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Chapter 1: Tender Spanks, Hidden Hearts

The dim light of the bedroom cast long shadows across the pastel-pink walls, the air thick with anticipation and the faint scent of baby powder. Mia, a 27-year-old graphic designer with a secret penchant for regression, knelt on the fluffy rug at the foot of the bed, her heart pounding in her chest. Her long auburn hair fell in waves over her bare shoulders, and her wide green eyes flickered with a mix of nervous excitement and raw desire. She wore nothing but a crinkly, oversized diaper taped snugly around her hips, the plastic material rustling with every slight movement. The humiliation of it sent a shiver of arousal straight to her core, her pussy already slick beneath the padded layers.

Standing before her was Ethan, a ruggedly handsome 32-year-old contractor with a stern jawline and piercing blue eyes that seemed to see straight through her. He was her Daddy Dom, her disciplinarian, and the man who had introduced her to the dark, delicious world of ABDL discipline romance. His broad shoulders strained against the tight black t-shirt he wore, and his jeans hung low on his hips, hinting at the hard bulge beneath. In his hand, he held a leather paddle, its surface worn from countless sessions of tender yet punishing spanks.

“Little girl,” Ethan’s deep voice rumbled, sending a thrill through Mia’s body, “you’ve been naughty today. Daddy saw those texts you sent to your friend, whining about your rules. Did you think I wouldn’t find out?”

Mia bit her lip, her cheeks flushing with shame and lust. She shifted on her knees, the diaper crinkling loudly, and felt a fresh wave of wetness pool between her thighs. “I-I’m sorry, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small and submissive. “I didn’t mean to complain.”

Ethan’s lips curled into a wicked smirk as he stepped closer, towering over her. “Sorry isn’t enough, baby. You know what happens when you break Daddy’s rules. You get punished. And then, if you’re a good girl, maybe Daddy will make you feel better.”

Her breath hitched as he reached down, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. The heat in his eyes made her clit throb painfully, and she squirmed in her diaper, desperate for friction. Ethan noticed, of course—he always did. “Look at you, already so needy,” he growled, his thumb brushing over her trembling lower lip. “But first, let’s deal with that naughty bottom.”

Without warning, he grabbed her by the arm and pulled her to her feet, guiding her to bend over the edge of the bed. Mia’s heart raced as she felt the cool sheets against her bare chest, her diapered ass sticking out vulnerably. Ethan stood behind her, his rough hands sliding over the plastic of her diaper, teasing the edges where it met her soft thighs. “Such a cute little baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “But even cute babies need to learn their lesson.”

He untaped the sides of her diaper with deliberate slowness, the sound of the adhesive ripping apart echoing in the quiet room. Mia whimpered as the cool air hit her exposed skin, her pussy already glistening with arousal. Ethan let out a low groan at the sight, his fingers brushing lightly over her wet folds before pulling away. “Not yet, little one. Punishment first.”

The first smack of the leather paddle against her bare ass made Mia cry out, the sharp sting blooming into a warm heat that spread straight to her aching clit. Ethan didn’t hold back, delivering a series of firm, measured spanks that left her skin red and tingling. Each hit made her squirm, her hands gripping the sheets as she moaned softly, the pain mixing with pleasure in a way that drove her wild. “Count them, baby,” Ethan ordered, his voice rough with lust. “Tell Daddy how many.”

“O-one,” Mia gasped, her voice trembling as another smack landed. “T-two… three…” By the tenth spank, tears pricked at her eyes, but her pussy was dripping, the humiliation and pain only fueling her need.

Ethan paused, setting the paddle aside to rub soothing circles over her burning cheeks. “Good girl,” he praised, his tone softening just enough to make her melt. “You took your punishment so well. Now, let’s see if you’ve earned a reward.”

He reached for the diaper again, this time sliding it back up over her hips and taping it securely. Mia whimpered in frustration, desperate to feel his touch on her bare skin, but Ethan only chuckled darkly. “Not so fast, little girl. Daddy’s going to make you come right in your diaper. I want to see you squirm and soak it through.”

Her eyes widened, a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal crashing over her. Ethan guided her to lie back on the bed, spreading her legs wide as he knelt between them. His strong hands gripped her thighs, pushing them apart as he lowered his head to press a teasing kiss against the front of her diaper, right over her throbbing clit. Mia moaned loudly, her hips bucking involuntarily at the sensation of the crinkly material rubbing against her sensitive bud through his pressure.

“Fuck, you’re so wet already,” Ethan growled, his breath hot against the plastic. He rubbed his thumb over the same spot, circling her clit through the diaper with agonizing slowness. Mia’s hands fisted in the sheets, her body trembling as waves of pleasure built low in her belly. “Please, Daddy,” she begged, her voice high and desperate. “Please let me come.”

“Not yet, baby,” he teased, pulling back to grab a small vibrator from the bedside table. He switched it on, the low hum filling the room as he pressed it directly against the front of her diaper. The vibrations sent shockwaves through her core, and Mia cried out, her back arching off the bed. The combination of the diaper’s padding and the relentless buzz was maddening, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Ethan leaned over her, his free hand pinning her wrists above her head as he watched her face contort with pleasure. “Look at you, my little diaper slut,” he rasped, his eyes dark with hunger. “You’re going to come so hard for Daddy, aren’t you? Soak that diaper with your sweet little pussy juice.”

His filthy words were the final push. Mia screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, her hips bucking wildly against the vibrator as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy clenched and pulsed, her arousal soaking through the diaper’s inner lining as she rode out the intense climax. Ethan didn’t stop, keeping the vibrator pressed against her until she was a whimpering, oversensitive mess beneath him.

Finally, he turned it off, tossing it aside as he untaped her soaked diaper and peeled it away. The cool air on her slick, swollen folds made her shiver, but Ethan was quick to replace it with his fingers, sliding two thick digits into her dripping cunt without warning. Mia gasped, her body still reeling from her first orgasm as he pumped his fingers in and out, curling them to hit her G-spot with ruthless precision.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he grunted, his thumb circling her clit as he worked her closer to another edge. “Daddy’s going to fuck you now, baby. I can’t wait any longer to feel that sweet little pussy around my cock.”

He withdrew his fingers, leaving her whining at the loss, and quickly shed his clothes. Mia’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of his thick, hard cock, already glistening with precum. Ethan positioned himself between her legs, rubbing the tip of his dick against her soaked entrance before pushing in slowly, stretching her inch by agonizing inch. “Oh, fuck,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he bottomed out. “You feel so fucking good, little girl.”

Mia moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he began to thrust, each movement deep and deliberate. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room as he fucked her with a raw, primal intensity. “Harder, Daddy,” she begged, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Please, fuck me harder.”

Ethan obliged, picking up the pace until he was pounding into her relentlessly, his cock hitting every sensitive spot inside her. Mia’s second orgasm built quickly, her pussy clenching around him as she screamed his name, her body shaking with the force of her release. Ethan wasn’t far behind, his thrusts becoming erratic as he groaned, spilling hot and deep inside her with a final, powerful thrust.

They collapsed together, panting and sweaty, as the afterglow settled over them. Ethan pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her used pussy as he reached for a fresh diaper from the nightstand. “Time to clean you up, baby,” he murmured, his voice tender now as he wiped her down with a warm cloth before taping the new diaper snugly around her hips.

Mia sighed contentedly, the crinkle of the diaper a comforting sound as she nestled into his chest. But even in this quiet moment, she felt the stir of arousal again, knowing that with Ethan, every act of care was laced with the promise of more delicious discipline. Their journey into this dark, passionate world of ABDL romance was only just beginning.


