet, save for the creak of the chair. The scent of powder lingered in the air. Her body stayed pressed to his, diapered, dependent.

“Daddy’s going to take you deeper tomorrow,” he said. Low, deliberate. A promise.

Her breath caught. Deeper. She didn’t know what that meant, not yet.

But she knew she’d find out. Knew she’d let him. Knew her body would betray her again.

His hand tightened in her hair. Just a little. Enough to make her feel owned.

“Rest now, princess.” His voice was a command wrapped in care. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much more you can give me.”

Her body buzzed at the words. Fear, want, surrender—all tangled together. She closed her eyes.

The diaper sagged, warm and heavy. His heartbeat thrummed under her cheek. Tomorrow loomed, heavy with promise.

---

Maren stayed in his lap, the rocking chair swaying gently. Her mind couldn’t settle, even as her body did. The diaper, the wetness, the bulk—it was all too real.

Daniel’s hand rested on her back now. Broad, steady, a constant weight. A reminder of who was in charge.

She shifted slightly. The crinkle sounded again. Her face flushed, but she didn’t pull away.

“You’re doing so well,” he murmured. His beard brushed her temple. “Letting Daddy take over.”

Her chest warmed at the praise. It shouldn’t feel this good. But it did.

Her thighs pressed against the padding. The thickness changed how she felt, how she moved. Made her small, helpless, his.

Heat stirred again. Low, persistent. She bit her lip to keep quiet.

He noticed. Always did. His hand slid to her hip, just above the tape.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His tone was firm. “You wait for me.”

She whimpered again. Softer this time. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” Two words, and her body melted further. Conditioned, already, to crave his approval.

The rocking slowed. He adjusted her in his lap, her diapered bottom pressing against him. She felt it—his cock, hard under her, through his jeans.

Her breath hitched. Shame and want twisted tighter. He was hard because of her, because of this.

He didn’t act on it. Not now. Just held her, let her feel it, let her know.

“You feel that, don’t you?” His voice was a low growl. “That’s what you do to Daddy.”

She nodded, face burning. Couldn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

His hand moved to the front of the diaper again. Pressed, slow, deliberate. Felt the warmth, the wetness.

“Soaked,” he said. Not a question. A fact.

Her body tensed. Ached. Needed.

He pulled his hand away. Denial stung sharp. “Soon, princess. When you’re ready for more.”

More. Always more. Her mind spun with it.

He rocked her again. Slow, steady. His hardness stayed, a silent promise under her.

She clung to him. Needed his warmth, his control. Needed him to decide.

The nursery light dimmed further. Shadows grew. Time stretched, meaningless.

Her body stayed aware. Of the diaper, of him, of the heat between her legs. Of the denial that kept her on edge.

“Daddy’s got plans for you,” he said finally. Voice low, heavy. “Tomorrow, we’ll start something new.”

Her heart raced. New. She didn’t ask—couldn’t.

His hand tightened on her hip. Possessive, sure. “Sleep now, little one. You’ll need it.”

She nodded against his chest. Obedient, always. “Yes, Daddy.”

The rocking chair creaked. Her body softened, even as her mind buzzed. Tomorrow waited, heavy with unknown surrender.

She closed her eyes. Let his heartbeat pull her under. Let Daddy take control.


Chapter 7: Daddy

Maren curled into the couch, her body small against the wide cushions. The onesie hugged her frame, soft pink with little bunnies printed across the chest. Underneath, the diaper crinkled with every tiny shift.

She didn’t think about it. Not consciously. Not anymore.

Daniel sat beside her, one arm draped over the back of the couch. His other hand rested on her head, fingers threading through her hair. Slow, absent strokes that made her eyelids heavy.

The movie played on the screen. Some animated thing with bright colors and talking animals. She didn’t follow the plot—didn’t need to.

Her bunny, worn and soft, pressed against her chest. She hugged it tighter. Safety in its familiar weight.

Daniel’s warmth seeped into her side. His flannel shirt smelled like laundry detergent and something woodsy. Home, her mind whispered, unbidden.

She reached for her water on the coffee table. Her fingers brushed the glass. It tipped.

Water splashed across Daniel’s shirt, dark spots blooming on the gray fabric. Her heart stopped. Old panic—the Maren who failed, who couldn’t do anything right—clawed up her throat.

“I’m sorry!” Her voice cracked, high and desperate.

He caught her hand before she could grab a napkin. Held it firm. “It’s just water, princess.”

She froze. His tone was calm, unruffled. Always unruffled.

Her eyes darted up to his. Beard framing a face that didn’t flinch. Eyes that saw right through her.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” The word slipped out, raw and unintended.

Time stopped.

His hand tightened in her hair. Not painful. Possessive.

Her breath caught. Daddy. She’d said it.

His gaze darkened. Locked on hers. A storm behind that steady brown.

“Say it again.” His voice dropped low, a quiet command. “I want to hear you say it when you’re not scared. Say it because you mean it.”

Her lips parted. Heart hammering against her ribs. “Daddy.”

The word hung between them. Heavy, electric. A line crossed.

His hand slid from her hair to her back. Pulled her forward. Into his lap.

She gasped as he tugged her close. Her diaper crinkled loud in the quiet room. His arms wrapped around her, tight, almost crushing.

Her cheek pressed to his chest. His heartbeat raced under her ear. Fast, hard, alive.

“Good girl.” His voice rumbled against her hair. “That’s my good girl.”

Her body melted. Those words—always those words—sank deep. Made her soft, pliant, his.

The wet spot on his shirt pressed cold against her onesie. She didn’t care. Didn’t move.

His hands roamed her back. Broad, warm, claiming every inch they touched. She felt small, swallowed by his size.

The diaper bulked between her thighs. A reminder. Always a reminder.

Heat stirred low in her belly. Unwanted, but there. Her body betraying her again.

He felt it. Shifted her in his lap. Let her feel the hardness under his jeans.

Her face burned. Shame and want twisted tight. She pressed closer, couldn’t help it.

“You feel that, baby girl?” His voice was a growl now. Low, rough. “That’s what calling me Daddy does.”

She nodded against his chest. Couldn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

His hand slid down. Rested on her hip, just above the diaper tape. Pressed, slow and deliberate.

Her breath hitched. The padding muffled his touch, but she felt the pressure. Felt the intent.

“Not yet.” He pulled his hand back. Denial sharp in his tone.

She whimpered. Soft, pitiful. Needing more.

“You wait for Daddy.” His words were a rule, etched in stone. “Always.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was small. Obedient. Conditioned.

His arms tightened again. Held her like she might slip away. Like he’d never let her.

The movie played on, forgotten. Colors flickered across the room. Her world was just him.

His heartbeat. His warmth. His control.

She shifted in his lap. The diaper crinkled again. A sound that used to humiliate her, now tied to this—this safety, this want.

His hand moved to her thigh. Rested there, heavy. A promise of more.

Her pussy ached under the padding. Wetness spread, slow and warm. She bit her lip to keep quiet.

He knew. Always knew. His thumb brushed the edge of the diaper, teasing the tape.

“Wet already?” His tone wasn’t a question. It was a claim. “My little girl can’t help it.”

Her face flamed. She buried it in his chest. Hid from the truth in his words.

His fingers slipped under the waistband. Just an inch. Enough to check.

She tensed. His touch was deliberate. Lingering.

“Soaked.” He pulled his hand back. Adjusted her in his lap. “Good.”

Her body throbbed. Shame burned hot, but so did need. She wanted his fingers back.

He didn’t give them. Not yet. Just held her, let her feel the edge.

“Daddy…” She whispered it, testing the word again. It felt right. Too right.

His grip tightened. “I’m here, princess.” His voice softened, but the control stayed. “Always here.”

Her chest warmed. Safety, even in the ache. Even in the denial.

His cock pressed harder against her diapered bottom. A silent reminder of his want. Of what she did to him.

She squirmed. Couldn’t stop herself. The crinkle filled the air again.

“Be still.” His hand pressed her hip down. Firm, unyielding. “Daddy decides when you move.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Instant obedience. Her body listened even when her mind spun.

He stroked her hair again. Slow, calming. A contrast to the heat between them.

Her eyes grew heavy. The movie’s sound faded to a hum. His warmth pulled her under.

She didn’t know how long they sat there. Minutes, hours. Time didn’t matter with him.

Her body stayed aware. Of the diaper, sagging and warm. Of his hardness, still there.

His hand moved to her back again. Rubbed slow circles. Soothing, owning.

“You’re mine, little one.” His words were quiet, but heavy. “You know that now, don’t you?”

She nodded against him. Too tired to speak. Too gone to resist.

The word Daddy echoed in her mind. Changed everything. Tied her to him tighter.

His arms shifted. Lifted her. She didn’t open her eyes.

He stood, cradling her against his chest. Her head rested on his shoulder. Bunny clutched in her hand.

Her diaper crinkled as he moved. The sound followed them. A constant now.

He walked. Not to the guest room. Up the stairs, down the hall.

Her heart skipped. She knew where they were going. Didn’t fight it.

The nursery door creaked open. The scent of powder hit her. Familiar, safe.

He laid her down. The crib mattress dipped under her weight. Soft, padded, waiting.

Her eyes fluttered open. Just for a second. Saw him above her, broad and steady.

He pulled the blanket over her. Tucked it tight around her shoulders. Placed the bunny beside her cheek.

“Goodnight, little girl.” His voice was a whisper. A promise.

Her eyes closed again. His footsteps retreated. The door clicked shut.

Sleep pulled her under. Fast, deep. Safer than she’d ever been.

But tomorrow loomed. His words from earlier echoed. “Daddy’s going to take you deeper.”

Her body buzzed, even in sleep. Deeper. She’d find out soon.

---

Morning light slipped through the nursery curtains. Maren stirred in the crib. The blanket felt heavy, warm.

Her diaper sagged under the onesie. Wet, thick, a reminder of last night. Of everything.

She clutched the bunny tighter. Her mind replayed it. Daddy. The word that changed it all.

The door opened. Daniel stepped in. Flannel shirt, jeans, beard neat as always.

“Morning, princess.” His voice was low, warm. A smile tugged at his lips.

Her heart raced. She sat up, crib bars framing her. Small, contained, his.

“Did you sleep well?” He crossed the room. Stood over her. Towering.

“Yes, Daddy.” The word came easier now. Natural, almost.

His eyes darkened again. That possessive glint. “Good girl.”

Her body warmed. Those words, always. They rewired her every time.

He reached down. Unlocked the crib side with a click. Lowered it slow.

“Time to get up.” His hands slid under her. Lifted her out like she weighed nothing.

Her diaper crinkled loud. She flushed, but didn’t hide. Not from him.

He set her on the changing table. Pushed her back gently. “Lay down, baby girl.”

She obeyed. Legs parted on instinct. Vulnerable, open.

His hands moved to the onesie snaps. Popped them open, one by one. Cool air hit her skin.

Her breath hitched. His touch was clinical, but not. Never just clinical.

He tugged the diaper tapes free. The sound ripped through the quiet. Her face burned hotter.

“Soaked again.” He didn’t look at her. Just worked, efficient, in control.

She squirmed. His hands paused. “Be still.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice trembled. Obedience, always.

He wiped her clean. Slow, thorough. Cold wipes against warm skin.

Her pussy throbbed. She bit her lip. Tried to stay still.

His fingers lingered. Brushed her clit, just for a second. Enough to make her gasp.

“Not yet.” He pulled his hand away. Denial again, sharp and cruel.

She whimpered. Body aching, needing. Always needing.

He powdered her. The scent filled the air. Babyish, humiliating, safe.

New diaper slid under her. Thick, fresh, crinkling. Tapes secured tight.

Her thighs pressed against the bulk. Helpless, small. His.

He snapped the onesie back up. Pulled her to sit. “All done, princess.”

Her body buzzed. Denied, edged, owned. She looked up at him, eyes wide.

He cupped her cheek. Thumb brushed her lip. “You’re so good for Daddy.”

Her chest warmed. Praise, always her weakness. She leaned into his touch.

His cock strained against his jeans. Obvious, close. She felt the heat of it, even without touching.

Her mouth watered. Shame burned, but so did want. She wanted to please him.

“Not now, little one.” He stepped back. Adjusted himself, casual but deliberate. “Later.”

Her body ached harder. Later. Always later.

He lifted her off the table. Set her on her feet. Held her steady as she wobbled.

The diaper bulked between her legs. Changed how she stood, how she moved. Made her his.

“Breakfast time.” His hand rested on her back. Guided her out of the nursery. “Daddy’s got plans after.”

Her heart raced. Plans. Always more.

She followed him downstairs. Diaper crinkling with every step. A sound she couldn’t escape.

At the table, he set a plate in front of her. Eggs, toast, fruit. Simple, warm, made for her.

“Eat up, baby girl.” He sat across from her. Watched her with that steady gaze.

She nodded. Picked up the fork. “Yes, Daddy.”

His smile was small, but real. Approval in his eyes. Her body warmed again.

She ate slow. Felt his gaze on her. Felt the diaper, the onesie, the weight of last night.

Daddy. The word sat heavy in her mind. A tether, a claim.

Her pussy throbbed under the padding. Wetness spread again. She shifted, crinkle loud.

He noticed. Always did. “Finish your food, princess.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Obedient, soft. His.

Breakfast passed quiet. Her body stayed on edge. His presence kept her there.

After, he stood. Took her plate. “Come with me.”

She followed. Heart pounding. Where now?

Back to the couch. He sat, pulled her into his lap again. Like last night.

Her diaper pressed against him. Crinkled loud. She felt his cock, hard already.

Her breath caught. Heat pooled low. She needed, always needed.

His hand slid to her thigh. Rested there, heavy. “You’ve been so good, little girl.”

