

The Regressed Roommate  (A Dark DDLG Control Story)

A Taboo Tale of Forced Dependency and Diapered Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Late-Night Confession

The apartment smelled like burnt espresso and rain-soaked concrete. It was just past midnight on a Thursday that had bled into Friday without anyone noticing. Ava Chen stood at the narrow kitchen counter, barefoot on the cold tile, pouring the last of the day’s drip coffee into a chipped mug that read “World’s Okayest Barista.” She wore the same black hoodie and leggings she’d had on for sixteen hours straight—stained apron still tied around her waist because untying it felt like admitting the shift was really over.

Across the open-plan living room, Dylan sat on the worn gray couch with his laptop balanced on one knee. He was scrolling through something architectural—blueprints, probably—wearing nothing but low-slung gray sweatpants and the kind of calm that made Ava feel simultaneously safe and exposed. They’d been roommates for fourteen months now. Not friends exactly, not strangers either. The kind of arrangement where rent got paid on time, dishes got done without passive-aggressive notes, and personal lives stayed in their separate bedrooms unless alcohol or exhaustion cracked the seal.

Tonight the seal was cracked.

Ava carried her mug over and dropped into the armchair opposite him, knees pulled up, hoodie sleeves tugged over her hands. She took a sip and winced. Cold already.

“You’re still up,” she said.

“So are you.” Dylan didn’t look away from the screen, but his voice had that low, even tone he used when he was actually listening.

“Double. Then cover. Then the new girl called in sick so I took her closing too.” Ava rubbed her temple. “I think I forgot what my own bed feels like.”

He closed the laptop slowly, set it on the coffee table. The movement was deliberate, like everything he did. “You look like you’re about to collapse.”

“I am. But if I go to sleep now I’ll just wake up in three hours convinced I’m late for something.” She laughed, but it came out thin and bitter. “I’m twenty-five and I already hate my life. That’s not supposed to happen until thirty, right?”

Dylan leaned back, arms crossed loosely over his bare chest. He was built like someone who spent more time lifting than sitting—broad shoulders, defined arms, the kind of quiet strength that didn’t need to prove itself. Ava had noticed it the first week they lived together, then deliberately stopped noticing. Boundaries mattered when you shared twelve hundred square feet and one bathroom.

“Tell me what’s really going on,” he said.

She stared into her coffee like it might give her an answer. “Nothing dramatic. Just… tired. Of deciding. Of adulting. Of pretending I have it together when every day feels like I’m one missed bus away from everything falling apart. Rent’s due in six days and I’m still two hundred short. My student loan people called again. My manager keeps hinting I should pick up more shifts but I’m already burning out. And I—” She stopped, throat tight. “I keep thinking about how easy it would be if someone else just… decided everything for me. For a little while. Or forever. I don’t know.”

Dylan didn’t interrupt. He just watched her, gray eyes steady.

Ava kept going because the silence felt safer than stopping. “There’s this subreddit I lurk on sometimes. Age regression stuff. Not the cute pastel kind—the darker kind. People who actually give up control. Diapers, rules, cribs, no choices. Total dependency. And I read those posts and I feel… jealous. Not horny, exactly. Just… relieved. Like someone finally understood how exhausting it is to be in charge of yourself all the time.”

She risked a glance at him. His expression hadn’t changed, but something in his posture had shifted—more alert, more present.

“I know it sounds fucked up,” she added quickly. “I’m not saying I want to quit my job tomorrow and wear onesies. I just… sometimes I fantasize about someone taking the wheel. Making me eat, making me sleep, making me stop thinking. Even the embarrassing parts. Especially the embarrassing parts. Because if I’m already humiliated, maybe I stop caring about failing at everything else.”

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the occasional drip from the kitchen faucet. Ava’s face burned. She hadn’t meant to say that much. She never said that much.

Dylan let the silence stretch another ten seconds, then spoke.

“How long have you been thinking about it?”

She shrugged, eyes on her mug. “A while. A year? Longer. It started as stress relief—reading the stories, imagining it for ten minutes before bed. Then it became the only thing that made the noise in my head quiet down.”

“Have you ever acted on it? Even a little?”

“No.” She laughed again, softer this time. “I can barely ask for extra ketchup at a restaurant. Asking someone to diaper me? Yeah, no.”

“But you’re telling me.”

“Because you’re here. And you’re not freaking out.” She finally met his eyes. “Are you freaking out?”

“No.”

That single word landed heavier than she expected.

Dylan leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “What would it look like, in your head? If someone actually did it.”

Ava swallowed. Her pulse had picked up somewhere around “diaper” and hadn’t slowed down. “I don’t know. Strict. No negotiation. Like… I come home and everything’s already decided. What I wear, what I eat, when I sleep. No phone, no decisions. And the diapers—” She faltered, cheeks flaming. “They’d be mandatory. Thick ones. No hiding it. And if I… if I had an accident, or needed to go, I just… go. No toilet. No asking. Just acceptance. And someone there to clean me up. To make it okay.”

She stopped, horrified at how easily the words came once she started.

Dylan didn’t flinch. “And the rest? Punishment? Rewards? Rules?”

“Rules, definitely. Bedtimes. No swearing. No adult stuff unless permitted. Maybe… training. Like plugs or something to remind me I’m not in control. And praise when I obey. Lots of praise. Because right now I only hear criticism—from my boss, from loan statements, from myself.”

He nodded once, slowly. “And the end? Is there an end, or is that part of the fantasy too?”

Ava’s breath caught. “In the fantasy there isn’t one. But in real life… I guess there has to be. A trial. Something with an out. I’m not crazy.”

“You’re not crazy.” His voice was calm, almost gentle. “You’re exhausted. And you’re describing a complete power exchange with heavy regression elements. It’s a specific kink, but it’s not rare. People live it. Consensually. Safely.”

She stared at him. “You know about this stuff.”

“I’ve read. I’ve listened. I’ve thought about it.” He paused. “And I’ve wondered what it would be like to be on the other side.”

The air in the room changed. Thicker. Warmer.

Ava set her mug down with shaking hands. “You’re saying…”

“I’m saying if you’re serious—if this isn’t just drunk rambling—then tomorrow we can talk about structure. Rules. Limits. A contract. A trial period with a hard exit clause. No ambiguity. No gray areas.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “You’d do that? With me?”

“If you ask for it properly. Yes.”

She opened her mouth, closed it. The words felt too big. Too real.

Dylan stood, stretched once, muscles shifting under skin. He walked past her to the kitchen, refilled her mug with fresh coffee from the pot he’d started an hour ago, and set it on the arm of her chair.

“Sleep on it,” he said. “If you still want to talk in the morning, we talk. If not, we never mention it again. No awkwardness. No judgment.”

He headed toward his bedroom door, paused with his hand on the frame.

“But if you do want it,” he added quietly, “you come to me tomorrow and say the words out loud. ‘Dylan, I want you to take control.’ No hedging. No jokes. Clear consent.”

Ava nodded, unable to speak.

He gave her one last long look—assessing, patient, already possessive in a way that made her thighs press together—then disappeared down the hall.

She sat there until the coffee went cold again.

The rain tapped against the windows like impatient fingers.

Her mind spun through worst-case scenarios: he laughs tomorrow, or ghosts her, or turns it into some cruel joke. But beneath the fear was something hotter, heavier. Relief. Possibility.

She carried the mug to the sink, rinsed it, set it in the drying rack.

Then she went to her room, stripped out of her work clothes, and crawled under the covers in just her underwear. The sheets felt too big, too empty.

She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling cracks she’d memorized months ago.

Her hand drifted down her stomach, hesitated at the waistband of her panties.

She didn’t touch herself. Not tonight.

Instead she closed her eyes and pictured it: coming home tomorrow to find the living room rearranged. A playpen in the corner. A changing mat on the floor. Dylan waiting with a stack of white diapers and that same calm expression.

She imagined him saying, “Strip.”

Imagined herself obeying.

Imagined the first crinkle. The first powder. The first thick padding taped between her legs, forcing her thighs apart.

Imagined wetting it—right there in front of him—because he told her to.

Imagined him lifting her onto the mat, wiping her clean with slow, careful strokes, murmuring, “Good girl.”

Her breath hitched.

She rolled onto her side, hugged a pillow to her chest, and let the fantasy spool out behind her closed lids until exhaustion finally dragged her under.

When she woke, gray morning light was leaking through the blinds.

Her phone said 9:14 a.m.

No shift today. No excuse to hide.

She lay there another ten minutes, heart racing, trying to talk herself out of it.

Then she got up, brushed her teeth, pulled on clean leggings and an oversized sweater, and walked out to the living room.

Dylan was already there.

He sat at the small dining table with two mugs of coffee and a thin stack of printed pages in front of him.

He looked up when she appeared.

“Morning,” he said.

Ava stopped in the doorway, arms wrapped around herself.

“Morning.”

He pushed one of the mugs toward the empty chair.

“Sit.”

She did.

The pages were face-down. She couldn’t see the title yet.

Dylan folded his hands on the table. “Still want to talk?”

She nodded.

“Words, Ava.”

Her throat clicked when she swallowed. “Yes. I still want to talk.”

He studied her for a long moment—long enough that she started to fidget.

Then he turned the top page over.

The header read, in clean black font:

Roommate Regression Pact – Trial Agreement

Ava’s breath left her in a soft rush.

Dylan slid the document toward her.

“Read it,” he said. “All of it. Out loud if you need to. Ask questions. Then decide.”

She picked it up with trembling fingers.

The first line made her stomach flip.

This agreement establishes a twenty-one (21) day trial period of total age regression and power exchange between Dylan Harper (hereafter “Guardian”) and Ava Chen (hereafter “Little”).

She kept reading.

And with every line, the room got smaller, warmer, quieter.

By the time she reached the signature lines at the bottom, her palms were damp and her pulse was loud in her ears.

Dylan waited.

No pressure.

No rush.

Just that steady gray gaze.

Ava set the pages down.

Looked at him.

And said the words he’d told her to say.

“Dylan… I want you to take control.”


Chapter 2: The Pact

Ava stood frozen in the doorway for what felt like minutes but was probably only seconds. The morning light slanted through the half-open blinds, painting thin gold bars across the kitchen table. Dylan sat motionless, elbows planted, hands loosely clasped around his own coffee mug. The steam rose in slow, lazy curls between them.

The printed pages lay between his forearms like an accusation—or an invitation. Black ink on white paper. Simple font. No frills. The header stared up at her:

Roommate Regression Pact – Trial Agreement

She took one step forward, then another, legs feeling wooden. When she reached the chair she pulled it out slowly, the legs scraping against the tile with a sound that seemed too loud in the quiet apartment. She sat. The wood was cool through her leggings.

Dylan pushed her mug closer without a word. She wrapped both hands around it, needing the warmth more than the caffeine.

“Read it,” he said again, voice low and even. “All of it. Then we talk.”

Ava lifted the first page. Her fingers left faint damp prints on the corners.

The document was three pages long. Clean sections. Bullet points. No legalese, but structured like something that could be enforced if it ever came to that. She started reading aloud, barely above a whisper, because the silence felt heavier than her own voice.

This agreement establishes a twenty-one (21) day trial period of total age regression and power exchange between Dylan Harper (hereafter “Guardian”) and Ava Chen (hereafter “Little”).

Purpose:

The Little voluntarily surrenders all adult decision-making authority to the Guardian for the duration of the trial. The Guardian assumes full responsibility for the Little’s physical, emotional, and psychological care, including but not limited to nutrition, hygiene, schedule, discipline, and sexual expression.

Duration:

Twenty-one (21) consecutive days, commencing upon mutual signature and first diapering. The trial may be terminated early only by the Little invoking the safe word “Evict” verbally or in writing. Invocation ends the dynamic immediately and permanently; the Little must vacate the apartment within forty-eight (48) hours.

Core Rules – Non-Negotiable:

●        Diapers: 24/7 mandatory usage. No toilet privileges under any circumstances without explicit, case-by-case permission from Guardian. All elimination occurs in diaper.

●        Clothing: Little will wear only approved regression-appropriate attire (onesies, sleepers, short dresses, etc.) provided by Guardian. No adult underwear or street clothes except during approved public excursions.

●        Nutrition: All meals and beverages via bottle or sippy cup. No solid food after Day 3 unless spoon-fed by Guardian as reward. Formula-based bottles standard; contents may include mild sedatives or supplements with prior consent.

●        Schedule: Strict routine enforced. Wake-up 7:00 a.m., bedtime 8:00 p.m. Mandatory naps. No phone, internet, or external communication devices except as permitted by Guardian.

●        Hygiene & Training: Daily enemas/suppositories for bowel regulation. Progressive anal plug training starting Day 1, increasing in size and duration. Vibrating elements permitted for conditioning.

●        Discipline: Infractions met with time-outs, spankings, corner time, withheld privileges, or extended messy diaper time. Rewards include praise, cuddles, orgasms during changes, extra bottle time.

●        Language: Little addresses Guardian as “Guardian” or “Daddy” (choice at Little’s discretion). No swearing, no adult topics unless initiated by Guardian.

●        Orgasms: All sexual release controlled by Guardian. Edging, denial, and conditioning via plug/vibrator during changes or playtime.

●        Public Exposure: Limited and controlled. Any outing requires Guardian approval and appropriate covering. Risk of discovery accepted as part of surrender.