Chapter 2: Daddy’s Firm Guidance

Mia woke to the soft crinkle of her diaper beneath her, a reminder of the night before when Ethan had taken her to the edge of ecstasy and back while she squirmed under his control. Her body still hummed with the memory of his thick cock stretching her, fucking her hard while the padded diaper rubbed against her sensitive skin, amplifying every thrust. At 27, she never imagined submitting so completely, but Ethan—her 32-year-old Daddy Dom—had a way of unraveling her deepest, darkest desires. Her cheeks flushed as she remembered his stern voice calling her “his little girl” while he spanked her raw with the leather paddle, each strike making her pussy drip with need.

She shifted in the oversized crib Ethan had custom-built for their playroom, the bars looming over her like a delicious prison. The faint scent of baby powder lingered in the air, mixing with the musky memory of their cum-soaked night. Mia’s hands instinctively moved to the tabs of her diaper, desperate to touch herself, to relieve the ache building between her thighs just thinking about him. But before she could, the door creaked open, and there he was—Ethan, tall and imposing, his dark eyes glinting with authority.

“Little girl, what do you think you’re doing?” His voice was low, a dangerous growl that sent a shiver straight to her clit. He stepped closer, his muscular frame towering over the crib as he caught her hand mid-motion. “Did Daddy give you permission to play with yourself?”

Mia’s breath hitched, her heart racing. “N-no, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small and submissive, just the way he liked it. She felt the familiar pull of regression washing over her, making her feel tiny and helpless under his gaze.

Ethan’s lips curled into a smirk as he leaned down, unlocking the crib’s side with a click. “That’s right. And since you can’t seem to follow the rules, I think it’s time for some firm guidance. Get on your knees, baby girl. Now.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up, scrambling out of the crib and dropping to her knees on the soft playmat. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement, a humiliating reminder of her place. Ethan towered over her, his bulge already straining against his jeans as he unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness. The metallic clink made her mouth water, her pussy clenching in anticipation.

“You’ve been a naughty little thing,” he said, sliding the belt free and folding it in half. “Touching yourself without permission. Thinking you can disobey Daddy. I think you need a reminder of who’s in charge.” He gestured to the changing table in the corner, its padded surface covered with toys, restraints, and a stack of fresh diapers. “Crawl over there. Show Daddy how sorry you are.”

Mia’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, but the heat between her legs only grew as she crawled, the diaper rubbing against her swollen clit with every movement. She could feel Ethan’s eyes on her, devouring the sight of her submission. When she reached the table, he grabbed her by the hips, lifting her effortlessly and laying her flat on her back. The cold vinyl sent a jolt through her as he strapped her wrists and ankles into the built-in restraints, spreading her legs wide.

“Look at you, all helpless and diapered,” Ethan growled, his fingers tracing the edge of the padding between her thighs. “You’re dripping already, aren’t you? Such a slutty little girl for Daddy.” He ripped the tabs of her diaper open with a loud tear, exposing her glistening pussy to the cool air. Mia whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily as he dragged a finger through her slick folds, teasing her entrance.

“Please, Daddy,” she whined, her voice thick with need. “I’m sorry. I’ll be good.”

Ethan chuckled darkly, reaching for a small enema kit on the shelf beside the table. “Oh, you will be. But first, we’re going to clean you out, inside and out. Bad girls get punished before they get pleasure.” He lubed up the nozzle with slow, deliberate strokes, his eyes never leaving hers as he spread her cheeks and pressed the tip against her tight hole. “Relax, baby girl. Let Daddy take care of you.”

Mia gasped as the cool nozzle slid inside, stretching her open. The sensation was humiliating and intoxicating all at once, her pussy throbbing as Ethan squeezed the bag, filling her with warm liquid. She squirmed against the restraints, the fullness making her feel utterly vulnerable, completely at his mercy. “Daddy, it’s too much,” she whimpered, tears pricking her eyes as her body adjusted to the pressure.

“Shh, you can take it,” he murmured, his free hand rubbing slow circles on her clit to distract her. “You’re Daddy’s good little girl, aren’t you? Taking your punishment so well.” His fingers worked her faster, building her toward a peak even as the enema filled her, the dual sensations driving her wild. Just when she thought she couldn’t handle more, he pulled the nozzle out, quickly pressing a plug into her to hold everything in. “Hold it, baby. Don’t you dare let go until I say.”

Mia nodded frantically, her body trembling as Ethan unstrapped her and flipped her onto her stomach, her diaper still hanging open beneath her. He grabbed the belt again, the leather cool against her skin as he dragged it over her bare ass. “Count for me, little girl. Ten strikes for trying to touch what’s mine.”

The first strike landed hard, a sharp sting that made her cry out, “One!” Her pussy clenched around nothing, the pain mixing with the pressure of the plug and the humiliation of her position. By the fifth strike, tears streamed down her face, but her clit throbbed with every hit, her body betraying how much she craved this. Ethan’s voice was rough with arousal as he delivered the final blow, dropping the belt and sliding two thick fingers into her dripping cunt without warning.

“Fuck, you’re so wet for me,” he growled, pumping his fingers in and out, curling them to hit her G-spot. “You love being Daddy’s punished little slut, don’t you?” Mia could only moan in response, her hips rocking back against his hand as the pressure built inside her. With a final, brutal thrust of his fingers, she shattered, her orgasm ripping through her as she screamed, “Daddy!” Her walls clenched around him, juices soaking his hand as she trembled through the aftershocks.

But Ethan wasn’t done. He pulled the plug free, guiding her to release before cleaning her up with a warm cloth, his touch both tender and possessive. “Good girl,” he murmured, taping a fresh diaper onto her with practiced ease. “Now, let’s see how well you behave with Daddy’s cock inside you.”

He lifted her off the table, carrying her to the playroom’s rocking chair—a custom piece with restraints built into the armrests. Strapping her in, he positioned her so her legs were spread wide, the diaper crinkling as he unzipped his jeans and freed his massive erection. The sight of it made Mia’s mouth water, her pussy aching to be filled again despite the intensity of her earlier climax.

Ethan rubbed the head of his cock against her slit through the diaper’s leg opening, teasing her until she was begging, “Please, Daddy, fuck me. I need it.” With a growl, he pushed the fabric aside just enough to slide into her, stretching her tight walls as he buried himself to the hilt. The diaper added an extra layer of friction, rubbing against her clit with every brutal thrust. Mia’s head fell back, moans spilling from her lips as he fucked her hard, the chair rocking with the force of his movements.

“Take it, baby girl,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. “This pussy belongs to Daddy. Every fucking inch of you is mine.” His words sent her spiraling, her second orgasm building fast as the diaper’s padding amplified every sensation. When she came again, it was with a scream, her walls milking his cock as he thrust once, twice more before spilling inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, his cock still twitching inside her as he leaned down to kiss her forehead. “That’s my good little girl,” he whispered, unstrapping her and pulling her into his lap for aftercare. He rocked her gently, stroking her hair as she nestled against his chest, the crinkle of her diaper a comforting sound now. But even in the quiet tenderness, Mia felt the undercurrent of their dynamic, the promise of more discipline, more submission, more raw, filthy pleasure to come.

As Ethan murmured sweet nothings, his hand slipped down to adjust her diaper, his fingers brushing her still-sensitive clit through the padding. “Rest now, baby,” he said, a wicked glint in his eye. “Because tomorrow, Daddy’s got a new toy to train you with. And I promise, you’ll be begging for mercy before I’m done.”

Mia’s breath caught, her body already responding to the threat—or promise. She knew this journey with Ethan was only just beginning, and every step deeper into their dark ABDL romance would push her limits in ways she couldn’t yet imagine. But as she drifted into a hazy, sated sleep in his arms, one thing was clear: she was exactly where she belonged.


