
        
            
                
            
        

    


Swipe for Mommy




A Lesbian Mommy Domme Romance of Diaper Discipline, Brat Taming, and Tender Control




Introduction











She thought it was just a flirty Tinder match. She never expected to end up padded, plugged, and begging for Mommy’s praise.











When bratty, confident Alina swipes right on the wrong woman, she’s drawn into a slow, sensual descent into submission. Ava is calm, sweet… and utterly in control. What begins as playful texting becomes irresistible dominance as Ava introduces Alina to diaper discipline, public humiliation, and the deep comfort of being owned.










From vibrating plugs at the office to diaper leaks in the park, Alina learns there’s no escaping Mommy’s rules—or her praise. But when affection turns to ownership, one question remains: does Alina want to be free… or does she want to belong?











Swipe for Mommy


 
is a tender, filthy, and emotionally rich femdom romance featuring lesbian DDLG dynamics, diaper play, humiliation, and the kind of control that melts every last bit of resistance. If you love gentle domination with a hard edge, this story will leave you leaking for more.









Chapter One: Just a Joke (Right?)










Alina hadn’t meant to swipe right. Not seriously, anyway.










It was a slow Sunday morning. She lay tangled in her sheets, croissant crumbs on her chest, an empty coffee mug balanced on the nightstand. Hair messy, lips dry, heart still chewing on the bitterness of last night’s date. Another bust. Another man who thought being “dominant” meant barking orders and calling her princess before they’d even touched.










She wasn’t in the mood for another ego. But she was bored.










Tinder was just background noise at this point. Swiping felt mechanical. Left. Left. God no. Left. Jesus—left again.










Then came her.










Ava, thirty-three. One photo. No filters. Blonde waves, stern eyes, a slight smile that wasn’t flirtatious—it was knowing. Like she was already in on a joke Alina hadn’t caught up to yet.










The bio made her pause.











No boys. No brats. Just girls who need a Mommy.











Alina’s brow lifted. “Okay, kink lady.”










She wasn’t new to femdom culture—she’d dabbled, scrolled the hashtags, read some smut when the mood struck. But

 

Mommy


 
? That was a first.










She smirked and swiped right anyway.










They matched instantly.










A few seconds later, a message popped up.












You look like a handful.














Alina raised an eyebrow. Not even a hello?










She thumbed a quick response, keeping it cute.












Only when I’m not being held

 😘












Let her chew on that.










A moment passed. Then—












Good girls don’t make Mommy chase.














Alina blinked.










Wait—was she serious?

 

That


 
serious? Was this just a bit? A roleplay thing? Or was she one of those rare women who actually meant what she said?










Her thumbs tapped quickly.












Are you, like, for real? That your kink?
















It’s not a kink. It’s who I am.




You can joke, baby girl. But eventually, you’ll want to sit still, be good, and let me take over.














Alina didn’t have an answer for that. Not right away. Her fingers hovered over the screen, half-typed comebacks fading into silence.










The woman was so calm. So…

 

there.











She exhaled and replied with a little sass.












I don’t sit still. Ever. And I bite.
















Then I’ll just have to gag you, won’t I?














Her breath caught.










It wasn’t the words. It was the timing. The tone. The absolute confidence behind them. Ava didn’t flirt. She directed.










Alina tried one more time.












You’re very confident for a woman I could totally ghost

 😇














You could. But we both know you won’t.
















Because you’re already wondering what my lap feels like.














Heat shot up Alina’s spine.










She tossed the phone aside, face flushed. No. No, no, no. She wasn’t falling into some weird DDLG trap. She was just bored. Horny, maybe. But not submissive. Definitely not somebody’s baby girl.










Still… her hand drifted back to the phone. Her thumb reopened the chat. She read it again. Slowly this time.










Already wondering what my lap feels like.










Goddamn her.










That night, just as she was tucking herself into bed, another message buzzed through.












You looked cute today, by the way.














She frowned. She hadn’t posted anything. No selfies. No stories. No updates.












How do you know what I looked like?
















Just a feeling. Brat energy and bedhead.
















You sleep on your side, don’t you?
















Always pulling the blanket up under your chin. Like a little girl who thinks it’ll protect her.














Her mouth went dry.










She did sleep like that. She’d never told anyone. Not even her last girlfriend. She curled up, cocooned herself, hoping the world would go quiet if she just hid well enough.










She didn’t answer.










She didn’t block her, either.










Instead, she pulled the blanket tighter and whispered to the darkness:










“Mommy…”










And hated how

 

right


 
it felt.









Chapter Two: Still Just Texts (But Not Really)










She told herself it was harmless.










That’s how all her bad decisions started.










It was just texting. Just a stranger online. A kinkster doing their little roleplay thing. Alina had matched with worse. Ghosted harder. Played games before.










But this was… different.










Ava didn’t chase. She didn’t flood her with compliments or dick-pic energy. There was no begging, no predictable flirt. Just presence. Patience. That tone. The one that made Alina feel twelve years younger and five inches shorter.










Still, she didn’t reply for a full day. She needed space to push the heat down, to remind herself she was in control.










But Ava didn’t double-text. Didn’t send a question mark or a “u there?”










She waited.










And on Monday morning, the message came.













“Put on something cute before you leave for work today. Pink suits you.”















Alina read it on the toilet.










No good morning. No how was your weekend.










Just a command dressed like a suggestion.










She narrowed her eyes, opened the front camera, and looked at herself: messy eyeliner, still in sleep shirt, one sock on. Pink?










She grabbed a light rose bra and a cropped hoodie before she even realized she was doing it.










Her jeans were tighter than usual.










All day, she kept tugging the waistband down, hyper-aware of her hips, her scent, her thighs. It wasn’t Ava. It was

 

her


 
, right? Just her getting in her own head.










That night, she didn’t wait for the next message.













Alina:





“Okay. So what if I

 

did


 
wear pink?”

















Ava:





“Then you’re a good girl. And I’m proud of you.”














Alina actually dropped her phone.










The phrase

 

good girl


 
cracked something inside her chest. That simple. That soft. No threats. No force.










Just praise.










And it worked.










God, it worked.













Alina:





“You don’t even know me.”

















Ava:





“Not yet. But I will.”

















Ava:





“Do you want to be known, Alina?”














Alina stared at her screen.










She didn’t answer for twenty minutes.










Then, slowly, she typed.













Alina:





“Sometimes.”

















Ava:





“Then stop hiding behind sarcasm and tell me what you wore underneath.”














She almost didn’t.










But her fingers moved.













Alina:





“White panties. Thin. A little wet earlier. But I changed them after lunch.”

















Ava:





“Next time, don’t. Let it soak. You’ll remember me all day.”