Limits & Safety:

●        Hard limits: Permanent marks, scat play beyond diaper usage, blood, needles, fire, animals, non-consensual third parties.

●        Safe word: “Evict” – immediate, irrevocable end to dynamic. No negotiation. Guardian will assist with transition (housing search, references if requested) but dynamic never resumes.

●        Aftercare: Post-trial debrief mandatory regardless of outcome. Guardian commits to emotional support for minimum thirty (30) days following termination.

●        Amendments: Any changes during trial must be mutually agreed in writing and initialed.

Signature:

Guardian: _______________________ Date: ________

Little: _________________________ Date: ________

Ava reached the end and set the pages down carefully, as if they might burn her. Her hands were shaking so badly the paper rustled.

She looked up at Dylan.

He hadn’t moved. His expression was calm, almost clinical, but his eyes were darker than usual—pupils dilated, watching every micro-expression on her face.

“That’s… a lot,” she said.

“It is.”

“You wrote this last night?”

“After you went to bed. I stayed up.”

She swallowed. “You’ve thought about this before. Not just… hypothetically.”

“Yes.”

“With someone else?”

“No. Never offered it before.” He paused. “But I’ve researched. Read forums, safety guides, psychology on regression and dependency. I know what can go wrong if it’s not handled carefully.”

Ava’s throat felt tight. “And you think you can handle it? With me?”

“I think I can. But only if you’re sure. This isn’t roleplay. Once we start, your body will adapt. Bladder control weakens fast with constant padding and no voiding elsewhere. Bowels follow if we use suppositories. Sleep patterns shift. Hormones can shift if we introduce certain supplements. You won’t just pretend to be helpless—you’ll become helpless. That’s the point, isn’t it?”

She nodded slowly.

“Say it.”

“That’s… the point.” Her voice cracked on the last word. “I want to stop deciding. I want someone else to decide when I eat, when I sleep, when I… go. I want the diapers to be real. The accidents to be real. I want to feel small and taken care of and… owned.”

Dylan exhaled through his nose, the sound almost a sigh of relief.

“Then we add one more thing before you sign.”

He reached under the stack and pulled out a single additional sheet—handwritten, his neat block letters.

Addendum – Day Zero Consent & First Act

Before any diapering occurs, Little will strip naked in the living room, stand with hands behind back, and verbally request:

“Guardian, please diaper me and take control of my body for the next twenty-one days.”

Guardian will then perform the first diapering in full view of the large mirror by the front door. Little will watch the entire process. No blindfold. No looking away.

After diapering, Guardian will insert the initial training plug (small, vibrating, remote-controlled) and lock plastic pants over the diaper. Little will remain in this state for minimum two hours before first change or release.

Any revocation of consent before this first act cancels the entire agreement with no penalty.

Ava read the addendum twice. Her breathing had gone shallow.

“You want me to ask for it. Out loud. While watching.”

“Yes. No ambiguity. No ‘I guess’ or ‘maybe.’ Clear, sober, enthusiastic consent.”

She stared at the paper so long the words blurred.

Dylan waited.

Finally she lifted her eyes to his.

“I’m scared,” she admitted.

“I know.”

“But I still want it.”

“Then say the rest.”

Ava pushed her chair back. Stood. The floor felt unsteady under her feet.

She walked around the table until she stood directly in front of him, close enough that her knees almost brushed his.

Hands behind her back. Shoulders squared. Chin up, even though her face was scarlet.

“Guardian,” she said, voice trembling but audible, “please diaper me and take control of my body for the next twenty-one days.”

The words hung in the air like smoke.

Dylan stood slowly. Taller than her by almost a foot. He didn’t touch her yet—just looked down, searching her face one last time.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

He nodded once.

“Then go stand in front of the mirror.”

Ava turned. Walked the six steps to the full-length mirror mounted beside the front door. The same mirror she checked her outfit in every morning before work. Now it felt like a stage.

She positioned herself facing it, hands still clasped behind her back.

Dylan disappeared down the hall for a moment. Returned with a large black duffel bag she’d never seen before. He set it on the floor beside her and unzipped it.

Inside: stacks of thick white adult diapers. Powder. Wipes. A small clear bottle of lube. A black velvet pouch that clinked softly—plugs, she realized. A package of locking plastic pants. A pale pink onesie with snap crotch. A pacifier on a clip. A baby bottle already filled with what looked like formula.

He laid everything out on the entry table like surgical instruments.

Then he stepped behind her.

“Arms up.”

Ava raised them. He gripped the hem of her sweater and peeled it off slowly, turning it inside out as he went. Cool air hit her bare stomach. Goosebumps everywhere.

Next the leggings. He hooked thumbs in the waistband and drew them down her thighs, kneeling to help her step out. No underwear underneath—she’d slept in just panties and thrown on the leggings when she came out. He took those last, sliding them off with deliberate care, leaving her completely naked.

She stared at her reflection: small breasts, soft stomach from too many stress meals, dark triangle between her legs, thighs pressed together instinctively.

Dylan rose behind her. She could feel his heat even though he wasn’t touching her yet.

“Legs apart. Shoulder width.”

She obeyed. The position forced her to see everything.

He reached around her, not quite embracing, and unfolded the first diaper with a loud crinkle that echoed in the quiet apartment. Thick. White. Plastic backing. Four strong tapes.

He held it open in front of her so she could see the inside—soft padding, faint scent of baby powder already worked into it.

“Watch,” he said.

He lowered it between her legs, pressed the back against her bottom, brought the front up snug between her thighs. The bulk forced her stance wider. He taped it—one tape at each hip, then the bottom two pulled tight. The diaper hugged her like a second skin, compressing her most intimate places.

She stared at the mirror. The white rectangle between her legs looked obscene. Ridiculous. Perfect.

Dylan selected the smallest plug from the pouch—black silicone, tapered, no wider than two fingers at the base, but with a gentle curve and a small vibrating bullet inside.

“Lube,” he murmured, squeezing clear gel onto his fingers.

He reached around again, one arm banding across her chest to steady her. Two slick fingers circled her entrance, slow and patient, until she relaxed enough for him to press inside. She gasped, rising onto her toes.

“Breathe.”

She did. He worked the plug in gradually—half an inch, pause, another half—until it seated fully, the flared base nestling against her.

A soft click. The remote in his hand buzzed once on low. A gentle hum started deep inside her.

Ava whimpered.

He unfolded the clear plastic pants next—thick gauge, snaps at the sides, tiny built-in lock at the front waist. He worked them up her legs, over the diaper, snapped them closed, then clicked the small padlock shut.

No key in sight.

Finally the onesie—soft cotton, pale pink, snaps from neck to crotch. He dressed her like a doll: arms through sleeves, buttons up the back, crotch snapped over the locked plastic, trapping everything beneath.

When he finished he stepped back, hands on her shoulders, both of them looking at her reflection.

Small. Padded. Helpless. Owned.

“How does it feel?” he asked quietly.

Ava swallowed. The plug hummed steadily. The diaper already felt warm from her body heat.

“Big,” she whispered. “Tight. Safe. Scary.”

“Good.” He squeezed her shoulders once. “Two hours minimum before the first change. You stay right here. Stand. Feel it. No sitting yet.”

He walked to the couch, sat, picked up his phone, and began scrolling as if nothing unusual was happening.

Ava stood in front of the mirror, legs apart to accommodate the bulk, plug vibrating softly, diaper crinkling with every tiny shift.

Her bladder gave its first warning twinge twenty minutes later.

She ignored it.

Thirty minutes in, the pressure built.

She whimpered.

Dylan glanced up. “You may use your diaper whenever you need to, little one. That’s what it’s for.”

The permission undid her.

Warmth flooded out in a sudden rush—hot, unstoppable, soaking into the padding. The diaper swelled slightly, growing heavier between her legs.

She stared at her reflection as it happened. Tears pricked her eyes—not from shame exactly, but from the sheer intensity of surrender.

Dylan set his phone aside and walked over.

He wrapped his arms around her from behind, chin resting on her shoulder so they both looked in the mirror.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her ear. “First one down.”

Ava leaned back into him, trembling.

The trial had begun.

And already, she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 3: Day One – First Padding

The mirror held Ava captive.

She stood exactly where Dylan had placed her—feet shoulder-width apart, hands still clasped behind her back, chin level. The pink onesie hugged her torso like a second skin, the snap crotch pulled taut over the locked plastic pants. Beneath that, the diaper bulked obscenely between her thighs, forcing them to remain parted. Every tiny shift of weight produced a soft, unmistakable crinkle that echoed off the entryway tiles.

The vibrating egg inside her hummed on its lowest setting—steady, unobtrusive, impossible to ignore. It wasn’t enough to build toward anything, just enough to keep her aware of the intrusion. Every pulse reminded her: this wasn’t pretend. This was inside her body now.

Dylan had returned to the couch five minutes ago. He sat with one ankle crossed over his knee, scrolling through his phone with the same casual focus he used when checking work emails. He hadn’t looked up once since the diapering finished. The silence wasn’t cruel—it was deliberate. Letting her feel the weight of what she’d just asked for.

Ava’s bladder had already betrayed her once. The warm rush had come faster than expected, soaking the padding in a sudden flood that left the diaper noticeably heavier. She’d stared at her reflection the entire time—watching her own face flush, lips part in a silent gasp, eyes widen as the bulk swelled against her most sensitive places. The wetness spread quickly, absorbed by the thick core, but the sensation lingered: warm, clinging, intimate.

She hadn’t cried then. She’d just trembled.

Now, thirty minutes later, the diaper felt different. Cooler in spots where the urine had started to wick toward the edges. The plastic pants trapped the moisture, creating a faint squish when she shifted. The egg continued its low buzz, turning every small movement into a reminder.

Her legs ached from standing so still. She wanted to sit. To curl up. To hide.

But he’d said two hours minimum. No sitting yet.

She glanced sideways at him without turning her head.

Dylan’s eyes flicked up. Met hers in the mirror.

“Something wrong, little one?”

The pet name landed like a physical touch. Soft. Possessive. Final.

Ava swallowed. “My legs are tired.”

“I know.” He set his phone down. “But you can handle it. You’re doing so well.”

She didn’t feel like she was doing well. She felt ridiculous. Exposed. Small.

And terrifyingly aroused.

The combination made her dizzy.

Another twenty minutes passed. The apartment grew quieter as the morning traffic outside faded into background noise. Sunlight crept higher on the wall, warming the back of her neck.

Her stomach gave a small, warning gurgle.

She tensed.

No. Not yet.

She hadn’t eaten anything since the protein bar at 2 a.m. during her last shift. But the formula bottle he’d set on the entry table earlier—eight ounces of warm, slightly sweet liquid—sat untouched beside the stack of supplies. He’d told her she’d drink it soon.

Her body didn’t wait for permission.

A tiny cramp rippled through her lower belly. Not painful. Just… insistent.

Ava clenched instinctively.

The plug shifted with the movement, pressing deeper. The vibration seemed to intensify for a second, though she knew it hadn’t.

She whimpered—barely audible.

Dylan stood.

He crossed the room in three long strides and stopped behind her again. This time he didn’t hesitate. One large hand settled on her padded hip, thumb stroking the locked plastic in slow circles.

“Talk to me,” he said quietly.

“I… I think I need to go. Again.”

“You already went. This is just more.”

“But it’s—” She bit her lip. “Different.”

He understood immediately.

“Bowel movement?”

She nodded, cheeks burning so hot she thought she might combust.

Dylan’s hand moved to her stomach—flat, gentle pressure right below her navel.

“Breathe slow. Let it happen.”

“I can’t. Not standing here. Not like this.”

“You can. And you will.” His voice dropped lower. “This is day one, Ava. Your body is learning it doesn’t get to choose anymore. When it needs to go, it goes. Where it’s supposed to. In your diaper. For me.”

Tears pricked her eyes.

The cramp strengthened. She tried to hold—muscles clenching around the plug, thighs trembling—but the pressure built relentlessly.

Dylan kept his hand there, steady, grounding.

“Let go, little one. Daddy’s got you.”

The word—Daddy—slipped out of him so naturally it stole her breath.

She hadn’t chosen it yet. Hadn’t even thought about it.

But hearing it now, in this moment, broke something inside her.

A soft, involuntary push.

Then another.

Warmth bloomed in the seat of her diaper—slow at first, then spreading in a thick, mushy wave. The mess filled the padding, pushing against the plug, forcing it deeper. The smell hit seconds later—faint but unmistakable.

Ava’s knees buckled.

Dylan caught her immediately, one arm banding around her waist, the other under her padded bottom. He lifted her effortlessly, turning her so her back pressed to his chest, legs dangling.

She sobbed once—quiet, broken.

“Shh,” he murmured against her hair. “It’s okay. You did exactly what you were supposed to do.”

He carried her the short distance to the living room rug and laid her down on her back. Not on the changing mat yet—just the soft carpet. He knelt between her spread legs, hands gentle on her thighs.

“Look at me.”

She did. Tears streamed sideways into her hair.

“You’re safe,” he said. “This is what you asked for. This is what you need.”

He unsnapped the crotch of the onesie with quick, practiced motions. The plastic pants came next—lock clicked open with a tiny key he produced from his pocket. Then the tapes—four loud rips.

The diaper unfolded like a ruined flower. The mess was substantial—soft, contained mostly in the back, but smeared across her skin where she’d shifted. The front was still damp from the earlier wetting.

Ava stared up at the ceiling, mortified.