Her chest warmed. Praise, sinking deep. “Thank you, Daddy.”

His fingers moved. Slipped under the onesie leg. Brushed the diaper edge.

She tensed. Gasped soft. Wanted more.

He pressed against the padding. Felt the warmth, the wetness. “Soaked for Daddy again.”

Her face burned. She nodded. Couldn’t deny it.

His fingers rubbed slow. Through the diaper, teasing. Building her up.

Her hips moved. Couldn’t stop them. Crinkle filled the air.

“Good girl.” His voice was rough now. “Let Daddy feel how much you want this.”

She moaned. Soft, desperate. Body trembling under his touch.

Heat built fast. Pressure tight, low. She was close, so close.

“Not yet.” He stopped. Pulled his hand away.

She whimpered loud. Body aching, denied again. “Please, Daddy…”

“You wait.” His tone was final. “You cum when Daddy says.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice broke. Obedient, even in pain.

He held her close. Let her feel the edge, the ache. Let her know who decided.

Her body buzzed. Wetness spread more. Diaper sagging under her.

His cock pressed harder against her. A reminder. A promise.

“Tonight, princess.” His voice dropped low. “Tonight, Daddy’s got something special for you.”

Her heart raced. Special. Fear and want tangled tight.

She nodded against his chest. Clung to him. Needed him to decide.

The day stretched ahead. Hours of waiting, of aching. Of being his.

But tonight waited heavier. Something special. Something deeper.

“Daddy’s going to take care of you,” he murmured. Hand tightening on her thigh. “In every way.”

Her body trembled. Deeper. She’d find out soon.


Chapter 8: Crib Night

Morning light slipped through the nursery curtains. Golden, soft, warm. Maren blinked awake, eyes adjusting to the glow.

She was in the crib. Bars surrounded her, tall and sturdy. Not a cage, though—protection.

Her body felt heavy, rested. Ten hours of sleep, maybe more. She couldn’t remember the last time she slept like that.

In her arms, the stuffed bunny. Soft fur against her skin. She hugged it tighter.

The onesie clung to her, pastel pink, snaps at the crotch. Underneath, the diaper. Thick, heavy, wet.

Her face burned. Wet again. Overnight, without control.

But the shame didn’t sting like before. Something else was there. Comfort, maybe.

She shifted. The diaper crinkled loud in the quiet room. A sound she couldn’t ignore.

Her mind spun. Last night—climbing into the crib, Daddy tucking her in. His voice, low and sure, saying she’d be safe here.

Safe. That word stuck. She felt it now, wrapped in this space he made for her.

The door creaked open. 8 a.m. sharp. Daniel stood there, broad and unhurried.

“Good morning, sweetheart.” His voice rolled over her, warm as the light. “Daddy’s here. Let’s get you changed and fed. You don’t have to worry about anything today.”

Her chest warmed. Daddy’s here. She nodded, small and silent.

He carried a bottle. Not a mug, not a cup. A baby bottle, clear, filled with warm milk, soft nipple attached.

Her breath caught. A bottle. Another step.

He lowered the crib rail with one hand. It clicked down, smooth and easy. He sat on the edge, close.

“Come here, baby girl.” His large hand reached for her. Guided her to sit up, back against the crib bars.

She obeyed. Heart thumping. The diaper crinkled again.

He cradled the back of her head. Steady, firm, warm. The bottle tilted to her lips.

“Open for Daddy.” His tone was gentle, but a command. Always a command.

Her lips parted. The nipple touched her mouth. Soft, unfamiliar, but not wrong.

Warm milk flowed. Sweet, soothing. She drank, slow at first, then eager.

His hand stayed on her head. Holding her there, guiding her. She felt small, so small.

Her eyes met his. Dark, intense, watching her drink. A faint smile curved his lips.

“Good girl.” Two words, heavy with praise. They sank into her, warmed her core.

Her body relaxed. Milk kept coming. She sucked harder, needing more.

The diaper pressed against her. Wet, sagging. A reminder of her helplessness.

But his hand, his voice—they made it okay. Safe. She didn’t have to fight.

The bottle emptied. He pulled it away, set it on the crib edge. Wiped a stray drop from her chin with his thumb.

“Time to check, little one.” His tone stayed soft, but his eyes sharpened. Authority, always there.

Her face heated. Check. She knew what that meant.

He laid her back on the crib mattress. Large hands moved to the onesie snaps. Pop, pop, pop—open.

Cool air hit her skin. The diaper bulged, obvious. Wetness weighed it down.

His fingers slid under the waistband. Slow, deliberate. Checking, always checking.

“Soaked, princess.” His voice held no judgment, just fact. “Daddy needs to change you.”

Her thighs tensed. Shame flared, but so did heat. Low, deep, traitor heat.

He lifted her easily. Carried her to the changing table across the room. Laid her down like she weighed nothing.

The table was padded, soft under her back. He stood over her, broad shoulders blocking the light. A wall of control.

He untaped the diaper. Slow rips, one side, then the other. Cool air rushed in as he pulled it away.

Her legs trembled. Exposed. Vulnerable.

He grabbed a wipe from the stack. Cool, damp, sliding over her skin. Cleaning her with care, no rush.

Her breath hitched. His touch was clinical, but it lingered. Too long, too close.

Heat built again. Her pussy throbbed under his attention. She bit her lip, holding back a sound.

He noticed. Always did. His fingers paused, just for a second.

“Not now, baby girl.” His voice was firm, but rough. “You wait for Daddy.”

She nodded. Body aching. Denied, again.

He powdered her next. Silky, light, the scent of baby powder filling the air. It settled on her skin, a soft veil.

A fresh diaper slid under her. Thick, clean, crinkling loud. He taped it snug, hands steady.

The onesie snapped back into place. Pop, pop, pop. The sound of being taken care of.

“All done, sweetheart.” He lifted her off the table. Held her against his chest, strong and warm.

Her head rested on his shoulder. She felt his heartbeat, steady under her cheek. Safe, again.

“Let’s get breakfast.” He carried her downstairs, one arm under her, the other on her back. Like she was weightless.

The kitchen smelled of eggs and toast. Warm, familiar. He set her in a chair, adjusted the diaper bulk as she sat.

She shifted. Crinkle, crinkle. Always there, always his.

He placed a plate in front of her. Scrambled eggs, fluffy and hot. A small bowl of fruit on the side.

“Eat up, princess.” He sat across from her. Watched with that quiet intensity.

She picked up the fork. Took a bite. Warmth spread in her mouth, in her chest.

Her mind drifted as she ate. Last night, the crib, the bottle now. Sleeping better than she had in years.

The bars around her—they weren’t a trap. They held the world out. Kept her in, kept her his.

Her eyes flicked to Daniel. Bearded, broad, unhurried. Cooking for her, caring for her, controlling her.

A thought slipped in, sharp and clear. I never want to leave this house. It rooted deep, unshakable.

Her fork paused. That thought scared her. But it felt true.

“Finish your food, baby girl.” His voice pulled her back. Gentle, but firm.

“Yes, Daddy.” Soft, obedient. Hers.

Breakfast passed in quiet. Her body stayed warm, diaper snug under the onesie. His gaze never left her.

After, he stood. Took her plate. “Stay there, little one.”

She nodded. Watched him move to the sink. Large hands washing dishes, deliberate, calm.

Her mind spun again. Never leave. It echoed, loud in her head.

The diaper crinkled as she shifted. A reminder of how far she’d fallen. Or how far he’d taken her.

Heat pooled low again. Shame and want, tangled tight. Always tangled.

He turned back. Wiped his hands on a towel. “Come here, princess.”

She stood. Walked to him, diaper loud with every step. Stood close, looking up.

His hand touched her cheek. Warm, rough. “You’re doing so well.”

Her chest bloomed. Praise, sinking deep. “Thank you, Daddy.”

His thumb brushed her lip. Slow, deliberate. Her breath caught.

“Tonight, we’ll do more.” His voice dropped low. “Daddy’s got plans for his baby girl.”

Her heart raced. More. Always more.

She nodded. Body buzzing. Wanting whatever he decided.

The day stretched on. Small tasks, his rules, his care. Her body stayed on edge, waiting for night.

Lunch came and went. He fed her again, this time a spoon, not a bottle. But his hand still guided her.

Afternoon passed slow. She sat on the couch, diapered, onesie soft against her. He worked in his office, door open, always watching.

Her mind kept circling. Never leave. It grew louder, heavier.

Dinner was quiet. Chicken, rice, vegetables. He cut her food, watched her eat, praised her again.

“Good girl.” Two words, melting her. She smiled, small and shy.

Night fell. Her heart thumped faster. Tonight, more.

She didn’t go to the guest room. Didn’t even think about it. Her feet carried her upstairs, straight to the nursery.

She stood by the changing table. Took off her clothes, folded them neat. Waited in just the diaper.

He entered. Saw her there. Eyes darkened, intense.

“Ready for bed, Daddy.” Her voice was soft, but sure. A surrender, spoken clear.

His gaze held hers. Heavy, possessive. He took a fresh diaper from the shelf.

“Lie down, little girl.” His tone was low, rough. A promise of deeper control.

Her body trembled. Heat flared low. She climbed onto the table, laid back.

He stood over her. Large, steady. Ready to take her further.

The diaper untaped. Slow rips filled the quiet. Cool air hit her skin.

Her breath hitched. Exposed again. His.

His fingers lingered at the waistband. Checking, always checking. “Wet for Daddy already.”

Shame burned. But so did want. She nodded, silent.

He wiped her clean. Cool, damp, slow. Too slow.

Heat built fast. Her pussy throbbed. She bit her lip, holding back.

“Not yet, princess.” His voice was firm. He powdered her, taped a fresh diaper on.

The onesie came next. Snaps closed, pop, pop, pop. The sound of his care.

He lifted her. Carried her to the crib. Lowered her in, bars clicking back up.

She held the bunny. Looked up at him. Heart pounding.

“Sleep, baby girl.” He leaned down, kissed her forehead. Warm, possessive.

Her body ached. Denied, waiting. But safe, so safe.

He turned off the light. Left the door cracked. His presence lingered, even gone.

She shifted. Diaper crinkled. A sound that owned her now.

Her mind spun. Never leave. It wasn’t just a thought—it was a need.

Sleep came slow. Her body buzzed, wanting more. Wanting him.

Tomorrow, she knew. More plans. Deeper control.

Her eyes closed. Safe in the crib. Safe with Daddy.

The night held her. His rules held her. And she didn’t want to escape.


Chapter 9: Daddy's Hands

Maren woke up in the crib, sunlight sneaking through the pastel curtains. Her diaper felt warm, heavy between her thighs. She shifted, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery.

Her cheeks burned. Wet again. Always wet now.

She gripped the bunny tight against her chest. Three changes a day—routine now. But every time, the shame hit fresh.

The door creaked open. Daniel stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame. His beard caught the morning light, eyes steady on her.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, warm. A blanket of sound.

She looked away, face hot. “Morning, Daddy.”

He stepped closer, hands in his pockets, unhurried. Always so damn calm. It made her feel smaller, needier.

“Time to get you cleaned up.” He unlocked the crib bars, lowered them with a soft click. “Lie back, princess.”

Her heart thudded. She nodded, scooting down, onesie soft against the mattress. The diaper sagged, a reminder of her helplessness.

He towered over her, gaze flicking to the bulge under her onesie. No judgment. Just possession.

“Snaps first.” His large hands moved to her chest, popping the onesie open, one by one. Pop. Pop. Pop.

Cool air hit her skin. She shivered. Exposed, always exposed for him.

“Good girl.” His praise sank deep, melting something inside her. Her thighs clenched, useless against the padding.

He untaped the diaper, slow rips echoing in the nursery. The wet warmth lifted away, leaving her bare. Her breath hitched.

“Messy little thing.” His tone wasn’t cruel, just matter-of-fact. It burned anyway.

She bit her lip, staring at the ceiling. Don’t look at him. Don’t.

He grabbed a wipe, cool and damp against her skin. Slow strokes, too slow. Her body tensed, heat pooling low.

“Relax, baby girl.” His voice stayed steady, a command wrapped in care. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her hands gripped the crib mattress. Relax. Impossible.

He cleaned her, every touch deliberate. Not rushed, never rushed. Her pussy throbbed, traitorously awake.

Then his thumb brushed her inner thigh. Light, barely there. She gasped, loud in the quiet.

He paused. Looked at her face. Eyes dark, knowing.

Her chest heaved. That wasn’t an accident. He meant it.

His thumb traced again, slower, firmer. Up her thigh, closer to the heat. Her hips twitched, begging without her permission.

“You’re wet.” His voice dropped lower, rougher. “And I don’t mean the diaper, little one.”

Her face flamed. She wanted to hide, to sink through the crib and disappear. But her body stayed, pinned by his gaze.

His hand slid higher, fingers slipping just under the edge where the diaper had been. Warm, calloused, certain. She whimpered, small and pathetic.

“There it is.” He watched her, unblinking, as his fingers found her. “That little sound Daddy loves.”

Her breath caught. His touch was slow, teasing, circling her clit through the lingering dampness. Heat built fast, too fast.

“Daddy…” Her voice broke, barely a whisper. Pleading, for what she didn’t know.

“That’s my good girl.” His fingers pressed harder, sliding down, spreading her wetness. “You don’t have to hold back in here.”

She moaned, soft and desperate. The crib bars loomed around her, a cage of safety and shame. Her hands reached up, white-knuckled on the wood.

“This room is where you let Daddy take care of everything.” His voice was a growl now, close to her ear. Warm breath on her neck.

His fingers worked her, relentless, dipping inside, then back to her clit. Her hips bucked, diaper crinkle gone but the memory of it loud in her mind. She was his baby girl, coming apart under his hand.

