
        
            
                
            
        

    


Tenderworld: Festival of Flesh




An Erotic Journey of Public Pleasure, Filthy Freedom, and Absolute Surrender




Introduction










There was a time, not so long ago, when we lived in chains.










We called ourselves civilized.




We built great cities, wrote laws, crowned kings.




But inside — inside — we were starving.










Starving for touch.




Starving for pleasure.




Starving for love.










We buried our bodies under shame.




We locked away our desires behind closed doors and whispered secrets.




We feared nakedness.




We feared sex.




We feared the truth of what it meant to be alive.










And so we destroyed ourselves.










Not with bombs.




Not with fire.




But with loneliness.




With repression.




With guilt.




With the aching, silent, private deaths of millions who never touched, never came, never wept into loving arms.










The end came quietly.




Economies collapsed.




Governments fell.




People stopped believing in anything — even themselves.










But in the ruins, a new whisper rose.




Soft at first.




Desperate.




Hungry.











What if there is another way?






What if pleasure is sacred?






What if every craving is holy?











The Tender Doctrine was born.










A handful of dreamers, lovers, healers, deviants, rebels —




they built a new world out of the ashes.




They wrote a simple truth into the bones of society:













Consent is sacred.






Pleasure is survival.






Every body, every desire, every kink, every filthy, aching need is worthy of love.















And so we changed.










We stripped away the guilt, the shame, the fear.










We bared our bodies to the sun.




We cradled our needs in open arms.




We made love in the streets and parks and fields — not in secret, but in celebration.











No kink was forbidden.






No pleasure was shameful.











We worshiped the tender art of caregiving:










●

 
       

 

Littles


 
crawling into the arms of smiling Daddies and Mommies, thick diapers crinkling with every step.



 









●

 
       

 

Diaper lovers


 
wetting themselves in public, moaning into bottle nipples offered by lovers.



 









●

 
       

 

Brats


 
wiggling over strong thighs, begging for harder spankings while crowds cheered.



 









●

 
       

 

Pets


 
— puppies, kittens, ponies — wearing tail plugs and crawling proudly on all fours, being leashed, cuddled, adored.




 











We celebrated the ache of dominance and submission:










●

 
       

 

Mistresses


 
in scarlet latex leading trembling slaves by their hair.



 









●

 
       

 

Masters


 
strapping gleaming cocks onto their hips and fucking whimpering lovers in public gardens.



 









●

 
       

 

Bondage artists


 
weaving rope around willing bodies, lifting them like living sculptures into the sunset air.



 









We honored the wildness of lust:










●

 
       

 
Orgies of glittering bodies rolling in parks, moaning into each other’s mouths.



 









●

 
       

 
Anal feasts in the golden light of evening — plugs slipping in, cocks driving deep, holes stretched wide in joy.




 











●

 
       

 
Golden showers sparkling against oiled skin, laughter echoing through marble courtyards.



 









We danced.




We fucked.




We sang.




We wept.




We cradled each other after orgasm and called it holy.











No one was left unloved.






No one was left untouched.











Men wore lace.




Women wore harnesses.




Boys cried into the hands of their Daddies.




Girls knelt in diapers and licked sweet cum from dripping pussies.




Pups barked and wagged and whimpered.




Babies suckled.




Sissies twirled in pink.










Everyone belonged.










Everyone was sacred.














And to honor it all — to remember where we came from —




once a year, we gather.










We flood the streets in flesh and heat.




We strip off the last remnants of fear.




We fuck, we spank, we suck, we cry, we ride, we crawl, we cum, we cradle, we heal.










We call it:











The Festival of Flesh.











Not because we are beasts.




But because we are

 

free


 
.










Because pleasure is not our shame.




It is our salvation.










Because no matter your kink — diapers or diapers and discipline, rope and pain, tongues and toys, anal and adoration, filthy mess and public sex —




you are loved here.




You are celebrated.










You are home.









Chapter One: Arrival














The city is alive with heat and sex and hope.










The Festival of Flesh has begun.










I can hear it even before I reach the Grand Plaza — the throb of music, the roar of laughter, the low moans threading the warm night air.




I can smell it: sweat, leather, powdered sugar, cunt, champagne, piss, musk, lust.




It wraps around me like a second skin.










I walk barefoot, my sheer slip clinging damply to my curves, nipples stiff against the cool night air, cunt already slick between my thighs.




No panties.




No bra.




Just my bare, aching body wrapped in a whisper of fabric — almost more obscene than nakedness.










Nobody here hides.




Nobody pretends.










I pass two men fucking openly against a marble column — one with his arms pinned behind him by silk ropes, the other thrusting slow and deep into his ass, both groaning low and sweet into each other’s mouths.




Beyond them, a line of Littles waddle by, thickly diapered, pacifiers bobbing in their mouths, giggling and crinkling as their Daddies tug them along on golden leashes.










A Mistress in gleaming black latex leans against a fountain, her red-lipped mouth curling into a smile as she drives her strap-on deep into the mouth of a kneeling boy in baby-pink lace panties, his cock leaking down his trembling thighs.










I catch her gaze.




She winks.




I shiver, wetness dribbling down my inner thigh.











Welcome home,


 
the city seems to breathe.










I step into the Grand Plaza.










And my world explodes.










Naked bodies swirl around me, glowing under the floodlights — some painted, some glittered, some bound in golden rope, some crawling, some striding proud and free.




Everywhere, mouths meet cocks, tongues dive between dripping cunts, fingers explore hungry holes.




Cries of pleasure echo off the ancient stones.










I watch a beautiful woman — nude but for a diamond tail plug twitching between her ass cheeks — straddle a panting boy tied to a public bench, riding his face shamelessly as a crowd cheers.




Nearby, a ring of diapered Littles suckle at bottle nipples offered by smiling Caregivers, their diapers growing yellow and heavy between their spread thighs, their moans muffled by pacifiers.










I feel dizzy, drunk, burning.










This is Tenderworld.




This is mine.










I wander, slow, letting the tide of bodies carry me.










A Domme in violet leather strokes my hair as she passes, her gloved hand trailing over my scalp like silk.




A naked man kneels at my feet for a moment, kissing my toes with a whispered "Thank you," before crawling away, cock stiff between his thighs.










I laugh, breathless, drunk on it.











Anything I want,


 
I remember.










Anything.










As long as it’s wanted, as long as it’s given freely — nothing is forbidden.










My cunt clenches at the thought.














I drift toward the Spanking Circle, drawn by the crack of leather on flesh.










It’s a wide, sunken arena, ringed by rows of benches — and bodies.




Naked asses line the benches: Littles in frilly dresses and thick diapers pulled down, brats in stockings and heels, men and women with wrists bound to spanking posts, their bodies trembling under the steady rhythm of paddles, belts, and bare hands.










A redheaded Domme in thigh-high boots beckons me from the center of the Circle.










She holds a wide leather paddle in one hand.




Her other hand points to her thigh.











Come.











My heart stutters.




My thighs clench.










I should be shy.




I should be scared.










But I’m not.










I smile, wicked and giddy, and walk forward, shedding the useless slip over my head, leaving me naked in the hot, moaning air.










The crowd whoops and whistles as I climb onto the Domme’s lap, straddling her strong thigh, my cunt pressing slick and desperate against her leather.










Her hand cups my ass, kneading it possessively.




She leans in, her breath hot against my ear.










"You’re dripping," she purrs.




"Perfect little slut."










I whimper, grinding helplessly against her thigh.










The first slap of the paddle makes me cry out — not in pain, but in

 

joy


 
.