Chapter 3: Whispers in the Nursery

Mia stirred in the oversized crib, the soft crinkle of her thick diaper a constant reminder of her submission. The pastel walls of the nursery, adorned with cartoonish teddy bears, seemed to mock her with their innocence. At 27, she shouldn’t be here, swaddled in a onesie, her body still aching from last night’s brutal yet intoxicating discipline under Ethan’s iron control. Her 32-year-old Daddy Dom had reshaped her reality, and every inch of her craved more of his dark, commanding touch.

The door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway. His dark eyes glinted with predatory intent, a smirk curling his lips as he took in the sight of her—flushed cheeks, mussed hair, and the telltale bulk of the diaper peeking out from under her pastel onesie. “Good morning, little girl,” he purred, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers straight to her core. “Did my baby sleep well after her punishment?”

Mia’s breath hitched, her thighs clenching instinctively at the memory of the enema, the spanking, and the way he’d fucked her senseless while she sobbed and begged for release. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, the role of his helpless little one slipping over her like a second skin.

Ethan crossed the room in three long strides, his hand reaching down to grip her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. “I don’t think you’re telling the truth, sweetheart. I think you’ve been thinking naughty thoughts again.” His thumb brushed over her lower lip, and she couldn’t help but part her mouth, sucking it in, her tongue swirling around the digit with desperate need. His eyes darkened, a growl rumbling in his chest. “Dirty little slut. Already so hungry for Daddy’s attention.”

He pulled his thumb free with a wet pop, stepping back to retrieve something from a drawer in the nursery dresser. Mia’s heart raced as she saw the leather restraints in his hands, the black straps glinting ominously. “Since you can’t keep your hands to yourself, baby girl, Daddy’s going to make sure you don’t get into trouble.” His voice was laced with dark promise as he secured her wrists to the crib’s bars, spreading her arms wide, leaving her vulnerable and exposed.

Her onesie was unsnapped with a quick tug, the cool air hitting her skin as he peeled it back, revealing the diaper beneath. Ethan’s gaze lingered on the crinkled plastic, a wicked smile spreading across his face. “Look at this. My little girl, all padded up and helpless. But I bet you’re soaking wet under there, aren’t you?” His fingers traced the edge of the diaper, teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, making her squirm against the restraints.

“Daddy, please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily, desperate for more contact. The humiliation of being diapered only fueled her arousal, her pussy throbbing beneath the thick padding.

Ethan chuckled darkly, his hand dipping beneath the diaper’s waistband to confirm his suspicions. “Fuck, you’re drenched, little one. Such a needy little cunt.” His fingers slid through her slick folds, circling her clit with agonizing slowness before pulling away, leaving her gasping and on the edge. “But naughty girls don’t get to cum without permission. You know that.”

He stood, retrieving a small vibrator from the drawer—a sleek, pink toy that buzzed to life with a flick of his thumb. Mia’s eyes widened, her body trembling with anticipation as he pressed it against the outside of her diaper, right over her aching clit. The vibrations pulsed through the thick padding, teasing her without direct contact, driving her wild with frustration. “Daddy, please, I need more,” she begged, her voice breaking as she tugged against the restraints.

“Not yet, baby,” Ethan growled, his free hand sliding up to pinch her nipple through the thin fabric of the onesie, rolling it between his fingers until she cried out. “You’re going to take everything Daddy gives you, and you’re going to thank me for it.” He increased the vibrator’s speed, the relentless hum pushing her closer to the edge, her body trembling as the orgasm built, only to be denied as he pulled the toy away at the last second.

Tears of frustration welled in her eyes, her chest heaving as she whimpered, “Please, Daddy, I’ll be good. I promise.”

Ethan’s smirk widened as he set the vibrator aside, his hands moving to unfasten the diaper’s tabs with deliberate slowness. The sound of the adhesive ripping apart echoed in the quiet nursery, each tear amplifying her humiliation and desire. He pulled the diaper free, exposing her glistening pussy to his hungry gaze. “Look at this messy little girl,” he murmured, his fingers spreading her folds apart, inspecting her with clinical precision that made her squirm. “So fucking wet for Daddy.”

Without warning, he plunged two fingers deep inside her, curling them against her G-spot with expert precision. Mia screamed, her body arching off the crib mattress, the restraints biting into her wrists as pleasure and pain blurred together. “That’s it, baby,” Ethan growled, his thumb circling her clit as he finger-fucked her relentlessly. “Cum for Daddy. Show me how much you need this.”

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching around his fingers, juices gushing as she sobbed through the intensity of it. Ethan didn’t stop, drawing out her climax until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess, begging for mercy. Only then did he pull his fingers free, bringing them to his mouth to lick them clean, his eyes never leaving hers. “So fucking sweet,” he muttered, his voice rough with lust.

But he wasn’t done. Ethan unbuckled his belt with a sharp clink, his jeans dropping to the floor as he freed his thick, throbbing cock. Mia’s mouth watered at the sight of it, her body aching to be filled despite the aftershocks still rippling through her. “Daddy’s going to fuck his little girl now,” he said, climbing onto the crib mattress, the wooden frame creaking under his weight as he positioned himself between her spread thighs.

He didn’t bother with a fresh diaper, instead sliding his cock through her slick folds, teasing her entrance before thrusting in with one brutal stroke. Mia cried out, her body stretching to accommodate his size, the raw intensity of it making her head spin. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he set a punishing pace, each thrust driving deeper, hitting every sensitive spot inside her.

The restraints kept her helpless, her body at his mercy as he fucked her into the mattress, the crib rocking with the force of his movements. “You love this, don’t you?” he growled, leaning down to bite at her neck, leaving marks that would remind her of this moment for days. “Love being Daddy’s little fucktoy, all tied up and diapered.”

“Yes, Daddy, yes!” she sobbed, her second orgasm building fast, her pussy clenching around him as he drove her over the edge again. Ethan’s rhythm faltered, his own release close as he slammed into her one last time, spilling deep inside her with a guttural moan, his hot cum filling her as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a moment, they lay there, panting, sweat-slicked and spent. Ethan pulled out slowly, his cum dripping from her abused pussy as he reached for a fresh diaper from the stack on the changing table. “Can’t have my baby making a mess,” he murmured, his tone softer now as he slid the diaper under her hips, securing it with practiced ease. The act was humiliating, intimate, and strangely comforting all at once, her body still buzzing with the echoes of pleasure.

But the day wasn’t over. After a brief moment of tenderness, Ethan’s expression hardened again. “You’ve been a good girl for now, but Daddy thinks you need a little more training to make sure you stay obedient.” He retrieved a small enema kit from the dresser, the sight of it making Mia’s stomach twist with a mix of dread and dark arousal.

“Daddy, no, please,” she whimpered, but her protests were weak, her body already responding to the promise of further submission.

“Oh, yes, little one,” Ethan said, his voice firm as he prepared the solution, the nozzle glinting under the nursery lights. “You’re going to take this like a good girl, and then Daddy’s going to fuck you again while you’re full and desperate. You’ll learn to obey every rule.”

He positioned her on her side, still restrained, her diaper pulled down just enough to expose her tight hole. The cold lube made her gasp as he worked it in with his fingers, stretching her before sliding the nozzle inside. The warm solution filled her slowly, the pressure building as she squirmed, tears pricking her eyes at the overwhelming sensation. “Shh, baby,” Ethan soothed, his free hand stroking her thigh. “You’re doing so well for Daddy.”

When the enema was done, he secured the diaper back in place, trapping the liquid inside her, the fullness amplifying every sensation as he unbound her wrists and flipped her onto her back. His cock was hard again, and he didn’t hesitate, pulling the diaper aside just enough to thrust into her pussy once more. The dual fullness—his cock and the enema—drove her to the brink instantly, her cries echoing through the nursery as he fucked her through another shattering orgasm, his own release following soon after.

