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Chapter 1: Six Months Later

Emma Thompson woke to the gentle crinkle of her overnight diaper and the familiar fullness of the plug that never left her anymore. Morning light filtered through the nursery curtains—pale pink, soft, safe. She'd been Lucas Hale's permanent diaper girl for six months now, and the woman she'd been before felt like a ghost from someone else's life.

She stretched in the oversized crib, feeling the heavy sag of padding between her legs. Wet. Messy. Both. She couldn't always tell anymore when it happened. The accidents came without warning now, her body so deeply trained that control was a memory, not a skill.

The door opened quietly.

Lucas Hale stood in the doorway, dressed in dark slacks and a pressed shirt—he had meetings today. His gray eyes swept over her with that particular look: possessive, tender, certain.

"Morning, baby girl."

"Morning, Daddy." The words came automatically, natural as breathing.

He lowered the crib rail and lifted her out effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist. She buried her face in his neck, inhaling his scent—cedar and coffee and safety.

On the changing table, he laid her back with practiced ease. The tapes ripped open. The diaper unfolded—completely ruined, boosters swollen and discolored.

"Someone had a big night," he murmured, not unkindly.

Emma Thompson's cheeks warmed, but there was no panic in it. Just habit. Muscle memory of embarrassment without the real sting.

He cleaned her thoroughly—warm wipes, soft cloth, extra powder for the slight redness on her bottom. The plug came out last, cleaned and set aside. Her body clenched reflexively at the emptiness.

"Easy, sweet girl. You'll get it back."

Fresh diaper—thick daytime one with double stuffers. Fresh plug, larger than yesterday's, slick with lube and pressed in slowly until she gasped. Locking plastic pants. A short pastel dress that barely covered the bulge.

He carried her to the kitchen and settled her in the high chair, tray snapping into place. Breakfast was oatmeal fed in small spoonfuls, a bottle of warm formula, and gentle praise between bites.

"Good girl. That's it. Drink it all."

Emma Thompson ate obediently, mind floating in the safe haze that mornings always brought. This was her life. Simple. Contained. Perfect.

Until the doorbell rang.

Lucas Hale paused mid-spoonful, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly.

Emma Thompson noticed. Lucas Hale never looked surprised. Never unsettled.

"Who—?"

"Stay here," he said firmly, setting the spoon down.

He disappeared toward the front door.

Emma Thompson sat very still in the high chair, diaper warm beneath her, heart suddenly loud in her ears.

Voices drifted from the entryway—Lucas Hale's low and measured, another man's lighter, younger.

"—told you I was coming this week. Don't act shocked."

"Liam, now isn't a good time."

"You've been saying that for six months. I'm here. Deal with it."

Footsteps approached the kitchen.

Emma Thompson's stomach dropped.

Liam.

Lucas Hale's younger brother. She'd heard him mentioned exactly twice in passing—once in a phone call Lucas Hale ended quickly, once in a clipped reference to "family obligations I don't entertain."

And now he was here.

The two men rounded the corner together.

Liam was shorter than Lucas Hale, leaner, with the same sharp features but softer edges—late twenties, dressed in jeans and a wrinkled button-up, backpack slung over one shoulder. His eyes landed on Emma Thompson in the high chair, scanned down to the tray, the bib around her neck, the obvious bulk under her dress.

He stopped mid-step.

"What the fuck?"

Lucas Hale's expression didn't change. "Liam, meet Emma Thompson. Emma Thompson, this is my brother."

Emma Thompson's face burned. She wanted to disappear. Wanted the floor to open up. But her body was locked in place—diapered, strapped into a high chair, bottle half-empty on the tray.

Liam stared at her, then at Lucas Hale, then back.

"This is... you can't be serious. Lucas Hale, what is this?"

"It's exactly what it looks like."

"She's sitting in a fucking high chair. Is that a—" He gestured vaguely at her lap.

"A diaper. Yes."

Liam's mouth opened and closed. "You've lost your mind."

Lucas Hale crossed his arms, leaning against the counter with infuriating calm. "I haven't. This is Emma Thompson. She lives here. This is how she lives."

"By choice?" Liam's voice pitched higher, incredulous.

Lucas Hale looked at Emma Thompson, one eyebrow raised slightly.

The question hung between them.

Emma Thompson's throat tightened. She could say no. Could scream for help. Could play the victim and burn Lucas Hale's life to the ground in front of his brother.

But that wasn't the truth.

"By choice," she whispered, eyes on the tray.

Liam barked a disbelieving laugh. "Bullshit. Stockholm syndrome maybe, but not choice."

Lucas Hale's voice dropped—not louder, but colder. "Liam. Drop it."

"Drop it? You've got a grown woman in diapers and you want me to—"

"Yes."

The single word cut through the room like a blade.

Liam stared at his brother, something complicated flickering across his face. Anger. Confusion. Hurt, maybe.

Finally, he shook his head. "I need coffee. And an explanation. A real one."

Lucas Hale gestured to the table. "Sit."

He turned to Emma Thompson, his expression softening immediately. He wiped a smudge of oatmeal from her chin with his thumb, then leaned close.

"You're doing beautifully, baby girl. Finish your bottle. I'll be right there."

He unclipped the tray and lifted her out of the high chair, setting her gently on her feet. The diaper crinkled loudly in the tense silence.

