

The OnlyFans Regression Channel

A Dark DDLG Descent into Humiliation and Permanent Surrender


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 Pitch

Lila Voss’s apartment smelled like cold coffee and vanilla candle wax that had burned down to nothing hours ago. The ring light in the corner was still on, casting a sterile glow over the rumpled sheets, the half-empty water bottle, and the tripod she hadn’t bothered to collapse yet. It was 2:17 a.m. on a Thursday—technically Friday—and she was scrolling subscriber analytics on her cracked iPhone screen, the numbers glowing like a bad report card.

OnlyFans tier growth: flatlined for three months.

Vanilla content (lingerie try-ons, JOI, foot pics): 68% of revenue, but retention dropping.

Custom requests: up 12%, mostly “be meaner,” “cry for me,” “tell me I’m worthless.”

Total monthly: €3,200 after fees. Rent was €1,400. She was treading water.

She tossed the phone onto the pillow and stared at the ceiling. Twenty-six. Already feeling like she was selling pieces of herself she’d never get back.

The door buzzed. She jolted—then remembered. Elias.

She buzzed him up without checking the camera. A minute later he stepped in carrying two black Pelican cases and a black coffee carrier. Same black hoodie, same quiet confidence, same way he looked at her like he was already filming her in his head.

“Rough night?” he asked, setting the cases down by the couch.

“Rough quarter,” she muttered. “You’re late.”

“Traffic. And I stopped for the good shit.” He handed her one of the coffees—black, no sugar, exactly how she took it when she was spiraling. “Talk.”

Lila sat up, pulling the oversized hoodie over her bare thighs. She was still in the baby-pink thong from the last clip she’d filmed at midnight. Didn’t bother hiding it. Elias had seen worse.

“Numbers are dying. People want more… edge. More risk. More me breaking. But I’m tired of faking it every night.” She dragged a hand through her dark hair—freshly dyed violet at the ends, already fading. “I need something new. Something that feels real.”

Elias leaned against the wall, arms crossed. He was tall enough that the ring light haloed him like some dark saint. Twenty-nine, lean, tattooed forearms peeking from rolled sleeves, always calm in a way that made her feel both safe and hunted.

“I’ve got an idea,” he said. “But you’re not going to like how honest it is.”

She arched a brow. “Try me.”

He opened the smaller Pelican case. Inside: a pack of thick, white NorthShore MegaMax diapers, crinkly plastic outer, pastel unicorn print barely visible in the low light. Next to them: a pacifier with a black silicone bulb, a bottle with a slow-flow nipple, and a small remote-controlled bullet vibrator with medical tape.

Lila’s stomach flipped. Not disgust. Something hotter. Sharper.

“Regression tier,” Elias said, voice low, clinical. “Locked, $50 a month. You become my baby girl on camera. Thick diapers. Forced wettings. Messy accidents. Bottle feeds. Changes. Denial marathons. Viewer-voted punishments. I direct, film, edit. You perform.”

She laughed—sharp, nervous. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” He picked up one of the diapers, let it crinkle between his fingers. “You’ve already got the audience for humiliation kink. They’re begging for you to cry, to beg, to break. This is that—but real. No fake tears. No scripted ‘oops I wet myself.’ You actually wet. You actually mess when I say. You stay messy until chat decides you’ve suffered enough.”

Lila’s pulse was loud in her ears. She felt the thong suddenly too tight, the room too warm.

“And you?” she asked, voice smaller than she meant.

“I’m Daddy Producer. I control the camera. The rules. The denial. You safeword out anytime—red stops everything, yellow pauses. But off-camera?” He stepped closer. “You follow the same rules. Wear during shoots. Wear between shoots if I say. No orgasms without my permission. No adult privileges unless earned.”

She swallowed. “Why would I do that?”

“Because you’re already halfway there.” He nodded toward her phone. “You check stats at 2 a.m. You push your body past comfort for views. You crave the drop after a scene—the shame high. This just… removes the performance. Makes it real.”

He set the diaper on the bed between them.

“First test,” he said. “Tonight. No camera. Just us. You tape yourself in this. You wet it. You tell me how it feels. If you hate it, we scrap the idea. If you don’t…”

Lila stared at the padding. Thick. White. Innocent-looking. Completely humiliating.

Her fingers moved before her brain caught up.

She picked it up. Felt the weight. The soft plastic.

“Lock the door,” she whispered.

Elias did.

She stood. Shimmied out of the thong—let it drop. Naked from the waist down, hoodie barely covering her.

He watched. Silent. Hungry.

She tore the diaper open. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet room.

She stepped in. Pulled it up slowly—high waist, thick bulk forcing her thighs apart. Taped the sides tight. The padding cupped her intimately, warm already from her body heat.

She looked down. Saw the faint unicorn pattern under the white outer layer. Felt ridiculous. Exposed. Wet.

Elias stepped closer. Pressed his palm flat against the front—firm, possessive.

“Wet for me already?” he murmured.

Lila bit her lip. “Not yet.”

He smiled—slow, dangerous.

“You will be.”

He guided her to sit on the edge of the bed. Spread her thighs with his knee.

“Relax,” he said. “Let it happen.”

She did.

The first warm trickle came slow—then faster. Soaking into the thirsty inner lining. Swelling the crotch. Pressing back against her clit.

She whimpered.

Elias never moved his hand. Just held. Felt. Owned.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Look at you. My little wet baby.”

Lila’s breath hitched. Shame flooded her—hot, liquid, perfect.

She was dripping inside the diaper now. Not pee. Something else.

She looked up at him—eyes glassy.

“Film it,” she said. “Next time. All of it.”

Elias’s smile widened.

“Next time,” he promised, “you won’t be able to stop.”

He leaned in. Kissed her forehead like she was precious.

Then he pressed harder against the soaked padding.

And Lila knew—she was already lost.


Chapter 2: First Live

The next evening came too fast.

Lila had spent the day in a haze—editing a vanilla clip she barely remembered filming, answering subscriber DMs with half-hearted emojis, checking her bank balance three times like it might magically improve. Every time she shifted in her desk chair she felt the ghost of last night’s diaper: the bulk between her thighs, the way the padding had swollen warm and heavy against her clit when she finally let go under Elias’s hand.

She hadn’t worn anything since. Just loose sweats and a hoodie. No underwear. The absence felt wrong now—like she was missing armor.

Elias arrived at 8:45 p.m. sharp, same black cases, same quiet energy. He didn’t knock this time; he used the spare key she’d given him “for shoots.” Practical. Professional.

He found her on the couch, knees up, phone in hand, staring at the OnlyFans dashboard. The private tier announcement post was drafted but unsent:

“New locked tier dropping tonight. $50/month. Something… different. Something real. You’ve been asking me to break. Be careful what you wish for. 🍼”

She hadn’t hit publish.

Elias set the cases down. Looked at her.

“Nervous?”

“Terrified,” she admitted. “But I’m still doing it.”

He nodded once. No smile. No reassurance. Just acknowledgment.

“Ground rules one more time,” he said, voice low. “Safeword red stops everything—camera off, scene over, aftercare immediate. Yellow for pause/check-in. Green means keep going. You can end the tier any time, no questions. I keep all footage encrypted, delete on your command. After every live, we debrief—no judgment. You good?”

She met his eyes. “Green.”

He opened the larger case. Inside: professional camera rig (DSLR on gimbal), ring light diffuser, lav mic, and—stacked neatly—three thick NorthShore MegaMax diapers, the unicorn-print ones from last night, plus wipes, powder, a black pacifier, and the remote bullet vibrator.

“Wardrobe,” he said. “On camera you wear only the diaper. Off camera, same rule tonight. Strip.”

Lila stood. Hoodie over her head. Sweats down. Naked in seconds. Skin prickling in the cool air.

Elias didn’t touch her yet. Just watched—clinical, possessive.

“On the bed. On your back. Legs up.”

She obeyed. The sheets were cool against her spine. She lifted her knees, parted her thighs. Exposed. Heart hammering.

He tore open the first diaper. Crinkle loud in the quiet room. He slid it under her hips—slow, deliberate—pulled the front up between her legs. The padding was thicker than she remembered—cloud-soft, forcing her thighs apart in that humiliating waddle even lying down. He taped it snug: bottom tapes first, then top, pulling each one tight until the waistband sat high under her breasts.

He smoothed his hands over the front—firm press. She gasped.

“Already warm here,” he murmured. “Excited, baby?”

She bit her lip. Nodded.

He picked up the vibrator. Small, black, curved. He peeled the medical tape, pressed it flat against the inner liner right over her clit—taped it secure through the padding. Clicked the remote once. Low buzz hummed through the diaper.

Lila’s hips jerked.

“Stay still,” he ordered. “We’re live in five.”

He set up the camera—angled low, capturing her from chest down, face just out of frame (her rule—no clear face on regression content). Ring light soft, forgiving. Lav mic clipped to the diaper waistband to catch every crinkle, every whimper.

He opened her laptop, logged into the private stream. Title:

Regression Tier Launch – Baby Lila’s First Wet & Messy

Chat was already popping—pre-subscribers who’d seen the teaser post.

DaddyProducer69: she really doing this?

LittleLostSub: omg the diaper print is so cute 🥺

HumiliationKing: make her beg to wet pls

Elias glanced at her. “Ready?”

She nodded—small, shaky.

He hit Go Live.

Red dot blinked.

Lila stared at the ceiling. Heart in her throat.

Elias’s voice came from off-camera—deep, calm, authoritative.

“Good evening, babies. Welcome to the new tier. This is Lila—your little regression princess. Tonight she’s taped into her first thick diaper for you. No big-girl privileges. No privacy. She wets when I say. She messes when you vote. And she doesn’t come until you decide she’s earned it.”

Chat exploded.

Elias stepped into frame—hoodie up, face shadowed, only his tattooed forearms visible. He knelt between her legs.

“Wave to your new daddies, baby.”

Lila lifted a trembling hand. Wiggled her fingers. The diaper crinkled loudly.