Dylan didn’t comment on the state of it. He simply reached for the wipes—cool, soothing—and began cleaning her with slow, thorough strokes. Front to back. Every fold. Every crease. He lifted her legs high, ankles together, exposing her completely while he wiped her bottom.

The plug came out next—slow twist, gentle pull. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

He set it aside on a wipe, then cleaned around her entrance with fresh ones.

Fresh powder followed—sweet-scented cloud that made her sneeze once. He rubbed it in with firm palms, lingering just enough to make her hips twitch.

A new diaper appeared—thicker than the first, with an extra stuffer already in place. He slid it under her, brought the front up, taped it snug. Plastic pants again—locked.

Onesie resnapped.

When he finished he sat back on his heels and looked down at her.

“Better?”

She nodded, still crying quietly.

He lifted her into his arms again—this time cradling her like an infant—and carried her to the couch. Settled with her in his lap, back to his chest, legs draped over his.

The bottle waited on the side table. Warm still.

He uncapped it, brought the nipple to her lips.

“Drink.”

She hesitated only a second before parting her lips. The formula flowed—sweet, thick, comforting. She sucked slowly at first, then harder, eyes closing as the rhythm soothed her.

Dylan’s free hand rubbed slow circles on her padded tummy.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “First change done. First mess accepted. You’re doing so well.”

She nursed until the bottle was empty, head resting against his shoulder.

When he set the empty bottle aside, he clipped the pacifier to the front of her onesie.

“You’ll wear this when you’re not drinking. Helps with the anxiety.”

She nodded around the rubber nipple he slipped between her lips.

He held her like that for a long time—rocking gently, hand never leaving her padded front.

Eventually the pacifier came out.

“Two more hours before the next change,” he said. “But you can nap here if you want. In my lap. Diaper stays on until I say.”

Ava didn’t argue.

She curled tighter against him, thumb finding its way to her mouth beside the pacifier clip.

The plug was gone for now, but she could still feel where it had been. The new diaper cradled her mess-free but already warming from body heat.

She drifted—half asleep, half aware—as Dylan stroked her hair.

Day one wasn’t even half over.

And already her old life felt like something that had happened to someone else.


Chapter 4: Day Two – The Call-Out

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

She hadn’t remembered falling asleep in the crib. Last night—after the long change, after the bottle, after Dylan had carried her to the basement nursery he’d assembled while she was still at work yesterday—everything had blurred. He’d tucked her in with the thick overnight diaper (extra stuffer added “just in case”), the pacifier clipped to the onesie, and the rail raised with a quiet finality. She’d stared at the bars in the dim glow of the nightlight shaped like a crescent moon until exhaustion pulled her under.

Now morning light filtered through the small high window. Dylan stood beside the crib in a plain black T-shirt and sweatpants, hair still damp from a shower. He looked rested. Calm. In control.

“Morning, little one.”

Ava blinked up at him, thumb still near her mouth. The pacifier had fallen out sometime in the night; it lay beside her cheek on the waterproof sheet. The diaper felt enormous—heavy, swollen, unmistakably wet. She’d gone again in her sleep. Multiple times, judging by the cool, clammy weight sagging between her legs.

She whimpered softly, shifting. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room.

Dylan reached down and lifted her out effortlessly, one arm under her knees, the other supporting her back. She clung to his neck automatically, face pressing into his shoulder. The bulk of the diaper pressed against his stomach with every step.

He carried her straight to the changing table—a sturdy padded surface bolted to the wall, shelves stocked above with wipes, powder, diapers, plugs. He laid her down gently, legs dangling off the edge.

“Legs up.”

She obeyed, knees to chest. The position exposed everything—the soaked diaper sagging low, the plastic pants still locked, the faint yellow tint visible through the clear material.

Dylan unsnapped the onesie crotch with practiced efficiency. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped open. The diaper unfolded slowly, revealing the full extent of the damage: front saturated, back mostly dry but with a small, soft mess she didn’t remember making. Probably happened right after he’d tucked her in.

She turned her face away, cheeks burning.

He didn’t comment. Just balled the ruined diaper, dropped it into the lidded pail, and began the cleanup—cool wipes, thorough strokes, powder dusted generously. No rush. No judgment.

When he finished he selected a fresh daytime diaper—thicker than yesterday’s, with built-in boosters. He slid it under her, taped it snug, added the locking plastic pants, resnapped the onesie. A new plug followed—slightly larger than the small one from yesterday, still vibrating but with a gentle curve designed to press against sensitive spots when she moved.

He clicked the remote once. Low buzz started again.

Ava gasped.

“Breakfast,” he said, lifting her down.

He carried her upstairs to the kitchen, settled her in a high chair he’d bolted to the floor overnight—adult-sized, padded seat, tray that locked in place. She stared at it, stunned. He’d done all this while she slept.

He warmed a bottle—formula again, slightly thicker today—and clipped the pacifier to the tray as backup.

“Drink while I explain the day.”

She took the bottle with both hands, sucking slowly. The rhythm calmed her racing heart.

Dylan leaned against the counter, arms crossed.

“You have a shift at the coffee shop in forty-five minutes. You’re going.”

Ava’s eyes widened. The nipple popped out of her mouth.

“But—”

“Shh.” He held up a hand. “You’re going in your diaper. Under your work clothes. The onesie stays on beneath your uniform. Plastic pants locked. Plug in. No asking to use the bathroom. If you need to go, you go where you are. Quietly. Discreetly. Then you finish your shift.”

Her stomach dropped.

“People will hear. They’ll smell. They’ll—”

“They might. Most won’t notice. The uniform pants are loose enough to hide the bulk if you’re careful. But yes—there’s risk. That’s the point. Day two is about learning that the diaper doesn’t stop existing when you leave the house. It’s always there. Always yours.”

Ava stared at the bottle, tears welling.

“I can’t.”

“You can. And you will.” His voice softened. “Or you say the safe word right now. ‘Evict.’ I’ll help you pack. You can stay in a hotel for a few days until you find somewhere else. No hard feelings. Dynamic ends.”

The choice hung between them.

She thought about the apartment. The rent she couldn’t pay alone. The exhaustion of deciding every tiny thing. The quiet relief she’d felt last night when he’d cleaned her, held her, told her she was good.

She lifted the bottle again. Took a long pull.

“I’ll go,” she whispered.

“Good girl.”

He unlocked the high chair tray, helped her down, and led her to the bedroom.

Her work uniform hung in the closet—black polo, khaki pants, apron. He dressed her over the diaper and onesie: polo first, then the pants (they barely zipped over the bulk; she had to suck in). The apron tied around her waist helped camouflage the front bulge. Sneakers. Hair in a messy bun.

In the mirror she looked… almost normal. If you didn’t look too close at the slight waddle, the faint crinkle when she moved.

Dylan checked the lock on the plastic pants one last time—key pocketed.

“Phone stays here. I’ll drop you off and pick you up at end of shift. Text me only if it’s an emergency. Otherwise—no contact.”

She nodded.

He drove her the ten minutes to the shop in silence. Parked in the back lot.

Before she got out he reached over, cupped her chin.

“You’re mine today. Even there. Remember that.”

“Yes… Guardian.”

The word felt right now. Natural.

She climbed out, waddled to the back door, heart pounding.

Inside, the morning rush was already in full swing. Espresso machines hissing. Customers ordering. Her coworker Mia waved from the register.

“You okay? You look… off.”

“Just tired,” Ava managed. “Double yesterday.”

Mia nodded sympathetically.

Ava tied her apron tighter, trying to minimize the bulge. Every step crinkled. The plug shifted with each movement, buzzing low and constant.

She took her place at the bar—steaming milk, pulling shots, handing cups. Routine motions. But every bend to grab syrups compressed the diaper against her. Every reach made the plug press deeper.

Half an hour in, the pressure hit.

She’d finished two large waters during setup—habit from long shifts. Now her bladder throbbed.

She clenched. Kept working.

The line grew. Orders piled up.

A sharp cramp—lower, insistent.

Not just pee.

The morning enema he’d given her during the change must have finished working its way through.

She froze mid-pour, latte foam overflowing the cup.

Mia glanced over. “You good?”

“Yeah. Fine.”

Ava excused herself to the single-staff bathroom. Locked the door. Stared at the toilet.

She could use it. Right now. Break the rule. Say she forgot. End this before it got worse.

But the thought of disappointing him—of hearing “Evict” echo in her own head—felt worse than the cramp.

She leaned against the sink. Breathed.

Let go.

The mess came soft and sudden—warm, filling the seat of the diaper in a slow push. She bit her lip to stay quiet. The padding swelled, spreading the warmth across her bottom. The plug displaced slightly, pressing against the mess, making her thighs tremble.

Then the flood—bladder releasing in a hot rush, soaking the front, mingling with the back.

She stood there shaking, tears on her lashes.

The smell was faint but present. Contained—for now.

She wiped her eyes, washed her hands, adjusted her apron.

Back on the floor.

The rest of the shift passed in a haze. Every movement squished. The diaper sagged heavier with each passing hour. Customers smiled, thanked her, never noticed.

At 2:00 p.m. shift end, Dylan’s car waited in the back lot.

She waddled out, opened the passenger door, slid in carefully.

He looked at her once. Saw the tears. The flush. The way she sat with legs spread wide.

“Tell me.”

“I… I messed. And wet. During the shift. In the bathroom. I didn’t use the toilet.”

Dylan’s hand settled on her thigh—over the pants, pressing gently against the swollen bulk.

“Good girl,” he said quietly. “I’m proud of you.”

She burst into tears then—relief, shame, exhaustion crashing together.

He pulled her across the console into his lap, arms around her, rocking gently in the parked car.

“You did it. You followed the rule. Even when it was hard.”

She sobbed into his neck.

“Home now,” he murmured. “Change. Bottle. Nap in the crib. Then we talk about how brave you were.”

Ava clung tighter.

The drive back was quiet except for her soft sniffles.

When they reached the apartment he carried her straight downstairs.

Laid her on the changing table.

The cleanup took thirty minutes—slow, thorough, loving. Fresh powder. Larger plug reinserted. Thicker diaper taped on. Onesie resnapped.

He carried her to the rocking chair, bottle ready.

She nursed while he stroked her hair.

Day two wasn’t over.

But the girl who’d left for work that morning?

She wasn’t coming back.


Chapter 5: Week One – Establishing Routine

The first seven days blurred into a single, endless rhythm.

Ava no longer counted hours. She counted changes. Bottles. Naps. The slow, inevitable softening of her resistance.

Each morning began the same way.

At 7:00 a.m. sharp the crib rail clicked down. Dylan appeared in the doorway—always calm, always dressed simply in T-shirt and sweatpants—carrying the faint scent of coffee and clean skin. He lifted her out without a word, her body already heavy with overnight accidents. The diaper sagged low between her legs, tapes straining, the front yellowed and cool against her thighs. Sometimes there was a small mess in the back from the previous evening’s suppository. She no longer panicked when she felt it. She just waited.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs up. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away slowly, revealing the damage: soaked padding, faint rash beginning at the creases (he applied extra barrier cream for that now), plug still seated deep.

Cleanup was ritual. Warm washcloth first—never cold wipes in the morning—then thorough wiping with fragrance-free baby wipes. He cleaned every fold, lifted her ankles higher to reach her bottom, wiped around the plug before gently twisting it free. A fresh one went in immediately after—size increasing by tiny increments each day. Today was day five: medium plug, slightly wider, with a stronger vibration setting he could trigger remotely.

Powder. Lotion. New diaper—always thicker than the last, boosters added automatically now. Plastic pants snapped and locked. Onesie resnapped. Pacifier clipped.

Then breakfast.

He carried her to the high chair upstairs. Locked the tray. Warm bottle of formula—eight ounces, slightly vanilla-flavored today. She nursed while he sat across from her, scrolling emails on his phone, occasionally reaching over to stroke her hair or adjust the nipple if she slowed.

No talking unless spoken to.

After breakfast: playpen time.

The playpen dominated one corner of the living room now—large, padded floor mat, soft toys (stuffed animals, stacking rings, chunky crayons), a small tablet locked to baby shows and coloring apps. No browser. No messages. Just looping episodes of gentle cartoons and the occasional classical music playlist.

Ava spent hours there on her knees or sitting with legs spread wide by the bulk. The diaper crinkled constantly. The plug hummed on low whenever Dylan decided—sometimes for reward after a particularly obedient wetting, sometimes just to keep her floaty.

Accidents came without warning now.

Mid-morning on day three she’d been coloring—a simple picture of a teddy bear—when warmth suddenly spread across her front. No urge. No clench. Just release. The diaper swelled, tapes pulling tighter. She froze, crayon hovering, then continued coloring as if nothing had happened.

Dylan noticed twenty minutes later during a check. He lifted her out, carried her to the table, changed her without comment. “Good girl for using your diaper,” he murmured while taping the fresh one. The praise made her thighs clench around the new padding.

By day four the messes started happening more frequently. The twice-daily suppositories ensured regularity. On day four it came during nap time in the crib. She woke to the sensation of soft warmth pushing into the seat—slow, unstoppable. She whimpered around her pacifier but didn’t cry. Just waited.

He changed her immediately upon waking. The cleanup took longer—extra wipes, warm water rinse, careful inspection for irritation. He praised her the entire time: “Such a good little girl. Letting your body do what it needs. Daddy’s so proud.”

