
        
            
                
            
        

    



Stuck in Traffic










An ABDL DDLG Erotic Obedience Romance with Diaper Play, Daddy Dom BDSM, and Full Regression













She didn’t just wet her diaper. She gave up control.











When Hannah spends the weekend with Liam—her strict Daddy Dom—she expects cozy cuddles and soft rules. But this isn’t playtime.










Trapped indoors with a Daddy who takes obedience seriously, Hannah learns what true regression means. No bathroom. No choices. No safewords. Just thick diapers, warm bottles, and the aching need to please.










From begging for permission… to soaking herself in his lap… to being praised while he tapes her into thicker padding—this is her fall into baby-brained obedience and total dependence.











Stuck in Traffic


 
is a

 

deeply erotic ABDL DDLG BDSM romance


 
featuring:










●

 
       

 
Diaper wetting and humiliation



 









●

 
       

 
Enforced rules, tags, and obedience rituals



 









●

 
       

 
Strict Daddy Dom control and public permission denial



 









●

 
       

 
Psychological surrender and regression play



 









●

 
       

 
Warm bottle feeding, thick nighttime diapers, and sweet praise



 









For readers who crave

 

filthy comfort, diaper discipline, and full surrender


 
, this story delivers. It's not about pretending—it’s about being taken care of so completely… you forget how to ask.









Chapter One: Gridlocked










Hannah tapped the steering wheel impatiently. Her fingers drummed out a rhythm of frustration as brake lights glowed ominously red, stretching endlessly down the freeway. Friday nights in the city were always bad—but tonight was a special kind of hell.










She sighed and checked the clock again.

 

Forty-five minutes and I've barely moved.


 
Her body ached from the stress of an entire week spent appeasing demanding clients. Her bladder ached even more.










She twisted uncomfortably in her seat, glancing around as if hoping to spot some magical escape route she'd somehow overlooked. Of course, there wasn't one. She was trapped, boxed in by metal walls, stuck in a sluggish march forward.

 

At least I have you,


 
she thought bitterly, scrolling through her phone again.










Social media had been her only companion through the crawl home, and she mindlessly flipped through video after video. Puppies, dancing trends, pranks—the usual distractions.










But then, her thumb froze.










A blonde influencer she vaguely recognized was grinning mischievously on screen, holding up a bulky adult diaper. The caption read:

 

"How to survive rush hour!"











Hannah laughed aloud, shaking her head at the absurdity. She clicked repost, adding her own sarcastic commentary:











"Honestly about to try this tomorrow. #rushhourlife"











She posted without thinking, tossing her phone onto the passenger seat. Another five minutes of torturous standstill passed before a burst of notifications lit up the screen.










Curious, Hannah picked up her phone. To her surprise, dozens of likes and replies had already flooded her notifications. Most were silly—laughing emojis, "Me too!", and playful mockery.










But one response stood out, stark and bold against the others:













@DaddyLiam:


 

"Need someone to help diaper you, sweetheart? Looks like you could use some guidance."















Hannah's pulse jumped. Her cheeks grew warm. She opened Liam's profile, recognizing him instantly—local influencer, sharp jawline, charming grin, and an aura of playful arrogance.











"Really?"


 
she whispered to herself, amused yet intrigued. She bit her lip, thumbs hovering over her screen. Did she dare reply?











"Not a chance,"


 
she typed quickly, hitting send before she could second-guess herself.










Almost instantly, another notification popped up:













DaddyLiam:


 

"Shame. I think you'd look adorable blushing in your cute little diapers. Don't tell me you're too shy?"















Hannah squirmed in her seat. It was ridiculous. Embarrassing. And yet, somehow thrilling. Her breathing quickened as she typed back, challenging him with a teasing bravado she barely felt:











"Big talk for someone I've never even met."











Again, the response was immediate, effortlessly confident.













DaddyLiam:


 

"Then meet me. Let’s see how brave you really are, little commuter."















The cars finally shifted ahead slightly, but Hannah barely noticed, her heart now racing for an entirely different reason. The teasing dance continued all the way home. By the time she pulled into her driveway, her earlier frustration had melted away, replaced entirely by nervous excitement.










That night, lying in bed, Hannah stared at her ceiling in darkness, replaying their conversation over and over. Liam had teased her mercilessly, coaxing out embarrassing admissions she hadn't known she possessed. She closed her eyes, picturing herself helplessly under his gaze, diapered, controlled, humiliated in the best possible way.










Hannah couldn't believe she was entertaining these fantasies. But as she slipped her hand beneath her sheets, heart pounding, it was Liam's teasing voice she imagined whispering in her ear:











"Good girl. Now be Daddy's obedient little baby and show me just how much you like being controlled."











The following morning, she woke to a single unread message:













DaddyLiam:


 

"Dinner tonight. 7pm. Don’t be late, princess—I have a special surprise ready, and trust me…you're going to blush."















A wicked shiver crawled down her spine. Hannah bit her lip, smiling despite herself.











"I'll be there,"


 
she typed back, heart racing.

 

"Let's see if you can handle me."











She set her phone down, giggling nervously. Hannah had no idea what she'd just agreed to—but one thing was certain: this weekend was about to become unforgettable.









Chapter Two: A Little Dinner Surprise










The day dragged at a snail’s pace, each passing minute marked by an anxious glance at the clock. Hannah couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this nervous about a date—or was it even a date? Liam hadn’t exactly used that word, but his playful insistence, the teasing texts, and the electrifying tension lingering between them all suggested something much more intimate than a casual meetup.










She spent half the afternoon pacing around her small apartment, phone in hand, compulsively checking their conversation thread, rereading each teasing remark until she knew them by heart. Her stomach fluttered as she imagined Liam’s voice—deep, smooth, and edged with playful authority—whispering those words directly into her ear.











"Trust me…you're going to blush."











She shivered deliciously, a blush already spreading across her cheeks. A wave of embarrassment rushed through her, followed quickly by excitement. She’d never indulged openly in any sort of kink, let alone something so intense, so humiliating—and yet the mere thought of submitting herself fully to Liam’s teasing domination left her breathless.










She caught her reflection in the mirror, flushed cheeks and all, and groaned aloud. “Get a grip, Hannah. It’s just dinner.”










But deep down she knew better—it was far more than dinner.










By six-thirty, she stood anxiously in front of her closet, utterly clueless about what to wear. Her wardrobe was packed with sensible office blouses, pencil skirts, and neat slacks—nothing remotely fitting for the provocative tone Liam had set. Eventually, her eyes fell upon a silky black sundress, simple yet teasingly short, with thin shoulder straps that made her feel simultaneously vulnerable and alluring.










She slipped it on, smoothing the fabric carefully. The hem stopped daringly mid-thigh. It was just risky enough to thrill her without completely shattering her nerves.










Before she could reconsider, Hannah grabbed her purse, checked her makeup—subtle eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss—and stepped out the door into the cool evening air. Her heart fluttered all the way to the car, fingers gripping the wheel nervously as she drove toward their meeting spot.










Liam had chosen a small, trendy bistro downtown—a dimly lit, intimate venue that exuded sophistication without pretension. As Hannah entered, she scanned the restaurant anxiously, heart hammering in her chest.










“Looking for someone?” a familiar voice teased gently from behind.