It’s sharp, sweet, stunning.




My flesh jiggles under the blow, heat blooming across my ass.










Another.




Another.




Another.










Each strike pushes me deeper into her thigh, into my need, into the roaring pleasure that rises and breaks like surf inside me.










I ride her without shame, grinding, sobbing, my orgasm building like a thunderstorm behind my clit.










The crowd chants — "Harder! Faster! Cum for us, baby!"










I do.










I shatter with a scream, soaking her thigh with my gush, my body convulsing, my thighs trembling.










The Domme holds me through it, her hands soothing my burning ass, her lips pressing a kiss to my temple.










"You’re beautiful," she whispers.














I stagger away on shaky legs, still gasping, my slip forgotten somewhere on the floor.










Nude now, shining with sweat and cunt juice, I wander dazed and grinning through the swirling bodies.










Hands trail over me — soft caresses, playful pinches, teasing fingers brushing between my thighs.










I let them.










I crave more.














At the edge of the Grand Plaza, I spot a cluster of brightly colored tents — the

 

Cradle Garden


 
.










Soft laughter drifts from within.




Crinkling.




Babbling.










My heart flutters.










I wander closer.










Inside, Littles lounge on giant cushions and plush cribs.




Some suckle on bottles, some play with oversized rattles, some nap in piles of cuddling bodies.










Volunteers in soft pastels wander among them, changing heavy diapers, feeding, soothing.










A smiling woman in a flowing pink gown approaches me, holding out a thick, fluffy diaper and a bottle filled with warm milk.










"First time?" she asks, her voice sweet as candy.










I nod, blushing, my nipples hardening painfully.










"Come, baby girl," she coos.




"Let’s get you nice and little."










My cunt throbs.










I kneel willingly on the padded mat.




She powders me, her hands slow and tender, her fingers brushing teasingly between my thighs, smearing the slickness dripping from my hole.










She tapes the thick diaper snugly around my hips, smoothing the crinkling plastic, patting my padded crotch with a loving grin.










"There we go," she purrs.




"All safe. All messy little baby now."










I moan, my diaper swelling with heat and need.










She lifts the bottle to my lips.










I suck greedily, warm milk dribbling down my chin, my diaper growing wetter by the second as my cunt spasms helplessly.










I don’t even try to hold it back.










I

 

wet myself


 
— flooding the diaper in front of a dozen smiling strangers — my cheeks burning, my pussy clenching, my body singing with shame and joy.










Hands stroke my hair, my diapered ass.




A warm hand slips between my thighs, pressing gently against the swollen padding.










"Such a good little baby," someone murmurs.










I cum again, messy and wild, soaking myself from the inside out.














Hours pass like dreams.










I am diapered, fed, spanked, fingered, kissed, cuddled, claimed —




by strangers, by friends, by lovers.










Sometimes I crawl on all fours, leash dangling from my neck.




Sometimes I kneel between spread thighs, licking and worshiping dripping cunts and hard cocks.




Sometimes I am bent over in Anal Alley, fucked slow and deep until I sob and squirt and soak the leather beneath me.










I lose track of names.




I lose track of time.










All that matters is the

 

heat


 
, the

 

touch


 
, the

 

moans


 
, the

 

cries


 
, the

 

love


 
.










All that matters is that I am

 

free


 
.














When the first light of dawn cracks the sky, I collapse onto a pile of bodies in the Tender Baths — diaper soggy, thighs sticky, mouth sore from kissing, cunt sore from cumming.










And I know, with every aching, trembling inch of my body:











I was made for this world.










Chapter Two: Deeper














Warmth.




Softness.




The scent of milk and sex and sweat.










I drift awake, cocooned between naked bodies in the steaming Tender Baths, my head pillowed on a stranger’s chest, my legs tangled with others.










My diaper is soaked and sagging between my thighs, swollen and heavy with wetness and the aftermath of too many orgasms to count.




I shift, feeling the squish, the shame, the thrill — and whimper softly.










A hand strokes my hair.




A mouth kisses my forehead.










"Good morning, beautiful mess," someone murmurs.










I smile, dazed and aching and full of something deeper than contentment.











This is home.















The baths ripple with lazy movement — bodies stretching, yawning, cuddling, fucking.










Across the shallow pools, a girl with a tail plug bends over to lap at another girl’s cunt, moaning softly as a man fingers her leaking pussy.




A group of Littles float in a warm puddle, diapered and giggling, while Caregivers gently wipe their sticky thighs clean.










The air thrums with sleepy sex and sweet indulgence.










I shift again, my soggy diaper crinkling loudly, my cunt throbbing.










I want more.














A soft chime rings through the Baths, and a figure approaches — tall, nude but for a golden sash draped across his bare chest.










A

 

Tender Guide


 
.










His skin gleams with oils. His cock hangs thick and heavy between strong thighs.




His smile is patient, kind, filthy.










He kneels before me, stroking my messy hair back from my face.










"Good morning, little explorer," he says, voice low and rich.










I blush.




My nipples stiffen.




I nod, biting my lip.










"You survived your first night," he teases, running a finger down the line of my swollen diaper.










"I want…" I whisper, throat dry.




"I want more."










His smile widens.










"You’re ready, then," he murmurs.




"Ready to go deeper."










I nod again, heart pounding, cunt leaking helplessly into the soaked padding.










He leans in close, his breath warm against my ear.










"We have options," he whispers.




"Filthy, beautiful options."










I shudder.










"Tell me," I beg.














He lists them, slowly, his voice a caress:










●

 
       

 

The Exhibition Stages


 
: Where willing bodies are displayed for worship, toyed with, fucked before cheering crowds.



 









●

 
       

 

The Anal Gardens


 
: Gentle, slow, relentless stretching and claiming, under the patient hands of skilled lovers.



 









●

 
       

 

The Milk Houses


 
: For Littles and adults alike — nursing, sucking, cradling, feeding, drinking cum and milk until you're drunk on it.




 











●

 
       

 

The Rope Chambers


 
: Suspended, bound, spread open for hands and mouths and cocks and toys.



 









●

 
       

 

The Pleasure Walk


 
: A gauntlet of anonymous mouths and fingers — where you surrender your body to pleasure without faces or names.




 











My thighs tremble.




My breath comes fast.




My diaper squelches wetly as I squirm, desperate and dizzy with want.










"All of them," I whisper.










He chuckles, low and dirty.










"Greedy little thing," he purrs.




"We like that here."










He helps me stand — my soaked diaper hanging low, my legs shaky.




He peels it away with slow, tender hands, baring my dripping cunt to the warm air.










Without shame, without hesitation, he lifts me into his arms — carrying me like a treasured thing — and walks.














We pass scenes of glorious depravity:










●

 
       

 
A Mistress with violet hair pegging two sissy boys at once, her strap-on gleaming, their moans filling the streets.




 











●

 
       

 
A circle of diapered Littles being fucked gently on thick, padded mats, Daddies crooning praise as they cum, leak, wet themselves again.




 











●

 
       

 
Puppy boys chasing squeaky toys on all fours, their cocks bouncing under swaying tail plugs.



 









●

 
       

 
Lovers tangled in bondage, suspended between the trees, bodies writhing like erotic fruit waiting to be plucked.



 









I ache for it all.










I want to taste every kiss, feel every cock, ride every tongue.










I want to be filled, stretched, licked, sucked, claimed.










I want to

 

drown


 
in it.














We reach the Exhibition Stages first.










Raised platforms bathed in gold and pink lights.




Bodies already displayed: tied to frames, bent over benches, spread open for eager tongues and fingers.