“Good girl.” He pressed his palm flat against the front—let the camera see. “Feel that? She’s already soaked through just thinking about it.”

She wasn’t—not yet—but the lie made her clench. Heat bloomed.

Elias picked up the remote. Clicked the vibrator up one setting.

Lila whimpered—hips twitching.

“Tell them what you are,” he ordered.

She swallowed. Voice small, babyish.

“I’m… Daddy’s little wet baby…”

Chat went feral.

Elias smiled—slow, cruel.

“Now,” he said, “let’s give them what they paid for. Relax, baby. Wet for your audience.”

Lila closed her eyes. Tried to breathe.

The first spurt came hesitant—then stronger. Warm flood soaking the inner liner, swelling the padding against his hand. The vibrator buzzed harder through the wet bulk, pressing right on her clit.

She moaned—high, needy.

“Good girl,” Elias praised. “Look at you. Soaking your diaper on your first live. Such a messy little thing.”

He kept his hand there—pressing, rubbing the soaked front in slow circles. The crinkle mixed with the wet squish.

Chat:

Make her mess next!

Deny her orgasm!!

Bottle time pls

Elias read aloud.

“Looks like they want more. Should we let you come, baby?”

Lila shook her head frantically. “No—please—not yet—”

He clicked the vibe off.

She whined—desperate.

“Too bad,” he said. “They voted denial. You stay wet and aching.”

He stood. Grabbed the pacifier. Pushed it between her lips.

“Suck,” he ordered.

She did—instinctively. Eyes glassy.

Elias adjusted the camera angle—closer on the swollen, wet diaper.

“Thirty minutes,” he told chat. “She stays messy and denied. Tip for changes. Tip big for release.”

The tips started rolling in.

Lila lay there—paci bobbing, diaper heavy, clit throbbing against the dead vibe—humiliated, exposed, owned.

And terrifyingly, perfectly alive.

Elias leaned down—off-mic, just for her.

“You’re doing so good, baby.”

She looked up at him—tears pricking.

Green, she mouthed around the paci.

He smiled.

The stream kept rolling.


Chapter 3: The Denial Rule

Lila woke up sore in places she hadn’t expected.

The diaper from last night’s stream was still on—sagging, cold now, the unicorn print darkened in uneven patches across the crotch. She’d fallen asleep in it after Elias left at 3 a.m., too exhausted to change, too blissed-out from the high to care. The padding had absorbed everything: the wetting, the slick arousal that followed, the small involuntary squirt when she came untouched from the shame of it all. Now it clung uncomfortably between her thighs, heavy and clammy.

She rolled onto her back. Winced. The vibrator was still taped inside—dead battery, but the tape pulled at her skin when she moved. She reached down, peeled the edge of the diaper open just enough to rip the tape free. The bullet clattered to the floor.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Notification after notification.

OnlyFans app:

New tier subscribers: +187 overnight

Tips from last live: €1,420

Messages: 43 unread (mostly degradation requests)

She opened the chat archive. Scrolled.

DaddyProducer69: keep her denied all week. edge her on every live.

LittleLostSub: make her beg in baby voice for a change 😭

HumiliationKing: next stream she messes on camera. no mercy.

Lila’s stomach flipped—half dread, half heat pooling low again.

She texted Elias before she could overthink it.

Lila: Last night was insane. Numbers are crazy. What’s next?

Three dots. Then:

Elias: Denial rule starts today. No coming without permission. No touching. Diaper stays on until tonight’s live. Wear something discreet under clothes if you leave the house. I’ll be over at 8. Bring the bullet. Charged.

She stared at the screen. Thighs clenched involuntarily against the soggy padding.

Lila: How long?

Elias: Until I say. Or until chat votes you’ve suffered enough.

She dropped the phone. Heart racing.

She didn’t change right away. Instead she stood in front of the full-length mirror—naked except for the ruined diaper. Turned side to side. Watched the sagging bulk shift. Saw the way her nipples had hardened just from reading his texts. Felt the faint ache between her legs that had nothing to do with needing to pee.

She was wet again. Not from bladder. From this.

She taped the diaper back shut—tight, even though it was soaked. Pulled on loose joggers and an oversized hoodie. No bra. No panties. Just the heavy, crinkling reminder between her thighs.

She spent the day trying to be normal.

Edited a vanilla clip. Answered DMs. Ate toast standing up because sitting made the padding squish audibly. Every movement reminded her: she was diapered. Wet. Denied. Owned.

By 7 p.m. she was trembling—clit throbbing against the damp inner liner, no relief in sight. She charged the bullet. Showered with the diaper still on (rule: no removing without permission). Let the hot water soak through the outer layer until it sagged even more.

When Elias arrived at 8 sharp he didn’t knock. Just used the key.

He found her kneeling on the bed—hoodie off, joggers around her ankles, diaper exposed. Hands behind her back. Head bowed.

“Good girl,” he said quietly. “You kept it on.”

She nodded. Voice small. “It’s… really wet.”

“I know.” He knelt in front of her. Pressed his palm against the front—slow squeeze. Felt the squish. “You didn’t change. Obeyed perfectly.”

Her breath hitched.

He peeled the tapes open—slow reveal of the sodden, yellow-tinted liner. Folded it carefully. Set it aside like evidence.

Wipes first—cool, clinical. He cleaned her folds, her clit, between her cheeks. Lingered just long enough to make her whimper.

Powder next—thick cloud, rubbed in with firm circles. Fingers dipping between her lips, circling her entrance, brushing her clit until her hips jerked.

“No,” he said sharply. “No coming. Not yet.”

She whined—high, frustrated.

He taped a fresh NorthShore on—thicker this time, unicorn print bright under the ring light. Snug. High waist. Leg cuffs pulled tight.

Then the bullet—fresh tape, positioned exactly over her clit.

He clicked it on—lowest setting.

Lila gasped—hips twitching.

“Tonight’s live is denial-focused,” he told her. “You edge on camera. You beg. Chat votes whether you get release or more time locked. You do not come unless every single vote says yes—and even then, only if I allow it.”

She looked up at him—eyes glassy.

“How long?” she whispered.

He smiled—slow, cruel.

“Until you break.”

He set up the camera. Same angle. Same red dot.

Hit Go Live.

Title: Denial Night – Baby Lila Edges for You

Chat flooded in.

Elias stepped into frame—voice calm, commanding.

“Welcome back. Lila’s been locked in her diaper all day. No orgasms. No touching. Tonight she edges for you—vibe on low, no hands. She begs when she’s close. You vote: let her come, or deny her longer. Tip big for extra time locked.”

He clicked the remote up one notch.

Lila moaned—loud, broken. Hips rocking against the buzzing padding.

“Tell them how it feels, baby.”

She panted around the pacifier he’d just pushed between her lips.

“It… it’s throbbing… so close… please…”

Chat:

Deny her!!

Make her cry first

More denial = more tips

Elias read aloud.

“Looks like they want tears.”

He clicked the vibe up again.

Lila sobbed—real tears now. Body shaking. So close. So far.

“Please—Daddy—let me—”

“No,” he said softly. “Not yet.”

He held the remote. Let the buzz torment her.

Minutes stretched into eternity.

She broke—quiet, hiccupping sobs—begging incoherently around the paci.

Elias finally clicked it off.

Chat voted: 87% deny.

She collapsed back—panting, denied, diaper warm and swollen from arousal alone.

Elias knelt. Kissed her forehead—off-mic.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “You’re doing so good.”

Then louder, for the camera:

“Next live: she stays denied until tomorrow night. Unless you tip enough to change your mind.”

The stream ended.

Lila curled into him—shaking.

He held her. Rocked her gently.

Aftercare—soft words, warm blanket, water, chocolate.

But when she finally looked up at him—eyes red, voice hoarse—she whispered:

“Don’t let me come tomorrow either.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The denial had only just begun.


Chapter 4: Viewer-Voted Tasks

Lila hadn’t come in four days.

Not once.

The denial rule had stretched from one live to the next—Elias’s remote always in his pocket, the bullet vibrator taped inside her diaper on low whenever he decided she needed “motivation.” She woke up throbbing every morning, clit swollen and aching against the damp padding. She’d tried to distract herself—editing clips, answering vanilla DMs, even going for a walk in loose joggers over a fresh NorthShore—but every step made the bulk shift, made her clit rub against the inner liner, made her whimper into her sleeve when no one was looking.

She was leaking constantly now. Not pee. Just slick, frustrated arousal that soaked the diaper front and made every change a humiliating reveal.

Tonight’s live was scheduled for 9 p.m. sharp. Elias arrived at 8:30 with the cases and a small black gift bag.

“New toy,” he said, setting it on the bed. “Chat voted for it last stream.”

Inside: a thick silicone plug—black, flared base, curved to press right against her g-spot when seated. Next to it: a roll of medical tape and a small bottle of lube.

Lila’s stomach clenched.

“On the bed,” Elias ordered. “Ass up.”

She stripped—hoodie, joggers, the soaked diaper peeled away with a wet squish. Naked. Shivering.

He lubed the plug slowly—let her watch. Then pressed the tip against her back entrance.

“Breathe,” he said.

She did.

He pushed—slow, steady—until it popped past the ring. Lila moaned—deep, needy. The fullness made her clit throb harder.

He taped the base flat against her skin—secure, no chance of it slipping out.

Then the fresh diaper—thickest one yet, unicorn print bright under the ring light. He pulled it up snug, taped it tight. The bulk pressed the plug deeper with every movement.

“Perfect,” he murmured. Pressed his palm over the front—felt her clit jump through the layers. “You’re going to feel this all stream.”

He set up the camera. Same angle. Same red dot.

Hit Go Live.

Title: Viewer-Voted Night – Baby Lila’s Plug & Punishment

Chat flooded in immediately.

DaddyProducer69: plug her ass and make her crawl

HumiliationKing: force a mess—no change for 1h

LittleLostSub: bottle feed while she edges 🍼

Elias read aloud—voice calm, commanding.