She should’ve rolled her eyes. Called her a freak. Laughed.










But instead… Alina shifted in her bed, slowly rubbing her thighs together.










Then another message appeared.













Ava:





“Sit still.”














Alina blinked.










The air in her bedroom changed. Like Ava was watching. Not the words. Not the phone. But her. The way her hips moved. The way her toes curled into her blanket.












“Don’t move until I say.”














It was absurd. She was a grown woman, 29 years old. She had a job. She paid her rent on time.










And yet…










She stopped.










Body frozen, heat blooming beneath her skin, breath trapped in her throat.










She sat still.










For five full minutes.










Her muscles twitched. Her fingers itched.










But she waited.










Then finally, mercifully:













Ava:





“Good girl.”














She let out a moan she didn’t mean to make.













Ava:





“Now take off your panties. But don’t touch yourself. Not yet.”














Alina obeyed.










She told herself it didn’t matter.










Just texts. Just flirtation. She was still in control. Right?













Ava:





“Picture.”














She hesitated.










Not of everything. Just the thighs. A peek. Enough to show she’d followed the rule.










She took it.










Sent it.










Seconds later:













Ava:





“Perfect.”

















Ava:





“But I see a little attitude behind those eyes.”

















Ava:





“You’re the kind of girl who would fight me if I told you to wear something thicker.”

















Alina:





“Thicker than what?”














No response.










Until…













Ava:





“Than panties.”














Oh.










Oh no.










Alina’s mouth went dry.













Alina:





“You mean like… like an actual diaper?”

















Ava:





“Of course.”

















Ava:





“Good girls don’t leak on furniture, baby.”














Alina let the phone drop to her chest again. Her whole body hummed.










She hated that it turned her on.










Hated that her nipples were hard. That her legs were open. That the word

 

diaper


 
didn’t make her laugh—it made her

 

throb.














Alina:





“You’re insane.”

















Ava:





“I’m your Mommy.”














Alina stared at that sentence.










Didn’t answer.










Didn’t block.










Didn’t move.










Not for a very, very long time.









Chapter Three: Say It Out Loud










The chat had been quiet for two days.










Not silent—just quiet. Not a single emoji. Not even a good morning. Ava didn’t chase. She waited.










That should’ve made Alina lose interest. It usually did.










But instead, it made her ache.










Every hour without a message, she found herself checking her phone. Not for alerts—just to scroll up, reread old messages. Her own words looked bratty now, try-hard. Ava’s words hadn’t aged a second. They hummed like truth.










She needed to hear her. Just once. Just a voice, a sound, a sentence. Something real.










She almost texted first.










But just before midnight, Ava beat her to it.












Pick a time.




Five minutes.




We talk.














That was it.










Alina’s heart slammed against her ribs. No please. No “wanna chat?” Just… pick a time.










She almost typed back something sarcastic.










Instead, she replied:












Now.


















The phone rang five seconds later.










One ring. Two. Three.










She let it go to voicemail.










Then stared at the screen, chest rising and falling like a girl about to get caught.










The next buzz was a text.












Scared?














She swallowed.












Nervous. Not scared.
















That’s good.




Answer this time.














She did.














“Hello, baby girl.”










Ava’s voice wasn’t loud. It was low. Warm. Like honey dripped on a knife.










Alina didn’t speak at first. Just breathed. Slowly. Trying not to let her voice tremble.










“Hi,” she finally said.










“So quiet. You’re not usually shy.”










“I’m not shy,” she lied.










“You’re already lying to your Mommy,” Ava murmured. “That’s not a good start.”










Alina flushed.










“I’m not your anything.”










“Not yet.”










There was a pause. Neither of them moved. Then Ava sighed.










“Are you in bed?”










“Yes.”










“Under the blanket?”










“…yes.”










“Good girl.”










That phrase again.










It hit like a palm on the inside of her thigh. Sudden. Hot. Unfair.










“Stop calling me that,” she said softly.










“Then stop acting like it.”










“I’m not acting like anything.”










Ava’s voice didn’t shift.










“Are you wet?”










Alina’s stomach flipped.










“That’s—” she started, then stopped.










“It’s a yes or no.”










“I don’t have to tell you that.”










“No. You don’t. But you will.”










Silence.










And then, Ava added, “Or I hang up.”










That shouldn’t have worked. Threatening to take the attention away? That wasn’t dominance. That was control.










But it

 

did


 
work.










Alina pressed her legs together under the covers.










“…yes.”










“Say it fully.”










She grit her teeth.










“I’m wet.”










“Why?”










Alina exhaled slowly, biting her lip.










“…because you’re talking to me.”










“That’s right.”










More silence.










Alina heard herself breathe, shallow and fast.










“You like obeying,” Ava said. “You like being told what to do. You like being made small.”










“I don’t.”










“You do.”










“I’m not submissive.”










“You’re not submissive yet,” Ava corrected.










Alina laughed, too sharp, too defensive. “You think you can turn me into your baby girl just with a few texts?”










“No. But I think I already am.”










Her breath caught.










Ava waited.










“Are your panties still on?”










Alina hesitated.










“No.”










Ava smiled into the line. “That’s what I thought.”










“I took them off before,” Alina said, suddenly defensive. “You didn’t tell me to.”










“But you knew I’d want you to.”










She didn’t respond.










“Touch yourself,” Ava said softly. “But only with two fingers. No rubbing. Just rest them on your clit. That’s all.”










Alina hesitated. Then obeyed.










Her fingers were warm. She was soaked.










“Say something,” Ava whispered.










Alina’s lips parted.










“I want…” she started, but it trailed off.










“You want to be good.”










She nodded, forgetting Ava couldn’t see her.










“I want to be good,” she echoed.










“For who?”










A pause. Then—










“For Mommy.”










Ava sighed.










“Sweet girl.”










“I don’t understand why this works,” Alina whispered.










“Because you were always waiting for me.”










They stayed on the phone for another ten minutes. No orders. Just breathing. Just quiet.










Ava said “good girl” one more time before she hung up.










Alina lay awake until 3 a.m.










Her fingers never moved.









Chapter Four: Just for Today










Alina didn’t sleep.




She tried. God, she tried.










But Ava’s voice haunted every pillow crease and wrinkle in her sheets.




Not because it was scary.




Because it was right.




Like it had always been there, waiting for her to

 

notice


 
it.










She’d only said “Mommy” once out loud. But now it echoed like a promise.




She hated how her body responded.




Worse—she loved how she

 

couldn’t


 
stop responding.














When her alarm buzzed at 7:00 a.m., she was already staring at the ceiling.










Her phone screen lit up the moment she touched it.