Crowds gather, smiling, moaning, encouraging.










The Tender Guide sets me gently on a soft velvet stage.




He kneels beside me, stroking my hair.










"You have only to raise your hand if you wish to stop," he murmurs.










I nod, wide-eyed, soaking wet.










He stands, lifts his voice.










"This one is new," he calls to the crowd.




"Be gentle. Be loving. Be filthy."










Cheers rise, low and hungry.










Hands approach.














Fingers trace my thighs, my belly, my slick folds.




Mouths kiss my calves, my knees, my hips.




A tongue slides over my clit, slow and soft, making me whimper and arch.










A thick plug presses against my messy hole — teasing, easing, sliding in with delicious pressure.










I moan shamelessly, grinding against the touches.










Hands hold me open.




Mouths drink from me.




A cock pushes deep into my cunt — slow, stretching, perfect — as a plug fills my ass.










I sob, overwhelmed, trembling, ecstatic.










The crowd cheers.










I cum again and again, gasping, dripping, shaking.










Hands soothe me.




Kisses rain over my burning skin.










I am nothing but

 

pleasure


 
,

 

filth


 
,

 

freedom


 
.














Hours later — or maybe minutes, time has no meaning here —




I am lifted gently from the stage, cradled against a warm chest.










I am cleaned with soft cloths.




Powdered.




Diapered again — thick and warm between my thighs.




Fed sweet milk from a bottle, kissed like a precious thing.










"You’re doing beautifully," the Tender Guide whispers against my temple.










"You were made for this."










And I know, somewhere deep in the melting, soaring core of me —











He’s right.











I was.









Chapter Three: The Anal Gardens














The sun is lower now, bleeding soft gold across the Festival streets, making the air thick and sticky with heat and lust.










I feel it between my thighs — a constant, throbbing ache.




My diaper is fresh, thick, cradling me like a secret, but I’m already wetting it slowly, dribbling helplessly from my aching cunt.










The Tender Guide strokes my hair as he carries me through the crowd, my body limp and buzzing in his arms.










"You’re glowing," he murmurs, smiling.










I giggle drunkenly against his chest, nuzzling into the warm, oiled skin.










"I want more," I whisper.










He chuckles.










"You’re insatiable."










I nod.




I don’t care.




I want everything.










He turns, carrying me through an arch woven with black silk and red roses.




A sign above it reads, in flowing gold letters:











The Anal Gardens.











I shudder, a wave of nervous excitement fluttering low in my belly.










I’ve had fingers, plugs, tongues — little teases, little tastes.










But this...










This is something else.










This is surrender.














The Gardens are a dream of filth.










Soft moss carpets the ground.




Wide padded benches line the shaded pathways.




Couples, triples, quads lounge across them —




legs spread, asses lifted, holes stretched wide by slow, relentless hands and toys.










Soft moans ripple through the air, thick and lazy.




The scent of slick and lube and need wraps around me like a second skin.










I see a girl bent over a bench, her diaper pulled down to her ankles, whimpering as a huge, glistening plug is worked into her sloppy hole.




I see a man on all fours, barking weakly as a Domme fists him up to the wrist, his cock drooling helplessly onto the moss.










Everywhere, holes are open.




Filled.




Loved.










I shiver, my diaper growing hotter between my thighs.










I want it.










I need it.














The Tender Guide sets me gently down on a padded bench near the center.










He kneels before me, his big hands stroking my thighs, my diaper, my belly.










"Still ready?" he asks, voice low.










I nod desperately.










He smiles — and rips the tapes on my diaper, peeling it away to expose my dripping, messy cunt and tight little hole.










Warm air kisses my bare skin.




I squirm, whining softly.










"You’re perfect," he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my inner thigh.










Then he stands, lifts his hand — and two others approach.










A man and a woman, both naked, both beautiful:




the man muscled and golden, the woman curvy and gleaming with body oils.










They smile at me like I’m a feast laid out for them.










I whimper.










They kneel on either side of me.










Big hands lift my thighs, spreading me wide.




Fingers stroke my folds, teasing my clit, dipping inside my sopping pussy.




Another hand trails lower, circling my tight hole with warm, slick lube.










I gasp.










The woman leans in, licking slowly up the inside of my thigh, her breath hot against my messy cunt.










"You’re going to be so full," she whispers.










I moan, high and helpless.














They take their time.










Fingers stroke and tease my tight little pucker, dipping shallowly, pulling back, circling again.




The man suckles at my clit while the woman pushes a slick finger inside my ass, slow and steady.










I cry out, clutching at the padded bench.










It burns —




it fills —




it

 

floods


 
me with pleasure.










Another finger joins the first.




Stretching me, twisting gently, making my toes curl and my head fall back in a shameless moan.










My pussy gushes around the man’s mouth.




My ass spasms around the woman’s fingers.










I am

 

open


 
,

 

wet


 
,

 

wild


 
.














When I’m trembling, whimpering, begging for more, they ease away.










The man kneels behind me.










I feel the thick, hot head of his cock pressing against my sloppy, stretched hole.










I sob with need.










He pushes.










Slow.




Deep.




Unstoppable.










My ass stretches wide around him, burning, splitting, devouring.










I scream — not in pain, but in

 

filthy, holy pleasure


 
.










He slides all the way in — balls pressed against my slick cheeks — and holds still, letting me feel it.










The fullness.




The helplessness.




The pure, filthy joy.










The woman kisses me as he begins to move, slow and deep.










Their voices praise me:










"Good girl."




"So perfect."




"Taking it so well."










I sob into the kiss, my body convulsing with orgasm after orgasm, soaking the moss under me.










I am nothing but a hole now.




A willing, needy, stretched little thing for them to use and love.










And it’s perfect.














He fucks me slow and deep for what feels like hours.










Sometimes pulling out to press larger plugs into my gaping hole.




Sometimes pulling my cheeks apart and licking at the stretched, twitching flesh.




Sometimes thrusting back inside, making me sob and gush and soak the ground.










The woman strokes my clit the whole time, teasing me into one messy, shaking orgasm after another.










I don’t know how many times I cum.










I don’t care.










I want it to never stop.














When I’m finally limp, shuddering, wrecked, they lift me gently.










The man pulls out with a wet, filthy sound.




The woman pushes a giant plug into my gaping hole, sealing me tight.










I whimper in sweet, messy surrender.










They powder me.




Diaper me thickly again.




Dress me in a soft, frilly onesie that barely covers my swollen, leaking body.










The woman kisses my forehead.










"You’re perfect," she whispers.










The man kisses my diapered crotch.










"So full," he purrs.










They leave me trembling on the bench, diapered, plugged, filled, dripping —




and happier than I have ever been.














The Festival sings around me.




The air thrums with sex and love and life.










And I know:











This is only the beginning.










Chapter Four: The Messy Games














The world swims in heat and gold and filth.










I waddle through the Grand Plaza, my diaper swollen thick between my thighs, the huge plug throbbing deep inside me with every step.










I’m leaking down my thighs, dribbling from both holes, soaked and shaking.










And I’m smiling.










High on pleasure.




High on surrender.




High on being everything I’ve ever been too scared to be.










The Tender Guide strokes my messy hair, murmuring soft praise as he steers me toward a wide open field of padded mats and bright banners.










The scent hits me before I even see it — sharp, sweet, filthy: powder, piss, cum, sweat, mess.










I see them then — dozens of diapered Littles and filthy grown-ups crawling, waddling, laughing across the padded playground.




Some are leaking openly, wet trails glistening behind them.




