
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Party Game: A Dark DDLG Romance of Diapered Submission, Lesbian Obedience, and Public Humiliation




When two bratty best friends dare each other at a kink party, they end up diapered, plugged, and owned by a strict Daddy Dom with rules that break and bind them both.




Introduction











They thought it was just a game.





Zoey and Riley, two wild 24-year-olds, dare each other to flirt with older men at a secret kink party. But when a mysterious Daddy Dom takes control, their teasing turns into obedience, and their playful rebellion is punished with thick diapers, humiliating public tasks, and strapon lessons they'll never forget.










Now they must follow every rule:




No panties. No orgasms without permission. And definitely no saying no.










This is a slow-burn, intensely erotic

 

DDLG romance


 
featuring

 

age gap power dynamics


 
,

 

lesbian submission


 
,

 

diapered humiliation


 
,

 

plug play


 
, and

 

public shame


 
—written for readers who crave raw, dominant control and the fall into being

 

Daddy’s good little girl


 
.













For fans of dark kink, real submission, and deliciously twisted obedience.














Chapter One: The Dare










"Okay, but if you chicken out, I win. Deal?"










Riley grinned, tongue pressed between her teeth, one brow raised as she dangled the black envelope between two fingers like a cigarette. She looked like sin with a secret—tight leather skirt, faded band tee, and combat boots scuffed from one too many adventures that should’ve ended in bruises or bail.










Zoey rolled her eyes but reached for the envelope anyway. “It’s not a competition.”










“Everything’s a competition,” Riley said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Especially when there’s older men, whips, and free champagne involved.”










Zoey pulled the thick, wax-sealed invitation from Riley’s hand. She’d seen it before—Riley had waved it around three nights ago after making out with some mysterious girl in the alley behind Velvet. The girl had whispered something about

 

The Den


 
, and by the next morning, the envelope was sitting on their kitchen counter like a loaded gun. Zoey hadn’t taken it seriously then.










But now?




Now, it pulsed with possibility.










“You don’t even know what this place is,” Zoey said.










Riley flopped onto the couch, legs wide, unapologetically crude. “I know exactly what it is. It’s a kink party. You remember Cassie from work? She went last month. She said it’s like Eyes Wide Shut but less murdery.”










Zoey raised a brow. “So very reassuring.”










“Oh, come on. You and I have done worse. At least this time there’s snacks and safe words.”










Zoey hesitated. She’d always been the more careful one. The one who cleaned up the mess after Riley’s storms. But something about the way Riley looked at her now—challenging, amused, daring—made something tighten low in her belly.










They weren’t kids anymore. They were 24. Old enough to know better, and maybe just old enough not to care.










“So… what’s the actual dare?”










Riley leaned forward. “We go in together. We don’t leave until at least one of us gets a Dom’s number.”










Zoey snorted. “That’s it?”










“That’s the first round,” Riley grinned. “Bonus points if he’s over forty. Daddy points if he calls you

 

good girl


 
.”










Zoey laughed. She shouldn’t have. Riley’s grin widened like a snare.














Two hours later, they stood in front of an unmarked steel door tucked behind a crumbling industrial building on the east end of town.










Zoey’s heart thudded. She wasn’t wearing anything scandalous—just a black silk dress with a low back, no bra, and the tiniest lace thong she owned. Still, she felt… exposed. Vulnerable. Like she was walking into something that would change her.










Riley didn’t seem fazed. Her lips were red, her confidence louder than the bass thudding inside. “You ready?”










“No,” Zoey said honestly.










“Good,” Riley winked. “Means it’s worth it.”










The doorman—a tall man in a dark suit and earpiece—glanced at their invitation and waved them in without a word.










They stepped into low red light and soft, thudding music. The room opened up like a hidden world—luxurious, dark, elegant, filled with shadows that moved and breathed. Velvet furniture. Leather straps. A bar glowing gold in the corner. Couples. Threesomes. Submissives in collars. Women with riding crops. A man being spanked on all fours by two laughing Doms.










Zoey froze.










Riley didn’t.










“This. Is. Fucking.

 

Art


 
,” Riley whispered, grabbing her hand.










But Zoey was already staring.










Not at the floggers. Not at the half-naked brats kneeling for praise.










At

 

him


 
.










He stood near the bar, back straight, whiskey in hand. Older. Maybe forty-five. Tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair streaked with silver. He wasn’t laughing like the others. He was watching—quietly, calmly—eyes sweeping the room like he was reading it, commanding it.










He looked at her.










Right at her.










And

 

smirked


 
.










Zoey’s breath caught.










Riley followed her gaze, then leaned in. “Dibs.”










Zoey didn’t blink. “No.”










“Oh ho ho,” Riley grinned. “Did I just feel a challenge?”










Zoey swallowed hard.










Because the look in that man’s eyes wasn’t friendly.




It was hungry.




And for the first time tonight, Zoey realized they weren’t just playing a game.










They’d just walked into

 

his.










Chapter Two: Daddy's Rules










The clink of a glass, the hum of conversation, the faint crack of a paddle somewhere in the distance. It all swirled around Zoey like a velvet fog, thick and warm and disorienting. But her attention was locked.










On

 

him


 
.










He hadn’t moved since he looked at her. Still leaning against the bar like he owned the place. He might have, for all she knew. There was something about his posture—relaxed but controlled—and the way others gave him space. Dominance without a word.










“Okay,” Riley whispered next to her. “We’re going over there.”










Zoey didn’t move. “Why do I feel like he already knows that?”










Riley gave her a smug look. “Because you’re not the only one with instincts, Zo.”










And just like that, she was pulling Zoey forward, hand in hand, weaving through the bodies and heat and power games. When they reached him, he turned—slowly, like he was granting them permission to approach.










“Good evening,” he said, voice deep, polished, and smooth like aged scotch. “You two don’t look like regulars.”










Riley smiled like a cat. “Is that obvious?”










He didn’t smile. But his eyes lingered. On Riley’s mouth. On Zoey’s bare shoulders. On the unspoken space between them.










“New girls usually come in pairs,” he said. “For courage.”










Zoey felt her spine tighten—but not in fear. “What do regulars come for?”










“Obedience,” he said.










It was a single word. But it wrapped around her like a collar.










Riley laughed. “What if we came for fun?”










“Then you’re in the wrong corner.”










Zoey felt it. That slow shift in the air. The moment when the flirting turned into something else. Something real. Riley felt it too; her smile faltered for a half second. Enough for him to notice.










“You made a bet,” he said. “Didn’t you?”










Zoey blinked. “How did you—”










“You wear it,” he said. “Dares are loud. Real desire is quiet.”