"Go play in the living room. I'll come get you soon."

Emma Thompson nodded mutely and waddled toward the door, every step announcing her presence. She didn't look at Liam as she passed, but she felt his eyes on her.

In the living room, she sank onto the soft playmat Lucas Hale had set up near the window—toys, coloring books, a basket of board books. She picked up a crayon with shaking hands and tried to focus on the page.

Behind her, low voices rose and fell in the kitchen.

Liam's disbelief. Lucas Hale's unshakable certainty.

And beneath it all, the sick twist in Emma Thompson's stomach.

Because Liam's arrival had reactivated the fear she thought she'd buried.

The one that whispered late at night when Lucas Hale was asleep and she lay awake in the crib.

What if this was only interesting because she was broken? What if once the training was complete, once she was fully dependent and obedient, Lucas Hale would grow bored?

What if she was a project, not a person?

She pressed the crayon harder against the page, the wax snapping in half.

From the kitchen, Lucas Hale's voice carried clearly.

"She's mine, Liam. Completely. And that's not changing."

Emma Thompson closed her eyes, the words settling over her like a blanket.

She wanted to believe them.

God, she wanted to believe them.

But Liam's presence had cracked something open.

And she wasn't sure how to close it again.


Chapter 2: The Crack Widens

Liam stayed.

Lucas Hale set him up in the guest room—the one that used to be storage, before it became Emma Thompson's nursery. Now it was just a spare bedroom again, plain and functional. But its proximity to the nursery meant Emma Thompson could hear him moving around at night. Unpacking. Pacing. Talking on the phone in low, urgent tones she couldn't make out.

He stayed for three days, and each one felt like walking on glass.

Lucas Hale didn't hide anything.

The first morning, Emma Thompson woke in the crib to Lucas Hale lifting her out as usual. She was soaked and messy—overnight accidents were guaranteed now—and he carried her to the changing table without hesitation. The door was open. Liam walked past at the exact moment Lucas Hale unfolded the ruined diaper, his face carefully blank as he kept moving down the hall.

Emma Thompson wanted to die.

But Lucas Hale just kept working—wipes, powder, fresh plug, fresh padding—like nothing had happened.

"Eyes on me, baby girl," he murmured when she tried to look away. "Not him."

At meals, Emma Thompson sat in the high chair while Liam sat at the table like a normal adult. Lucas Hale fed her by hand, offered her bottles, wiped her face with a bib. Liam ate in stiff silence, fork scraping loudly against his plate.

On the second day, Liam finally spoke directly to her.

Lucas Hale had stepped out to take a work call, leaving Emma Thompson in the playpen with her coloring books. She was mid-page when Liam appeared in the doorway, hands in his pockets, expression unreadable.

"Can I ask you something?"

Emma Thompson set down her crayon slowly, heart pounding. "Okay."

"Do you really want this?"

The question was quiet. Not accusatory. Almost… sad.

She swallowed. "Yes."

"Why?"

"Because—" She faltered, searching for words that wouldn't sound insane. "Because it's the only place I feel safe. The only time my brain stops spinning."

Liam studied her for a long moment. "And the diapers? The… everything?"

Her face burned. "They're part of it. I don't have to think. Don't have to control anything. I just… let go. And he takes care of it."

"And when he's done training you? When you're fully…" He gestured vaguely. "Whatever this is. What happens then?"

There it was.

The fear she couldn't voice.

Emma Thompson looked down at her hands, fingers twisting together. "I don't know."

Liam's jaw tightened. "That's what I thought."

He left before she could respond.

That night, Emma Thompson barely touched her bottle at dinner.

Lucas Hale noticed immediately.

"What's wrong, baby girl?"

She shook her head, not trusting her voice.

He lifted her from the high chair and carried her to the rocking chair, settling her in his lap. His hand rubbed slow circles on her padded bottom.

"Talk to Daddy."

The tears came suddenly, hot and choking.

"What if—" She hiccupped, burying her face in his neck. "What if Liam's right? What if you get bored when I'm… when I'm fully trained? When there's nothing left to fix?"

Lucas Hale stilled.

Then, very gently, he tilted her chin up to meet his eyes.

"Emma Thompson. Listen to me."

His voice was low, steady, absolute.

"You are not a project. You are not something I'm fixing. You are mine—not because you're broken, but because you chose to be. And that choice, that surrender, is what I want. Not the process. You."

She searched his face, desperate to believe.

"But what if—"

"No." His thumb brushed away a tear. "I don't get bored of things I own. I don't lose interest in things that belong to me. You're not a phase, sweet girl. You're permanent."

The word settled over her like a weight.

Permanent.

She wanted it so badly it hurt.

But the fear was still there, coiled tight in her chest.

Lucas Hale must have seen it, because his expression shifted—something darker, more intent.

"You need proof."

It wasn't a question.

He stood, carrying her to the nursery. But instead of the crib, he set her on the floor.

"Stay."

He left the room.

Emma Thompson sat obediently, diaper crinkling beneath her, plug shifting as she adjusted her weight. Minutes passed. Her heart thudded in the silence.

When Lucas Hale returned, he held something small and black.

A collar.

Leather, delicate, with a tiny silver tag that caught the light.

He knelt in front of her.

"This," he said quietly, "is not just for play. This is a promise. That you're mine. That I'm keeping you. That this—" he gestured around the nursery, "—isn't temporary."

