

No Underwear Allowed (ddlg regression story)

A Dark DDLG ABDL Tale of Forced Diaper Dependency, Messy Regression, and Total Daddy Ownership


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Innocent Rule

Lily Hartman stood in front of the tall mirror in Alex’s bedroom, naked except for the thin silver chain necklace he’d given her last month—the one with the tiny lock pendant that only he had the key to. Her dark auburn hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, still damp from the shower. At twenty-five she had the kind of body that turned heads without trying: soft curves, long legs, skin that flushed pink at the slightest provocation. Right now that skin was flushed everywhere.

Twenty minutes earlier Alex had fucked her against the headboard until her knees gave out and her voice cracked on his name. He’d held her wrists above her head with one hand, the other between her thighs, whispering filthy promises while she came so hard she saw stars. Now the afterglow still hummed under her skin, making every brush of air feel like a caress.

She reached for her black lace panties on the dresser—her favorite pair, the ones with the little bow at the front. Before her fingers closed around them, Alex’s voice cut through the quiet from the doorway.

“Leave them.”

Lily froze, hand hovering. She turned slowly. Alex leaned against the frame, arms crossed, still shirtless, sweatpants slung low on his hips. At thirty-two he carried himself with the calm authority of someone who rarely had to raise his voice to be obeyed. Dark hair, darker eyes, the faint shadow of stubble along his jaw. Right now those eyes were locked on her with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“What?” she asked, half-laughing. “You want round two already?”

“No.” He pushed off the doorframe and walked toward her, slow, deliberate. “I want a new rule.”

Lily tilted her head, curious despite the sudden tightness in her chest. They’d played with rules before—bedtime spankings when she talked back, no touching herself without permission, calling him Sir during scenes—but this felt different. His tone held no playfulness.

“From now on,” he said, stopping inches from her, “no underwear allowed. Ever. Not at home. Not outside. Not even to sleep.”

She blinked. A surprised laugh bubbled up. “You’re kidding.”

He didn’t smile. Instead he reached past her, picked up the black lace panties, and let them dangle from one finger. “Do I look like I’m kidding, little girl?”

The pet name landed low in her belly. She’d let it slip once during sex—Daddy, please—and he’d latched onto it like it belonged there. Now he used it sparingly, weaponizing the word to unravel her.

“Alex…” She tried for reasonable. “That’s… impractical. I have meetings. I have to go grocery shopping. I can’t just—”

“You can. And you will.” He stepped closer until she had to tip her head back to meet his gaze. “It’s not a negotiation. It’s a rule. And rules come with consequences.”

Her pulse kicked up. Part of her wanted to argue—point out how ridiculous it was, how exposed she’d feel, how mortifying it could get. But another part—the part that still throbbed from the way he’d owned her body minutes ago—was already softening, already curious.

“Why?” she whispered.

“Because I want you aware of me every second of the day.” His free hand slid to her hip, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just above her pubic bone. “I want you to feel the air on your bare cunt when you walk. I want you clenching every time a breeze lifts your skirt. I want you remembering who decides what goes between your legs.”

Lily swallowed. Heat flooded her cheeks—and lower. “And if I… if something happens?”

“Then something happens.” His voice dropped, dark and intimate. “And Daddy will deal with it.”

The word Daddy in that tone sent a shiver straight down her spine. She’d fantasized about deeper surrender—about giving up more than just orgasms—but saying it out loud still felt dangerous. Vulnerable.

He must have seen the hesitation in her eyes because he softened—just a fraction. His hand moved to cup her face, thumb stroking her lower lip.

“One week,” he said quietly. “Try it for one week. If it’s too much, we stop. No punishment. No guilt. But I think…” He leaned in until his mouth brushed her ear. “I think you’re going to love how helpless it makes you feel.”

Lily’s breath hitched. She looked down at the panties still dangling from his finger, then back up at him.

“Okay,” she said, voice small. “One week. Daddy.”

His smile was slow, victorious, tender. He dropped the panties into the trash can beside the dresser without looking away from her.

“Good girl.”

He kissed her then—deep, claiming, one hand fisting in her hair while the other slid between her thighs. She was still slick from earlier; his fingers glided easily, circling her clit with maddening patience until she whimpered into his mouth.

When he finally pulled back, she was trembling.

“Get dressed,” he told her. “No panties. We’re going out for dinner.”

Her eyes widened. “Now? Like… right now?”

“Right now.” He stepped back, giving her space to obey. “Wear the green sundress. The short one.”

Lily stared at him for a long heartbeat. Then she turned to the closet on unsteady legs.

The green sundress was light cotton, hem hitting mid-thigh—cute for a summer evening, scandalous without anything underneath. She slipped it over her head, the fabric whispering against bare skin. No bra either; her nipples were already peaked from arousal and nerves, pressing visibly against the thin material.

She smoothed the skirt down, hyper-aware of how easily it could ride up. One wrong move, one strong breeze, and anyone behind her would see everything.

Alex watched from the doorway while she slipped on flat sandals, then came to stand behind her in the mirror. His hands settled on her hips, thumbs brushing the hem.

“Lift it,” he murmured.

She hesitated.

“Lift. The. Dress.”

Her fingers caught the hem and drew it slowly upward. Higher. Higher. Until the bare curve of her ass and the smooth, freshly shaved mound between her thighs were exposed in the reflection.

Alex pressed himself against her back, hard again through his sweatpants. One hand slid around to cup her bare sex possessively.

“Look at yourself,” he said against her ear. “No panties. No protection. Just my little girl, bare and obedient.”

Lily’s breath came shallow. She could feel herself getting wetter under his palm, the humiliation twisting into something hot and needy.

He rubbed once—slow, firm—then let the dress fall back into place.

“Perfect.”

Dinner was at a quiet Italian place three blocks away. They walked. Every step reminded her: no fabric barrier, no safety net. The cotton of the dress shifted against her skin with every stride. When they crossed a busy intersection, a sudden gust of wind lifted the hem just enough to make her gasp and clamp her thighs together.

Alex’s hand tightened around hers. “Easy, baby.”

Inside the restaurant the air-conditioning hit her like ice. Her nipples hardened further, twin points under the thin dress. She crossed her arms instinctively as the hostess led them to a corner booth.

Alex slid in beside her instead of across—close enough that his thigh pressed against hers. Under the table his hand found her knee, then slid higher, stopping just short of where she ached.

“Open,” he whispered while pretending to study the menu.

Lily glanced around—dim lighting, half-full room, no one looking their way. She parted her knees a fraction.

His fingers traced the inside of her thigh, slow, teasing. When he reached her bare folds he found her already slick.

“Someone likes following rules,” he murmured, circling her clit with the lightest touch.

She bit her lip to stifle a whimper. “Daddy… people…”

“Let them look.” He pressed one finger inside her—slow, shallow—then withdrew. “Or let them wonder why my little girl is squirming in her seat.”

The waiter arrived. Alex ordered calmly—pasta for him, risotto for her—while his hand stayed between her legs, two fingers now sliding in and out in a lazy rhythm. Lily gripped the edge of the table, trying to keep her face neutral. Every time the waiter spoke she clenched around Alex’s fingers, terrified she’d moan out loud.

By the time the food arrived she was shaking.

Alex finally withdrew his hand, licked his fingers clean under the table like it was nothing, then fed her the first bite of risotto from his fork.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “Eat up. You’ll need your energy.”

The walk home was torture.

Every step rubbed her swollen, slick folds together. The breeze played with the hem again—higher this time, almost flashing her ass to a passing cyclist who did a double-take. Lily’s face burned; she hurried forward, but Alex caught her wrist and slowed her deliberately.

“No rushing,” he said. “Let them see how pretty my bare little girl is.”

Back in the apartment he didn’t even let her take off her shoes.

“On your knees,” he ordered the second the door closed.

Lily dropped instantly, heart hammering.

He unzipped, freed himself—thick, hard, already leaking—and fed himself into her mouth without preamble. She sucked eagerly, grateful for something to focus on besides the constant throb between her legs.

When he came it was down her throat, holding her head still until she swallowed every drop.

Then he pulled her up, kissed her messy and deep, tasting himself on her tongue.

“Bed,” he said. “Naked. Now.”

In the bedroom he stripped her slowly—dress over her head, sandals kicked aside—until she stood bare except for the necklace. He laid her on her back, spread her legs wide, and simply looked.

“No panties,” he murmured, tracing one finger down her slit. “No hiding. Just mine.”

He ate her out then—slow, thorough, merciless—until she was crying his name, begging, hips bucking against his mouth. When she came it was violent, thighs clamping around his head, a gush of wetness soaking his chin.

Afterward he held her close, stroking her hair while she trembled through the aftershocks.

“One week,” he reminded her softly. “You promised.”

Lily nodded against his chest, still dazed.

“I know, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Then let’s see how wet and desperate my good girl can get.”

She fell asleep like that—naked, bare between her legs, his hand resting possessively over her sex like a claim.

The rule had only just begun.

And already she could feel it changing her.

The next morning she woke to Alex already dressed for work, standing beside the bed with a glass of water and two small white pills.

“Vitamins,” he said when she raised an eyebrow. “Take them.”

She swallowed without question.

He kissed her, slow and deep, then cupped her bare mound one last time.

“Remember,” he said against her lips. “No underwear. Not even when I’m gone.”

Lily nodded, throat tight.

He left for the office.

She stayed in bed a long time after he was gone, legs spread, fingers tracing the slickness he’d left behind.

No panties.

No protection.

Just the rule.

And the slow, inevitable realization that she was already aching for him to come home and check.


Chapter 2: First Cracks

Lily woke alone the next morning, sunlight slicing through the half-closed blinds of Alex’s bedroom. The sheets were cool where he should have been. She stretched, feeling the faint ache between her thighs from last night—the rough claiming after dinner, the way he’d pinned her wrists and taken her again on the living-room floor because she’d whimpered too prettily when he checked under her dress in the hallway.

No panties.

The reminder hit her like cold water. She sat up slowly, sheets pooling around her waist, and looked down at herself. Bare. Completely bare. The smooth skin between her legs felt exposed even in the privacy of the bedroom. She pressed her thighs together instinctively, but that only made her more aware of the lingering slickness, the faint throb that hadn’t quite faded.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood. The first step made her pause. No fabric. Nothing to catch the faint dampness that still clung to her folds. Just air. Cool, teasing air against every sensitive inch.

Lily padded to the bathroom mirror and stared.

Her reflection looked… different. Vulnerable. The green sundress from last night lay crumpled on the floor; she hadn’t bothered to pick it up. Naked now, she could see the faint red marks on her wrists from his grip, the soft bloom of a hickey just below her collarbone. And between her legs—nothing. No lace, no cotton shield. Just her.

She reached down almost without thinking, fingertips brushing the bare mound. Wet. Still wet. A small, involuntary sound escaped her throat.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Alex.

She hurried back, heart already racing.

Morning, little girl. How’s my bare cunt feeling today?

Lily bit her lip, thumbs hovering. She typed, deleted, typed again.

Exposed. And… wet. Daddy.

The three dots appeared instantly.

Good. Send proof.

Her stomach flipped. Proof?

She glanced toward the full-length mirror in the corner. Before she could overthink it, she angled the phone, spread her legs just enough, and snapped a quick photo—close enough to show the glistening evidence, far enough to include the necklace with its tiny lock pendant resting between her breasts.

Sent.

Silence for ten agonizing seconds.

Then:

Beautiful. Keep it that way. No touching without permission. Drink two full glasses of water before breakfast. Text me when they’re gone.

Lily exhaled shakily. She set the phone down and went to the kitchen, still naked because he hadn’t said she could dress yet. The hardwood floor felt cold under her feet. Every step reminded her: bare. Open. His.

She filled a tall glass at the sink. Drank. Refilled. Drank again. The water hit her stomach cool and heavy. By the second glass she already felt the faint pressure building low in her belly.

She texted: Done, Daddy.

Good girl. Now get dressed for the day. Something short. No bra either. I want those pretty nipples visible if the fabric moves.

Lily’s cheeks burned. She went back to the bedroom and opened the closet he’d started filling with “approved” clothes over the past few months—things he liked seeing her in. She chose a soft white cotton tank dress, sleeveless, hem hitting just above mid-thigh. Thin enough that her nipples would indeed show through if she got cold. Or aroused.

She slipped it on. No bra. No panties. The fabric whispered against her bare skin, clinging lightly to her curves. She looked in the mirror again.

Obscene. Innocent. Both at once.

She spent the morning trying to work.

Her home office was a small corner of the living room—laptop, second monitor, mood board pinned to the wall. Normally she loved the quiet focus of freelance design work. Today, concentration was impossible.

Every time she shifted in the chair, the dress rode up slightly, reminding her there was nothing underneath. The seam of the chair cushion pressed directly against her bare sex. She tried crossing her legs—too much pressure. Uncrossing—more awareness. She ended up sitting with her knees slightly apart, cheeks hot, trying to focus on client revisions.

By eleven her bladder was making itself known.

She’d drunk all that water on an empty stomach. Now it was pressing insistently.

Lily glanced at her phone. No new messages from Alex.

She stood, paced a little. The movement only made it worse—the gentle jostle, the lack of any barrier to help her hold. She pressed her thighs together, rocked subtly on her heels.

Just go to the bathroom, she told herself. It’s your apartment. He’s not even here.

But the rule echoed in her head.

No underwear allowed.

And something deeper: the unspoken implication that if she had an accident because of the rule… he would handle it.

The thought sent a shameful pulse of heat straight to her core.

She sat back down. Tried to work.