Ava:





“Good morning, baby girl. Today is your first real assignment.”














Alina’s stomach fluttered.










She didn’t know what she expected. Sexting? Another soft audio command?




But

 

assignment


 
?













Alina:





“What kind of assignment?”

















Ava:





“Simple. You’ll wear something different under your jeans.”














Her fingers paused mid-type.













Alina:





“Like… no panties?”

















Ava:





“Wrong direction.”














Her breath hitched.













Alina:





“You’re not serious.”

















Ava:





“One layer thicker. One reminder stronger. Just for today.”














Her heart pounded.










She sat up in bed, cheeks flushed, thighs clenching around nothing. She knew exactly what Ava meant. But there was no way…










Right?













Ava:





“If you do it, I’ll be proud of you.”














Alina hated that that was the part that convinced her.














She didn’t own diapers. Not actual ones. Not the kind Ava probably meant.










But deep in the back of her bathroom cabinet—behind the heat pads, the long-forgotten period supplies—there was a package of absurdly thick

 

incontinence briefs


 
her ex had joked about when they were drunk one night.










She’d never thrown them away.










She stared at the package for five minutes, biting her lip, heart hammering. Then she ripped it open.










It was soft. Huge. Ridiculous.










Wearing this wasn’t submission. It was insanity.










But her body was already wet.










She peeled off her panties. Slid the padded garment up her legs. Taped it tight.










The thickness forced her thighs apart.










She stood in the mirror and stared.










Pink hoodie. Skinny jeans. Barely noticeable bulge… unless you looked close.










And she couldn’t stop touching the waistband. Every time she walked, it crinkled just a little.














At 9:17 a.m., on the bus to work, she messaged Ava.













Alina:





“I did it.”

















Ava:





“Good girl. Are you dry?”














She stared at the message, cheeks burning.













Alina:





“Obviously.”

















Ava:





“Don’t be smart. I’ll ask again in an hour.”


















The day was a blur. Not because of work—but because

 

every step


 
reminded her. Every shift in her seat. Every time she bent forward. The bulk. The warmth. The humiliation.










No one could see it.




But Ava could.




Not with her eyes, but with her

 

voice


 
. With every message.













Ava:





“Touch it once at lunch. Tell me how it feels.”

















Ava:





“Don’t sit on hard chairs. You’ll crinkle.”

















Ava:





“Drink lots of water. I want it full by 5.”














Alina obeyed.










That was the part that terrified her.














At 5:06 p.m., on the walk home, her phone buzzed again.













Ava:





“Are you wet yet?”














She stopped walking.










Her diaper was… warm. Damp. She hadn’t even noticed when it happened. But it had.










She had let go. Just a little.










Not because she was weak—but because she

 

trusted


 
the padding.




Because Ava told her she could.













Alina:





“Yes.”

















Ava:





“Say it fully.”

















Alina:





“I’m wet.”

















Ava:





“Good. Don’t change. Wait for me.”

















Alina:





“Wait for you??”

















Ava:





“I’ll call. You’ll listen.”


















Alina paced her bedroom, still padded. Still soaked. Still trembling. She should’ve changed. She should’ve ripped it off and showered. But instead, she laid down. Waited. Phone in hand.










It rang.










She answered.










“Are you lying down?” Ava asked.










“Yes.”










“Good girl. Spread your legs. Feel the warmth. That’s your shame. That’s my praise.”










Alina’s lips parted. She didn’t speak.










“You obeyed,” Ava whispered. “You soaked yourself. And now… Mommy’s proud.”










A tear slipped down Alina’s cheek.










She didn’t understand what was happening to her.










But she didn’t want it to stop.









Chapter Five: Fill Me, Mommy










The velvet pouch was small.










Delicate.










It looked like it might hold jewelry.










Alina hadn’t expected Ava to pull it from her purse right there—at the corner café, where they sat side by side on a plush outdoor bench, cappuccinos steaming between them.










Ava’s voice was as soft as always.










“Go to the bathroom.”










Alina blinked.










“What?”










Ava placed the pouch on her lap and smiled sweetly. “There’s lube inside. It’s not big. You’ll manage.”










Alina felt her cheeks go hot.










She picked up the pouch with trembling fingers. “Right now?”










“I want you full for our walk.”














The café bathroom was clean, private, and utterly silent.










Alina locked the stall and opened the pouch with shaking hands. The silicone plug inside was pastel pink, slim, with a bulbous head and a gem-like base.










It

 

sparkled


 
at her.










She didn’t know why she expected something harsh or cold.










But of course—Ava chose beauty. Even for this.










Alina undid her jeans, hesitated, then braced one leg on the closed toilet and lubed the plug carefully. Her hands shook.










It wasn’t hard to slide in. It wasn’t painful.










It was

 

humiliating


 
.










By the time she stood up again, she could feel it: a soft, insistent pressure, deep in her core. As if Ava’s hand lived inside her now.










She walked back out trembling.










Ava was waiting with a pastry and a napkin.










“You're glowing,” she whispered, brushing a crumb from Alina’s lip. “How’s my little plug doing?”










Alina couldn’t answer.










Her mouth had forgotten how to form words.














They walked through the crowded street market like any other couple.










But with every step, Alina felt it shift.










The plug reminded her: she belonged to someone. She had rules. She had

 

a Mommy


 
.










And worse—she liked it.










The breeze caught her thin shirt and Ava’s arm slid around her waist.










“You’re blushing,” Ava whispered.










“I’m fine,” Alina murmured back.










Ava stopped them beside a vendor selling hand-made soap.










She picked up a pale lavender bar and turned to Alina.










“Smell this.”










Alina leaned in. The scent was warm and floral.










Then she felt it—Ava’s hand slipping behind her, low and subtle.










A firm press right between her cheeks.










On the plug.










Alina jolted.










Her thighs clenched.










“Sensitive?” Ava asked sweetly.










“I... yeah.”










Ava leaned closer, lips brushing her ear.










“Wait until you’re in a diaper.”














Later, in the car, Alina sat awkwardly. She could still feel the plug pressing in just the right (wrong) spot.










She turned her face toward the window.










“I didn’t think I’d like this.”










Ava drove in silence, calm and quiet.










“You don’t like it,” she finally said. “You need it.”










Alina swallowed hard.










And said nothing.










Because that voice—the one in her head that used to mock her, tease her, question her—had gone quiet.










All that remained was warmth.










And submission.









Chapter Six: Aisle Five










Alina sat on the edge of her bed for thirty minutes.










Fully dressed, bag in hand, keys on the floor.










She had no excuse left. No distractions. No pretend emergencies. Ava had given her the address of the store. A local boutique that sold “alternative adult supplies,” she’d called it. Discreet. Quiet. Run by women.