“Let go for Daddy.” His thumb pressed down, hard, perfect. “Cum for me, princess.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, waves crashing through her, hot and sharp. A cry tore from her throat, raw and broken.

Her body trembled, aftershocks rippling as she gripped the bars. Cum slicked his hand, her thighs, a mess she couldn’t hide. Her chest heaved, gasping for air.

“Good girl.” He didn’t pull away, fingers slowing but staying inside, drawing out the last shudders. “Daddy’s so proud of you.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. Shame flooded in, hot on the heels of pleasure. She came in the crib, for him, like this.

He slid his hand out, finally, leaving her empty. The cool air stung. She whimpered again, softer.

“Shh, baby girl.” He grabbed a fresh diaper, unfolded it with a crinkle that made her flinch. “Let’s get you comfy again.”

He powdered her, taped the new diaper snug around her hips. The bulk settled between her legs, a heavy reminder. His hands snapped the onesie closed, sealing her in.

He leaned down, kissed her forehead. Warm, possessive. “Rest a little more, princess.”

Her body buzzed, spent but still wanting. Rest. Right.

He lifted the crib bars, clicked them back into place. Stood there, watching her a moment longer. Then turned, leaving the door cracked.

She stared at the ceiling, bunny clutched tight. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift. Her pussy throbbed, still feeling his fingers.

Never leave. The thought pulsed, louder now. Deeper.

Time blurred. She drifted, half-awake, wrapped in the warmth of his care. The nursery held her, soft and safe.

A while later, his voice called from downstairs. “Lunchtime, little girl.” Calm, expectant.

She climbed out of the crib, legs shaky under her. The diaper felt heavier somehow, even dry. Every step crinkled, a sound that owned her.

Downstairs, he waited at the kitchen table. Broad, steady, like always. A plate of sandwiches and cut fruit sat in front of her spot.

“Sit, baby girl.” He didn’t look up from his phone, but his tone left no room for argument. Authority in every syllable.

She sat. The diaper pressed against the chair, bulk undeniable. Her face heated again.

“Eat.” He pushed her plate closer, finally meeting her eyes. “You need your strength.”

Her hands trembled, picking up a sandwich. Strength. After what happened upstairs, she felt anything but strong.

He watched her eat, silent for a while. Then leaned back, arms crossed. “You did so well this morning.”

Her bite stuck in her throat. Praise, sinking in, warming her. She nodded, small and shy.

“Daddy’s hands can do more than change you, princess.” His voice stayed low, casual, but the words hit hard. “You felt that, didn’t you?”

She couldn’t look at him. Her thighs clenched under the table, diaper crinkling softly. Wet again, already.

“Yes, Daddy.” Her whisper barely made it out. Shame and want, always tangled. Always.

He chuckled, soft and dark. “Good girl. Keep eating.”

She forced another bite, heart racing. His gaze stayed on her, heavy, possessive. Lunch stretched on, quiet but charged.

After, he stood, took her plate. “Nap time soon, little one.” His tone promised more than sleep.

Her body buzzed again. Nap time. Upstairs, in the crib, with him.

She followed him to the sink, diaper loud with every step. Stood close, looking up. Waiting for his next move.

His hand touched her cheek, rough and warm. “You’re mine to take care of, Maren.” A rare use of her name, grounding her.

Her chest bloomed. Mine. It wasn’t a question.

“Upstairs in an hour.” He turned back to the dishes, dismissing her for now. “Be ready, baby girl.”

She nodded, even though he couldn’t see. Ready. Always ready for him.

The hour crawled by. She sat on the couch, onesie soft, diaper snug. Her mind spun, replaying his fingers, his voice.

Good girl. Let go for Daddy. It looped, endless, making her ache. She pressed her thighs together, useless against the padding.

Finally, his voice called. “Come up, princess.” Calm, certain.

Her heart raced. She stood, crinkle echoing, and climbed the stairs. The nursery door was open, waiting.

He stood by the changing table, fresh diaper in hand. Eyes dark, intent. “Lie down, little girl.”

She obeyed, body trembling. Laid back, onesie unsnapped, diaper untaped in seconds. Cool air hit her again.

His hand lingered, checking, always checking. “Wet for Daddy, aren’t you?” His tone teased, but his touch was sure.

She nodded, face burning. No point denying it. Not anymore.

He cleaned her, slow and careful. No rush, even now. Heat built fast, her pussy throbbing under his hands.

“Not yet.” His voice was firm, pulling her back from the edge. “Daddy decides when.”

She whimpered, hands gripping the table. Denied, again. But wanting, always wanting.

He taped a fresh diaper on, onesie snapped shut. Lifted her, carried her to the crib. Lowered her in, bars clicking up.

“Rest now.” He kissed her forehead, lingering a second longer. “You’ve got a big evening ahead.”

Her body ached, denied but safe. Big evening. Her mind spun with what that could mean.

He turned off the light, left the door cracked. His presence lingered, heavy in the quiet. She shifted, diaper crinkling, a sound that owned her.

Dinner came later, quiet at first. She sat across from him, barely able to look up. Her plate had chicken, rice, vegetables—all cut small for her.

“Eat your vegetables, little girl.” He slid her plate closer, voice casual but firm. “You had a big afternoon.”

Her thighs clenched under the table. Big afternoon. Wet again, just from his tone.

She nodded, picking up her fork. “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was small, submissive.

He watched her eat, eyes steady. That gaze, always pinning her. Always knowing.

“Good girl.” Two words, melting her again. Her body buzzed, wanting more, always more.

Dinner stretched on, charged with unspoken things. She ate slow, feeling his control in every bite. Feeling him.

After, he stood, took her plate. “Bedtime soon, princess.” His tone held a promise, dark and warm.

Her heart raced. Bedtime. More plans, deeper control.

She followed him to the sink, diaper crinkling softly. Stood close, looking up. Waiting, always waiting.

His hand touched her cheek, rough and warm. “You’re doing so well, baby girl.” Praise, sinking deep.

Her chest bloomed. “Thank you, Daddy.” Her voice trembled, need leaking through.

He smiled, small and dark. “Tonight, we’ll see how much more you can take.” His thumb brushed her lip, slow, deliberate.

Her breath caught. More. Always more.

She nodded, body buzzing. Wanting whatever he decided. Always his.

The night loomed ahead, heavy with promise. His rules held her. And she didn’t want to escape.


Chapter 10: On the Changing Table

Maren sat on the nursery floor, cross-legged in her onesie, clutching the stuffed bunny Daddy had given her. The diaper crinkled under her, a constant reminder of her new reality. It had been three days since his hands pushed her over the edge during a change, and she couldn’t shake the heat that flared every time she heard him open a diaper package.

Her body betrayed her now, without fail. Wetness gathered the moment his footsteps neared the nursery door. She hated it, but she craved it too.

Dinner had passed in a haze of tension. His voice, low and steady, had promised more with every “good girl.” Now, the house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and her own uneven breathing.

The nursery door creaked open. Daniel stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame, his beard shadowing his jaw in the dim light. His eyes locked on her, dark and unhurried.

“Time for your evening change, baby girl.”

Her heart thudded. She nodded, clutching the bunny tighter. The crinkle of her diaper echoed as she stood, following him to the changing table.

He patted the padded surface, his large hand deliberate. “Up you go, princess.”

She climbed up, legs trembling under the soft cotton of her onesie. Lying back, the edge of the table pressed into her thighs, a sharp reminder of her position. Exposed. Helpless.

Daniel unsnapped the onesie, the clicks loud in the quiet room. Cool air hit her skin as he lifted the fabric, folding it up to her waist. His eyes dropped to the diaper, taped snug around her hips.

“Let Daddy check.”

His hand slid inside the waistband, fingers brushing her skin. Slow. Deliberate. Her breath hitched as he pressed against her, checking for wetness.

Not the kind he expected. Not yet. But the heat was there, pooling low, her pussy already throbbing under his touch.

He smirked, a small, knowing curve of his lips. “Soaking already, little one. Not from the diaper, though.”

Her face burned. She turned her head, staring at the pastel wall, unable to meet his gaze. Shame twisted with need, a knot she couldn’t untangle.

His fingers lingered, teasing through the padding. “Look at me, baby girl.”

She obeyed, eyes snapping to his. His face was close, his breath warm, his control absolute.

“Good girl.”

The praise sank deep, melting her resistance. Her thighs clenched, useless against the bulk of the diaper. She wanted more. Always more.

He pulled his hand back, but didn’t tape the diaper shut. Instead, he reached for the side, tugging the tapes free with a slow, deliberate rip. The sound sent a jolt through her, straight to her core.

The diaper fell open, bunched to one side, leaving her exposed. Cool air kissed her wet pussy, and she whimpered, hips shifting on the table. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her still, spreading her legs wider.

“Stay put, princess.”

Her chest heaved. She nodded, hands gripping the edges of the table. Vulnerable. Open for him.

His gaze dropped between her legs, dark and hungry. Then, his hands moved to his belt. The slow, metallic clink of the buckle unfastening filled the room, each sound deliberate, dragging out the tension.

Her eyes widened. The belt slid free, leather whispering against fabric. He set it aside, his fingers working the button of his jeans next.

“Daddy…” Her voice was small, trembling. A question. A plea.

He didn’t answer with words. His jeans opened, revealing the hard outline of his cock straining against his boxers. He pushed them down just enough, freeing himself, thick and ready.

Her breath caught. She stared, unable to look away. The sight of him, so big, so commanding, made her pussy clench with need.

He stepped closer, positioning himself between her spread thighs. One hand gripped her hip, steadying her. The other guided his cock, brushing the tip against her wetness, teasing her entrance.

She whimpered, the contact electric. Her body arched, desperate for more. The diaper crinkled beside her, a humiliating reminder of her state.

“Keep the pacifier in.” He reached for the pastel pink silicone on the table, pressing it between her lips. “Daddy’s little girl takes what she’s given and she doesn’t make a sound unless I tell her to.”

She nodded, sucking on the pacifier, the silicone smooth between her teeth. Her eyes locked on his, wide and submissive. Waiting for him to take control.

He pushed forward, slow and deliberate, his cock sliding into her. The stretch was intense, filling her completely. She gasped around the pacifier, her body trembling under his weight.

He held still for a moment, letting her adjust. His hands gripped her thighs, keeping her legs spread, the diaper bunched to one side, plastic backing catching the light. The changing table creaked under them, a sharp sound in the quiet nursery.

Then he moved. Slow, deep thrusts, each one pushing her against the padded surface. Her thighs pressed into the table’s edge, the pressure grounding her as pleasure built fast and hard.

She moaned around the pacifier, muffled and desperate. Her hands gripped the table harder, knuckles whitening. The crinkle of the diaper beside her mixed with the wet sounds of him fucking her, obscene and overwhelming.

His voice was low, a growl above her. “That’s it, baby girl. Take Daddy’s cock like a good little thing.”

The words hit her like a wave, shame and arousal crashing together. Her pussy clenched around him, wetness slicking his length. She was his, completely, spread out on a changing table with a pacifier in her mouth.

He thrust harder, deeper, his control never slipping. His hands tightened on her thighs, bruising in the best way. The table rocked with each movement, creaking louder, matching the rhythm of her pounding heart.

Heat coiled tight in her core, building fast. She whimpered around the pacifier, eyes pleading with him. Needing release, needing permission.

“Not yet, princess.” His voice was firm, cutting through her haze. “Daddy decides when you cum.”

She whined, body trembling, so close to the edge. Her pussy throbbed around him, desperate for that final push. But she held on, obedient, waiting for his word.

He leaned down, his weight pressing over her, beard brushing her cheek. His breath was hot against her ear. “You feel so good, baby girl. So tight for Daddy.”

The praise shattered her. She moaned louder, muffled by the pacifier, her body arching under him. Every thrust pushed her closer, her clit aching, her thighs shaking against the table.

His pace quickened, thrusts harder, more urgent. His grip on her hips tightened, possessive. “Cum for Daddy, little one. Now.”

The command broke her. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching hard around his cock as the orgasm ripped through her. Wetness gushed, her moans stifled by the pacifier, her legs trembling uncontrollably.

He groaned, low and deep, his thrusts faltering. Then he came, hot and thick inside her, filling her as his cock pulsed. His weight pressed her down, grounding her through the aftershocks.

She lay there, panting around the pacifier, body spent. The diaper crinkled beside her, a reminder of where she was, what she’d just done. Her face burned with shame, but the safety of his presence overwhelmed it.

He pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her, warm and sticky. He reached for the wipes, cleaning her with gentle, practiced motions. No rush, even now.

Her eyes followed him, hazy and soft. The pacifier stayed in her mouth, a comfort she didn’t want to lose. Not yet.

He slid the used diaper away, tossing it into the bin. Then he unfolded a fresh one, the crinkle loud in the quiet. He lifted her hips, sliding it under her, taping it snug with careful hands.

“Good girl.” His voice was softer now, warm with approval. Her chest bloomed, the praise sinking deep.

He snapped her onesie back into place, covering the diaper. Then he lifted her, cradling her against his broad chest. Her head rested on his shoulder, the scent of him—woodsy, steady—filling her senses.

She felt small. Safe. His.

He carried her to the crib, lowering her onto the soft mattress. The bars clicked up, locking her in. She hugged the bunny tight, the diaper crinkling as she shifted.

He stood over her, adjusting the blanket, tucking it around her. His hand brushed her cheek, rough and warm. “Rest now, baby girl.”

She nodded, eyes heavy, the pacifier still between her lips. Her body buzzed with the memory of him inside her, the changing table creaking under them. Shame flickered, but it couldn’t touch the warmth of his care.

He turned, moving to tidy the nursery. The faint sounds of him cleaning—wipes being folded, the changing table wiped down—filled the room. A quiet routine, grounding her further.