“Welcome back. Lila’s been denied four days. Tonight chat decides her fate. She’s plugged, diapered, and desperate. First task: crawl for the camera. Show your daddies how needy you are.”

He stepped back.

Lila dropped to her hands and knees. The diaper crinkled loudly—thick padding forcing her thighs wide, plug shifting with every movement. She crawled in a slow circle—ass up, head down, pacifier bobbing between her lips.

Chat:

Make her bark!

Wiggle that plugged ass

More crawl—show the bulk

Elias nodded.

“Bark for them, baby.”

She whimpered—then forced it out.

“Arf… arf…”

The humiliation burned through her. Fresh slick soaked the diaper front.

“Good girl.” Elias knelt. Clicked the vibe on—medium setting.

Lila moaned—hips rocking instinctively. The plug pressed deeper. The vibe buzzed right on her swollen clit.

“Edge,” he ordered. “No coming. Show them how close you get.”

She rocked faster—panting around the paci. So close. Tears pricking.

“Please—Daddy—chat—let me—”

Elias read the votes rolling in.

“Chat says… deny. And add a task.”

He pulled a baby bottle from the case—warm milk already prepared.

“Time for your bottle. On your back.”

She lay down—legs spread, diaper crinkling. Elias straddled her waist—careful not to crush her. Held the bottle to her lips.

“Suck.”

She did—eyes locked on his through the camera lens. Milk filled her mouth—slow swallows. The vibe kept buzzing. The plug shifted. She whimpered around the nipple.

Chat:

Make her wet while drinking

Force a mess now

Deny release—add another day

Elias pulled the bottle away.

“Chat wants a mess,” he said softly. “Relax, baby. Let it happen.”

Lila shook her head—tears spilling.

“Please—no—not on camera—”

“Yes,” he said firmly. “Now.”

He pressed his palm over the front—hard—vibe buzzing stronger.

She clenched—tried to hold.

Couldn’t.

The first soft push came—warm, mushy mess filling the seat of the diaper. Spreading. Swelling the padding. The smell faint but unmistakable.

She sobbed—real, broken.

Elias kept his hand there—rubbing slow circles over the messy bulk.

“Look at you,” he murmured for the camera. “Messy little baby. So full. So humiliated.”

Chat went wild—tips pouring in.

He clicked the vibe up—high.

Lila arched—screaming around the paci. So close. So fucking close.

Elias read the final vote.

“Chat says… deny. Add three more days.”

He switched the vibe off.

Lila collapsed—sobbing, shaking, messy diaper sagging heavily between her thighs.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms—rocked her gently.

“Shh, baby. You did so good.”

She cried against his chest—messy, denied, plugged, owned.

Aftercare lasted an hour—warm bath (diaper finally removed), soft touches, chocolate, blankets.

But when she finally looked up at him—eyes red, voice hoarse—she whispered:

“Don’t let me come for the three days.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The addiction was deepening.

And she was already begging for more.


Chapter 5: The Messy Contract

Lila hadn’t left the apartment in three days.

Not once.

The denial rule had hardened into something crueler—Elias’s remote stayed on her nightstand like a loaded gun, the bullet vibrator never fully removed, just retaped after every change with a fresh layer of medical tape. She’d edged on camera twice more since the plug night: once strapped to a chair with the plug still seated, once on all fours while Elias held the remote and made her crawl in slow circles until she sobbed for mercy. Chat had voted deny both times. Three more days added each vote.

Now the diaper was permanent. Thick NorthShore MegaMax—unicorn print mocking her every time she looked down—taped on after the last change at 2 a.m. She’d wet twice in her sleep, small involuntary spurts that left the padding warm and swollen by morning. She hadn’t messed yet. Not deliberately.

But tonight’s live was different.

Elias arrived at 7:45 p.m. with the cases and a small brown pharmacy bag.

“Contract update,” he said, setting everything down. “Chat voted last stream. You don’t just wet anymore. You mess. On camera. Every live from now on—at least once. No exceptions.”

Lila’s stomach dropped. She was kneeling on the bed in just the sagging diaper—hoodie discarded hours ago, skin flushed from constant low buzz. The plug had been removed that morning (after she begged in tears during a private check-in), but the emptiness only made the denial worse.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered. “Not deliberately. Not on stream.”

“You will.” Elias pulled a small blister pack from the bag—two tiny laxative capsules. “These are optional tonight. If you use them, you get a reward: ten minutes of vibe on high after the mess. If you don’t… you hold until you break naturally. Either way, chat sees it.”

He held the capsules up—white, innocent-looking.

“Choose.”

Lila stared. Heart hammering.

The humiliation of forcing it herself—of choosing to soil on camera—made her clit throb against the padding.

She reached out. Took both capsules. Swallowed them dry.

Elias’s smile was slow. Proud.

“Good girl.”

He set up the camera. Ring light soft. Angle low—focused on her diapered hips and thighs, face cropped just above the lips so her expressions stayed anonymous but unmistakable.

Title: Messy Contract Night – Baby Lila’s First Forced Accident

Chat was already ravenous.

Elias hit live.

Red dot blinked.

He stepped into frame—voice calm, authoritative.

“Welcome back. Lila’s been denied six days now. Tonight she signs the messy contract. She’ll wet for warmup—then mess. Deliberately. On camera. No hiding. No mercy. After, chat votes: change her immediately, or make her stay messy for the rest of the stream.”

He knelt between her spread thighs. Pressed his palm over the front—firm squeeze.

“Wet first, baby. Show them how easy it is now.”

Lila closed her eyes. Relaxed.

The stream came fast—warm flood soaking the inner liner, swelling the crotch against his hand. The crinkle turned wet and squishy.

“Good girl,” Elias praised. “Now the hard part.”

He pulled a small bottle of prune juice from the case—poured it into her baby bottle.

“Drink. All of it.”

She took the bottle with shaking hands. Sucked—slow, rhythmic—while the laxatives started their quiet work. The fullness in her belly built slowly. Pressure. Urgency.

Ten minutes later she was squirming—diaper crinkling loudly, hips rocking against the dead vibe.

“Please—” she whimpered around the nipple. “It’s coming—”

Elias read chat.

“They say hold it. Beg louder.”

Lila sobbed—real tears now.

“Please—Daddy—chat—I can’t—let me mess—please—”

The pressure broke.

She pushed—soft, warm mess filling the seat of the diaper. Spreading. Bulging the padding outward. The smell hit—faint, unmistakable. Humiliating.

She cried harder—body shaking, face buried in her hands.

Elias kept his hand on the front—rubbing slow circles over the messy bulk.

“Look at you,” he murmured for the camera. “My messy little baby. So full. So disgusting. And so fucking perfect.”

Chat exploded—tips flooding in.

He clicked the vibe on—high.

Lila arched—screaming around the pacifier he shoved back in her mouth. The mess squished with every rock of her hips. The vibe pressed right against her swollen clit through the soiled padding.

She was close—dangerously close.

Elias read the vote.

“Chat says… stay messy. No change. Add two more denial days.”

He switched the vibe off.

Lila collapsed—sobbing, messy, denied, broken.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms immediately—rocked her on the floor, messy diaper sagging between them.

“Shh, baby. You did so good. So brave.”

She clung to him—tears soaking his hoodie.

“I hate how much I loved that,” she whispered.

“I know.” He kissed her temple. “That’s why we keep going.”

He carried her to the bathroom—ran warm water in the tub. Peeled the ruined diaper away slowly—messy contents folded inside, set aside. Wiped her clean—gentle, thorough. Soaked her in the bath—washed her hair, massaged her shoulders.

Aftercare lasted two hours—blankets, chocolate, water, soft words.

But when she finally looked up at him—eyes still red, voice raw—she whispered:

“Make the next one worse.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The contract was signed.

And she was already craving the next humiliation.


Chapter 6: Burnout & Addiction

Lila’s phone hadn’t stopped buzzing since the messy contract live ended at 11:43 p.m.

Notifications stacked like accusations:

New tier subscribers: +312

Tips from last stream: €2,840

DMs: 87 unread (mostly begging for more mess, more denial, more tears)

She hadn’t looked at them yet. She couldn’t.

The apartment smelled faintly of baby powder and the sharp, lingering tang of her own mess from the stream. Elias had changed her twice since—once immediately after the live (slow, tender wipes while she cried into his shoulder), once at 4 a.m. when she woke up soaked again from a stress dream. Both times he’d taped fresh NorthShore on—thick, unicorn-printed, high-waisted—and kissed her forehead like she was fragile glass.

Now it was 2:17 p.m. the next day. She hadn’t slept more than two hours. Hadn’t eaten. Hadn’t showered. She sat on the couch in just the diaper—legs spread around the bulk, hoodie unzipped, staring blankly at the paused stream archive on her laptop.

The thumbnail: her face cropped just above the lips, eyes glassy with tears, paci bobbing, messy diaper sagging visibly between her thighs while Elias’s hand pressed possessively over the front.

She clicked play.

Watched herself sob on loop.

Watched chat degrade her in real time.

Watched herself come undone—mess spreading, denial rule holding, vibrator off at the worst moment.

Her clit throbbed against the fresh padding. She hadn’t touched herself. Hadn’t asked. The rule was ironclad now: no orgasms without Elias’s explicit permission. And he hadn’t given it since the plug night.

She hated how much she craved the next live.

The door clicked open. Elias walked in—no knock, just the key. He carried two paper bags: groceries and a new pack of diapers.

He saw her on the couch—diapered, hoodie open, eyes red—and paused.

“You didn’t sleep,” he said. Not a question.

She shook her head. Voice small. “I tried. Kept… replaying it.”

He set the bags down. Crossed to her. Knelt between her spread thighs—hands resting lightly on the diaper front, thumbs brushing the tapes.

“Talk.”

Lila swallowed. Tears pricked again.