But it wasn’t anonymity that terrified her.










It was

 

being seen.














Ava:





“You’re not buying them in secret anymore. You’re buying them as my baby girl. And you will say it out loud.”














Alina had texted back a dozen times, all deleted before sending. Excuses. Begging. Even some bratty sass she thought might earn her leniency.










None of it made it past her own fingers.










She knew how this worked now.










Mommy gave orders.










Baby obeyed.














The shop was nestled between a flower boutique and a yoga studio. Warm wooden sign, heart-shaped window decals. It didn’t scream “diaper store.”










But the moment she stepped inside, she felt her whole body stiffen.










A clean scent. Lavender. The walls lined with shelves. Pink, mint, white… packages decorated with cartoon bunnies, stars, pacifiers.










She didn’t belong here.










Except she did.










A soft chime rang out as she walked in.










Behind the counter stood a woman in her early thirties, chestnut brown hair in a bun, soft glasses, cardigan sleeves rolled up.










“Hi there,” she said warmly. “Can I help you?”










Alina froze.










The words were in her throat. Stuck. Burning.










The woman’s eyes softened, understanding dawning with uncanny precision.










“You must be Alina.”










Her breath caught.










She looked around, heart racing.










“How do you…?”










The woman smiled kindly.










“Let’s just say your Mommy called ahead.”










Alina’s cheeks flamed. Her knees almost buckled.










“I—I don’t know if I can…”










“You can,” the woman said gently. “And you will. Mommy’s instructions were very clear.”










She walked around the counter, guiding Alina with a soft hand on her back.










“I want you to pick out your next pack yourself. The printed kind. Something girly.”










Alina blinked away tears.










There, on the middle shelf, were rows of diapers in pastel packaging. Princesses. Dinosaurs. Unicorns.










“Which one do you think Mommy would like best?” the woman asked.










Alina’s voice cracked.










“Th-the pink one. With the hearts.”










“Good girl,” she whispered.










The praise hit so hard it almost dropped her.










The clerk picked up the pack and held it out.










“Now, tell me why you’re buying them.”










Alina’s mouth opened. Closed. Then, in the quiet shop, she forced it out:










“Because I’m a good girl,” she whispered. “And… Mommy told me to.”










“And what are they for?”










She hesitated.










“For… for my wettings. So I stay padded like a proper baby.”










The woman didn’t laugh.










She didn’t even smirk.










She gently handed her the package.










“I’m proud of you.”














At the checkout, she paid in cash. The woman handed her a pale pink tote bag—no logos, no shame on the outside.










But inside…










Inside, it was full of Ava’s control.










As she stepped outside, her phone buzzed.













Ava:





“Did you say it all out loud?”

















Alina:





“Yes.”

















Ava:





“Did the clerk call you a good girl?”

















Alina:





“Yes.”

















Ava:





“You earned your next reward.”














Her hands trembled.













Ava:





“But not yet.”

















Ava:





“Tonight, you wear one to bed. Full. And you send me a picture in the morning. No wipes. No changing. Just soggy and obedient.”














Alina whimpered.













Alina:





“What if I leak?”

















Ava:





“Then we’ll get you plastic sheets, baby girl.”

















Ava:





“You’re mine now. And Mommy doesn’t share her diapers.”













Chapter Seven: Sleep Like a Good Girl










She stared at the diaper for a full five minutes before putting it on.










It was too pink. Too thick. Covered in cutesy little hearts that mocked her with every twitch of guilt in her stomach. The bunnies smiled up at her like they

 

knew


 
what she was.










She wasn’t just wearing a diaper.










She was

 

choosing


 
it.










The bathroom light buzzed softly as she peeled off her panties, stepped into the pastel garment, and slowly taped it shut. It hugged her like a secret. Warm. Soft.

 

Right.











And once she pulled her shirt down, that was it. No leggings. No shorts. No backup plan.










Just a padded little girl in an adult woman’s body, obeying her Mommy’s final text.












“Sleep in it. Wet it. No touching. No changing.”














She shivered as she climbed into bed.














The plastic sheet was new. She’d bought it online that afternoon with trembling fingers. Not because she thought she’d leak. But because

 

Ava said so


 
.










The first thirty minutes were torture.










The padding was warm against her thighs, so present, so inescapable. She rolled onto her side. Crinkle. Onto her back. Crinkle. She whimpered and pulled the blanket over her face.










Her body was already tingling with the urge to pee.










She could’ve gotten up. Could’ve used the toilet.










Instead, she held it.










Waited.














It happened around 2:30 a.m.










She’d been drifting between dreams and restlessness when the pressure grew too strong. She sat up, legs spread, heartbeat thumping like a war drum.










She hesitated.










Then relaxed.










Warmth flooded the padding, thick and slow. She moaned softly into her pillow, biting the edge of the case to stifle the sound.










The diaper swelled beneath her, pressing up into her as it grew heavier.










She didn’t move for a long time after that.










She just

 

felt it


 
.










And somewhere deep inside, something clicked.










She wasn’t just obeying anymore.










She was

 

becoming


 
.














Morning came with sunlight and stickiness.










She blinked groggily at her phone.










7:02 a.m.










One new message.













Ava:





“Photo.”














She whimpered into her sheets. Her diaper was soaked. Bulging. Cool and warm in different places. She rolled out of bed, pulled off her sleep shirt, and stood in front of the mirror.










The baby pink tape strained over her hips.










The prints had faded in the center from how much she’d wet.










She took the photo. No pose. No filter. Just raw, diapered reality.










Sent.










Her phone buzzed instantly.













Ava:





“My messy girl. You did so well.”

















Ava:





“Don’t change yet.”

















Ava:





“Sit in it. For thirty minutes. Then we’ll talk.”














Alina whimpered, lowering herself into the chair by her desk. The diaper squished beneath her like a sponge.










The shame was unbearable.










But the obedience felt better than any climax.









Chapter Eight: Risk and Reward










The next morning, sunlight spilled through the blinds, painting soft stripes across Alina’s face. She lay still beneath the sheets, her body aching in new and unfamiliar ways. The pink diaper clung thickly between her legs, warm and heavy with the evidence of last night’s obedience. The plug had been switched off for a few hours now, but the lingering hum in her muscles reminded her that this new world wasn’t going anywhere.










Her phone buzzed quietly on the nightstand.











Good morning, baby girl. Ready for your next challenge?


 
Ava’s words appeared like a gentle command, sliding effortlessly into the quiet of Alina’s room.










She bit her lip and replied with hesitant fingers.











I think so…











Almost immediately, Ava answered:











Perfect. Today, you’ll wear your diaper to work.