She nursed the afternoon bottle in his lap afterward, rocking slowly, thumb in her mouth when the pacifier came out.

Naps were mandatory. Two hours after lunch bottle, crib rail up, mobile spinning above her head playing soft lullabies. She slept deeply now—body exhausted from constant low-level arousal, the plug, the dependency. Dreams were hazy: floating in warmth, Dylan’s voice murmuring approval, her own body small and safe.

Evening training sessions began at 6:00 p.m.

He brought her to the changing table again—not for a change, but for “lessons.” Legs in soft stirrups he’d attached to the sides. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants off. Diaper left taped but opened at the front for access.

The plug came out slowly. A fresh coat of lube. Then reinsertion—deeper, slower, making her arch and whimper. Vibration turned up to medium while he circled her clit through the open diaper front with one gloved finger. Never enough to finish. Just edging. Building. Stopping.

“Tell Daddy what you are,” he’d say.

“Your little girl.”

“Louder.”

“Your diapered little girl.”

He’d turn the vibe higher for a few seconds as reward, then back down.

When the session ended—usually after thirty minutes of denial—he taped the diaper closed again, added a nighttime booster even though it was only evening, locked everything back in place, and carried her to the rocking chair for the bedtime bottle.

Eight ounces. Warm milk with a hint of sedative herb (chamomile-based, nothing strong—just enough to deepen sleep). She nursed greedily now, eyes half-closed, hips rocking slightly against the fresh padding.

Bedtime at 8:00 p.m. sharp.

Crib. Rail up. Pacifier in. Stuffed bunny tucked under her arm. Nightlight on low.

She lay there in the dark, listening to the apartment settle. The plug hummed on its lowest setting all night—gentle, constant, lulling. Her body had already started to forget what holding felt like. Wetting happened in sleep now—warm spreads she barely registered before drifting deeper.

On the morning of day seven she woke to a diaper so full the tapes were pulling away from her skin. Front and back saturated. A soft mess had happened sometime after 3:00 a.m.; she could feel the squish when she shifted.

Dylan lowered the rail. Lifted her.

She clung to him tighter than usual, face buried in his neck.

He carried her to the table. Laid her down.

During the change he paused—hands still on her thighs.

“How are you feeling, little one?”

Ava stared at the ceiling. Tears slipped sideways.

“Small,” she whispered. “Tired. Safe. Like… I don’t remember what it was like before.”

He leaned down, kissed her forehead.

“That’s exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

The change finished. Fresh diaper—extra thick for the day ahead. Plug upgraded again—large now, filling her completely. Vibration on low.

He dressed her in a short pastel dress over the onesie—no pants, just the dress hem barely covering the bulge. White socks. Mary-janes.

No work. No outside.

Just the nursery. The playpen. The routine.

He carried her upstairs for the morning bottle.

She nursed in the high chair, eyes locked on his.

When the bottle was empty he wiped her chin, unbuckled the tray, lifted her down.

“Playpen until lunch,” he said. “Then nap. Then training.”

Ava waddled to the playpen—legs wide, dress swaying, diaper crinkling loudly with every step.

She crawled inside. Sat on the padded mat. Knees apart. Picked up a crayon.

The plug buzzed once—soft reward for nothing in particular.

She smiled around her pacifier.

Week one was ending.

And the girl who used to check her phone every five minutes?

She hadn’t thought about it in days.


Chapter 6: Day 6 – First Mess

The basement nursery had become the center of Ava’s world.

By day six the upstairs felt distant, almost foreign—like a place she used to visit but no longer belonged to. The playpen mat was indented from her constant kneeling; the crib sheets carried the faint, sweet scent of baby powder and formula; the changing table’s padded top had a slight dip where her body always rested. Everything smelled faintly of talc and warm plastic. Everything felt soft. Safe. Inescapable.

She woke at 7:03 a.m. to the familiar click of the rail lowering. The overnight diaper was heavier than ever—saturated front to back, the booster swollen and cool against her inner thighs. A soft, mushy weight in the seat told her she’d messed sometime after midnight. She didn’t remember it happening. She rarely did anymore.

Dylan lifted her out, arms strong and steady. She wrapped her legs around his waist automatically, face tucked into the crook of his neck. The squish of the diaper pressed against his stomach made her whimper softly.

“Morning, little one,” he murmured against her hair. “Someone had a busy night.”

She nodded, pacifier bobbing between her lips. No words. Words felt unnecessary now.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs up in the stirrups he’d started using every morning—easier access, he’d explained. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn. The diaper unfolded with a wet, heavy sound. The mess was substantial—soft, spread wide across the back padding, smeared where she’d shifted in her sleep. The front was dark yellow, almost to capacity.

Ava stared at the ceiling, cheeks hot. No tears today. Just quiet acceptance.

Dylan worked methodically. Warm washcloth first—always warm now—then wipes. He lifted her higher, ankles together, exposing her completely while he cleaned the mess away. Slow strokes. Thorough. Around the plug, which he removed with a gentle twist and set aside on a fresh wipe. More cleaning. Powder. Lotion. Barrier cream at the crease lines where faint redness had started to appear.

New plug today—large, black silicone, flared base with a small remote receiver. He coated it generously with lube, pressed the tip against her, waited for her to relax. She breathed out. It slid in slowly—deeper than yesterday, stretching her until she gasped around the pacifier. The base nestled flush. A soft click. Low vibration started immediately.

Fresh diaper—extra thick, two boosters layered inside. Taped snug. Plastic pants snapped and locked. Onesie resnapped. Short dress over everything—pale lavender, hem barely reaching mid-thigh.

He carried her upstairs for breakfast. High chair. Tray locked. Bottle warmed. She nursed while he sat beside her, one hand resting on the front of her dress, pressing lightly against the padded bulge.

“Today we’re doing something different,” he said quietly. “Yoga in the playpen. To stretch your little legs and help with tummy comfort.”

Ava’s eyes flicked to his. Yoga. In a diaper. With this plug.

He smiled—small, knowing.

After the bottle he carried her to the playpen. Spread a soft yoga mat inside. Helped her onto her knees.

“Follow my voice,” he said. “No thinking. Just move when I tell you.”

He knelt outside the bars, remote in hand.

“Downward dog.”

She leaned forward, palms on the mat, bottom raised. The dress rode up immediately, exposing the locked plastic pants and the obvious diaper bulge. The plug shifted deeper with the stretch, vibration pulsing once as reward. She whimpered.

“Good girl. Hold it.”

The position compressed the diaper against her front. Warmth built—small pressure she recognized instantly.

“Child’s pose.”

She lowered to her knees, forehead to mat, arms extended. The plug pressed firmly now, buzzing on medium for ten seconds. Her hips rocked involuntarily.

The pressure in her tummy sharpened—familiar cramp from the morning suppository finishing its work.

She tried to ignore it. Focused on breathing. On the soft mat. On his voice.

“Cat-cow. Slowly.”

She arched her back up—cat—then dipped into cow, chest forward, bottom raised again. The movement jostled everything: plug, diaper, full bladder, full bowels.

The cramp intensified. Sharp. Urgent.

She froze mid-cow.

“Daddy—” The word slipped out around the pacifier, muffled.

“Shh. Keep going.”

She tried. Another arch. Another dip.

Too much.

A soft, involuntary push.

Warmth bloomed in the seat—slow at first, then spreading in a thick, mushy wave. The mess filled the padding, pushing around the plug, forcing it deeper. The smell rose faintly—contained but unmistakable.

Ava froze, tears springing to her eyes.

The plug buzzed high—sudden, intense reward.

She gasped, hips jerking.

Dylan was there instantly. He reached over the playpen bars, lifted her out, cradled her against his chest.

“Shh, baby. It’s okay.”

She sobbed into his shoulder—quiet, broken sounds. Not disgust. Not shame. Just overwhelming relief. The mess had come without choice. Without fight. Exactly as it was supposed to.

He carried her to the changing table downstairs. Laid her down. Legs in stirrups.

The cleanup was the longest yet.

He peeled the tapes slowly. Unfolded the diaper carefully to avoid spillage. The mess was large—soft, thorough, smeared across her bottom and around the plug. He removed the plug first—slow twist, gentle pull—then set it aside.

Warm water basin appeared—small portable one he kept stocked. Soft cloth. Slow, intimate wiping. Every crease. Every fold. He lifted her higher, ankles together, wiped her thoroughly. Fresh cloth for the front. Powder everywhere. Lotion rubbed in with firm palms.

New plug—same large size, but freshly cleaned and lubed. Reinserted slowly while she whimpered and clutched the table edges.

Fresh diaper—thickest yet, three boosters. Taped tight. Plastic pants locked.

Onesie resnapped. Dress smoothed down.

When he finished he lifted her into his arms again, carried her to the rocking chair.

Bottle waiting—warm milk, chamomile-laced.

She nursed greedily, tears drying on her cheeks.

Dylan rocked slowly, hand rubbing circles over her padded bottom.

“You did so well,” he whispered. “Letting go like that. No fighting. Just trusting your diaper. Trusting Daddy.”

She pulled off the nipple long enough to whisper, “It felt… right.”

He kissed her temple.

“That’s my girl.”

The rest of the day passed in soft haze.

Playpen again—coloring this time, knees wide, dress hiked up so the bulge was visible. Plug on low, rewarding every small shift.

Lunch bottle in the high chair.

Afternoon nap in the crib—two hours, rail up, mobile spinning.

Evening training—longer session. Legs spread wide. Diaper opened. Plug removed. Edging with his fingers through the front padding. Denial until she begged around the pacifier.

“Please, Daddy… please let me…”

“Not yet. Good girls wait.”

He edged her three times. Stopped each time just before the crest.

Finally taped everything back. Carried her to the rocking chair for bedtime bottle.

She nursed until drowsy, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped as backup.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight low. Plug on gentle all-night mode.

She fell asleep quickly—diaper already warming from a small, unconscious wetting.

Day six ended with her curled on her side, hand resting on the padded swell of her tummy.

No counting days left.

Just the next change.

The next bottle.

The next surrender.


Chapter 7: Week Two Begins – Phone Withdrawal

The transition into week two felt less like a new phase and more like the natural deepening of a current Ava could no longer swim against.

Day eight dawned with the same quiet ritual: crib rail down at 7:00 a.m., Dylan’s steady hands lifting her from the soaked overnight diaper, the familiar weight of a full mess already settled in the back padding. She’d wet twice in her sleep—once around 2:00 a.m., once closer to dawn—and messed shortly after the second wetting. The diaper sagged heavily when he carried her, the booster swollen and cool against her skin. She didn’t cry anymore at the discovery. She just rested her head on his shoulder and let him handle it.

The change was slower today—almost meditative. He took his time with the warm washcloth, wiping in long, soothing strokes. The large plug came out slick and warm; he cleaned it separately while she lay exposed, knees held high. Fresh lube. Reinsertion—deeper, fuller, the vibration starting on low the moment it seated. Powder dusted generously. Thick daytime diaper with double boosters taped snug. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Pale blue onesie. Short smock dress that barely skimmed the top of the bulge.

Breakfast in the high chair: ten-ounce bottle now, formula thickened slightly with oatmeal for longer fullness. She nursed with eyes half-closed, thumb brushing the edge of the pacifier clipped to her dress.

After the bottle Dylan carried her to the playpen. Set her down on the mat. Placed the tablet in front of her—screen already open to a looping playlist of gentle nursery rhymes and simple coloring pages.

Then he held out his hand.

“Phone, little one.”

Ava blinked. Her old smartphone had been on the entry table since day one—silent, untouched, screen dark. She hadn’t even thought about it in days.

She looked up at him, confusion flickering across her face.

Dylan’s expression remained calm.

“Little girls don’t need phones. They distract from playtime. From trusting Daddy to handle everything.”

He waited, palm open.

Ava hesitated only a second. Then she reached into the small pocket of her dress—where she’d absentmindedly tucked it yesterday after he’d let her check one last work email before the full cutoff—and placed the phone in his hand.

The screen lit briefly when he touched it: dozens of unread notifications. Missed calls from her old manager. Texts from friends asking where she’d gone. Loan reminders. Social media alerts.

Dylan didn’t look at them. He powered the phone off completely, opened a drawer in the side table, and placed it inside. The drawer locked with a small key he slipped into his pocket.

“Gone,” he said simply. “No more big-girl worries. No more noise.”

Ava stared at the closed drawer. A faint pang hit her chest—sharp, fleeting—like the memory of a life she used to live. Then it faded.

She nodded once.

“Good girl.” He ruffled her hair, clipped the pacifier between her lips, and left her in the playpen.

The morning passed in soft colors and gentle sounds.

She colored first—a picture of a smiling sun with fat yellow crayon strokes. The plug hummed intermittently—low pulses whenever she shifted or sighed contentedly. Wetting happened twice without warning: once mid-stroke, warmth spreading across the front while she kept coloring; once during a stretch to reach a green crayon, a longer flood that made the diaper swell noticeably heavier.

She didn’t stop. Didn’t call for him. Just continued, knees wide, dress hiked up so the padded bulge was fully visible.

Around noon the tablet switched to a cartoon—bright animals singing about shapes and colors. Ava watched, thumb in mouth beside the pacifier, rocking slightly on her padded bottom. The motion squished the wet diaper, sending small waves of warmth through her.

Another wetting came then—slow, effortless, no clench, no thought. The padding absorbed it all, growing thicker, warmer.