She spun around, coming face-to-face with Liam for the first time. His photos had done him no justice—he was taller, broader, more handsome in person. Dark eyes sparkled mischievously beneath thick lashes, a cocky yet charming grin curving his lips.










“Hannah,” he greeted warmly, leaning in to place a gentle, lingering kiss against her cheek. His cologne enveloped her senses, warm and comforting, yet undeniably masculine. “Glad you didn’t chicken out.”










“I almost did,” she admitted with a shaky laugh, smiling back shyly.










He chuckled softly, his gaze sliding approvingly down her dress. “I appreciate your bravery. Come on—I got us a table in the back. A bit more…private.”










Hannah’s heart skipped another beat, but she followed obediently, allowing Liam’s hand to rest possessively against the small of her back as he guided her through the restaurant.










Their booth was tucked away from prying eyes, secluded and intimate, dimly illuminated by candlelight. Liam slid smoothly into one side, gesturing for Hannah to join him. She hesitated briefly, cheeks flaming as she took the seat opposite him.










“So,” Liam began, pouring wine from the waiting bottle on the table. “How’s traffic been?”










She laughed nervously, feeling her blush deepen. “Terrible as ever. But now I can’t stop thinking about our…conversation.”










His eyes darkened slightly, his smile becoming playfully wicked. “Good. That’s exactly how I want you—unable to get the thought out of your pretty little head.”










She shivered, fingers trembling as she lifted the glass to her lips. “You’re…bold.”










“Confident,” he corrected smoothly. “And something tells me that’s exactly what you need.”










Hannah swallowed nervously, heart racing at his words. “Maybe,” she admitted softly, eyes flickering downward.










Liam leaned forward, his voice dropping to an intimate whisper. “I have something for you.”










She froze, pulse skyrocketing. “What…?”










He reached beneath the table, producing a discreet, gift-wrapped box. Her breath hitched sharply as he slid it toward her.










“Open it,” he coaxed gently, eyes locked on hers.










Hands trembling, Hannah slowly lifted the lid. Heat exploded through her cheeks when she saw the contents—a thick adult diaper, white and soft, adorned with tiny pink teddy bears; a small pack of wipes, and an unmistakably childish pink pacifier.










She gasped softly, cheeks burning hot enough she feared they’d combust. “Oh my god—”










“Shh,” Liam soothed gently, eyes twinkling mischievously. “Calm down, little commuter. There’s more.”










She looked at him helplessly, speechless.










“Go ahead,” he urged, nodding toward the diaper. “Look under it.”










Reluctantly, heart pounding, Hannah shifted the diaper aside, revealing a sleek black satin pouch beneath it. Her eyes widened as she gently tugged it open, discovering a delicate remote-controlled vibrator nestled discreetly inside.










“Oh my god, Liam,” she whispered, shock mingling with excitement and deep, profound embarrassment. “You’re serious.”










“Deadly,” he murmured, his voice dripping with playful authority. “You like it, don’t you?”










Hannah’s mouth went dry, her pulse racing wildly. “I don’t—”










“Don’t lie,” Liam gently interrupted, eyes sparkling knowingly. “You’re blushing like crazy. Admit it, sweetheart—you love the thought of me humiliating you.”










Her heart skipped painfully. Hannah nodded slowly, cheeks burning fiercely. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible. “I do.”










“Good girl,” he praised softly, voice edged with triumph. “Then this is how it’s going to go: you’re going to take your pretty little gift, head into the restroom right now, and change into that adorable diaper. Slide that vibrator inside, and when you come back, I’ll control it—and you—for the rest of dinner. Understand?”










She hesitated, utterly mortified, pulse hammering in her ears. Yet beneath the embarrassment, a fiery thrill built steadily within her. Trembling, she nodded shyly. “Yes, Liam.”










His smile softened briefly into genuine warmth. “Good girl. Now hurry—I’m dying to see you blush again.”










Hannah scooped the box into her arms, barely able to breathe as she hurried through the dimly lit restaurant toward the restroom. Her mind was spinning wildly, cheeks aflame with excitement and shame.










In the bathroom stall, she locked the door with shaking fingers. Carefully, nervously, she slid her panties off, heart hammering. The diaper felt impossibly thick, babyish, humiliating—and as she taped it securely around her hips, she had never felt more vulnerable, yet strangely comforted. With a deep breath, she slipped the vibrator inside herself, gasping quietly as she adjusted it into place.










The reality of what she’d done washed over her, leaving her trembling with arousal and embarrassment. She’d surrendered completely to Liam’s playful dominance—and she wanted it. She wanted him to tease her, humiliate her, control her, and show her just how good submission could feel.










Steeling herself, she adjusted her dress to hide the bulk, stepped out into the restaurant, and returned meekly to the table.










Liam watched her return with smug satisfaction, his phone already in hand. He gave her a teasing smile, thumb hovering playfully above the screen.










“Ready, princess?”










“Yes, Liam,” Hannah breathed softly, voice shaking, cheeks blazing red.










He pressed the button.










A sudden burst of vibration hit deep inside her, making her gasp softly, thighs clenching together beneath the tablecloth. Liam smiled, watching every twitch, every blush, every tiny, helpless reaction with obvious pleasure.










“Good girl,” he whispered approvingly, thumb gently teasing the intensity. “Welcome to your new commute. I promise—you’re never going to dread rush hour again.”










And Hannah, trembling in secret pleasure, believed every word.









Chapter Three: No Exit










They should have been home by now.










Hannah knew it. Daddy knew it. Even the GPS, chirping hopelessly from the dashboard, seemed to give up trying to reroute.










Rain tapped steadily on the windshield, and the highway ahead was a glowing red snake of brake lights.










“We’re not moving,” she said softly.










Daddy didn’t answer right away. He kept one hand on the steering wheel, the other resting casually on the console between them. His fingers drummed once. Then stopped.










“I told you to go before we left,” he said, not unkindly.










She squirmed. “I didn’t have to then…”










“You sure about that?”










She stared out the window.










He knew.










Of course he did. Daddy always knew—whether it was the pitch in her voice, the way she held her legs tight, or the subtle wiggle of discomfort in her seat. She could pretend for only so long.










“I didn’t think it’d take this long,” she muttered.










“Your body doesn’t care about traffic.” His voice stayed low, steady. “It cares about timing. Signals. And whether or not someone is listening.”










She turned her head toward him, chin tilted slightly in challenge. “So what now?”










He looked over. His gaze wasn’t angry. It was calm. Knowing.










Nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide. Just the two of them sealed in together.










“We wait,” he said simply. “And we learn.”










“Learn what?”










“That you’re not in control right now.”










Her heart fluttered. Not from fear. From something far more dangerous.










He reached down and picked up her travel bottle—pink and childish, filled earlier that morning. Without a word, he unscrewed the lid and held it out.










“Drink.”










She stared at it.










“You’re kidding.”










“No, Hannah. I'm not.”










She didn’t move.










His tone didn’t change.










“I don’t ask twice when you’re in little space.”










“But I’m not—”










“You’re close. And this traffic jam is going to push you there whether you like it or not.”










She took the bottle.










Her hands trembled just slightly as she brought it to her lips. The liquid was warm. Sweet. Familiar.