“I’m burning out on everything else. The vanilla clips feel fake. The DMs feel like noise. The only thing that feels… real… is this.” She gestured at the diaper. At him. “The shame. The denial. The way chat watches me break. I check subscriber count every hour. I check chat logs when you’re not here. I’m… addicted.”

Elias didn’t interrupt. Just listened—calm, unreadable.

“I hate that I love it,” she whispered. “I hate that I want the next live more than I want to eat or sleep or… be normal.”

He pressed his palm firmer against the padding. Felt the faint warmth of her arousal already seeping through.

“You’re not normal anymore,” he said quietly. “You’re mine. And you’re becoming exactly what you begged to be.”

She looked up—eyes glassy, desperate.

“Don’t stop it,” she pleaded. “Even if I burn out on the rest of OF. Even if I quit vanilla content. Keep the regression tier. Keep the rules. Keep denying me. I need it.”

Elias studied her for a long moment.

Then he stood. Walked to the cases. Pulled out the thickest diaper yet—white outer, no cute print, just clinical thickness. And a new accessory: a small metal chastity belt—thin steel bands, lockable front plate with a slit for the vibrator.

“Contract update,” he said. “You want permanent? Then we make it permanent.”

He laid the belt on the bed.

“Tonight’s live: you sign the new tier agreement on camera. Lifetime Baby tier. No end date. No vanilla fallback. Diaper 24/7. Denial indefinite. Changes only after viewer vote. Chastity belt locked on—key around my neck. You keep creating regression content full-time. I control the schedule, the tasks, the orgasms.”

Lila stared at the belt. Heart pounding.

“If I say yes…?”

“You don’t get to take it back easily,” he said. “Safeword still exists. But once the belt is locked, once the tier goes live… you’re my baby. Full stop.”

She swallowed. Nodded slowly.

“Film it,” she whispered. “I want them to see me choose this.”

Elias smiled—slow, possessive.

“On the bed. Legs up.”

She obeyed—knees to chest, thighs spread. He removed the current diaper—wet, warm, clinging. Cleaned her with wipes—slow, thorough. Powdered her mound—fingers lingering on her clit until she whimpered.

Then the chastity belt—cold steel against her heated skin. He fitted the front plate over her mound—slit aligned perfectly for the vibrator. Locked the side bands with small padlocks. Click. Click.

He taped the new diaper over it—thick, white, clinical. The bulk now even more pronounced with the metal underneath.

He clicked the vibe on—low, constant.

Lila moaned—hips jerking.

He set up the camera. Hit live.

Title: Lifetime Baby – Lila Signs Her Surrender

Chat flooded.

Elias read the contract aloud—voice steady, authoritative.

“Lila is signing the Lifetime Baby tier tonight. Full regression. Diaper 24/7. Denial indefinite. Chastity locked. No escape clause. She chooses this. On camera.”

He handed her a printed sheet—simple text, her name at the bottom.

She took the pen with shaking fingers. Signed.

Looked into the lens—tears streaming.

“I… I choose this,” she whispered. “I want to be Daddy’s baby forever.”

Chat erupted—tips rolling in like a storm.

Elias clicked the vibe up—medium.

She arched—moaning, sobbing, signing away her freedom while the denial buzzed through her locked, diapered body.

He ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms—rocked her while she cried.

Aftercare—long, gentle. Bath. Food. Blankets. Soft words.

But when the tears slowed, she looked up at him—voice raw, certain.

“Don’t unlock the belt,” she whispered. “Not for a long time.”

Elias kissed her forehead.

“Deal.”

The addiction had won.

And she had signed it in ink.


Chapter 7: Public Risk Escalation

Lila hadn’t worn real underwear in nine days.

Not a single pair.

The chastity belt stayed locked—cold steel hugging her mound under every diaper, the front plate pressing the vibrator tape flush against her swollen clit. Elias carried the key on a thin chain around his neck; he never took it off, not even to sleep. Changes happened twice daily now—morning and night—always on camera for the tier, always slow, always ending with fresh tape and the vibe retaped on low. She hadn’t come since the plug night. The denial had become a constant, throbbing background hum in her body.

Today was different.

Elias arrived at noon instead of evening—earlier than usual. He carried only one small black backpack, no full cases.

“Get dressed,” he said. “We’re going out.”

Lila froze in the middle of the living room—standing in just the current diaper (white outer, unicorn print faded from multiple wettings), hair messy, eyes still puffy from last night’s crying session on stream.

“Out?” Her voice cracked. “Like… outside?”

He nodded. Pulled a long black trench coat from the backpack—oversized, knee-length, thick wool blend.

“Coat only. Diaper stays on. No pants. No shirt. Nothing else.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

The diaper was already warm—heavy from a small morning wetting she hadn’t been allowed to signal. The bulk was noticeable: thick padding forcing her thighs apart, crinkling faintly with every shift. Under a coat it might hide… but the moment she moved too fast, sat wrong, bent over—

Elias stepped closer. Pressed his palm over the front—felt the damp swell.

“You’re leaking already,” he murmured. “Good. Makes it riskier.”

He held up the coat.

“Arms.”

She obeyed—shaking. Slid her arms in. He buttoned it slowly—top to bottom—until the coat hung loose but closed. The hem hit mid-thigh. If she walked normally, nothing showed. If she sat, bent, or the wind caught it…

He clipped the lav mic inside the collar—tiny, wireless, feeding straight to his phone for “private audio notes.” Then he taped the remote to the inside of her wrist like a watch.

“Rule,” he said. “You stay quiet outside. No talking unless I speak first. If you need to wet, you squeeze my hand twice. If you’re close to messing, three squeezes. If you almost come from walking… four. I decide if we stop.”

Lila swallowed. Nodded.

He opened the apartment door.

“After you, baby.”

The hallway was empty. Elevator ride down—her heart in her throat every time the doors slid open on a floor. No one. Thank god.

Outside, Breda was crisp and busy—Saturday afternoon foot traffic, bikes whizzing past, people chatting on the sidewalk. The coat flapped lightly against her bare legs. Every step made the diaper crinkle—soft but unmistakable if someone listened close. The bulk rubbed her clit with every stride. The vibe hummed on low—Elias had clicked it on in the elevator.

She squeezed his hand once—instinct.

He squeezed back. “Hold it,” he whispered. “We’re walking to the park.”

The park was ten minutes away—quiet green space near the old canal. She made it halfway before the pressure built too strong. She squeezed twice.

Elias steered her behind a thick hedge—public but screened.

“Wet,” he ordered quietly.

She relaxed—warm flood soaking the already-damp padding. The swell pressed harder against her clit. She whimpered—soft, involuntary.

He pressed his hand over the front—through the coat—felt the heat.

“Good girl. Keep walking.”

They reached the park. Found a bench near the water—semi-private, but people strolled past every few minutes.

“Sit.”

She did—carefully. The diaper squished audibly when her weight settled. The plug of mess from last night’s live had been changed, but the memory lingered—made her clench.

Elias sat beside her. Arm around her shoulders—casual to anyone watching.

“Spread your legs a little,” he murmured. “Let the coat gap.”

She did—barely. The coat parted just enough that someone walking directly in front might glimpse white padding between her thighs.

He clicked the vibe up—medium.

Lila bit her lip—hard. Hips twitched.

People passed—joggers, dog walkers, a couple with a stroller. No one looked twice. But the risk burned through her.

She squeezed four times—frantic.

“Close,” she breathed.

Elias leaned in—lips to her ear.

“Hold it. No coming. Not here.”

She sobbed—quiet, desperate. Body shaking.

He clicked the vibe off.

She slumped against him—panting.

“Almost,” he whispered. “But not yet.”

They walked back—slower. She wet again halfway—couldn’t hold it. The diaper sagged heavier, crinkling louder with every step.

Back in the apartment, Elias locked the door.

“On your knees,” he said.

She dropped.

He pulled the coat off—let it fall. Stood over her—diapered, trembling, denied.

“Live in twenty minutes,” he said. “You’re telling chat exactly how close you got outside… and begging them to keep you denied another week.”

Lila looked up—tears streaming, clit throbbing, diaper heavy and soaked.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He cupped her chin.

“And tonight,” he promised, “you mess again. On camera. While I walk you around the apartment on a leash.”

Her breath hitched.

She was already nodding before he finished.

The risk outside had only made her crave more.

And the addiction was no longer a secret—it was her entire world.


Chapter 8: The Branding Stream

Lila hadn’t slept more than three hours in the last forty-eight.

The chastity belt stayed locked—cold steel biting into her hips under every fresh diaper, the front plate pressing the vibrator tape flush against her clit like a permanent reminder. Elias had upped the denial to “indefinite” after she signed the Lifetime Baby contract on stream. No release. No touching. No orgasm without a unanimous subscriber vote—and even then, only if he allowed it.

She spent the days in a fog—diapered 24/7, vibe on low whenever Elias decided she needed “motivation,” leaking constantly from arousal she couldn’t relieve. She’d tried to film a vanilla clip yesterday—lingerie try-on for the free tier—but broke down crying halfway through because the lace felt wrong against her skin. She deleted the footage. Subscribers noticed the absence. DMs flooded: “Where’s baby Lila? We want more regression.”

Tonight’s live was scheduled for 10 p.m.—the highest tip night of the week. Elias arrived at 8:30 with the cases, a small black velvet box, and a calm that made her stomach twist.

“Branding night,” he said, setting everything down. “Chat voted for it three streams ago. You agreed.”

Lila was already kneeling on the changing mat—diaper sagging from a small wetting an hour earlier, hoodie unzipped, eyes glassy from exhaustion and constant low buzz. The unicorn print had faded to ghostly outlines under repeated use.

He opened the velvet box.

Inside: three small, sterile tattoo markers—temporary but long-lasting (two to four weeks), black ink, fine tips. Next to them: a printed list of phrases chat had voted on over the last week.

	Daddy’s Messy Slut 
	Permanent Baby 
	Owned by Chat 
	No Coming Allowed 
	Lila’s Diaper Life 


Elias held the list up.