Fifteen minutes later the pressure had sharpened into urgency.

Lily whimpered softly, one hand slipping between her thighs under the desk—pressing, not rubbing. Just holding. The dress bunched up around her hips. She could feel herself getting wetter from the desperation, the humiliation of it.

Her phone buzzed.

Alex.

How’s my little girl holding up?

She typed with trembling fingers.

Really need to pee, Daddy. It’s bad.

Then use the bathroom. But no touching after. Hands stay on the desk when you’re done.

Relief flooded her. She hurried to the bathroom, hiked up the dress, sat.

The stream came fast and hard. She sighed in relief—and then froze.

No panties meant no rustle, no adjustment. Just her bare ass on the cool seat, the sound echoing louder than usual in the small room. When she finished she wiped carefully, hyper-aware of every touch, then washed her hands and returned to her desk.

She sat. Placed both hands flat on the desk as instructed.

The phone buzzed again.

Did you go?

Yes, Daddy.

Good. Now drink another glass of water. Slowly. I want you nice and full for when I get home.

Lily stared at the message. Her bladder was empty—but not for long.

She obeyed.

The third glass went down slower. She sipped, paced, tried to edit a logo mockup. By one o’clock the pressure was back—lighter than before, but building steadily.

She ignored it as long as she could.

At two-thirty she was squirming openly in the chair, thighs pressed tight, small rocking motions she couldn’t stop.

Another text.

Tell Daddy how desperate you are.

She typed one-handed, the other still between her legs.

Very. I’m clenching so hard it hurts. Please can I go again?

Not yet. Hold it until I say. Send another photo. Show me how wet my rule is making you.

Lily stood on shaky legs. Went to the full-length mirror in the hallway. Lifted the dress. Spread her thighs just enough.

The photo showed glistening inner thighs, swollen folds, a faint sheen of arousal mixed with the strain of holding.

Sent.

His reply was immediate.

Fuck, baby. Look at that needy little cunt. Keep holding. I’ll be home in an hour. If you leak even a drop before then, you’ll spend the evening in time-out with your dress up and no touching.

Lily’s breath caught.

She sat back down—carefully. Every movement threatened disaster. The pressure was constant now, a hot, insistent ache low in her pelvis.

She tried to focus on work. Failed.

At three-fifteen she felt the first warning twinge—a small, warm flutter deep inside.

She gasped. Clenched harder. Stood up quickly, thighs squeezed together, hands cupped between her legs over the dress.

No no no…

She paced in tight circles. Breathed through her mouth. Rocked on her heels.

Another small spurt escaped—barely a trickle, but enough to make her inner thighs slick. She whimpered, pressing harder.

The front door clicked open.

Alex.

He stepped inside, briefcase in one hand, eyes immediately finding her frozen in the middle of the living room—dress hiked slightly, hands between her thighs, face flushed with panic and need.

He set the briefcase down slowly.

“Baby girl,” he said quietly. “Did you leak?”

Lily’s eyes filled with tears. “Just… just a little. I tried so hard, Daddy. I’m sorry.”

He crossed the room in three strides. Lifted her chin with two fingers.

“Show me.”

She lifted the dress with shaking hands.

A small wet spot darkened the inside of her thighs. Nothing dramatic—but undeniable.

Alex studied it for a long moment.

Then he smiled—slow, dark, approving.

“Good girl for telling me the truth.”

He scooped her up suddenly, carrying her to the couch. Sat with her straddling his lap, dress rucked up around her waist, bare sex pressed against the rough fabric of his slacks.

“You held so well,” he murmured against her neck. “Even when it hurt. Even when you leaked.”

His hand slid between them, cupping her possessively. Two fingers pressed inside—slow, deep.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively.

“Such a desperate little thing,” he whispered. “All because Daddy took your panties away.”

He pumped slowly, thumb circling her clit.

“Beg me to let you go.”

“Please, Daddy,” she gasped. “Please let me pee. I can’t— I need—”

“Not yet.”

He worked her harder—faster—until she was trembling on the edge.

Then he stopped.

Pulled his fingers free.

Lily sobbed in frustration.

He stood, carrying her to the bathroom. Set her on her feet in front of the toilet.

“Legs apart. Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed instantly.

He reached between her legs, spread her folds with two fingers.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes locked on his.

“Whenever you have an accident because of my rule,” he said softly, “Daddy will handle it. But today you held. So you get to go like a big girl… this time.”

He nodded.

Lily let go.

The stream hit hard—loud, messy, splashing. Relief so intense her knees buckled. Alex held her up with one arm around her waist, the other still spreading her, controlling the flow.

When she finished he wiped her slowly—tenderly—then kissed her forehead.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “So good for Daddy.”

He carried her back to the couch, sat with her in his lap, dress still up.

His hand returned between her legs—not to tease this time, but to claim.

He fucked her with his fingers until she shattered—sobbing his name, thighs shaking, another small gush of wetness soaking his hand.

Afterward he held her close, stroking her hair.

“The rule stays,” he said quietly. “And tomorrow we’ll see how much more you can handle.”

Lily nodded against his chest, still trembling.

She was already dreading—and craving—tomorrow.

Because the first cracks had appeared.

And she wasn’t sure she wanted them sealed.


Chapter 3: The Diaper Ultimatum

Lily spent the entire next day in a state of low-grade panic and pulsing arousal.

Alex had left for the office with a kiss on her forehead and one last whispered reminder: “No underwear. No exceptions. Text me if you feel yourself slipping, little girl.” He’d also left her with strict instructions—three full glasses of water by noon, another two by four, and no bathroom breaks without sending him a photo first.

She tried to treat it like any other workday.

She showered (naked, of course), dressed in the soft gray jersey skirt he’d approved—knee-length but flowy—and a cropped white sweater that left a strip of skin bare at her midriff. No bra again; her nipples were already sensitive from yesterday’s constant friction against fabric. The skirt swished against her bare thighs with every step. No panties meant every breeze from the open window, every shift of her hips while typing, felt obscene.

By ten a.m. she was already clenching.

The water hit fast. She sat at her desk with her legs crossed tight, one heel hooked behind the opposite ankle, rocking subtly in the chair. The seam of the chair pressed directly against her bare sex again—unforgiving. She tried to focus on a client mood board, dragging images into a layout, but every few minutes the pressure sharpened and she had to pause, breathe, press her palm discreetly between her thighs over the skirt.

At eleven-thirty she sent the first photo.

A quick mirror selfie in the hallway: skirt lifted just enough to show glistening inner thighs, no visible wetness on the fabric yet—but the evidence of her desperation was clear in the way her knees trembled.

Alex’s reply came within seconds.

Such a good girl holding for Daddy. One more hour. Then you can go—but only if you film it.

Lily’s stomach dropped.

Film it?

She stared at the message, pulse hammering in her throat. The idea was mortifying. Hot. Terrifying.

She obeyed the water rule anyway. Drank the fourth glass slowly while standing at the kitchen sink, one hand braced on the counter, thighs squeezed so tight her muscles ached.

By one o’clock she was frantic.

Small leaks had started—tiny, shameful spurts that escaped when she shifted too suddenly. Nothing enough to soak through the skirt yet, but enough to make her inner thighs slick and sticky. She kept a folded hand towel on the chair now, terrified of leaving a mark.

She texted him again, fingers shaking.

Daddy please. I’m leaking. Not much but I can’t stop it. I need to go so bad.

His reply was calm. Almost gentle.

Poor baby. Come to the living room. FaceTime me. Now.

Lily hurried—waddling more than walking—to the couch. She propped her phone against a cushion, hit the video call button, and knelt on the rug facing the camera. The skirt rode up immediately; she didn’t bother fixing it.

Alex appeared on screen. Conference room in the background—muted, door closed. His tie was loosened, sleeves rolled to the elbows. He looked calm. In control. Exactly how she felt the opposite.

“Lift the skirt all the way, little girl. Show Daddy.”

She obeyed instantly, bunching the fabric at her waist. Bare. Swollen. A thin trail of wetness already shining on her inner thighs.

“Look at that,” he murmured. “My rule is working. You’re dripping just from holding.”

Lily whimpered. “Please, Daddy. I’m going to—”

“Not yet.” He leaned closer to the camera. “Spread your knees. Hands behind your back. I want to watch your face when it happens.”

Tears pricked her eyes. She spread her knees wide on the rug, hands clasped at the small of her back. The position forced her hips forward, everything on display.

“Such a pretty, desperate baby,” he said softly. “You’ve been so good. Daddy’s proud. But today you learn what happens when the rule gets too hard.”

He paused.

“Let a little more out. Just a trickle. Show me you can obey even when it’s humiliating.”

Lily’s breath hitched. She relaxed—just a fraction.

Warmth bloomed against her bare skin. A slow, controlled stream trickled out, pattering softly onto the rug between her knees. She gasped, cheeks flaming, unable to look away from his face on the screen.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Look how much better that feels already.”

She couldn’t stop the rest.

It came in a sudden rush—hot, unstoppable. She cried out softly as it poured from her, soaking the rug, splashing against her calves. The relief was blinding. The humiliation was worse.

Tears spilled over.

Alex watched every second, expression tender and possessive.

When the flow finally slowed to drips, she was shaking.

“Stay there,” he ordered. “Don’t move. Don’t clean up. Daddy will be home in forty minutes. You’re going to wait exactly like that—wet, bare, messy—until I get there.”

Lily nodded, sobbing quietly.

He ended the call.

The next forty minutes were the longest of her life.

She knelt in her own puddle, skirt still hiked, knees spread, hands behind her back. The rug was damp beneath her. The air smelled faintly of her. Every few minutes another small after-spurt escaped, warm against already-cooled skin.

She cried the whole time—not from pain, but from the overwhelming mix of shame and strange, aching relief.

When the front door finally opened, she didn’t move.

Alex stepped inside. Closed the door. Locked it.

He didn’t speak at first. Just crossed the room, crouched in front of her, and cupped her tear-streaked face.

“My poor little girl,” he murmured. “You did so well.”

He kissed her forehead. Then her cheeks. Then her mouth—slow, deep, tasting her tears.

When he pulled back he stood, lifting her easily despite her wet state. Carried her to the bathroom.

He set her on the edge of the tub, skirt still up, and ran warm water into a basin. Grabbed a soft washcloth.

Only then did he speak again.

“The no-underwear rule stays,” he said quietly while he wiped her thighs. “But you can’t be trusted to stay dry. Not anymore.”

Lily sniffled. “I tried, Daddy. I really tried.”

“I know.” He knelt, parted her legs gently, cleaned between her folds with careful strokes. “That’s why Daddy’s going to help you.”

He reached into the cabinet under the sink—the one she’d never paid attention to before—and pulled out a thick white package.

Adult diapers.

Lily’s breath stopped.

He tore it open. The crinkle was loud in the quiet bathroom.

“These,” he said, unfolding one with deliberate slowness, “are protection. Since you can’t keep your big-girl panties dry, you’ll wear something made for little girls who have accidents.”

Lily stared, wide-eyed. “No… Daddy, please. I’m not—”

“You are.” His voice was calm. Final. “Until I decide otherwise. This isn’t punishment, baby. This is care.”

Tears started again.

He lifted her hips effortlessly, slid the diaper under her. The padding was thick—thicker than she’d imagined. Soft. Almost comforting against her sore, overstimulated skin.

He brought the front up between her legs, pressed it snug against her still-sensitive folds, and taped it securely—four strong tapes, snug around her waist.

The bulk forced her thighs apart. When he helped her stand, the diaper crinkled loudly with every tiny shift.

Lily looked down at herself—skirt still hiked, thick white padding bulging obviously between her legs.

She felt ridiculous.

She felt small.

She felt… safe.

Alex smoothed the skirt back down. It barely covered the bottom edge of the diaper; the outline was unmistakable.

“Perfect,” he said softly.

He pulled her into his arms, rocking her gently against his chest.

“You’ll wear this until bedtime,” he told her. “And every time you need to go, you’ll use it. No asking. No holding. Just let go, like the little girl you’re becoming.”

Lily clung to him, face buried in his neck.

“And tomorrow?” she whispered.

“Tomorrow,” he said, kissing the top of her head, “we see how much more you can surrender.”

He carried her to the living room, set her on the couch with her legs spread so the diaper wasn’t compressed, and handed her a sippy cup of water.

“Drink, baby.”

She took it with shaking hands.

The first sip tasted like surrender.

By evening she’d wet the diaper twice—once while watching TV in his lap, once while he fed her dinner from his fork. Each time the warmth spread, the padding swelled, and he simply rubbed her back and murmured, “Good girl.”

When he finally changed her before bed—slow, thorough, powder and lotion and a fresh diaper even thicker than the first—Lily didn’t fight.

She lay on the changing mat he’d spread on the bedroom floor, legs in the air, and let him tape her into helplessness.

Afterward he tucked her naked except for the diaper under the covers, crawled in beside her, and pulled her close—his hand resting possessively over the thick padding between her legs.

“Sleep, little one,” he whispered against her hair. “Daddy’s got you now.”

Lily closed her eyes.

The diaper crinkled softly with every breath.

And for the first time in days, she didn’t dread tomorrow.

She craved it.


Chapter 4: First Messy Lesson

Lily woke to the unfamiliar weight between her legs.

The diaper—still dry from the bedtime change—had settled heavily overnight. The thick padding forced her thighs apart even in sleep; every roll onto her side produced a soft, unmistakable crinkle that echoed in the quiet bedroom. She lay still for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, one hand resting tentatively on the front of the bulky white mound beneath the sheet.