Alina’s chest tightened. Her heart thundered in her ears.










She wasn’t a little girl who could hide this kind of thing under loose skirts or baggy sweaters. She was a grown woman, a professional. A woman who wore tailored pants and high heels to an office that didn’t tolerate eccentricities. Yet here she was, taped, padded, and utterly exposed under her clothes.










The morning routine was a blur. The diaper crinkled softly every time she shifted, a constant reminder that she wasn’t just wearing it for show.










When she stepped out the door, the air felt charged with electricity. Every step towards the bus stop echoed with anticipation and fear. What if someone noticed? What if someone could tell? Would she crumble, melt, or fight?










Her phone buzzed again.











Remember the rule: no touching, no excuses. Mommy’s watching.











Alina swallowed hard and slipped the device back into her pocket.










The bus ride was torturous. Crinkling noises seemed magnified in her ears. She kept her legs pressed tightly together, careful not to give away the secret she carried between them.










At work, the office was as normal as ever. The familiar hum of computers, the clack of keyboards, the low murmur of voices. But inside her, everything felt raw and electric.










She sat down at her desk, the diaper making every movement feel awkward. She tried to focus on emails and spreadsheets, but her mind kept drifting back to Ava’s instructions.










Her phone buzzed quietly in her pocket.











Stay dry until lunch. Then I want a full report.











Alina’s breath hitched. The idea of holding it, controlling herself under the watchful eye of Mommy, both terrified and thrilled her.










Minutes crawled by. She shifted in her chair, every subtle movement a battle between control and submission.










Finally, lunch hour arrived.










Alina slipped into the quiet break room and texted back.











Still dry. Barely.











Ava’s reply was instant.











Good girl. But that’s not enough. You’ll wet during the afternoon. Mommy wants to see your obedience in action.











The afternoon passed in a blur of self-control and simmering need. The plug buzzed once around 2:30, a soft vibration that made her gasp. Her thighs clenched instinctively, the diaper crinkling with every twitch.










Her breath hitched, heart pounding in her chest.










By 4 p.m., she was trembling.











Mommy, I’m close,


 
she whispered to the phone, fingers trembling as she typed.










Ava’s reply was merciless.











Not yet. Hold it for me.











Alina clenched her jaw and pressed her thighs together. The office felt like a gauntlet, every gaze a threat, every step an agony.










Then it happened.










A slow, warm flood pooling beneath her.










She froze, cheeks burning with shame and arousal. Her wetness soaked the diaper fully, a secret she alone carried.










Her phone buzzed again.











You made Mommy proud. Send a picture when you get home.











The walk back was agony and relief tangled together. She felt exposed and owned in ways she never imagined.










Once inside her apartment, she obeyed without hesitation.










She sent the photo—a raw, unfiltered proof of her surrender.










Ava’s reply was immediate.











Perfect, baby girl. Tonight, we’ll celebrate.











Alina’s lips trembled as she dropped the phone.










She was utterly lost.










And utterly found.









Chapter Nine: Baby Girl Flavor










The café was tiny.




Local. Cute. Pastel colors. And, worst of all,

 

packed with women


 
.










Students, moms, influencers taking photos of their frosted lattes—none of them knew what Alina was hiding under her sundress.










But she did.










The plug buzzed softly inside her, sending gentle pulses every few seconds. Just enough to keep her breath short. Her thighs trembling. Her diaper—barely hidden—already faintly warm with leaks she hadn’t realized were coming.










The door jingled as she walked in.










She tried to act normal.










Tried.

















Ava:





“Order it exactly like I wrote.”

















Ava:





“Say it loud. Smile. And don’t forget your thank you.”














Alina’s heart pounded in her chest as she stepped up to the counter. A sweet girl with pink hair and a silver lip ring smiled.










“Hi! What can I get for you?”










Alina’s voice caught.










She cleared her throat, swallowed, and forced the words out.










“Um… one cupcake. Pink frosting.

 

Baby girl flavor


 
, please.”










The barista blinked.










Then grinned.










“Good choice. That’s a vanilla strawberry with raspberry cream center. Super cute.”










Alina’s face was on fire. The plug buzzed again. She nearly bit her tongue.










“And your name for the order?” the girl asked.










Alina hesitated.










Then, in a voice barely louder than a whisper:










“…Mommy’s baby.”










The girl paused for half a second.










Then smirked. “Got it.”














She took a seat in the corner, heart racing. Every eye in the café suddenly felt pointed at her, even though no one was looking.










She reached under the table and squeezed her thighs together. The diaper pressed up against the plug. Every nerve in her body screamed for relief.










Her phone buzzed.













Ava:





“Proud of you, sweetheart. I’m watching.”














Alina blinked.










Looked up.










Outside the café window, across the street, sitting on a bench: Ava.










Real. Stunning. Casual.










In sunglasses and a black blazer. Legs crossed. A coffee in hand. And a smile on her lips that cut straight through Alina’s chest.










Ava raised her phone again.













Ava:





“Don’t move. Eat your cupcake when it comes. Then walk to me. You’ll sit on my lap and thank me like a good girl.”














Alina shuddered.










A minute later, the barista called out: “Mommy’s baby! One baby girl cupcake!”










The café

 

erupted


 
in giggles.










Alina stood up, legs wobbling, and collected it.










Bright pink. Cream center. Dripping with sugar and shame.










She sat back down and took a slow, deliberate bite.










It tasted like surrender.














Ten minutes later, she walked across the street.










Ava uncrossed her legs. Patted her lap.










Alina sat without thinking. The crinkle was loud.










Ava’s hand slipped under her skirt, cupped her soaked diaper, and squeezed.










“You’ve been leaking,” Ava said quietly.










“Yes, Mommy…”










“Did you finish the cupcake?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










“Did you say your name?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










Ava leaned in. Brushed her lips to Alina’s ear.










“Good girl.”










Alina whimpered.










The plug buzzed again.










And again.









Chapter Ten: Come Home










The Uber ride to Ava’s house was quiet.










Not because they had nothing to say—Ava’s hand was on her thigh the whole ride, fingers resting just over the hem of her sundress, warm and claiming—but because Alina was afraid to speak.










Not afraid like she once was.










But afraid that saying anything might break the moment.










Her diaper was soaked. The plug still buzzed now and then, just soft enough to make her squirm. But she didn’t dare touch the remote.










Not without permission.










Ava leaned over and whispered just before they pulled up to her place.










“You’re about to get your first real change.”










Alina moaned under her breath.














The front door clicked shut behind them.










Ava’s house was beautiful. Minimal. Light hardwood floors, tall windows, soft pink and gold accents—like a grown woman’s fantasy of heaven.