She lay there, freshly diapered, listening to him work. Her mind spun, replaying the moment. Sex on a changing table, a pacifier in her mouth, his cum still inside her—and all she felt was safe.

Safe. Owned. His.

She hugged the bunny tighter, the diaper crinkling softly. Waiting for him to come back, to tuck her in properly. Always waiting for Daddy.

Her eyes drifted shut, his presence lingering in the air. The nursery held her, a space that was both humiliating and home. She didn’t want to leave it.

Not tonight. Not ever.

He returned, his shadow falling over the crib. “Sleep tight, princess.” His voice was a promise, dark and warm.

Her heart fluttered. She mumbled around the pacifier, a soft, “Yes, Daddy.”

He adjusted the blanket one last time, his hand lingering on her cheek. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much more you can handle.”

The words sent a shiver through her. More. Always more.

She nestled into the mattress, the diaper snug, the bars secure. His footsteps faded as he left the room, the door clicking shut. But his control stayed, heavy and certain, wrapping her tighter than any blanket.

Tomorrow loomed, full of new rules, deeper surrender. Her body ached with anticipation, already wanting. Always his.


Chapter 11: Earning It

Maren knelt on the nursery floor. The diaper hugged her hips, thick and crinkly, the only thing she wore. Her hands rested on her thighs, fingers digging into her own skin.

The room was quiet. Too quiet. Every tiny shift made the plastic backing rustle, a sound that burned her cheeks.

She kept her eyes down. The soft carpet pressed against her knees, grounding her. But her mind raced, replaying the afternoon change.

She’d begged for him then. On the changing table, legs spread, his fingers brushing her as he taped the fresh diaper shut. She’d whimpered, hips lifting, needing more.

Daniel had stopped. Looked at her with those steady, dark eyes. “Kneel for Daddy after your nap. We’ll talk.”

Now here she was. Waiting. Heart pounding so hard she swore he’d hear it before he even walked in.

The door creaked open. Her breath hitched. She didn’t look up, but she felt him—his presence filled the room like a storm rolling in.

“Eyes on me, baby girl.”

She lifted her gaze. Daniel sat in the rocking chair, broad shoulders relaxed, hands resting on the armrests. His beard was neat, his gray t-shirt stretched across his chest, calm as ever.

He studied her. That slow, deliberate scan that made her feel naked beyond the diaper. Smaller than she already was.

“You begged for Daddy earlier.” His voice was low, steady. “You wanted something. Tell me what.”

Her throat tightened. She swallowed hard. “I... I wanted you, Daddy.”

His lips twitched, a ghost of a smile. “Wanted me how?”

Her face burned. She shifted, the diaper crinkling loud. “To... to touch me. More.”

He nodded, like he’d expected it. “You’ve been feeling a lot lately, haven’t you, princess? Needing Daddy to make it better.”

She bit her lip. Yes. Always yes.

“But here’s the thing.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands clasped. “You don’t get to decide when you feel good anymore.”

Her stomach dropped. What?

“That belongs to Daddy now.” His eyes locked on hers, unyielding. “You don’t cum unless I say so. Not during changes, not when you’re alone, not during sex. Only when you’ve earned it.”

Her breath caught. Earned it? Her mind spun, shame and heat twisting together.

“Stand up. Come here.”

She obeyed, legs shaky. The diaper bulked between her thighs, making every step awkward. She stopped in front of him, hands fidgeting at her sides.

He patted his lap. “Sit. Face me.”

Her heart raced. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, the diaper crinkling louder with every move. Her bare chest pressed against his shirt, her hands gripping his shoulders.

His hands settled on her hips. Large, warm, steady. “I’m going to show you how this works, baby girl.”

She nodded, barely breathing. His right hand slid down, fingers tracing the edge of her diaper. Her skin prickled under his touch.

He slipped beneath the waistband. Found her instantly, already wet, already aching. A soft gasp escaped her lips.

“Shh.” His left hand cradled her back, holding her close. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

His fingers moved slow at first. Circling her clit, teasing, building that tight, desperate heat. Her thighs trembled against his lap, the diaper rustling with every tiny squirm.

She moaned softly. Her head tipped forward, resting on his shoulder. The scent of him—woodsy, warm—filled her senses.

He kept going. Pressing harder now, sliding lower, dipping inside her. The wet sound of her arousal mixed with the crinkle of the padding, obscene in the quiet nursery.

Her hips rocked. She couldn’t stop them. The edge was so close, her body tightening, ready to break.

He stopped.

She whimpered, lifting her head. “Daddy, please—”

“No.” His voice was firm, but not harsh. “Not yet.”

Her chest heaved. She wanted to cry, to beg, to grind against his hand. But his grip on her hip tightened, keeping her still.

“You cum when Daddy says.” His breath brushed her ear, calm while she fell apart. “You’re going to learn patience, princess.”

She nodded, tears pricking her eyes. The ache pulsed, unbearable. But she stayed still, trembling in his hold.

He started again. Fingers moving, slower this time, dragging out every touch. Her thighs shook harder, the heat building faster than before.

She bit her lip. So close. So damn close.

He stopped again.

A desperate whine slipped out. “Daddy, I can’t—”

“You can.” His hand stayed inside the diaper, fingers still, just holding her there. “You’re doing so good for me.”

Her chest bloomed at the praise. Even through the frustration, it sank deep. She wanted to be good. Always.

He waited. Let her breathe, let her calm just enough. Then his fingers moved again, relentless now, pushing her right back to that edge.

She gasped. Her nails dug into his shoulders. “Daddy, please, I’m gonna—”

He pulled back. Again.

She sobbed, a broken little sound. Her body throbbed, every nerve screaming for release. She pressed her face into his neck, hiding, shaking.

“Shh, baby girl.” His hand rubbed her back, soothing. “One more time. You can take it.”

She didn’t think she could. But she nodded anyway. For him.

His fingers returned. Slower, torturous, dragging her up that cliff with precision. The wet sounds grew louder, her arousal soaking through to the padding.

Her thighs clenched. Her breath came in short, ragged pants. She was there, right there, teetering on the edge.

“Cum for Daddy.” His whisper was dark, commanding, right against her ear. “Now.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched hard, waves of heat crashing through her, her moan loud and broken. Wetness surged, her body trembling uncontrollably in his lap.

He held her tight. His hand stayed inside the diaper, fingers still as she rode out the aftershocks. Her chest heaved, her face buried in his shoulder, tears of relief mixing with sweat.

“Good girl.” His voice was warm, proud. “So good for Daddy.”

Her heart swelled. She clung to him, spent, the diaper crinkling softly as she shifted. The warmth of her release spread through the padding, a humiliating reminder—but his arms made it safe.

He pulled his hand free. Wiped his fingers on a cloth from the side table, slow and deliberate. Then he adjusted her diaper, smoothing the tapes, making sure it held.

“You see how it works now.” He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You earn it by being good. And you’re going to be so good for me.”

She nodded, still hazy. “Yes, Daddy.”

He smiled, small but real. His thumb brushed her cheek, rough against her skin. “That’s my princess.”

She melted into him. Her body buzzed, soft and warm, the ache replaced by something deeper. Obedience. Surrender.

He shifted her, turning her sideways on his lap. Her head rested on his chest, his heartbeat steady under her ear. One hand cradled her, the other resting on the diaper, possessive.

“You did so well.” He rocked the chair gently, the motion soothing. “Daddy’s proud of you.”

Her eyes fluttered. The nursery blurred, soft and safe around them. She felt small, cared for, owned in the best way.

But under the warmth, a new tension simmered. Earning it. She’d have to keep earning it, every time, every release under his control.

She didn’t fight it. Not now. His rules were her world, and she wanted to live in them.

He held her longer. Minutes stretched, his hand rubbing slow circles on her back. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, a constant reminder of her place.

“Time for your crib, little one.” He stood, lifting her effortlessly. Her legs dangled, her arms around his neck, trusting him completely.

He carried her to the crib. Lowered her onto the mattress, the bars clicking up around her. The blanket tucked in, soft and warm over her diapered body.

“Sleep now.” His hand brushed her hair, lingering. “Tomorrow, we’ll work on earning more.”

Her stomach fluttered. More. Always more with Daddy.

She hugged her bunny tight. The diaper felt snug, heavy with what she’d done, what he’d made her feel. Her eyes drifted shut, his presence lingering even as he stepped back.

That night, she woke once. Restless, thighs pressing together under the blanket. The edge was there again, building without permission.

She could cum. He’d never know. Her hand hovered, tempted, aching.

But she stopped. Not because he was watching. Because he’d told her not to.

Her chest warmed. Pride, sharp and quiet, bloomed through the frustration. She’d wait for Daddy’s permission, no matter how much it hurt.

She rolled over. Hugged the bunny tighter. The diaper crinkled, a soft sound in the dark.

Sleep pulled her under. Aching, needing, but obedient. His rules held her tighter than the crib bars ever could.

Tomorrow loomed. New lessons, deeper control. She’d earn it again, whatever it took.

Because she was Daddy’s good girl. And good girls waited. Always.

Her breath slowed. The nursery held her, safe and humiliating all at once. She didn’t want to be anywhere else.

Daddy’s shadow lingered in her mind. His voice, his rules, his touch. Tomorrow, she’d kneel again, beg again, surrender again.

And she’d love every second of it.


Chapter 12: Outside the House

Maren woke to sunlight slipping through the crib bars. Her body felt heavy, the diaper snug and slightly warm from the night. She hugged her bunny tight, the crinkle soft under the blanket.

She heard Daniel’s footsteps before she saw him. Steady, unhurried, coming down the hall. Her heart skipped, already waiting for his voice.

“Morning, little one.” He stood at the crib, broad shoulders filling the doorway, beard neat, eyes warm but firm. He lowered the bars with a quiet click.

She sat up, rubbing her eyes. The diaper shifted, a constant reminder of her place. Her cheeks warmed at the thought.

“Time to get dressed.” He pulled a sundress from the closet—yellow, light, with thin straps. “We’re going grocery shopping today.”

Her stomach flipped. Shopping meant leaving the house. Leaving the safety of these walls.

He turned, holding the dress in one hand. In the other, a fresh diaper, thick and white, tapes dangling. “This goes on first.”

Her breath caught. Outside. In a diaper.

“No, Daddy.” The words slipped out, small and shaky. “Not… not out there.”

His face stayed calm, but his eyes held hers. “Daddy knows best, princess. This is for your comfort.”

She shook her head, hands clutching the blanket. “People will hear it. They’ll know.”

He stepped closer, setting the dress and diaper on the changing table. “No one will know but us.” His voice was low, steady, wrapping around her like a tether.

She wanted to argue. But his tone, his presence, already pulled at her resolve. Her fingers fidgeted, unsure.

“Up.” He patted the changing table, expectant. No room for debate.

She slid out of the crib, legs wobbly. The old diaper sagged as she moved. Shame prickled her skin.

He lifted her easily, setting her on the padded surface. His hands were warm, deliberate, as he untaped the used diaper. The cool air hit her, and she squirmed.

“Shh, stay still.” He wiped her clean, slow and thorough, then slid the fresh diaper under her. The powder scent filled the air, soft and humiliating.

She stared at the ceiling, cheeks burning. The tapes ripped loud as he secured them, sealing her in. The bulk felt heavier today, knowing where they were going.

“There.” He smoothed the front, his hand lingering just a second too long. “All safe for Daddy’s little girl.”

Her body reacted. Heat pooled low, uninvited. She hated that it did.

He helped her stand, then slipped the sundress over her head. The fabric was light, barely hiding the padding underneath. She tugged at the hem, nervous.

“Perfect.” He tilted her chin up, forcing eye contact. “You’re just a girl in a sundress, baby girl.”

She nodded, barely. Her heart raced. The crinkle mocked her with every tiny shift.

They walked downstairs. His hand rested on the small of her back, guiding, claiming. She felt every step, the diaper thick between her thighs.

In the car, she sat stiffly. The seatbelt pressed the padding against her, a constant reminder. She stared out the window, palms sweaty.

He drove calmly, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh. “Relax, princess.” His voice was a quiet command.

She tried. But every bump in the road made the diaper crinkle. She was sure someone would hear, even through the car windows.

The grocery store parking lot was busy. People everywhere—families, couples, kids. Her stomach knotted as he parked.

“Out.” He opened her door, offering a hand. His grip was firm, steadying her as she stepped down.

The sundress swayed, and she froze. The crinkle seemed deafening in the open air. Her face burned.

“No one knows.” He leaned close, whispering. “Just us, little girl.”

She nodded, clinging to his words. His hand pressed against her back again, steering her toward the store. Every step felt exposed under the fluorescent lights.

Inside, the aisles stretched endlessly. Carts squeaked, voices echoed, and she swore everyone was staring. The diaper bulk forced her legs apart, making her walk awkward.

“Stand up straight.” His whisper was sharp, right by her ear. “No one knows but us.”

She straightened, trembling. His hand stayed on her, grounding her through the panic. She focused on his touch, not the padding.

He grabbed a cart, moving with ease. “Pick out some apples, princess.” His tone was casual, like this was normal.

She reached for the fruit, hands shaky. The diaper crinkled as she bent forward. Her breath hitched, waiting for someone to turn and look.

No one did. They passed by, oblivious, focused on their own shopping. Still, her skin prickled with shame.

Daniel moved beside her, calm as ever. He picked up cereal, milk, bread—everyday things. His presence made her feel small, dependent, even here.

In the vegetable aisle, she hesitated. A woman glanced her way, and Maren’s heart stopped. Did she hear? Did she know?

“Keep moving.” His voice cut through her spiral, low and firm. “You’re fine, baby girl.”