Halfway through, she stopped. “This is going to make it worse.”










“I know,” he said, lips twitching into the smallest smile. “That’s the point.”










“Mean.”










“Discipline.”










She drank the rest.










They sat in silence for a while.










Outside, the rain grew heavier, blurring the lights beyond the glass. Inside, time seemed to stretch—measured only by the growing tightness in her belly and the increasingly aware silence between them.










At some point, she shifted. Crossed her legs. Uncrossed them. Bit her lip.










“You’re squirming,” he said without looking.










“I’m fine.”










“Tell the truth.”










Her face burned.










“…Not fine.”










He reached over and gently took her hand, threading his fingers through hers.










“You’re doing so well,” he said. “You’re not in trouble. But this is what happens when you don’t listen to your body—or to me.”










She couldn’t speak. Her chest felt tight.










“I don’t expect perfection, baby. I expect surrender.”










Tears threatened, but not from pain. Not from shame, either.










From relief.










Because this was what she wanted, wasn’t it? What she craved. Not to be punished—but to be seen. To be held. To be known down to the last little wiggle in her seat.










He brought her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles.










“I’ll take care of it when we get home.”










She nodded slowly.








And for the rest of the drive—no matter how long it took—she didn’t ask again.







Chapter Four: Morning Revelations










The soft morning light filtered through the blinds, casting a gentle glow over the room. For a moment, everything felt perfectly still, and Hannah’s mind floated somewhere between sleep and wakefulness. The sensation of warmth, security, and—strangely—comfort surrounded her, but something else was pressing against her senses, reminding her of the reality of her situation.










Her eyes fluttered open, and immediately, she felt the thick padding of the diaper between her legs, snug and uncomfortably tight. The soft crinkle of the material, the weight of the morning’s humiliation, flooded back in waves. She was still wearing the onesie Liam had put her in the night before, the snaps secure beneath her, making every movement feel like a reminder of her complete surrender to him.










She shifted slightly, the sensation of the diaper against her skin making her cheeks flush with fresh embarrassment, and yet… something was different now. She was no longer feeling angry or ashamed of what had happened. Instead, there was a strange sense of calm, of being cherished in a way that was completely new to her.










Liam’s warm, steady breathing beside her was the only sound in the room, and she realized with a small, fluttering smile that he was still asleep, holding her close. His arm was draped protectively around her waist, his hand resting just above her diapered bottom. She could feel his warmth, his presence, filling her with an undeniable sense of safety.










As she laid there in his embrace, she became acutely aware of the vulnerability that came with being fully dependent on him. Her body was stiff with the diaper, reminding her that this was no ordinary morning—this wasn’t just any relationship. She wasn’t just his girlfriend or a random woman he’d met for dinner. She had, without a doubt, submitted herself to him in a way that made her feel small, fragile, and yet somehow protected. She wasn’t just a woman in his arms; she was his little girl.










Hannah’s thoughts swirled as the weight of her situation hit her. It felt strange, exhilarating, and terrifying all at once. Her pulse quickened as she turned her head, careful not to disturb Liam, to see him still asleep, his features relaxed and content. He looked nothing like the dominant man he’d been the night before—no, in his sleep, he looked almost vulnerable too.










But it wasn’t just his vulnerability that struck her. It was the sudden realization of how completely she had surrendered to him. Her body, her emotions, even her thoughts now belonged to him. She was his in a way she had never been anyone’s before.










Slowly, she pulled herself out of bed, wincing as she shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly in the otherwise quiet room. She felt a rush of embarrassment as she made her way to the bathroom, avoiding Liam’s gaze, hoping he wouldn’t wake up and catch her acting like a baby. The hum of the bathroom fan felt like a small moment of privacy, where she could collect her thoughts and reassess what had just happened.










She stood in front of the mirror, her cheeks flushing at the reflection that stared back at her. Her onesie clung to her body in all the wrong ways, and the thick diaper made her look more like a child than an adult woman. But despite the childishness of her appearance, there was a fierce sense of desire inside her—an ache that hadn’t been there before.










A rush of heat flooded her chest as she thought back to the previous night. To the way Liam had cared for her, had dressed her, had held her when she needed him the most. He’d made her feel not just protected, but desired in a way that was unlike anything she’d ever experienced.










With shaky hands, she grabbed the wipes from the bathroom counter and began to freshen up. The act of wiping herself clean only deepened the sense of helplessness she felt, knowing that she was completely dependent on someone else for her care. It was humiliating—and yet, it was a kind of liberation too. For once, she didn’t have to worry about being strong or in control. She could just… be.










As she finished cleaning herself up, she returned to the bedroom, hesitating before pulling the onesie down and changing the diaper. When she returned to Liam’s side, he stirred softly in his sleep, his hand reaching out as though instinctively searching for her.










“Hannah?” His voice was low, rough from sleep, and it sent a thrill down her spine. “You awake, baby girl?”










She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest as she slowly slid back into bed beside him. Liam’s eyes fluttered open fully, locking with hers. He smiled warmly, his fingers brushing over the curve of her cheek, making her feel all the more like his.










“How are you feeling this morning?” he asked gently, his tone soft but tinged with the same authority he always carried.










Hannah hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to articulate what she was feeling. Her mind raced with emotions—embarrassment, longing, fear, and excitement. But she didn’t hesitate for long.










“Different,” she whispered softly. “I feel… different. But in a good way.”










Liam’s smile deepened as he stroked her hair affectionately. “Good girl,” he whispered, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “You’re mine now. And I’m going to take care of you—just like I promised.”










A shiver ran down her spine at his words. She had known what she was signing up for when she walked into his life. But hearing him say it—hearing him make that promise—felt like it sealed her fate. She had never been so sure of anything in her life.










“You’re perfect for me,” he murmured softly, his lips brushing over hers in a gentle kiss. “I’ll make sure you’re taken care of, sweetheart. But there are rules we’re going to follow, understand?”










Hannah nodded quickly, her throat tightening as she tried to keep herself from speaking too much. Her voice seemed to catch in her chest every time she tried to form a sentence.










Liam’s hand gently rubbed over the waistband of her diaper, a teasing smile playing at the corners of his lips. “You’re mine now. And I’m going to keep you just like this. Diapered. Protected. But that doesn’t mean you won’t learn. And that doesn’t mean I won’t push your limits.”










Her heart skipped a beat. “What kind of limits?” she asked softly, not sure if she really wanted to know.










Liam chuckled softly, the sound rich and full of authority. “You’ll see soon enough, little one. But for now, let’s start with something simple. I want you to be a good girl for me today. Just like last night. Okay?”










Hannah swallowed, her body thrumming with nervous energy. “Okay, Daddy,” she whispered softly.










He smiled warmly, brushing his thumb over her lip. “Good girl. Now let’s get you dressed properly for the day.”










Hannah didn’t argue. She didn’t want to. There was something so peaceful about being controlled by him, so safe in his hands. She let him guide her through the process of changing into something more comfortable—a pair of soft pajamas, still with the diaper securely in place beneath it. She was his, and she wasn’t sure if she ever wanted to be anyone else’s.










As Liam moved to leave the room, he paused at the door, looking back at her with a mischievous grin. “By the way,” he said casually, “I hope you’re ready for today’s training. I’ve got a few more surprises for you. And trust me, princess—you’ll enjoy every minute of it.”