But Alina only saw the changing mat waiting in the middle of the living room.










It was thick. Covered in pastel stars. A full packet of wipes, powder, and cream beside it. Fresh diapers in a neat little stack.










“I’ve been waiting weeks to lay you down,” Ava said softly.










Alina swallowed.










Her knees almost buckled.










Ava stepped behind her. Lifted her dress slowly. Let it pool at her ankles.










And there it was.










The swollen, baby pink diaper wrapped tight around her hips. Saturated. Heart-print faded. And beneath it… the faintest twitch of the plug, still humming like a secret.










Ava pressed two fingers against the padding and smiled.










“Oh, you poor thing,” she murmured.










Then, in a firmer tone: “Lie down.”














Alina obeyed without thinking.










The mat was cool. Soft.










Ava knelt between her legs.










She untaped the diaper like she’d done it a thousand times. Slowly. Lovingly. No rush. No shame.










Alina turned her face away, humiliated—but Ava gently cupped her cheek and turned her back.










“None of that. You don’t look away from Mommy.”










She peeled the diaper open. The scent of wetness filled the room. Ava didn’t flinch.










Instead, she hummed a little lullaby as she wiped Alina clean. Long strokes. Careful. Even a little sensual.










Then she slid the plug out.










Alina whimpered. Her whole body clenched.










But Ava just kissed her knee.










“You did so well.”














The bath that followed was almost worse.










Not in punishment. In

 

intimacy


 
.










Ava washed her hair. Massaged her scalp. Washed between her thighs, up her tummy, under her arms.










She was soft and sweet and terrifyingly calm.










Alina wanted to cry the entire time. But not out of fear.










Out of need.










By the time she was clean and dry, she was trembling.










Ava led her to the couch, where a fresh diaper waited.










“Do you want to be naked for a bit?” she asked.










Alina’s voice cracked. “No, Mommy. I feel safest… padded.”










Ava smiled.










“Good girl.”










She powdered her, diapered her, dressed her in a soft oversized shirt that said

 

Property of Mommy


 
across the chest.










And then…










Ava pulled her into her lap.










Not for teasing. Not for discipline.










Just to

 

hold her


 
.














They sat that way for a long time.










Alina's cheek on Ava’s chest. Her diaper crinkling softly as Ava rocked her. No words. Just slow breathing.










A kiss came eventually. Deep. Melting. Soft tongue and warm hands in her hair. A breathy moan as Ava touched her chin and whispered:










“Mine.”









Chapter Eleven: Tape and Trust










Alina woke to the sound of a bottle warming.










Not a coffee machine. Not the chime of her phone. Just the low, steady bubbling of heat and milk.










Her eyes opened slowly, blinking against soft sunlight streaming through Ava’s sheer curtains.










She was still in the oversized shirt. Still thickly diapered. Her plug, removed the night before, had been replaced with a deeper ache—one of emptiness and longing.










She reached down to press the padding between her thighs.










“No touching,” came Ava’s voice from the kitchen.










Alina froze. Turned her head.










Ava stood barefoot, hair tied up, wearing a soft pink robe and nothing underneath.










She held a bottle of warm milk like a trophy.










“You’ve got five seconds to get on the couch and put your head in my lap.”










Alina scrambled.














The bottle was warm. Heavy. She suckled it with slow, shy lips, eyes fluttering as Ava stroked her hair.










At first, she blushed with every gulp.










By the third suckle, her thighs were parting unconsciously.










By the fifth, her hips squirmed into the cushions.










“You like nursing,” Ava whispered. “Even like this.”










Alina nodded.










“Good. Because I’ll be pumping for you soon. And when that time comes? This will be all you get. No coffee. No adult drinks. Just Mommy’s milk.”










Alina moaned against the rubber teat.










But the brat still lived somewhere deep in her throat.










Because when the bottle was nearly empty, she muttered:










“You’re lucky I’m cute.”










Ava paused.










“Excuse me?”










Alina blinked. “I mean—Mommy’s lucky I haven’t gotten bored yet.”










Ava said nothing.










She took the bottle. Set it on the end table. Pulled out something from behind the cushion.










A pacifier.










With a locking ring.










Alina’s stomach dropped.














“You’re going to brat?” Ava said calmly. “After all I’ve done for you?”










“I—I didn’t mean it like that—”










“On your back. Now.”










Alina was already sliding down. Whimpering.










Ava straddled her hips.










The pacifier was big. Pink. With a strap that buckled behind her head.










Before she could protest, Ava had slipped it into her mouth and secured the strap tight.










“Now you’re just my little no-talker.”










A click.










Then tape.










Two wide strips of medical pink tape stretched across the pacifier’s outer edges, sealing it to her cheeks.










Alina’s eyes went wide.










“You don’t get to say bratty things with your mouth anymore,” Ava said.










She reached for the remote.










Pressed it.










The plug buzzed to life again—

 

but this time, it wasn’t inside her.











It was in Ava’s hand.










And it was new.










Longer. Thicker. With a base that

 

pulsed


 
.










“I told you we’d need a bigger one soon,” Ava whispered. “Now hush. Let Mommy make her little girl squirm.”














Alina moaned behind the gag.










Ava lifted her legs, diaper still on, and began working the plug in slowly, even with the padding in the way. It was humiliating. Messy. Warm.










And she couldn’t say a word.










Just wide eyes. Soft grunts.










And Ava’s firm, loving tone.










“This is what happens when littles brat. They get gagged. Plugged. Taped up and made to learn.”










Alina was shaking.










And loving it.














By the time Ava was done, Alina had tears running down her cheeks from pleasure and shame.










The diaper was retaped tight around the vibrating base.










The pacifier was still locked in.










And Ava simply pulled her into her arms again and whispered:










“You’re safest when you don’t talk. You’re perfect when you obey. That’s who you are, baby. And I’ll never let you forget it.”










Alina nodded.










Not because she had to.










But because she

 

wanted


 
to.









Chapter Twelve: The Shopping Cart Rule










“You’ll be diapered, of course,” Ava said, folding the last of Alina’s outfits into a bag. “But no plug today—if, and only if, you remember the shopping cart rule.”










Alina, freshly padded and dressed in a light peach sundress, squirmed on the couch.










“What’s the rule again?”










Ava turned to face her. Her tone was sugar-sweet. Her eyes were not.










“You don’t touch the cart. You don’t speak unless spoken to. And you stay one step behind Mommy at all times.”










Alina nodded.










“And if I mess up?”










Ava smiled and patted her diaper. “Plug goes in. Right there in the frozen foods aisle.”














The store was normal. Too normal.










People in leggings and dads pushing carts. Babies crying somewhere near the bananas. Fluorescent lights humming above them like nothing was wrong.