“You pick three,” he said. “Chat votes the order. I write them on your body—slow, on camera. You stay messy the whole time. No change until the stream ends or tips hit €5,000.”

Lila stared at the markers. Heart pounding so hard she felt it in her throat.

“I… I can’t—”

“You can.” He knelt in front of her. Pressed his palm over the soaked front—firm squeeze. “You signed for this. You begged for permanent. This is what permanent looks like.”

She swallowed. Tears already gathering.

“Which three?” he asked again.

Her voice cracked.

“1… 2… 5.”

Elias nodded. Set the others aside.

He set up the camera—ring light low, angle wide enough to capture her full body on the mat. Lav mic clipped to the diaper waistband. Hit live.

Title: Branding Night – Baby Lila Gets Inked for Life

Chat exploded before the stream even buffered fully.

Elias stepped into frame—voice steady, commanding.

“Welcome back. Lila’s been denied eleven days. Locked in chastity. Diapered 24/7. Tonight chat gets to brand her. She picked three phrases. You vote order. I write them on her body—slow, permanent markers. She stays messy the whole time. No change until we hit €5,000 in tips. Tip big to make it hurt longer.”

He knelt between her spread thighs. Peeled the tapes open—slow reveal of the soaked, yellow-tinted liner. Folded it carefully. Set it aside.

Wipes first—cool, thorough. She whimpered as he cleaned her folds, her clit, between her cheeks. Powder next—thick cloud, rubbed in with deliberate circles until she was glistening and trembling.

Fresh diaper—thickest yet, white outer, no print. He taped it snug. Then clicked the vibe on—medium.

Lila moaned—hips jerking.

Elias picked up the first marker—black, fine tip.

“Chat voted order,” he read aloud. “First: Daddy’s Messy Slut. Across her lower belly.”

He pressed the tip to her skin—just above the diaper waistband. Slow, careful strokes.

D-A-D-D-Y-’-S

Lila sobbed—tears streaming. The vibe buzzed harder. The words burned into her skin—temporary, but real enough to feel permanent.

M-E-S-S-Y   S-L-U-T

He finished. Stepped back. Let the camera see.

Chat went feral—tips rolling in.

“Second,” Elias said. “Permanent Baby. Right above her mound—over the chastity plate.”

He lifted the diaper front just enough—exposed the steel plate. Wrote carefully across her lower abdomen.

P-E-R-M-A-N-E-N-T   B-A-B-Y

Lila cried harder—body shaking. The mess pressure was building again—laxatives from earlier still working.

“Last one,” Elias said. “No Coming Allowed. Inner thigh—left side.”

He spread her leg wider. Wrote in neat script along the soft skin.

N-O   C-O-M-I-N-G   A-L-L-O-W-E-D

She broke—sobbing openly, hips rocking against the vibe, messy pushing at her back entrance.

Elias pressed his hand over the front—hard.

“Let it go,” he ordered. “Mess for them. Show them what Permanent Baby means.”

She pushed—soft, warm mess filling the seat. Bulging the diaper. Spreading. The smell hit. Humiliating. Perfect.

Chat:

€500 tip – make her stay messy 2h

€1,000 – edge her while messy

€2,000 – no change tonight

Tips climbed—€4,800… €5,200…

Elias clicked the vibe to high.

Lila screamed—body convulsing, messy diaper squishing with every jerk. So close. So fucking close.

Chat hit €6,000.

Elias read the final vote.

“Chat says… deny. Add seven more days. No change tonight.”

He switched the vibe off.

Lila collapsed—sobbing, messy, branded, denied.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms—rocked her on the mat, messy diaper sagging between them.

“Shh, baby. You were perfect.”

She clung to him—tears soaking his shirt.

“I hate how much I need this,” she whispered.

“I know.” He kissed her temple. “That’s why you’re mine.”

Aftercare lasted hours—warm bath (mess cleaned slowly), fresh diaper (thick, locked belt still on), blankets, food, soft words.

But when the tears dried, she looked up at him—voice raw, certain.

“Make the next one permanent,” she whispered. “Real ink. No temporary.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The branding had only just begun.


Chapter 9: The Addiction Confession

Lila’s apartment had started to feel like a cage she’d built herself.

The blinds stayed half-closed all day—enough light to film, not enough for neighbors to see inside. The ring light stayed on even when the camera was off, a constant red eye in the corner. The changing mat stayed spread on the floor—stained now from multiple messy accidents, wiped clean but never quite fresh. The diaper stack had grown to three full cases in the closet. The chastity belt stayed locked—steel warm from her body heat, key dangling from Elias’s neck like a medal.

She hadn’t left the building in five days.

Hadn’t worn big-girl clothes in longer.

Hadn’t come in sixteen days.

The denial had become a physical ache—deep, throbbing, never-ending. The vibrator stayed taped inside every diaper, remote always in Elias’s hand or pocket. He turned it on at random: low during editing sessions, medium when she tried to sleep, high during short check-in clips for the tier. She edged constantly—body trembling, tears falling, begging into the lens while chat voted deny. Every live ended the same: messy, denied, sobbing, tips pouring in.

She’d stopped filming vanilla content entirely.

The free tier had gone silent—last post three days ago, a simple “Taking a break 💕” with no explanation. Subscribers complained. She didn’t care. The regression tier was all that mattered now—€8,200 last month after fees, growing every stream. She checked the numbers obsessively—hourly, sometimes minute-ly—refreshing the dashboard like it was oxygen.

Tonight there was no live scheduled.

Elias arrived at 7 p.m.—no cases, no backpack, just him. Hoodie up, face shadowed, carrying only a small paper bag from the bakery down the street.

He found her curled on the couch—diapered, hoodie unzipped, knees to chest, staring at the paused stream archive on her laptop. The thumbnail: her on all fours, messy diaper sagging, tears streaking her cheeks, paci bobbing while Elias’s hand pressed over the front.

She didn’t look up when he entered.

He set the bag on the coffee table—fresh croissants, still warm.

“Eat,” he said quietly.

She shook her head. Voice raw from crying on last night’s stream.

“I’m not hungry.”

He knelt in front of her—hands resting lightly on her knees, thumbs brushing the diaper tapes.

“Look at me.”

She did—eyes red-rimmed, glassy, distant.

“You haven’t slept properly in days,” he said. “You haven’t eaten more than a few bites since the branding stream. You’re shaking. You’re burning out.”

Lila laughed—small, broken sound.

“I’m fine. Chat loves it. Tips are up. I’m… I’m good.”

“You’re not.” He cupped her face—gentle but firm. “You’re addicted. And it’s breaking you.”

Tears spilled immediately.

“I know,” she whispered. “I hate it. I hate how much I need it. I check subscriber count when I wake up. I dream about the next live—about messing on camera, about begging, about chat denying me again. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.”

Elias didn’t interrupt. Just listened—calm, steady.

“I tried to film a vanilla clip yesterday,” she continued. “Put on lingerie. Lights. Camera. I couldn’t do it. The lace felt… wrong. I felt exposed in the wrong way. I deleted it. Cried for an hour. Then I put the diaper back on and felt… safe. I hate that the only thing that feels real anymore is being your messy, denied baby.”

She looked at him—desperate.

“Don’t stop it,” she pleaded. “Even if I burn out on everything else. Even if I quit the free tier. Keep the regression. Keep the rules. Keep denying me. I need it. I need you to own me like this.”

Elias studied her for a long moment—thumb brushing a tear from her cheek.

“I won’t stop,” he said quietly. “But we’re changing the rules. No more vanilla content. No more pretending. You go full regression—24/7 diapered, locked, denied. You live as my baby. I control the schedule, the content, the orgasms. You create only for the tier. No more big-girl life unless I say.”

Lila’s breath hitched.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”

He pulled a small printed sheet from his pocket—simple text, same as the contract she’d signed on stream.

New clause:

Lila Voss agrees to full-time regression lifestyle effective immediately. No vanilla content. Diapered 24/7. Chastity locked indefinite. Orgasms only by viewer vote and Daddy’s permission. Apartment becomes nursery. Daily lives streamed. Permanent surrender.

She took the pen he offered. Hands shaking. Signed.

Looked up at him—tears streaming, but eyes clear.

“I don’t want to be big anymore,” she whispered.

Elias nodded once.

He stood. Walked to the closet. Pulled out a fresh diaper—thickest one, white outer, no print. And the small metal collar—simple black leather, silver O-ring, small lock.

“On your knees,” he said.

She dropped.

He fastened the collar around her neck—snug, not choking. Locked it with a tiny padlock. Click.

Then he changed her—slow, ritualistic. Peeled the old diaper away (wet, slightly messy from earlier), cleaned her gently, powdered her mound—fingers lingering on her clit until she whimpered—taped the new one snug over the chastity belt.

He clicked the vibe on—low, constant.

“First rule of full-time,” he said. “You crawl when we’re alone. You speak only in baby voice unless given permission. You wet and mess when I say—or when your body forces it. No privacy. No escape.”

Lila nodded—tears falling, but a small, broken smile on her lips.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He picked up his phone. Started a private live—just for the top-tier subscribers.

“Announcement,” he said to the camera. “Lila is now full-time regression. No more vanilla. Apartment is nursery. Daily lives. Permanent baby.”

He panned to her—kneeling, collared, freshly diapered, vibe humming, tears streaming.

She looked into the lens—voice small, babyish.

“I’m Daddy’s baby forever,” she whispered.

Chat erupted—tips flooding in.

Elias ended the private stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms—cradled her on the mat, rocking gently.

Aftercare—long, tender. Warm milk in the bottle. Soft strokes over her hair. Quiet words.

But when the shaking stopped, she looked up at him—voice hoarse, certain.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “Make me mess in public. Film it. For the tier.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The burnout had burned away everything else.

All that remained was the addiction.

And she had given it everything.


Chapter 10: The Breaking Point

Lila hadn’t spoken above a whisper in three days.