Hannah’s pulse quickened, and she nodded eagerly, feeling a wave of both nervousness and anticipation wash over her. Whatever Liam had planned for her today, she knew one thing for certain: She was ready to surrender to him completely.










She was his little girl now—and she was going to enjoy every moment of it.









Chapter Five: Daddy’s Rules










After breakfast, Liam guided Hannah into the living room, his warm, reassuring hand resting gently on her lower back. She still felt a rush of embarrassment each time she moved, reminded by the subtle crinkle beneath her pajamas of her new reality.










He led her to the plush sofa, gently indicating for her to sit. Hannah settled down, feeling small and vulnerable beneath his gaze. Liam took a seat beside her, his expression gentle yet serious.










“Hannah, if this is going to work—if you truly want to explore this with me—we need to set some clear boundaries. You need structure. Rules.”










Her stomach flipped nervously, but she nodded quietly. “Yes, Daddy.”










Liam smiled softly, pleased by her willingness. “Good girl.” He leaned forward slightly, his eyes steady and calming. “First rule: Honesty. I need you to always be open with me about your feelings, your limits, your fears. No hiding anything, no matter how small. Understood?”










“Yes, Daddy,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.










“Second,” Liam continued, his voice firm yet affectionate, “when we’re together, you’re my responsibility. That means no arguing when I decide what’s best for you. If I say it’s time for bed, you go to bed. If I decide you need comfort or protection—” he paused gently, his eyes glancing downward for emphasis, “—then that’s exactly what you’ll get.”










She blushed fiercely, heart fluttering. “Okay.”










“And lastly,” Liam said, taking her hand in his and squeezing reassuringly, “I want you to trust me. Completely. I’ll never do anything to hurt or embarrass you beyond your limits. Everything we do is for your happiness, your safety, and your comfort. Can you trust me with that?”










Her throat tightened with emotion. No one had ever made her feel this genuinely cared for, this valued. She nodded without hesitation. “I do trust you, Daddy.”










“Good.” He leaned in and kissed her forehead softly. “Now, I have a question. How are you feeling after everything so far? Any regrets?”










Hannah hesitated briefly, then shook her head. “Not at all. I’m still embarrassed…but I also feel…” She struggled to find the words, looking up at him shyly. “Safe. Like I can let go.”










He smiled, brushing her hair gently away from her face. “That’s exactly how you’re supposed to feel. This lifestyle isn’t just about control, Hannah—it’s about trust, connection, and allowing yourself the freedom to just exist, to let someone else handle things for a while.”










She took a deep breath, processing his words. “It’s just all so new,” she admitted softly, glancing down at her hands folded neatly in her lap.










“I know,” Liam said gently. “Which is why today is just about relaxing and easing you into everything. How about we watch a movie together?”










She smiled with relief. “I’d love that.”










He stood up, selecting a cozy blanket from the back of the sofa and settling beside her again, pulling her comfortably into his arms. Hannah felt herself relax fully against his chest, enveloped by warmth and safety.










Halfway through the movie, Liam quietly reached into his pocket, revealing something small and colorful. Hannah’s breath caught as he pressed the pacifier gently to her lips, giving her an affectionate smile. She hesitated for just a moment before obediently accepting it, her cheeks warming as she gently sucked.










“Good girl,” Liam murmured softly. “It’ll help you relax.”










Hannah leaned into him even more deeply, feeling the steady rise and fall of his breathing beneath her. It was strangely calming—embarrassing yet comforting. She felt protected, loved, and completely at ease. For the first time in a long while, she allowed herself to truly let go.










When the credits rolled, Liam shifted gently, softly stroking her hair. “Feeling better, sweetheart?”










She looked up at him, nodding shyly, still keeping the pacifier softly between her lips.










“I think it’s nap time,” he said with gentle authority. Hannah’s blush returned full force, but she nodded obediently, trusting him completely.










He led her by the hand to the bedroom again, helping her under the soft, warm covers. Hannah curled up comfortably, letting out a small sigh of contentment as Liam sat beside her, gently rubbing her back.










“Rest now,” he said quietly, his voice full of warmth and affection. “Daddy’s right here.”










Her eyelids grew heavy, and within minutes she drifted off to sleep, enveloped by Liam’s soothing presence and the reassuring knowledge that, in this strange and wonderful new world, she was exactly where she belonged.









Chapter Six: New Routines










When Hannah woke, sunlight was pouring softly through the blinds, painting stripes across the duvet. She blinked slowly, feeling more refreshed and peaceful than she had in months. There was a warmth nestled in her chest, a calmness that seemed to stretch beyond just waking from a nap—it was something deeper, something new.










She turned over slowly, hearing the now-familiar crinkle beneath her pajamas, and found Liam sitting beside the bed, a book open in his hands. He looked up, a gentle smile instantly spreading across his lips when he saw she was awake.










“Good nap?” he asked softly.










She nodded, stretching and smiling shyly. “Really good, actually.”










“Good,” he said, putting the book aside and moving closer. He gently brushed the hair from her face, his thumb softly grazing her cheek. “You deserved it.”










She leaned into his touch, the embarrassment she’d felt earlier slowly fading into something softer, more comforting. Liam had a way of making even the strangest things feel natural and safe.










“So, I was thinking,” he began carefully, his voice steady and gentle, “if you’re comfortable, maybe we could try a new routine. Something that gives you the chance to really feel this out—see what feels good and what doesn’t.”










Hannah swallowed, nerves fluttering in her stomach again, but she nodded. “Okay.”










He smiled warmly. “Good girl. Here’s what I propose: For the rest of the weekend, while we’re here together, we embrace this fully. No holding back, no embarrassment. You trust me, and I take care of you completely—exactly as we discussed.”










Her heart jumped at the thought. It was both thrilling and terrifying. “You mean… full-time?”










“Just until tomorrow night,” Liam reassured her gently. “Think of it as a trial run. You’ll have rules, routines, and care from me. It’ll give you a chance to explore safely, completely protected. And after that, we’ll talk and see what you liked, what you didn’t, and go from there.”










She took a deep breath, the concept both exciting and daunting. Yet the warmth in his eyes and the gentle way he spoke gave her courage.










“I think…” she started slowly, heart racing. “I think I’d like that, Daddy.”










Liam’s smile deepened, pride and genuine affection clear in his expression. “I’m proud of you. You’re so brave.”










She blushed softly, smiling back. “I’m nervous, though.”










“That's completely understandable,” he reassured her, gently squeezing her hand. “But Daddy will take care of everything. You just trust me and follow the rules.”










“What kind of rules?” she asked, her voice small but curious.










“Simple things to help you relax,” he explained gently. “Bedtime at eight, regular naps, no big-girl responsibilities or worries allowed. I'll handle meals, clothes, changes, everything. You’ll ask permission for anything you need, and if you need comfort, you’ll come straight to Daddy.”










Her face flushed brightly again at the thought of relying on him so entirely. But beneath the embarrassment, there was something deeply appealing about letting go—being taken care of, feeling safe enough to trust someone so completely.










“I think I can do that,” she finally whispered.