But everything was wrong.










Because Alina was waddling. Fully diapered. In public. And only Ava knew.










She clutched the strap of her purse and tried to focus on the cart Ava was pushing.










Cans of soup. Almond milk. A cucumber.










Each item tossed in felt like a reminder that they weren’t in fantasy anymore. This was

 

real


 
.














They turned down the health aisle.










A young cashier stocking vitamins looked up.










Tall. Early twenties. Slightly scruffy beard.










His eyes landed on Alina and lingered.










“Hey,” he said. “Cute dress.”










Alina flushed.










Ava didn’t stop walking.










Alina paused a step too long.










“Thanks,” she mumbled, smiling nervously.










Wrong move.










Very wrong.














The next thing she knew, Ava had stopped the cart mid-aisle.










Alina nearly bumped into her.










Ava turned around slowly.










“Did Mommy say you could speak?”










The air went cold.










The boy had moved on.










But Ava had

 

not


 
.










“I—I was just being polite,” Alina whispered.










Ava pulled her close by the wrist.










“Bathroom. Now.”










Alina’s knees buckled.














The family restroom was clean. Bright. Sterile.










Ava locked the door.










Unzipped her purse.










Pulled out the new plug—the one from yesterday.










And a small bottle of lube.










“You broke the rule,” Ava said simply.










Alina shook her head. “I didn’t mean to—”










Ava’s hand cupped her cheek.










“You wanted him to notice you.”










“No!”










“You wanted someone else to think you were cute.”










“No, Mommy!”










“Then why did your diaper crinkle when you smiled at him?”










Alina sobbed softly.










“I don’t know.”










Ava pulled her sundress up.










Taped the diaper down.










And slid the plug in

 

without warning


 
.










Alina gasped. Her back arched. Her fingers clawed at the sink.










The plug buzzed to life instantly.










“Now,” Ava whispered, “you’re going to finish this trip with it

 

on


 
. You’re going to push the cart. And you’re going to smile at every stranger like nothing’s wrong.”














Back in the store, Alina held the cart handle with both hands.










Each step buzzed through her core.










She was soaked within twenty minutes.










Ava said nothing.










Until checkout.










Then she leaned in and whispered:










“Ask the cashier if they have any baby wipes.”










Alina’s eyes widened.










Ava stared her down.










“Do it. Or I’ll add a second plug tonight.”














The cashier was a young woman with glitter eyeliner.










Alina swallowed hard and asked: “Um… do you have any… baby wipes?”










The girl blinked.










Then pointed down the aisle behind them.










“Yeah, just next to the pull-ups.”










Alina nearly died.










But Ava looked proud.










And in that moment, even buzzing and humiliated, all Alina cared about was

 

pleasing Mommy


 
.









Chapter Thirteen: Your Mouth Was Made for This










The ride home was silent again.










But not like last time.










This silence was heavy. Full of heat. Shame. Wet squirming. The soft, relentless hum of the plug still echoing in Alina’s core.










Ava’s hand was on her thigh the entire drive.










Not squeezing. Just resting.










But that

 

presence


 
alone was enough to make Alina’s brain fuzz with need.










By the time they reached the house, she could barely walk straight. The plug had her dripping. The diaper was warm and swollen from subtle leaks. And her heart? Racing.










“You know what happens when you get home,” Ava whispered as she unlocked the front door.










Alina nodded.










She did.










But she couldn’t have predicted how

 

intimate


 
it would feel.














Ava sat in the center of the couch and spread her legs.










Didn’t say a word.










Just tapped her thigh once.










Alina didn’t hesitate.










She knelt between them.










No instruction. No correction. She simply

 

knew


 
what to do.










The same brat who had smirked on Tinder weeks ago was now shivering in soaked padding, fumbling to pull Ava’s panties down with her teeth.










“Good girl,” Ava breathed, brushing her fingers through Alina’s hair.










She guided her closer.










“Make Mommy proud.”














The first lick was shy. Soft.










Ava didn’t react.










The second had more pressure. More tongue.










Ava still didn’t moan—only

 

tightened her grip


 
in Alina’s hair.










It was the third that made her sigh.










And from there, it was like instinct took over.










Alina

 

devoured


 
her.










Long, slow circles with the tip of her tongue. Gentle flicks. Slow sucks on Ava’s clit until the woman’s thighs trembled and a low, needy growl escaped her throat.










“You were made for this,” Ava gasped.










Alina moaned against her.










And that sent Ava

 

over


 
.










She came hard. Loud. Fingers digging into Alina’s scalp. Legs clamping down around her face.










And when it was done, when the couch was wet and Ava was catching her breath…










She pulled Alina up and whispered:










“You’ve graduated.”










Alina blinked, lips shiny.










“From what?”










Ava smirked.










“From baby to pet.”














She lifted Alina’s chin.










“You’ll still wear diapers. Still nurse. Still obey.”










“But now?”










Her fingers reached down to stroke the front of Alina’s soaked diaper.










“You earn

 

treats


 
.”









Chapter Fourteen: The Plug Day Trial










“You’re not going to make it,” Ava whispered that morning, tightening the pink leather strap around Alina’s thigh. “But I love watching you try.”










Alina whimpered, fingers clutching the kitchen counter. Her diaper was fresh, thick, and hidden under her tightest jeans. The plug, however, was

 

not hidden


 
—not in sensation, at least.










It buzzed with a pattern she didn’t control.










Because Ava

 

did


 
.














“Eight hours,” Ava said, brushing Alina’s hair from her cheek and pressing a soft kiss there. “Eight hours at work. No squirming. No soaking through. No texting me to beg.”










Alina’s lower lip trembled.










“And if I make it?”










“You get your collar. And your real title.”










Alina nodded.










“And if I don’t?”










Ava smirked.










“Then I pick out your new work uniform. Let’s just say it’s not very

 

absorbent


 
.”














The office felt like a minefield.










Every step to her desk, every whispered greeting, every hum of the ceiling vent—it all became background noise to the one thing that mattered: the pressure inside her.










The first buzz came at 9:12 AM.










Soft. Teasing.










She bit her lip.










Didn’t react.










Her coworker asked about a spreadsheet. She answered. Calmly. Plug still humming.










Second buzz at 9:38.










Longer. Pulsing.










She clutched her chair’s armrest but managed to fake a laugh.










Ava was watching. Of course she was.














By lunchtime, Alina’s hands were shaking. The plug had been going on and off for hours, always when she tried to focus, always just strong enough to blur her thoughts.










She sat in the break room, sandwich untouched.










Her phone buzzed.













Ava:





“Smile for Mommy.”














She snapped a selfie. Tried to look casual. Sent it.