Her voice had gone hoarse from crying on stream, from begging chat for mercy that never came, from the pacifier she now wore almost constantly—even off-camera—because Elias had decided “big-girl speech” was a privilege she hadn’t earned.

The apartment had become a full nursery without her noticing the transition. The couch cushions were covered in waterproof pads. The coffee table held a stack of diapers instead of magazines. The ring light stayed on low all day—soft red glow that never fully went away. The changing mat was always down. The bottle warmer hummed on the kitchen counter.

She spent most hours on the mat—diapered, collared, chastity belt locked under thick white padding, vibe taped on low. Elias controlled the remote from anywhere in the apartment; sometimes he left it on medium for hours while he edited footage, letting her edge in silence until she sobbed into the pacifier. She hadn’t come since the plug night. Twenty-three days now. The denial had become a living thing inside her—constant ache, constant throb, constant reminder that her body no longer belonged to her.

Tonight’s live wasn’t scheduled.

Elias decided it at 9:47 p.m.

He walked into the living room—hoodie sleeves rolled, key glinting at his throat—and found her curled on the mat in fetal position, diaper sagging slightly from a small wetting she hadn’t been allowed to signal. The unicorn print had long since faded to nothing under repeated use.

He knelt beside her. Lifted her chin gently with two fingers.

“Eyes on me.”

She obeyed—slow, glassy, pupils blown wide from exhaustion and constant low buzz.

“Chat’s been asking for the breaking point,” he said quietly. “They want to see you shatter. Really shatter. Tonight we give it to them.”

Lila’s breath hitched. A small whimper escaped around the pacifier.

He removed it—slow pull, thumb brushing her lower lip.

“Words,” he allowed. “Tell me your safeword.”

“Red,” she whispered. Voice cracked, barely audible.

“Yellow?”

“Pause… check in…”

“Good girl.” He kissed her forehead—soft, almost tender. “This is going to be hard. Harder than anything yet. You can stop it anytime. But if you don’t… you’ll come out the other side different.”

She nodded—tears already falling.

He set up the camera—ring light brighter than usual, angle wide to capture the full mat. Lav mic clipped to her collar. Hit live.

Title: Breaking Point – Baby Lila Shatters for You

Chat flooded in faster than ever.

Elias stepped into frame—voice low, commanding.

“Tonight is different. Lila’s been denied twenty-three days. Locked. Diapered. Owned. Chat has voted for the ultimate test. No script. No mercy. She edges until she breaks—full emotional collapse. No orgasm. No change until she safewords or tips hit €10,000. We go until she’s nothing but tears and mess.”

He knelt between her spread thighs. Peeled the tapes open—slow reveal of the soaked, slightly messy liner from earlier accidents she hadn’t been allowed to clean. Folded it. Set it aside.

Wipes—cool, thorough. Powder—thick cloud, rubbed in with deliberate circles until she whimpered.

Fresh diaper—thickest yet, clinical white. He taped it snug. Then clicked the vibe to high.

Lila arched—screaming immediately. Hips bucking against the padding.

“Edge,” he ordered. “No coming. Tell chat how it feels.”

She panted—voice broken.

“It… hurts… so much… I need to come… please… Daddy… chat… please…”

Chat:

€500 – make her mess now

€1,000 – add enema

€2,000 – gag her and keep going

Elias read aloud.

“Chat wants mess. Relax, baby. Push.”

She sobbed—pushed. Soft, warm mess filled the seat—bulging the fresh diaper. Spreading. The smell hit. Humiliating. Overwhelming.

He kept the vibe on high—pressed his palm over the messy front, rubbing slow circles.

“Look at you,” he murmured for the camera. “Messy, denied, broken little baby. Chat owns you tonight.”

Lila cried harder—body shaking, messy diaper squishing with every jerk.

“Please—Daddy—I can’t—I need—”

“No,” he said softly. “Not yet.”

He reached for the small enema bulb—pre-filled with warm water and a touch of soap. Lubed the tip.

“Chat voted enema,” he said. “Hold still.”

He slipped it in—slow push. Warm flood inside her. Pressure built fast.

She sobbed—loud, broken.

“Hold it,” he ordered. “Five minutes. Then you mess again. Bigger.”

The minutes stretched—eternity. She rocked—tears streaming, messy diaper already bulging more.

At five minutes he pulled the nozzle free.

“Push.”

She did—mess exploding into the diaper, overflowing the leg cuffs slightly. The padding sagged heavily—warm, squishy, obscene.

Chat tips hit €8,000… €9,000…

Elias clicked the vibe higher—max.

Lila screamed—body convulsing, messy diaper squishing loudly. So close. Dangerously close.

“Please—Daddy—chat—I’m breaking—I can’t—”

Tears poured. Body shook. She curled into herself—sobbing uncontrollably.

Elias watched—calm, but eyes soft for the first time.

He read the vote.

“Chat says… deny. Add fourteen more days. No change tonight.”

He switched the vibe off.

Lila shattered—full collapse. Loud, wrenching sobs—body heaving, messy diaper sagging between her thighs, denial ache pulsing through her.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms immediately—cradled her on the mat, rocking hard.

“Shh, baby. It’s over. You’re safe.”

She clung to him—sobbing into his neck, messy diaper squishing against his thigh.

“I… I broke,” she whispered. “I really broke.”

“I know.” He kissed her hair. “And you were perfect.”

Aftercare lasted three hours—warm bath (mess cleaned slowly, carefully), fresh diaper (thick, locked belt still on), blankets, water, soft food, quiet words. He held her until the shaking stopped.

When her breathing finally evened, she looked up at him—eyes red, voice raw, but steady.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Even when I break again. Keep going. I need to go deeper.”

Elias studied her—thumb brushing her cheek.

“You sure?”

She nodded—small, certain.

“Yes, Daddy. Break me again. And again. Until there’s nothing left but your baby.”

He kissed her forehead—long, tender.

“Deal.”

The breaking point had come.

And she had begged for more.


Chapter 11: Subscriber Takeover

Lila no longer decided when she ate, slept, or changed.

That power had been surrendered—quietly, irrevocably—on the night she signed the full-time regression clause. Elias now controlled the schedule. He decided when the vibe turned on (and how high), when the bottle was offered, when the diaper came off (and when it stayed messy for hours). The apartment had become her nursery prison: blinds drawn, ring light always ready, changing mat permanently down, a small playpen in the corner for “timeout” when chat voted punishment.

The Lifetime Baby tier had exploded—€12,400 last month after fees, subscriber count climbing past 1,800. Chat had become a living entity—demanding, cruel, omnipresent. Every live ended with a poll: what she wore tomorrow, what she ate (purees only now), when she slept (early bedtime enforced), even how long she stayed messy after an accident. Tips decided everything.

Tonight’s stream was titled simply:

Subscriber Takeover – Chat Owns Baby Lila

Elias arrived at 6:30 p.m.—early, deliberate. He carried the usual cases plus a new item: a small whiteboard on a stand, already prepped with today’s poll options in neat black marker.

Lila was waiting on the mat—kneeling, collared, chastity belt locked under a fresh thick diaper (white outer, no print—Elias had decided cute patterns were “too soft” for her now). The vibe hummed on low—constant since noon. She hadn’t come in twenty-eight days. Her eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed, body trembling from the endless edge.

Elias knelt in front of her. Removed the pacifier gently.

“Words allowed for setup,” he said. “Tell me the rules.”

Her voice cracked—small, hoarse.

“Chat decides… everything. Outfit. Food. Bedtime. Mess time. Denial time. I… I obey.”

“Good girl.” He kissed her forehead—brief, almost clinical. “Tonight they vote on your entire evening. Live poll every fifteen minutes. You perform. No safeword unless red.”

She nodded—tears already gathering.

He set up the camera—wide angle, capturing the whiteboard, the mat, her kneeling form. Hit live.

Chat poured in—faster than ever.

Elias stepped into frame—voice low, authoritative.

“Welcome to Subscriber Takeover. Lila belongs to you tonight. Every fifteen minutes, you vote on her next task. Outfit, food, punishment, denial length—your choice. She obeys. No mercy. Tips speed up polls. Let’s begin.”

First poll appeared on-screen (Elias’s overlay software):

Next 2 hours: What does baby wear?

A) Thick diaper + onesie

B) Thick diaper + nothing else

C) Thick diaper + collar & leash crawl only

D) Thick diaper + chastity belt exposed (lifted front)

Results in real time.

Chat chose B—nothing else.

Elias peeled her hoodie off—slow, deliberate. Left her kneeling in just the diaper—chastity plate glinting under the front, vibe humming.

Second poll:

Dinner time: What does baby eat?

A) Bottle of warm milk

B) Pureed baby food spoon-fed

C) Messy diaper face-sitting (no food)

D) Nothing—denied until tomorrow

B won—pureed food.

Elias brought the jar—carrots and peas, warmed. Spoon-fed her on camera—slow, humiliating. She opened her mouth like a baby—tears falling with each swallow. The vibe stayed on medium. She whimpered around the spoon.

Third poll:

Punishment for being a messy baby earlier today?

A) Extra hour messy

B) Vibe on high, no orgasm

C) Crawl laps around apartment

D) All of the above

D won—unanimous.

Elias clicked the vibe to high.

Lila screamed—body convulsing. He made her crawl—diaper crinkling loudly, messy pressure building again from earlier. She circled the room—sobbing, hips bucking against the buzz, mess squishing with every movement.

Chat:

€1,000 – make her mess again now

€2,000 – add denial week

€5,000 – no change until morning

Tips climbed—€7,800…

Elias read the final poll of the night:

Final decision: Does baby get release tonight?

Yes / No

No—98%.

He switched the vibe off.

Lila collapsed—sobbing, messy diaper sagging heavily, body shaking from the endless edge.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms—rocked her on the mat, messy bulk pressed against him.

“Shh, baby. You did perfect.”

She clung—tears soaking his hoodie.

“I… I don’t know who I am anymore,” she whispered. “All I know is… I need this. I need them to decide. I need you to enforce it.”