He fastened it around her throat, adjusting the fit carefully. The leather sat snug but comfortable, the tag resting in the hollow of her collarbone.

Emma Thompson's breath hitched.

He traced the edge of the collar with one finger.

"From now on, you wear this. Always. And when people ask—because they will—you tell them you belong to someone."

She nodded, throat tight.

"Say it."

"I belong to you, Daddy."

"Again."

"I belong to you."

His hand cupped her cheek.

"Good girl."

He lifted her onto the changing table, laid her back, and began removing her diaper with slow, deliberate motions.

"Tonight," he murmured, "we're going to do something different."

Emma Thompson's pulse quickened.

He removed the plug, cleaned her thoroughly, then reached for something new—a ceremonial-looking jar of oil, fragrant and thick.

He slicked his fingers and pressed them inside her, stretching her carefully, preparing her.

Then he unbuckled his belt.

Emma Thompson's eyes widened.

"This isn't about pleasure," he said, voice low. "This is about claiming. Marking. Making sure you feel me tomorrow, and the next day, and the day after that."

He entered her slowly, deeply, holding her gaze the entire time.

It wasn't gentle.

It was possessive. Consuming. A physical declaration.

When he finished, he rediapered her with shaking hands—thick overnight padding, extra boosters, locking plastic pants.

Then he carried her to the crib, climbed in with her, and held her close.

"You're mine, Emma Thompson. Not because I trained you. Because I choose you. Every day. Permanently."

She clung to him, the collar warm against her throat.

"I choose you too, Daddy."

He kissed her forehead.

And for the first time since Liam arrived, the fear loosened.

Just a little.


Chapter 3: The Rebellion

Liam left on the fourth morning without saying goodbye.

Emma Thompson heard the front door close from the nursery, heard Lucas Hale's heavy sigh as he returned. He didn't mention it. Just lifted her from the crib for her morning change as if nothing had happened.

But something had shifted in her.

The collar sat snug around her throat—a constant reminder of Lucas Hale's promise. She touched it often throughout the day, fingertips brushing the soft leather, grounding herself.

He said she was permanent.

He'd claimed her, marked her, collared her.

But the fear Liam had planted hadn't fully died.

And fear, left to fester, turns into something else.

By the afternoon, it had become anger.

She was in the playpen, coloring half-heartedly, when the thought slithered in:

*He says you're permanent. But how do you really know?*

Lucas Hale was at his desk across the room, absorbed in work. He hadn't checked her diaper in hours. Hadn't spoken to her beyond the usual "good girl" when he'd set her down after lunch.

*What if this is just routine now? What if he's already losing interest?*

The anger coiled tighter.

She wanted his attention. Needed proof that she still mattered.

And she knew exactly how to get it.

Emma Thompson stood—awkward and waddling in the thick diaper—and climbed out of the playpen.

Lucas Hale didn't look up.

She crossed the room slowly, heart pounding, and stopped in front of his desk.

He glanced up, eyebrows raised. "Need something, baby girl?"

She reached for the collar around her throat.

And unfastened it.

The leather fell into her palm with a soft whisper.

She set it on his desk.

Lucas Hale went very still.

The silence stretched, taut and dangerous.

"Pick it up," he said quietly.

Emma Thompson's chin lifted, defiant even as her hands shook. "No."

"Emma Thompson."

"You said I was yours. Prove it."

His eyes darkened.

Slowly, he pushed his chair back and stood.

Emma Thompson's pulse spiked—fear and thrill tangled together—but she held her ground.

"You want proof?" His voice was low, controlled. Terrifying in its calmness.

"Yes."

He moved fast.

One moment she was standing. The next, she was over his shoulder, being carried down the hall. Not to the nursery.

To their bedroom—the one they hadn't used since the nursery became her space.

He set her on her feet beside the bed.

"Strip."

She hesitated.

"Everything. Now."

With shaking hands, she pulled off her dress. Unlocked the plastic pants. Tore open the diaper tapes. Let it all fall to the floor.

Naked except for the plug, she stood trembling.

Lucas Hale circled her slowly, like a predator assessing prey.

"You think I'm losing interest?"

She swallowed. "I don't know."

"You think you're just routine?"

"I—I don't—"

"You broke a rule, Emma Thompson. On purpose. To test me."

She couldn't deny it.

He stepped closer, towering over her.

"If I were bored, I'd let it go. If you were routine, I wouldn't care. But you're not. You're mine. And when you act out, there are consequences."

He guided her to the bed. Not gently.

"On your stomach. Legs apart."

She obeyed, heart hammering.

The plug was removed first—pulled out without ceremony. Then his hand landed on her bare ass. Hard.

She gasped.

Another spank. Then another. Building in intensity until her skin burned and tears pricked her eyes.

"You. Are. Mine." Each word punctuated by another strike. "Not because I'm bored. Not because you're a project. Because I *choose* you. Every. Single. Day."

The spanking stopped abruptly.

She heard him move—belt unbuckling, fabric rustling.

Then he was inside her, rough and claiming and utterly unrelenting.

"Say it," he growled against her ear.

"I'm yours," she gasped.

"Again."

"I'm yours, Daddy!"

"And who decides when you're enough?"

"You do!"

"That's right."

He drove into her harder, forcing her body to accept the brutal truth of his ownership.