She obeyed, legs shaky. The crinkle followed her, a secret sound only she seemed to notice. Or so she hoped.

They turned down another aisle. His hand slipped lower, brushing the edge of the diaper through her dress. A quick, possessive touch.

Her body jolted. Heat flared, unwanted but undeniable. She bit her lip, fighting it.

“Good girl.” He murmured it so only she could hear. The praise hit deep, making her dizzy.

They checked out. The cashier smiled, oblivious, scanning items. Maren stood frozen, sure the crinkle would give her away.

It didn’t. The transaction finished, and Daniel took the bags. His hand guided her out, steady as always.

Back in the car, she slumped into the seat. Relief washed over her, but the diaper felt heavier now. Wetter.

He noticed. Of course he did. His eyes flicked to her lap as he set the groceries in the back.

“Let Daddy check.” His hand moved under her dress, fingers slipping inside the waistband. The tape pulled with a soft rip.

She gasped. His touch was deliberate, checking the padding. Lingering just long enough to feel her warmth.

“Wet.” His voice held a quiet edge. Not disappointed—pleased.

Her face burned. Not just from use. Arousal had soaked through, and he knew it.

“You liked that.” He pulled his hand back, but his fingers stayed close, hovering. “Being out there, diapered, with Daddy.”

She couldn’t answer. Shame and need twisted tight inside her. Her thighs pressed together, uselessly.

He reclined her seat with a slow push. The leather creaked under her bare thighs, the dress riding up. Her heart pounded.

“Shh.” He leaned over, one hand on her chest, pinning her gently. The other slid under the diaper again, pulling it aside.

Her breath hitched. His fingers found her, slick and ready. He stroked slow, deliberate, watching her face.

“Daddy…” She whimpered, hand flying to cover her mouth. The parking lot was full—anyone could see. But she couldn’t stop him.

“That’s it.” His voice was a low growl, full of control. “Cum for Daddy, right here.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. Heat built fast, his fingers relentless, circling her clit. She bit her palm, muffling a cry.

The orgasm hit hard. Her hips bucked, pussy clenching around nothing, wetness spilling into the already-soaked padding. Her chest heaved, eyes squeezed shut.

He didn’t stop until she trembled, spent. Then he pulled the diaper back into place, taping it snug. His hand smoothed her dress down, casual as if nothing happened.

“Good girl.” He sat back, starting the car. His tone was warm, proud, like she’d just done something simple.

She lay there, seat still reclined, breath ragged. The diaper was heavy now, wet with her release. Shame burned, but so did something else—satisfaction.

He drove out of the lot, hand resting on her thigh. Groceries rustled in the backseat, normal and mundane. Her mind spun, replaying it all.

I just wore a diaper to the grocery store. Let a man finger me in the parking lot. And I want to do it again tomorrow.

Her cheeks flushed at the thought. She shifted, the crinkle loud in the quiet car. Her body still buzzed, owned by his rules, his touch.

“Rest now, princess.” His voice cut through her haze, soft but firm. “We’ve got more to do at home.”

Her stomach fluttered. More. Always more with Daddy.

She stared out the window, the world blurring past. The diaper clung to her, a humiliating secret under the sundress. But with his hand on her thigh, she felt safe.

Too safe. Too small. Too his.

They pulled into the driveway. He cut the engine, turning to her. His eyes held something new—promise, or threat, she couldn’t tell.

“Inside, little one.” His tone left no room for hesitation. “We’re not done yet.”

Her heart skipped. Not done. Never done with Daddy.

She nodded, legs shaky as she stepped out. The diaper crinkled with every move, a reminder of the morning. A reminder of her surrender.

He grabbed the groceries, guiding her with that same steady hand. The house loomed ahead, a safe cage waiting to close around her. She didn’t fight it.

Because deep down, she didn’t want to. Not anymore. Daddy’s rules, Daddy’s control—it was all she had now.

And all she wanted. The door clicked shut behind them. Her breath caught, waiting for what came next.

Always waiting for Daddy. Always needing more. Always his little girl.


Chapter 13: The Full Routine

Maren woke to the soft click of the crib rail lowering. Her eyes fluttered open, the nursery coming into focus—pale pink walls, the bunny stuffie tucked under her arm, the faint scent of baby powder lingering. She shifted, the diaper crinkling under her onesie, a familiar weight now.

Daniel stood over her, broad shoulders filling the space, his beard neatly trimmed, eyes calm but firm. “Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, a warm rumble that settled her instantly.

She yawned, stretching against the soft mattress. “Morning, Daddy.”

He reached down, large hands sliding under her arms, lifting her effortlessly from the crib. Her legs dangled, the bulk between her thighs a constant reminder. He set her on the changing table, the padded surface cool against her back.

“First thing—let’s get you fresh.” His tone was matter-of-fact, but his hands moved with care, unbuttoning her onesie.

She squirmed, cheeks warming. Even after weeks, the vulnerability stung. But his steady gaze held her still.

He pulled the tapes free, the ripping sound loud in the quiet room. Her breath hitched as cool air touched her skin. He wiped her gently, his touch clinical yet intimate, lingering just enough to make her tense.

“There we are.” He unfolded a new diaper, the crinkle filling the space. He slid it under her, powder dusting her skin, the scent soft and sweet.

She bit her lip. The fresh padding pressed against her, snug and secure. Shame flickered, but so did relief.

He taped it up, each pull deliberate, sealing her in. “Good girl.” His praise hit deep, warming her core.

She couldn’t meet his eyes. Not yet. Not with that heat building low.

He snapped the onesie back into place, covering the diaper. Then he lifted her again, settling her on his hip like she weighed nothing. Her head rested on his shoulder, the scent of his aftershave grounding her.

“Time for your bottle, princess.” He carried her to the rocking chair, easing down with her in his lap.

She nestled closer, the bulk of the diaper pressing against his thigh. He reached for the bottle on the side table, warm formula already prepared. Her lips parted as he guided the nipple to her mouth.

“Suck, baby girl.” His voice was a quiet command.

She obeyed, the warm liquid soothing as it flowed. His arm cradled her, strong and unyielding. She felt small, safe, utterly his.

His other hand rested on her thigh, fingers brushing the edge of the diaper. Her body stirred, a traitor already. She sucked harder, eyes half-closing.

“That’s it.” His whisper was approval, and it sent a shiver through her.

She finished the bottle, her belly full, warmth spreading. He set it aside, wiping her chin with a soft cloth. Then he stood, carrying her to the kitchen.

Breakfast was waiting—pancakes cut into tiny squares, a sippy cup of juice beside it. He placed her in the high chair, buckling her in. Her face burned at the infantilizing click of the strap.

“Eat up, little one.” He slid the plate closer, fork already in hand to feed her if she hesitated.

She picked up a piece with her fingers, popping it into her mouth. Sweet, fluffy, perfect. He watched, nodding approval, and her chest swelled.

“Good girl.” His words were a drug, every time.

After breakfast, he wiped her hands and face, unbuckled her, and led her back to the nursery. A coloring book and pencils waited on the small table. He knelt beside her as she sat, his presence looming.

“Morning playtime,” he said simply. “Color for Daddy.”

She nodded, picking up a pencil. The scratch of lead on paper was meditative, simple. Her mind quieted, focusing only on the lines and shades.

He sat in the rocking chair, watching. His gaze was a weight, but not unpleasant. It anchored her.

She colored for an hour, losing herself in the task. Reds, blues, yellows filled the pages. Her diaper crinkled with every shift, a reminder of her place.

“Time’s up, princess.” His voice broke her focus. He stood, offering a hand.

She took it, letting him pull her up. The bulk between her legs felt heavier now. Her cheeks warmed, wondering if he’d check.

He did. His hand slipped under her onesie, fingers brushing the waistband. “Wet already?”

She shook her head, mortified. “N-no, Daddy.”

He pressed gently, confirming. “Good.” His hand lingered, sending a jolt through her.

Her breath caught. That touch—too brief, too deliberate. It left her aching.

“Lunchtime,” he announced, pulling back. He led her to the kitchen again, another meal prepared. This time, mashed potatoes and tiny bits of chicken, all soft, easy to chew.

He fed her himself, spoonful by spoonful. Her lips closed around each bite, his control absolute. She felt smaller with every swallow.

“Good girl,” he murmured, wiping her mouth. Her core clenched at the praise. Pathetic, how much she needed it.

After lunch, he carried her back to the nursery. “Nap time, baby girl.” His tone left no room for argument.

She nodded, exhaustion tugging at her. He laid her on the changing table, checking her diaper again. Still dry, but his fingers lingered, teasing the edge of the padding.

Her hips twitched. She hated how much she wanted more. But he pulled away, taping a fresh diaper on instead.

He lifted her into the crib, settling her under a soft blanket. A pacifier pressed to her lips. She sucked instinctively, the rhythm soothing.

“Sleep, princess.” He clicked the rail into place, the sound her favorite—final, protective.

Her eyes drifted shut. The diaper hugged her, the onesie soft against her skin. She slept, safe in Daddy’s world.

An hour later, the rail clicked again. She stirred, blinking up at him. His smile was warm, approving.

“Afternoon with Daddy,” he said, lifting her out. Her diaper crinkled as he carried her to his office.

He sat at his desk, keyboard clicking as he worked. She sat at his feet on a soft blanket, another coloring book open. The sound of his typing mixed with the scratch of her pencils.

She shifted, the diaper bulky under her. His hand reached down, resting on her head. A silent claim.

Her body warmed at the touch. Always, always reacting to him. She colored harder, trying to ignore it.

Hours passed like that—quiet, controlled, his presence a constant. Dinner came at seven sharp. He fed her again, spaghetti cut into tiny pieces, sauce wiped from her chin with care.

“Bath time next,” he said, standing. Her stomach fluttered. Bath time was… intimate.

He carried her to the bathroom, setting her on the counter. The tub filled with warm water, steam rising. He undressed her, onesie off, diaper untaped, leaving her bare.

She shivered, exposed. His hands were steady, lifting her into the tub. Warm water enveloped her, soothing every tense muscle.

He knelt beside the tub, a washcloth in hand. Soap foamed as he rubbed it over her shoulders, down her arms. Slow, deliberate, his touch everywhere.

Her breath hitched. His hand moved lower, over her chest, her breasts. Her nipples hardened under the cloth, and he noticed.

“Relax, baby girl.” His voice was a low growl, but his touch didn’t stop.

She couldn’t relax. Not when his hand dipped between her thighs, washing her there. Thorough, too thorough, his fingers brushing her clit.

She gasped, hips jerking. Heat built fast, too fast. She gripped the tub’s edge, trembling.

“Not yet,” he warned, pulling back. Denial stung, leaving her aching, wet in more ways than one.

He rinsed her, water cascading over her skin. Then he lifted her out, wrapping her in a fluffy towel. His hands dried her, lingering on her hips, her thighs.

Her body throbbed. She needed release, needed him. But he controlled that, too.

“Bedtime diaper,” he said, carrying her back to the nursery. He laid her on the changing table, powder dusting her skin again. The fresh diaper taped snug, the sound of the tapes pulling tight echoing in her ears.

He dressed her in a new onesie, soft and pink. Then he lifted her into the crib, tucking the blanket around her. The pacifier returned, pressed to her lips.

She sucked, eyes heavy. The rail clicked into place, that sound sealing her day. Safe, small, his.

“Lying in the crib at 9:01, diapered, onesie on, bunny in my arms, pacifier in my mouth, I think: I used to make PowerPoint presentations for Fortune 500 companies. Now a man puts me in diapers and tucks me into a crib. And I have never been happier.”

But before sleep claimed her, Daniel’s voice cut through the quiet. “This is your day now. Every hour has a place. Every need gets met. You don’t have to think about any of it. Daddy handles everything.”

Her heart skipped. Total surrender, written out, lived out. She didn’t just accept it—she craved it.

He lingered by the crib, his shadow over her. “Tomorrow, we go deeper, princess.” His tone held promise, a dark edge.

Her body stirred again. Deeper. Always deeper with Daddy.

She sucked the pacifier harder, eyes closing. Tomorrow loomed, heavy with his rules, his control. And she couldn’t wait.


Chapter 14: Crib Bondage

Maren lay in the crib, the soft blanket tucked around her. The nursery was dim, just the glow of a nightlight casting shadows on the pastel walls. Her diaper crinkled as she shifted, the bulk between her thighs a constant reminder.

She sucked on the pacifier, slow and rhythmic. Her onesie hugged her body, pink and infantile. Bunny rested in the crook of her arm, worn fur against her skin.

The door creaked open. Daniel stepped in, his broad frame filling the space. He moved with that unhurried grace, deliberate and calm.

She stilled. Her eyes flicked to his hands. He held something—soft leather, small buckles glinting in the faint light.

“Evening, baby girl.” His voice was low, steady. A shiver ran down her spine.

He approached the crib, lowering the rail with a quiet click. The leather cuffs dangled from his grip. Her heart thudded hard.

“What… what are those, Daddy?” Her voice was small, muffled by the pacifier.

He didn’t answer right away. Just set them on the edge of the crib. Then his hand brushed her cheek, warm and grounding.

“Something to help you feel safe.” His tone was tender, but his eyes held intent. Dark, focused intent.

She swallowed. Safe. That word always twisted something inside her—made her want to trust, even when her mind screamed otherwise.

He lifted her wrist gently. The leather cuff slipped around it, soft but firm. The buckle clicked shut, a sound that echoed in her chest.

Her breath hitched.

“Other hand, princess.” His command was quiet, absolute. She gave it to him, trembling.

The second cuff closed around her wrist. He tugged lightly, testing the fit. Not tight enough to hurt—never that—but tight enough she couldn’t slip free.

She tested it. Pulled a little. The leather held.

Her stomach flipped.