As they collapsed together, Ethan’s arms wrapping around her in a rare moment of tenderness, Mia knew she was irrevocably his. The nursery, the diapers, the discipline—it was all part of the dark, intoxicating world he’d built for her. And as his whispers of “Good girl” filled the air, she knew she’d never escape—nor did she want to.


Chapter 4: Cradled by Stern Love

Mia woke to the soft rustle of her crinkly diaper, the thick padding pressing snugly against her most intimate places. The nursery around her was dim, the pastel walls barely visible in the early morning light filtering through the curtains. Her wrists were still bound to the crib’s bars with soft, pink cuffs, a reminder of last night’s intense session with Ethan, her stern Daddy Dom. Her body ached deliciously, a mix of lingering soreness and unquenched desire pooling between her legs, trapped beneath the diaper’s humiliating bulk. She squirmed, feeling the dampness from her own arousal seeping into the padding, and a low whimper escaped her lips.

The door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway. At 32, he was a man of raw power, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of authority and lust as they raked over her bound form. He wore a fitted black shirt and jeans, the casual attire doing nothing to hide the dominance radiating from him. “Good morning, my little girl,” he growled, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down Mia’s spine. “Did you sleep well in your messy diaper, or are you already aching for Daddy’s attention?”

Mia’s cheeks flushed hot, her body reacting instantly to his words. “D-Daddy, I… I need you,” she stammered, her voice small and trembling, the forced regression making her feel both vulnerable and insanely turned on. The diaper crinkled loudly as she shifted, the sensation of being so helplessly encased driving her wild.

Ethan smirked, crossing the room in a few strides. He reached into the crib, his large hand cupping her padded crotch, pressing firmly against the diaper. “Look at you, already so wet for me. Such a needy little baby.” His fingers teased over the plastic, the friction sending jolts of pleasure through her despite the barrier. Mia moaned, her hips bucking instinctively, but Ethan pulled his hand away, tsking. “Not yet, sweetheart. Daddy’s got plans for you this morning. We’re going to clean you up nice and proper before I fuck that sweet little body of yours.”

Her breath hitched at the promise in his words, her core throbbing with anticipation. Ethan unlocked the cuffs, freeing her wrists, but only to guide her out of the crib and onto a changing mat on the floor. “Lay down, baby girl. Let’s get this filthy diaper off,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. Mia obeyed, her heart pounding as she lay back, her legs spread slightly, the crinkly padding on full display. Ethan knelt beside her, his hands deftly undoing the tapes, the sound echoing in the quiet nursery. As he peeled the diaper away, the cool air hit her slick, swollen folds, making her gasp.

“Such a dirty girl,” Ethan murmured, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her glistening pussy. He grabbed a wipe from the nearby stack, dragging it slowly over her sensitive skin, cleaning her with deliberate, teasing strokes. Each pass over her clit made Mia whimper, her hips twitching under his touch. “Hold still,” he barked, slapping her inner thigh hard enough to sting. The sudden pain mixed with her arousal, making her drip even more, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Once she was clean, Ethan didn’t bother with a fresh diaper. Instead, he pulled out a small enema kit from a drawer, his grin wicked. “We’re going to make sure my baby is spotless inside and out,” he said, his voice dripping with dark intent. Mia’s eyes widened, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her. “Daddy, please…” she whispered, but the protest died on her lips as Ethan lubed up the nozzle with a generous amount of slick gel.

“Shh, little one. Daddy knows what you need,” he soothed, though his eyes burned with lust. He positioned the nozzle at her tight rear entrance, pushing it in slowly, watching her face contort with the unfamiliar intrusion. Mia gasped, her body tensing, but Ethan’s free hand rubbed soothing circles on her belly. “Relax for Daddy. Take it like a good girl.” He squeezed the bulb, releasing the warm liquid inside her, filling her with a strange, heavy sensation that made her squirm. “That’s it, baby. Let it clean you out,” he murmured, his voice a low growl as he pulled the nozzle free.

Mia whimpered, the pressure building inside her, but Ethan wasn’t done. He slid two fingers into her soaked pussy, pumping them in and out while his thumb circled her clit. “Focus on the pleasure, sweetheart,” he ordered, his fingers working her relentlessly as her body struggled with the conflicting sensations. The fullness from the enema, combined with the intense stimulation, pushed her over the edge in record time. “Daddy, I’m—oh fuck, I’m coming!” she cried, her body convulsing as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, her juices coating his fingers.

Ethan chuckled darkly, pulling his hand away and licking her essence off his digits. “Good girl. Now let’s get you to the bathroom to finish up.” He helped her to her feet, guiding her to the nursery’s attached bathroom, where he assisted her through the humiliating process of releasing the enema. Mia’s face burned with shame, but Ethan’s presence—firm yet comforting—kept her grounded. Once she was empty and cleaned again, he led her back to the changing mat, but this time, his intentions were clear.

“No more games, baby girl,” he growled, shedding his shirt to reveal his chiseled chest, his jeans following quickly after. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the sight making Mia’s mouth water. “Daddy’s going to fuck you raw, but first, you’re getting back in a diaper. I want to feel that crinkle while I pound into you.” He grabbed a fresh diaper, sliding it under her hips and taping it up tight, the padding pressing against her still-sensitive folds.

Mia moaned at the sensation, her arousal spiking again as Ethan positioned himself over her, his cock brushing against the diaper’s front. He tore a small hole in the plastic just over her pussy, exposing her dripping entrance while keeping the rest of the diaper intact. “Fuck, you look so hot like this,” he grunted, lining himself up and thrusting in hard. Mia screamed at the sudden fullness, her walls clenching around him as the diaper crinkled with every brutal thrust. Ethan’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her into each stroke, the mix of the diaper’s texture and his cock driving her insane.

“Take it, baby. Take Daddy’s cock like the little slut you are,” he growled, his pace relentless. Mia’s hands clawed at the mat, her body arching as another orgasm built rapidly. “Daddy, please, I’m gonna come again!” she sobbed, her voice breaking with desperation. Ethan leaned down, biting her neck hard as he slammed into her one last time, sending her over the edge. Her pussy spasmed around him, milking his cock as he roared, spilling his hot cum deep inside her.

They lay there for a moment, panting, but Ethan wasn’t finished. He pulled out, his cum dripping from her abused hole, and flipped her onto her stomach. “Ass up, baby girl,” he commanded, slapping her diapered rear. Mia obeyed, trembling as she got on all fours, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every movement. Ethan grabbed a vibrating anal plug from the nearby toy box, coating it with lube before easing it into her tight back entrance. “Let’s see how much my little girl can take,” he purred, turning the vibration on high.

Mia gasped, the intense buzz filling her as Ethan positioned himself behind her again, sliding his still-hard cock back into her pussy through the torn diaper. The dual penetration—his thick shaft and the vibrating plug—sent her spiraling toward another climax almost instantly. “Oh fuck, Daddy, it’s too much!” she cried, but Ethan only fucked her harder, his hands gripping the diaper’s waistband for leverage. “Come for me again, baby. Show Daddy how much you love being his little toy,” he growled, and Mia shattered, her orgasm so intense she saw stars, her screams echoing through the nursery.

Ethan followed moments later, his second load painting her insides as he groaned her name. They collapsed together, his weight pressing her into the mat, the diaper crinkling beneath them. “Such a good girl for Daddy,” he murmured, kissing her sweaty forehead as he turned off the plug and pulled it free. Mia whimpered, oversensitive and utterly spent, but the warmth of his praise melted her.

As they lay there, catching their breath, Ethan’s hand rested possessively on her padded hip. “We’ve got more training ahead, little one,” he promised, his voice dark with intent. “Next time, Daddy’s going to tie you up and make you beg for every touch. You’ll learn to crave the discipline as much as the pleasure.” Mia shivered, already aching for what was to come, her submission to Ethan deepening with every stern, loving command.