Riley leaned forward. “And what do you think we desire?”










His eyes moved between them, slow and deliberate.










“Structure. Correction. Surrender.”










Zoey felt her heart skip. It was too intense. Too fast. And yet—she couldn’t look away.










He lifted his glass. “One drink. One rule. Each. If you break it, you leave. If you obey, you stay.”










Riley tilted her head. “What kind of rules?”










“Simple ones,” he said. “Take a sip. Remove your panties. Kneel. Apologize.”










Zoey breathed in sharply.










He didn’t flinch.










Riley smirked. “Alright, Daddy. Give me my rule.”










He stepped closer. Close enough to touch, but didn’t. His presence was like gravity.










“Your rule is: for the next hour, you only speak when spoken to.”










Riley blinked.










“I didn’t stutter,” he said softly.










Zoey watched her best friend’s mouth twitch. Riley never stayed silent. Not even in her sleep. But now—she just nodded. A small, tight nod.










He turned to Zoey. She waited.










“You,” he said, “are not allowed to cross your legs. No matter how uncomfortable it gets.”










Heat flared up Zoey’s neck. He meant her thighs. Her arousal. Her inability to hide it.










“Understood?”










She swallowed. “Yes.”










“Yes what?”










Pause.










“Yes… Daddy?”










That got his first smile. Sharp. Satisfied. Dangerous.














He didn’t lead them to a dungeon. Not yet. He took them to a quiet lounge corner, where low music pulsed and red leather chairs invited relaxation that never came. Riley sat with her legs crossed and then—remembered. She uncrossed them, jaw tight. Zoey sat and had to focus on her breathing, keeping her knees apart while her body screamed to close up.










He watched both.










He asked questions. Not about their jobs or their majors or their social lives. Questions like:










●

 
       

 
"What makes you feel small?"



 









●

 
       

 
"Do you get wetter when you're embarrassed or praised?"



 









●

 
       

 
"Have you ever worn a diaper before?"



 









Zoey's breath hitched.










Riley, to her credit, stayed silent. Even when her eyes flashed.










“Good girl,” he said to her.










Zoey’s stomach clenched. The praise was sharp. Like a bite.










Then he turned back to her. “I asked you a question.”










Zoey stared. “Which one?”










He leaned closer. “Have. You. Ever. Worn. A. Diaper.”










Her cheeks flushed.










“No.”










“Would you?”










Silence.










“If I told you to?”










More silence.










Zoey whispered: “Maybe.”










He leaned back. “Better answer than most.”










Then, without warning, he turned to Riley.










“Time’s up. Speak.”










Riley exhaled like she’d been holding her breath the whole hour. “That was

 

hard.


 
”










“But?”










She looked down.










“Hot.”










He stood. “Come. I want to show you something.”










They followed.










Through a hallway of velvet drapes and low moans. Past a woman being bottle-fed. Past a grown man in a crib.










He opened a heavy oak door.










Inside: a nursery.










White walls. Pink accents. Changing table. A row of adult-sized onesies. Diapers. Toys. Pacifiers. A strapon hung on a hook next to a bottle of lube and a set of cuffs.










Zoey froze.










Riley took one step in.










“This is where obedience begins,” he said.










Then he turned, slow and certain.










“If you walk in now, there’s no more playing. You’ll wear what I tell you. You’ll crawl when I say. You’ll learn to please each other the way I train you. Diapers. Toys. Punishments. Praise.”










Zoey trembled.










Riley said nothing.










Then Zoey whispered: “Do we have a safe word?”










He nodded. “Of course. You can stop anytime. But if you stay... you don’t get to decide who gets the strapon tonight. I do.”










Zoey looked at Riley. Riley looked back.










Then, together, they stepped inside.









Chapter Three: The Strapon Lesson










The nursery door clicked shut behind them like a lock sealing fate. The air inside was warm and still, laced with soft scents of powder and leather. Zoey’s stomach fluttered—equal parts fear and something that felt dangerously close to anticipation.










The walls were painted a pale blush. Shelves held plush animals, pacifiers, and stacks of pristine white diapers that were far too big for any child. A wooden crib stood in one corner, its bars high and painted white. But the changing table—the size of a massage bed—was what stole Zoey’s attention. Laid out on it like ritual offerings: lotion, wipes, powder, and a thick, crinkling diaper, unfolded and waiting.










She blinked.










This was real. All of it.










Behind her, Riley let out a quiet breath. Not nervous. Not afraid. Curious. Maybe even… aroused?










Daddy turned to face them. His presence filled the room, calm but commanding. He no longer had to speak for the rules to be felt.










“You will undress,” he said. “Now. Slowly.”










Neither of them moved.










He didn’t repeat himself.










Riley reacted first. She reached for the hem of her tank top and pulled it over her head. Her bra followed. Then her skirt. She stood in just her black thong and bare feet, chin tilted defiantly even as her nipples hardened in the cool air.










Zoey hesitated. Then followed. Her dress slipped to the floor with a whisper. She stood in her tiny lace underwear, arms hugging herself before she caught his eyes—and forced her arms down. She didn’t want to show fear. Not yet.










“Panties off,” he said.










Zoey flushed. But her fingers obeyed.










The silence in the room felt holy.










“Good,” he said. “Now, you’ll each crawl to the mat.”










Zoey blinked. Riley knelt first, crawling on all fours toward the padded rug in the center of the nursery. Her ass swayed slightly as she moved, and Zoey realized—

 

she liked it.











Zoey dropped next, skin brushing the soft carpet as she crawled beside her best friend. Every movement made her more aware of her nakedness, her body, her breathing.










He waited until they were kneeling, side by side.










“Tonight is about learning roles,” he said. “You both think you’re equals. You’re not.”










Zoey’s heart pounded.










“Tonight,” he continued, “Riley is the Mommy. And Zoey…”










His eyes pinned her.










“…you’re her helpless baby girl.”










Zoey flushed deep. Her lips parted, but she didn’t speak. She couldn’t.










Riley turned toward her slowly. Her smirk was laced with something new. Something hungry.










“Zoey will be diapered. Plugged. Then mounted.”










Zoey’s breath hitched.










“You’ll both follow my instructions. If either of you safewords, the scene ends. If you obey, you’ll be rewarded.”










He walked to the changing table, lifted the thick white diaper, and handed it to Riley.










“Start by laying your baby girl down. Show me you can take care of her.”










Riley’s hands were warm as she took Zoey by the shoulders and gently nudged her to lie back. The changing table’s padding was soft but firm. Zoey stared at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling fast.










“You’re okay,” Riley whispered, brushing hair from Zoey’s face. “Just let go.”










Zoey nodded.