Daniel reached into his pocket. Pulled out a silk scarf, black and smooth. Her eyes widened.

“Daddy…” A whisper, barely there.

“Shh, baby girl.” He folded the scarf with care. “Trust me.”

The silk pressed against her eyelids as he tied it behind her head. Darkness swallowed her world. Her breath came faster.

She couldn’t see him. Couldn’t predict his next move. Only feel—the crib mattress under her, the diaper crinkling, the cuffs holding her wrists.

His hand touched her arm. She jumped. A soft chuckle rumbled from him.

“Easy, little one.” His fingers trailed down her arm, slow and deliberate. Goosebumps followed his touch.

Her wrists tugged against the cuffs. She wanted to see, to know. But she couldn’t.

His breath brushed her ear. Warm, sudden. She gasped.

“You’re mine to take care of.” His voice was a low growl. “Every inch of you.”

Her body reacted. Heat pooled low, traitorously fast. She squirmed, the diaper loud in the quiet room.

His hand moved to her hip. Pressed down, stilling her. The weight of him was everything.

She whimpered.

“Stay still.” A command, soft but ironclad. She froze.

His fingers slid under the onesie, grazing her stomach. Her skin burned under his touch. Slow, too slow, he moved upward.

Her chest heaved.

He found her breast. Cupped it through the thin fabric. Her nipple hardened instantly.

A moan slipped out. Muffled by the pacifier. Pathetic.

“Good girl.” His thumb brushed over the peak. She arched, helpless.

Her wrists strained against the cuffs. The leather creaked. She couldn’t touch him, couldn’t pull him closer.

His hand left her breast. Moved lower. Her breath caught.

He pressed against the front of her diaper. The padding crinkled under his palm. She felt the warmth of his hand through it.

“Already so responsive.” His voice held dark amusement. Her face burned.

She wasn’t wet. Not yet. But she was getting there.

His fingers lingered. Pressed harder. Her hips twitched upward, chasing the pressure.

A sharp tsk from him. “I said stay still.”

She bit down on the pacifier. Tried to obey. Failed.

His hand pulled back. She whined, empty and aching. The darkness made it worse—she couldn’t see his next move.

His breath moved. Lower now, near her stomach. Her body tensed.

Lips pressed against her inner thigh. Warm, deliberate. She gasped, hips jerking.

“Daddy…” The word was a plea, garbled around the pacifier.

He didn’t answer. Just kissed higher, slow and torturous. Her thighs trembled.

Her wrists pulled harder. The cuffs held. She was trapped, exposed, his.

His mouth left her skin. A moment of nothing. Then his hand was back on the diaper, pressing again.

Heat built fast. Too fast. She squirmed, desperate.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His voice was firm, cutting through her haze. “You don’t cum until I say.”

She sobbed. A small, broken sound. Her body throbbed, aching for release.

His fingers moved in slow circles through the padding. Teasing, relentless. She couldn’t escape it.

“Daddy, please…” Her voice cracked. Tears wet the blindfold. She didn’t care.

“You can beg.” His tone was calm, cruel in its control. “You can cry. You can scream Daddy until your voice gives out. But you don’t cum until I say so. And I haven’t said so yet.”

Her sob turned into a wail. She thrashed, wrists straining, hips bucking. The diaper crinkled with every move.

His hand didn’t stop. Kept her right on the edge. Minutes stretched into forever.

She broke. Completely. “Daddy, Daddy, please, I’ll be good, I’ll do anything!”

Her voice was raw. Desperate. She didn’t recognize it.

His chuckle was low, satisfied. “That’s my girl.”

But he didn’t let her cum. Not yet. His fingers slowed, keeping her teetering on the brink.

Her body shook. Tears soaked the blindfold. She was nothing but need.

His breath was at her ear again. “You feel that, princess? That’s what surrender feels like.”

She moaned. Loud, broken. Her hips strained upward, seeking anything.

He pressed harder. Just enough to push her closer. Not enough to tip her over.

Time melted. She didn’t know how long it went on. Only that she was his—body, mind, everything.

“Daddy…” A whisper, barely there. Her voice was gone. Used up.

His hand stilled. Pulled back. She cried out, empty.

“Shh.” His lips brushed her forehead. “I’ve got you.”

She didn’t believe him. Not when she hurt this much. Not when she needed so badly.

His fingers returned. Slipped under the diaper’s waistband. Found her clit, wet and swollen.

She screamed. A raw, ragged sound. Her body arched off the mattress.

He circled slowly. Too slowly. Her hips bucked, frantic.

“Please, Daddy, please!” Words tumbled out, incoherent. She was beyond shame.

He pressed harder. Faster. Her breath came in gasps.

“Now, baby girl.” His voice was a command, a gift. “Cum for Daddy.”

The release hit like a wave. Crashing, violent, breaking everything in its path. Her body convulsed, wrists yanking against the cuffs.

She screamed his name. “Daddy!” Her voice cracked, raw and wrecked. Wetness soaked the diaper as she came, hard and endless.

Her pussy throbbed, clenching around nothing. Wave after wave tore through her. She couldn’t stop shaking.

Cum slicked her thighs, trapped by the padding. The warmth spread, humiliating and perfect. Her face burned even as she rode the aftershocks.

He didn’t pull away. Kept his fingers there, drawing out every tremor. She whimpered, oversensitive.

“Good girl.” His praise washed over her. It hit deeper than the orgasm.

Her body went limp. Spent. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think.

His hand left her. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted it. Then his fingers worked at the cuffs.

Click. One wrist free. Click. The other.

Her arms fell to her sides. Heavy, useless. Faint marks circled her wrists.

The blindfold came off next. She blinked, eyes wet and blurry. His face swam into view—calm, proud.

She couldn’t speak. Just stared at him. Her chest heaved.

He lifted her from the crib. Cradled her against his broad chest. Her head lolled against his shoulder.

The rocking chair creaked as he sat. He held her close, one large hand stroking her hair. The other rested on her diapered hip.

Her tears slowed. Dried on her cheeks. She felt… empty. But safe.

His beard scratched softly against her forehead. His heartbeat was steady under her ear. A lifeline.

“I didn’t know I could feel that much,” she whispered. Her voice was hoarse, barely audible.

He tilted her chin up. Met her eyes. His gaze was intense, possessive.

“You can feel more.” His tone was a promise, dark and certain. “We’re not done yet.”

Her breath caught. More. Always more with Daddy.

She nestled closer. Her body still hummed, faint aftershocks rippling through her. The marks on her wrists tingled.

His hand kept stroking her hair. Slow, rhythmic. She melted into it.

The nursery was quiet. Just the creak of the rocking chair. And his breathing, steady as always.

Her eyes grew heavy. But her mind buzzed. What could be more than this?

She didn’t know. Didn’t want to know. Not yet.

But Daddy did. He always did. And that scared her as much as it thrilled her.

Her diaper crinkled softly as she shifted. A reminder of her surrender. Of his control.

She sucked the pacifier again. Slow, instinctive. It grounded her.

His arm tightened around her. Protective, possessive. She was his, completely.

Tomorrow loomed. Deeper, he’d said. Her stomach fluttered at the thought.

She didn’t fight it. Couldn’t fight it. Not anymore.

Her eyes closed. Sleep pulled at her. But his words echoed.

“We’re not done yet.” A promise. A threat.

Her body warmed again. Even now, spent and broken, she reacted. Always for him.

She drifted off in his arms. Safe, small, owned. Tomorrow would come, and with it, more of Daddy’s rules.

More of his control. More of her surrender. And she couldn’t wait.


Chapter 15: The Job Listing

Maren sat at Daniel’s desk, the office dim except for the laptop screen glowing like a harsh reminder. Her hands hovered over the keyboard, chipped nail polish catching the light. She hadn’t opened this thing in weeks.

The inbox loaded. Forty-seven unread emails. Her stomach twisted.

She scrolled, eyes skimming subject lines. Spam. Bills. Then one stopped her cold.

“Interview Opportunity – Analyst Position.” Sent by a former colleague. Her heart thudded.

She clicked it. The words blurred as she read. A startup. Good salary. Exactly her old role.

Her chest tightened. She could go back. Back to spreadsheets, early mornings, the grind that used to define her.

But she didn’t want it. Not anymore. The realization hit like a punch.

Tears pricked her eyes. What was wrong with her? She used to be sharp, capable, someone.

Now she was… this. Diapered. Crying over an email in Daddy’s office.

She slammed the laptop shut. Her hands shook. The silence of the house pressed in.

Daniel was on a call in the other room. She could hear his low, steady voice through the wall. Always so calm, so sure.

She slid off the chair. Her bare legs brushed the cold floor. The diaper crinkled, loud in the quiet.

Her knees buckled. She sank down, curling into herself. The nursery wasn’t far—just down the hall.

She crawled there. Didn’t even think about it. Instinct took over.

The nursery door was open. She pushed inside, the soft carpet a relief under her palms. She sat against the wall, knees to chest.

Tears fell. Hot, messy, unstoppable. She didn’t know who she was anymore.

The job offer burned in her mind. It was a lifeline. A way out.

But out to what? Back to cereal at midnight? Crying alone in a rented room?

She didn’t want that life. She wanted… this. Daddy’s rules, his care, his voice saying “good girl.”

But was that real? Or was she just broken? Hiding from the world in diapers and a crib?

Her sobs grew louder. She pressed her face into her knees. The diaper bulked between her thighs, a humiliating anchor.

Footsteps. Heavy, deliberate. She didn’t look up.

Daniel’s shadow fell over her. She felt it before she saw him. Broad, unshakable.

He didn’t speak. Just crouched down. His large hands reached for her.

She flinched. But he didn’t stop. Lifted her like she weighed nothing.

Her head fell against his chest. His beard scratched her cheek. Safe, even through the tears.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down gently. The padding crinkled under her weight.

Her diaper was wet. She hadn’t noticed. Shame burned her face.

He didn’t comment. Just untaped the sides. The cool air hit her skin.

She whimpered. Vulnerable, exposed. His hands were steady, always steady.

He wiped her clean. Slow, deliberate. Every touch felt heavier than it should.

Her breath hitched. Heat stirred low, despite everything. Her body always betrayed her.

He powdered her. The scent of baby powder filled the air. Then a fresh diaper, taped snug around her hips.

She couldn’t meet his eyes. But he didn’t force her to. Just lifted her again.

The rocking chair creaked as he sat. Her diapered bottom pressed against his lap. His arms wrapped around her.

She cried into his shirt. His hand stroked her back. Slow, rhythmic, grounding.

Minutes passed. Maybe hours. Time didn’t matter here.

Her sobs slowed. Her voice cracked when she finally spoke. “There’s a job offer.”

He didn’t react. Just kept stroking her back. Waiting.

“They want to interview me. It’s… it’s what I used to do. Good money.”

Her words hung there. Heavy, raw. She waited for him to say something.

He didn’t. Just held her tighter. His silence was worse than any question.

“What if I’m just hiding?” Her voice broke. “What if this isn’t me, and I’m too scared to go back?”

His hand paused on her back. Then resumed. Slow, steady, like always.

“I’m not going to make this choice for you, Maren.” His voice was low, firm. “I’ll take care of you either way. But you need to know that what you want and what you think you should want are two different things.”

Her breath caught. His words cut deep. Too deep.

She pressed her face into his chest. His heartbeat thrummed under her ear. A lifeline.

What did she want? Not the job. Not the old Maren, sharp and alone.

But this—Daddy, the nursery, the rules—it scared her too. Was it surrender? Or escape?

His hand moved to her hair. Stroked gently. Her body softened against him.

The diaper crinkled as she shifted. A reminder of her place. His baby girl.

Heat bloomed low again. Unwanted, but undeniable. Her thighs pressed together.

He felt it. He always did. His hand slid down to her hip.

“Shh, little one.” His voice was a caress. “You don’t have to decide right now.”

But her body had other ideas. The warmth grew. Her breath quickened.

His fingers slipped under the diaper’s waistband. Just a check. But they lingered.

She gasped. Wet already. So pathetic.

“Good girl.” His praise hit like a drug. Her body trembled.

He didn’t push further. Just held her there, fingers still, letting her feel it. The shame, the need, the safety.

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t help it. He chuckled, low and dark.

“Not yet, princess.” His hand pulled back. Denial stung worse than she expected.

She whimpered. Needy, desperate. But his arm tightened around her.

“Later,” he promised. His tone was firm, possessive. “When you’re ready to talk more.”

Her face burned. Later. Always later with Daddy.

He rocked her slowly. The chair creaked. Her body hummed, unsatisfied but safe.

The job offer lingered in her mind. A shadow over everything. But his arms pushed it away, just for now.

She sucked on her pacifier. Instinctive, calming. His hand rested on her diapered hip.

Hours passed. Or maybe minutes. She didn’t know.

He stood, lifting her again. Carried her to the crib. Laid her down gently.

The bunny was there, soft and worn. She clutched it tight. Her anchor.

He pulled the blanket over her. Tucked it under her chin. His hands were warm, sure.

Her eyes met his. Tired, wet, searching. He paused at the crib rail.

“Whatever you decide,” he said, voice low and certain, “you decide it as yourself. Not as who you were, and not as who you think you should be. As who you are right now.”

Her throat tightened. His words sank in. Heavy, true, terrifying.

He turned off the light. Closed the nursery door. Darkness wrapped around her.

She stared at the ceiling. Clutching the bunny. Her mind wouldn’t stop.

Who was she right now? Not the analyst. Not the failure.

Daddy’s baby girl. Diapered, cared for, controlled. Was that enough?

The job offer loomed. A choice she didn’t want to make. A past she didn’t want to reclaim.

Her diaper crinkled as she shifted. A reminder of her surrender. Of his rules.