The nursery felt like a cocoon of dark desire, cradling them both in its twisted embrace. And as Mia nestled against her Daddy, still trapped in her crinkly prison, she knew there was no escape—nor did she want one.


Chapter 5: Diapered Desires Unleashed

Mia woke to the soft crinkle of her diaper, the thick padding between her thighs a constant, humiliating reminder of her submission to Ethan. Her wrists were still loosely bound to the crib’s pastel-pink bars, her body aching deliciously from the previous night’s brutal, passionate discipline. At 27, she’d never felt so utterly owned, so completely reduced to a whimpering, needy little girl under Ethan’s iron control. Her pussy throbbed with residual heat, the memory of his thick cock pounding into her while she squirmed in her soggy diaper making her clit pulse even now. At 32, Ethan was a goddamn force—stern Daddy and ruthless lover rolled into one.

The nursery door creaked open, and there he stood, his broad frame filling the doorway. His dark eyes glinted with predatory intent, a smirk curling his lips as he took in her helpless state. “Good morning, baby girl,” he purred, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. “Did my little slut sleep well in her wet diapee?”

Mia’s cheeks burned, her thighs instinctively pressing together, the diaper’s bulk making her squirm. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, arousal already coiling tight in her belly. She hated how much she craved this—hated and fucking loved it.

Ethan crossed the room in three long strides, his hands rough as he untied her wrists, only to grip her hips and flip her onto her back. The crib mattress dipped under his weight as he straddled her, his jeans-clad bulge pressing against the front of her diaper. “Let’s see how messy my little girl is,” he growled, his fingers deftly peeling back the diaper tabs with a loud *rip*. The cool air hit her damp skin, making her gasp, her exposed pussy glistening with need under his hungry gaze.

“Fucking soaked,” he muttered, dragging a thick finger through her slick folds, circling her clit with agonizing slowness. Mia whimpered, her hips bucking, but Ethan pinned her down with a firm hand on her stomach. “Not yet, baby. Daddy’s got plans for you. You’ve been such a naughty little thing, and naughty girls get punished before they get to cum.”

Her heart raced as he reached for a black bag on the nearby changing table, pulling out a clear enema bulb and a bottle of lube. Mia’s breath hitched, a mix of fear and twisted excitement flooding her. “Daddy, please…” she whined, but her voice trembled with want, her pussy clenching at the thought of what was coming.

“Shh, little one,” Ethan cooed, mock-soothing as he squeezed a generous glob of lube onto his fingers. “You need to be cleaned out before we play. Daddy’s gonna make sure you’re all nice and empty for me.” Without warning, he pushed her legs up, exposing her tight, puckered hole. His slick fingers circled her rim, teasing before one thick digit breached her, stretching her open with a slow, deliberate thrust. Mia moaned, her body tensing, the intrusion both humiliating and maddeningly hot.

“That’s it, take it,” Ethan growled, adding a second finger, scissoring her open while his other hand rubbed the front of her bare pussy, thumb flicking her clit. Her moans turned to desperate keens, her body caught between the burn in her ass and the pleasure building in her core. Just as she teetered on the edge, he pulled his fingers out, replacing them with the cold tip of the enema nozzle. “Hold still, baby girl,” he ordered, squeezing the bulb and flooding her with warm water.

Mia gasped, the sensation overwhelming, her belly tightening as the liquid filled her. Ethan’s hand stayed on her clit, stroking in slow, torturous circles, keeping her right on the brink. “You’re gonna hold it until Daddy says,” he commanded, his voice dark with lust. “And if you let go before I tell you, I’ll spank that little ass raw and make you wear a diaper plug all fucking day.”

The pressure built, her body trembling, but the threat—and the relentless teasing of her clit—only made her wetter. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Ethan helped her to the bathroom, letting her release while he stood over her, his presence dominating even in this most intimate, degrading moment. When she was done, he cleaned her up with a warm cloth, his touch surprisingly gentle before it turned rough again as he dragged her back to the nursery.

“Time for your punishment, little slut,” he said, binding her wrists to the changing table straps, her legs spread wide and secured in padded cuffs. Her naked pussy was on full display, dripping with arousal, and Ethan groaned at the sight, palming his hard cock through his jeans. “Look at that needy little cunt. You’re begging for Daddy’s dick, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy, please!” Mia cried, her voice raw, her body aching for him. Ethan unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, throbbing cock, the head already slick with precum. He didn’t bother with foreplay this time, lining himself up and slamming into her in one brutal thrust. Mia screamed, her walls clenching around him, the stretch burning in the best way as he fucked her hard and fast, the changing table creaking under them.

“Take it, baby girl,” he snarled, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching for a small vibrator from the bag. He pressed it against her clit, the buzzing sending shockwaves through her as he pounded into her relentlessly. “Cum for Daddy. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

Mia’s orgasm hit like a freight train, her body convulsing, pussy spasming around his cock as she screamed his name. Ethan didn’t stop, fucking her through it, the vibrator still torturing her oversensitive clit until she was sobbing, another climax building almost instantly. “That’s it, give me another,” he growled, and she did, her second orgasm ripping through her with even more intensity, her juices soaking the table beneath her.

Only then did Ethan pull out, his cock glistening with her slick as he untied her legs and flipped her onto her stomach, re-securing her wrists. “Daddy’s not done with you yet,” he said, grabbing a fresh diaper and sliding it under her hips. The crinkle of the padding against her oversensitive skin made her whimper, but before he taped it up, he lubed up a thick, vibrating butt plug and pressed it against her tight hole. “Relax, baby,” he murmured, pushing it in slowly, the stretch making her moan as it settled deep inside her.

Once the plug was in, he taped the diaper shut, the bulk pressing the toy even deeper, the vibrations sending constant jolts through her core. “You’re gonna wear this all morning,” Ethan said, smacking her diapered ass hard enough to make her yelp. “And every time you squirm, you’ll remember who owns this little body.”

Mia was a mess of arousal and humiliation, the plug buzzing relentlessly as Ethan unbound her wrists and pulled her into his lap on the rocking chair. His cock was still hard, pressing against her through the diaper, and he ground against her, his hands roaming her body, pinching her nipples through her thin onesie. “Ride Daddy through that diaper, baby girl,” he ordered, gripping her hips and moving her against him.

The friction of the diaper against her oversensitive pussy, combined with the plug vibrating in her ass, was torture. Mia ground against him, desperate for more, her moans filling the room as Ethan’s hands guided her faster, harder. “That’s it, little slut, make Daddy cum,” he groaned, his breath hot against her neck. She felt his cock pulse through the layers, his hot release soaking into his jeans as he came with a guttural grunt, his grip on her hips bruising.

Mia was on the edge again, her body trembling, but Ethan stopped her movements, chuckling darkly. “Not yet, baby. You don’t get to cum again until after your next punishment. Daddy’s got a special training session planned for tonight.” He kissed her forehead, the tender gesture at odds with the wicked promise in his voice. “We’re gonna work on that bratty little attitude of yours with a nice, thick paddle and some forced regression play. By the time I’m done, you’ll be begging to be my perfect little girl.”

Her pussy clenched at his words, the anticipation of more discipline, more dominance, making her dizzy with need. Ethan stood, setting her on wobbly legs, the diaper and plug making every step a reminder of her submission. “Now, go play with your toys like a good girl,” he said, pointing to the pile of plushies and blocks in the corner. “Daddy’s got work to do, but I’ll be watching. One wrong move, and I’ll have you over my knee faster than you can say ‘diaper punishment.’”