Dylan appeared at the edge of the playpen during a commercial break.

“Someone’s been a very leaky girl this morning.”

He lifted her out—easy, practiced—and carried her to the changing table.

The diaper was at near-capacity: front dark and swollen, back still mostly clean but with a faint dampness from earlier sweat. He changed her slowly—wipes, powder, fresh plug (same large size, freshly cleaned), new diaper with an extra stuffer for the afternoon. Plastic pants locked. Dress smoothed.

Lunch bottle followed: twelve ounces now, warm and slightly sweet. She nursed in his lap on the rocking chair, legs draped over his, head resting on his chest. His hand pressed firmly against the front of her fresh diaper, rubbing slow circles while she drank.

“Tell Daddy how it feels without the phone,” he murmured.

Ava pulled off the nipple long enough to whisper, “Quiet. Empty. Better.”

He kissed her forehead.

“That’s right. No more scrolling. No more comparing. Just here. Just us.”

Afternoon nap in the crib—two and a half hours today, rail up, mobile turning slowly. She slept deeply, plug on gentle pulse, diaper warming again from unconscious wetting.

When she woke Dylan was there, lowering the rail.

“Playpen again until dinner.”

She crawled back in willingly. The tablet was already playing soft lullabies. She picked up the crayons again—this time drawing simple shapes: circles, hearts, a wobbly house with a chimney.

Mess came mid-afternoon.

She’d been on her tummy, coloring a flower, bottom raised slightly. The familiar cramp built—slow, inevitable from the lunchtime suppository. She didn’t fight it. Just relaxed into the mat.

Soft push. Warmth spreading in the seat. Thick, mushy fill around the plug. The smell rose gently. She kept coloring, crayon moving in slow arcs.

Dylan checked her thirty minutes later.

He lifted her out without a word. Carried her to the table.

Cleanup was intimate—long, thorough. Warm water. Soft cloth. Extra attention to the creases. New plug reinserted while she whimpered softly. Fresh thick diaper. Locked plastic.

Back to the playpen.

Dinner bottle at 6:00 p.m.—fourteen ounces, formula with mild calming herbs. Nursed in the high chair, tray locked, eyes locked on his.

After dinner: evening training.

Changing table again. Legs in stirrups. Diaper opened but not removed. Plug out. Fingers circling her clit through the front padding—slow, teasing. Edging. Denial. Three times brought to the brink. Three times stopped.

“Please, Daddy…”

“Soon, baby. When you’re ready to ask properly.”

He taped everything closed. Added an overnight booster even though it was only evening. Carried her to the rocking chair for the bedtime bottle.

She nursed until drowsy, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug on low all-night mode.

She fell asleep curled on her side, hand resting on the warm swell of her diaper.

No notifications. No missed calls. No outside world.

Just the soft hum inside her. The gentle crinkle with every breath. The quiet certainty that tomorrow would be the same.

And that was exactly what she wanted.


Chapter 8: Day 10 – The Gym Outing

Day ten marked the first deliberate step outside the apartment’s protective walls.

Ava woke in the crib to the familiar ritual: rail down at 7:00 a.m., Dylan’s hands lifting her from the heavy overnight diaper. The padding was sodden—front and back swollen from multiple unconscious wettings and a soft mess that had happened around dawn. She didn’t stir when it occurred; her body had learned to release without waking. The large plug hummed gently all night, keeping her in a hazy half-arousal that blurred sleep into surrender.

He carried her to the changing table, legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded heavily, mess smeared across the back, front dark and clammy. Cleanup was thorough—warm water, soft cloth, extra wipes for the creases. Plug removed slowly, cleaned separately. Fresh lube. Reinsertion of the large plug—deeper today, vibration starting on low. Powder. Lotion. Thick diaper with double boosters taped snug. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Pale pink onesie. Loose sweatpants over everything—baggy enough to mostly hide the bulk, but the waddle was unmistakable. Oversized hoodie to cover the top.

No dress today. Something more practical.

Breakfast in the high chair: twelve-ounce bottle, formula with added protein shake mix for energy. She nursed while he explained.

“We’re going to the gym today. My private training space after hours. No one else there. But you’ll feel it—the diaper, the plug, the risk.”

Ava’s eyes widened around the nipple. The gym. His domain. Weights, mats, mirrors everywhere.

He wiped her chin after the bottle, unlocked the tray, lifted her down.

“Change before we go. Fresh diaper for the outing.”

Back to the table. The morning wetting had already started during breakfast—warm flood while she drank, unnoticed until the squish. He changed her again: quick but careful. Even thicker diaper this time—three boosters, tapes pulled extra tight. Plug checked, vibration pulsed once as test.

Sweatpants pulled up—waistband barely fastening over the bulk. Hoodie zipped halfway.

In the car he buckled her into the passenger seat—normal belt, but with a soft blanket draped over her lap for discretion. The drive was twenty minutes through quiet morning streets. Every bump jostled the plug, compressed the diaper. She squirmed, thighs pressed together as much as the padding allowed.

Dylan’s hand rested on her knee during red lights—firm, grounding.

“You’re safe. But remember: no asking to use the bathroom. Whatever happens, happens in your diaper. Quietly.”

The gym was a standalone building on the edge of town—his private studio, members-only, empty this early on a Saturday. He parked in the back, led her inside by the hand. The door locked behind them with a heavy click.

Empty space: polished floors, weight racks, yoga mats stacked in the corner, floor-to-ceiling mirrors along one wall. Soft fluorescent lights. Faint scent of rubber and cleaner.

“Light workout today,” he said. “To stretch and strengthen. Crawls, poses, nothing heavy.”

He spread a large yoga mat in the center of the room. Helped her down onto her knees.

“Start with cat-cow.”

Ava moved slowly—arch up, dip down. The sweatpants stretched tight over her bottom, the diaper crinkling loudly in the empty space. The plug shifted with each dip, pressing deep. Vibration buzzed medium for ten seconds as reward.

Her bladder twinged halfway through—morning bottle catching up.

She kept moving.

“Downward dog.”

Palms flat, bottom raised high. The position made the diaper sag forward, bulk obvious even under the pants. Mirrors reflected her from every angle: flushed cheeks, waddling stance, the faint outline of plastic pants through the fabric.

Warmth started then—slow trickle at first, then full release. Urine flooded the front, soaking the boosters, swelling the padding. She gasped softly, holding the pose.

Dylan noticed immediately.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Keep going.”

She did—through child’s pose, warrior stretch, gentle twists. The soaked diaper squished with every movement, warmth spreading. Mess came unexpectedly during a seated forward fold—cramp from the suppository, soft push into the seat. Thick fill around the plug, smell faint but present in the enclosed space.

Tears pricked her eyes.

Dylan knelt beside her.

“Up, baby.”

He lifted her to standing, led her to the mat’s edge.

“Lie down. Change time.”

Right there—on the yoga mat in the middle of the empty gym. He pulled the sweatpants down to her ankles, unsnapped the onesie crotch, unlocked the plastic pants. Tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded: front yellow and bloated, back mushy and smeared.

Ava stared at the ceiling mirrors, face burning. Anyone could walk in. The door was locked, but the thought—

Dylan worked quickly but thoroughly: wipes from the bag he’d brought, powder, fresh lube on the plug (removed, cleaned, reinserted). New diaper—thickest yet, four boosters. Taped tight. Plastic relocked. Onesie and pants pulled back up.

He helped her sit—diaper squishing audibly.

Then he sat behind her, pulled her back against his chest, legs spread wide over his.

Hand slipped under the waistband of her sweatpants, pressed firmly against the front of the fresh diaper.

“Feel that?”

She nodded, whimpering.

He turned the plug to high.

Slow circles over the padding—firm, insistent.

The vibration inside combined with the pressure outside. Her hips bucked. The risk—the empty-but-not-really gym, mirrors everywhere, door that could open—

She came hard. Silent scream into his shoulder, body shuddering, fresh wetness flooding the new diaper from arousal alone.

He held her through it, hand never stopping until she sagged limp against him.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “So brave. So mine.”

The rest of the “workout” was gentle: more poses, but slower. She waddled through them, diaper heavy already from the post-orgasm wetting.

Drive home silent except for her soft sniffles—relief, exhaustion, lingering pleasure.

Back in the apartment he carried her straight to the nursery table for another change—the gym one had leaked slightly during the drive.

Fresh everything. Plug on low.

Lunch bottle in the rocking chair.

Nap in the crib.

Evening training: longer edging session, denial until tears.

Bedtime bottle. Crib rail up.

She fell asleep with the taste of formula on her lips, body humming from the day’s surrender.


Day ten was over.

But the outings? They were just beginning.


Chapter 9: Day 12 – Incontinence Sets In

Day twelve arrived without fanfare, but it carried the quiet weight of permanence.

Ava woke in the crib at 6:58 a.m., three minutes before the usual rail-lowering click. The room was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the crescent nightlight. She lay on her back, legs slightly parted by the overnight diaper’s bulk, and stared at the mobile spinning slowly above her head. The large plug hummed on its lowest all-night setting—gentle, constant, like a heartbeat she no longer questioned.

The diaper was full. Heavier than any previous morning. She felt it the moment she shifted: the front sagging low, tapes straining, the booster swollen and cool where it pressed against her inner thighs. Wetness had spread during sleep—multiple releases she hadn’t registered. No dreams of urgency. No waking clench. Just unconscious surrender. The back padding held a soft, substantial mess from the evening suppository; she could feel the mushy warmth when she moved her hips.

She didn’t panic. Didn’t cry. She simply waited, thumb drifting to her mouth, pacifier already fallen beside her cheek.

The rail clicked down at 7:00 sharp.

Dylan appeared, same calm presence, same steady hands. He lifted her out, cradled her against his chest. The diaper squished audibly against him.

“Morning, baby girl.”

She rested her head on his shoulder, no words needed.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn slowly. The diaper unfolded like a heavy book: front dark yellow and bloated, back thick with mess, the entire core swollen to near-breaking. The smell rose gently—contained, familiar.

Ava stared at the ceiling, breathing even.

Dylan paused before starting cleanup.

“Look at me.”

She did. Eyes wide, calm.

“You didn’t wake up for any of it,” he said quietly. “Not once.”

She nodded.

“That’s progress. Your body knows the diaper is safe. It knows Daddy will always clean you. It doesn’t need to fight anymore.”

Tears slipped sideways into her hair—not from shame, but from the strange, deep relief of hearing it spoken aloud.

He began the change. Warm washcloth. Soft cloth. Thorough wipes. Plug removed slowly, cleaned, re-lubed. Reinserted—large size, but he pumped it one extra notch today, stretching her gently until she whimpered around her pacifier. Powder. Lotion. Barrier cream. Fresh diaper—thickest yet, three boosters, tapes pulled extra snug. Plastic pants locked. Onesie resnapped. Short dress over top.

Breakfast in the high chair: fourteen-ounce bottle, warm and slightly thicker. She nursed while he sat beside her, hand resting on the front of her dress, pressing lightly against the fresh padding.

“Today we test how far your body has come,” he said. “No holding. No clenching. Just let it happen whenever it wants. I’ll check you every hour. Change when needed.”

Ava pulled off the nipple long enough to whisper, “Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her forehead.

Playpen after breakfast.

She crawled inside, knees wide, dress hiked. Tablet already playing soft animal songs. Crayons and paper spread out.

First wetting came ten minutes in—no warning, no urge. Just sudden warmth spreading across the front while she colored a flower. The diaper swelled, tapes tightening. She kept drawing, crayon moving in slow circles.

Dylan checked at the hour mark. Lifted her out. Felt the front.

“Soaked already. Good girl.”

Change on the table—quick but intimate. Fresh diaper. Plug buzzed high for thirty seconds as reward.

Back to playpen.

Second wetting during a cartoon break—longer flood, diaper growing heavier, squish audible when she shifted. She didn’t stop watching. Just rocked gently, letting the warmth cradle her.

Mess came at noon, right before lunch bottle.

She’d been on her tummy, reaching for a blue crayon. Cramp built—soft, inevitable. No fight. She relaxed into the mat.

Warm push. Thick fill in the seat. Mess spreading around the plug, pushing it deeper. Smell faint but present.

She kept coloring.

Dylan appeared moments later.

“Someone made a big mess for Daddy.”

He lifted her. Carried her to the table.

Cleanup longer—warm water basin, soft cloth, extra care around the plug. Fresh one reinserted. New diaper—four boosters now. Taped tight. Locked.

Lunch bottle in his lap on the rocking chair. Fourteen ounces. She nursed greedily, hips rocking slightly against his hand pressed to the front padding.

Afternoon nap in the crib—two and a half hours. She wet twice in her sleep, didn’t wake. Messed once—small, soft, absorbed without stirring.

When she woke Dylan was there.

He lowered the rail. Lifted her.

“Check time.”

The diaper was heavy again—front sodden, back with fresh mess. She hadn’t felt either happen.

He changed her slowly, praising the entire time.

“Your body is learning so fast. No more signals. No more control. Just trust.”

Fresh diaper. Plug pumped another half-notch. Vibration on medium for the rest of the afternoon.

Playpen again. Coloring. Cartoons. Another wetting—unnoticed until the squish. Another small mess during a stretch.

Dinner bottle at 6:00 p.m. Nursed in the high chair.

Evening training: legs in stirrups. Diaper opened. Plug out. Fingers circling her clit through the front padding—slow build. Edging four times now. Denial until tears.