The sound of the diaper crinkling as Riley unfolded it made her tremble.










Daddy stood nearby, arms crossed, eyes sharp.










Riley lifted Zoey’s legs gently, sliding the diaper under her bare bottom. She took the lotion next, squeezing a cool glob into her palm before warming it between her hands and spreading it between Zoey’s thighs.










Zoey gasped.










“Shhh,” Riley murmured. “Good girls stay still.”










She rubbed slowly, thoroughly, making sure to glide her fingers over every sensitive fold. Zoey bit her lip. Her body betrayed her, hips arching slightly toward the touch.










“Plug,” Daddy said.










Zoey’s eyes flew open. Riley took the small, pink silicone plug from the table. It glistened with lube.










“Hold her legs,” he ordered.










Riley obeyed, gently pulling Zoey’s knees back. Daddy stepped in close, bent down, and pressed the plug against Zoey’s puckered entrance.










She whimpered.










“Breathe, little one,” he said, voice low.










He eased the toy in slowly, inch by inch, until it nestled fully inside. Zoey let out a broken sound—half arousal, half humiliation. Her cheeks burned. She felt full. Vulnerable.










The diaper was pulled up between her legs and taped snug around her hips. Soft. Enclosing. The crinkling noise was unmistakable.










“Up,” he said.










Zoey sat up slowly. The plug shifted inside her. Her thighs pressed instinctively—but the thick padding made it impossible to close fully. She was wide. Exposed. Helpless.










Daddy handed the strapon to Riley. Black leather. Wide harness. A thick, curved toy that looked impossibly large.










“Put it on,” he said.










Riley obeyed, slipping her legs through the harness, tightening the straps. She stood tall in it, breasts bare, cock jutting proudly from her hips.










“Now,” he said, “bend your baby girl over the chair.”










Zoey stared at him. “Wait—”










He raised a hand. “You can use your safe word. Or you can bend.”










Zoey’s heart pounded. She looked at Riley—flushed, unsure, but burning with the same desire.










She turned, stepped to the chair, and bent over the armrest.










The diaper puffed out behind her, pushing her cheeks apart. The plug pressed deeper.










Riley stepped behind her.










Daddy guided her hands. “Slow. Make her feel it. She’s your doll now.”










The toy pressed against the back of the diaper, nudging in.










Zoey cried out as the pressure increased. The plug inside, the strapon outside—the feeling was overwhelming. Not painful. Just…

 

too much.











Daddy crouched beside her. “You’re such a good girl, Zoey. Look at you. Taking your Mommy’s cock like you were made for it.”










Riley thrust slow. Gentle. Each motion made the diaper crinkle, the plug shift. Zoey whimpered, her body dripping, her thighs trembling.










Then Riley gripped her hips and picked up the pace.










Zoey moaned—loud and helpless.










“You love it,” Daddy whispered. “You love being our little fuckdoll, don’t you?”










Zoey nodded, broken. “Yes, Daddy.”










“Say it louder.”










“I love it! I love being your baby fuckdoll!”










Riley moaned too, her body flush with Zoey’s back. The strapon slid harder now, slapping against the crinkling padding.










Daddy reached between Zoey’s legs, fingers rubbing her soaked folds through the diaper. “You want to cum, baby?”










“Yes, Daddy, please!”










“Only if Riley does too.”










He moved faster. Riley’s rhythm faltered. Her mouth fell open.










Then—










“Now,” he growled.










Zoey shattered.










Her cry was loud, raw, and desperate. Riley groaned, grinding hard as her body shook. They clung to each other, gasping.










Daddy stood back, satisfied.










“Lesson one complete,” he said.










“Tomorrow,” he added, “you switch roles.”










Zoey collapsed into Riley’s arms, diaper squishy, plug still deep, heart pounding like a war drum.










And for the first time, she didn’t want the game to end.









Chapter Four: The Obedient Switch










Zoey woke to the soft weight of a blanket draped over her bare shoulders. The nursery was quiet now—too quiet. The hum of moans and music from the main party had faded into distant memory. Her thighs ached. Her diaper was warm, squishy between her legs, still wrapped tightly around her hips like a brand. And inside her, the plug hadn’t moved.










Neither had Riley.










She lay beside her on the padded rug, her chest rising and falling with the soft breaths of someone not sleeping—but floating. Her hand still rested against Zoey’s thigh. Their legs were tangled.










Zoey wasn’t sure who moved first, but they turned at the same time.










“You good?” Riley whispered.










Zoey swallowed. Her voice came out raw. “Yeah. You?”










“I came so hard I forgot my name.” Riley smiled, then winced. “And my legs. Holy shit.”










Zoey let out a soft laugh. But it faded quickly. Something else was growing in her chest. A nervous flutter, like the edge of a cliff they’d just stepped off.










Daddy hadn’t come back yet.










But his presence was still in the room. Heavy. Lingering.










A moment later, the door opened.










He didn’t speak. He carried a tray with two glasses of water, a small snack plate of grapes and crackers, and a single pink pacifier resting on a cloth.










Zoey stared at it.










He knelt down and handed Riley the water first. Then Zoey. His hands were gentle. Too gentle. It made it worse.










“Tonight,” he said finally, “you trade places.”










Riley looked up slowly.










Zoey’s breath caught.










“You’ll help her undress,” he told Zoey. “You’ll diaper her. Plug her. Mount her. Control her. Make her cry, or make her beg. It’s your choice. But she does not get to come unless you say so.”










Zoey blinked. “I—what?”










“Do you remember your safe word?”










She nodded.










“Do you remember how it felt when she used you?”










Zoey flushed.










“Good,” he said. “Now make her yours.”














Zoey stood slowly. Her body still buzzed with soreness, but something new was blooming—power. She glanced at Riley, who met her gaze with a look that was less cocky now. Curious. Uncertain.










“On the table,” Zoey said softly.










Riley’s eyes widened slightly, but she stood.










Daddy handed Zoey a fresh diaper. A purple one this time. Thick. Soft. Almost cute.










The pacifier lay on the edge of the changing table, still waiting.










Riley climbed up, cheeks pink, arms trembling slightly as she lay back. Her body was beautiful—toned and flushed, with tiny bite marks still blooming along her chest from earlier.










Zoey opened the diaper and slid it under her. She hesitated only for a second before grabbing the bottle of lotion.










“Legs up,” she said.










Riley obeyed.










Zoey spread the lotion slowly, thoroughly. Her fingers lingered over Riley’s folds, massaging her inner thighs. Riley gasped.










“Ticklish?” Zoey teased.










“Sensitive,” Riley murmured.










Zoey leaned close. “Good.”