It felt… wrong.

It felt safe.

The contradiction made her stomach twist.

Alex was already up. She could hear him in the kitchen—the low clink of a mug, the soft hiss of the coffee machine. Normal sounds. Domestic. As if nothing had changed.

But everything had.

She sat up slowly. The diaper shifted, crinkling louder. She winced, cheeks heating even though she was alone. The tapes held firm; no leaks, no accidents during the night. Small mercy.

Lily swung her legs over the side of the bed. Standing made the bulk more pronounced—her center of gravity felt off, hips forced wider. She took a tentative step toward the bathroom mirror.

The reflection stared back: messy auburn hair, sleepy eyes, bare breasts still marked from last night’s play, and below… the unmistakable bulge of the diaper peeking out from under the hem of the oversized sleep shirt Alex had slipped her into after the change. The shirt barely skimmed mid-thigh; one wrong move and the entire padded bottom would be on display.

She lifted the shirt anyway. Looked.

Thick. White. Infantile. The landing zone was printed with tiny pastel stars—something she hadn’t noticed in the dim light last night. The tapes were bright blue, snug around her waist and hips. Between her legs the padding puffed out dramatically, forcing a permanent gap.

Lily pressed her palm against the front. Soft. Cushioned. Foreign.

A small, involuntary clench made the diaper crinkle again.

She dropped the shirt and hurried—awkwardly—out to the kitchen before she could spiral further.

Alex stood at the island in gray sweatpants and nothing else, broad shoulders relaxed, pouring coffee into two mugs. He glanced up when she appeared in the doorway.

“Morning, baby girl.”

His voice was warm. Casual. As if she hadn’t just spent the night taped into an adult diaper.

Lily hovered, arms crossed over her chest, trying to look anywhere but at him.

“Hi… Daddy.”

He smiled—slow, knowing—and set her mug on the counter.

“Come here.”

She obeyed on unsteady legs. The diaper forced a slight waddle; every step crinkled softly. When she reached him he turned her gently, backed her against the island, and lifted her onto the cool granite countertop.

Lily gasped at the contact—the padding compressed under her weight, thick and unyielding.

Alex stepped between her knees, hands settling on her bare thighs just above the diaper’s leg gathers.

“How does it feel?” he asked quietly.

She swallowed. “Big. And… loud.”

He nodded. “It’s supposed to be. You’re not supposed to forget it’s there. Not for a second.”

His thumbs stroked inward, brushing the edge of the tapes.

“Did you stay dry all night?”

Lily nodded quickly. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” He leaned in, kissed her forehead. “But today we work on something new.”

Her stomach dropped.

He reached behind her, retrieved a second mug—this one larger, with measurement lines—and filled it with warm milk from a small saucepan on the stove.

“Drink this first,” he said, pressing it into her hands. “All of it.”

Lily stared at the milk. It smelled faintly sweet—probably laced with something. Honey? Vanilla? She didn’t ask.

She brought it to her lips. The nipple was soft silicone, adult-sized but unmistakably from a baby bottle. She had to suck to get the flow going. Warm milk flooded her mouth—comforting, rich, slightly too sweet.

Alex watched her drink, one hand resting possessively on the front of her diaper, thumb rubbing slow circles over the padding.

Halfway through the bottle her bladder gave its first polite warning.

She shifted. The movement made the diaper crinkle louder.

Alex noticed immediately.

“Already?” he murmured. “That didn’t take long.”

Lily’s cheeks burned. She tried to finish the bottle faster—sucking harder—but it only made her need worse.

When the last drop was gone, Alex took the empty bottle and set it aside.

“Legs up,” he instructed.

She hesitated only a second before lifting her knees toward her chest, exposing the diaper fully. The position made her feel even smaller—legs spread, padded bottom on display, shirt riding up to her ribs.

Alex pressed firmly against the front of the diaper.

“Feel that?”

She nodded. The pressure pushed the padding against her most sensitive places.

“When you need to go,” he said softly, “you go right here. In your diaper. No asking. No running to the bathroom. Just relax and let it happen. Understand?”

Lily’s breath hitched. “But… what if—”

“No what-ifs.” His voice was gentle but unyielding. “This is what little girls who can’t keep their panties dry wear. And little girls use their diapers.”

Tears pricked her eyes.

He softened, cupping her cheek.

“It’s okay to be scared, baby. Daddy’s right here. I’ll change you. I’ll clean you. I’ll take care of everything.”

She nodded shakily.

He helped her down from the counter.

“Go sit in the living room. Watch something quiet. Let your body do what it needs.”

Lily waddled to the couch—crinkle, crinkle, crinkle—and lowered herself carefully. The diaper squished slightly under her weight. She pulled a throw blanket over her lap, trying to hide the bulge.

Alex brought her a sippy cup of water—“to help things along”—and settled beside her with his laptop, one arm around her shoulders.

She tried to focus on the cartoon he’d put on—bright colors, soft music—but the pressure built steadily.

By ten-thirty she was squirming.

Alex’s hand slid under the blanket, resting on the front of her diaper again.

“Relax,” he whispered. “Just breathe.”

She tried.

A small spurt escaped—warm, sudden. The diaper absorbed it instantly, but she gasped anyway.

Alex rubbed slow circles over the now-damp spot.

“That’s it. Let go.”

Another spurt. Then a longer flow.

Lily whimpered, hiding her face in his neck as the warmth spread—slow, heavy, soaking into the thick padding. The diaper swelled noticeably, growing squishy between her thighs.

When the stream finally tapered off she was trembling.

Alex kissed her temple.

“Good girl. Such a good girl for using your diaper.”

He kept her in his lap for another twenty minutes—rubbing, praising, letting her feel the heavy, sagging weight she’d created.

Then he stood, lifting her easily.

“Time for a change.”

He carried her to the bedroom, where he’d already spread a thick changing mat on the floor. Laid her down gently. Lifted her shirt over her head so she was naked except for the soaked diaper.

The tapes ripped open with a loud velcro sound.

The diaper unfolded like a flower—front yellowed and heavy, the absorbent core swollen and sagging.

Lily stared at the ceiling, mortified.

Alex didn’t comment. He simply balled the used diaper up, wiped her thoroughly with warm wipes—front to back, every fold, every crease—then lifted her legs higher to clean her bottom.

Cool lotion followed. Powder—sweet-scented, clouding the air. A fresh diaper—thicker this time, with extra boosters slid inside for “longer protection.”

He taped it snugly. Four tapes again. Ran his palms over the front and back, checking the fit.

“Perfect,” he murmured.

He helped her sit up. The new diaper felt enormous—her thighs couldn’t touch. Every movement crinkled loudly.

Alex pulled her into his arms on the floor, rocking her gently.

“How do you feel now, baby?”

Lily buried her face in his shoulder.

“Small,” she whispered. “And… wet. Even though it’s fresh.”

He chuckled softly. “You’ll get used to it.”

The rest of the day followed the same rhythm.

Bottle at lunch—warm formula this time. Another wetting while she sat in his lap watching TV. A longer change in the afternoon—slow, intimate, his fingers lingering until she was trembling on the edge but not allowed to come.

By evening the inevitable happened.

They were in the nursery corner he’d started setting up—soft rug, stack of diapers on a low shelf, a rocking chair—when her tummy gave its first warning cramp.

Lily froze.

Alex noticed immediately.

“What is it, little one?”

She shook her head, cheeks flaming. “Nothing.”

He lifted her chin. “Tell Daddy.”

“I… I think I need to… you know.”

He understood instantly.

“Then go.”

“Here?” Her voice cracked.

“Right here. In your diaper. That’s what it’s for.”

Tears welled.

“I can’t. It’s… it’s too much.”

Alex pulled her onto his lap in the rocking chair, cradling her close.

“You can,” he whispered. “And you will. Because Daddy says so.”

He rubbed her tummy in slow circles—gentle pressure right over the spot that ached.

The cramp sharpened.

Lily whimpered, clinging to him.

“Let it happen, baby. Daddy’s got you.”

She tried to hold. Really tried.

But his hand kept rubbing, soothing, coaxing.

A soft, warm push.

Then another.

The mess entered the diaper slowly at first—soft, thick—spreading against the padding, warm around her bottom. Lily sobbed quietly into his neck as it kept coming, filling the seat, squishing around her with every small shift.

When it finally stopped she was shaking.

Alex rocked her slowly.

“Shhh. It’s okay. You did exactly what you were supposed to.”

He held her for long minutes—letting her cry, letting her feel the heavy, messy weight she’d made.

Then he carried her to the changing mat.

The cleanup took nearly thirty minutes.

He peeled the tapes open carefully to avoid spillage. The diaper was a disaster—mess smeared across her bottom, padding stained and sagging. He used wipe after wipe, warm washcloth, extra lotion to soothe the sensitive skin.

All the while he murmured praise.

“So brave for Daddy.”

“Such a good girl letting go.”

“My perfect little messy baby.”

When the fresh diaper was taped on—thickest one yet, with a soft pink print of bunnies—she was boneless, exhausted, strangely calm.

Alex carried her to bed early.

Tucked her in wearing only the diaper, pacifier clipped to the waistband “just in case.”

He crawled in beside her, hand resting over the fresh padding.

“Tomorrow,” he whispered against her hair, “we go deeper.”

Lily closed her eyes.

The diaper crinkled softly with every breath.

And for the first time, the sound didn’t scare her.

It felt like home.


Chapter 5: Deeper Surrender

The next morning arrived with a soft gray light filtering through the nursery curtains Alex had hung the night before—thick blackout panels printed with tiny silver stars that made the room feel smaller, safer, more enclosed.

Lily woke slowly, disoriented by the weight around her hips and the faint, lingering scent of baby powder and last night’s mess. The diaper she’d been changed into after the first bowel accident was noticeably heavier now—soggy from multiple unconscious wettings during sleep. The boosters inside had done their job; the padding sagged low between her thighs, cool and clammy against her skin, but hadn’t leaked.

She lay very still, listening to her own breathing sync with the gentle crinkle every time her chest rose and fell.

Alex appeared in the doorway a few minutes later, already dressed in dark jeans and a fitted black Henley that showed the lean muscle of his arms. He carried a fresh bottle—warm milk again, nipple already glistening.

“Morning, baby girl,” he said softly, voice low and calm. “Someone had a busy night.”

Lily’s cheeks burned instantly. She hadn’t even realized she’d wet in her sleep. The knowledge made her curl inward, knees drawing up until the diaper squished audibly.

Alex crossed to the crib—yes, crib now; he’d assembled the adult-sized one while she napped yesterday afternoon—and lowered the side rail with a quiet click.

He lifted her out effortlessly, one arm under her padded bottom, the other around her back. The soaked diaper sagged heavily as he carried her; she could feel the warm, swollen core shifting with every step.

On the changing table he laid her down gently. The padded vinyl top was cool against her bare shoulders. He clipped a soft pacifier to the front of her diaper—pink, with a little heart charm—and popped it into her mouth without asking.

“Suck,” he murmured. “It’ll help you stay calm while Daddy cleans you up.”

Lily obeyed automatically. The silicone nipple filled her mouth; she nursed instinctively, the rhythm soothing despite the humiliation.

Alex worked methodically.

First the tapes—ripped open one by one with deliberate slowness. The diaper unfolded like wet paper, revealing the extent of the damage: front completely saturated, yellowed and puffy, the back still faintly stained from last night’s mess even after yesterday’s thorough wipe-down.

He didn’t comment on the smell or the sight. He simply balled the ruined diaper, dropped it into the lidded pail, and reached for the wipes warmer.

The first wipe was warm and soothing against her folds. He cleaned her front to back in long, careful strokes—lifting her legs high so he could reach every crease, every sensitive inch. When he moved to her bottom the wipe dragged over the slightly tender skin; Lily whimpered around the pacifier.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “Almost done.”

More wipes. Then warm washcloth. Lotion—thick, fragrance-free, rubbed in with firm circles until her skin glistened. Powder next—sweet-scented cloud that made her sneeze softly around the paci.

Finally, the new diaper.

This one was different.

Thicker again—overnight style even for daytime—with four boosters stacked inside. The outer cover was pale lavender with tiny white rabbits hopping across the landing zone. He slid it under her lifted hips, brought the front up slowly, pressing the padding firmly against her still-sensitive clit and folds.

The tapes went on tight—six this time, extra reinforcement around the legs to prevent leaks during “active play.”

He checked the fit with both palms, smoothing over the massive bulge.

“Perfect,” he said quietly. “This one will hold everything you give it today.”

Lily’s eyes widened around the pacifier. Everything?

Alex helped her sit up. The diaper was so thick her thighs couldn’t close; she had to sit with her knees splayed wide. The bulk forced her into a permanent waddle even before she stood.

He chose an outfit next: a short, baby-pink onesie with snap crotch and ruffled sleeves. It stretched taut over the diaper, the snaps straining slightly at the bottom. Over that went a soft cotton romper—shortalls in pale yellow, the bib embroidered with a little teddy bear holding a bottle. The legs were bloomer-style, loose enough to accommodate the padding but short enough that the diaper bulge was obvious from every angle.

He finished with white lace socks and soft pink mary-janes.

When he stood her in front of the full-length mirror, Lily barely recognized herself.

Pigtails he’d brushed and tied with satin ribbons. Pacifier bobbing gently. Onesie and romper stretched obscenely over the enormous lavender diaper. Bare thighs forced apart. Innocent. Infantile. Owned.

Alex stepped behind her, hands settling on her padded hips.

“Look at my baby girl,” he whispered against her ear. “All padded and pretty for Daddy.”