Some are already squatting, red-faced, as they mess themselves noisily, shamelessly, giggling and moaning.










Crowds cheer and laugh and clap from the sidelines, tossing bottles of milk, clapping for every wet accident, every squishy, sagging diaper.










A sign hangs over the entrance, written in huge golden letters:











Welcome to the Diaper Derby!






No Shame — Only Pleasure.











My clit throbs.




My diaper squelches.




The plug inside me pulses like a heartbeat.










I whimper, trembling.











I want it.






I want it so badly.















A smiling woman in a sheer yellow dress approaches — her full breasts bouncing free, nipples pierced with golden rings.




Her hips sway under a thick, soaked diaper, her legs glistening with arousal.










She kneels before me, cupping my flushed cheeks in her soft hands.










"First time at the Derby, little one?" she coos.










I nod, blushing hard, my diaper crinkling loudly.










She beams.










"Good girl," she purrs.




"You’re going to be

 

perfect


 
."










She takes my hand — my fingers sticky with milk and cum — and leads me onto the field.










The crowd roars their welcome.














I’m quickly surrounded by other Littles —




boys in baby bonnets and pink diapers,




girls in frilly onesies with leaking crotches,




puppy Littles wagging their tails and barking through messy muzzles.










We’re herded into a loose starting line.










The rules are shouted cheerfully by a Daddy in tight leather shorts, his massive cock swinging between his thighs:












"Drink up, crawl fast, mess yourself proudly!




Every accident gets a kiss!




Every mess gets a spanking!




The messiest wins the Golden Pacifier!"














Milk bottles are thrust into our hands.










Without thinking, I suck greedily — warm, thick milk pouring down my throat, bloating my belly, making it gurgle ominously.










I feel it immediately.










Pressure.




Heat.




The urgent, trembling need to let go.










I moan softly around the nipple, drooling milk down my chin.










The woman in yellow leans in, whispering against my ear:










"Don’t hold it, baby.




Make a nice big mess for Mommy."










I whimper.










The starting bell rings.














I crawl forward clumsily, my heavy diaper swinging between my thighs, my plug shifting deliciously deep inside me.










The mat squishes under my hands and knees, sticky with spilled milk, cum, piss.










Other Littles are already losing control around me — grunting, whining, wetting themselves noisily as they crawl.










I feel it building.










The milk gurgling through me.




The plug pressing deep.




My bladder aching, my bowels clenching.










I can’t hold it.










I don’t want to.














It starts with a loud, wet hiss —




piss flooding into the padding, soaking the thick diaper, running in warm streams down my thighs.










I cry out, half in shock, half in sheer filthy pleasure.










The crowd cheers.










I crawl another few steps — and then it happens.










My belly spasms.










The plug shifts.










And I mess myself — explosively, helplessly, noisily.










I sob with relief and ecstasy as my diaper balloons out behind me, sagging heavy with my filth.










The smell rises immediately — hot, dirty, perfect.










The crowd goes wild.










Hands clap.




Cheers echo.




Laughter bubbles like champagne.










Someone tosses confetti over me, glitter raining down onto my messy, crinkling body.










I collapse onto the mat, panting, drooling, writhing.











I’ve never been happier in my life.















Strong arms scoop me up.










The woman in yellow carries me to the Changing Stage — a wide, padded platform where messy babies are publicly wiped, powdered, plugged, and re-diapered.










She lays me down with a kiss to my forehead.










A Daddy steps forward — huge, rough, grinning.










His cock strains against the front of his leather shorts.










"Such a filthy little baby," he growls, snapping on thick black gloves.










The crowd gathers close, murmuring eagerly.










He tears open my diaper with a loud rip.










The smell washes over us.










I flush red, tears spilling from my eyes — not from shame, but from

 

pure, overwhelming pleasure


 
.










The Daddy wipes me slowly, lovingly, working the mess from my cheeks, my thighs, my gaping, leaking holes.










He teases me mercilessly, fingers brushing my clit, slipping teasingly into my wet, filthy cunt.










I moan and writhe, diaper crinkling under me.










"You liked messing yourself, didn’t you, dirty girl?" he growls.










I nod desperately, sobbing.










He chuckles — and smacks my messy, dripping ass with a loud crack.










The crowd cheers.














When I’m wiped clean — or as clean as he wants me — he produces a new plug.










Bigger.




Longer.




Ribbed.










He holds it up for the crowd, grinning wickedly.










They chant:




"Plug her! Plug her! Plug her!"










I spread my thighs, whimpering, begging.










He pushes the huge plug against my still-twitching hole —




forcing it in, inch by inch, until I scream with pleasure, my pussy gushing again onto the padded stage.










He tapes a fresh, thick diaper around me —




triple-thick, bulging, locking the huge plug inside me.










I can barely move.










Perfect.














The woman in yellow lifts me to my feet — or tries to.










I can’t stand.










I can only crawl, my swollen diaper squishing wetly, drooling from every hole.










The crowd claps, laughing, throwing flowers and kisses at me.










Someone shouts:




"Messiest Baby of the Night!"










Someone else shouts:




"Golden Pacifier! Golden Pacifier!"










The Daddy lifts a huge gold trophy shaped like a giant crinkling diaper.










He places a golden pacifier in my mouth, fastening it with a satin ribbon around my neck.










The crowd roars.










And I cry —




sobbing, trembling, smiling —




because I have never, ever felt so filthy, so seen, so loved.














Later, after more crawling races, more messy accidents, more changes,




I collapse in a pile of giggling, diapered bodies —




cuddled, stroked, praised.










The Tender Guide finds me again, stroking my hair, kissing my wet forehead.










"You’re perfect," he whispers.










"You’re free."










And I know:











Tomorrow, I’ll go even deeper.










Chapter Five: The Pleasure Walk














My legs are jelly.




My diaper squishes, soaked and sagging between my thighs.




My plug pulses inside me, a sweet, thick reminder of everything I've already surrendered.










And yet—










And yet—










I'm still aching.




Still hungry.




Still

 

starving


 
for more.










The Tender Guide strokes my back, smiling down at me as I pant and crawl at his feet.










"You’re ready," he murmurs.










I whimper, nodding, drooling around my golden pacifier.










He kneels, wiping the sweat and milk from my forehead with a soft cloth.










"There’s one more experience tonight, little one," he says gently.




"If you want it."










I look up at him, wide-eyed, needy.










"Please," I whisper around the rubber nipple.










He smiles —




and gestures toward a wide, velvet-draped archway at the far end of the Derby Field.










Above it, the words glitter in the torchlight:











The Pleasure Walk.






Consent. Trust. Surrender.











My heart pounds.










My soaked diaper squelches as I squirm.










The Pleasure Walk.










I’ve heard the whispers —




a place where you crawl, blind and helpless, through waves of hands and mouths and toys,




where you give yourself to pleasure,




where you are touched, tasted, teased, filled —




again and again and again —




until your body breaks and your soul soars.










No faces.




No names.




Only

 

pleasure


 
.










Only

 

surrender


 
.














The Tender Guide lifts me carefully into his arms.










He carries me toward the archway —




through the velvet drapes —




into the warm, pulsing dark beyond.










Inside, everything glows soft red and gold.




The air hums with moans, wet noises, gentle laughter.










I see others already crawling the path ahead:




nude or diapered, masked or blindfolded, some gagged with soft pacifiers, some sobbing into open hands, all writhing as anonymous hands stroke and use them.










Stations line the path —




each offering a new flavor of pleasure:




tongues, fingers, toys, cocks, plugs, suckers, vibrators, feeders.