She reached for the plug. It was larger than the one she had worn.










Daddy handed it to her—pre-lubed, sleek, glistening.










Zoey met Riley’s eyes.










“I’m going slow,” she whispered.










Riley nodded.










Zoey lifted her knees, guiding the plug to Riley’s tight entrance. It took pressure. Resistance. Then it slipped in with a soft pop.










Riley whimpered.










Zoey sealed the diaper up tight, smoothing the tapes down, rubbing the front with soft, circular motions that made Riley squirm.










“Turn over,” Zoey said.










Daddy handed her the strapon harness. This time, it was pink. The toy itself was long and slim—clearly made for someone new to taking.










Zoey strapped it on, her heart racing. She’d never worn one before.










It felt… powerful.










Riley was already bent over the side of the chair, diaper puffed out, back arched.










Zoey stepped behind her, ran her hand down her spine, and whispered, “Ready?”










Riley moaned softly. “Yes, Mommy.”










Zoey thrust slow at first. The padding made it awkward—but she quickly found her rhythm. The strap pressed against her own clit with each movement, and Riley’s moans only made it worse.










Or better.










“Good girl,” Zoey whispered. “Take it.”










Riley trembled.










Zoey reached around, hand pressing between Riley’s thighs, rubbing the diapered heat.










“You’re soaking already,” she teased.










“Please,” Riley moaned. “Please, Zo…”










“No.” Zoey’s voice was firmer now. “You don’t get to come. Not yet.”










She thrust harder.










Riley gasped.










“Beg me,” Zoey said.










“Please, Mommy. I wanna come so bad. I need it.”










“Not good enough.”










“Please, Zoey! I’m your little slut, I’ll wear diapers for you forever—just let me come!”










Zoey rubbed harder. Faster.










Then stopped.










Silence.










Riley whimpered.










“Only if you say you’re mine,” Zoey whispered.










“I’m yours,” Riley gasped. “All yours.”










Zoey thrust one last time, then rubbed her through the padding until Riley let out a loud, broken cry—shaking as the orgasm hit her like a wave.










Daddy’s voice came from behind them, soft and approving.










“That,” he said, “was obedience.”









Chapter Five: House Rules










The world outside the nursery felt wrong.










Too open. Too bright. Too ordinary.










Zoey clutched her coat tighter around herself as they stepped back out into the hallway of the kink party. She could still feel the warmth of the diaper she now wore beneath her clothes, the slight bulge it gave her hips, and the soft pressure of the plug still deep inside. Riley walked beside her in silence—her cheeks still pink, her eyes glassy.










Neither of them spoke as Daddy led them past other rooms, past couples moaning in cages and Doms giving lectures to their teary-eyed subs. Zoey tried not to stare—but she also couldn’t stop thinking:

 

we were just like them… only worse. Or better.











When they finally returned to the lounge, he gestured for them to sit on the velvet couch. They obeyed without question. Something had shifted. They weren’t teasing anymore. Not playing.










They were

 

his.











Daddy remained standing, calm and precise as he sipped his whiskey.










“I don’t chase brats,” he said. “I train them. And when they come back, they don’t come for games. They come to submit.”










Zoey swallowed hard.










Riley’s fingers brushed hers.










He looked at them—both still wearing the marks of the night, their bodies quiet, their eyes changed.










“You passed the first test. Now comes the harder part.”










Zoey leaned forward slightly. “What happens now?”










He raised an eyebrow. “You wait for me to speak.”










Zoey’s cheeks flared, but she said nothing.










“Good girl,” he said quietly.










Her heart flipped.










Daddy stepped forward and placed a black envelope on the table in front of them. It looked just like the one Riley had received a week ago. But this time, it had their names handwritten on the back—Zoey & Riley.










“You’ve been invited to something a little more personal. Something... consistent.”










Riley sat up straighter. “Like... more parties?”










“No,” he said. “Like rules. Ownership. Control. A trial period, if you want to call it that.”










Zoey stared at the envelope. “We live our normal lives. And then... what? We report to you like pets?”










His smile was patient. “You obey. Or you don’t. But if you choose to accept what’s inside this envelope, you’ll follow the rules every day. Even outside this space.”










Riley looked intrigued. “What kind of rules?”










Daddy sat down now, between them.










“Daily check-ins. Morning photos. Diapers after 8pm. Pacifier use during phone calls with me. Plug training three nights a week. One public challenge every seven days.”










Zoey blinked. “Public... challenge?”










He nodded. “You’ll be given a task. Something humiliating. Exciting. Something that reminds you you’re mine, even in public.”










Riley was already grinning. “This is insane.”










He turned to her, slowly. “Then you can leave. But if you stay... you'll sign the contract inside that envelope and agree to a one-week trial. No games. No bets. Just obedience.”










Zoey’s pulse quickened.










“Can we... talk about it?” she asked. “Alone?”










“No,” he said. “Decide now. Together. Or walk away.”










Riley turned to Zoey.










Their eyes locked.










Zoey could feel her body aching still. Her lips swollen. Her thighs trembling. The diaper beneath her dress was warm and wet. The plug had become part of her now.










She was already halfway gone.










Riley nodded. “I’m in.”










Zoey took a breath.










And whispered, “Me too.”










Daddy smiled.










Then, he leaned in close.










“Good girls. Come with me. I’ll show you what real control feels like.”









Chapter Six: Remote Control










The cab ride home was quiet.










Zoey sat with her legs slightly apart, thighs buzzing with tension, coat pulled over her lap. Riley, beside her, clutched the black envelope like it might vanish if she let go. Neither of them spoke, but their hands stayed tangled in the space between them—fingers brushing, pressing, gripping when the silence felt too loud.










Zoey's phone buzzed.











Daddy:


 

You’re both to be in your own beds by 23:00. Diapered. Plugged. Dressed in nothing but a pacifier and your obedience. Photo proof. No excuses.











She glanced at the clock: 22:31.










Riley read over her shoulder, then exhaled. “Holy shit. He’s not kidding.”










“Nope,” Zoey whispered.










Her stomach flipped.














Back at their apartment, they barely made it through the door before Zoey locked it behind them. The adrenaline was back. Not like before. This was slower, deeper, a creeping heat curling around her belly like fingers sliding down her spine.










They didn’t talk.










They didn’t need to.










Riley handed her the envelope.










Inside was a printed contract, signed already with his name. Simple. Direct.











Rules for Week One:










	



Diapered every night by 22:45.




 






	



Plug training every second night (alternate).




 






	



Daily wake-up photo at 07:00 sharp: diapered, pacifier in, eyes open.




 






	



No panties allowed in the apartment.




 






	



All orgasms require permission.