“I know you can.” He stood and gently helped her sit up, smoothing down her pajamas softly. “Let’s start by getting you comfortable again.”










She blushed, realizing what he meant, but quietly allowed him to lead her back to the living room. He spread out a soft, cozy blanket on the sofa and carefully laid her down, giving her a reassuring smile as he retrieved her pacifier again. This time she accepted it without hesitation, grateful for the comfort it brought.










“Just relax,” Liam said softly, gently stroking her hair. “I’m right here. All you have to do is let go.”










Hannah’s breathing slowed as she let herself sink into the warmth and calm of Liam’s presence. For the first time in her adult life, she allowed herself to be completely cared for, completely safe.










Hours later, after a cozy dinner and a quiet evening spent curled in Liam’s arms watching cartoons—something she’d secretly adored but never admitted to anyone—Hannah found herself once again being gently guided to bed.










She was still nervous about fully surrendering control, but the trust she felt for Liam overrode any fear she had. When he softly whispered goodnight, gently kissed her forehead, and switched off the bedside lamp, she felt an overwhelming sense of security envelop her.










“Sleep well, sweetheart,” Liam murmured warmly. “Tomorrow, Daddy will have even more wonderful things planned.”










As Hannah closed her eyes, her pacifier soothing and comforting, she realized she was finally exactly where she wanted to be—safe, loved, and fully surrendered.










She was Daddy’s little girl, and this new world he’d shown her was everything she never knew she needed.









Chapter Seven: The First Accident










The sunlight was softer this morning, filtered through gauzy curtains and the hush of a quiet Sunday. Hannah stirred beneath the blankets, the same way she had so many mornings before—but this time, there was no pressure to rise, no alarm clock screeching, no work emails waiting to ruin her mood.










Only the warmth of Liam’s apartment, the soft rustle of sheets, and the distant clatter of something in the kitchen.










She blinked sleepily and shifted in bed—then froze.










A warm, unfamiliar squish pressed back against her.










Her stomach dropped.










She pushed the blankets aside with trembling hands, heart already pounding. The pastel pink onesie still clung to her body, but beneath it, her diaper was no longer just thick—it was soaked. Heavy. Warm. The padding had swollen around her, clinging to her skin in the most humiliating way possible.










“Oh my God,” she whispered.










Her mind spiraled. She hadn’t even realized it. No sensation, no warning—just… warmth. Her body had given up control without her even noticing. Had she dreamt of going to the bathroom? Had she truly—










Footsteps approached.










She froze again, breath caught in her throat.










Liam appeared in the doorway holding two mugs, his expression softening the moment he saw her.










“Good morning, sweetheart,” he said gently. “You’re up early.”










Hannah couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. She sat frozen on the edge of the bed, staring down at herself, mortified. The soaked diaper crinkled softly under her.










“I… I…” she stammered.










Liam crossed the room and set the mugs down on the nightstand. He didn’t look alarmed. Not even surprised. Instead, he reached out and gently brushed her hair behind her ear.










“You had an accident?” he asked gently, as if asking if she wanted cream in her tea.










She nodded slowly, eyes burning. “I didn’t even feel it. I didn’t know. It just happened.”










Liam sat beside her, calm and steady. “That’s alright, baby. That’s what the diapers are for. You didn’t do anything wrong.”










Tears pricked the corners of her eyes. “But it’s so—humiliating. I’m an adult, I shouldn’t—”










“Shhh.” His arms wrapped around her gently, pulling her into a warm, grounding hug. “You’ve spent your whole life being in control. Always being strong. Now you’re letting yourself feel small, soft, cared for. It’s okay to let go.”










“But I didn’t even mean to—”










“That’s your body telling you it feels safe enough not to worry.” He kissed her temple. “I’m proud of you.”










She buried her face into his shoulder, her chest tight with emotion. The shame melted slowly in his arms, replaced by something unexpected—relief.










“I don’t know why this is comforting,” she whispered.










“Because you’re being loved exactly how you are. No expectations. No judgment.”










He pulled away just slightly, brushing a thumb under her eye. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up, hm?”










She nodded shyly, her face still flushed. “Yes, Daddy.”










Liam stood and offered his hand, helping her off the bed with tender care. He led her down the hall to the bathroom, where a soft towel and fresh supplies were already waiting.










“Lay down, baby,” he said gently, and she obeyed, her heartbeat loud in her ears as she lay back on the changing mat.










This time, when he undid the snaps on her onesie and peeled back the tapes of her diaper, she didn’t flinch or turn away. She simply let herself be cared for—his movements calm, rhythmic, practiced. He cleaned her gently, with no rush, no tension.










She realized she was no longer resisting this part of herself—the girl who blushed when called

 

baby


 
, who needed someone to hold the reins for a while, who wanted to be seen and cared for, fully.










Once she was powdered and padded again, he helped her back into a fresh onesie—sky blue, with soft ruffles on the sleeves and legs.










“There,” he said with a smile. “Much better.”










He lifted her chin. “And now, breakfast for my good girl.”










In the kitchen, the table had already been set. A small plate of scrambled eggs, fruit, and toast waited next to a baby pink sippy cup. Hannah blinked.










“You didn’t…” she began, eyes wide.










“Oh, I did,” Liam said, grinning. “We’re doing the full weekend, remember?”










Her face flamed red, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she lowered herself into the seat he pulled out and picked up the cup with both hands.










He sat across from her, sipping his coffee as if this were the most ordinary Sunday in the world.










“After breakfast,” he said, “we’ll try something new.”










Her eyes flicked up curiously.










“Little ones need to learn how to behave in public too, don’t they?”










Her heart skipped.










“We’re going out?” she asked, nervously clutching the cup.










“Just a walk,” he said, calm as ever. “No one will know what you’re wearing under your dress. But you’ll know. That’s the important part.”










The thrill of it—the risk, the exposure, the humiliating intimacy—shot through her like lightning.










“You’ll stay close?” she asked softly.










“Of course. I’ll hold your hand the whole time.”










She felt the nerves trembling in her belly, but she nodded. “Okay, Daddy.”










He reached across the table and gently squeezed her hand.










“You’re doing so well,” he said warmly. “I can’t wait to see how far you’ll go.”










And neither could she.









Chapter Eight: Walk Softly, Crinkle Loudly










Hannah stood frozen at the full-length mirror near Liam’s front door. Her reflection looked almost normal—simple blue sundress, short denim jacket, flats. Her hair was in soft waves, lightly tousled, and her cheeks were naturally flushed.










To anyone else, she’d look like any ordinary woman stepping out for a Sunday stroll.










But under the dress, she could feel the soft bulk between her thighs. The thick, fresh diaper Liam had snugly taped around her less than an hour ago pressed gently with every tiny shift of her weight. There was no hiding it from herself. And that was the point.










Liam appeared behind her, his hands resting reassuringly on her shoulders. His voice was low, calm.










“You look beautiful, baby.”










Her cheeks flamed. “You can’t tell?”










He smirked. “Not unless someone’s looking for it. And trust me—they’re not. Everyone’s in their own little world.”










Hannah bit her lip. The idea that someone might notice—might hear the faint crinkle, or see the slight puff under the fabric—sent a pulse of adrenaline through her chest.










She looked up into his eyes in the mirror. “And you’ll stay close?”