The next buzz hit mid-snap.










Her mouth parted.










Eyes fluttered.











Sent.











She stared at the image in horror—blushing, squirming, clearly flushed.










Her phone buzzed again.













Ava:





“That’s going on the wall.”














She moaned.














At 2:45 PM, it happened.










She bent over to grab a folder from the lower cabinet.










And the plug buzzed—

 

hard


 
.










Full power. Deep. Rattling her core.










She gasped.










And dribbled into her diaper.










Not a full wetting. But enough.










A soft hiss. A flash of warmth.










She froze.










Prayed no one heard.










When she stood back up, her eyes were wide with panic.










Her phone buzzed again.













Ava:





“Uh-oh.”

















Ava:





“Bathroom. Now.”


















In the stall, Alina leaned against the wall, panting. She could still feel the plug throb faintly inside her.










Another buzz.










Then:













Ava:





“Take a pic of your diaper. Show Mommy.”














She obeyed.










Snapped a photo of her soaked padding, jeans pulled down around her thighs. Sent it.










Waited.













Ava:





“You didn’t make it.”

















Ava:





“But I’m proud.”

















Ava:





“Come home. Tonight, you get what you deserve.”













Chapter Fifteen: Earning the Collar










The moment Alina stepped out of the office bathroom stall, her heart was pounding loud enough to drown out the hum of the fluorescent lights. Her thighs brushed against the damp diaper taped snug beneath her jeans, and every step felt like a whispered secret between her and Ava.










She glanced around, cheeks flushed scarlet, hoping no one noticed the subtle bulge or the way she moved with cautious, uneven grace. The vibrating plug still thrummed faintly inside her—Ava’s constant reminder that she was being watched, controlled, owned.










Her phone buzzed.











“How are you feeling, baby girl?”











Alina bit her lip, fingers trembling as she typed back.











“Embarrassed. So full. But proud.”











A moment later, Ava’s reply came like a warm promise.











“Good girl. You’re doing better than you think.”











She took a slow, steadying breath and returned to her desk. The afternoon dragged, but the weight of the plug and the soaked padding beneath her clothes made every tick of the clock pulse in her core.










When the final hour arrived, Ava’s message was simple and clear.











“Time to come home, pet. I have something special waiting.”











The drive back was a blur of anticipation and nerves. Ava’s hand rested reassuringly on Alina’s thigh, fingers tracing gentle circles that made her shiver. The plug’s vibration synced with the rhythm of the car, a teasing hum that made her toes curl.










Once inside Ava’s home, the air shifted. Soft music played in the background, and the scent of lavender filled the space. Ava guided her to the living room, where a delicate velvet box waited on the coffee table.










Alina’s breath hitched.










Ava knelt in front of her, eyes shining with pride and affection.










“This collar,” Ava said softly, lifting the box’s lid to reveal a slender rose-gold band with a tiny heart-shaped pendant, “is for girls who show they belong. Girls who submit with trust and courage.”










Alina’s hands shook as Ava opened the clasp and gently fastened it around her neck. The cool metal settled warmly against her skin, a tangible symbol of their bond.










“You earned this today,” Ava whispered, her lips brushing Alina’s ear. “By holding on, by trusting Mommy, by being good.”










Tears welled in Alina’s eyes—not from shame this time, but from a fierce, overwhelming sense of belonging.










She leaned into Ava’s embrace, the wet diaper pressing between them a constant reminder that she was no longer alone in this—no longer just a bratty woman playing at submission, but someone loved, cherished, owned.










As Ava pulled her close, hands roaming tenderly over the padded curves, Alina let herself fall completely. Every ounce of resistance melted away under the weight of Ava’s steady, loving control.










Tonight, she was truly Mommy’s girl.










And she never wanted to be anything else.









Epilogue: The Park Bench Pact










The park was full of laughter.










Birds chirped. Dogs barked. Children screamed with popsicles in hand and mud on their shoes.










Alina sat on a bench with a book open in her lap—but she wasn’t reading.










She was squirming.










The pale pink sundress did little to hide the bulk of the diaper beneath it, though most wouldn’t even notice unless they stared too long. Ava, of course,

 

had


 
noticed. Because Ava had picked it out.










“Keep your knees spread, pet,” Ava whispered beside her, slipping a small vibrating egg remote from her purse.










Alina obeyed without hesitation.










A small buzz shot through her, and her fingers tightened around the book’s edges.










“Good girl.”














They looked like any other couple from afar.










One woman curled under the other’s arm, both enjoying the sunshine.










But inside, Alina was dripping with arousal and guilt—because she wasn’t just wearing a diaper.










She was

 

wet


 
.










A little.










Just enough to feel it. Just enough to need a change.










And that was the point.










Because twenty minutes ago, she’d whispered to Ava: “I can hold it.”










And Ava, always patient, had simply smiled. “Then prove it.”










Now the seat of her diaper was damp. Her book unread. Her thighs trembling with every flicker of the toy hidden inside her.














“Time to walk,” Ava said softly.










Alina hesitated. Her eyes wide.










“I’ll leak…”










Ava kissed her temple.










“Then we’ll know who’s

 

really


 
in control, won’t we?”










She stood up and held out her hand.










Alina took it. Rose slowly.










The two women walked through the park, Ava calm and composed, Alina waddling with every uncertain step. They passed joggers, picnickers, a group of college girls sipping iced lattes—and with each smile, Alina blushed harder.










Until one girl—a tall redhead—did a double-take.










Her eyes flicked down.










Right to Alina’s padded hips.










Her lips curved.










And she whispered something to her friend.










A giggle.










Alina’s face turned scarlet.










She started to turn back toward the car.










But Ava tightened her grip.










“Keep walking, baby. You’ve earned this attention.”










Alina obeyed.










Because deep down, she

 

had


 
.















One Month Later











The café was dim, with jazz humming low in the background.










Ava stirred her drink and watched Alina kneel under the table.










Not for anything lewd.










Not this time.










She was just hiding from the waitress.










Plug buzzing. Diaper warm. Collar hidden beneath her sweater.










“Do you remember how bratty you were when we met?” Ava asked.










A muffled whimper came from below.










Ava smiled.










“And look at you now.”










She sipped her drink.










Then pulled her phone out and began typing.













@MommyDommeJournal






Public squirm session today. My little finally leaked in front of strangers. She cried. I wiped her eyes. And then I held her hand. Because even when they mess up… we love them harder.















She hit post.










Looked down.










“Ready to go home, pet?”










Alina peeked out from under the table and nodded, eyes wide and shining.










Ava paid the bill.










And led her out the door—leak, shame, devotion and all.
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Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR
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The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS
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Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.
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