“Please, Daddy… I need…”

“Soon. When you’re completely empty-headed.”

He edged her until she sobbed softly. Then taped everything closed. Added overnight booster.

Bedtime bottle in the rocking chair. Sixteen ounces tonight—warm milk with extra chamomile.

She nursed until eyes drooped, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug on gentle all-night mode—now with a slight inflate function he activated remotely once she was asleep.

She drifted off quickly, diaper already warming from the first unconscious wetting.

No more urges.

No more holding.

Just release.

Just acceptance.

Just his.

Day twelve ended with her curled on her side, hand resting on the padded swell between her legs.

The girl who used to set alarms for bathroom breaks?

She no longer existed.


Chapter 10: Day 14 – Public Walk

Day fourteen felt heavier than the others—not from the diaper’s bulk, though that had grown steadily thicker with each passing change, but from the quiet certainty that the apartment’s walls were no longer enough.

Ava woke in the crib at 7:02 a.m., the rail already lowered. The overnight diaper hung low between her legs, tapes pulling away from the swollen core. Front saturated from three separate unconscious wettings. Back padded thick with a soft, complete mess that had spread sometime after 4:00 a.m. The large plug—now inflated one extra notch—hummed steadily on its gentle night mode. She lay still for a long moment, letting the sensations register without resistance: the cool clamminess against her skin, the mushy weight shifting when she breathed, the faint smell trapped beneath the plastic pants.

No panic. No clench. Just quiet acceptance.

Dylan appeared in the doorway, carrying a fresh bottle already warmed. He set it on the side table, lifted her out, cradled her against his chest. The diaper squished audibly.

“Morning, little one.”

She rested her cheek on his shoulder, pacifier bobbing between her lips.

He carried her to the changing table. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn. The diaper unfolded slowly—front dark and bloated, back thick and smeared. Cleanup methodical: warm water basin, soft cloth, thorough wipes. Plug removed, cleaned, re-lubed. Reinserted with slow pressure until she whimpered softly. Powder. Lotion. Barrier cream. Fresh diaper—extra thick, four boosters layered. Taped snug. Plastic pants snapped and locked. Pale green onesie. Loose leggings over top—stretchy enough to accommodate the bulk without splitting seams. Oversized hoodie zipped to the chin.

Breakfast in the high chair: sixteen-ounce bottle, formula with added calming herbs. She nursed while he stood beside her, one hand resting on the front of her hoodie, pressing gently against the padded swell beneath.

“Today we go outside,” he said quietly. “Short evening walk around the block. Just to feel it in the real world.”

Ava’s eyes flicked up to his. The nipple slipped from her lips for a moment.

“People will see.”

“They might notice the waddle. The crinkle if the wind catches right. The smell if you mess. But most won’t care. And if they do…” He leaned closer. “They’ll know you belong to someone who takes very good care of his little girl.”

She swallowed. Nodded once.

He kissed her forehead.

The day passed in soft routine: playpen after breakfast, coloring and cartoons while the plug buzzed intermittently. Wetting came twice—once mid-song, warmth spreading unnoticed until the squish; once during a stretch to reach a red crayon. Mess arrived at noon—soft push while she lay on her tummy watching animals dance on the tablet. She relaxed into it, kept watching.

Dylan changed her each time—slow, praising, fresh plug pumped another half-notch.

Lunch bottle in his lap. Afternoon nap in the crib—two hours, rail up, mobile turning. She wet and messed in her sleep, didn’t stir.

Evening arrived.

He dressed her carefully: leggings over the thickest daytime diaper yet (five boosters now), hoodie zipped, soft sneakers. No dress—practical for walking. Hair in loose pigtails with ribbons. Pacifier clipped inside the hoodie pocket as backup.

Before they left he checked the plug—vibration set to low, remote in his pocket.

“Ready?”

She nodded, heart thudding.

He took her hand. Led her to the door.

The hallway outside the apartment felt enormous. Echoing. The elevator ride down was silent except for the faint crinkle with every shift of weight. Outside, evening air cool against her flushed cheeks. Streetlights just flickering on. Quiet residential block—few people, trees lining the sidewalk.

They walked slowly. Hand in hand. Her gait wide, waddling. Each step made the diaper rustle, the plug shift. Leggings stretched tight over the obvious bulge.

Half a block in, the pressure built—bladder full from the afternoon bottle.

She glanced up at him.

He squeezed her hand.

“Let it happen, baby. Right here.”

She tried to keep walking. Failed.

Warmth flooded out—long, steady stream soaking the front padding. The diaper swelled visibly under the leggings, sagging lower. She gasped softly, thighs trembling.

Dylan kept walking, pace unchanged.

“Good girl. Keep going.”

Another half block. Cramp in her tummy—suppository from earlier finishing its work.

She whimpered.

He pulled her closer, arm around her waist.

“Now.”

She relaxed.

Soft push. Thick warmth spreading in the seat. Mess filling around the plug, pushing it deeper. Smell rose faintly—contained but noticeable if anyone passed close.

A couple walked by on the opposite sidewalk. They glanced over—brief, curious—then kept going.

Ava’s face burned.

Dylan steered her toward a quiet side path between houses—dimmer, fewer windows.

They stopped under a large tree. He turned her to face him, hands on her hips.

“How does it feel?”

“Full. Heavy. Exposed.” Her voice cracked. “Scary.”

He cupped her chin.

“But safe. Because Daddy’s here.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks.

He pulled her against his chest, hand slipping under the hoodie hem, pressing firmly against the front of the sodden leggings—feeling the swollen, warm bulge beneath.

The plug buzzed higher—sudden, intense.

His fingers circled through the fabric—slow, deliberate.

Ava’s knees buckled.

He held her upright, back against the tree trunk for cover.

“Quiet,” he whispered in her ear.

The combination—mess behind, plug deep, public risk, his hand pressing the soaked padding against her clit—pushed her over fast.

She came silently—body shuddering, fresh wetness flooding from arousal, soaking the already ruined diaper further.

He held her through it, hand never stopping until she sagged limp against him.

When it passed he kissed her temple.

“Time to go home.”

The walk back was slower. Diaper sagging dramatically now, forcing an even wider waddle. Every step squished audibly. Mess cooling, uncomfortable. Plug still buzzing low.

Inside the apartment he carried her straight to the nursery table.

Dress and hoodie off. Leggings peeled down. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped.

The diaper was a disaster—front and back saturated, boosters yellowed and heavy, mess thick and spread.

Ava cried openly as he cleaned her—not from shame anymore, but from the intensity of being so utterly his.

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

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

Fresh, even thicker diaper. Five boosters. Taped tight. Plastic pants locked.

New onesie—soft white with tiny hearts.

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

“How was your first real walk outside, little one?”

She buried her face in his neck.

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

He chuckled softly—rare sound.

“That’s my girl.”

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

Week two was halfway over.

And the outside world had started to feel less like freedom.

More like something she no longer needed.


Chapter 11: Week Three – Bottle Dependency

Week three began with the quiet finality of a door closing behind someone who no longer wanted to leave.

Ava woke in the crib at 6:57 a.m., the rail already down, Dylan standing beside her with the familiar bottle in hand—sixteen ounces, warm, thickened with extra formula and a mild herbal sedative that made her eyelids heavy even before she finished nursing. The overnight diaper hung low and heavy between her legs: front saturated from four separate unconscious releases, back padded thick with two soft messes that had spread during the night. The large plug—now inflated to its maximum comfortable stretch—hummed on gentle mode, keeping her in a perpetual floaty haze.

She didn’t move until he lifted her out. Legs wrapped around his waist automatically, face tucked into his neck, pacifier bobbing between her lips. The diaper squished wetly against his stomach with every step to the changing table.

“Morning, baby girl.”

No response needed. She rested heavier against him today, body soft and pliant.

He laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn slowly. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet sound—front dark and bloated, back thick and smeared, boosters yellowed and near capacity. Cleanup was longer now—routine had become ceremony. Warm water basin. Soft cloth. Thorough wipes. Plug removed, cleaned separately, re-lubed. Reinserted with slow, deliberate pressure until she whimpered softly around the pacifier. Powder dusted generously. Lotion rubbed in with firm palms. Barrier cream at every crease. Fresh diaper—thickest yet, five boosters layered inside, tapes pulled extra snug. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Soft white onesie with tiny pink hearts. Short smock dress over top—hem barely covering the obvious bulge.

No leggings today. No attempt at camouflage.

Breakfast in the high chair: eighteen-ounce bottle now, formula only—no solids since day ten. He’d eliminated them completely at the start of week three. “Easier on your tummy,” he’d said. “And better for your diapers.” She nursed greedily, eyes half-closed, thumb brushing the edge of the pacifier clipped to her dress. His hand rested on her padded tummy, pressing lightly, feeling the gentle swell from the bottle already filling her.

After the bottle he carried her to the playpen. Set her down on the mat. Tablet playing soft lullabies and looping animal animations. Crayons and paper within reach. Stuffed bunny tucked beside her.

“Play quietly until lunch,” he said. “No thinking. Just be little.”

She nodded, already reaching for a crayon.

The first wetting came five minutes later—no warning, no clench. Warmth spread across the front while she colored a simple heart. The diaper swelled, tapes tightening. She kept drawing, rocking gently on her padded bottom.

Second wetting during a cartoon break—longer flood, diaper growing heavier, squish audible when she shifted to reach the tablet.

Mess arrived at 10:30 a.m.—soft, inevitable push from the morning suppository. Thick warmth filling the seat, spreading around the plug. She relaxed into it, continued watching the screen, crayon forgotten in her hand.

Dylan checked her at 11:00. Lifted her out. Felt the front and back.

“So full already. Such a good, leaky girl.”

Change on the table—slow, intimate. Warm water. Soft cloth. Extra care around the plug. Fresh one reinserted—pumped one more half-notch. New diaper—six boosters now. Taped tight. Locked.

Lunch bottle at noon: twenty ounces, warm milk with added herbs for deeper calm. Nursed in his lap on the rocking chair, legs draped over his, head resting on his chest. His hand pressed firmly against the fresh padding, rubbing slow circles while she drank.

Afternoon nap in the crib—three hours today, rail up, mobile spinning slowly. She wet three times in her sleep, messed twice—small, soft releases she didn’t register. The diaper sagged heavily when he woke her.

Change. Fresh everything. Plug on medium for the rest of the day.

Playpen again until dinner.

Another wetting mid-afternoon—unnoticed until the squish. Another mess during a stretch to reach a green crayon—thick fill, smell faint but present. She kept playing.

Dinner bottle at 6:00 p.m.: twenty-two ounces now, formula thick enough to feel substantial in her belly. Nursed in the high chair, eyes locked on his.

After dinner: evening training.

Changing table. Legs in stirrups. Diaper opened but not removed. Plug out. Fingers circling her clit through the front padding—slow build. Edging five times. Denial until tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Please, Daddy… I can’t… I need…”

“When you’re empty. When there’s nothing left in your head but me.”

He edged her until she sobbed softly, body trembling. Then taped everything closed. Added two overnight boosters. Carried her to the rocking chair for the bedtime bottle.

Twenty-four ounces tonight—warm milk, heavy sedation herbs. She nursed until her eyes drooped completely, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped as backup.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug on gentle all-night mode—now with periodic inflate pulses every two hours to deepen the stretch.

She fell asleep quickly, diaper already warming from the first unconscious wetting.

No more solid food. No more decisions about what to eat. No more chewing. Just bottles—four large ones a day, filling her belly, making her sleepy, making her dependent.

The next day followed the same pattern. And the next.

Wettings constant—every hour or two, no urge, just release. Messes twice daily from suppositories, soft and complete. Changes every three to four hours—long, loving rituals that left her powdered, plugged, padded, and praised.

She spent entire days in the playpen or crib. Crawling. Coloring. Watching cartoons. Nursing bottles. Napping. No phone. No laptop. No outside contact.

Her body had forgotten what holding felt like. Forgotten what panties felt like. Forgotten what walking without a waddle felt like.

On day sixteen, during an afternoon nap, she woke briefly to the sensation of another full, unconscious wetting—warm spread soaking the already heavy padding. She didn’t open her eyes. Just sighed softly around her pacifier and drifted back to sleep.

Dylan checked her when she woke properly. Lifted her. Felt the sodden front.

“Completely soaked in your sleep again. My perfect little girl.”

Change. Praise. Fresh bottle.

She nursed in his arms, eyes never leaving his face.

Week three was halfway over.

And Ava no longer remembered what it felt like to be dry.

Or independent.

Or anything but his.


Chapter 12: Day 17 – Nursing Introduction

Day seventeen arrived softer than the rest, as if the air itself had thickened with something unspoken.

Ava woke in the crib at 7:01 a.m., the rail already lowered, Dylan standing beside her with the morning bottle in hand—eighteen ounces, warm milk laced with the same herbal blend that had been steadily increasing in her formula for the past week. The overnight diaper sagged heavily between her legs: front saturated from five unconscious wettings, back padded thick with two complete messes that had spread during the deeper phases of sleep. The large plug—now inflated to its upper limit—hummed on gentle night mode, keeping her in a perpetual, dreamy float.

She didn’t stir until he lifted her out. Legs wrapped around his waist, face tucked into his neck, pacifier bobbing between her lips. The diaper squished wetly against him with every step to the changing table.

He laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn slowly. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet sound—front dark and bloated, back thick and smeared across the boosters. Cleanup was slower today—almost reverent. Warm water basin. Soft cloth. Thorough wipes. Plug removed, cleaned, re-lubed. Reinserted with deliberate slowness until she whimpered softly around the pacifier. Powder dusted generously. Lotion rubbed in with firm, lingering palms. Barrier cream at every crease. Fresh diaper—six boosters layered, tapes pulled extra snug. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Soft white onesie with tiny pink hearts. Short lavender dress over top—hem barely covering the obvious bulge.

Breakfast in the high chair: twenty ounces, warm milk thickened slightly. She nursed while he stood beside her, one hand resting on the front of her dress, pressing lightly against the fresh padding. His thumb traced slow circles over the swell.

“Your breasts have started to change,” he said quietly. “The herbs are working.”

Ava’s eyes flicked down. Her chest felt fuller—tender, slightly swollen. A faint dampness had appeared at the nipples over the past few days, small beads of milk that soaked tiny spots into her onesie during naps. She hadn’t mentioned it. Hadn’t known what to say.

He noticed her glance.

“After lunch bottle,” he continued, “we’ll try something new.”

She nodded around the nipple, heart thudding.

The morning passed in soft routine: playpen after breakfast, coloring while the plug buzzed intermittently. Wetting came twice—once mid-stroke on a flower drawing, warmth spreading unnoticed until the squish; once during a stretch to reach a blue crayon. Mess arrived at 10:45 a.m.—soft, complete push from the morning suppository. Thick warmth filling the seat, spreading around the plug. She relaxed into it, continued coloring.

Dylan changed her each time—slow, praising, fresh plug pumped another quarter-notch.

Lunch bottle at noon: twenty-two ounces, warm milk heavy with herbs. Nursed in his lap on the rocking chair, legs draped over his, head resting on his chest. His hand pressed firmly against the fresh padding, rubbing slow circles while she drank.

When the bottle was empty he wiped her chin, unbuckled the high chair tray, lifted her down.

“Rocking chair,” he said. “No playpen this time.”

He settled with her straddling his lap, facing him. Dress pulled up over her hips, exposing the locked plastic pants and the thick diaper bulge beneath the onesie.

He unbuttoned his shirt slowly—deliberate, unhurried. Bare chest beneath.

Ava’s breath caught.

He’d hinted at this during week two—lactation fantasy, induced supply through the steadily increasing herbs in her bottles. She hadn’t fully believed it would happen. Hadn’t dared hope.

He cupped the back of her head gently, guiding her forward.

“Lean in, baby girl.”

She did—hesitant at first. Her mouth hovered over his nipple. The skin was warm, slightly textured. No milk yet—just the intimacy of the act.

She closed her lips around it. Sucked softly.

A faint sweetness bloomed on her tongue. A single drop. Then another. Then a slow, steady trickle.

Ava moaned quietly, sucking harder, eyes closing as warmth flooded her mouth. Real milk—thin, sweet, unmistakably his.

Dylan’s hand slipped under her dress, pressed firmly against the front of her diaper—circles over the padding, pressing the swollen bulk against her clit.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Drink it all up. Nurse from Daddy.”

The combination undid her: the rhythm of nursing, the vibration inside her from the plug, his praise, the pressure of his hand rubbing through layers of padding.

She came quickly—quiet, shuddering waves that left her trembling in his arms. Fresh wetness flooded the diaper from arousal and another unnoticed wetting.

He held her through it, hand never stopping until she sagged against him, still nursing weakly.

When she finally pulled away—drowsy, sated, lips shiny—he wiped her mouth with a soft cloth.

“First time,” he murmured. “There will be more. Every day now.”

Ava buried her face in his neck, tears of overwhelming emotion slipping down her cheeks.

He rocked her slowly, hand rubbing her padded back.

Afternoon nap in the crib—three hours, rail up. She wet and messed in her sleep, didn’t wake. Woke briefly once to nurse again—short session, just enough to empty the faint flow that had built during rest.

Change upon waking. Fresh diaper. Plug on medium.

Playpen until dinner.

Dinner bottle at 6:00 p.m.—twenty-four ounces, warm milk. Nursed in the high chair.

Evening training: longer session. Legs in stirrups. Diaper opened. Plug out. Fingers circling her clit through the front padding—edging six times now. Denial until she sobbed.

“Please, Daddy… I’m yours… all yours…”

He edged her until she broke—quiet, trembling surrender. Then taped everything closed. Added two overnight boosters.

Bedtime bottle in the rocking chair—twenty-six ounces tonight. She nursed until eyes closed completely, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug on gentle all-night mode with inflate pulses.

She fell asleep curled on her side, hand resting on her padded tummy, faint taste of his milk lingering on her tongue.

Nursing had begun.

Dependency had deepened.

And Ava no longer questioned whether she wanted to stay.

She simply was.

His.

Forever little.


Chapter 13: Day 19 – Punishment

Day nineteen carried a different texture from the ones before it—sharper, heavier, like the air itself had grown edges.

Ava woke in the crib at 7:04 a.m., the rail already down, Dylan standing beside her without the usual morning bottle in hand. The overnight diaper sagged low and full: front saturated from six unconscious wettings, back thick with two complete messes that had spread during the deeper sleep cycles. The large plug—now inflated to its absolute maximum stretch—hummed on gentle night mode, keeping her in the familiar, floaty haze that had become her default state.

She lay still, thumb near her mouth, pacifier fallen beside her cheek, waiting for him to lift her.

He did—arms strong, steady—but his expression was different today. Calm, yes, but with a quiet firmness she hadn’t seen since the very first diapering.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn. The diaper unfolded heavily—front dark and bloated, back smeared thick across the boosters. Cleanup was thorough but brisker than usual: warm water, soft cloth, wipes, plug removed and cleaned, re-lubed, reinserted with the same slow pressure. Powder. Lotion. Barrier cream. Fresh diaper—six boosters, tapes pulled extra tight. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Onesie resnapped. Short dress over top.

No praise during the change. No soft murmurs of “good girl.” Just quiet efficiency.

Breakfast in the high chair: twenty-ounce bottle, warm milk with herbs. She nursed while he stood beside her, arms crossed, watching.

When the bottle was empty he wiped her chin, unlocked the tray, lifted her down.

“Playpen,” he said. “Until I say otherwise.”

She crawled inside willingly—knees wide, dress hiked, tablet already playing soft lullabies. Crayons and paper within reach. Stuffed bunny tucked beside her.

The morning passed quietly at first. Coloring. Watching cartoons. Wetting twice—once mid-stroke on a heart drawing, warmth spreading unnoticed until the squish; once during a stretch to reach a yellow crayon. Mess came at 10:15 a.m.—soft, complete push from the morning suppository. Thick warmth filling the seat, spreading around the plug. She relaxed into it, continued watching the screen.

Dylan checked her at 11:00. Lifted her out. Felt the front and back.

“Soaked and messy again,” he said. “Good.”

Change on the table—slow, thorough. Fresh diaper. Plug pumped another quarter-notch. No praise. No extra rubbing. Just taped tight. Locked. Dress smoothed.

Back to the playpen.

Lunch bottle at noon: twenty-two ounces, nursed in his lap on the rocking chair. His hand rested on her padded tummy, but the circles were absent. No soft words. Just feeding.

After lunch he lifted her down. Set her back in the playpen.

Then he did something new.

He reached under the side table and pulled out a small pair of soft leather cuffs—padded, with velcro closures. Without a word he fastened them around her wrists, then clipped them to the top rail of the playpen bars—arms extended slightly upward, enough to restrict but not strain.

Ava’s eyes widened.

“Daddy?”

He met her gaze.

“You tried to reach for the laptop yesterday afternoon. When I stepped out to take a call. You didn’t ask. You just reached.”

Her stomach dropped. She remembered the moment—brief flicker of curiosity, hand drifting toward the closed drawer where her old phone still sat. She’d stopped herself before touching it. Pulled back. But he’d seen.

“I didn’t—”

“You did.” His voice was calm. Final. “Little girls don’t touch big-girl things. Not without permission. Not ever.”

Tears pricked her eyes.

“Twenty-four-hour timeout,” he said. “No change until tomorrow evening. No bottle until then. No touching. No release. Just you, your diaper, and the rules.”

He turned the plug to low—steady, unrelenting buzz. Not enough to build, just enough to keep her aware.

Then he walked away.

Ava knelt in the playpen, wrists cuffed to the bars, knees wide, dress hiked, diaper already heavy from the morning wetting and mess. The plug hummed. The padding squished faintly with every small shift.

First wetting came twenty minutes later—no warning, just warmth spreading across the front. The diaper swelled further, tapes straining. She whimpered softly.

Mess followed at 2:00 p.m.—cramp from the lunchtime suppository she’d been given before the bottle. Soft push. Thick fill in the seat. Warmth spreading around the plug, pushing it deeper. Smell rose stronger now—contained but unmistakable in the enclosed space.

She cried quietly—tears slipping down her cheeks, body trembling.

No one came.

Another wetting at 4:30 p.m.—long flood, diaper sagging lower, squishing audibly when she shifted to relieve pressure on her knees.

The plug buzzed steadily. Low. Teasing. Never enough.

Dinner time passed—no bottle. No high chair. Just her in the playpen, wrists bound, diaper growing heavier, messier.

Night fell. The apartment lights dimmed. Dylan appeared once—at 9:00 p.m.—to lower the crib rail and carry her to the crib. He didn’t uncuff her wrists; he clipped them to the top rail instead, arms extended slightly above her head.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug still on low.

She lay on her back, diaper sodden and sagging, mess thick and cooling. Tears slipped sideways into her hair.

She wet twice in the night—warm spreads she barely registered through the haze of exhaustion and denial. Messed once more—small, soft, absorbed into the already ruined padding.

Morning came. No rail lowered at 7:00. No lift. No change.

The timeout continued.

By noon the diaper was beyond capacity—front and back bloated, tapes pulling away from her skin, faint leaks beginning at the leg gathers. Mess had spread further, cooling uncomfortably against her bottom. The plug buzzed relentlessly—low, constant, edging without mercy.

She cried openly now—quiet, broken sobs. Body aching. Mind empty except for one thought.

I’m sorry.

At 6:00 p.m.—twenty-four hours exactly—Dylan appeared.

He lowered the rail. Unclipped her wrists. Lifted her gently, cradled her against his chest despite the heavy, leaking diaper.

“Tell Daddy what you learned.”

“That… that I don’t touch without permission,” she sobbed. “That everything is yours. My diapers. My messes. My body. My orgasms. Please, Daddy… I’m sorry.”

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down.

The cleanup took forty minutes—slow, loving, thorough. Warm water basin refilled twice. Soft cloth. Extra wipes. Plug removed, cleaned, reinserted—fresh lube, slow stretch. Powder everywhere. Lotion rubbed in with gentle palms.

Fresh diaper—thickest yet, seven boosters. Taped tight. Plastic pants locked.

He opened the front of the diaper just enough—fingers circling her clit through the padding, slow and firm.

She came instantly—shattering, screaming into his shoulder, body convulsing as wave after wave crashed through her. The orgasm seemed endless, fed by days of buildup and total surrender.

When it faded she was boneless, babbling.

“Thank you, Daddy… thank you…”

He taped the diaper closed. Added two overnight boosters. Carried her to the rocking chair.

Bedtime bottle—twenty-six ounces, warm milk. She nursed until eyes closed, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped.

Crib. Rail up. Nightlight dim. Plug on gentle all-night mode.

She fell asleep curled on her side, freshly changed, freshly forgiven, freshly his.

The punishment had broken something small and stubborn inside her.

What remained was only obedience.

Only need.

Only him.


Chapter 14: Day 20 – The Choice

Day twenty felt like standing at the edge of something vast and final.

Ava woke in the crib at 6:59 a.m., the rail already lowered, Dylan standing beside her without the usual bottle. The overnight diaper hung low and impossibly heavy: front saturated from seven unconscious wettings, back thick with three complete messes that had spread and cooled during the night. The large plug—still at maximum inflation—hummed on gentle mode, a constant, intimate reminder that had become as natural as breathing.

She lay still, thumb near her mouth, pacifier fallen beside her cheek, waiting. No panic. No urge to clench. Just quiet, expectant surrender.

Dylan lifted her out—arms strong, steady—and carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn slowly. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet sound—front dark and bloated to near-breaking, back smeared thick across the boosters, faint leaks beginning at the leg gathers from overflow. Cleanup was slow, almost ceremonial: warm water basin refilled twice, soft cloth, thorough wipes, plug removed and cleaned, re-lubed, reinserted with deliberate pressure until she whimpered softly. Powder dusted generously. Lotion rubbed in with firm palms. Barrier cream at every crease. Fresh diaper—seven boosters layered, tapes pulled extra snug. Locking plastic pants clicked shut. Soft white onesie with tiny pink hearts. Short pastel dress over top—hem barely covering the massive bulge.

No breakfast bottle yet.

He lifted her down. Carried her to the rocking chair. Settled her in his lap, facing him.

Then he reached into the side table drawer and pulled out a small, familiar keyring—the one that held the tiny padlock key for her plastic pants.

He laid it on the arm of the chair beside a single object: her old apartment key, the one she’d handed over on day one.

Ava’s breath caught.