Each station marked only with a soft light, a symbol —




a plug, a tongue, a cock, a bottle, a crop.










I tremble, dizzy, dripping.










The Guide lowers me to a padded mat at the starting line.










He strokes my hair back from my face, smiling down at me like a proud father.










"You’ll be safe," he whispers.




"You’ll be loved."










I nod, tears spilling freely now.










I trust.










I want.










I need.














They prepare me slowly.










●

 
       

 
They change my soaked diaper, teasing my clit and my stretched ass until I’m sobbing and gushing again.




 











●

 
       

 
They plug me with a vibrating, ribbed toy, locking it deep inside.



 









●

 
       

 
They swaddle me in a new thick diaper — almost too thick to close my thighs.



 









●

 
       

 
They fasten soft leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles — not to restrain, but to remind me that I am theirs.




 











●

 
       

 
They slide a blindfold over my eyes — plunging me into velvet darkness.



 









●

 
       

 
They replace my golden pacifier with a soft rubber ball gag, warm and comforting.



 









By the time they lift me to my hands and knees,




I’m shaking —




soaked, trembling, desperate, dripping down my thighs.










I whimper against the gag.










The crowd watching the start line cheers softly.










Hands pat my padded bottom.










The first bell rings.










I crawl forward.














The first station hits me like a dream.










Gentle fingers stroke my thighs, my calves, my diapered ass.




A tongue traces the edges of my diaper, lapping at the slick wetness leaking through.










Someone presses a vibrator against the swollen mound of my diapered cunt —




buzzing slow and low —




making me buck and sob around the gag.










Soft murmurs float around me:












"So wet."




"So perfect."




"Such a good little toy."














A thick cock brushes against my thighs — hot and heavy — smearing precum onto my skin.




Someone fingers the edges of my diaper, teasing the soaked padding against my swollen clit.










I cum helplessly, squirting inside the diaper, soaking it even worse.










The crowd claps, laughing joyfully.














The second station.










Hands lift my diapered ass.




Fingers peel the tapes carefully, baring my sticky, twitching cunt and my messy, stretched ass.










A tongue thrusts deep into my gaping hole.










I scream into the gag.










Another tongue finds my clit, flicking fast and merciless.










Hands hold my cheeks wide apart, stretching me open for anonymous mouths to feast on.










Someone teases my plug, popping it free —




then sliding a fat, slick dildo into my hole —




filling me to the brim, making my toes curl.










I cum again, wild, helpless.










Milky gushes pour from my hole, slicking down my thighs.










The dildo is left inside me, stuffed deep, buzzing faintly.










I crawl onward.














The third station.










A feeding station.










Hands cradle my face.




A warm bottle nipple is pushed between my lips —




thick, creamy milk pouring down my throat.










I suck greedily, my belly bloating, the pressure building.










Another hand strokes my swollen, leaking cunt.




Another teases my ass, jiggling the dildo inside me.










I drink until I whimper, until milk leaks from the corners of my mouth, until my belly gurgles loudly.










They pat my diapered tummy.










"Good baby," someone purrs.










I crawl onward, drunk on milk and pleasure.














The fourth station.










Pain.










Sweet, delicious pain.










A paddle slaps my diapered ass — sharp, rhythmic, singing against the thick padding.










Each strike sends shockwaves through my cunt.










Each strike makes the dildo in my ass grind deeper.










I buck and sob, crawling, desperate, greedy.










Someone pinches my nipples, twisting gently, making me scream around the gag.










The crowd cheers.










I cum again, shaking, messy, wild.














The final stretch.










The pressure in my belly is unbearable now.










My bladder aches.




My bowels churn.










I know what they want.










I know what I want.










I crawl into the final stage — a huge padded mat under golden light.










Hands hold me down gently.




Kisses rain over my diapered hips, my thighs, my leaking breasts.










"Let go," someone whispers against my ear.










I sob — and

 

release


 
.










Flooding my diaper with piss, mess, cum.










Crying.




Moaning.




Laughing.










The dildo pops free from my gaping ass with a wet, filthy noise.










Hands massage my swollen belly.




Fingers rub slow circles around my soaked diaper.










I cum again, and again, and again —




until I’m nothing but a trembling, crying, messy little heap on the mat.














The Tender Guide lifts me into his arms, cradling me gently.










He kisses my temple, stroking my filthy hair.










"You did so beautifully," he whispers.










The crowd claps, laughing and cheering and throwing flowers.










I smile through my tears, drooling around the gag, diaper squelching, belly swollen and leaking.










I am wrecked.




I am full.




I am free.










I am theirs.










I am home.









Chapter Six: His Hands














I don’t remember being carried out of the Pleasure Walk.










I remember tongues.




I remember hands.




I remember cumming until I forgot my name.




Until the world dissolved into moans and milk and slick vibrating heat.










And now…










Now I’m floating.










Somewhere soft.




Somewhere warm.




Somewhere I can finally breathe again.














The air is quiet here.










Muted.




Hushed.




Safe.










The moans and laughter of the Festival still echo in the distance —




but here, I hear only water dripping softly, gentle music, and the sound of my own breath.










And his.










I open my eyes slowly.










The light is low — golden and amber, flickering from lanterns strung above like stars.










I’m laying in a wide padded crib, draped in soft white curtains.










And beside me sits a man.










Not a boy.




Not a Daddy trying to be cute.




A

 

man


 
.










Older.




Broad shoulders.




Rough hands.




Eyes like shadowed honey and fire.










He watches me without speaking.




Not hungry — not yet — but calm.




Grounded.










As if he’s been waiting.














I realize I’m still gagged, still blindfolded, still plugged and soaked inside my diaper.










I whimper softly, unsure.










His expression doesn’t change — but he leans in slowly, gently removing the gag from my lips.










Cool air kisses my spit-slicked mouth.










Then, wordlessly, he peels away the blindfold.










The world blooms around me.




And he’s the first thing I see.










I blink up at him, dazed, raw.










"Hi," I whisper.










He doesn’t smile — not yet — but something shifts in his eyes.










He reaches down.










His fingers brush my cheek.




Then lower.




To the front of my diaper.










He presses.










My soaked cunt spasms.




I moan.










"You’re filthy," he says simply.










I nod, blushing.




"Yes, Daddy."










He finally smiles — slow, dangerous, beautiful.










"I know."














He doesn’t undress me like the others.




He doesn’t rush.










He stands, moves to a small basin beside the crib.




Washes his hands in steaming water.




Prepares cloths.




Powder.




Oil.










He lays it all out — then returns to me.










"Arms up."










I lift them obediently, trembling.










He undoes the snaps on my messy onesie, peeling it away like skin —




exposing my leaking diaper, my swollen breasts, my ruined thighs.










Then he pushes my thighs apart with strong hands and tears open the diaper with a single rip.










He doesn’t flinch at the mess.




He doesn’t hesitate.










He wipes me slowly.




Carefully.










Not teasing.




Not playing.










Just…

 

cleansing


 
me.










It’s the most intimate thing I’ve ever felt.














When he’s finished, he lifts my hips and slides a fresh, thick diaper beneath me.










But he doesn’t tape it yet.










He reaches for something small and glass and dripping.










"Do you know what this is?"










I look.










It’s a bulb syringe — filled with thick, warm liquid.










My belly clenches.










I nod.










He lifts my legs in one hand — effortless.




And slides the nozzle into my sore, stretched, filthy hole.










I gasp.




He squeezes.










Warmth floods me.










Again.




And again.




And again.










My belly swells.