Lily’s eyes filled. Not with tears of protest this time—with something softer, more dangerous. Acceptance.

He carried her to the rocking chair for breakfast.

Two bottles—warm formula again, one after the other. She nursed greedily while straddling his lap, the thick diaper squishing between them every time she shifted. His free hand rubbed slow circles over the front of the padding, not teasing, just reminding.

By the second bottle her tummy felt full and heavy. The inevitable pressure started building again—both front and back.

Alex noticed the subtle squirm.

“Already?” he murmured. “Good. Let it come.”

Lily whimpered around the nipple.

He set the empty bottle aside and rocked her slowly.

“No holding today,” he said quietly. “When you feel it, you go. Right here. In Daddy’s arms.”

The first wetting came without warning—warm flood spreading through the fresh padding, soaking the boosters almost instantly. Lily gasped, hips jerking, but Alex held her steady.

“That’s it,” he praised. “Such a good girl using her diaper for Daddy.”

She kept nursing the last drops even as the stream tapered off. The diaper swelled noticeably—warm, heavy, sagging slightly between her thighs.

Minutes later the bowel pressure arrived—sharper, more insistent.

Lily tensed.

Alex rubbed her lower back in slow circles.

“Relax, baby. Let it happen.”

She tried to fight—clenching around nothing—but the fullness in her tummy, the rocking motion, his calm voice—all of it conspired against her.

A soft push.

Then another.

The mess entered slowly—warm, thick, spreading across her bottom inside the diaper. Lily sobbed quietly into his neck as it kept coming, filling the seat, squishing warmly with every small rock of the chair.

When it finally stopped she was trembling, face buried against him, pacifier fallen to the floor.

Alex didn’t rush the change.

He held her for long minutes—rocking, murmuring praise, letting her feel every heavy, messy inch of what she’d done.

“You did so well,” he whispered. “Daddy’s so proud of his messy little girl.”

Only then did he carry her to the changing table.

The cleanup was ritualistic—slow, thorough, intimate.

He peeled the tapes carefully. The diaper unfolded into a disaster zone: front soaked yellow, back heavily soiled, padding sagging and stained. He used half a pack of wipes, warm water, extra lotion to prevent any irritation.

All the while he talked to her softly.

“Look how much you let go for Daddy.”

“Such a big mess from such a little girl.”

“My perfect, helpless baby.”

When the fresh diaper was taped on—even thicker, with a crinkly plastic outer layer for “extra protection”—Lily was limp, floaty, strangely peaceful.

Alex carried her to the playpen he’d set up in the living room—large, padded, filled with soft toys and a thick blanket.

He laid her down on her back, legs splayed by the bulk, and clipped the pacifier back in.

“Nap time,” he said gently. “Daddy will be right here working. You stay padded. You stay little.”

Lily curled onto her side, thumb finding its way to her mouth beside the paci, eyes already drooping.

The diaper crinkled softly with every breath.

She drifted off to the sound of Alex typing nearby, his presence a steady anchor.

When she woke two hours later, the diaper was wet again—unconscious, effortless.

Alex noticed the moment her eyes opened.

He crossed to the playpen, lifted her out, carried her straight to the changing table without a word.

Another long, loving change.

Another thick diaper.

Another bottle in the rocking chair.

The cycle continued through the afternoon—wet, messy, changed, fed, rocked, napped.

By evening Lily no longer tensed when the pressure built.

She simply relaxed into it.

Let the warmth spread.

Let the mess fill.

Let Daddy clean and powder and tape her back into safety.

When he tucked her into the crib that night—fresh overnight diaper, even thicker, with a locking plastic panty snapped over the top—she reached for his hand.

“Daddy?” Her voice was small, sleepy.

“Yes, baby?”

“I… I don’t want to go back.”

He leaned over the rail, brushed hair from her forehead.

“Back to what, little one?”

“To… big-girl things. Panties. Toilets. Work.”

Alex smiled—slow, possessive, tender.

“You don’t have to,” he whispered. “Not anymore.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Sleep now. Tomorrow we make the rules permanent.”

Lily closed her eyes.

The crib rail clicked up.

The diaper crinkled softly.

And she fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

Deeper surrender had begun.

And she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 6: The First Public Padding

Lily woke to the soft click of the crib rail being lowered.

The overnight diaper was predictably heavy—saturated front to back from multiple unconscious releases, the boosters swollen and cool against her skin. The locking plastic pants Alex had snapped over the top prevented any leakage onto the crib sheet, but the weight pulled low, forcing her to shift awkwardly as he lifted her out.

She clung to his neck automatically, legs wrapping around his waist, the sodden bulk squishing audibly between them. The pacifier had fallen out sometime in the night; it dangled from its clip against her chest.

Alex carried her straight to the changing table without a word. Laid her down. The lavender onesie from yesterday was already unsnapped at the crotch—he peeled the plastic pants away with a sticky pop, then ripped the tapes open one by one.

The diaper unfolded into a disaster: front dark yellow, back faintly stained from a small messy accident she didn’t remember having. Lily stared at the ceiling, cheeks burning, sucking instinctively on her thumb now that the paci was gone.

Alex cleaned her with the same slow, reverent care he always used—warm wipes, lotion rubbed in circles, powder dusted generously. When he reached for the next diaper, Lily’s breath caught.

This one was different.

Still thick—very thick—but the print was subtler: plain white with only a small embroidered teddy bear on the landing zone. The outer cover had a slight sheen, almost like training pants but far too padded to be mistaken for anything adult. He slid it under her, taped it snugly, then added the locking plastic pants again—clear this time, so the diaper itself was visible underneath clothing if anyone looked closely.

He chose the outfit with deliberate care.

A soft, knee-length cotton dress in pale mint green—high-waisted, slightly flared, with short puffed sleeves and a Peter Pan collar. No leggings. No tights. Just white ankle socks with lace trim and soft leather mary-janes. The dress was long enough to cover the diaper when she stood still… barely. Any bending, sitting, or wind would reveal the unmistakable bulk and the faint outline of the plastic pants.

He brushed her hair into two neat pigtails, tied with matching mint ribbons. Then he clipped the pacifier to the inside of her dress collar—“for emergencies,” he said quietly.

Lily looked in the mirror and felt her stomach drop.

She looked sweet. Innocent. And obviously diapered.

Alex stepped behind her, hands settling on her padded hips.

“We’re going out today,” he said.

Her eyes widened in the reflection.

“Out?”

“Yes.” He smoothed the dress down over the bulge. “A short trip. Coffee shop. Park. Nothing extreme. But you need to feel this outside these walls.”

Lily’s heart hammered. “People will see. They’ll… they’ll know.”

“They might.” His voice was calm. “Most won’t look twice. The ones who do…” He leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “They’ll know you belong to someone who takes very good care of his little girl.”

He produced the next plug from the drawer—medium-large, smooth silicone with a subtle flared base. He lubed it generously, bent her over the changing table, and worked it in slowly while she whimpered and clutched the padded edge.

When it seated deep, he patted the back of her diaper.

“Keeps you nice and full,” he murmured. “And reminds you who owns every part of you.”

He added a thin cardigan over the dress—soft cream knit, cropped at the waist so it didn’t hide the diaper outline—and slipped a small diaper bag over his shoulder: extra diapers, wipes, powder, a bottle disguised as a large tumbler, spare pacifier, changing mat.

Then he took her hand.

“Let’s go, baby.”

The drive was twenty minutes of torture.

Alex had installed an oversized booster seat in the back of his SUV—padded, with a five-point harness. He buckled her in carefully, the harness straps pressing the diaper firmly against her, compressing the plug deeper with every click. Sitting made the padding squish wetly from the overnight load still trapped inside; she hadn’t been changed yet.

Every bump in the road jolted the plug. Every red light made her squirm. By the time they parked near the quiet café strip, she was flushed and trembling.

Alex unbuckled her, lifted her down, and took her hand.

“Walk slow,” he instructed. “Let Daddy feel how padded his girl is.”

The sidewalk felt endless.

The dress swayed with each waddling step. The crinkle was faint but constant—audible to her ears, surely audible to anyone close enough. The plug shifted with every movement, pressing against sensitive places. The soaked diaper sagged lower, forcing an even wider gait.

Inside the café the air-conditioning hit like ice. Her nipples peaked instantly under the thin dress. Alex ordered at the counter—black coffee for him, a large warm milk in an opaque tumbler for her—while she waited at a corner table, clutching the cardigan closed.

A barista glanced her way. Did her eyes linger on the odd bulk under the dress? On the way Lily kept her knees pressed tight together?

They sat outside on the patio—secluded corner table, but still public.

Alex fed her sips from the tumbler—slow, patient—while she tried to look normal. Halfway through, the pressure hit again.

She’d been holding since the car—too nervous to let go in public.

Now, sitting in the open air, the need became urgent.

She squirmed.

Alex noticed immediately.

“Use your diaper, baby,” he said quietly, voice low enough that only she could hear. “That’s what it’s there for.”

“Here?” she whispered, horrified.

“Right here. No one will know.”

She tried to hold. Really tried.

But the plug, the full tummy from the milk, the constant awareness of the soaked padding already between her legs—it was too much.

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

Lily gripped the table edge, eyes squeezed shut, as her diaper grew hotter and heavier beneath the dress. The padding swelled dramatically, sagging lower, forcing her thighs even wider apart under the table.

When it ended she was breathing hard, tears threatening.

Alex reached across and squeezed her hand.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Daddy’s so proud.”

He checked discreetly—fingers slipping under the table to press against the front of her dress, feeling the now-massive, sodden bulge.

“Still holding back there,” he said softly. “We’ll take care of that in the park.”

They finished slowly. Paid. Walked.

The soaked diaper sagged dramatically now—brushing the tops of her thighs with every step. The crinkle was louder, wetter. The plug shifted with the mess of urine, making her clit throb traitorously.

They found a secluded bench under thick trees in the small park nearby.

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

“Daddy, please… it’s bad.”

“I know, baby.” He pulled her onto his lap, facing away from him, cardigan draped over them both for cover like a blanket.

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

She gasped.

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

He rubbed slow circles—over her clit, pressing the sodden padding against her sensitive nub, grinding the plug deeper with every motion.

The combination—the heavy mess behind her, the plug filling her, the public risk, his unrelenting control—pushed her over the edge in under a minute.

She came quietly, biting her lip until it bled, body shuddering in his arms, another small gush of wetness flooding the already-ruined diaper.

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

Alex kissed her temple.

“Time to go home, little one.”

The drive back was silent. She dozed in the booster seat, exhausted, diaper cold and heavy between her legs.

At home he carried her straight to the nursery.

Laid her on the changing table.

Dress up. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped.

The diaper was catastrophic—completely used, sagging, yellowed front to back, mess smeared across her bottom.

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

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

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

A fresh, even thicker diaper—white with little pink hearts. Locking plastic pants. A clean onesie—soft gray this time.

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

“How was your first outing, baby girl?”

She buried her face in his neck.

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

He chuckled softly.

“That’s my girl.”

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

The outside world had seen her padded.

And she had never felt more owned.


Chapter 7: Breaking Point

By the start of the second full week in diapers, Lily no longer counted the days.

She counted changes.

She counted bottles emptied.

She counted the number of times she let go without thinking—without hesitation, without shame—simply because the pressure arrived and her body had learned that resistance was pointless.

The nursery had become her entire world.

The crib rails stayed up when Alex wasn’t directly supervising. The playpen occupied most of the living-room floor, padded with soft mats and scattered with oversized stuffed animals, chunky crayons, and board books with bright pictures. A high chair now stood in the kitchen corner—tray attached, straps ready—for every meal that wasn’t a bottle. Work had become a vague memory; her laptop sat closed on a high shelf she couldn’t reach without help, its battery long dead.

Alex had taken her phone on day nine.

He’d simply held out his hand one morning after a change and said, “Time to let Daddy handle the grown-up worries, baby girl.”

She’d placed it in his palm without protest.

The relief had been immediate and startling—no more notifications, no more emails, no more pretending she still cared about deadlines or client revisions. The outside world faded like a dream she could barely recall.

Her days now followed a gentle, inescapable rhythm:

Wake soaked and messy in the crib.

Long, intimate change on the table—powder, lotion, fresh thick diaper.

Bottle in the rocking chair while straddling his lap, his hand rubbing slow circles over the padding.

Playpen time—coloring, napping, letting accidents happen unnoticed.

Lunch bottle in the high chair, sometimes with soft finger foods he fed her himself.

Afternoon nap in the crib or playpen, pacifier in mouth, plug vibrating on low.

Another change—often messy by then.

Evening bottle and “training” on the changing table—legs in stirrups, plug graduated larger, edging until she sobbed for release.

Bedtime in the thickest overnight diaper, locking plastic pants, crib rail up, Alex’s hand resting possessively over the front until she drifted off.

Accidents were no longer events.

They were constant.

She no longer felt the warning twinge and panicked. Wetting happened mid-sentence, mid-coloring, mid-breath—warmth blooming without fanfare, padding swelling quietly. Messes came suddenly—soft, unstoppable pushes while she napped or sat in his lap. She’d freeze for a second, feel the warm spread around the plug, then simply continue whatever she was doing. No tears. No begging. Just acceptance.

On day twelve, Alex removed the last traces of her old life.

While she napped in the playpen—thumb in mouth, diaper already heavy—he quietly packed away every piece of her former wardrobe. Tailored blazers, silk blouses, skinny jeans, heels—all gone into donation bags he loaded into his car later that afternoon.