When he finally finished, she was sobbing into the sheets—overwhelmed, wrecked, shattered open.

He pulled out slowly, then turned her over.

Tears streaked her face.

He wiped them away with surprising gentleness.

"Do you understand now?"

She nodded, throat too tight to speak.

He reached to the nightstand and picked up the collar.

"This stays on. Always. And if you take it off again without permission, the punishment will be worse. Understood?"

"Yes, Daddy."

He fastened it around her throat again, adjusting it carefully.

Then he carried her to the bathroom and ran a warm bath.

As he washed her—gentle now, every touch reverent—she finally let herself believe it.

He wasn't bored.

He wasn't done with her.

She was his.

Permanently.


Chapter 4: The Dinner Party

A week after Liam left, Lucas Hale made an announcement over breakfast.

"We're hosting dinner on Saturday. Six guests."

Emma Thompson paused mid-sip from her bottle, eyes widening.

"Guests?"

"Friends. People from the lifestyle."

Her stomach dropped. "The... lifestyle?"

Lucas Hale set down his fork, expression calm but firm. "Other Daddy Doms. Some with their littles. They know what we are, Emma Thompson. They understand."

She set the bottle down with shaking hands. "And you want me to—"

"I want you to be exactly who you are. Diapered. Collared. Obedient."

Her face burned. "In front of people?"

"Yes."

"But—"

"Emma Thompson." His tone left no room for argument. "This is part of your life now. Hiding isn't an option. And frankly, you'll feel better once you meet others who live this way."

She wanted to argue. Wanted to refuse.

But the collar around her throat was a reminder: she'd already chosen this.

Saturday arrived too quickly.

Lucas Hale dressed her carefully that morning—a short, ruffled dress in pale pink, no attempt to hide the thick diaper underneath. White tights that did nothing to minimize the bulk. The collar polished and gleaming. Hair in pigtails with ribbons.

"You look perfect," he murmured, adjusting a bow.

Emma Thompson stared at her reflection and saw a little girl.

By five p.m., the loft was spotless. The dining table extended and set for eight. Soft music played in the background.

The doorbell rang.

Emma Thompson's pulse spiked.

Lucas Hale squeezed her hand. "Stay close to me. You'll be fine."

He opened the door.

The first couple to arrive were James and Sophie—James tall and composed in slacks and a button-down, Sophie small and delicate in a sundress that barely concealed her padded bottom. She looked to be in her late twenties but carried herself with the shy uncertainty of someone much younger.

James greeted Lucas Hale with a firm handshake, then turned to Emma Thompson.

"You must be Emma Thompson. Sophie's been excited to meet you."

Sophie gave a tiny wave, pacifier clipped to her dress strap.

Emma Thompson managed a weak smile.

More guests trickled in over the next twenty minutes. A stern-looking Daddy named Richard with his boy, Toby, dressed in shortalls and a onesie. A woman named Vanessa who introduced herself as a Mommy, her little girl Lily clinging to her hand. Another Daddy, Malcolm, who came alone but spoke warmly of his partner who couldn't make it.

By the time everyone settled in the living room, Emma Thompson's anxiety had reached a fever pitch.

But then something strange happened.

No one stared at her diaper.

No one commented on the obvious crinkle when she shifted.

Sophie waddled over and sat beside her on the floor, pulling out a box of crayons. "Wanna color?"

Emma Thompson blinked. "Um. Sure."

They colored together in companionable silence while the adults talked nearby—casual conversation about work, travel plans, a new club opening downtown.

At one point, Toby had an accident and began to sniffle. Richard simply lifted him, excused himself, and returned ten minutes later with Toby freshly changed and calm.

It was... normal.

Dinner was served at seven.

The littles—Emma Thompson included—sat at a smaller table set up adjacent to the main one. High chairs weren't used, but booster seats were, and meals were still finger foods or things easily managed.

Vanessa cut Lily's chicken into tiny pieces. James offered Sophie sips from her sippy cup. And Lucas Hale, without hesitation, reached over to wipe a smudge of sauce from Emma Thompson's cheek.

Conversation flowed easily.

"How long have you two been together?" Vanessa asked Lucas Hale.

"Almost seven months now. Six in this dynamic."

"And it's full-time?"

"Yes. Emma Thompson's permanent."

The word sent a warm shiver through her.

Richard nodded approvingly. "That's the way to do it. Half-measures don't work in this lifestyle."

Sophie leaned over to Emma Thompson and whispered, "Do you like it? Being permanent?"

Emma Thompson hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah. I really do."

Sophie beamed. "Me too."

After dinner, the adults moved to the living room for wine. The littles stayed at their table with coloring books and quiet toys.

Emma Thompson felt her diaper growing warm—an accident she hadn't noticed starting. She froze, panic flaring.

But Sophie noticed and squeezed her hand.

"It's okay. Just tell your Daddy when you're ready."

Emma Thompson glanced at Lucas Hale across the room. He met her eyes immediately, as if sensing her.

She touched her collar—a signal they'd established.

He excused himself, crossed to her, and crouched down.

"Need a change, baby girl?"

She nodded, face hot.

"Come on."

He took her hand and led her to the nursery, door left ajar.

As he laid her on the changing table, she could hear the muted laughter from the living room. No judgment. No shock.

Just... life.

Lucas Hale worked efficiently—tapes ripped, diaper changed, fresh padding secured.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, snapping her tights back into place.