Mia nodded, her body buzzing with unsatisfied arousal, the plug’s vibrations a constant torment as she crawled to the play area. She glanced back at Ethan, his dark eyes tracking her every move, and knew tonight would push her limits even further. The thought alone made her wetter, her diaper already damp with her need, her mind spiraling into the dark, twisted desires that only Ethan could unleash.

As the morning stretched on, every crinkle of her diaper, every buzz of the plug, reminded her of who she belonged to. And fuck, she wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 6: Obeying His Gentle Command

Mia’s heart raced as she lay bound in the oversized crib, her wrists secured to the wooden slats with soft, padded cuffs. The crinkle of her thick, pink diaper echoed in the quiet nursery room, a constant reminder of her submission to Ethan. At 27, she’d never imagined herself in such a vulnerable state, yet the heat pooling between her thighs betrayed her arousal. The lingering sting from the enema Ethan had administered earlier—its invasive pressure and humiliating release—still pulsed through her, mingling with a desperate need for his touch.

Ethan, 32 and imposing, stood at the crib’s edge, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of stern authority and raw desire. His broad shoulders filled out the black button-up he wore, sleeves rolled to expose muscular forearms. “You’ve been such a good little girl this morning, Mia,” he purred, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. “But Daddy needs to make sure you’re ready for more training. We can’t have any accidents during playtime, can we?”

Mia whimpered, her cheeks flushing as she squirmed against the restraints. The diaper felt heavy between her legs, the soft padding pressing against her aching clit. “N-no, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, the forced regression making her pussy throb with humiliating need.

Ethan’s lips curled into a smirk as he reached into a drawer beside the crib, pulling out a sleek, black butt plug with a flared base. Its surface gleamed under the dim nursery light, and Mia’s breath hitched at the sight. “This is to help you learn control, baby girl,” he said, squirting a generous amount of lube onto the toy and spreading it with his fingers. “Daddy’s going to put this in, and you’re going to hold it for me. If you don’t, there’ll be consequences.”

Her eyes widened, a mix of fear and anticipation flooding her. “Please, Daddy, I’ll be good,” she whispered, her voice trembling as he untaped one side of her diaper, the cool air hitting her exposed skin. Ethan’s fingers brushed against her inner thighs, teasingly close to her dripping slit, before he spread her cheeks with one hand. The cold, slick tip of the plug pressed against her tight hole, and she gasped, her body tensing instinctively.

“Relax, little one,” Ethan cooed, his tone deceptively gentle as he pushed the plug in slowly, stretching her with a delicious burn. Mia moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily as the widest part slipped past her ring of muscle, seating itself deep inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, a constant pressure that made her pussy clench with need. Ethan retaped the diaper, the crinkle loud in her ears, trapping the plug against her. “There we go. Now, you’re going to keep that in while Daddy plays with you.”

Mia’s breath came in short, desperate pants as Ethan climbed into the crib, straddling her bound form. His weight pressed the diaper against her, the plug shifting inside her with every movement, sending jolts of pleasure-pain through her core. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss, his tongue invading her mouth as his hands roamed over her body. “You’re so fucking wet for me, aren’t you?” he growled against her lips, his fingers dipping under the diaper’s waistband to tease her swollen clit.

“Yes, Daddy!” Mia cried out, her hips arching into his touch despite the restraints. His rough fingers circled her sensitive nub, slick with her arousal, before plunging two digits deep into her soaking cunt. The dual sensation of the plug in her ass and his fingers fucking her pussy drove her wild, her moans echoing through the room. “Please, please, I need to cum!”

“Not yet, baby girl,” Ethan said, pulling his fingers free and licking them clean with a predatory grin. “Daddy decides when you get to cum.” He unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, throbbing cock, the head glistening with precum. Mia’s mouth watered at the sight, her body aching to be filled by him. He positioned himself between her spread thighs, pushing the diaper aside just enough to expose her dripping entrance. “You’re going to take every inch of Daddy’s cock while that plug stretches your little ass. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as he thrust into her in one brutal stroke. Her walls clenched around him, the fullness of the plug and his cock together pushing her to the edge of sanity. Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, the crib creaking beneath their combined weight. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, rubbing against her clit, amplifying her pleasure until she was a writhing, begging mess.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Ethan hissed, his pace relentless. “You love being Daddy’s little diaper slut, don’t you?” His words sent a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal through her, and she nodded frantically, tears of pleasure pricking her eyes.

“Yes, Daddy, I love it!” she sobbed, her orgasm building like a tidal wave. The plug shifted with each thrust, rubbing against her inner walls, while his cock hit her G-spot with ruthless precision. When his thumb found her clit again, circling it with punishing pressure, she shattered. Her scream filled the room as she came hard, her pussy gushing around him, her body shaking uncontrollably against the restraints.

Ethan didn’t stop, fucking her through her climax until his own release hit. With a guttural moan, he spilled deep inside her, his hot cum flooding her as he collapsed over her, panting. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her sweat-damp forehead as he pulled out, leaving her feeling empty despite the plug still nestled in her ass.

But Ethan wasn’t done. After a moment to catch his breath, he untied her wrists, only to flip her onto her stomach and re-secure her hands above her head. “Time for a little punishment, baby girl,” he said, his voice dark with promise. “You came without permission earlier during the enema. Daddy can’t let that slide.”

Mia’s stomach dropped, a mix of dread and excitement swirling within her as he pulled a paddle from the drawer. The diaper was pushed down to her thighs, exposing her ass, still plugged and glistening with lube. The first strike landed with a sharp crack, making her yelp, the plug jolting inside her with the impact. “Count them, little one,” Ethan ordered, his tone unyielding.

“One,” she gasped, her voice trembling as the second strike came down harder, heat blooming across her skin. Each hit made her clench around the plug, the sensation driving her back to the edge despite the pain. By the tenth strike, her ass was burning, and she was dripping again, her pussy aching for more.

Ethan set the paddle aside, running a soothing hand over her reddened cheeks. “You took that so well,” he praised, his fingers dipping between her thighs to tease her soaked folds. “Daddy’s going to reward you now.” He pulled the plug free with a slow, deliberate tug, making her moan at the sudden emptiness, before replacing it with the head of his cock, already hard again.

Mia cried out as he pushed into her ass, the stretch intense but slick with lube. He went slow at first, letting her adjust, before picking up speed, fucking her tight hole with long, deep strokes. His hand snaked around to rub her clit through the diaper, the crinkling sound mixing with her desperate moans. “Cum for Daddy again,” he growled, his voice rough with lust, and she did, her second orgasm ripping through her with blinding force, her ass clenching around him as he followed, filling her with another load of hot cum.

They lay there for a moment, breathless and spent, before Ethan pulled out and retaped her diaper, trapping his cum inside her. “You’re staying like this for a while, baby girl,” he said, a wicked glint in his eye. “Daddy’s seed is a reminder of who owns you.”

Mia nodded weakly, her body still trembling with aftershocks as he unbound her and lifted her into his arms. He carried her to a changing table, laying her down to inspect the diaper. “Looks like you’ve made quite a mess,” he teased, his fingers brushing over the damp padding. “But we’ll clean you up later. First, I want you to sit on Daddy’s lap and show me how much you’ve learned about control.”

He sat in a rocking chair, pulling her onto his lap, her diapered bottom pressing against his hardening cock through his pants. His hands roamed her body, teasing her sensitive nipples through her thin nightie, while he whispered filthy promises in her ear. “We’re going to keep training you, little one. More toys, more punishments, and plenty of diapers. You’ll be Daddy’s perfect, obedient baby by the time I’m done.”