Elias kissed her temple.

“I know.”

He carried her to the bathroom—slow bath, mess cleaned gently. Fresh diaper—thick, locked belt still on. Vibe retaped on low.

He tucked her into the playpen—blankets, pacifier, bottle.

“Sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow chat decides your wake-up time.”

She curled up—exhausted, broken, owned.

And when the tears slowed, she whispered into the dark:

“Thank you… for letting them take me.”

Elias locked the playpen gate.

“You’re welcome, baby.”

The takeover was complete.

And she had never felt more free.


Chapter 12: The Branding Stream

Lila’s skin still bore the faint ghost of last week’s temporary markers—black script faded to gray smudges across her lower belly and inner thigh. “Daddy’s Messy Slut” had lasted eleven days before it flaked away completely. Every time she caught sight of the remnants in the mirror she felt a fresh wave of heat between her legs, even through the constant denial ache.

Tonight Elias had promised real ink.

No more temporary.

No more washing off.

Permanent.

The live was scheduled for 11 p.m.—peak European hours, highest tip potential. Subscribers had been voting on placement and wording for forty-eight hours straight. Elias had narrowed it to three final options, all to be done in one session, one after another, while she stayed messy and denied.

He arrived at 9:30 p.m. with the usual cases plus a locked black metal box she had never seen before.

“Tools,” he said simply, setting it down. “Sterile needles, black ink, gloves, aftercare balm. Everything professional.”

Lila was already on the mat—kneeling, collared, chastity belt locked under a fresh thick white diaper. The vibe hummed on low—had been since 6 a.m. She hadn’t come in thirty-one days. Her eyes were glassy, cheeks hollow from barely eating, body trembling from the endless edge.

Elias knelt in front of her. Removed the pacifier.

“Words tonight,” he said. “Tell me your safeword.”

“Red,” she rasped. “Yellow for pause.”

“Good girl.” He cupped her face. “This is permanent. Once the needle touches skin, there’s no going back. You can still stop it—red kills everything—but if you go through with it… you wear my marks forever.”

Lila swallowed. Tears already gathering.

“I want it,” she whispered. “I need it. I need to be marked as yours. As theirs.”

Elias nodded once.

He opened the black box—sterile packets, fine-line tattoo machine, small ink pots, disposable gloves.

He set up the camera—ring light bright, angle wide to capture her full body and the tattoo process in detail. Lav mic clipped to her collar. Hit live.

Title: Permanent Branding – Baby Lila Gets Real Ink

Chat flooded—faster and louder than any stream before.

Elias stepped into frame—voice low, commanding.

“Tonight is permanent. Lila has been denied thirty-one days. Locked. Diapered. Owned. Chat voted on three tattoos. She will receive all three—live, messy, no numbing, no coming. Tips decide order and extra pain. No change until €15,000. Let’s begin.”

First poll appeared:

Order of tattoos:

A) Permanent Baby (lower abdomen, over chastity plate)

B) Daddy’s Messy Slut (across lower belly)

C) No Coming Allowed (inner left thigh)

A won—overwhelming.

Elias peeled the diaper tapes open—slow reveal of soaked, slightly messy liner from earlier forced wetting. Folded it. Set it aside.

He cleaned her mound with antiseptic wipes—cold, clinical. Powdered lightly—enough to reduce friction but not numb sensation.

He pulled on gloves. Loaded the machine—black ink, fine needle.

“Lie back,” he told her. “Legs wide. Hold still.”

Lila obeyed—knees to chest, thighs spread. Chastity plate glinted under the light.

He started just above the steel—needle buzzing to life.

The first touch burned—sharp, stinging.

Lila gasped—body jerking.

“Hold,” Elias ordered. “Breathe.”

He worked slowly—letter by letter.

P-E-R-M-A-N-E-N-T

She sobbed—tears streaming. The vibe still hummed on low through the chastity plate. The pain and denial twisted together into something unbearable and perfect.

B-A-B-Y

Finished. Small, neat script—black against pale skin, right over the metal that locked her orgasm away.

Chat:

€2,000 – make her mess during the next one

€3,000 – no numbing for the thigh

€5,000 – add another line

Second poll:

Next tattoo:

A) Daddy’s Messy Slut

B) No Coming Allowed

A won.

He didn’t let her change first.

“Stay messy,” he said. “Chat wants it raw.”

He shifted lower—across her lower belly, just above the diaper line he would soon retape.

Needle buzzed again.

D-A-D-D-Y-’-S

Lila screamed—body convulsing. The mess from earlier squished under her with every jerk. Pain radiated. Denial throbbed.

M-E-S-S-Y   S-L-U-T

Finished. Thick black letters—bold, degrading, permanent.

She was sobbing openly now—chest heaving, tears pooling on the mat.

Elias wiped the fresh ink with a clean cloth—gentle, careful.

“Last one,” he said. “Inner thigh. No Coming Allowed.”

He spread her left leg wide—exposed the soft skin.

Needle to flesh.

N-O   C-O-M-I-N-G

She broke—loud, wrenching sobs. Body shaking violently.

A-L-L-O-W-E-D

Done.

Three permanent marks.

Owned.

Messy.

Denied.

Chat tips hit €16,200.

Elias read the final vote.

“Chat says… no change tonight. Add thirty more denial days. Stay messy until morning.”

He switched the vibe off.

Lila collapsed—sobbing, freshly inked, messy diaper sagging, body wracked with denied need.

Elias ended the stream.

Red dot off.

He pulled her into his arms immediately—cradled her on the mat, messy bulk pressed against him, fresh tattoos stinging.

“Shh, baby. You were perfect. So brave.”

She clung—tears soaking his hoodie.

“I’m… I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever marked.”

“I know.” He kissed her temple—long, tender. “My permanent baby.”

Aftercare lasted hours—gentle cleaning of the new tattoos (antiseptic, balm), slow bath (mess washed away carefully), fresh diaper (thick, locked belt still on), blankets, bottle, soft rocking.

When the shaking finally stopped, she looked up at him—voice raw, certain.

“Next live,” she whispered. “I want to be pierced. Down there. Locked forever.”

Elias’s smile was slow. Dangerous.

“Deal.”

The branding was complete.

And she had begged for more permanence.


Chapter 13: The Close Call

Lila hadn’t been allowed to leave the apartment in thirteen days.

The world outside had become abstract—sounds through the window, delivery buzzers, distant traffic—none of it real anymore. Elias controlled access now. Doors stayed locked unless he opened them. Windows stayed curtained. The only “outside” she experienced came in carefully scripted public risk scenes—short, controlled, always ending with her back inside, messy, denied, and sobbing into his chest.

Tonight he changed the script.

He arrived at 7:20 p.m.—earlier than usual, carrying only the long black trench coat, a slim backpack, and the small wireless lav mic she now wore like jewelry.

“Get up,” he said. “We’re going for a walk.”

Lila was kneeling on the mat in the center of the living room—freshly changed into the thickest white NorthShore, no print, clinical bulk forcing her thighs wide. Chastity belt locked underneath, vibe taped on low since morning. Collar snug around her throat. Pacifier dangling from a clip on the collar. She hadn’t spoken in big-girl voice since yesterday’s live.

She looked up—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed from constant edging.

“Outside?” The word came out small, babyish—automatic now.

“Yes.” Elias knelt in front of her. Pressed his palm over the diaper front—firm squeeze. Felt the warmth already seeping through. “Chat voted for escalation. Real public risk. No park. No alley. City center. Saturday night crowds. You wear the coat. Nothing else. You hold everything until I say. If you leak, wet, or mess without permission… punishment live tomorrow. Face optional—you decide.”

Her stomach dropped. The diaper was already heavy—warm from a small wetting during the afternoon private clip she hadn’t been allowed to signal. The bulk was obscene—thick padding bulging visibly under any fabric. Under just a coat…

Elias held up the trench—long, black, heavy wool. “Arms.”

She stood—shaking. Let him drape it over her shoulders. He buttoned slowly—top to bottom—until it hung closed but loose. Hem hit mid-thigh. If she walked carefully, nothing showed. If she sat, bent, or the wind caught it…

He clipped the lav mic inside the collar—wireless, feeding straight to his phone for “private audio notes.” Taped the remote to her inner wrist like a fitness tracker—vibe already humming on low.

“Rules,” he said. “No talking. No running. No stopping unless I say. If you need to wet, squeeze my hand twice. Mess, three times. Almost come from walking, four. If you break any rule… live punishment stream tomorrow. Full face reveal if tips hit €10,000.”

Lila swallowed. Nodded—tears already gathering.

He opened the apartment door.

The hallway was quiet. Elevator ride down—her heart slamming every time the doors opened on a floor. No one. Thank god.

Outside, Breda was alive—Saturday night foot traffic, bikes whizzing past, laughter spilling from bars, cold November air biting her bare legs under the coat.

Every step made the diaper crinkle—soft but audible if someone walked close. The bulk rubbed her clit with every stride. The vibe hummed. The chastity plate pressed. She squeezed his hand once—instinct.

He squeezed back. “Hold it.”

They walked toward the Ginnekenmarkt—busy, lights, people everywhere. She made it two blocks before the pressure built too strong—bladder full from the bottle he’d fed her at 6 p.m. She squeezed twice.

Elias steered her into a narrow side street—public but shadowed by buildings.

“Wet,” he whispered.

She relaxed—warm flood soaking the padding. Swelling the crotch. Pressing harder against her clit through the chastity plate. She whimpered—soft, involuntary.

He pressed his hand over the front—through the coat—felt the heat.

“Good girl. Keep walking.”

They reached the market square—crowded, music from a busker, people laughing, drinking, taking photos. He guided her to a bench near the fountain—exposed on all sides.

“Sit.”

She did—carefully. The diaper squished loudly when her weight settled. The vibe clicked up—medium.

Lila bit her lip—hard. Hips twitched.