"Okay. Better than I thought."

He smiled. "Good. Because this is your world now, Emma Thompson. These are your people."

He carried her back to the living room and settled her on his lap.

The rest of the evening passed in a warm blur.

When the last guests left around ten, Lucas Hale carried a drowsy Emma Thompson to the nursery.

As he tucked her into the crib, she caught his wrist.

"Thank you, Daddy."

"For what?"

"For showing me I'm not alone."

He kissed her forehead.

"You never were, sweet girl."


Chapter 5: The Photograph

Life after the dinner party settled into a new rhythm—steadier, warmer. Emma Thompson felt less like a secret and more like a person living fully in a world that finally made sense.

Lucas Hale's friends became regular fixtures. Sophie and James visited twice a week for playdates. Vanessa hosted a "littles brunch" where Emma Thompson, Sophie, and Lily colored and watched cartoons while the caregivers talked in the kitchen.

For the first time since choosing this life, Emma Thompson felt normal.

But normalcy, she was learning, never lasted.

It was a Tuesday afternoon—unremarkable, quiet. Lucas Hale was in a virtual meeting upstairs. Emma Thompson was in the playpen, building a tower of blocks while her diaper grew steadily warmer beneath her.

She knocked the tower over by accident, and a block skittered under the bookshelf nearby.

She crawled over, diaper crinkling loudly, and reached for it.

Her fingers brushed something else instead.

A photo album. Old, leather-bound, shoved far back.

Curious, she pulled it out and sat back on her padded bottom.

The cover was dusty. She opened it carefully.

The first few pages were normal—Lucas Hale as a child, family pictures, holiday snapshots. Then a gap. Pages removed, corners torn.

And then, halfway through, a single photograph tucked loosely between the pages.

Emma Thompson's breath caught.

It was a woman.

Early thirties, dark curly hair, soft smile. She was sitting in a rocking chair, dressed in a short pastel dress and holding a bottle. The bulge of a diaper was unmistakable under the fabric.

Behind her, visible in the background—

Emma Thompson's heart stopped.

The nursery.

Not identical to the current one, but close. Same crib. Same changing table. Different paint color, different mobile hanging above the crib.

But the same.

Meaning this photo wasn't recent.

Meaning there had been someone else.

Emma Thompson's hands shook as she flipped the photo over.

One word, written in Lucas Hale's handwriting:

*Natalie.*

Footsteps on the stairs.

She shoved the album back under the shelf, heart pounding so hard she thought it might burst.

Lucas Hale appeared in the doorway, meeting finished.

"Hey, baby girl. Need a change?"

She nodded mutely, unable to meet his eyes.

He carried her to the table, and she let him—numb, mechanical. The diaper came off. Fresh one went on. He chatted easily about his meeting, something about a new client.

Emma Thompson said nothing.

That night, in the crib, she couldn't sleep.

The photograph burned in her mind.

*Natalie.*

Who was she? Where was she now? Why had she left—or had she been sent away?

Had Lucas Hale done this before? Trained someone else, collared them, promised them permanence—and then moved on?

The fear she thought she'd conquered roared back to life.

Emma Thompson stared at the ceiling, collar tight around her throat.

She wanted to ask.

But she was terrified of the answer.


Chapter 6: The Breakdown

Emma Thompson lasted three days before the photograph consumed her.

She couldn't stop thinking about it. Couldn't stop imagining Natalie in this same crib, wearing this same collar, hearing the same promises.

*You're mine. Permanent. Forever.*

Had Lucas Hale said those words to her too?

And if so, where was she now?

The questions festered. Emma Thompson grew quiet, withdrawn. She picked at her meals. Barely touched her bottles. Spent hours staring into space in the playpen.

Lucas Hale noticed.

Of course he did.

On the third night, as he was tucking her into the crib, he paused.

"Emma Thompson. What's wrong?"

She shook her head, clutching her stuffed rabbit.

"Baby girl." His voice was gentle but firm. "Talk to Daddy."

The words tumbled out before she could stop them.

"Who's Natalie?"

Lucas Hale froze.

The silence stretched—heavy, suffocating.

Finally, he sat on the edge of the crib, expression unreadable.

"Where did you hear that name?"

"I found a photo. Under the bookshelf. Of her. In the nursery."

He exhaled slowly, rubbing a hand over his face.

"That was a long time ago."

"How long?"

"Four years."

Emma Thompson's chest tightened. "What happened to her?"

Lucas Hale looked at her for a long moment, then stood.

"Come with me."

He lifted her from the crib and carried her to the living room, settling on the couch with her in his lap.

"Natalie," he began quietly, "was my first attempt at this lifestyle. We met at a munch. She wanted the structure, the regression. I thought I could give it to her."

"And?"

"And I was wrong. Not about her. About me."

Emma Thompson frowned. "What do you mean?"

"I wasn't ready. I didn't know how to balance control with care. I pushed too hard, too fast. She broke—not in the way you've broken, where you find yourself on the other side. She broke *badly*."

He paused, jaw tight.

"She used the safe word. And she left. I haven't spoken to her since."

"So you did this before," Emma Thompson whispered. "Trained someone. Collared them."

"No." His voice was sharp. "I started to. I tried. But I failed. With her, I failed."

He cupped Emma Thompson's face, forcing her to meet his eyes.