Liam gently brushed a strand of hair from her cheek and kissed the top of her head. “I’ll be with you the whole time. Just stay by Daddy’s side and hold my hand like a good girl. You’ll be safe.”










Heart pounding, she nodded.










“Ready?”










“No,” she said honestly, then smirked. “But let’s do it anyway.”










Liam chuckled and opened the door, lacing his fingers through hers.










Outside, the air was crisp with the scent of spring. Birds chirped from the nearby trees, and a breeze tugged playfully at the hem of her dress. The street was peaceful—just a few neighbors walking dogs, the occasional jogger, a dad helping his kid ride a bike down the sidewalk.










They walked in silence for a few minutes, Liam’s hand warm and steady around hers. Hannah tried to focus on the rhythm of their steps instead of the way her diaper shifted with every movement. Every so often, she caught herself tensing her thighs to minimize the sound. It was instinctive—embarrassment clashing with obedience.










“Relax,” Liam said, his tone gentle but firm. “You’re doing great.”










She glanced up at him, nerves swirling in her stomach. “I keep thinking someone’s going to hear.”










“And what if they do?” he replied. “They’ll assume it’s medical. And if they look closer…” He smirked. “Well, then they’re the pervert.”










She snorted with laughter, grateful for the tension-breaking joke.










They turned down a shaded path that led into a quiet neighborhood park—open grass, a few benches, and a little wooden bridge that stretched over a gentle stream. It was peaceful. Isolated enough to calm her nerves, public enough to make her squirm.










When they stopped by a bench, Liam gently guided her down. She hesitated—sitting in a thick diaper made her feel even more helpless—but obeyed.










Liam joined her, slipping his arm around her shoulder and pulling her close. She let her head rest against his chest, her fingers absentmindedly curling around the edge of his jacket.










“You’re doing so well, sweetheart,” he murmured. “I’m proud of you.”










Her voice was small. “I keep thinking about what would happen if someone walked by and heard me.”










Liam’s fingers traced lazy circles along her shoulder. “That’s part of it. The fear, the excitement… the surrender.”










She shivered, but not from the cold.










“Daddy?”










“Mmm?”










“Would you be disappointed if I loved this?”










He smiled, kissing the top of her head. “Not even a little. I was hoping you would.”










She was quiet for a moment, breathing slowly, grounding herself in the safety of his arms. The thick padding beneath her no longer felt like a shameful secret—it felt like a bond. A symbol of the trust she’d placed in him. A reminder that she didn’t have to carry the world on her shoulders anymore.










“Do you think…” she hesitated, “do you think I’m weird for liking this?”










Liam pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “No, baby. I think you’re brave. Most people go their whole lives pretending they’re fine. You’re facing what you actually need. That’s strong. That’s beautiful.”










Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes—not from shame, but relief.










“I don’t want this weekend to end,” she whispered.










“Then it doesn’t have to.”










Her breath caught.










Liam reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small silver key on a pink ribbon. He placed it in her palm.










“This is for the drawer in my room. If you ever decide you’re ready, I want you to open it. Inside, there’s everything you need for the next step.”










She looked up at him. “What’s the next step?”










“Longer. Deeper. Trust beyond the weekend.”










She stared at the key, trembling slightly.










“And if I’m not ready?”










“Then I’ll keep loving you where you are.”










Her heart swelled.










They sat on the bench for a while longer, the world quiet around them. Liam’s arm stayed firm around her shoulders, his presence grounding, calming.










Eventually, he stood and offered his hand again. “Come on. Let’s go home.”










She stood slowly, her legs shaky, but she was smiling now. Holding Daddy’s hand. Diapered under her dress. Trusting him more than she ever thought she could trust anyone.










And somehow, for the first time in her life, she didn’t feel embarrassed.










She felt… free.









Chapter Nine: The Drawer










The apartment was quiet when they returned. Hannah stepped out of her shoes and stood still for a moment, letting the calm wash over her. Her body felt different—lighter, but also aware. She could still feel the soft padding under her dress, a constant whisper of vulnerability against her skin.










Liam closed the door behind them, his presence steady at her back.










Her fingers reached for the ribbon tied around her neck—the key.










She turned slowly to face him.










“Can I… see it?” she asked.










Liam’s eyes softened. “Only if you’re ready.”










“I think I am.”










He took her hand and led her through the bedroom. At the end of the dresser, he knelt, revealing the small drawer she hadn’t noticed before. A keyhole sat in the center—simple, delicate.










Hannah knelt beside him. Her fingers trembled as she untied the ribbon and slipped the key into the lock.











Click.











She hesitated.










Liam placed his hand gently over hers. “Go slow. No rush.”










She nodded and slid the drawer open.










Inside was something… tender. Intimate. Not loud or shocking, but deliberate.










A soft pink onesie, folded neatly, with lace trim and embroidered letters that spelled

 

Property of Daddy.











A small baby bottle with a pastel cap.










Three neatly stacked diapers, thicker and softer than the ones she had worn so far—these ones had a childish print of bears and stars that made her breath catch.










Tucked between the folded clothes was a handwritten note. She picked it up.












“For my little girl,




If you choose this, it means you’re ready to be mine—not just for a night, but truly mine.




Not because you’re weak, but because you’re brave enough to let go.




I will protect you.




I will guide you.




And I will never let you fall without catching you.”














She swallowed hard. Her chest ached in a strange, sweet way.










Liam stood behind her now, watching. Waiting.










“This isn’t a box of kinks,” he said softly. “It’s a box of trust. It’s your choice how deep you want to go.”










She ran her fingers over the soft fabric. “It’s scary. Letting go like that.”










“It’s also the bravest thing you’ll ever do.”










She turned to look up at him. “What happens if I say yes?”










“Then we start something real,” he said. “A journey that doesn’t end when the weekend does.”










“And if I say not yet?”










“Then we close the drawer,” he said gently, “and we go back to cuddling on the couch with warm tea and silly movies.”










She let out a small laugh. “You always make it sound so easy.”










“It’s not easy,” he said, kneeling beside her. “But it’s honest. And it’s yours.”










Hannah looked down at the note again. The diapers. The onesie. The symbols of something bigger than she ever imagined wanting.










But she did want it.










Not all at once.










Not in one terrifying plunge.










But in slow, deep steps. In mornings where she didn’t have to be strong. In evenings where she could let herself be held, cared for, and kept safe.










“I think I want to try,” she said softly.










Liam smiled, slow and warm. “Then let’s take the next step. Together.”










He took her hand and helped her up. “Tonight, I’ll help you change into something that makes you feel small. But I’ll stay right here the whole time. No pressure. Just care.”










She nodded, heart fluttering.










“I trust you, Daddy.”










And she meant every word.









Chapter Ten: Tucked In










The onesie felt different in her hands now.










Earlier that day, she might’ve cringed at the sight of the lace trim or the words stitched in soft pink thread across the chest. But now, holding it close to her chest as Liam helped her undress, she only felt her heart beating louder.










It was real now.










Not pretend.










Not some little fantasy whispered into the dark.










This was her. Stepping into something deeper.










Something tender.










“You okay?” Liam asked, kneeling beside the bed with a pile of clean things beside him.










Hannah nodded, her cheeks red but her gaze steady. “Just… fluttery.”