When she woke, he was waiting with a fresh bottle and a calm explanation.

“Big-girl clothes don’t suit my baby anymore,” he said, lifting her onto his hip like she weighed nothing. “You won’t need them.”

Lily stared at the empty closet in their old bedroom—bare hangers, empty shelves.

A faint pang hit her chest—sharp, unexpected.

“But… what if—”

He silenced her with a finger to her lips.

“No what-ifs.” His voice was gentle but final. “This is your life now. For as long as Daddy decides.”

The pang faded quickly.

Back in the nursery he dressed her in something new: a tiny baby-doll dress in pale peach—short enough that the hem barely skimmed the top of her diaper, ruffled bloomer-style plastic pants snapped over the locking cover. A matching bonnet tied under her chin. She looked absurdly infantile. She felt… right.

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

“No more wandering the apartment,” he told her while buckling the soft canvas gate. “Little girls who can’t control their diapers stay where Daddy can watch them.”

The playpen was large—room for her to crawl, a thick mat, toys, a small tablet loaded only with baby shows and lullabies. She spent hours there, knees spread wide by the bulk, sucking on her pacifier, watching colorful cartoons while accidents happened without notice.

Wetness spread. Messes filled. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, saggier.

She didn’t call for a change right away anymore.

She simply waited.

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

“Someone’s been a very leaky, messy girl today,” he murmured, lifting her out and carrying her to the table.

The change took nearly forty minutes.

He peeled the tapes carefully, held the sodden, soiled padding in place to avoid spillage. The mess was substantial—soft, thorough, undeniable. He used warm water, soft cloths, extra wipes, powder to prevent rash.

Lily lay limp, eyes half-closed, pacifier bobbing gently.

When he finished and taped on a fresh overnight diaper—extra thick, with crinkly plastic backing—he didn’t dress her further. Just carried her to the rocking chair for dinner.

Two large bottles of warm milk while she straddled his lap, dress pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt.

Lily’s breath caught.

He’d been adding herbal supplements to her bottles for days—subtle lactation inducers. Her breasts were fuller now, tender, a faint beading visible at the nipples when she was aroused or full.

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

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

Then a faint sweetness. A drop. Then more.

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

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

“Good girl. Drink it all up.”

The combination—nursing, the plug deep inside her, his praise, the heavy padding between her legs—pushed her over without warning. She came quietly, hips rocking against his hand, diaper growing wetter from arousal and another unnoticed wetting.

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

Afterward he held her close.

“Tell Daddy how you feel.”

She thought for a long moment, thumb tracing the edge of her fresh diaper.

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

He kissed her forehead.

“That’s right. Nothing else does.”

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

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

She tried to remember what day it was.

Day fourteen? Fifteen?

Did it matter?

The trial period they’d never formally agreed on had long since dissolved.

She no longer thought about safe words.

She no longer thought about escape.

She simply existed—diapered, plugged, fed, changed, loved.

Somewhere in the dark, a small voice whispered that she hadn’t used the bathroom in almost two weeks.

She smiled around the pacifier.

And drifted off to the soft crinkle of her padding.

The breaking point had come quietly.

And she had crossed it without looking back.


Chapter 8: Permanent Markings

Lily no longer woke with the faint flicker of resistance.

The crib rail lowering no longer startled her. The heavy sag of her overnight diaper no longer made her flinch. She simply opened her eyes, felt the familiar warmth and weight between her legs, and reached for the pacifier clipped to the rail—popping it into her mouth before Alex even entered the room.

Today was day twenty-one.

She had stopped counting the calendar pages he crossed off each morning. Instead she counted the number of diapers she’d filled without being prompted. The number of times she’d nursed from his chest. The number of plugs that had stretched her further each night.

Twenty-one days since the first diaper.

Twenty-one days since the outside world had shrunk to nothing more than faint background noise.

Alex appeared in the doorway wearing only low-slung black sweatpants, hair still damp from his shower. He carried the usual: warm bottle already prepared, small silver tray with lotion, powder, and a fresh diaper folded neatly beside it.

“Morning, my little one,” he said softly, voice rough from sleep.

Lily sat up in the crib—slowly, carefully—so the soaked padding wouldn’t squish too loudly. The overnight diaper was enormous: triple boosters, plastic-backed, tapes straining under the load of multiple wettings and a soft, unavoidable mess sometime after three a.m. She didn’t remember making it. Her body simply did what it was trained to do now.

Alex lowered the rail. Lifted her out. Carried her to the changing table with the ease of routine.

She lay back without being told. Legs lifted automatically toward the ceiling straps he’d installed last week—soft cuffs that held her ankles high and wide, exposing everything. The position had become muscle memory.

He popped the bottle nipple between her lips before starting the change.

“Suck, baby. Nice and slow.”

Lily nursed greedily while he worked.

Tapes ripped. Diaper peeled away. The smell hit—strong, unmistakable—but she no longer cried. She simply closed her eyes and nursed harder, letting the rhythm soothe her.

Alex cleaned her with meticulous care: warm washcloth first, then wipe after wipe until every trace was gone. He lingered over her folds, thumb brushing her clit just enough to make her hips twitch, then moved to her bottom—gentle circles of lotion, generous cloud of powder.

The new diaper was different.

Custom.

He unfolded it slowly so she could see.

Pure white, extra-thick, with a reinforced landing zone embroidered in delicate silver thread:

Daddy’s Forever Girl

Lily’s breath caught around the bottle nipple.

Alex slid it under her hips. Brought the front up. Taped it with six strong tapes—tight, secure, permanent-feeling. Then came the locking plastic pants—thicker than usual, clear vinyl with a small silver heart-shaped padlock he clicked shut at the front waistband.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit.

The diaper felt heavier than any before—almost rigid with extra stuffing. The embroidered words sat right over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when the light hit just right.

Alex cupped her chin.

“Today we make it official,” he said quietly.

Her eyes widened.

He lifted her down and carried her to the living room, where he’d cleared the coffee table.

On it lay two documents.

The first was the original “Regression Trial Agreement” they’d never truly signed—now crossed out in red ink.

The second was new.

Permanent Ownership Agreement

Elegant black script on thick cream paper.

He sat in the big armchair with her straddling his lap—diaper crinkling loudly, plastic pants gleaming. He held the paper so she could read.

It was short. Direct.

●        Lily Hartman surrenders all adult privileges permanently to Alex Hale (“Daddy”).

●        24/7 diaper usage. No toilet access ever again.

●        Full regression: bottles, crib, pacifier, plugs, high chair, playpen.

●        No safe word. No termination clause.

●        Daddy assumes complete ownership—body, mind, orgasms, messes, future.

●        In exchange: total care, protection, love, discipline.

At the bottom: two signature lines.

Lily stared at the words until they blurred.

Alex handed her the pen.

“You don’t have to read it again,” he said softly. “You already know what it says.”

She took the pen with trembling fingers.

For a long moment she simply held it—nib hovering above her name line.

Then she pressed it to the paper.

Lily Hale

(she wrote his last name without thinking—without asking)

She looked up at him, eyes shining.

Alex signed beneath her.

Then he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small velvet box.

Inside: a thin silver collar—delicate chain, small heart-shaped lock pendant engraved on the front:

Daddy’s

On the back, in tiny script:

Forever Diapered

He fastened it around her neck. The lock clicked shut—same key as the plastic pants.

Lily touched the pendant with trembling fingers.

Tears slipped down her cheeks—not sad. Relieved.

Alex kissed them away.

Then he carried her back to the changing table.

Laid her down.

Unsapped the onesie she’d slept in. Pulled the plastic pants down just enough.

The diaper stayed on—taped, locked, embroidered.

He freed himself—hard, leaking—and entered her slowly through the leg gather, pushing the thick padding aside just enough.

No condom. No pulling out.

He fucked her deep and slow—eyes locked on hers—one hand pressing firmly over the embroidered words on the front of her diaper, grinding the soaked padding against her clit.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her throat. “Permanent. My breeder. My baby. My everything.”

Lily sobbed his name—Daddy—over and over as she came, body convulsing, diaper growing wetter from arousal and a fresh release she couldn’t stop.

When he finished inside her he stayed buried deep for a long minute, both breathing hard.

Then he cleaned her gently—through the leg gathers—repositioned the diaper, re-snapped the plastic pants, locked them again.

He carried her to the rocking chair.

Fed her another bottle—warm milk laced with more herbs to keep her full, leaking, dependent.

While she nursed he rocked her slowly.

“Tell Daddy what you are.”

She pulled off the nipple just long enough to whisper:

“Your permanent diaper girl.”

He kissed her forehead.

“That’s right.”

That night he tucked her into the crib wearing only the new diaper and collar—no onesie, no dress, nothing to hide the embroidered claim or the padlocked plastic.

He clipped the pacifier between her lips.

Raised the rail.

Stood there watching her until her eyes drifted closed.

Lily fell asleep to the soft hum of the plug he’d turned on low, the heavy crinkle of her forever diaper, the cool metal of the collar against her throat.

No more trial.

No more counting days.

Just the quiet certainty of permanence.

And the strange, perfect peace that came with it.


Chapter 9: The Final Barrier

Lily no longer woke to sunlight or alarm clocks.

She woke to the gentle click of the crib rail, the soft rustle of Alex’s footsteps, and the immediate, familiar pressure of a diaper that had already done its job overnight.

Day twenty-eight.

The embroidered words Daddy’s Forever Girl stared back at her every time he changed her—silver thread catching the light, a constant reminder pressed right against her most intimate skin.

This morning the diaper was especially heavy: triple-soaked front, boosters swollen and yellowed, a thick, unavoidable mess from sometime around dawn. The locking plastic pants had kept everything contained, but the weight pulled low, sagging almost to mid-thigh when Alex lifted her from the crib.

She clung to him automatically—legs around his waist, arms around his neck, pacifier already in her mouth. The soggy bulk squished wetly between them with every step to the changing table.

Alex laid her down. Secured her ankles in the stirrup straps. Popped the bottle nipple between her lips before he even touched the tapes.

“Drink, baby,” he murmured. “Let Daddy take care of the rest.”

Lily nursed slowly while he worked.

Tapes ripped. Plastic pants unlocked and peeled away. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet sound—mess smeared thick across her bottom, front dark and sagging, the embroidered claim now stained and darkened from use.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t cry. She simply closed her eyes and sucked harder on the bottle, letting the warm milk fill her mouth while Alex cleaned her with the same slow reverence he always did.

Warm washcloth. Wipe after wipe. Lotion rubbed in deep circles. Powder dusted generously until a sweet cloud hung in the air.

The fresh diaper he chose today was the thickest yet—custom order, arrived yesterday in discreet brown packaging. White with pale gray script across the landing zone in elegant cursive:

Property of Daddy Hale

No Big-Girl Privileges Ever

He slid it under her lifted hips. Brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered around the nipple. Six tapes this time, pulled extra tight. Then the locking plastic pants—thicker vinyl, reinforced seams, heart-shaped padlock clicked shut with finality.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit.

The diaper forced her thighs so far apart she couldn’t close them even if she tried. The bulk was obscene—puffing out front and back, crinkling loudly with the slightest movement.

Alex lifted her down and carried her to the living room.

On the coffee table sat a single pale pink pair of cotton panties—simple, adult, the kind she used to wear every day before the rule began.

Lily froze in his arms.

He set her on the floor in front of the table, on her padded bottom, legs splayed wide by the diaper.

“Tonight the thirty-day mark arrives,” he said quietly. “Tomorrow morning, if you want, you can wear these. You can shower alone. Use the toilet. Put on real clothes. Go back to your old life. Back to being independent Lily Hartman.”

He laid the panties directly in front of her—soft fabric mocking the massive, locked diaper between her legs.

“Or,” he continued, crouching so they were eye-level, “you stay exactly as you are. My permanent, diapered baby girl. No more pretending. No more choice.”

Lily stared at the panties.

The cotton looked thin. Fragile. Wrong.

She reached out—trembling fingers brushing the fabric—then pulled her hand back as if burned.

Alex watched her silently.

She tried to imagine it: sliding the panties up her legs, feeling only smooth cotton against bare skin. No bulk. No crinkle. Walking normally. Sitting without spreading her knees. Using a toilet like an adult.

The image made her stomach churn—cold, nauseating panic.

She looked up at him, eyes filling.

“I… I can’t.”

He didn’t speak. Just waited.

Lily crawled forward—awkwardly, diaper dragging heavily—until she reached the changing table in the corner. She pulled herself up on unsteady legs, waddled to the stack of fresh diapers, and picked one up.

The one on top had the same embroidered claim.

She held it out to him with both hands.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “Don’t make me try tomorrow. I can’t. The panties feel… wrong. Empty. I don’t want to be dry. I don’t want to be big.”

Tears spilled over.

“I want to stay like this. Forever. Your diaper girl. Please.”

Alex crossed the room in two strides. Took the diaper from her hands. Set it aside.

Then he pulled her into his arms—cradling her against his chest, rocking her gently.

“You’re sure?” he asked quietly.

She nodded frantically into his neck.

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

He kissed her temple. Her cheek. Her lips—soft, deep, claiming.

“Then it’s settled.”

He carried her back to the changing table. Laid her down. Taped the fresh diaper on—extra thick, embroidered claim pressed firmly against her.

But this time he added something new.

From a drawer he pulled a small silver tag—engraved on both sides:

Daddy’s Permanent Diaper Girl

Property – Do Not Remove

He threaded it through one of the waistband loops and crimped it shut with pliers—permanent, unremovable.

Lily touched it with trembling fingers.