 






	



Public Challenge to be issued Friday.




 














Zoey read them twice. Riley bit her lip.










“This is crazy,” Riley whispered. “Hot. But crazy.”










Zoey said nothing. She turned and walked to her room.










And peeled her clothes off.














22:42.










She opened her drawer.










The diaper he’d packed for her was thicker than the ones from the Den. It had little pastel stars on it.

 

Actual baby print.


 
Her cheeks flushed hot just looking at it.










She laid it out on the bed, heart racing.










The plug came next—soft pink silicone, still faintly smelling of lube. She coated it again and knelt on the bed, body trembling as she pressed it in. Her hips twitched. She was sore. Sensitive. But it slid in easier than before.










Almost like her body missed it.










She lay back. Pulled the diaper up between her legs. Taped it tight.










The crinkle filled the room like thunder.










She grabbed her pacifier from the bedside.










Stared at it.










Then placed it between her lips.










Click.










The flash of her phone captured her: flushed, plugged, diapered, paci in. Her eyes glassy. Her thighs spread.










She hit send.











To Daddy:


 

[Photo Attached]











Seconds later, a message pinged back.











Daddy:


 

Perfect. My little slut looks ready for bed. Don’t touch yourself. Tonight, you sleep frustrated.











Her whole body tensed.










Then—











Daddy:


 

Riley’s already done. She got a spanking for being five minutes late. You, however, might get a reward tomorrow.











Her core clenched.










She dropped back on her pillow, panting through the pacifier, unable to move.










She didn’t touch herself.










She didn’t sleep.










She just waited. Plugged. Diapered. Owned.









Chapter Seven: The Public Dare










Friday came fast.










Too fast.










Zoey stood in front of her mirror, trying to breathe as she looked down at herself. Jeans. Loose hoodie. Hair up in a casual bun. She looked normal. Like any other 24-year-old walking the street with a coffee and a podcast.










Except she wasn’t normal.










She was diapered. Plugged. And very aware of it.










Every step, every twist of her hips, brought a soft crinkle she swore must be audible to strangers. Her cheeks flushed again, despite being alone in her bedroom. This was

 

insane.


 
This was

 

hot.


 
This was—completely Daddy’s fault.











10:12 – Message Received






Daddy:


 

Public Dare: You’ll both go to the café on Belmont. Order coffee. Stay seated for 30 minutes. Take a photo of the wet spot once you’ve used your diapers.











Zoey’s stomach dropped.










Wet.










He didn’t just want them to

 

wear


 
it.










He wanted them to

 

use


 
it.











10:14 – Riley:


 

this man is out of his fucking mind lol






10:14 – Zoey:


 

why am i so turned on it’s disgusting






10:15 – Riley:


 

if you chicken out I swear I’ll tell him you fingered yourself last night






10:15 – Zoey:


 

YOU SAID YOU WOULDN’T






10:16 – Riley:


 

see you at the café, piss princess















The café was cute. Cozy. Brick walls and soft indie music. It smelled like cinnamon and espresso. A place filled with writers and students and baristas with piercings and purple hair.










It did

 

not


 
feel like the kind of place for diapered girls with soaked padding between their thighs.










And yet—here they were.










Zoey sat across from Riley at a small table by the window. Her diaper was dry. For now. So was Riley’s.










“Okay,” Riley whispered, pulling her hoodie over her lap. “I’m terrified.”










Zoey sipped her coffee. “Then why are you smiling?”










“Because this is hotter than anything I’ve ever done.”










Zoey laughed, but her voice shook. “What if someone hears it?”










“They won’t. They’ll hear a chair squeak. Or nothing. But

 

you


 
—you’ll feel it. Every damn second.”










They both sat in silence for a moment.










Then Zoey felt it. That deep ache. Her bladder was full. Too full.










She hadn’t been allowed to pee since last night.










Daddy had made sure of that.










“I can’t do it,” Zoey whispered. “Not here. Not sitting.”










“Yes you can,” Riley said softly. “I’ll do it too. On three.”










Zoey blinked at her.










“One…” Riley grinned.










“Don’t you dare—”










“Two…”










“Riley—”










“Three.”










Riley’s eyes fluttered closed.










A beat.










Then she moaned. Quiet. Controlled. Barely more than a sigh.










Zoey watched her body shift—just slightly.










Her thighs parted.










Her shoulders softened.










She was doing it. Right there. In public.










Diaper visibly puffed beneath loose jeans.










Riley opened her eyes. “Your turn.”










Zoey’s throat tightened.










The pressure in her bladder throbbed. Her body screamed for permission. For release. But her mind—










“Come on, baby girl,” Riley whispered, sweet but daring. “You know Daddy’s watching.”










That did it.










Zoey let go.










A sudden warmth spread between her legs, soaking into the padding. Her cheeks flushed as she felt it pool, spread, soak through.










She exhaled—long and slow. Her eyes rolled back just slightly.










And then it was done.










They both sat there, flushed and twitchy, sipping coffee over their shared secret.










Riley reached into her bag, slid her phone under the table, and angled it just so.










Click.










A picture of the wet spot forming on her diapered crotch, visible through stretched denim.










Zoey did the same.











10:46 – Sent to Daddy






[Photos Attached]






Zoey:


 

We did it.






Riley:


 

I’m never drinking coffee again without pissing myself first.






Daddy:


 

You make me proud. You’re to stay in those diapers for 4 more hours. No changing. No touching. Sit in your wetness and remember who owns you.










Chapter Eight: Video Obedience










The diaper was cold now.










Zoey sat on the living room floor, legs spread in nothing but her oversized T-shirt and the soaked, sagging padding taped around her hips. Riley sat across from her, just as disheveled, her face flushed with silent frustration. Neither of them had touched themselves in hours. Not after Daddy's last message.











16:02 – Daddy:






Strip. Turn on your front camera. Sit across from each other. One of you will obey. One will watch.











A second message came five minutes later.











16:07 – Daddy:






Zoey gets to be my good girl today. Riley will keep her hands in her lap.











Zoey’s stomach twisted. It felt like winning. And losing. She looked at Riley, who glared—then smiled with forced patience.










“Enjoy it while it lasts,” she whispered. “You’ll be begging next time.”










Zoey's phone buzzed again.





Daddy is calling…











She answered.










The screen filled with his face: calm, poised, sitting behind a desk like nothing about this was unusual.










“Let me see her,” he said.










Zoey turned the phone to Riley.










Riley gave a small, mocking wave.










“No snark,” Daddy said. “Or you’ll both be denied.”










Riley straightened.










“Better.”










The camera turned back to Zoey.