“That’s allowed.” He smiled. “Being cared for isn’t weakness, little one. It’s the opposite. It’s bravery.”










She bit her lip and gave a tiny nod, then laid back on the bed, letting out a slow breath.










The process was unhurried. Liam moved gently, like he was handling something sacred. His hands were calm, warm, reassuring. He didn’t tease, didn’t smirk—just offered comfort in every touch. She felt herself melt into the softness, surrendering inch by inch.










By the time the onesie was pulled over her and snapped between her legs, she felt more than dressed.










She felt claimed.










And held.










Liam helped her sit up and guided her toward the mirror—not to embarrass her, but to let her see.










The fabric hugged her snugly. The words

 

Property of Daddy


 
sat proudly on her chest, not as a joke, not as humiliation, but as something beautiful. A statement of trust.










“It suits you,” he said quietly.










“I feel… small.”










He came up behind her, resting his hands gently on her shoulders. “That’s the idea.”










She turned slowly and wrapped her arms around his middle, burying her face in his shirt.










“I don’t think I’ve ever let anyone see me like this before,” she whispered. “Not just the clothes. I mean… all of it.”










“I know,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “And I don’t take it for granted.”










He led her back to the bed and pulled the covers over her, tucking them around her as though she were a child needing safety from the night.










“Daddy?” she asked softly.










“Yes, sweetheart?”










“Can I… can I fall asleep like this? With you right here?”










“You never even have to ask.”










He climbed in beside her, strong arms curling around her gently, pulling her close. His hand rested lightly on her back, his breathing steady and calm.










And as her body relaxed into his, something deep inside her settled too.










Not because everything was perfect.










Not because the world outside was suddenly easy.










But because here, in this space, wrapped in a silly onesie and a warm blanket, Hannah could finally exhale.










Finally stop pretending.










Finally… just be held.










She didn’t speak again that night.










She didn’t need to.








Because Liam never let go.







Chapter Eleven: Morning Rules










Warmth.










It was the first thing Hannah noticed as she blinked awake.










Not sunlight. Not noise.










Just warmth.










Wrapped around her like a quilt stitched from breath and heartbeat. Liam’s arm was still around her, strong and secure. She could feel the slow rise and fall of his chest behind her, the steady weight of his presence.










She didn’t move.










Not yet.










For the first time in forever, there was no rush. No calendar invite. No phone buzzing on the nightstand. Only the sound of Liam’s quiet breath and the memory of what she’d let herself become last night.










His.










She closed her eyes again and breathed in deep. The onesie was still snug against her skin, a little wrinkled from sleep, the thick padding between her thighs warm and comforting. She shifted slightly and felt the way it pressed back—reminding her who she was now.










Daddy’s girl.










His baby.










Still wrapped in yesterday’s care, but somehow beginning something new.










“Mornin’,” Liam murmured, voice rough with sleep.










“Morning,” she whispered.










He didn’t move his arm. Didn’t loosen the hold. Just let her stay there, pressed close, safe.










“Sleep okay?”










She nodded against his shirt. “Better than I expected.”










“Dreams?”










“Not really. Just… floating.”










He chuckled softly. “That checks out.”










They lay in silence for a few more minutes, the weight of the day not quite touching them yet. But eventually, Liam stirred.










“Today’s a little different,” he said gently.










Hannah lifted her head. “How so?”










“Today, we try something small. Something soft. Nothing big or scary.”










She looked at him, curious. “Like what?”










He reached to the nightstand and pulled something out. A small laminated card, strung on a light pink ribbon.










The words

 

Daddy’s Little Girl – Obedience Mode


 
were printed on the front.










Her cheeks flushed immediately. “Oh.”










“You don’t have to wear it,” he said. “But if you do—it means Daddy’s in charge of the small things. Like when you eat. When you sit. When you’re changed.”










She swallowed. “All day?”










“Just until bedtime. I’ll be right here. You can say stop anytime.”










She hesitated, her fingers brushing the blanket. “It’s scary.”










“It’s new,” he corrected gently. “But not scary. You already trust me. This just lets me care for you in a way that helps you stay soft.”










She met his eyes.










“I want to try.”










Liam smiled and tied the ribbon carefully around her neck, letting the card rest just above her chest.










The weight of it was light.










But the meaning was heavy in the best way.










He helped her sit up, checked her padding—just with a hand on the front, no teasing, no comment—and kissed her forehead.










“Still dry,” he said. “Good girl.”










Her heart fluttered.










“Now, let’s get breakfast started. But first—bathroom is closed for you today.”










She blinked. “Closed?”










“Obedience mode, sweetheart,” he said with a wink. “If you need to go, you ask Daddy. If I say no… you wait.”










Her lips parted slightly.










It was subtle.










But powerful.










She nodded slowly. “Okay, Daddy.”










Liam helped her down from the bed, guiding her to the kitchen in bare feet and onesie warmth. The air smelled like coffee and safety.










She didn’t know what the rest of the day would bring.










But with the ribbon around her neck and Liam’s quiet, steady guidance beside her…










She didn’t need to.









Chapter Twelve: Just Breathe










Hannah sat on the edge of the couch, arms crossed, legs tucked beneath her. The silence between them had grown thick.










“I’m not a baby,” she muttered.










Daddy didn’t respond right away. He simply looked at her with that calm, quiet expression that always made her feel seen. Not judged. Just... understood.










She avoided his eyes.










“I mean it,” she added, but her voice was softer this time. Almost unsure.










He stood up slowly from the armchair. Walked toward her—not fast, not threatening. Just steady. In control. Always in control.










“Hannah,” he said gently, “I think right now you’re not sure who you are. And that’s okay.”










She blinked. “What’s that supposed to mean?”










“It means you’re tired. Your words say one thing, but everything else—your body, your tone, your eyes—says something else.”










She bit her lip, unsure whether to fight back or cry. “You think I’m being difficult?”










“I think you need help settling down,” he said calmly. “So here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to lie down, and I’m going to help you rest.”










She shook her head. “I don’t want to lie down.”










His brow didn’t move. “You do. You just don’t know it yet.”










Something in her chest tightened. Not anger. Not defiance. Just... the overwhelming weight of being seen too clearly.










He offered his hand.










She hesitated.










But then her fingers slipped into his like it was muscle memory. He guided her gently to the soft rug by the fireplace where a folded blanket and plush pillow waited.










He didn’t force her. Didn’t even speak. Just waited.










After a long breath, she lay down.










He knelt beside her, draping the blanket over her legs, then over her chest. His hands were slow, careful, kind.










“I feel silly,” she whispered.










He brushed a strand of hair from her face.










“You’re safe. And that’s not silly.”










Her eyes fluttered closed.










“Do I still get to speak?” she asked, half-joking, half-serious.










“Only when you need to,” he replied. “Right now, just breathe.”










So she did.










And for the first time in hours, her shoulders dropped. Her fingers unclenched. Her mind stopped spinning.










Maybe she wasn’t a baby.










But she didn’t have to be in charge either.









Chapter Thirteen: Say It Out Loud










The minutes passed slowly.










Too slowly.










Hannah sat on his lap like a doll—warm, aching, and barely able to focus. Every little twitch, every shift of her weight, made the pressure worse. And he knew it.