Mia shivered, her arousal reigniting at his words, the diaper rubbing against her oversensitive clit with every shift of her hips. She knew there was no escape from Ethan’s control, nor did she want one. The humiliation, the discipline, the raw, unrelenting pleasure—it was everything she craved. As his fingers slipped under the diaper once more, coaxing her toward yet another shattering release, she surrendered completely, ready for whatever dark, delicious games he had in store next.


Chapter 7: Tears Behind the Pacifier

Mia’s wrists ached from the soft pink cuffs binding her to the bars of the oversized crib, her body sprawled helplessly across the crinkling plastic mattress protector. The thick, padded diaper hugging her hips felt both suffocating and strangely comforting, a constant reminder of her submission to Ethan—her Daddy. At 27, she’d never imagined herself in such a vulnerable, regressed state, but the way Ethan’s piercing blue eyes bore into her, commanding every ounce of her will, made her pussy throb with shameful need. The pacifier in her mouth, strapped tightly behind her head, muffled her whimpers, but tears of humiliation and arousal streaked down her flushed cheeks.

Ethan stood over her, his muscular frame towering at 32 years old, his gaze dark with lust and control. “Look at my little girl, all teary and needy in her diaper,” he growled, his voice low and dripping with dominance. He reached down, his rough hand sliding over the front of her diaper, pressing the padding against her aching clit. “Daddy’s gonna take care of you, but first, you’ve got a lesson to learn about control.”

Mia squirmed, the pressure of his hand sending electric jolts through her core. She tried to speak, to beg, but the pacifier reduced her words to pathetic gurgles. Ethan smirked, his fingers teasingly rubbing circles over the diaper, making the crinkling sound echo in the dimly lit nursery. “No talking, baby. Daddy decides when you get to speak. Right now, I want to see you squirm.”

He stepped back, retrieving a small black remote from the nearby changing table. Mia’s eyes widened—she knew what that was for. Tucked inside her diaper, pressed firmly against her swollen clit, was a tiny vibrator he’d secured there earlier. With a sadistic grin, Ethan clicked the remote, and the toy buzzed to life, sending intense vibrations through her already oversensitive pussy. Mia’s hips bucked involuntarily, a muffled moan escaping around the pacifier as her body arched against the restraints.

“That’s it, little one. Feel that? Daddy’s in charge of your pleasure,” Ethan purred, adjusting the intensity higher. The vibrations pulsed in relentless waves, making her thighs tremble and her diaper crinkle with every desperate movement. “You don’t get to cum until I say so. If you do, there’ll be consequences.”

Mia’s tears flowed harder, the mix of humiliation and raw need overwhelming her. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the pacifier silenced her. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching for more than just the vibrator’s teasing torment. Ethan watched her struggle, his cock visibly straining against his jeans as he reveled in her helplessness. “Such a pretty mess,” he murmured, reaching down to unzip his pants. His thick, hard length sprang free, and Mia’s eyes locked onto it, her body throbbing with desperate want.

He climbed onto the crib, straddling her bound form, his knees pressing into the mattress on either side of her hips. “Daddy’s gonna use that pretty mouth of yours,” he said, unstrapping the pacifier and pulling it free with a wet pop. Mia gasped, drool trailing down her chin, but before she could speak, Ethan guided his cock to her lips. “Open wide, baby girl. Show Daddy how sorry you are for being such a naughty little thing.”

Her lips parted, and he pushed in, filling her mouth with his hot, throbbing length. The taste of him—salty and musky—flooded her senses as he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Fuck, that’s it. Suck Daddy’s cock like a good girl.” Mia moaned around him, the vibrations from the toy still buzzing against her clit making her head spin. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft as he thrust into her mouth with controlled, forceful movements. The diaper crinkled beneath her, a humiliating reminder of her regression, but it only made her wetter, her arousal soaking into the padding.

Ethan’s breaths grew ragged, his grip tightening in her hair as he fucked her mouth harder. “You’re gonna make Daddy cum, aren’t you? Such a filthy little baby,” he growled, his cock twitching against her tongue. Mia whimpered, her own orgasm building dangerously close under the relentless buzz of the vibrator. She tried to hold back, knowing the punishment for disobeying, but the sensation was too much. Her body tensed, and with a muffled cry around his cock, she shattered, her pussy clenching and gushing into the diaper as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

Ethan’s eyes darkened as he felt her tremble beneath him. He pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Did you just cum without permission?” he snarled, his voice thick with both lust and menace. Mia sobbed, nodding weakly, her body still shaking from the aftershocks. “Bad girl,” he hissed, clicking off the vibrator and tossing the remote aside. “Now Daddy has to punish you.”

He climbed off the crib, leaving Mia panting and trembling, her mouth empty and her diaper sodden with her release. From the changing table, he grabbed a small enema kit, the sight of it making Mia’s stomach twist with nervous arousal. “Since you can’t control yourself, we’re gonna clean you out and start over,” Ethan said, his tone cold but his eyes burning with desire. He untaped her diaper, the sound of the sticky tabs ripping open echoing in the room, and exposed her slick, swollen pussy to the cool air. “Spread those legs, baby. Daddy’s gonna take care of everything.”

Mia whimpered but obeyed, her bound hands preventing any resistance as he positioned her hips. He lubed the small nozzle, his fingers brushing teasingly over her sensitive folds before sliding the tip into her tight back entrance. The intrusion made her gasp, a mix of discomfort and dark pleasure flooding her as he slowly squeezed the bulb, filling her with the warm solution. “Hold it in, little girl,” he commanded, his free hand rubbing her clit in slow, torturous circles to distract her from the pressure building inside. “You’re gonna be a good baby for Daddy, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Mia stammered, her voice shaky as the sensation overwhelmed her. Her pussy throbbed under his touch, the humiliation of the enema mixing with raw arousal. Ethan kept rubbing, his fingers slick with her juices, until the pressure became too much, and he guided her through the release, murmuring degrading praises that only made her wetter. “That’s my dirty little girl. So messy, so needy.”

Once it was over, he cleaned her up with deliberate slowness, his hands lingering on her most sensitive spots, reigniting her desire. He taped a fresh, thick diaper onto her, the padding pressing firmly against her still-throbbing clit. “Now, let’s see if you can behave,” he said, climbing back onto the crib. This time, he positioned himself between her legs, pushing the diaper aside just enough to expose her dripping entrance. His cock, still hard and glistening from her earlier efforts, pressed against her, and with a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Mia cried out, her body arching against the restraints as he filled her completely. The diaper crinkled loudly with every thrust, the sound mixing with her moans and his grunts of pleasure. “Fuck, you feel so good, baby girl,” Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, the crib rocking beneath them. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you until you can’t think straight. Until all you know is how to be my little slut.”

Her pussy clenched around him, the friction and the humiliation of the diaper pushing her toward another edge. Ethan’s pace quickened, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every brutal thrust. “Cum for Daddy again, but this time, ask first,” he ordered, his voice strained with his own nearing climax. Mia sobbed, her body trembling as she begged, “Please, Daddy, can I cum? Please!”

“Good girl,” he growled, slamming into her harder. “Cum now. Cum on Daddy’s cock.” His words sent her spiraling, her orgasm crashing over her in blinding waves as she screamed his name, her juices soaking into the diaper. Ethan followed moments later, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his hot release, filling her with every thrust until they were both panting, spent, and trembling.

He collapsed beside her, untying her wrists and pulling her into his chest, the diaper still crinkling between them. “You did good, baby,” he murmured, kissing her forehead as she nuzzled into him, tears still drying on her cheeks. But even as she basked in the afterglow, Mia knew this was far from over. Ethan’s control over her was absolute, and she craved every humiliating, degrading moment of it. Tomorrow, there would be more lessons, more punishments—and she’d beg for every single one.