Daddy’s voice dropped into that familiar, dangerous calm. “Take your diaper off. Slowly. Don’t touch your clit until I say.”










Zoey hesitated.










Riley’s eyes flicked to her, dark and jealous.










Then Zoey leaned back, untaped the sides, and peeled the heavy diaper off her body. The plug inside shifted. Her folds were slick, aching. Her thighs trembled.










“Put the diaper in your mouth.”










Zoey blinked. “What—?”










“Now.”










She obeyed. Folded it. Bit into the front. Her own taste filled her mouth.










“Good girl.”










Daddy’s voice made her shiver.










“Now finger yourself. Just two fingers. No clit.”










Zoey slid her hand down. Her body was hot, swollen, so sensitive she nearly cried out at the first touch.










Riley squirmed.










Daddy’s gaze stayed locked through the screen. “Describe it.”










Zoey whimpered through the padding. Pulled it away just enough to speak.










“Warm… wet… full. It still smells like you.”










“Are you aching?”










“Yes, Daddy.”










“Show Riley.”










Zoey slid her fingers out, held them up. They dripped.










Riley’s breath hitched.










“Touch your clit.”










Zoey did. Her hips bucked. Her voice cracked.










“Look at her,” Daddy said.










Zoey turned her head, eyes locking with Riley’s as she rubbed herself faster, harder, breath ragged.










“Beg me.”










“Please, Daddy. Please let me cum. I need it—I’ll do anything.”










Riley was shaking now, fists clenched in her lap.










Daddy watched. Silent.










Then: “Cum.”










Zoey fell apart.










The orgasm hit like a wave, crashing through her in full view of both her best friend and her Dom. Her thighs clenched. Her mouth stayed open. Her eyes didn’t leave Riley’s.










“Good girl,” Daddy said softly.










Then to Riley:










“You’ll be next. But she gets to give the command.”










Riley gasped.










Zoey smiled—flushed, shaking, and soaked in sweat.









Chapter Nine: Her Turn to Obey










Riley didn’t speak for five full minutes.










She sat on the floor, still in her soaked diaper, legs twitching, fists clenched. Her face was flushed—not from shame, but from the unbearable pressure of being denied. Of watching Zoey moan and collapse and fall apart under Daddy’s praise.










Zoey had never seen her like this.










Daddy had ended the video call without another word, leaving only one final message behind:











17:07 – Daddy:






Zoey, you’re in charge tonight. Riley doesn’t cum unless you say so. She obeys you. Plug her. Diaper her. Use her. Punish her if she resists.











Zoey felt her whole body pulse.










“Strip,” she said.










Riley’s eyes lifted—burning.










“I said strip, brat.”










A pause. Then Riley stood.










Her hoodie fell to the floor. Then her shirt. Her bra. She unhooked the tapes of her sagging diaper slowly, peeling it off her hips. The cold air hit her flushed skin. Her thighs were soaked.










She didn’t make eye contact.










Zoey stood too, walking to the cupboard where Daddy had left them a small black box: their “obedience kit.” Inside—fresh diapers, two new plugs (one larger than before), wipes, pacifiers, nipple clamps, and a bottle of warming lube labeled

 

“punishment use only.”











She grabbed the larger plug.










Riley’s eyes widened. “No way. That thing is—”










Zoey raised a brow.










“You going to say no to Daddy’s good girl?”










Riley bit her lip. “...No.”










“Bend over.”










Riley obeyed.










Zoey lubed the toy generously. She could feel her own arousal building again, harder than before. The thrill of power. Of seeing her bratty, always-in-control best friend submit.










The plug pressed against Riley’s entrance—larger, firmer, more filling. Zoey twisted it slowly, watching her best friend gasp, whimper, tremble.










“You’re dripping,” Zoey said coldly. “Are you that desperate to be used?”










Riley nodded, breathing hard. “Yes…”










Zoey pulled a fresh diaper from the box and forced Riley to step into it. She taped it tight, adjusted it snug between her legs.










Then she grabbed the clamps.










“Lie back.”










Riley lay on the rug, trembling.










Zoey gently twisted the clamps onto her nipples—tight, biting.










“Spread your legs.”










Riley obeyed.










Zoey knelt between them, palm pressed to the front of the diaper.










“Beg me.”










“Please… please let me touch myself.”










“No.”










Zoey rubbed her slowly through the diaper, teasing her.










“You’ll earn it.”










She slipped a pacifier into Riley’s mouth.










“You’re going to hump the pillow, just like a good little slut. With your diaper on. And I’m going to film it. If you do well, I’ll let you cum.”










Riley’s eyes widened—but she nodded.










Zoey grabbed her phone, aimed the camera, and tossed a thick cushion on the floor.










“Ride.”










Riley crawled onto the pillow and began to grind.










The diaper squished beneath her. The plug shifted inside her. The clamps bounced with every thrust.










She moaned behind the pacifier, grinding harder.










Zoey filmed every second.










She rubbed herself with her free hand, biting her lip, watching her friend hump like an animal.










Then she stood. Walked behind her.










Unclipped the harness from the drawer.










Strapped on the toy.










And pulled Riley back by the hair.










“You don’t get to cum,” Zoey whispered. “You’re going to ride

 

me


 
until I’m satisfied. And then Daddy decides if you earn your release.”










Riley’s breath hitched.










She turned around. Straddled Zoey.










The toy slid inside her. She cried out.










Zoey gripped her hips and thrust up—hard, rough, merciless.










Riley moaned into the pacifier, drooling around it, eyes rolling back.










“Say it,” Zoey hissed.










“I’m yours,” Riley gasped. “I’m yours, Mommy—please!”










“Louder.”










“I’m your diapered whore! Please let me cum!”










Zoey smiled.










And denied her.









Chapter Ten: Daddy’s Reward










They lay there panting.










Riley was collapsed on Zoey’s chest, whimpering softly, still plugged and denied. Her diaper was warm again—soaked from the ride, her thighs quivering from the brutal rhythm Zoey had kept. Zoey’s own body still trembled with the high of power and release, the toy now discarded beside them, wet and used.










The phone buzzed.










Zoey barely had the strength to reach for it.











20:42 – Daddy:






Turn on the camera. Now. Hands behind your backs. I’m going to teach you what obedience earns.











Zoey’s stomach clenched.










She pulled Riley upright.










“Camera,” she whispered.










Riley blinked at her. “Is he mad?”










“No,” Zoey said. “He’s going to

 

reward


 
us.”










They propped the phone on a stand. Turned on the front cam. Hit

 

Call.











Daddy answered on the first ring.










His face filled the screen. Stern. Calm. Dangerous.










“Strip off the diapers. You’ll sit on your knees—one in front of the other. Riley in front. Zoey behind her.”