Liam had one arm around her waist and the other resting low on her tummy. Not pressing—just holding. Reminding her what she was full of. Reminding her

 

who


 
she was holding it for.










“Still dry?” he murmured.










She nodded faintly, cheeks flushed. “Barely…”










His voice dropped. “Good girl.”










The praise made her shiver. But it didn’t relieve the tension. Nothing did.










She leaned back against his chest, eyes closed, breathing through the pressure as if that would help. It didn’t.










“Daddy…” she whimpered after another long minute.










He didn’t answer.










She hesitated. Then tried again, this time softer.










“Daddy… I can’t anymore.”










That got a reaction.










He lifted her off his lap and stood her in front of him. Her legs trembled slightly. The weight in her belly made her press her thighs together in a hopeless attempt to delay the inevitable.










Liam looked down at her. Calm. Expectant.










“Tell me what’s about to happen.”










Her lip trembled. “I’m… gonna have an accident.”










“No,” he corrected, stepping closer. “You’re going to follow an order. You’re going to do exactly what Daddy told you to do. And you’re going to say it out loud.”










She swallowed, eyes wide. “Say what?”










He tapped her chest where the tag hung. “Say what a good girl says when she can’t hold it anymore.”










She blinked up at him, humiliated, turned on, completely unraveled.










“Please, Daddy…” she whispered. “May I wet my diaper?”










He didn’t answer right away.










Just stared at her.










Then: “Yes. Right now. And don’t hide it.”










Her hands clenched into fists at her sides.










And then—she broke.










She gasped, mouth open in shock, as the warmth spread through the diaper between her legs. It flooded out of her in waves, unstoppable, soaking the thick padding, turning her into exactly what he’d been training her to be.










His.










She felt her knees go soft, the relief overwhelming, the surrender even more so.










He caught her before she could sink to the floor.










“Good girl,” he whispered in her ear, lifting her into his arms. “That’s my obedient little baby.”










She didn’t even respond.










She couldn’t.










Her body was shaking. Her cheeks were wet with tears she didn’t remember crying. But her arms wrapped around his neck tightly, and she buried her face against his shoulder, trembling in the safety of finally letting go.










He carried her to the bedroom, laid her down, and pulled out a new, thicker diaper.










“Big girls get rewards,” he said calmly.










“But little ones like you?” He leaned close, eyes glinting. “They get

 

taken care of.


 
”









Chapter Fourteen: Daddy’s Goodnight










The crinkle was louder now.










Thicker. Softer. Heavier.










Hannah lay still on the bed, legs parted, the warm, wet diaper between her thighs already untaped and peeled away. Her cheeks burned, but not from shame.










From being seen.










From being known.










From being

 

changed.











Daddy knelt beside the bed with the same quiet patience he always had. No teasing. No rush. Just strong hands, slow wipes, and firm care. She flinched only once when the cold cloth brushed a sensitive spot.










He looked up. “Too much?”










She shook her head quickly. “No. Just surprised.”










“You did well today,” he said softly. “Better than I expected.”










Her heart fluttered. “Even though I broke?”










“You didn’t break,” he corrected. “You obeyed. There's a difference.”










He folded the thick nighttime diaper—so much puffier than the last—and slid it beneath her hips in one practiced motion. She could already feel how much bulkier it was. How it pushed her legs apart. How it would keep her from forgetting who she was.










“Why this one?” she asked quietly, fingers curling around the edge of the blanket.










“Because I don’t want my girl waking up wet and uncomfortable,” he said simply. “This one’s for sleeping. For surrendering fully.”










He pulled it up and over her.










The sound of the tapes sealing echoed louder than it should’ve. Like final words to a long day.










Thick. Crinkly. Unmistakable.










“Can you sit up for me?”










She did, legs spreading awkwardly from the padding. He sat behind her and lifted something into view—a soft bottle, filled with warm milk.










Her lips parted slightly.










“You earned this,” he said. “This is for little ones who follow orders—even when they’re hard.”










He placed the nipple to her mouth.










She hesitated, just a second.










Then sucked.










The warm milk flowed into her mouth slowly, filling her belly with something gentler than praise. It soothed her from the inside, while Daddy’s hand rubbed her back in steady circles.










“That’s it, baby,” he whispered. “You’re all done thinking. Just drink.”










She let her head rest on his shoulder. Let the milk warm her core. Let the diaper remind her there was nothing left to hold anymore.










He rocked her, just a little. The way you do when you love someone too much to speak it all at once.










And when the bottle was empty, he wiped her mouth with his thumb.










No words.










Just a kiss to her forehead and the careful lifting of the blanket.










“Sleep tight,” he murmured.










“Daddy?”










“Yes, sweetheart?”










“Will you stay?”










His hand slid into hers.










“Always.”









Chapter Fifteen: Morning Belongs to Daddy










She woke slowly.










Blanket tangled around her legs. Face warm against a pillow that smelled like him. The quiet rhythm of breathing behind her, steady and close, told her she wasn’t alone.










She didn’t want to move.










Didn’t want to break the spell.










But the padding between her legs already reminded her of where she was—what she’d done.










And what she’d become.










Hannah shifted slightly, just enough to feel the swollen heaviness between her thighs. She didn’t even remember waking up during the night. Didn’t remember letting go.










But she had.










She was soaked.










Not a little.










Completely.










And the best part?










She hadn’t even felt ashamed.










There was no guilt this time. No panic. Just the warm, quiet knowing that she had done exactly what he told her. That she’d let herself drift so deeply into obedience, her body had followed on its own.










She smiled faintly.










Then Daddy stirred behind her.










His voice, still thick with sleep, murmured low against her neck. “You’re awake.”










She nodded slowly. “Yes, Daddy.”










He slid a hand over her waist, down toward the front of her onesie, and rested it gently there.










“Wet?”










She flushed. “Very.”










“Good.”










He kissed her shoulder. “That’s what I want. A baby who doesn’t worry. Who lets go in her sleep because she knows Daddy will take care of it.”










She didn’t answer. Her throat was too full with the warmth of being wanted. Of being owned.










He sat up slowly, stretching once before turning to her with a sleepy smile.










“Time for a change.”










She hesitated, just a moment, eyes locked with his.










“Do I have to get up?”










“No,” he said simply. “You don’t have to do anything anymore.”










She melted.










Right there.










Because he didn’t just say it. He

 

meant


 
it.










He unzipped the onesie gently and peeled it down. The cool air hit her thighs, then the soaked diaper underneath. His hands didn’t rush. They never did. He undid the tapes like he was opening something precious.










She covered her face with her hands.










He pulled them away. “No hiding.”










She met his gaze. Blushing. Surrendering.










“Thank you,” she whispered.










He paused. “For what?”










“For making it okay. For taking all of it.”










He leaned down and kissed her forehead. “It’s mine now. You don’t have to carry it anymore.”










The diaper rustled as he slid it away. A new one waited—fluffy, clean, and thick. He didn’t ask if she wanted it.










She didn’t want him to.










He taped her in with slow, practiced ease, then zipped her back up in a fresh onesie and pulled her into his lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.










And maybe… it was.










The traffic that had trapped them days ago felt like a different lifetime.










Because now she wasn’t stuck.










She was held.










And there was no better place to be.
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