He massages it gently, soothing the cramps.










"You’ll hold it until I say otherwise," he says.










I nod desperately.










He presses a plug into me — smaller, smoother —




then tapes the diaper shut with perfect, practiced hands.










He doesn’t touch my clit.




He doesn’t stroke my breasts.










He just lifts me into his arms and holds me there, rocking slowly.










"You don’t know it yet," he murmurs.




"But you’re mine now."














I break.










I sob.










Not from pain.










Not from shame.










From relief.










From knowing that I’m no longer drifting.










That someone sees me.




Wants me.





Will keep me.











"Yes, Daddy," I whisper, shaking.










"Good girl," he says, stroking my hair.










"Now hush.




We’re just getting started."









Chapter Seven: His Rules














"Open."










Daddy’s voice is low, steady, rich with that command that makes me melt from the inside out.










I open my mouth instantly, needing it — needing him.










He pushes the pacifier in gently and straps it behind my head, the soft leather snug at the corners of my mouth.










I suck instinctively.




The rubber fills me.










His hand tilts my chin upward. His eyes meet mine, and I shudder.










"You’re going to follow my rules now, baby girl."










I nod, trembling, diaper rustling beneath me as I kneel at his feet.










"You don’t touch your diaper unless I say.




You don’t cum unless I say.




You don’t speak unless I remove your pacifier.




You’ll be plugged, padded, and leashed until I choose otherwise."










I moan around the gag, the pacifier squeaking quietly with every helpless breath.










He knows exactly what that does to me.










"You love this already, don’t you?"










I nod again.










He smiles.










"So good."














He dresses me like I’m being prepared for a ceremony.










A new, triple-thick diaper — soft and impossibly bulky — cradles my hips, sealing tight with four thick tapes.




Then comes the plug — thick, warm, buzzing.




He pushes it deep, watching my thighs tremble as my body opens around it.




A short pink leash clipped to a tight collar.




A bonnet.




Two bells tied to each ankle.










No shirt.










No pants.










Just my skin, my plug, and my obedience on display.










Daddy leads me into the open Plaza like that.










I crawl at his feet, bells jingling, diaper crinkling, my ass swaying with each slow, aching movement.










And everyone sees.










They clap.




They moan.




They cheer.










Some whisper.










"She’s so full."




"Is she leaking yet?"




"Her Daddy must be so proud."










They’re not wrong.














He brings me to a public nursery ring — one of the soft, velvet-lined circles where Daddies watch their Littles crawl and serve.










He sits on a wide leather throne and pulls me into his lap.










I straddle his thigh, diaper pressing into the curve of it, every inch of my wet heat grinding against him through the layers.










He strokes the front of my padding, palm slow and firm.










"You want to cum already, don’t you?"










I nod desperately, eyes wide behind the bonnet, body trembling.










He rubs harder — circling my clit through the layers — bringing me to the edge.










And then he stops.










Pulls his hand away completely.










I cry out, frustrated, the pacifier muffling everything into a pathetic whine.










Daddy leans close.










"Not yet."














He carries me past the Petplay Parade and sets me on a public changing table.










Tears open my soaked diaper in front of a growing crowd.










Cool air hits my cunt. I shudder.










He wipes me slowly. Thoroughly.




Touches my clit again — lightly, rhythmically — just long enough to make my hips jerk.










Then he stops.










Again.










My hole is dripping.










He slides the used diaper away and holds up a new plug.










This one is massive.










Thick.




Ribbed.




Buzzing already.










I whimper behind the gag.










He smiles.










"Good girl."










He pushes it in slowly — stretching me wide — until my ass swallows the entire length with a wet pop.










The crowd moans.










Daddy powders me, tapes me into a fresh diaper, and straps a locking band around my hips.










No escape.










No release.














He clips the leash to my collar and makes me crawl again.










Down the main festival lane.




Past the performers.




Past the dommes and the milk stations and the glass-walled gangbang stages.










Everyone sees me.










Some reach out.




They stroke my head, pat my ass, whisper praise.










"Look at her crawl."




"She’s soaking that diaper just from the plug."




"I bet she’d cum if he let her…"










They’re right.










But Daddy doesn’t stop.










Doesn’t let me rest.










Doesn’t let me break.














At dusk, he leads me to a platform ringed by white flowers and velvet ropes.










He lifts me into his lap, sits tall and proud.










The crowd gathers.










All eyes on me.










My diaper is sagging.




The plug is buzzing relentlessly.




I’m panting around the pacifier.










Daddy unclips it slowly.










My mouth opens.










"She’s served well today," he says, loud and clear.










"But she hasn’t earned her orgasm."










The crowd gasps.










A few boo.




Some laugh.










He looks down at me.










"You want it?"










"Yes, Daddy," I whisper, breath shaking. "Please."










"Then beg."










I slide to the ground.




Crawl to him.




Lick his boots.




Cry.










"I’ll do anything. Please let me cum. I’m yours, Daddy. Plugged, padded, ruined. Just please—"










He smiles.










"Good girl."










He opens his robe.










His cock is thick and glistening.










He pulls me into his lap again.










Rips open the diaper.










Spreads my legs.










And fucks me.














Right there.




In front of everyone.










Each thrust drives the plug deeper.




My cunt pulses and leaks.




My moans are loud and obscene.










"You want to cum now?" he growls.










"Yes, Daddy, please!"










"Then cum."










And I do.










Hard.




Explosively.




Soaking the diaper beneath me.




Screaming.




Flooding.










He cums with me, deep and hot, groaning into my neck.










We collapse together.










And I whisper:










"Yours."














He kisses me.










"My good girl."









Chapter Eight: His Baby Girl














He carries me through the glowing corridors like I weigh nothing at all.










One arm under my thighs, the other behind my back, his robe hanging open, my ruined diaper squelching weakly between us.




His cock is still slick with my cum.




My thighs are soaked and shivering.




My plug buzzes low and deep inside me, a constant reminder of everything I just surrendered.










My head lolls against his chest, my mouth open, my breath shallow.




I’ve never felt so used.




So full.




So utterly… safe.










He doesn’t speak.




He doesn’t need to.










I’m his now.










Everyone saw it.














He brings me to a private nursery tucked away behind the main stage — all white curtains, glowing lanterns, silk bedding, soft lullaby music humming through the walls.










He lays me on a warm padded changing table and pulls the wrecked diaper from between my thighs.










The smell of sex and piss rises — sharp, sweet, filthy.










I whimper, twitching as cold air hits my sore, leaking cunt.










His fingers brush my cheek.










"Shh."










He cleans me slowly — warm cloths, steady hands, not teasing this time.




Just care.




Just love.










He wipes my clit, my folds, my thighs, the dripping mess between my cheeks.










He slides the plug out — and I cry softly at the sudden emptiness.










He kisses the inside of my thigh.










"You did so well, baby girl."














He lifts me gently — like glass — and cradles me in his lap on a rocking chair.










He wraps a soft blanket around me.




Slides a bottle nipple into my mouth.




It’s full of warm milk and honey.










I suck greedily.










The taste, the warmth, the rhythm of his chest rising under my cheek —




it all melts into me like a drug.










He rocks me slowly.










The Festival hums quietly beyond the curtains.










But here… here it’s just us.










"You’re mine now," he murmurs into my hair.




"You know that, don’t you?"










I nod around the bottle, tears streaming silently down my cheeks.










"Say it."










He pulls the nipple from my lips.




I breathe once. Twice.










Then whisper:










"I’m yours, Daddy."














He kisses my forehead.










"Good girl."