"You are not Natalie. What we have is not the same. I learned from that failure. I spent years learning—reading, talking to others in the lifestyle, figuring out what I did wrong. You are the result of that learning, Emma Thompson. You are not my first attempt. You're the one I got right."

Tears spilled down her cheeks.

"But what if—what if I break too? What if one day I wake up and can't do this anymore?"

"Then you use your safe word. And we stop."

"And you'll hate me."

"No." His thumb wiped away a tear. "I'll be devastated. But I won't hate you. Because you staying has to be your choice, every single day. Not out of fear. Not out of obligation. Because you want to."

She sobbed into his chest, the weight of the past days crashing down.

"I want to," she choked out. "I want to stay. I just—I got scared."

"I know, sweet girl. I know."

He rocked her gently, hand rubbing circles on her back.

"The photograph stays put away," he said quietly. "That part of my life is over. You're here now. And you're not going anywhere—not unless you choose to."

Emma Thompson clung to him, the collar around her throat a grounding weight.

"I choose to stay, Daddy."

"Good girl."

He carried her back to the nursery, changed her—she'd wet during the conversation without noticing—and tucked her in again.

As he turned to leave, she called out.

"Daddy?"

"Yes, baby?"

"I love you."

He paused in the doorway, silhouetted by the hallway light.

"I love you too, Emma Thompson. More than you know."

The door clicked softly shut.

Emma Thompson curled onto her side, pacifier in mouth, the fear finally, truly, beginning to fade.


Chapter 7: The Claiming Ceremony

Two weeks after the photograph, Lucas Hale made a proposal.

"I want to do something," he said over breakfast. "Something that makes this official. Permanent. Not legally—but spiritually. Emotionally."

Emma Thompson paused mid-bite of her oatmeal. "Like what?"

"A ceremony. Just us. A claiming. Vows, if you want to call them that. A formal acknowledgment that you're mine and I'm yours."

Her heart stuttered.

"Like… a wedding?"

He smiled faintly. "Something like that. But ours."

She set down her spoon, eyes wide. "When?"

"Next Saturday. I've already planned it."

Of course he had.

The week passed in a haze of anticipation and nervousness.

Lucas Hale gave no details. Just told her to trust him.

Saturday arrived.

He woke her early—dawn light barely filtering through the nursery curtains. The morning change was slow, deliberate, reverent. He cleaned her with extra care, applied lotion like a ritual, then fastened a fresh overnight diaper—thicker than usual, pristine white.

No dress. Not yet.

He carried her to the bathroom and ran a warm bath, adding oils that smelled like lavender and vanilla. He washed her hair gently, combed it out, dried her with a soft towel.

Back in the nursery, he dressed her in something new.

A white lace onesie, delicate and beautiful. It snapped over the diaper but didn't hide the bulk. Sheer white tights. A short tulle skirt that barely covered her padded bottom. The collar—polished to a shine—stayed on.

He brushed her hair into soft waves and clipped in a small white flower.

"You're beautiful," he murmured.

Emma Thompson looked at herself in the mirror and felt something shift—fragile, sacred.

Lucas Hale took her hand.

"Come."

He led her to the living room.

The space had been transformed.

Candles everywhere, casting soft golden light. White flowers in vases. The furniture pushed back to create an open space in the center.

At the far end, a small table draped in white cloth. On it: a silver tray holding a fresh diaper, a bottle of oil, a length of silk ribbon, and a small velvet box.

Emma Thompson's breath caught.

Lucas Hale guided her to stand in front of the table.

"This," he said quietly, "is a claiming ceremony. A promise. Not legal, not religious, but ours."

He picked up a small card and began to read.

"Emma Thompson. Six months ago, you signed a contract. Thirty days to explore something you didn't fully understand. You could have left at any time. You didn't. You chose this. Chose me. Chose to surrender everything—control, pride, independence—and trust me with the weight of it."

His voice was steady, but his eyes shone.

"I don't take that lightly. You are not a project. Not a phase. You are mine—my baby girl, my responsibility, my greatest treasure. And I vow to care for you, protect you, and honor your surrender for as long as you'll have me."

Tears streamed down Emma Thompson's cheeks.

Lucas Hale set down the card and picked up the velvet box.

He opened it.

Inside was a second collar. Thinner, more delicate, with a small charm in the shape of a key.

"The collar you wear now was my promise that you're mine," he said. "This one is yours to give back to me—a promise that you choose me. That you give me the key to who you are."

He held it out.

Emma Thompson took it with shaking hands and fastened it around his neck.

"I choose you, Daddy," she whispered. "Always."

Lucas Hale's jaw tightened, emotion flickering across his face.

Then he guided her to lie down on a soft mat in the center of the room.

"This next part," he murmured, "is the ceremonial re-diapering. A symbol that I take responsibility for every part of you—even the parts you can't control."

He untaped her diaper slowly, folded it aside.

From the tray, he took the bottle of oil—warm, fragrant—and poured it into his palms.

He massaged it into her skin—thighs, belly, hips—slowly, reverently.

Then he slid a fresh diaper beneath her.

But before fastening it, he leaned down and pressed a kiss to her lower belly.

"Mine," he whispered.

He powdered her, brought the diaper up snugly, taped it into place.

Then he helped her sit up and tied the silk ribbon around her wrist—soft, white, knotted loosely.