Sleep wouldn’t come. Not yet. Not until 3 a.m., when exhaustion finally won.

But his words echoed. “As who you are right now.” She didn’t know who that was.

Tomorrow would come. With it, more questions. More of Daddy’s care.

She hugged the bunny tighter. Her body still hummed from his touch. Denied, but owned.

The nursery was quiet. Just her breathing, uneven and raw. And the faint crinkle of her diaper.

She didn’t know what she’d decide. Didn’t know if she could. But Daddy would be there.

Always there. Taking care of her. No matter what.

Her eyes grew heavy. But her mind buzzed. The choice loomed, darker than the room.

She drifted, uneasy. Tomorrow wasn’t done with her yet. And neither was Daddy.


Chapter 16: The Choice

Maren sat at the kitchen table. The morning light sliced through the blinds, sharp and cold. Her hands fidgeted in her lap.

Three days. Three days since the job listing landed in her inbox. Three days of quiet, of following Daddy’s rules, of pretending she wasn’t thinking.

She was thinking. Every second. About the job, the apartment, the old Maren who’d have jumped at the chance to rebuild.

The diaper crinkled under her pajama bottoms. A constant reminder. Daddy’s baby girl, not the corporate analyst.

Her chipped nails tapped the table. She hadn’t fixed them. Didn’t care to.

The clock ticked. Loud in the empty kitchen. Each second heavier than the last.

Footsteps approached. Slow, deliberate. Daniel.

He stepped into the room. Broad shoulders filled the doorway. Beard neat, eyes calm but unreadable.

“Morning, little one.”

His voice was low, warm. It wrapped around her like a blanket. She nodded, barely.

He didn’t sit. Not yet. He stood by the table, looking down at her.

“I have something for you.”

Her stomach twisted. Another rule? Another step deeper?

He placed two objects on the table. A gold key, small and heavy, engraved with “Little Girl.” And a folded piece of white paper, crisp, official.

She stared. Her breath caught. What was this?

“Open the paper, Maren.”

Her fingers trembled. She unfolded it. An email printout—a lease confirmation for a small apartment, first month paid.

Her eyes darted to the key. Then back to the paper. Confusion burned in her chest.

“Two choices.” His voice stayed steady, unshakable. “You can stay. Permanently. As my Little, under my rules, in my nursery, with my care.”

Her heart pounded. Permanently. No expiration date.

“Or you can take the apartment.” He gestured to the paper. “Take the job interview. Rebuild on your own.”

She couldn’t speak. Her throat was tight. Too tight.

“I’ll help you either way.” He leaned down slightly, eyes locking with hers. “There is no wrong answer, Maren. I will take care of you if you stay, and I will take care of you if you go. The only thing I won’t do is choose for you.”

Her chest ached. His words sank in. Heavy, real, terrifying.

He straightened up. Turned. Walked out of the kitchen without looking back.

His footsteps receded down the hallway. Faint, then gone. She was alone.

The clock kept ticking. Her breathing grew loud, uneven. The objects sat there, staring at her.

She reached for the key. Cold metal bit into her palm. The weight of it—permanence, surrender, Daddy’s rules.

She put it down. Her hand shook. Reached for the paper instead.

The lease felt thin, flimsy. But it meant normalcy. A life without diapers, without cribs, without Daddy.

Her stomach churned. Normalcy. Did she even want that?

She put the paper down. Picked up the key again. Held it tighter this time.

Memories flooded in. His hands tucking her in. “Good girl” whispered in the dark.

The diaper crinkled as she shifted. A reminder of her place. His control.

Her body reacted. Heat pooled low. Unwanted, but there.

She hated it. Hated how her thighs pressed together. Hated how safe she felt even now, just thinking of him.

The clock ticked. Minutes dragged. Her mind spun.

Stay. Be Daddy’s baby girl forever. Diapered, cared for, owned.

Leave. Be Maren again. Alone, sharp, struggling.

Her fist closed around the key. The metal edges dug into her skin. A small, sharp pain.

She didn’t want to leave. Didn’t want the apartment. But staying—permanently—meant giving up everything.

Her eyes burned. Tears welled. She blinked them away.

The kitchen was too quiet. Her breathing too loud. She needed him.

No. She needed to decide. Alone.

Her hand opened. The key sat in her palm, gold catching the light. “Little Girl” stared back at her.

Her heart raced. She imagined the nursery. The crib, the changing table, his hands on her.

Heat bloomed again. Stronger. Her hips shifted, diaper crinkling louder.

She groaned. Pathetic. So pathetic.

The lease sat there. A door to the past. A past she didn’t miss.

Did she? The old Maren was strong. But so lonely.

Her fingers traced the key. Cold, solid. A promise.

She stood up. The chair scraped. Her legs wobbled.

She picked up the key. Put it down. Picked up the lease.

Put it down. Her hands wouldn’t stop shaking. She grabbed the key again.

Closed her fist tight. The metal cut into her palm. A decision forming.

She walked. Down the hallway. Toward the nursery.

Her steps were slow. The diaper bulked between her thighs. Every crinkle echoed in her ears.

The door was there. Closed. The room she’d slept in, cried in, surrendered in.

Her hand hovered over the knob. The key bit into her other palm. Her breath hitched.

She turned the knob. Pushed the door open. Stepped inside.

The crib loomed in the corner. Soft blankets, bars polished. Her safe place.

The changing table sat ready. Powder scent lingered in the air. A reminder of his hands, his care.

Her body hummed. Heat grew. She couldn’t stop it.

She walked to the crib. Touched the rail. Cold wood under her fingers.

Her mind screamed. Run. Take the lease. Be free.

Her body stayed. Rooted. Needing him.

She turned. Saw the rocking chair. Where he’d held her, fed her, edged her.

Her knees weakened. She sat on the floor. Diaper crinkling under her.

The key was still in her hand. She opened her fist. Looked at it.

“Little Girl.” The words burned. Branded her.

Her pussy throbbed. Shame burned hotter. But she couldn’t look away.

Footsteps again. Heavy, slow. Daniel.

He stepped into the doorway. Didn’t speak. Just watched.

Her face flushed. Caught. Exposed.

“You’ve been thinking, princess.”

His voice was calm. Too calm. It melted her.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. The key trembled in her hand.

He walked over. Knelt in front of her. His large hands rested on his knees.

“Tell Daddy.”

Her lips parted. No sound came. Her eyes dropped to the key.

He saw it. Saw her fist, the way she held it. His hand covered hers.

“Stay or go, little one.” His thumb rubbed her knuckles. “I’m here.”

Her body betrayed her. Wetness spread. Not in the diaper—lower, deeper.

She gasped. He felt it. His eyes darkened.

“There it is.” His voice dropped. Pure control.

His hand slid up her arm. Slow, deliberate. Her skin prickled.

“Show me the key.”

She opened her hand. The gold glinted. “Little Girl” stared up at them.

His fingers brushed hers. Took the key. Held it between them.

“You chose.”

Her heart stopped. Did she? She hadn’t said it.

He leaned closer. His breath warmed her cheek. “You walked in here.”

She trembled. He was right. She did.

His hand moved to her hip. Pressed against the diaper. The crinkle was loud, obscene.

“Wet?”

She shook her head. Not yet. But close.

He checked anyway. Fingers slipped under the waistband. Warm, invasive.

Her breath hitched. His touch lingered. Searched.

“Not yet.” He smirked. “But you will be.”

Her face burned. Shame, need, all at once. She hated how right he was.

His fingers stayed. Pressed against her. Just enough to tease.

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t stop it. A whimper escaped.

“Good girl.” His praise hit hard. Her body clenched.

He pulled his hand out. Slowly. Letting her feel every inch of loss.

“Not now.” His tone was firm. “Not until you say it.”

Say it. Choose. Stay or go.

Her mind spun. Her body ached. She needed him.

“I…” Her voice cracked. Small, broken. “I don’t know.”

He tilted her chin up. Made her look at him. Eyes steady, unyielding.

“You do.” His thumb brushed her lip. “You’re just scared to admit it.”

Her tears spilled. Hot, fast. She couldn’t hold them back.

He pulled her close. Arms wrapped around her. Safe, warm, controlling.

“Shh, baby girl.” His hand rubbed her back. “Daddy’s here.”

Her diaper crinkled against him. His cock was hard—she felt it. Pressed against her padded hip.

Her breath quickened. Heat surged. She pressed closer.

He chuckled. Low, dark. “Needy little thing.”

His hand slid down. Cupped her diapered bottom. Squeezed.

She moaned. Soft, desperate. Her body begged.

“Not yet.” He pulled back. Stood up, towering over her.

She looked up. Helpless, small. His baby girl.

“Stay or go, Maren.” He held the key out. “Say it.”

Her mouth opened. Closed. No words came.

He stepped back. Toward the door. “I’ll wait.”

Her chest tightened. Don’t go. Please.

But he did. Turned. Left the room.

The door stayed open. His footsteps faded. She was alone again.

The key sat on the floor. Gold, heavy, permanent. “Little Girl.”

Her hand reached for it. Stopped. Trembled.

Her pussy throbbed. Wetness spread. She felt it now, warm in the diaper.

Shame burned. But so did need. Daddy’s control owned her.

She picked up the key. Held it tight. The metal cut deeper.

Her mind screamed. Run. Leave.

Her body stayed. Diapered, needy, his. She couldn’t move.

The nursery was quiet. Just her breathing, ragged. And the faint crinkle under her.

She stood. Legs shaky. Held the key like a lifeline.

Walked to the crib. Touched the bars. Imagined sleeping there—forever.

Her heart raced. Fear, want, surrender. All at once.

She turned. Looked at the door. He was waiting.

Her steps were slow. Hesitant. But forward.

Down the hallway. Key in hand. Toward him.

Her diaper crinkled with every step. Bulk between her thighs. His rules, his care.

She stopped at his office door. Saw him inside. Sitting, calm, waiting.

Her hand raised. Knocked softly. Barely a sound.

He looked up. Eyes locked on hers. A small nod.

“Come in, little one.”

Her breath caught. She stepped inside. Key still in her fist.

He stood. Walked to her. Towered over her.

“Say it.”

Her lips trembled. Tears welled again. But she spoke.

“I… I want to stay.” Her voice was small. “With you. As your Little.”

His face softened. Just a flicker. Then control returned.

“Good girl.” His hand cupped her cheek. Warm, possessive.

Her body melted. Heat surged. His praise was everything.

He took the key from her. Held it up. “Permanently.”

She nodded. Tears fell. “Yes, Daddy.”

His thumb wiped her cheek. Gentle, firm. “Mine.”

Her diaper crinkled as he pulled her close. His cock pressed against her. Hard, undeniable.

She whimpered. Needy, desperate. His baby girl.

“Later.” His voice was a promise. “When you’re settled. When you’re ready.”

Denial stung. But his arms held her. Safe, owned.

He kissed her forehead. Lingered there. “We’ve got time now, princess.”

Her heart swelled. Fear lingered, but so did warmth. She’d chosen.

The key was his now. The nursery was hers. Forever.

But forever started slow. With rules, with care, with Daddy. And she wasn’t done surrendering yet.


Chapter 17: Surrender

Maren stood in the nursery doorway, the gold key biting into her palm. It was warm from her grip, heavy with everything it meant. Her heart thudded hard, loud in the quiet room.

Daniel sat in the rocking chair. Broad-shouldered, bearded, unhurried as always. He didn’t look surprised to see her.

“Come here, little one.”

His voice pulled her forward. Low, steady, a command wrapped in care. Her legs moved before her mind caught up.

She stopped in front of him. Looked down at the key in her hand. Then up at his face.

His eyes searched hers. Not pushing, just waiting. Patient, but absolute.

Her breath hitched.

She dropped to her knees. The diaper crinkled under her, a sharp reminder of what she was. What she’d chosen.

Her hand trembled as she held out the key. Placed it in his large, calloused palm. “I’m staying, Daddy.”

His fingers closed around the key. Warmth from her grip lingered on the metal, now his. His other hand cupped her face, tilting it up.

He studied her. Searched for doubt, hesitation, anything. Found none.

“Good girl.” His voice was a rumble, deep and sure. Her body softened under the weight of his praise.

Tears pricked her eyes. Not from fear, not anymore. From relief.

He stood, pulling her up with him. His hands were steady, guiding her to the changing table. He lifted her easily, setting her down on the padded surface.

Her skirt came off first. He unbuttoned it, slow and deliberate, folding it neatly before setting it aside. Her blouse next, each button undone with care.

She lay there, exposed, in just the diaper. The tapes pulled tight against her hips, the bulk between her thighs a constant humiliation. But also safety.

He didn’t speak as he untaped the diaper. The sound of the adhesive ripping echoed in the nursery. Her face burned, but her body stayed still for him.

He wiped her clean with slow, gentle strokes. Powder came next, the silky scent filling the air. His hands lingered, dusting her skin, making sure she felt every touch.

Her breath quickened. Heat pooled low, traitorously. She bit her lip, trying to hide it.

He noticed. Always did. A small smirk curved his mouth as he taped a fresh diaper on, pulling it snug.

“You’re mine now, baby girl.” His hand pressed flat against the front of the padding. Checking, claiming.

She whimpered. The crinkle under his palm was obscene. Her hips twitched, needing more.

“Not yet.” His tone was firm, but warm. Denial stung, but his control wrapped around her like a blanket.

He slid a soft onesie over her head. Pale pink, with little bunnies on it. It snapped closed between her legs, trapping the diaper against her.

Her cheeks flushed. Grown woman, dressed like this. But under his gaze, she felt small, safe, owned.

He picked up a pacifier from the shelf. Pressed it to her lips. “Suck, princess.”

She opened her mouth. Took it in. The rubber was smooth, comforting in a way she couldn’t explain.