Owned.

Marked.

His.

That night, training was different.

He laid her on the changing table, legs in stirrups, plastic pants unlocked but diaper left taped.

The plug came out slowly—slick, full.

Then he entered her—bare, deep, claiming every inch.

No pulling out.

He fucked her slowly—eyes locked on hers—one hand pressing over the embroidered words, grinding the thick padding against her clit with every thrust.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “Forever. My little breeder. My helpless baby. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she sobbed. “Permanent. Diapered. Yours. Please—fill me, Daddy—”

He did.

Thoroughly. Completely.

When he finished he stayed inside her for a long moment, breathing hard against her neck.

Then he cleaned her tenderly—through the leg gathers—reinserted the largest plug yet (now with a small locking base), taped the diaper back up, snapped and locked the plastic pants.

He carried her to the crib.

Tucked her in wearing only the marked diaper and collar—no onesie, nothing to hide the claim.

He sat on the edge of the mattress, held her hand through the bars.

“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, “we burn the key to your plastic pants. No more unlocking. Ever.”

Lily squeezed his fingers.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her once more—deep, possessive—then raised the rail.

She fell asleep quickly—diaper thick and warm, plug humming gently, collar cool against her throat, silver tag glinting faintly in the nightlight.

No more hesitation.

No more what-ifs.

Just the quiet, perfect certainty of forever.

And the soft, endless crinkle of her permanent diaper.


Chapter 10: The Key Melts

Lily woke on the morning of day thirty to the softest sound she had ever heard in this room: the gentle hiss of the gas fireplace being lit.

She lay still in the crib, eyes half-open, pacifier already between her lips, thumb resting against the cool metal tag crimped onto her diaper waistband. The overnight diaper beneath her was predictably ruined—front saturated to the point of sagging, boosters swollen and discolored, a thick, warm mess pressed firmly against her bottom from sometime after midnight. The locking plastic pants had trapped everything perfectly; not a drop had escaped onto the crib sheet.

She didn’t panic.

She didn’t even tense.

She simply felt the heavy, familiar squish when she shifted her hips and let out a small, contented sigh around the pacifier.

Alex appeared in the doorway moments later, shirtless, sweatpants slung low, holding a small silver key between thumb and forefinger—the only key to the heart-shaped padlock on her plastic pants.

He didn’t speak at first.

He simply walked to the crib, lowered the rail with one hand, and lifted her out with the other. She wrapped around him instantly—legs around his waist, arms around his neck, soaked diaper squishing wetly against his bare stomach. He carried her to the living room without a word.

The fireplace was already flickering, low orange flames licking the ceramic logs. He sat in the wide leather armchair facing the fire, settling her straddling his lap so the heavy, messy diaper pressed directly against his thigh.

Lily nursed the pacifier slowly, eyes fixed on the key.

Alex held it up between them, letting the firelight catch the metal.

“This,” he said quietly, “is the last thing that could ever take you out of your diapers without my permission.”

She nodded once—small, certain.

He leaned forward, extended his arm, and dropped the key into the flames.

It landed on the hottest log with a faint metallic clink.

They watched together in silence as the silver began to soften, then melt—slowly at first, then faster—until it was nothing but a small, shapeless puddle of liquid metal that quickly cooled into an irregular gray blob among the ashes.

No more unlocking.

No more possibility of escape.

Lily’s breath hitched once—soft, almost inaudible. Not fear. Not regret. Just the final, exquisite snap of the last remaining thread.

Alex turned her face to his with two fingers under her chin.

“Look at me, baby girl.”

She did.

“You’re mine now,” he said, voice low and rough with emotion. “Permanently. Irreversibly. No safe word. No trial. No panties. No toilets. Just diapers. Just Daddy. Just this.”

Lily pulled the pacifier out with a wet pop.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. “Forever.”

He kissed her then—deep, claiming, one hand fisting in her hair while the other pressed firmly over the embroidered claim on the front of her ruined diaper.

When he broke the kiss he stood, carrying her straight to the nursery changing table.

Laid her down. Secured her ankles in the stirrups. Ripped the tapes open.

The diaper unfolded into a catastrophe—yellowed front, thick mess smeared across her bottom, padding sagging and stained. He cleaned her with ritual slowness: warm water, soft cloths, lotion massaged in deep, powder dusted until she smelled like baby and safety.

The new diaper he chose was the same custom style—white, extra-thick, embroidered in silver:

Property of Daddy Hale

No Big-Girl Privileges Ever

But this time he added a second tag—identical to the first—crimped onto the opposite waistband loop.

Double-marked.

Double-claimed.

He taped it on with six strong tapes, pulled mercilessly tight. Snapped the clear locking plastic pants over the top. Clicked the heart padlock shut—knowing full well the only key no longer existed.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit up.

The diaper was so thick she could barely close her thighs. The plastic pants gleamed under the nursery light, the padlock catching every flicker.

Alex lifted her down and carried her back to the living room—straight to the fireplace again.

He set her on her feet in front of the flames—diaper crinkling loudly, plastic pants shining, tags glinting.

“Turn around,” he instructed softly.

She did—slowly, awkwardly, the bulk forcing her into a wide stance.

He knelt behind her. Pressed one palm flat against the back of her diaper—right over the mess she’d made overnight—then slid the other around to the front, cupping the embroidered claim.

“You feel that?” he murmured against the small of her back. “That’s forever now.”

Lily nodded, tears slipping down her cheeks.

He stood. Turned her to face him.

Then he entered her—right there, standing in front of the dying fire—pushing the leg gather of the fresh diaper aside just enough, bare and deep.

No condom.

No hesitation.

He fucked her slowly—holding her upright with one arm around her waist, the other hand pressing the front of her diaper against her clit, grinding the fresh padding in time with every thrust.

“Mine,” he growled. “My permanent diaper girl. My little breeder. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she sobbed, clinging to his shoulders. “Permanent. Diapered. Yours. Please—fill me again, Daddy—”

He did.

Deep.

Hot.

Claiming.

When he finished he stayed inside her for a long minute—both breathing hard—then gently withdrew, repositioned the diaper, re-snapped and re-locked the plastic pants.

He carried her to the rocking chair.

Fed her a full bottle—warm milk laced with the herbs that would keep her breasts tender and leaking for him.

While she nursed he rocked her slowly, one hand resting over the padlocked plastic, the other stroking her hair.

“Tell Daddy what today means.”

Lily pulled off the nipple just long enough to whisper:

“No more keys. No more choice. Just you. Just diapers. Just forever.”

He kissed her forehead.

“That’s right, baby.”

That night he tucked her into the crib wearing only the marked diaper and collar—plastic pants gleaming, padlock shut, tags glinting in the nightlight.

He raised the rail.

Sat on the edge of the mattress for a long time, watching her drift.

Lily fell asleep to the soft hum of the plug he’d turned on low, the heavy crinkle of her forever diaper, the cool weight of the collar and tags against her skin, and the faint scent of melted silver lingering in the air.

The final barrier was gone.

The key was ash.

And she had never felt more whole.


Chapter 11: Owned and Bred

Six weeks after the key melted into the fireplace, Lily’s world had narrowed to four walls, four routines, and one unrelenting truth: she belonged to him completely.

The nursery had grown.

A larger crib—custom-built, rails tall enough that even standing on tiptoe she couldn’t reach the latch. A second changing table stocked with industrial packs of the thickest custom diapers, stacks of boosters, rows of locking plastic pants in every shade of pastel. A wide nursing glider with extra padding for long sessions. Shelves overflowing with printed onesies, short baby-doll dresses, frilly bloomer covers, and pacifiers in every color. A discreet medical cabinet now held enemas, suppositories, hormone shots, and the small glass vials that kept her milk coming in steady, sweet drops.

She hadn’t worn anything but diapers since the morning the key turned to ash.

She hadn’t used a toilet.

Hadn’t walked without a waddle.

Hadn’t made a single decision that wasn’t handed to her by Daddy.

Accidents were no longer accidents.

They were simply what happened.

She wet without warning—warm floods while coloring, while napping, while nursing. Messes came soft and unstoppable—often during bottle time in his lap, or while she crawled in the playpen, or in the middle of the night when the suppository he’d slipped in before bed did its quiet work. She no longer clenched. No longer panicked. Her body had learned that resistance only made the eventual release more intense, more humiliating, more inevitable.

Alex checked her every two to three hours—lifting her dress or romper, pressing the front of her diaper, feeling the weight, the warmth, the squish.

If she was soaked or messy, he carried her to the table without comment.

If she was close to capacity, he changed her immediately—slow, thorough, intimate.

If she was still “room to grow,” he patted the front and murmured, “Keep going, baby. Daddy wants you nice and full.”

Her breasts had changed too.

The herbal supplements, the daily nursing sessions, the hormone shots he administered with calm precision—her chest had swelled, tender and heavy, nipples constantly beaded. Milk came easily now: a few gentle squeezes and it beaded; a long nursing session and it flowed in warm, sweet streams.

He drank from her every day—morning, afternoon, bedtime—while she straddled his lap, diaper crinkling, plug humming, collar glinting at her throat.

Today was no different.

Lily woke in the crib to the soft chime of the baby monitor—Alex’s signal that he was coming. She rolled onto her back, legs automatically spreading so the overnight diaper (massive, plastic-backed, triple-stuffed) wouldn’t compress too painfully. The mess from last night had settled into a thick, warm layer across her bottom; the front was dark yellow and sagging low.

When Alex entered, she reached for him immediately—arms up, pacifier bobbing, eyes sleepy and needy.

He lowered the rail. Lifted her out. Carried her to the changing table.

The cleanup took forty minutes.

He peeled the tapes slowly—letting her feel every inch of the ruined padding as it unfolded. The mess was substantial—soft, thorough, undeniable. He used warm water, soft cloths, extra wipes, lotion to soothe the sensitive skin that had become so used to constant contact with wet padding.

When he finally slid the fresh diaper under her—white, embroidered Property of Daddy Hale – No Big-Girl Privileges Ever—he paused.

“Legs wider, baby.”

She obeyed.

He lubed the largest plug yet—thick, inflatable, with a remote-controlled vibration setting and a small locking base—and worked it in slowly. Lily whimpered around the pacifier as it stretched her, filling her completely. He pumped it two extra squeezes—enough to make her gasp—then locked the base with a tiny padlock that matched the one on her plastic pants.

The diaper went on over it—taped mercilessly tight. Locking plastic pants snapped and padlocked. A pale lavender onesie stretched over everything, snaps straining at the crotch. A short, ruffled romper in cream followed—bloomers loose enough for the bulk but short enough to show the gleaming plastic and the faint outline of the embroidered claim.

He carried her to the rocking chair for morning nursing.

She straddled his lap, romper pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own swollen breasts. Milk beaded instantly; he caught the drops on his finger and fed them to her.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered words, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned around his hair, hips rocking instinctively.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Tell Daddy what you are.”

“Your permanent diaper girl,” she whispered. “Your property. Your breeder.”

He smiled—slow, possessive.

“That’s right.”

He carried her to the playpen.

Set her down on the soft mat.

She crawled immediately—knees wide, diaper dragging heavily, crinkling with every movement. The plug shifted inside her with every motion, sending small sparks up her spine.

Alex sat at his desk nearby—laptop open, but eyes always flicking back to her.

She colored for a while—fat crayons, simple pictures of teddy bears and bottles.

Halfway through a page, the pressure arrived—front and back at once.

She didn’t pause. Didn’t clench.

She simply relaxed.

Warmth flooded the front—long, steady stream soaking the fresh boosters. Almost immediately after, a soft push from behind—thick, warm mess spreading across her bottom, squishing around the inflated plug.

She kept coloring.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t call out.

Just let it happen.

When Alex checked her twenty minutes later, the diaper was already sagging—tapes straining, front discolored, back bulging noticeably.

He lifted her out without a word.

Carried her to the table.

The change was long and loving.

He cleaned every inch—slow, thorough. When he reached between her legs he paused—thumb brushing her clit through the open diaper, circling until she whimpered and lifted her hips.

“Not yet,” he murmured. “Good girls wait until Daddy says.”

He taped the fresh diaper on—same custom style, same embroidered claim, same double tags. New plastic pants—pink this time—locked tight.

He carried her back to the rocking chair.

Fed her lunch—two bottles, one after the other—while she nursed from his chest again.

By the second bottle she was leaking—small drops of milk beading at her nipples even without stimulation.

He caught them on his tongue.

Then he laid her on the nursery rug.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep—while pressing one hand over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her.

She came twice—once quietly, once sobbing his name—before he filled her.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny.

Raised the rail.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming on low, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat.

She fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

Outside the nursery, the world kept turning.

Inside, time had stopped.

She was owned.

She was bred.

She was his.

And she had never been happier.


Chapter 12: The World Outside Fades

Three months after the key melted, the outside world had become little more than a faint echo.

Lily no longer asked what day it was.

She no longer wondered about emails piling up, missed deadlines, or concerned messages from old friends. Alex had handled the resignation letter months ago—a polite, vague note about “family priorities” and “stepping away from professional life.” No one questioned it. No one came looking.

Her old phone number was disconnected. Her social media accounts were dormant. Her name on freelance platforms had been quietly removed.

The apartment—once shared—now felt like an extension of the nursery: soft lighting, pastel accents, baby gates across hallways she no longer needed to wander, soundproofed walls so her whimpers and moans never carried beyond the door.

She spent her days exactly as a permanent little girl should.

Morning: wake soaked and messy in the crib, arms already reaching for Daddy the moment the rail lowered.