"This stays on for seven days," he said. "A reminder of today. Of your choice."

Emma Thompson looked down at the ribbon, then at him.

"I love you," she said, voice breaking.

"I love you too, sweet girl."

He pulled her into his arms, holding her close as the candles flickered around them.

For the first time since this all began, Emma Thompson felt no doubt.

She was his.

Permanently.

And he was hers.


Chapter 8: The Public Test

Four months after the claiming ceremony, Lucas Hale made an announcement over breakfast.

"We're going out this weekend. A resort."

Emma Thompson paused mid-sip from her bottle. "A resort?"

"ABDL-friendly. Three days. Other couples. Activities. I've already booked the room."

Her stomach flipped. The dinner party had been manageable—one evening, people who understood. But three days? In public?

"Lucas Hale, I don't know if—"

He set down his fork. "You wear my collar every day. You sleep in my crib every night. You are mine, Emma Thompson. Permanently. And part of that means living this life fully. Not hiding."

She swallowed hard. "What if I can't?"

"You can." His voice softened. "And I'll be with you every moment."

The resort was tucked in the mountains—private, exclusive, utterly surreal.

The check-in desk had a stack of diapers beside the key cards. The common areas had changing stations. The dining room had high chairs at every table.

Emma Thompson walked through the lobby in her short dress, diaper crinkling audibly, and no one batted an eye.

Because everyone was the same.

She saw Daddies leading their littles by the hand. Mommies bottle-feeding grown men. Couples in matching onesies holding hands.

It was... liberating.

That night, Lucas Hale changed her in their room—a suite with a full nursery setup—and held her on the balcony as the sun set.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"Like I can breathe," she whispered.

He kissed her temple. "Good. Because tomorrow, we're joining the group activities."


Chapter 9: The Encounter

On the second day of the resort stay, Emma Thompson met Natalie.

She was sitting by the pool—mid-thirties, dark curly hair, wearing a one-piece and visibly not diapered. She had a drink in hand and looked... normal.

Emma Thompson froze.

Lucas Hale noticed immediately. "What's wrong?"

"That's her," Emma Thompson whispered. "The woman from the photo."

Lucas Hale's jaw tightened. "Are you sure?"

"Positive."

He looked across the pool, then back at Emma Thompson. "Do you want to leave?"

She shook her head. "I want to talk to her."

Lucas Hale studied her for a long moment, then nodded. "I'll be right here."

Emma Thompson crossed the pool deck, heart pounding, and stopped beside Natalie's lounge chair.

"Natalie?"

The woman looked up, squinting. "Yes?"

"I'm Emma Thompson. Lucas Hale's... partner."

Recognition flickered in Natalie's eyes, followed by something complicated. "Oh. You're the one who stayed."

Emma Thompson nodded.

Natalie gestured to the chair beside her. "Sit. If you want."

Emma Thompson sat, the wet diaper squishing beneath her.

"You're here with someone?" Emma Thompson asked.

"My boyfriend. He's not into this scene, but he knows I come here sometimes to... remember." Natalie took a sip of her drink. "How long have you been with Lucas Hale?"

"Almost a year."

"And you're happy?"

Emma Thompson hesitated. "Yes."

Natalie smiled sadly. "I'm glad. I wasn't. I wanted to be, but I couldn't get past the shame. Every time I put on a diaper, I felt like I was failing at being an adult."

"And now?"

"Now I'm in therapy. Working on it. But I know I'll never be able to fully surrender the way Lucas Hale needed." She looked at Emma Thompson. "You can, though. I can see it."

Emma Thompson touched her collar. "I chose it."

"I know. And that's the difference." Natalie finished her drink. "Take care of him. He's a good man, even if he's intense."

"I will."

Natalie stood to leave, then paused. "And Emma Thompson? Don't let anyone make you feel ashamed of this. I did. And it broke me."

She walked away.

And Emma Thompson sat by the pool, diaper warm and heavy, and felt something settle inside her.

She wasn't Natalie.

She never would be.


Chapter 10: The Regression Crisis

Two weeks after the resort, Emma Thompson had her first real breakdown.

It started small—a moment of frustration when she couldn't open a jar. Then another when Lucas Hale corrected her posture at dinner. Then a third when she wet herself during a phone call and realized she hadn't even noticed.

By bedtime, she was sobbing in the crib.

"I don't know who I am anymore," she choked out. "I can't do anything by myself. I can't even control my own body."

Lucas Hale sat on the edge of the crib, hand stroking her hair. "You're Emma Thompson. My baby girl. That hasn't changed."

"But I used to be more than this. I had a job. Friends. A life."

"You still have a life."

"As what? Your doll?"

The word hung in the air.

Lucas Hale pulled her into his lap. "You are not a doll. You are a woman who chose to surrender control because it makes you happy. But if it doesn't anymore, you can choose differently."

She looked up at him, tears streaming. "What if I can't go back? What if I've forgotten how to be an adult?"

"Then we'll figure it out together. But I don't think you have." He wiped a tear from her cheek. "You're having a hard night. That doesn't mean you're broken."

She buried her face in his neck and cried until she had nothing left.

And when she woke the next morning, still in his arms, she felt... lighter.

Like she'd needed to fall apart to remember she could still be put back together.


Chapter 11: Lucas Hale's Fear

Emma Thompson found Lucas Hale sitting alone in the dark living room at 2 AM.