People passed—close enough to hear the faint crinkle if they listened. A group of students lingered nearby—laughing, phones out. One glanced her way—eyes flicking down to the coat hem, the way it gaped slightly when she shifted.

She squeezed four times—frantic.

“Close,” she breathed—voice barely audible.

Elias leaned in—lips to her ear.

“Hold it. No coming. Not here.”

She sobbed—quiet, desperate. Body shaking.

He clicked the vibe off.

She slumped against him—panting.

Then the pressure shifted—lower. Bowels. The mess from earlier was still there—soft, threatening.

She squeezed three times—panicked.

Elias read her eyes.

“Hold,” he whispered. “Until we’re home.”

They stood. Walked back—slower. Every step made the mess shift—squishing, spreading. The diaper sagged heavier. Crinkled louder.

Halfway down a busy street she couldn’t hold.

A soft push—warm mess filling the seat. Bulging outward. Overflowing the leg cuffs slightly. The smell faint but unmistakable in the cold air.

She froze—tears streaming.

A young couple walked past—close enough to hear the squish when she shifted in panic.

The girl glanced back—frowned slightly—then kept walking.

Elias didn’t stop. Just kept his arm around her shoulders—casual, possessive.

Back in the apartment he locked the door.

“On your knees,” he said.

She dropped—messy diaper sagging heavily between her thighs.

He pulled the coat off. Let it fall.

Looked down at her—diapered, collared, messy, denied, shaking.

“Live in fifteen minutes,” he said. “You’re telling chat exactly what happened outside… how close you came… how you messed in public without permission. And begging them to make the punishment stream tomorrow face-reveal.”

Lila looked up—tears streaming, clit throbbing, messy diaper squishing with every tremble.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He cupped her chin.

“And tonight,” he promised, “you mess again. On camera. While I walk you around the apartment on a leash—until chat votes you clean.”

Her breath hitched.

She was already nodding—addicted, terrified, owned.

The close call outside had almost exposed her.

And she had never felt more alive.


Chapter 14: Embracing Forever

Lila no longer remembered what it felt like to wear panties.

Or jeans.

Or a bra.

Or anything that didn’t crinkle when she moved.

The chastity belt had become part of her body—steel warmed by her skin, front plate pressing constantly against the swollen, denied nub of her clit. The key never left Elias’s neck; he wore it even in the shower. The diapers were permanent now—thick white NorthShore, no prints, clinical bulk that forced her thighs apart in a constant waddle. She hadn’t walked normally in weeks. Crawling was default when alone with him. The vibe stayed taped inside every change—remote always within his reach, turned on at random to keep her leaking, aching, on the edge of sanity.

Thirty-seven days without orgasm.

The apartment was fully converted. The living room couch had been replaced with a large waterproof play mat and a low crib mattress for naps. The kitchen counter held a bottle warmer, pureed food jars, and a stack of changing supplies. The ring light stayed on low all day—soft red glow that never fully went away. The playpen in the corner had become her “safe space” when chat voted timeout. Blinds stayed drawn. Deliveries were left at the door—no human contact.

She lived in a fog of constant humiliation and need.

Tonight there was no live scheduled.

Elias decided that.

He arrived at 7:45 p.m.—carrying nothing but a small black velvet box and a folded piece of paper.

Lila was kneeling in the center of the mat—freshly changed into a new thick diaper after a forced mess during the afternoon private clip. Collared. Chastity locked. Vibe on low. Pacifier in. Eyes glassy, cheeks hollow from barely eating, body trembling from the endless edge.

He knelt in front of her. Removed the pacifier gently.

“Words tonight,” he said. “No baby voice. Just you.”

Her voice cracked—raw from disuse.

“Yes… Daddy.”

He opened the velvet box.

Inside: a slim black leather collar—thinner than the play collar she wore now, but permanent. No buckle. Only a small silver lock and a tiny engraved plate on the front:

Lila – Daddy’s Forever Baby

Next to it: a small silver key—different from the chastity key. Smaller. Delicate.

He held up the paper—simple text, handwritten.

Final Vow

I, Lila Voss, surrender completely.

No more big-girl life.

Diapered 24/7.

Locked.

Denied until Daddy decides.

Chat decides my days.

Daddy decides my nights.

I am his baby forever.

No escape.

No reversal.

She stared at the words. Tears fell before she even finished reading.

Elias spoke quietly.

“This isn’t for chat. This is for us. You sign it. I lock the permanent collar. The key stays with me. You never take it off. You live as my baby—full-time, no end date. Safeword still exists. You can still say red. But if you don’t… this is it.”

Lila’s breath hitched—sobs building.

“I… I don’t want to stop,” she whispered. “I don’t want to be big ever again. I want this. I want you to own me. Completely.”

He handed her the pen.

She signed—shaking so hard the ink wavered.

Lila Voss

Elias took the paper. Folded it. Set it aside.

He lifted her chin.

“Head up.”

She obeyed.

He fastened the new collar—slim leather hugging her throat, snug but not choking. The small silver plate rested just above her collarbone.

Click.

The tiny lock snapped shut.

Permanent.

He kissed the lock—soft, reverent.

Then he stood. Helped her to her feet—diaper crinkling loudly.

“Last change of the night,” he said. “But first… you thank me.”

She dropped to her knees—instinct now.

Looked up—tears streaming.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered. “For owning me. For breaking me. For keeping me your baby forever.”

Elias cupped her face.

“You’re welcome, little one.”

He changed her slowly—peeled the old diaper away (wet, messy from earlier), cleaned her gently, powdered her mound—fingers lingering on her clit until she sobbed with need. Fresh diaper—thickest yet. Taped snug over the locked belt. Vibe retaped on low.

Then he lifted her—cradled her against his chest like an infant.

Carried her to the playpen. Laid her down on the mattress inside. Tucked blankets around her. Gave her the pacifier.

“Sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow chat decides your wake-up time. And your next task.”

She curled up—exhausted, broken, owned, marked.

And when the tears slowed, she looked up at him through the bars—voice small, certain.

“I love you,” she whispered around the paci.

Elias knelt outside the playpen. Reached through the bars. Brushed her hair back.

“I love you too, baby.”

He locked the playpen gate.

Dimmed the ring light.

Left her in the soft red glow—diapered, collared, locked, denied, forever his.

The breaking point had passed.

She had embraced forever.

And there was no going back.


Chapter 15: Padded Forever

Six months after the lifetime vow, the apartment no longer looked like the place Lila once called home.

The living room had become a permanent nursery: thick waterproof flooring, soft pastel walls, low crib with rails she sometimes napped in during long denial days, playpen always set up in the corner, shelves lined with stacked diapers (mostly thick white NorthShore now—Elias had decided cute prints were “too forgiving”), bottles, pacifiers, powder, wipes, and the small locked box containing her few remaining big-girl clothes (never opened). The ring light stayed on low all day—soft red glow that never fully went away. The changing mat was always down. The chastity belt stayed locked—key still around Elias’s neck. The permanent collar never came off—slim black leather, small silver plate engraved Lila – Daddy’s Forever Baby.

She hadn’t worn anything but diapers in half a year.

Hadn’t spoken in full adult sentences unless Elias explicitly allowed it.

Hadn’t come in one hundred and eighty-seven days.

Chat had decided that number—voting deny every single live, week after week, until the denial became her baseline state. The vibrator stayed taped inside every diaper—remote always in Elias’s hand or pocket, turned on at random to keep her leaking, aching, on the perpetual edge of sanity. She lived in a constant fog of need—body trembling, mind quiet, only the next command, the next change, the next humiliation mattering.

Tonight was their private anniversary.

No live. No chat. No audience.

Just them.

Elias arrived at 8 p.m.—carrying a small black gift box and a single white NorthShore MegaMax—the thickest one, no print, clinical.

Lila was waiting in the center of the mat—kneeling, collared, chastity locked under the current diaper (already warm and slightly messy from an earlier forced accident during the afternoon private clip). Pacifier in. Eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, body trembling from the constant low buzz that had been on since morning.

He knelt in front of her. Removed the pacifier gently.

“Words tonight,” he said. “No baby voice. Just you and me.”

Her voice cracked—raw, unused.

“Yes… Elias.”

He opened the gift box.

Inside: a slim silver anklet—delicate chain, small engraved tag:

Forever Daddy’s Baby – 187 Days Denied

He lifted her ankle—gentle, reverent. Fastened the anklet. The chain rested cool against her skin—permanent reminder, like the collar, like the ink on her body, like the locked belt.

“Anniversary gift,” he said quietly. “One for every day you’ve stayed mine.”

Tears fell immediately.

He helped her lie back on the mat—legs spread, knees up.

“Last change of the night,” he said. “But first… you thank me.”

She looked up—tears streaming.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For owning me. For breaking me. For keeping me your baby forever. I don’t want anything else. I don’t want to be big ever again. I love you… and I love this.”

Elias nodded—eyes soft for the first time in months.

“I love you too, little one.”

He peeled the old diaper away—slow reveal of soaked, messy liner. Folded it carefully. Cleaned her gently—warm wipes, thorough strokes over her folds, her clit, between her cheeks. Powdered her mound—fingers lingering, circling her swollen nub until she sobbed with need.

Fresh diaper—thickest yet. He taped it snug over the locked belt. Vibe retaped on low—constant hum.

Then he lifted her—cradled her against his chest like an infant.

Carried her to the crib. Laid her down on the soft mattress. Tucked blankets around her. Gave her the pacifier.

“Sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow chat decides your wake-up time. And your next task.”

She curled up—exhausted, broken, owned, marked, ankleted.

And when the tears slowed, she looked up at him through the crib rails—voice small, certain, around the pacifier.

“I’m happy,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Elias reached through the bars. Brushed her hair back.

“You’re perfect,” he said.

He locked the crib side.

Dimmed the ring light.

Left her in the soft red glow—diapered, collared, locked, denied, ankleted, forever his baby.

The breaking point had long passed.

She had embraced forever.

And there was no going back.

The end.
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Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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