Change: long, intimate, thorough—sometimes on the table, sometimes on the nursery rug if she’d been especially good.

Breakfast: two bottles in the rocking chair, straddling his lap, nursing from his chest while he drank from hers.

Playpen time: crawling, coloring, napping, letting accidents happen without notice or fanfare.

Lunch: high-chair tray, soft purees he spoon-fed her, another bottle.

Afternoon: nap in the crib or playpen, plug vibrating on low, diaper growing heavier by the hour.

Evening: training on the changing table—legs in stirrups, plug inflated further, edging until she sobbed for release.

Bedtime: thickest overnight diaper, locking plastic pants, crib rail up, Daddy’s hand resting over the embroidered claim until she drifted off.

Accidents were constant, effortless.

She wet while coloring—warmth spreading without warning, padding swelling quietly.

She messed during bottle time—soft push while nursing, mess filling the seat of her diaper, squishing warmly around the locked plug.

She leaked in her sleep—multiple times a night—waking to the heavy, sagging feel and the faint scent of powder and use.

She no longer felt the need to announce when it happened.

She simply waited for Daddy to check.

Today started no differently.

Lily woke to the soft chime of the monitor. The overnight diaper was catastrophic: front dark and sagging to mid-thigh, boosters swollen, back thick with mess from two separate releases. The plastic pants had kept the crib sheet pristine, but the weight pulled her hips down when she tried to sit up.

Alex entered, shirtless, carrying the morning bottle already warmed.

He lowered the rail. Lifted her out. Carried her to the changing table.

She lay back, legs automatically lifting into the stirrup straps, pacifier already in her mouth.

He fed her the bottle nipple first—warm formula—then began the change.

Tapes ripped. Plastic pants unlocked. Diaper peeled away slowly.

The mess was substantial—soft, thorough, smeared across her bottom and down her thighs. He cleaned her with warm water, soft cloths, extra wipes, lotion massaged in deep circles until her skin glistened.

When he reached for the fresh diaper, he paused.

This one was new.

Pure white, ultra-thick, with reinforced landing zone embroidered in delicate rose-gold thread:

Daddy’s Bred Baby Girl

Property – Claimed & Filled

Lily’s breath caught around the nipple.

He slid it under her. Brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered. Eight tapes this time—pulled mercilessly tight. Locking plastic pants in pale rose—heart padlock clicked shut.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit.

The diaper was so thick she could barely close her thighs. The embroidered words sat right over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when the light hit.

Alex lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair.

She straddled his lap—romper pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own swollen breasts. Milk flowed easily now—warm, sweet streams that he caught on his tongue.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her new diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered claim, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Feel that, baby?”

She nodded, eyes glassy.

“That’s your new reality,” he murmured. “Bred. Diapered. Owned. Forever.”

He carried her to the playpen.

Set her down on the soft mat.

She crawled immediately—knees wide, diaper dragging heavily, crinkling with every movement. The plug shifted inside her with every motion, sending small sparks up her spine.

Alex sat at his desk nearby—laptop open, but eyes always on her.

She colored for a while—fat crayons, simple pictures of teddy bears and bottles.

Halfway through a page, the pressure arrived—front and back at once.

She didn’t pause. Didn’t clench.

She simply relaxed.

Warmth flooded the front—long, steady stream soaking the fresh boosters. Almost immediately after, a soft push from behind—thick, warm mess spreading across her bottom, squishing around the inflated plug.

She kept coloring.

When Alex checked her forty minutes later, the diaper was already sagging—tapes straining, front discolored, back bulging noticeably under the embroidered claim.

He lifted her out without a word.

Carried her to the table.

The change was long and loving.

He cleaned every inch—slow, thorough. When he reached between her legs he paused—thumb brushing her clit through the open diaper, circling until she whimpered and lifted her hips.

“Not yet,” he murmured. “Good girls wait until Daddy says.”

He taped the fresh diaper on—same new style, same rose-gold embroidery. New plastic pants—rose again—locked tight.

He carried her back to the rocking chair.

Fed her another bottle—warm milk laced with the herbs that kept her leaking, dependent.

By the second bottle she was dripping—small drops of milk beading at her nipples even without stimulation.

He caught them on his tongue.

Then he laid her on the nursery rug.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep—while pressing one hand over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her.

She came twice—once quietly, once sobbing his name—before he filled her once more.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny.

Raised the rail.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming on low, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat, tags glinting faintly.

She fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

Outside the nursery, the world kept turning.

Inside, time had stopped completely.

She was owned.

She was bred.

She was his.

And the outside world had finally, quietly, faded away.


Chapter 13: The Breeding Ritual

Four months after the key melted, Lily’s belly had begun to softly round.

The first positive test had come exactly eleven weeks after the final signature—two pink lines on a stick she hadn’t even been allowed to hold herself. Alex had taken the sample, watched the result appear, then carried her straight to the nursery floor and made love to her on the padded changing mat while she was still wearing the same diaper she’d soaked during the wait.

He had celebrated by changing her into the thickest diaper she’d ever worn—custom, quadruple-stuffed, embroidered with tiny silver rattles and the words Daddy’s Little Miracle across the front in delicate script. Then he’d locked the plastic pants, clipped her pacifier, and spent the rest of the day feeding her bottle after bottle while rubbing slow circles over the fresh padding, whispering promises into her hair.

“You’re going to swell so beautifully for me,” he’d said. “My perfect, bred baby girl.”

Now, at five months along, the changes were undeniable.

Her breasts were fuller, heavier, constantly leaking small beads of milk even when she wasn’t nursing. Her hips felt wider, softer. Her center of gravity had shifted just enough that the already-massive diapers felt even more pronounced—every waddle more pronounced, every crinkle louder, every squish more intimate.

Alex had adjusted everything accordingly.

The crib mattress was raised slightly for easier access. The high chair had a new padded insert to support her lower back. The playpen mat was thicker. And the diapers—always thick—were now even more absorbent: overnight-style even during the day, with extra boosters front and back to handle the increased pressure on her bladder and bowels.

She no longer tried to hold anything.

Her body had surrendered completely.

This morning began like every other.

Lily woke in the crib to the soft chime. The overnight diaper was enormous—plastic-backed, six tapes, double-stuffed boosters front and back. She had wet four times in her sleep (she no longer counted) and messed twice—once around two a.m., once just before dawn. The mess had settled into a thick, warm layer across her bottom; the front sagged low, brushing the tops of her thighs when she shifted.

She didn’t move. She simply waited—pacifier in mouth, hands resting on the gentle swell of her belly—until Alex entered.

He lowered the rail. Lifted her out with careful strength—mindful of the extra weight she now carried. Carried her to the changing table.

She lay back. Legs lifted into the stirrups automatically. Pacifier bobbing gently.

He fed her the morning bottle—warm milk laced with extra cream to keep her full and leaking—while he began the change.

Tapes ripped slowly. Plastic pants unlocked. Diaper peeled away with a heavy, wet sound.

The mess was substantial—soft, thorough, smeared from lower back to upper thighs. The front was dark yellow, boosters swollen and sagging. He cleaned her with ritual patience: warm water, soft cloths, extra wipes, lotion massaged deeply into every fold, every crease. When he reached her swollen breasts he paused—squeezed gently—and caught the leaking milk on his tongue before continuing.

The fresh diaper was special.

Custom-ordered for her changing shape: ultra-thick, pale ivory with rose-gold embroidery across the landing zone in flowing script:

Daddy’s Bred & Owned

Carrying His Forever

Extra-wide leg gathers to accommodate the growing belly. Reinforced tapes—eight total. He slid it under her hips, brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered around the bottle nipple. Taped it mercilessly tight. Then the locking plastic pants—ivory vinyl this time, heart padlock clicked shut.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit.

The diaper forced her thighs wide—wider now with the gentle swell of her belly resting above it. The embroidered words sat prominently over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when she moved.

Alex lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair.

She straddled his lap—short romper pulled up, diaper exposed, belly pressing softly against his abdomen.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own breasts. Milk flowed freely now—warm, sweet streams that he caught on his tongue, then fed back to her with his fingers.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her new diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered claim, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively, milk dripping from her untouched nipple onto his chest.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Feel how full you are, baby?” he murmured, palm resting over the gentle curve of her belly. “Carrying Daddy’s little one. All padded and leaking and helpless.”

She nodded, eyes glassy with need.

He carried her to the nursery rug.

Laid her on her back—carefully, supporting her lower back with a soft pillow.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep, slow—while pressing both hands over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her clit with every thrust.

She came quickly—once quietly, once sobbing his name—milk leaking freely from her breasts as her body clenched around him.

He filled her once more—deep, hot, claiming—then stayed inside her for a long minute, breathing hard against her neck.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the high chair for lunch—two bottles, soft purees spoon-fed while she nursed from his chest again.

By mid-afternoon she was back in the playpen—crawling slowly, belly low, diaper already sagging from a fresh wetting she hadn’t even noticed. The mess came minutes later—soft, warm, filling the seat while she reached for a stuffed bunny.

She didn’t cry.

Didn’t call out.

Just continued playing—knees wide, diaper dragging, plug humming on low.

When Alex checked her an hour later, the diaper was heavy—tapes straining, front discolored, back bulging under the embroidered claim.

He lifted her out. Carried her to the table.

The change was long, loving, worshipful.

He cleaned every inch—slow, thorough. When he reached between her legs he paused—thumb brushing her clit, circling until she whimpered and lifted her hips.

This time he didn’t stop.

He rubbed her through the open diaper—slow, firm circles—until she shattered again, milk leaking from her breasts, another small gush soaking the padding beneath her.

Only then did he tape the fresh diaper on—same style, same rose-gold embroidery. New plastic pants—ivory again—locked tight.

He carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and a fresh pacifier.

Raised the rail.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat, tags glinting, belly softly rounded under the embroidered claim.

She fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

Outside the nursery, the world kept turning.

Inside, time had stopped forever.

She was owned.

She was bred.

She was carrying his future.

And she had never felt more complete.


Chapter 14: The Nursery Becomes Eternity

Six months after the key melted, the apartment no longer felt like an apartment.

It had become a sealed world.

Thick curtains stayed drawn across every window that faced the street. Soundproof panels lined the nursery walls—soft pastel fabric stretched over acoustic foam—so no sound ever escaped beyond the door. The hallway leading to the front entrance had been gated off with a tall baby gate; Lily hadn’t crossed it in months. The front door itself was rarely opened except for discreet deliveries: boxes of custom diapers, medical supplies, herbal supplements, and the occasional new toy or piece of nursery furniture.

The outside world had not merely faded.

It had ceased to exist.

Lily’s days were governed by sensation, routine, and surrender.

She woke this morning—the same as every morning—to the gentle chime of the monitor and the soft click of the crib rail lowering. The overnight diaper was immense: plastic-backed, eight tapes, quadruple boosters front and back, custom contouring to accommodate the full, rounded swell of her seven-month belly. She had wet continuously through the night—small, frequent releases she never woke for—and messed twice: once deep in sleep, once in the hazy moments just before dawn. The mess had settled into a thick, warm, heavy layer across her bottom; the front sagged dramatically, brushing the tops of her thighs even while lying flat.

She didn’t move.

She simply waited—pacifier in mouth, one hand resting protectively over the curve of her belly—until Alex entered.

He wore only soft gray lounge pants, hair still damp from his shower. He carried the morning tray: warm bottle already prepared, small silver bowl of lotion and powder, fresh custom diaper folded neatly on top.

He lowered the rail fully. Lifted her out with careful, reverent strength—supporting her lower back and the underside of her rounded belly. Carried her to the changing table.

She lay back. Legs lifted automatically into the wide stirrups—now adjusted lower and wider to accommodate her changing shape. Pacifier bobbing gently.

He fed her the bottle nipple first—warm cream-enriched milk—then began the change.

Tapes ripped slowly, one by one. Plastic pants unlocked with a soft click. Diaper peeled away with a heavy, wet sound.

The mess was massive—soft, thorough, smeared from lower back to upper thighs, the front dark yellow and sagging to the point of nearly splitting the tapes. He cleaned her with ritual patience: warm water poured gently from a small pitcher, soft cloths, wipe after wipe until every trace was gone. He lingered over her folds—thumb brushing her clit just enough to make her hips twitch—then moved to her bottom, massaging lotion in deep, soothing circles until her skin glistened.

When he reached her swollen breasts he paused—squeezed gently—and caught the leaking milk on his tongue before continuing.

The fresh diaper was the most elaborate yet.

Ultra-thick, pale cream with rose-gold embroidery across the landing zone in flowing script:

Daddy’s Forever Bred Baby

Carrying His Legacy – Diapered for Life

Extra-wide leg gathers. Reinforced waistband to support the weight of her belly. Eight tapes—pulled mercilessly tight. He slid it under her hips, brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered around the bottle nipple. Taped it with deliberate care. Then the locking plastic pants—cream vinyl, heart padlock clicked shut.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit—carefully supporting her back.

The diaper forced her thighs wide—wider now with the full swell of her belly resting above it. The embroidered words sat prominently over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when she shifted.

Alex lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair.

She straddled his lap as best she could—belly pressing softly against his abdomen, romper pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own breasts. Milk flowed freely—warm, sweet streams that he caught on his tongue, then fed back to her with his fingers.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her new diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered claim, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively, milk dripping from her untouched nipple onto his chest.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Feel how full you are, little one?” he murmured, both palms resting over the curve of her belly. “Carrying Daddy’s baby. All padded, leaking, helpless, and perfect.”