She'd woken for a change and noticed his side of the bed empty.

"Daddy?" she called softly from the doorway.

He looked up, expression unreadable. "Go back to bed, baby girl."

"Not until you tell me what's wrong."

He sighed. "Nothing's wrong."

She padded across the room, diaper crinkling, and climbed into his lap. "Liar."

His arms came around her automatically. For a long moment, he said nothing.

Then, quietly: "I'm scared I'm going to lose you."

Emma Thompson pulled back to look at him. "What?"

"Every time you have a moment like last week—questioning, breaking down—I wonder if this is it. If this is the moment you realize you made a mistake."

"Lucas Hale—"

"Natalie left. And before her, there was someone else who couldn't handle it. And someday, you might—"

"Stop." Emma Thompson cupped his face. "I'm not them. I'm here. And I'm staying."

"You say that now."

"I mean it." She touched her collar. "You gave me this. You claimed me. And I claimed you back. I'm not going anywhere."

His eyes shone in the dim light. "Promise?"

"Promise."

He pulled her close, and they sat in the dark together until the fear passed.


Chapter 12: The New Couple

Lucas Hale invited a new couple over for dinner—Tom and Iris. They were younger, newer to the lifestyle, and visibly nervous.

Iris sat in the high chair across from Emma Thompson, cheeks flushed, clearly embarrassed by the thick diaper under her dress.

Emma Thompson recognized that look. She'd worn it herself once.

After dinner, while the men talked, Emma Thompson took Iris to the nursery.

"How long have you been doing this?" Iris asked.

"About a year."

"Does it get easier? The... shame?"

Emma Thompson thought about it. "The shame doesn't disappear. But it stops mattering as much."

Iris looked around the nursery—the crib, the changing table, the shelves of diapers. "Do you ever regret it?"

"Sometimes I get scared. But no, I don't regret it."

"How did you know? That this was right?"

Emma Thompson touched her collar. "Because the thought of leaving terrifies me more than the thought of staying."

Iris nodded slowly. "I think I'm starting to understand that."

By the time the couple left, Iris looked less afraid.

And Emma Thompson realized she'd become what Sophie and the others had been for her—a guide, a proof that this life was survivable.


Chapter 13: The Permanence Test

One year after the ceremony, Lucas Hale presented Emma Thompson with a challenge.

"I want you to spend one week living as an adult. No diapers. No bottles. No nursery. Full independence."

Emma Thompson stared at him. "Why?"

"Because I need to know you're staying by choice. Not habit."

The week was harder than she expected.

Wearing panties felt wrong. Sleeping in a regular bed felt empty. Making her own meals felt exhausting.

By day three, she was miserable.

By day five, she was begging to come back.

On day seven, Lucas Hale sat her down. "How do you feel?"

"Like I'm drowning," she whispered.

"And if I told you that you had to stay like this? That the nursery was gone?"

Her chest tightened. "I'd be devastated."

He smiled. "Then welcome home, baby girl."

That night, he changed her into the thickest diaper she'd ever worn, tucked her into the crib, and read her three stories.

And Emma Thompson had never felt more at peace.


Chapter 14: The Deepening

Eighteen months after the ceremony, Emma Thompson stopped pretending she could ever go back.

She wet without noticing. She asked for bottles automatically. She slept better in the crib than she ever had in a bed.

And one night, as Lucas Hale changed her before bed, she said something she'd been thinking for weeks.

"I don't want the safe word anymore."

Lucas Hale paused, tapes half-fastened. "What?"

"The safe word. I don't want it. I trust you completely. I don't need an escape route."

He studied her face. "Emma Thompson, everyone needs a safe word."

"Not me. Not anymore." She touched his hand. "I'm yours. Permanently. No escape clause."

He finished taping the diaper, then pulled her into his arms.

"Are you sure?"

"Completely."

He held her for a long time. Then, quietly: "Okay. But if you ever change your mind—"

"I won't."

And she meant it.


Chapter 15: Epilogue — The Question

Three months after the ceremony, Emma Thompson found the photograph again.

She wasn't snooping this time. Lucas Hale had asked her to grab a book from the shelf, and when she pulled it, the old album tumbled out.

She stared at it for a long moment.

Then, instead of fear, she felt something else.

Curiosity.

She picked it up, carried it to Lucas Hale in the living room, and set it on his lap.

"Tell me about her," she said quietly.

Lucas Hale looked up, surprised.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

He opened the album slowly, turning to the page with Natalie's photo.

"She was kind," he said. "Smart. Scared of everything, including herself. She wanted this life but couldn't accept what it meant to fully let go."

"Why not?"

"Shame, mostly. She could do it behind closed doors, but the moment anyone might find out, she spiraled. The fear ate her alive."

He closed the album.

"I don't blame her. Some people aren't built for this. And that's okay."

Emma Thompson nodded slowly.

"Do you ever wonder if I'll end up the same way?"

Lucas Hale looked at her for a long moment, then smiled faintly.

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because you already had your breakdown. And you chose to stay."

Emma Thompson touched the collar at her throat.

"I did."

She leaned into him, feeling the steady thud of his heartbeat.

Outside, rain pattered against the windows.

Inside, the nursery door stood open—ready, waiting, home.

Emma Thompson closed her eyes and smiled.

She was his.

Permanently.

And that was exactly where she wanted to be.

THE END
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