He lifts me again, carries me to a soft nest of pillows, and lays me down like a doll.










He powders me gently.




Slides a new diaper under my hips — fluffy, clean, thick.




Tapes it tight, rubbing the front until I moan softly in my sleep.










Then — to my surprise — he slips something cool and hard between my thighs.










A fresh plug.










But not buzzing this time.










Heavy.




Still.




Commanding.










He tapes it in place under the diaper, kisses my lips, and lays down beside me.










"You’ll hold it for me," he whispers.




"Until I say otherwise."










I nod weakly, barely conscious.










He wraps his arm around me.










Pulls me close.










And I fall asleep in his arms, messy and marked, trembling and claimed.














Sometime in the night, I wake to feel his hand gently pressing against the front of my diaper.










Not to play.




Just to check.










He murmurs:










"Still dry. Good girl."










And I melt all over again.









Chapter Nine: Owned Girls














I wake to the sound of bells.










Soft jingling, like music played on skin.










My diaper is warm and heavy between my thighs.




The plug is still inside me — thick, cold, still.




My body aches from the inside out, sweet and stretched and full.










Daddy’s not in the bed.










I sit up slowly.










The nursery glows with morning gold, and at the foot of the crib...




three girls kneel.










All three are diapered, collared, plugged, and

 

silent


 
.




Their eyes are downcast.




Their bodies gleam with oil and pride.




Their hair is braided with satin bows.










And around their necks, like mine — a tag that says:

 

Property of Him.















He enters behind them, barefoot, cock already half hard under his robe.










He walks between them like they’re furniture — or artwork.




Pauses at the foot of the crib.




Smiles at me like he’s been waiting for years.










"Time to meet your sisters."














He leads me out of the crib by the leash.




I crawl — diaper squishing, thighs sore, plug grinding deep inside me.










He pulls me in front of the other girls and points down.










I kneel.










"These girls are mine," he says.










"They belong to me — every hole, every thought, every heartbeat.




You will serve beside them, suffer beside them, squirt beside them, beg beside them."










I moan, leaking.










"You are not special.




You are not my only.




But you are mine."










The other girls nod.




In perfect sync.




Plugged, puffed, powdered, proud.










I lower my eyes.










"Yes, Daddy."














He begins the ritual.










The other girls rise to all fours and crawl in a circle around me.




They whisper words I can’t understand — soft, rhythmic, ancient.










Then the first one — a dark-haired girl with gold nipple chains — crawls behind me.




Her hands slide down my diaper.










She undoes the tapes.










Pulls it down.










Exposes my wet, swollen cunt and the thick plug lodged deep in my ass.










She kisses my hip.










Then moves aside.










The second girl — small, pink-haired, her thighs smeared with dried cum — crawls in front of me.










She pushes her diaper against my face.










It’s soaked.










She whispers:










"Lick."














I obey.










I bury my face in her crotch, licking the wet, sweet piss from the padded front, moaning as I drink it in.










She whimpers, presses harder.










Daddy watches, hand slowly stroking his cock.










The third girl — curvy, tan, her plug tied in with ribbons — positions herself behind me.










Her hands pry my cheeks apart.




She pushes her tongue against the base of my plug, licking me with long, slow strokes.










I sob.




My clit pulses.




My mouth is soaked in diaper wetness.




My ass is trembling around the plug.










I’m nothing.










I’m his.










I’m theirs.














When they’re done, they kneel beside me again.










Daddy steps forward.










Holds my face in his hand.










"You’re part of them now," he says.










"You’ll serve together.




Sleep together.




Leak together.




Cum together.




Be punished together."










He leans in.










"And when I call, all my girls crawl."














He lifts me to the changing table and re-diapers me in front of them — slow, humiliating, perfect.










Then tapes each of us to a feeding bench.










We kneel, mouths open, as strangers walk past.










Some feed us bottles.










Some slip fingers into our mouths.










Some piss gently onto our tongues.










And some just stand and watch —




as Daddy’s four owned girls kneel in a row,




plugged, leaking, diapered, obedient —




open to the world.














Hours pass like music.










We serve together.




Lick together.




Cry together.










And when the sun dips low and the sky turns pink...










Daddy whispers to us:










"Tomorrow, one of you will be chosen."










"For the Golden Crib."














We moan as one.










Because we all know what it means.










The filthiest.




The most public.




The most beautiful surrender of the Festival.










And I want it.




More than anything.








Chapter Ten: Trials of the Flesh








I kneel in the sand, wrists cuffed behind me, knees spread wide, the plug in my ass pulsing gently in rhythm with my heartbeat.




Above me, the sky is thick with gold and violet.




The Festival glows around me — drums echoing, bodies moaning, the scent of sex and heat and milk rolling across the air.




And before me… stand the Trials.




The Trial of Flesh.




The Trial of Obedience.




The Trial of Silence.




The Trial of Praise.




All for the Golden Crib.

Daddy stands behind me, one hand heavy on the back of my neck, the other resting casually at the base of my leash.




"You wanted to be more than mine," he says.




"You wanted to be one of my girls."




I nod, trembling.

He leans close.

"Now show them how deep you’ll fall."







🜛 Trial One: Strap-On Submission






They lead me to the Circle of Dommes —




a wide velvet platform surrounded by torches and ropes, where women in leather and heels wait in a line.







Their strap-ons are slick.




Some fat and black.




Some slender and curved.




Some double-ended, pulsing softly with power.




They beckon.

I am stripped.

Bent over a padded bench.




My ass bare.




My pussy drooling.




My plug removed.







The first Domme steps behind me and

 

fucks me deep


 
— one hand fisting my hair, the other spanking my cheeks in time with her thrusts.




I cry out — pain, pleasure, heat flooding my belly.




The second one follows.




Then the third.




Each drives into me faster, deeper, dirtier.







My body is nothing but a hole for them.




I scream.




I sob.




I

 

cum hard


 
, shaking and dripping down my thighs.







When the last one pulls out, I drop to my knees and

 

lick them clean


 
one by one — tasting the mix of latex, cum, sweat, and my own soaked need.







The crowd roars.




Daddy nods.




"Next."







🜛 Trial Two: Anal Hook Parade



I crawl to the stone circle.




They lift me onto a small altar, spread my cheeks, and insert the

 

anal hook


 
—




smooth, cold, hooked deep into my stretched, messy hole.




A thin chain connects the hook to a collar fastened tightly around my throat.




If I lift my head — even a little — the hook

 

pulls deeper


 
.




The crowd parts.

A long walkway glows with firelight and petals.

I crawl.




Slow.




Head down.




Ass up.




Hook deep.




Every few feet, someone strokes my back, whispers filth, spanks my padded hips.




"Good toy."




"Look at her ass twitch."




"Bet she leaks if we tug just once."




They do.

I scream.

My cunt gushes.

And still — I crawl.

Hooked. Owned. Beautiful.







🜛 Trial Three: Oral Obedience






A row of strangers.




Ten cocks.




Ten cunts.







I kneel at the end.




Blindfolded.




Hands bound behind me.







One by one, they step forward.




I suck.




I lick.




I tongue and worship.







Some cum in my mouth.




Some squirt on my face.




Some grip my hair and moan my name.







I don't ask.




I don't choose.







I

 

serve


 
.







My jaw aches.




My throat burns.




My pussy pulses.




And Daddy’s voice floats over the crowd:

"She was made for this."

They cheer.







🜛 Trial Four: Orgasm Control






They strap me down on a padded bench.




Legs wide.




Arms above my head.







A toy is pressed to my clit.