She nodded, eyes glassy with need and contentment.

He carried her to the nursery rug—carefully lowering her onto her side with a soft pillow supporting her back and belly.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep, slow—while pressing one hand over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her clit with every thrust.

She came quickly—once quietly, once sobbing his name—milk leaking freely from her breasts as her body clenched around him.

He filled her once more—deep, hot, claiming—then stayed inside her for a long minute, breathing hard against her neck, one hand resting protectively over the swell of her belly.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the high chair for lunch—two bottles, soft purees spoon-fed while she nursed from his chest again.

By mid-afternoon she was back in the playpen—crawling slowly, belly low, diaper already sagging from a fresh wetting she hadn’t noticed. The mess came minutes later—soft, warm, filling the seat while she reached for a stuffed bunny.

She didn’t cry.

Didn’t call out.

Just continued playing—knees wide, diaper dragging, plug humming on low, belly resting softly against the mat.

When Alex checked her an hour later, the diaper was heavy—tapes straining, front discolored, back bulging under the embroidered claim.

He lifted her out. Carried her to the table.

The change was long, loving, worshipful.

He cleaned every inch—slow, thorough. When he reached between her legs he paused—thumb brushing her clit, circling until she whimpered and lifted her hips.

This time he didn’t stop.

He rubbed her through the open diaper—slow, firm circles—until she shattered again, milk leaking from her breasts, another small gush soaking the padding beneath her.

Only then did he tape the fresh diaper on—same style, same rose-gold embroidery. New plastic pants—cream again—locked tight.

He carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and a fresh pacifier.

Raised the rail.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat, tags glinting, belly softly rounded under the embroidered claim.

She fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

The nursery had become eternity.

And eternity had become her home.


Chapter 15: The Last Echo

Eight months pregnant.

Lily no longer measured time in days or weeks.

She measured it in the slow, heavy swell of her belly, in the deepening ache of her lower back, in the constant gentle pressure of the baby moving inside her, in the rhythm of her milk letting down every few hours whether she was nursing or not.

The nursery had become more than a room.

It was the only room.

The door to the hallway stayed closed except when Alex carried her through it—always in his arms, never on her own feet for more than a few waddling steps. The windows were sealed behind blackout curtains and sound-dampening panels. The outside world had not merely faded; it had been erased. No news. No messages. No memories of deadlines or colleagues or city streets. Only the soft pastel walls, the gentle hum of the white-noise machine, the endless crinkle of her diapers, and Daddy’s voice.

This morning she woke to the now-familiar chime.

The overnight diaper was monumental: custom ultra-thick, plastic-backed, ten tapes total, six boosters layered front and back to support the extra weight of her pregnancy-swollen body. She had wet almost continuously through the night—small, frequent releases triggered by the baby’s movements pressing on her bladder. Two messes had come as well: one deep in sleep, one in the hazy gray before dawn. The padding sagged heavily between her thighs, the back bulging noticeably, the front dark and swollen almost to splitting.

She lay still—pacifier in mouth, one hand resting on the high, taut curve of her belly—until Alex entered.

He wore only soft charcoal lounge pants. His hair was still damp. He carried the morning tray: oversized bottle already warmed, silver bowl of lotion and powder, fresh custom diaper folded on top.

He lowered the rail. Lifted her carefully—both arms under her thighs and back, supporting the full weight of her pregnant form. Carried her to the changing table.

She lay back. Legs lifted automatically into the extra-wide stirrups—now permanently adjusted for late pregnancy. The position left her belly resting high, round, and vulnerable.

He fed her the bottle nipple first—thick, cream-enriched milk—then began the change.

Tapes ripped one by one—slow, deliberate. Plastic pants unlocked. Diaper peeled away with a heavy, wet sound.

The mess was massive—soft, thorough, smeared thick across her bottom and down the backs of her thighs. The front was saturated to capacity, boosters dark yellow and sagging, the embroidered claim Daddy’s Forever Bred Baby – Carrying His Legacy now stained and darkened from use.

He cleaned her with worshipful patience: warm water poured gently from the pitcher, soft cloths, wipe after wipe until every trace was gone. He lingered over her swollen folds—thumb brushing her clit just enough to make her hips twitch—then moved to her bottom, massaging lotion in deep, soothing circles until her skin glistened.

When he reached her breasts he paused—cupped them gently, squeezed—and caught the immediate flow of milk on his tongue. He fed the drops back to her with his fingers while she nursed the bottle.

The fresh diaper was the most elaborate yet.

Ultra-thick, pale ivory with rose-gold embroidery in flowing script across the landing zone:

Daddy’s Permanent Miracle

Bred, Diapered, Owned for Life

Extra-wide leg gathers. Reinforced belly panel to cradle the swell without pressure. Ten tapes—pulled mercilessly tight. He slid it under her hips, brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered around the nipple. Taped it with deliberate care. Then the locking plastic pants—ivory vinyl, heart padlock clicked shut.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit—supporting her lower back with one hand, cradling her belly with the other.

The diaper forced her thighs wide—wider now with the full weight of her pregnancy resting above it. The embroidered words sat prominently over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when she shifted.

Alex lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair.

She straddled his lap as best she could—belly pressing softly against his abdomen, short romper pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own breasts. Milk flowed freely—warm, sweet streams that he caught on his tongue, then fed back to her with his fingers.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her new diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered claim, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively, milk dripping from her untouched nipple onto his chest.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Feel how close we are, little one?” he murmured, both palms resting over the high, taut curve of her belly. “Our baby is almost here. And when she arrives… you’ll still be exactly like this. Diapered. Leaking. Owned. Forever.”

She nodded, eyes glassy with need and quiet joy.

He carried her to the nursery rug—carefully lowering her onto her side with multiple soft pillows supporting her back and belly.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep, slow—while pressing both hands over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her clit with every thrust.

She came quickly—once quietly, once sobbing his name—milk leaking freely from her breasts as her body clenched around him.

He filled her once more—deep, hot, claiming—then stayed inside her for a long minute, breathing hard against her neck, one hand resting protectively over the swell of her belly.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the high chair for lunch—two bottles, soft purees spoon-fed while she nursed from his chest again.

By mid-afternoon she was back in the playpen—crawling slowly, belly low, diaper already sagging from a fresh wetting she hadn’t noticed. The mess came minutes later—soft, warm, filling the seat while she reached for a stuffed bunny.

She didn’t cry.

Didn’t call out.

Just continued playing—knees wide, diaper dragging, plug humming on low, belly resting softly against the mat.

When Alex checked her an hour later, the diaper was heavy—tapes straining, front discolored, back bulging under the embroidered claim.

He lifted her out. Carried her to the table.

The change was long, loving, worshipful.

He cleaned every inch—slow, thorough. When he reached between her legs he paused—thumb brushing her clit, circling until she whimpered and lifted her hips.

This time he didn’t stop.

He rubbed her through the open diaper—slow, firm circles—until she shattered again, milk leaking from her breasts, another small gush soaking the padding beneath her.

Only then did he tape the fresh diaper on—same style, same rose-gold embroidery. New plastic pants—ivory again—locked tight.

He carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and a fresh pacifier.

Raised the rail.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat, tags glinting, belly full and round under the embroidered claim.

She fell asleep smiling around her pacifier.

The last echo of her old life had finally gone silent.

There was only this.

Only forever.

Only Daddy.

And the soft, endless crinkle of her permanent diaper.


Chapter 16: Eternal Cradle

Nine months.

The nursery had become more than a space—it had become the only reality Lily had ever known.

The crib was now reinforced with higher rails and a custom canopy of soft white tulle that draped like a cocoon. The changing table had been widened and padded thicker to support her full, heavy form during late-pregnancy changes. A large, padded floor mat covered most of the room—perfect for the slow, waddling crawls she could still manage, or for the times Daddy laid her down to stretch and breathe through the gentle contractions that had started teasing her body over the last few days.

She no longer stood for long.

Her belly had dropped low—round, taut, impossibly full. Every step was a careful waddle, thighs forced wide by the thickest diapers yet: custom ultra-absorbent, twelve-tape monstrosities with quadruple boosters front and back, reinforced belly panels that cradled without pressing, and extra-wide leg gathers to contain the inevitable overflow of her constantly leaking body.

This morning she woke to the now-familiar chime and the soft click of the rail.

The overnight diaper was catastrophic.

Plastic-backed, pale cream, embroidered in rose-gold across the swollen landing zone:

Daddy’s Eternal Baby

Bred, Owned, Cradled Forever

It had absorbed everything her body gave during the night: continuous wetting triggered by the baby’s movements pressing on her bladder, two thick, soft messes that had spread warm and heavy across her bottom, and the constant small leaks of milk from her swollen breasts that had soaked into the top of the padding when she lay on her side.

The diaper sagged dramatically—tapes straining at their limit, front dark yellow and bulging, back thick and rounded from the mess. The plastic pants had kept the crib sheet pristine, but the weight pulled her hips down even while lying flat.

She didn’t try to sit up.

She simply waited—pacifier in mouth, both hands resting protectively over the low, heavy curve of her belly—until Alex entered.

He wore only soft black lounge pants. His eyes were softer today—almost reverent—as he approached the crib.

He lowered the rail slowly.

Lifted her with both arms under her thighs and back—supporting the full weight of her pregnancy like she was made of glass. Carried her to the changing table.

She lay back. Legs lifted automatically into the extra-wide stirrups—now permanently adjusted for late term. The position left her belly resting high and round, skin taut and veined, stretch marks faint silver lines that Daddy liked to trace with his fingertips.

He fed her the bottle nipple first—thick, cream-enriched milk laced with calming herbs—then began the change.

Tapes ripped one by one—slow, deliberate. Plastic pants unlocked with a soft click. Diaper peeled away with a heavy, wet sound.

The mess was enormous—soft, thorough, smeared thick across her lower back, bottom, and upper thighs. The front was saturated beyond capacity, boosters dark and sagging, the embroidered claim Daddy’s Eternal Baby now stained and darkened from use.

He cleaned her with worshipful slowness: warm water poured gently, soft cloths, wipe after wipe until every trace was gone. He lingered over her swollen folds—thumb brushing her clit just enough to make her hips twitch—then moved to her bottom, massaging lotion in deep, soothing circles until her skin glistened.

When he reached her breasts he paused—cupped them gently, squeezed—and caught the immediate flow of milk on his tongue. He fed the drops back to her with his fingers while she nursed the bottle.

The fresh diaper was the final masterpiece.

Ultra-thick, pure white with rose-gold embroidery in flowing script across the landing zone:

Daddy’s Eternal Cradle

Forever Diapered – Forever His

Extra-wide leg gathers. Reinforced belly panel to cradle the full swell without pressure. Twelve tapes—pulled mercilessly tight. He slid it under her hips, brought the front up slowly—pressing the padding firmly against her folds, grinding it deliberately over her clit until she whimpered around the nipple. Taped it with deliberate care. Then the locking plastic pants—white vinyl, heart padlock clicked shut.

He released her ankles. Helped her sit—supporting her lower back and cradling her belly with both hands.

The diaper forced her thighs impossibly wide—wider now with the full weight of her pregnancy resting above it. The embroidered words sat prominently over her mound, visible through the clear plastic when she shifted.

Alex lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair.

She straddled his lap as best she could—belly pressing fully against his abdomen, short romper pulled up, diaper exposed.

He unbuttoned his shirt. Guided her mouth to his nipple first—letting her nurse while he gently squeezed her own breasts. Milk flowed freely—warm, sweet streams that he caught on his tongue, then fed back to her with his fingers.

Then he switched—mouth to her chest.

He drank slowly—long, deep pulls—while his hand pressed the front of her new diaper, rubbing slow circles over the embroidered claim, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the locked plug inside her.

Lily moaned, hips rocking instinctively, milk dripping from her untouched nipple onto his chest.

When he finished drinking he lifted her chin.

“Today is the day, little one,” he murmured, both palms resting over the high, taut curve of her belly. “Our baby is coming. And when she arrives… you’ll still be exactly like this. Diapered. Leaking. Owned. Cradled. Forever.”

She nodded, eyes shining with quiet certainty.

He carried her to the nursery rug—carefully lowering her onto her side with multiple soft pillows supporting her back and belly.

Pulled the romper down just enough.

Entered her again—bare, deep, slow—while pressing both hands over the front of her diaper, grinding the fresh padding against her clit with every thrust.

She came quietly—once, twice—milk leaking freely from her breasts as her body clenched around him.

He filled her once more—deep, hot, claiming—then stayed inside her for a long minute, breathing hard against her neck, one hand resting protectively over the swell of her belly.

Afterward he cleaned her gently through the leg gathers, repositioned everything, re-locked the plastic pants.

Carried her to the crib.

Tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and a fresh pacifier.

Raised the rail.

Sat on the edge of the mattress for a long time, watching her.

Lily curled onto her side—diaper crinkling, plug humming, milk-heavy breasts pressed against the soft bedding, collar cool against her throat, tags glinting, belly full and round under the embroidered claim.

She closed her eyes.

Felt the first true contraction—gentle, rolling, inevitable.

She smiled around her pacifier.

The nursery had become eternity.

And eternity had become perfect.

Daddy leaned down. Kissed her forehead.

“Rest now, baby girl,” he whispered. “Daddy will be right here when our little one arrives.”

Lily drifted—diaper thick and warm, plug humming, milk leaking softly, collar cool, tags glinting, belly full, heart full.

The last echo had gone silent forever.

There was only this.

Only forever.

Only Daddy.

Only the soft, endless crinkle of her eternal diaper.

The End.
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