“Tomorrow the trial ends,” he said quietly. “Twenty-one days complete. You can leave if you want. Take your phone back. Your clothes. Your old life. Go back to the coffee shop, the rent struggles, the decisions, the noise. Or you can stay. Here. Like this. Forever.”

He didn’t touch the key. Just let it sit there, glinting faintly in the morning light.

Ava stared at it. The small metal shape that used to mean independence. Freedom. Choices.

Her chest tightened—not with fear exactly, but with something deeper. The thought of panties against bare skin felt wrong now. Foreign. The idea of walking without a waddle, sitting without spreading her knees, using a toilet instead of waiting for a change—it twisted in her stomach like nausea.

She looked up at him. Eyes wide. Wet.

“I… I tried yesterday,” she whispered. “When you were in the other room. I reached for the drawer. For the phone. Just to see. Just to remember.”

He nodded once. He’d known.

“But I stopped. I pulled back. Because it felt… wrong. Like putting on clothes that don’t fit anymore.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks.

“I don’t want to go back, Daddy. I can’t. The thought of being dry. Of deciding what to eat. Of walking out that door without my diaper… it hurts. Here.” She pressed a trembling hand to her chest.

Dylan cupped her face gently, thumbs brushing the tears away.

“Tell me what you want, Ava. Clear words. No hedging.”

She swallowed. Looked straight into his eyes.

“I want to stay. Forever. Your little girl. Your diapered baby. Permanent. Please, Daddy. Don’t let me go. I’ll be good. I’ll never ask for big-girl things again. Just… keep me like this. Keep me yours.”

The words hung between them—small, raw, final.

Dylan studied her for a long moment. Then he reached for the apartment key.

He stood, still holding her in his arms, and walked to the fireplace in the living room. The gas flame flickered on with a soft click. He dropped the key into the small metal tray above the burner.

It sat there a moment—then began to melt, the metal softening, losing shape, disappearing into a small puddle that cooled into nothing.

Ava watched, wide-eyed, fresh warmth spreading into her diaper from the sheer finality of it. No going back. No key. No escape hatch.

He carried her back to the nursery. Laid her on the changing table again.

“This time,” he said, voice rough with emotion, “it’s different.”

He opened the front of her fresh diaper just enough. Pulled the dress up. Unsapped the onesie crotch.

The plug stayed in—locked base now, permanent wear.

He entered her slowly—bare, deep, claiming every inch. No condom. No pulling out.

She wrapped her legs around him as best she could with the bulk, crying openly—tears of relief, surrender, joy.

“Mine,” he growled against her neck. “My permanent little girl. My baby. Forever.”

“Yes, Daddy… please… fill me…”

He did.

Thoroughly. Completely.

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

Then he cleaned her tenderly—warm cloth, gentle fingers. Reinserted the plug—locked base clicked into place. Taped the diaper back up, trapping everything inside. Added two extra boosters for overnight.

A fresh bottle waited on the rocking chair—warm milk, herbs to keep the supply flowing.

He sat with her cradled close, bottle to her lips.

She nursed slowly, eyes never leaving his.

The calendar on the nursery wall still had one empty square.

Dylan stood, carried her over, and crossed it out with a thick red X.

“All done,” he said.

Ava smiled around the nipple.

No more counting days.

Just forever.

That night, in the crib, she fell asleep faster than ever—diaper thick and warm, plug secure and locked, dress ruffled around her thighs, pacifier in mouth.

Safe.

Loved.

Permanent.


Chapter 15: Day 21 – Permanent Signing

The final morning of the trial arrived without ceremony, yet every detail felt weighted with inevitability.

Ava woke in the crib at 7:00 a.m. on the dot, the rail already lowered, Dylan standing beside her holding the largest bottle she had ever been given—twenty-eight ounces of warm milk, thickened with extra formula and the full dose of lactation herbs that had been building her supply for weeks. The overnight diaper was beyond capacity: front and back swollen to the point of leaking faintly at the leg gathers, seven boosters completely saturated from eight unconscious wettings and three full messes that had spread and cooled during the night. The large plug—locked base now permanent—hummed on its gentle all-night mode with periodic inflate pulses that had kept her stretched and floaty through the deepest sleep.

She didn’t move. Didn’t reach for the pacifier that had fallen beside her cheek. She simply waited, eyes half-lidded, body heavy and pliant.

Dylan lifted her out—arms strong, steady—and carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Legs in stirrups. Onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes torn with slow, deliberate rips. The diaper unfolded like a ruined monument: front dark yellow and bloated, back thick with layered mess, the entire core sagging and leaking slightly onto the padded surface beneath her. Cleanup was the longest yet—almost ritualistic. Warm water basin refilled three times. Soft cloth. Thorough wipes. Plug removed—slow twist, gentle pull—cleaned separately, re-lubed. Reinserted with careful pressure until she moaned softly around the pacifier he slipped between her lips. Powder dusted generously. Lotion rubbed in with firm, possessive palms. Barrier cream applied to every crease and fold. Fresh diaper—custom-thick, eight boosters layered inside, tapes pulled so snug the padding compressed against her most sensitive places. Locking plastic pants clicked shut with the heart-shaped padlock he had shown her once before. Onesie resnapped—reinforced white with tiny embroidered hearts. Short party dress in pale lavender—all ruffles and lace, hem barely reaching mid-thigh. Hair brushed into perfect pigtails with matching ribbons. White lace socks. Soft mary-janes.

No breakfast bottle yet.

He lifted her down. Carried her to the living room.

The small dining table had been cleared. In its center sat two documents: the original twenty-one-day pact, now complete, and a thick new one beside it. Elegant black script on cream paper.

Permanent Regression Agreement

He sat her on his lap, facing the table, her padded bottom squishing against his thigh.

“Read it if you want,” he said quietly. “Or just sign. It says you’re mine. Forever. No safe word. No end date. Diapers always. Plugs always. Bottles, crib, playpen, rules—all permanent. I care for you completely. You surrender completely. Power of attorney transferred. Name change application prepared for ‘Ava Guardian’ if you choose. Medical proxy. Financial proxy. Everything.”

Ava didn’t reach for the pages. She already knew.

She picked up the pen—thick, black, the kind used for important documents—with trembling fingers. Signed her name at the bottom in big, looping letters, just like the first time.

Ava Chen

Daddy’s Permanent Little Girl

Dylan signed beneath her.

Then he reached into his pocket and pulled out the small key—the only key to her plastic pants. He walked to the fireplace. Lit the gas flame with a soft click. Dropped the key into the metal tray above the burner.

It sat there a moment—gleaming—then softened, melted, disappeared into a small, irreversible puddle that cooled into nothing.

Ava watched, wide-eyed, fresh warmth spreading into her diaper from the sheer finality of it. No key. No unlock. No reversal.

He returned. Lifted her again. Carried her back to the nursery.

On the changing table he laid her down once more.

“This time,” he said, voice low and rough with emotion, “I’m going to breed my permanent girl.”

He pulled the dress up. Unsapped the onesie crotch. Opened the diaper just enough at the front—plug stayed locked in place.

He entered her slowly—bare, deep, claiming every inch. No barriers. No hesitation.

She wrapped her legs around him as best she could with the bulk, crying openly—tears of joy, relief, complete surrender.

“Mine,” he growled against her neck. “My diapered baby. My little breeder. Forever.”

“Yes, Daddy… please… fill me… make me yours…”

He did.

Thoroughly. Completely. Deep inside her.

When he finished he stayed buried for a long moment, both breathing hard, bodies joined.

Then he cleaned her tenderly—warm cloth, gentle fingers everywhere. Re-taped the diaper, trapping his release inside with the plug. Added two extra overnight boosters. Snapped the onesie closed. Smoothed the dress down.

A fresh bottle waited on the rocking chair—warm milk, full dose of herbs to keep her supply flowing and her body soft.

He sat with her cradled close, bottle to her lips.

She nursed slowly, eyes never leaving his, hand resting on the warm swell of her padded tummy.

The calendar on the nursery wall had one final empty square.

Dylan stood, still holding her, carried her over, and crossed it out with a thick red X that covered both remaining days.

“All done,” he said.

Ava smiled around the nipple—small, sleepy, content.

No more counting.

No more trial.

Just forever.

That night, in the crib, she fell asleep faster than ever—diaper thick and warm, plug locked and secure, dress ruffled around her thighs, pacifier in mouth, faint taste of his milk lingering on her tongue.

Safe.

Loved.

Permanent.


Chapter 16: Epilogue – Six Months Later

Six months had passed since the last red X crossed the calendar.

The nursery had grown with them.

The crib was larger now—custom-built, wider frame, higher rails painted soft white with pale pink accents. The mattress was thicker, waterproof layers doubled for the heavier overnight diapers she required. A second changing table stood against the opposite wall, stocked floor-to-ceiling with supplies: stacks of custom diapers in every thickness and subtle print, sealed packs of boosters, jars of powder and lotion, bottles of barrier cream, tubes of lube, a discreet medical cabinet for enemas, suppositories, and the weekly hormone shots that kept her incontinence absolute and her breasts full and leaking sweetly.

Ava no longer remembered what panties felt like. Or toilets. Or walking without the wide, instinctive waddle that the constant bulk between her legs demanded.

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

Mornings began the same way: Dylan lowering the rail at 7:00 a.m., lifting her from the crib where she lay heavy with overnight accidents—diaper sagging to her thighs, front and back swollen from multiple unconscious releases and at least two full messes. He carried her to the changing table, legs in stirrups, and performed the ritual cleanup: warm water, soft cloth, thorough wipes, plug removed and cleaned (the largest size now, locked base permanent), re-lubed and reinserted with slow pressure until she moaned softly around her pacifier. Powder. Lotion. Barrier cream. Fresh diaper—custom-thick, eight boosters standard, tapes pulled snug. Locking plastic pants with the heart-shaped padlock. Onesie snapped closed. Short dress or sleeper, always something that left the bulge visible and undeniable.

Breakfast: twenty-eight-ounce bottle in the high chair, warm milk heavy with herbs. She nursed while he stood beside her, one hand pressing the front of her diaper, rubbing slow circles over the padding until she rocked gently against his palm.

Playpen time followed—large enough now for her to crawl comfortably, padded mat, toys, coloring books filled with her careful crayon scribbles of hearts, bunnies, and simple houses. Tablet locked to baby shows and lullabies. She spent hours there on her knees or sitting wide-legged, dress hiked, diaper crinkling with every shift. Wetting came every hour or two—effortless, unnoticed until the squish. Messes twice daily from the suppository schedule—soft, complete, filling the seat around the plug without warning. She no longer paused. No longer whimpered. Just continued coloring or watching, waiting for the next change.

Changes were long, intimate rituals—sometimes tender, sometimes playful, always ending in praise or pleasure. He would lay her on the table, unsnap and unlock, peel the tapes, wipe her clean with slow strokes, powder her thoroughly, re-plug her (remote-controlled vibration triggered at his whim), tape the fresh diaper, lock the plastic pants. Then fingers or palm rubbing over the front padding until she came—quiet, shuddering, flooding the new diaper from release alone.

Nursing had become part of every routine. Her breasts leaked daily now—small, steady flow triggered by the herbs and shots. Morning, afternoon, bedtime: he would lift her dress or onesie, guide her mouth to his chest while she straddled his lap, hand pressed to her diaper front. She suckled greedily, hips rocking, coming from the combination of nursing, vibration, and his praise murmured against her hair.

Outings were rare and carefully managed. Stroller rides in the park—oversized adult model disguised as “medical necessity,” thick diaper hidden under frilly dresses, a medical alert bracelet on her wrist that read “Incontinent – Do Not Assist.” He pushed her slowly along shaded paths, pacifier clipped to her dress, bottle in the side pouch. She wet and messed in the stroller without pause—absorbed by the extra-thick padding. He changed her on a portable mat behind a tree or in the car, slow and loving, praising her for using her diaper like a good girl.

The breeding promise had come true.

Her belly was softly rounded now—five months along. The pregnancy test had turned positive three months after the permanent contract. He’d celebrated by changing her into the thickest diaper she’d ever worn—nine boosters, custom print reading “Daddy’s Forever Little”—and making love to her on the nursery floor, slow and deep, filling her while she cried softly in joy.

Now, on a quiet afternoon in late autumn, Dylan carried her to the rocking chair and settled her on his lap.

Her dress was short and smocked, diaper peeking out beneath—swollen and warm from a recent wetting she hadn’t even felt. The plug hummed low, remote-controlled from his phone. Her breasts leaked faintly into small pads sewn inside her onesie.

He lifted the hem, pressed his hand to the front, smiled at the squish.

“Someone needs a change before dinner.”

Ava giggled around her pacifier—soft, sleepy sound.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down. Began the familiar ritual.

As he wiped, powdered, and taped on a fresh diaper—extra thick for overnight, even though it was only evening—she reached up and touched his face.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what, baby girl?”

“For taking the choice away. For making me yours. For keeping me.”

He leaned down and kissed her deeply—slow, possessive.

“You were always meant to be this, Ava. My perfect, permanent diaper girl.”

She smiled, eyes shining.

“And I always will be.”

He lifted her, carried her to the crib for her afternoon nap, and tucked her in with her favorite stuffed bunny and pacifier.

The rail went up with a soft click.

Ava snuggled into the bedding, diaper crinkling softly, hand resting on her rounded belly.

Outside, the world spun on—traffic, deadlines, decisions, noise.

Inside the nursery, time had stopped.

And she had never been happier.

The end.
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