They obeyed.










The diapers came off—squishy, dripping, humiliating.










Riley crawled into place. Zoey knelt behind her, her hands resting lightly on Riley’s hips.










“Riley has earned release,” Daddy said. “But not through mercy. Through punishment.”










Riley shivered.










“You’ll be spanked first, hard, by Zoey. Forty swats. Count them out loud. Then you’ll be given permission to cum. If you lose count—reset.”










Zoey flexed her fingers. Her hand tingled with anticipation.










“Begin,” Daddy said.










SMACK.










“One,” Riley gasped.










SMACK.










“Two.”










SMACK. SMACK.










She whimpered by six.










By twelve, her voice cracked.










At twenty-five, tears lined her lashes.










By thirty-six, she was sobbing through her count—but she didn’t break. She didn’t miscount. She didn’t dare.










“Forty,” she sobbed.










Daddy smiled.










“Now beg.”










“Please, Daddy… please let me cum. I’m sore. I’m dripping. I’ll do anything. Please.”










Zoey leaned forward and reached between her thighs.










Daddy nodded.










“Permission granted.”










One rub.










Two.










Riley’s scream echoed through the room.










She collapsed into Zoey’s arms, shaking violently, moaning as she finally,

 

finally


 
came.










Zoey kissed her shoulder.










“Good girl,” Daddy whispered.










Then: “Zoey.”










She looked up, breath held.










“Sit down. Open your legs. Riley—crawl to her.”










Riley moved, still breathless, crawling like a baby on all fours.










“Use your mouth,” Daddy said. “Zoey doesn’t touch herself. You do everything. Slowly. Tenderly. Make her feel owned.”










Riley's lips reached Zoey’s inner thigh. She kissed upward—soft, submissive, controlled. Her tongue flicked over Zoey’s folds, slow and reverent.










Zoey moaned.










Daddy watched.










“Now tell her,” he said. “Tell her who she belongs to.”










Riley whispered between licks, “You belong to Daddy. Just like me. We’re his little diaper sluts.”










Zoey shattered.










She came in Riley’s mouth, loud and gasping.










Both girls lay together after, tangled, sticky, wrecked.










Daddy’s voice returned, softer now.










“You did well. You both earned your names.”










He sent a final message:











21:12 – Daddy:






Zoey: Baby Girl. Riley: Slut Pup. Get used to them.










Chapter Eleven: Out in Plain Sight










Zoey zipped up her hoodie slowly, biting her lip as the familiar

 

crinkle


 
echoed in her ears.










Underneath her jeans, the diaper was thick, warm, and freshly taped. Daddy had made her change five minutes ago, with Riley standing beside her holding the plug in a small velvet pouch like it was something sacred. Both girls were flushed, freshly powdered, and completely out of their depth.










Except this time—they weren’t in the nursery.










They were standing in the middle of a crowded city plaza.










11:03 AM. Full daylight. People everywhere.










Zoey’s phone buzzed with Daddy’s first task.











Daddy:






Go to the department store. Diaper aisle. Pick out a pack of pull-ups. One of you carries it to the counter. The other waits in the baby section—pacifier in mouth. No hiding. No shame.











Riley let out a choked laugh. “He’s kidding.”










Zoey didn’t answer.










They weren’t even in the store yet, and her thighs already felt damp. Not from wetting—just from heat. Humiliation. The kind that made her heart pound and her hands shake.










“I’ll do the checkout,” she whispered.










Riley turned. “Seriously?”










Zoey nodded. “You did the café. It’s my turn to suffer.”










Riley grinned. “Alright, Baby Girl.”














The store was massive.










Fluorescent lighting, screaming children, harried parents, and the sharp smell of plastic toys and cleaning products. They moved in fast—heads down, cheeks burning.










But they didn’t run.










They obeyed.










Riley peeled off toward the baby section, grabbing a pastel pacifier from the rack and popping it into her mouth like it was gum. She sat on a bean bag chair in the reading corner, face flushed red as two mothers walked past her with toddlers.










One of them paused.










Stared.










Said nothing.










Walked away.










Zoey’s hands were shaking as she grabbed the pack of pink pull-ups from the lowest shelf.

 

Size 6—For Big Girls Who Still Have Accidents.


 
Her heart thudded like a drum.










She carried the package to the checkout.










The cashier was a boy. Maybe nineteen. He looked bored. Until he saw the package. Then he looked up.










Then down again.










Then up once more, slightly confused. Slightly intrigued.










Zoey forced a smile and placed the pack on the counter.










He scanned it.










Said nothing.










The silence was deafening.










“Little sister,” she mumbled, without thinking.










The boy raised a brow. “Cute design.”










Zoey’s face went up in flames.










Riley sent a message right then.











Riley:






A toddler just walked up to me and offered me her rattle. I’m going to melt into the floor.











Zoey paid. Grabbed the bag. Walked away before her legs gave out.










They met in the parking lot—both trembling.










Neither spoke.










Then Zoey laughed.










Loud. Raw. Free.










“You’re insane,” Riley whispered, grinning.










“No.

 

We’re


 
insane.”










Their phones buzzed at the same time.











Daddy:






Good girls. Now get home. Plug in. Sit on the floor and call me. It’s time we talked about your collars.










Chapter Twelve: The Collar Talk










The apartment was still quiet when they returned.










Zoey peeled her jeans off slowly, breathing hard as the thick, slightly damp diaper clung to her skin. Riley was already down to her T-shirt, padding around the kitchen in just her crinkly pink diaper, a water bottle in hand like she hadn’t just nearly cried from embarrassment twenty minutes ago.










“Did we seriously do that?” Zoey asked, flopping onto the couch.










Riley nodded, then smiled around her pacifier. “We did.”










They both knew what came next.










Zoey grabbed her phone.











20:01 – Daddy:


 

Video call. Now. No tops. Diapered. Plugged. Sitting on the floor with legs spread. Be good.











They didn’t hesitate.










Zoey lay back on the carpet, one hand guiding the plug into her already-sore hole, breath catching with each inch. Riley moaned softly beside her, doing the same. Once they were both filled, padded, and flushed—they positioned the phone and hit

 

Call.











Daddy answered immediately.










His face was calm, lit by the golden glow of a desk lamp. He looked like he could be discussing taxes. Not controlling two diapered, plug-stuffed women half his age.










“My girls,” he said.










They melted at the sound.










“I’m proud of what you’ve done this week. You’ve obeyed. You’ve explored. You’ve shamed yourselves beautifully for me. But that was play. A test.”










Zoey’s heart thudded.










Daddy leaned in.










“I’m offering you more.”