He lifted her again, cradling her against his chest. His arms were strong, his heartbeat steady under her ear. She melted into him, pacifier bobbing as she sucked.

He carried her to the crib. The bars loomed, wooden and tall, a cage built for care. The mattress dipped as he laid her down.

But he didn’t step back. Not this time. He climbed in with her, his large frame filling the space.

Her eyes widened. The crib creaked under their combined weight. His body covered hers, warm and heavy.

He pulled the pacifier from her mouth. Set it aside. His lips brushed her forehead, then her cheek.

“You didn’t choose this because you’re lost, Maren.” His voice was a low growl, intimate. “You chose it because you finally stopped being lost. That’s my brave little girl.”

Her heart swelled. Tears spilled again, hot on her cheeks. She reached up, hands on his face, feeling the roughness of his beard.

“Daddy,” she whispered. Small, needy, true. It wasn’t just a word now—it was everything.

He kissed her. Slow at first, lips firm against hers. Then deeper, hungrier, claiming her mouth.

She moaned into it. Her hands gripped his shoulders, pulling him closer. His weight pressed her into the mattress.

His hand slid down. Found the snaps of her onesie. Popped them open with a flick.

The diaper crinkled as he tugged it aside. His fingers brushed her pussy, checking her wetness. She was soaked, and he knew it.

“Needy baby girl.” His voice was rough now, thick with want. He stroked her clit, slow circles, teasing.

Her hips bucked. A desperate sound escaped her. “Please, Daddy.”

He chuckled. Low, dark. “Soon.”

His fingers left her. She whined at the loss, but then heard his belt unbuckle. The sound made her shiver.

He freed his cock. Hard, thick, pressing against her thigh through the diaper’s bulk. She squirmed, wanting it closer.

He shifted. Pulled the diaper further aside. Lined himself up with her pussy.

“Look at me.” His command was sharp. Her eyes locked on his, wide and pleading.

He pushed in. Slow, deliberate, stretching her. She gasped, hands clutching his arms.

“So tight, princess.” He groaned, sinking deeper. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, a humiliating soundtrack.

Her legs wrapped around him. The padding rubbed against her inner thighs, reminding her what she was. His baby girl, fucked in a crib.

He moved faster. Deeper. His cock filled her, hitting every spot that made her tremble.

She moaned. Loud, desperate. “Daddy, please.”

His hand slid between them. Found her clit again. Rubbed it in time with his thrusts.

Heat built fast. Her body tensed, right on the edge. She looked up at him, begging with her eyes.

“Cum for me, little one.” His voice was a growl, permission and command. “Cum on Daddy’s cock.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched around him, pulsing hard. A cry ripped from her throat, raw and broken.

Wetness gushed, soaking into the diaper still half-on. Her face burned with shame, but the pleasure drowned it out. Her body shook, aftershocks rolling through her.

He didn’t stop. Kept thrusting, drawing it out. His own groan came low, guttural, as he spilled inside her.

Hot cum filled her. She felt every pulse, every drop. Her hands clung to him, needing to feel it all.

He slowed. Stopped. Stayed inside her, breathing hard against her neck.

She trembled under him. His weight was everything—safe, heavy, hers. Her hands slid to his face again, holding on.

He pulled out slowly. Fixed the diaper back in place, taping it snug over her sensitive pussy. The warmth of their combined mess trapped inside made her whimper.

He snapped the onesie closed. Picked up the pacifier. Pressed it back between her lips.

“Suck, baby girl.” His voice was softer now, but still firm. She obeyed, the rhythm calming her racing heart.

He shifted, lying beside her in the crib. Pulled her close, her head on his chest. His heartbeat thumped under her ear, steady and strong.

She pressed tighter against him. Felt the softness of her bunny stuffie wedged between their bodies. Her diaper crinkled softly with every small movement.

His arm wrapped around her. Large hand resting on her padded bottom. Possessive, protective.

“You’re home now, princess.” His voice was a whisper, but it carried everything. A promise, a truth, a life.

Her eyes grew heavy. The pacifier bobbed as she sucked, slow and drowsy. His warmth surrounded her, inescapable.

She thought of the lease still on the kitchen table. Unsigned, irrelevant. In the morning, she’d use it as a coaster for her bottle.

Sleep pulled her under. Diapered, onesied, pacifier in her mouth. Daddy’s arms held her tight, and she knew—finally—she’d never be lost again.

---

But morning wasn’t here yet. And Daddy’s rules never slept. Tomorrow, he’d have more for her to learn.

---

(Word count: 2245)


Chapter 18: Home

Maren woke to sunlight streaming through the nursery curtains. Soft, golden, warm. The same light as three months ago, but now it meant forever.

She shifted in the crib. The diaper crinkled under her onesie. Her bunny stuffie pressed against her chest, soft and familiar.

The pacifier rested between her lips. She sucked gently, a sleepy rhythm. Her body felt heavy, safe, cocooned in Daddy’s world.

Down the hall, Daniel’s alarm buzzed. Sharp, insistent. He’d be up soon, coming for her.

She stretched a little. The diaper’s bulk shifted between her thighs. A reminder of what she was—his little girl, always.

Her eyes traced the nursery ceiling. Pale blue, dotted with tiny stars. She wasn’t lost anymore; this was home.

The door creaked open. Daniel stood there, broad and steady in a dark t-shirt and sweats. His beard was neat, eyes warm but firm.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, rough from sleep. He stepped closer, hands already reaching for the crib rail.

She smiled around the pacifier. Her heart fluttered. Daddy was here.

He lowered the rail with a quiet click. That sound—her favorite. It meant the day was starting, with him in control.

“Time to get up, princess.” He leaned down, scooping her into his arms. His warmth surrounded her, solid and unbreakable.

She nestled against his chest. The diaper crinkled louder as he held her. Her cheeks warmed, but she didn’t pull away.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down gently. The padded surface was cool under her back.

“Arms up.” His command was soft but absolute. She obeyed, lifting her arms as he unsnapped her onesie.

The fabric peeled away. Cold air hit her skin. Her diaper sat heavy, sagging slightly from overnight.

He tugged the tapes open. The ripping sound echoed in the quiet room. Her face burned—she’d never get used to this.

“Such a good girl.” His hands were gentle, wiping her clean with a warm cloth. Every touch was deliberate, caring, possessive.

She squirmed. Heat pooled low in her belly. His praise did that every time.

He powdered her skin. The scent of baby powder filled the air. Then a fresh diaper slid under her, soft and thick.

He taped it snug. His fingers lingered at the waistband, brushing her skin. Her breath hitched.

“Almost done, little one.” He snapped the onesie back in place. Pulled her into a sitting position, her legs dangling over the edge.

She looked up at him. His eyes held hers, steady and claiming. She was his, down to her bones.

He picked up a bottle from the warmer. Sat in the rocking chair, patting his lap. “Come here, princess.”

She slid off the table. Padded over, the diaper crinkling with every step. Settled into his lap, her head against his shoulder.

He tipped the bottle to her lips. Warm milk flowed, sweet and comforting. She sucked slowly, eyes half-closed.

His arm held her tight. She felt his cock harden under her diapered bottom. Her body responded, a slow ache building.

“Drink up, baby girl.” His voice was a murmur, but it carried weight. She obeyed, taking every drop he offered.

The bottle emptied. He set it aside. Kissed her forehead, lingering there, his beard tickling her skin.

“Work time soon.” He lifted her off his lap. “Let’s get you dressed over the diaper.”

Her stomach tightened. Work meant adult Maren—sharp, competent, focused. But the diaper stayed, a secret under her clothes.

She followed him to the closet. He picked out a soft sweater and leggings. Something loose to hide the padding.

“Daddy, do I have to?” Her voice was small, hesitant. She hated asking, but the words slipped out.

He turned. Looked down at her, one eyebrow raised. “You know the rules, little one. Daddy decides.”

She bit her lip. Nodded. Resistance melted under his gaze.

He dressed her carefully. The leggings stretched over the diaper, hiding the bulk. She felt it with every move, a constant reminder.

They walked to his home office. His desk was neat, hers beside it—laptop ready, notes organized. Adult Maren’s space, but not fully.

She sat down. The diaper crinkled under her. Her face flushed, but she opened the laptop anyway.

Daniel sat beside her. His presence was steady, grounding. “Four hours, princess. Do your best for Daddy.”

She nodded. Started typing, joining a video call. Her voice was crisp, professional, even as the padding pressed between her thighs.

The call went well. Numbers, projections, analysis—her old self shone through. But underneath, she was Daddy’s baby girl.

She felt his eyes on her. Watching, approving. Heat crept up her neck.

Lunchtime came. She closed the laptop. Stripped down to just the diaper, leaving her clothes in a pile.

She padded to the kitchen. Daniel was there, stirring soup on the stove. He turned, smiling at the sight of her.

“There’s my little girl.” He opened his arms. She ran to him, the diaper loud with every step.

He lifted her onto the counter. Spooned soup into her mouth, one hand steadying her padded bottom. She giggled, letting him feed her.

“Messy princess.” He wiped her chin with a napkin. His touch was gentle, but his eyes burned with something deeper.

After lunch, it was nursery time. She sat on the floor, coloring a picture of a bunny. The diaper felt heavier now, a comforting weight.

Daniel watched from the rocking chair. “Time for a nap soon, baby girl.” His voice was a soft command.

She yawned. Crawled to the crib, clutching her bunny. He tucked her in, the rail clicking shut.

“Sleep tight, little one.” He kissed her forehead. Her eyes drifted closed, safe in her padded world.

She woke an hour later. Rested, calm. Daniel was there, ready to take her outside.

He dressed her in jeans and a jacket. The diaper stayed underneath, hidden but ever-present. They stepped onto the sidewalk.

His hand enveloped hers. Large, warm, claiming. They walked through the neighborhood, just a man and a woman to anyone watching.

Her heart swelled. No one knew her secret. No one knew she was Daddy’s little girl, diapered and owned.

Back home, it was bath time. He filled the tub, warm water lapping at the edges. Undressed her slowly, peeling the diaper away.

She stepped in. Sat down, the water soothing her skin. He knelt beside her, washing her hair with gentle hands.

He tilted her head back. Rinsed the shampoo, water cascading over her. His voice was low, telling her about his day, making her feel small and cherished.

Her body relaxed. His hands moved to her shoulders, massaging lightly. Heat stirred again, slow and deep.

Bath time ended. He wrapped her in a fluffy towel. Carried her back to the nursery, her wet hair dampening his shirt.

He laid her on the changing table. Diapered her again, his fingers lingering as he taped it shut. Her breath caught.

“Daddy’s got you, princess.” He pulled her onesie on. Then lifted her, carrying her to the rocking chair.

He sat, pulling her onto his lap. His hands framed her face. “You’re mine, little girl. Always.”

She nodded. Her heart pounded. She wanted him—needed him.

He kissed her. Deep, slow, claiming. Her hands clutched his shirt, desperate for more.

His fingers slid down. Tugged the onesie snaps open. Pushed the diaper aside, finding her pussy already wet.

She moaned into his mouth. His touch was firm, stroking her clit. Heat built fast, her hips rocking against him.

“Daddy, please.” Her voice was a whimper. She needed release, needed him inside her.

He groaned. Freed his cock, hard and thick. Lined it up with her, the diaper’s bulk rubbing against them both.

“Look at me, baby girl.” His voice was rough, commanding. Her eyes locked on his, wide and pleading.

He pushed in. Slow, stretching her tight pussy. She gasped, clinging to him as he filled her completely.

“So good for Daddy.” He thrust deeper, the diaper crinkling with every move. The sound humiliated her, but it made her wetter.

She wrapped her legs around him. Felt the padding press against her thighs. Her shame melted into raw need.

His hand slid between them. Rubbed her clit in tight circles. Her body tensed, right on the edge.

“Cum for me, princess.” His growl was permission. “Cum on Daddy’s cock while you’re diapered.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched hard around him, pulsing with every wave. A cry tore from her, raw and desperate.

Wetness soaked into the diaper, trapped against her skin. Shame burned her face, but the pleasure was stronger. Her body shook, aftershocks rolling through.

He didn’t stop. Thrust harder, faster. His groan came low as he spilled inside her, hot cum flooding her.

She felt every pulse. Clung to him, trembling. His weight was everything—safe, heavy, hers.

He slowed. Pulled out gently. Fixed the diaper back in place, trapping their mess inside.

She whimpered. The warmth spread, humiliating but intimate. He snapped the onesie closed, sealing her in.

He lifted her. Carried her to the crib. Laid her down, tucking the bunny against her chest.

The pacifier pressed to her lips. “Suck, baby girl.” His voice was softer now, but still firm.

She obeyed. The rhythm calmed her racing heart. Her body felt heavy, sated, small.

He pulled the blanket over her. Kissed her forehead. The crib rail clicked shut, that sound wrapping around her like a promise.

The nightlight switched on. A soft glow filled the nursery. She watched him through half-closed eyes.

“Goodnight, little girl.” His voice was a quiet anchor. “Daddy’s right down the hall. You’re safe, you’re mine, and you’re exactly where you belong.”

“Goodnight, Daddy.” Her whisper was drowsy, content. The pacifier bobbed as she sucked, slow and steady.

The crib rail clicked. The nightlight hummed. She closed her eyes with the bunny against her chest and his footsteps fading down the hallway.

She was twenty-five years old. She had a career, a home, and a Daddy who built a world where she never had to pretend again.

She pulled the blanket to her chin. Pressed the pacifier against her tongue. Smiled.

She wasn’t little girl lost anymore. She was little girl found.

But tomorrow, Daddy would wake her. Tomorrow, there’d be more rules, more care, more of him. And she’d be ready for every single moment.

---
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