Another to my nipples.




One more between my lips.




Daddy holds the controller.

He turns it on.




My body

 

arches hard


 
.




I scream.




He lets it build — just until my moans break —




then shuts it off.




Over and over.




I beg.




I sob.




I thrash against the cuffs.




"Please, Daddy. Please, please, please—"




Until finally—




he presses the switch.




All three toys pulse to max.

I break.




I cum so hard I

 

black out for a moment


 
.




I wake up in his arms.

The crowd chanting:

"Golden Crib! Golden Crib!"







🜛 Trial Five: Praise



I kneel beside the other girls — my sisters — all used, fucked, dripping.

One by one, we crawl to each other.

We kiss each other’s thighs.

We lick tears off each other’s cheeks.

We whisper:




"You’re perfect."




"You took it so well."




"You’re everything he wanted."







And together — in front of all of Tenderworld —




we press our foreheads to the floor and whisper:





"We are his."









Daddy steps forward.




Lifts my leash.




Holds me up like a prize.

"My girl," he says.

And the sky explodes with sound.






Chapter Eleven: The Golden Crib














The crib rises in the center of the Festival like a temple.










Gold and ivory.




Silks draped like wings.




Pillars soaked in candlelight.




The ground around it padded in white fur, already sticky with milk and cum and joy.










Tonight, I am the offering.










I kneel at the foot of the platform, blindfolded, collared, stripped bare except for golden cuffs and a single pink bow tied around my plug.










The crowd surrounds me — not rowdy, not laughing, but

 

reverent


 
.










Daddy stands behind me, hand on the leash, voice low and powerful.










"You have served.




You have been used.




You have been broken and rebuilt."










I tremble.










"You have no modesty left.




No lies in your body.




Only truth.




Only need."










He lifts the leash high.










"And now you will be taken — by all who desire you.




As the Festival desires.




As

 

I


 
desire."










The crowd moans.










My cunt leaks down my thighs.










I whisper:










"Yes, Daddy."














The crib doors open.










I’m lifted onto the platform, laid on my back — legs spread, ass exposed, mouth open.










My plug is pulled free.










My hole clenches, pulsing, twitching.










And the first cock enters me.














I don’t know his name.




I don’t need to.










He’s thick.




Hot.




Slow.










He sinks deep into my pussy, stretching me open.










I moan — high, wild, desperate.










He begins to fuck me — slow at first, then faster, harder, as hands stroke my thighs, mouths lick my nipples, and another cock presses gently to my lips.










I open.










I suck.










I worship.










The second man cums in my mouth before the first one finishes —




and I’m still swallowing when the third replaces him.










My holes become a rhythm.




My body a gateway.










Every time one cock pulls out, another slides in.










Ass.




Pussy.




Mouth.




Ass again.










Over and over.










Cum fills my belly.




Spills from my lips.




Drips from my cunt.










The crowd moans with me — some touching themselves, some crying, some begging Daddy to let them taste me too.










He says nothing.










Just watches.










His eyes burning.










His cock hard.










His girl

 

being taken


 
.














A woman climbs the crib and straddles my face.










Her cunt is slick and sweet and shaking.










I eat her like I’m starving.










She grinds.




She screams.




She cums all over my mouth — and then kisses my lips, tasting herself.










Another woman slides a toy into my ass — long, vibrating, stretching me again.










Fingers stroke my clit, holding me open while I’m fucked from both ends.










I scream.




I cum.




I sob.














They don’t stop.










Another cock.




Another hole.










Hands hold me up.




Hold me open.




Hold me down.










I’m passed from lap to lap, mouth to mouth, hole to hole.










A line of men cum on my face — warm, thick spurts painting my cheeks, my tongue, my collar.










A woman makes me lick her clean, then bends me over and fucks my ass with her strap until I collapse again.










I’m soaked.










Sobbing.










Shaking.










Destroyed.










Perfect.














And through it all, Daddy stands at the edge.










Watching.










Owning.










Until the final moment —




when the crib goes still.










The crowd parts.










And he walks to me.














I lay on my back, holes dripping, body twitching, eyes wet and wide.










He kneels between my legs.










Kisses my cunt.










Then slides inside — smooth, slow, deep.










And I break.










I scream.




Cum explodes from me in waves.




My legs lock around his waist.




My hands claw at the sheets.










He fucks me like I’m his life.










And I am.














When he cums — hot and deep inside me —




he leans close and whispers:










"Mine."










I nod, crying, smiling, destroyed.










"Yours."














And the crowd chants:











"She is his.






She is ours.






She is Tenderworld."










Chapter Twelve: His














My body is ruined.










Not in the way that hurts.




In the way that feels like truth.










Every hole is raw and sore and filled.




My cunt aches, pulsing slowly with each breath.




My thighs are sticky with cum, with spit, with the echoes of hands and cocks and praise.




My ass clenches weakly around the plug Daddy slid back into me after the gangbang — not as punishment, but as a seal.




A final mark.










And I am diapered again — soft, thick, warm, hugging me like a promise.










No one else touches me now.










Only him.














He carries me from the Golden Crib in silence.










The crowd has stopped cheering.




Stopped moaning.




They part for him like water.










Because they know.










The girl in his arms doesn’t belong to the Festival anymore.










She belongs to him.














The private nursery is quiet.




Low golden lights, clean silk sheets, the scent of milk and baby powder and afterglow.










He lays me on the bed like I might break.




Covers me with a blanket.




Strokes my hair with those big hands — the ones that held my leash while I was fucked in front of thousands.










Now they soothe me.










Now they love me.














I cry.










Not because I’m sad.




Because there’s

 

nothing left


 
between me and the world.










No walls.




No lies.




No shame.










Just skin.




And filth.




And need.




And love.










He holds me as I sob.










Whispers against my temple:










"You did so well, baby girl."










"You gave them everything."










"And now you’re mine."














He reaches into his robe.










Pulls out a collar.










Not a toy.










A real one.










Silver. Heavy. Forged.




With a lock shaped like a heart, and the Tenderworld mark engraved at the center — an open hand with a rose in the palm.










He holds it up.










I sit up on my knees, still shaking, tears dripping onto my chest.










He fastens it around my throat.










It clicks shut.










My breath catches.










He doesn’t say anything.










He just looks at me.










And I whisper:










"Yours."














He kisses me.










Not rough.




Not claiming.










Just soft.




Slow.




Full.










His tongue tastes like milk and salt and me.










His hands slide down my sides, over the diaper, crinkling softly.










He presses his palm between my legs, rubbing slow little circles into the padding.










I moan, weakly, blinking up at him.










"You want to cum again?" he whispers.










I nod.










"I want to watch you do it just for me this time."










No crowd.




No cameras.




No toys.










Just his hand.










Just me.










Just Daddy.














He untapes the diaper slowly, opening it like a gift.










The air is warm.










His fingers slide between my thighs — two inside my swollen, soaked pussy, his thumb on my clit.










I cry out immediately, so sore and desperate it hurts.










But he’s gentle.




Precise.




Perfect.










He keeps kissing me.




Telling me I’m beautiful.




Telling me I’m his.










And I cum for him like I’ve never cum for anyone.










Slow.




Silent.




A wave that rolls through every part of me.










I collapse in his arms.




Shaking.




Leaking.




Smiling.














He cleans me again.










Diapers me again.










Feeds me from a warm bottle, laying on his chest while he strokes my hair.










And right before I fall asleep, I hear him say:










"Tomorrow, we start your real training."










And I whisper, already drifting:










"Yes, Daddy."
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