Riley blinked. “More, Sir?”










“Ownership,” he said. “Not casual. Not pretend. Full submission.”










He reached behind his desk and held something up.










Two collars.










One soft pink leather, with a silver heart-shaped tag. The other was deeper red, lined with velvet, heavier. More dominant.










“The pink one,” he said, “is for the baby girl. The obedient one who wants to be cherished, fed, cuddled, punished softly.”










Zoey stared at it.










“The red one,” he said, “is for the slut pup. The one who wants to be used. Marked. Fucked in her diaper in front of guests.”










Riley’s breath hitched.










“You will each choose. But only after tonight’s challenge.”










Zoey swallowed. “What’s the challenge, Daddy?”










His smile was slow.










“You will feed each other.”










A pause.










“Enemas.”










Zoey’s mouth went dry.










Daddy continued: “You will take turns. One girl bent over, diaper off, plug removed. The other fills the bag, inserts the tube, and praises her while she fills. Then diaper her. Plug her. Stroke her until she’s begging to release.”










Riley groaned.










“You do

 

not


 
release,” he warned. “You hold it. Until I say otherwise. This is the ultimate test: control.”










Zoey licked her lips.










“Who goes first?” Riley whispered.










Daddy smirked.










“Zoey does. The baby girl always goes first.”









Chapter Thirteen: The Hold-It Game










Zoey lay on the bed, thighs trembling, the air cold against her bare ass. The diaper was already open beneath her, the plug set aside. Riley stood at the edge of the mattress, holding the enema kit with both hands—like it was some ancient artifact.










The tube dangled loose. The bag was half full.










“Don’t spill,” Daddy warned through the speakerphone. “And be gentle. This is your baby girl’s first time.”










Zoey whimpered. “Daddy…”










“Shhh, little one. You’re going to feel full. Helpless. But you’ll hold it for me. You want to make Daddy proud, don’t you?”










Zoey nodded quickly, biting her lip.










“Yes, Daddy.”










Riley knelt between her legs.










“Lift your hips for me, princess,” she whispered.










Zoey obeyed.










The tube slid in easily—too easily—and the first rush of warmth hit her belly seconds later. She gasped, her hands flying to the sheets.










“Ah—oh god…”










“You’re okay,” Riley cooed. “You’re being such a good girl for me. Just let it in.”










Daddy’s voice hummed through the speaker. “Praise her more. She’s not allowed to leak a drop.”










Riley leaned over Zoey’s flushed body, kissing her neck, her collarbone. “You’re taking it so well. Daddy’s proud. I’m proud. Just a little more. Fill that belly for us.”










Zoey was panting now. Her stomach swelled. The pressure was unbearable.










“Almost done,” Riley murmured, rubbing her gently. “You’re so full. So round. I could bounce you like a balloon.”










Zoey moaned.










Daddy spoke again. “Now plug her. Quickly.”










Riley did. The plug slid in, locking everything inside.










Zoey trembled—desperate to move, to shift, to release—but the weight inside her made her feel heavy, fragile.










“Diaper her,” Daddy said. “Make it tight.”










Riley pulled it up. Taped it snug. Kissed the front of the padding.










Zoey was shaking.










Then came the final command.










“Now ride her,” Daddy said. “Fully clothed. Make her feel like a used toy. Zoey—you don’t get to cum. You just hump. Like a good baby slut.”










Riley climbed on top, still dressed. Her thighs gripped Zoey’s hips. She rocked her hips forward, pressing the diapered bulge flat under her, grinding slowly.










Zoey moaned. Loud.










Her belly twisted. Her thighs spread. She was soaked.










“Faster,” Daddy growled.










Riley obeyed.










The crinkles got louder. The heat intensified. Zoey whimpered beneath her.










“Please… Daddy… I’m gonna—”










“No, you’re not,” he snapped. “You’ll hold it.”










Riley reached down and slipped a pacifier into Zoey’s mouth.










“Shhh, little girl,” she whispered. “Just be a hole for us. A fat, wet diaper slut.”










Zoey sobbed through the paci. Every nerve was on fire.










And still—she didn’t cum.




She didn’t release.




She

 

held it.









Because Daddy said so.







Chapter Fourteen: Collared and Owned










The room was full of strangers.










But Zoey only had eyes for him.










Daddy sat at the head of the long leather couch, his arms draped across the back, legs spread, completely in control. Around him, other Doms watched with quiet interest—some with their own submissives at their feet, others sipping wine or stroking the heads of their girls like pets.










Zoey and Riley knelt naked on the thick fur rug, side by side. Diapered. Plugged. Wearing matching pink blush and freshly cleaned skin. Their bodies still twitched from the enema ordeal they’d endured earlier.










Neither of them had released yet.










Daddy made sure of that.










“Eyes down,” he said.










Their heads dropped in unison.










Tonight was

 

the ceremony.











The final act in their first trial week.










Behind him, two velvet boxes sat on the low table.










One pink.










One red.










“My guests,” Daddy said calmly to the room, “these girls came to me on a dare. Two little brats looking for trouble.”










A few chuckles.










“But they stayed,” he continued. “They obeyed. They suffered. They begged. And they made me proud.”










Riley’s shoulders twitched.










Zoey tried not to cry.










Daddy stood.










He picked up the pink box first and walked toward Zoey.










She looked up—only once.










Inside, the pink leather collar gleamed under the chandelier. The silver heart tag was engraved:











BABY GIRL






Property of D.











“Do you accept this collar?” he asked.










Zoey’s voice cracked.










“Yes, Daddy. I want to be yours.”










“Forever?”










“Forever.”










He clipped it around her throat, slowly, gently, like he was binding her soul.










Then he moved to Riley.










He opened the red box.










Inside, the collar was thicker. Darker. A gold tag read:











SLUT PUP






Obey and be used.











“Riley.”










She swallowed. “Yes, Daddy?”










“Do you accept your place?”










“I do.”










“Will you serve me in any room, in any state, with anyone watching?”










“Yes,” she whispered. “Use me. I need it.”










He fastened the collar.










Then he stepped back.










“Ladies and gentlemen,” he announced, “they are now mine.”










The applause was polite.










Then the real show began.










Daddy snapped his fingers.










“On your backs. Show them what owned looks like.”










They obeyed.










Zoey spread her legs. Riley crawled beside her.










Daddy turned to the room. “Who wants to watch my girls hump each other until they wet themselves?”










The crowd stirred with interest.










And Zoey smiled behind her pacifier.










Because this wasn’t a dare anymore.










This was exactly where she belonged.
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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













© 2025 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.










cover.jpeg
AUTHOR: POLLY
BANE =

—