Chapter 8: Safe in Strict Arms

Mia woke to the faint rustle of her thick, crinkly diaper against the soft sheets of the oversized crib. Her wrists were still bound to the slats with padded cuffs, a reminder of Ethan’s unyielding control. The faint hum of arousal lingered in her core, a constant undercurrent after last night’s relentless torment and pleasure. She squirmed, feeling the dampness of her diaper press against her sensitive skin, a humiliating yet strangely comforting sensation. At 27, she never thought she’d crave this twisted dynamic, but Ethan—her 32-year-old Daddy—had stripped her down to her most vulnerable, and she ached for more.

The door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his broad frame filling the room with an air of dominance. He wore a fitted black shirt and jeans, his dark eyes locking onto her with a predatory glint. “Good morning, baby girl,” he drawled, his voice low and commanding. “Did my little one sleep well in her soggy diaper?”

Mia’s cheeks flushed, her body betraying her with a shiver of arousal at his words. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small, the pacifier dangling from a clip on her onesie. She hated how much she loved this—being reduced to his helpless plaything.

Ethan approached the crib, leaning over the bars to inspect her. His fingers traced the edge of her diaper, slipping under the waistband to check her. “Soaked,” he murmured, a smirk tugging at his lips. “Looks like my baby needs a change… but not yet. Daddy’s got plans for you first.” His tone dripped with promise, and Mia’s pussy clenched in anticipation, already throbbing under the padded confinement.

He unlocked the cuffs, freeing her wrists, but before she could rub the soreness away, he scooped her up effortlessly, her legs dangling as he carried her to the changing table. The cold surface hit her back as he laid her down, strapping her wrists and ankles into the built-in restraints. “No squirming,” he warned, his hand pressing firmly on her stomach, sending a jolt of heat through her. “Daddy’s going to make sure you’re properly taken care of.”

Mia whimpered as he unbuttoned her onesie, peeling it back to reveal the bulging, wet diaper. The humiliation burned, but so did the ache between her thighs. Ethan’s gaze lingered on her, his fingers brushing over the plastic outer layer before he ripped the tabs open with a loud tear. The cool air hit her damp skin, making her gasp, and he chuckled darkly. “Look at this messy little pussy,” he growled, dragging a finger through her folds, slick with arousal and the lingering dampness. “You’re dripping for Daddy already.”

Without warning, he reached for a bottle of lube on the shelf, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers. “Let’s get you nice and ready,” he said, his voice thick with lust. He circled her tight asshole, pushing one finger in slowly, then two, stretching her with deliberate care. Mia moaned, her hips bucking against the restraints as waves of pleasure mixed with the sting of intrusion. “That’s it, baby girl,” Ethan purred, scissoring his fingers inside her. “Open up for Daddy.”

Her mind spun, overwhelmed by the raw intensity as he prepared her for what she knew was coming. He withdrew his fingers, replacing them with the cold tip of a large butt plug, its flared base adorned with a pink gem. “Relax,” he ordered, pushing it in inch by inch. Mia cried out, the stretch burning until it settled deep inside her, filling her completely. Her clit throbbed, desperate for attention, and Ethan noticed, smirking as he tapped the base of the plug, sending vibrations through her core.

“Not yet,” he teased, grabbing a fresh diaper from the stack. He slid it under her hips, powdering her skin with a tenderness that contrasted the rough dominance of moments before. The soft padding encased her, the plug pressing even deeper as he taped it shut. “There we go,” he said, patting the front of the diaper. “All snug and secure… for now.”

He released the restraints, pulling her into a sitting position. Mia’s head swam with need, the plug shifting with every movement, stoking the fire in her belly. Ethan’s hand gripped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You’re going to be a good girl for Daddy today, aren’t you? No accidents… unless I say so.”

“Y-Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire. He rewarded her with a deep, possessive kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth as his hand slipped between her legs, rubbing the diaper against her aching clit. The friction was maddening, the layers of padding teasing her without quite giving her what she craved. She moaned into his mouth, hips grinding against his hand, desperate for release.

“Needy little thing,” he growled, pulling back to unzip his jeans. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, the sight making Mia’s mouth water. He pushed her back onto the changing table, climbing over her as he tugged the diaper aside just enough to expose her dripping pussy. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you right here, baby girl,” he said, lining himself up with her entrance. “Keep that plug in tight while I take what’s mine.”

He thrust into her in one brutal stroke, filling her completely. Mia screamed, the double penetration of his cock and the plug driving her to the edge instantly. Her walls clenched around him, every nerve alight as he pounded into her, the changing table creaking under their weight. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her hips, leaving marks on her skin. “Such a good little slut for Daddy.”

The filthy words pushed her closer, her body trembling as the orgasm built. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, the plug shifting inside her, amplifying the sensation until she couldn’t hold back. “Daddy, I’m gonna—” she gasped, and he slapped her thigh hard, the sting tipping her over.

“Cum for me, baby,” he commanded, and she shattered, her pussy spasming around his cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Ethan didn’t stop, fucking her through the aftershocks, his pace relentless until he growled, spilling deep inside her with a guttural moan. Hot cum filled her, leaking out around him as he slowed, both of them panting.

He pulled out, adjusting the diaper back into place, trapping his cum against her skin. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead. “But we’re not done. Daddy’s got a special punishment planned.”

Mia’s heart raced as he carried her to the bathroom, the plug still buried inside her, every step a delicious torment. He set her down on the tiled floor, pulling out a bag of supplies. “Time for a little cleaning,” he said, holding up an enema kit with a wicked grin. Fear and arousal twisted in her gut as he guided her to bend over the edge of the tub, securing her wrists to a bar mounted on the wall.

“Be still,” he ordered, lifting the back of her diaper to expose her ass. He removed the plug with a slow tug, making her whimper, then inserted the enema nozzle, the cold metal a shock against her heated skin. Warm water began to flow, filling her with an uncomfortable pressure as Ethan rubbed her lower back, his touch deceptively gentle. “Take it all, baby girl,” he cooed. “Daddy needs you nice and clean for more playtime.”

The fullness was unbearable, her body trembling as the water stretched her insides. When it was done, he pulled the nozzle out, quickly taping the diaper back up. “Hold it in,” he warned, smacking her padded ass. “If you let go before I say, there’ll be consequences.”

Mia whimpered, the pressure building as he led her back to the nursery, every step a test of control. He sat in a rocking chair, pulling her onto his lap, her diaper crinkling loudly. His hand slipped between her legs again, rubbing her through the padding, the sensation maddening with the enema’s weight inside her. “Such a good little baby,” he whispered, biting her earlobe. “You’re gonna let go when Daddy says, and then I’m gonna fuck you again.”

The combination of his dirty words and the relentless pressure drove her wild. Finally, he growled, “Now,” and she released, the relief mixing with humiliation as the diaper absorbed everything. Ethan’s eyes darkened with lust, and he ripped the tabs open, tossing the soiled diaper aside before bending her over the arm of the chair.

His cock was hard again, and he didn’t hesitate, slamming into her from behind. Mia cried out, the raw intensity of his thrusts shaking her to her core. “That’s it, take Daddy’s cock,” he grunted, one hand gripping her hair, the other slapping her ass with every thrust. The sting, the fullness, the dominance—it was too much, and she came again, screaming his name as her pussy milked him dry.

They collapsed together, breathless, his arms wrapping around her in a rare moment of tenderness. “You’re safe with me, baby girl,” he murmured, kissing her sweaty forehead. “But don’t think Daddy’s done training you.”

Mia nodded, exhaustion and satisfaction warring within her. She craved his strict arms, his harsh discipline, and the dark, twisted pleasure only he could give. Whatever came next, she’d take it—diapered, bound, and utterly his.


Chapter 9: Regression’s Sweet Surrender

Mia stirred in the oversized crib, the soft crinkle of her thick diaper echoing in the quiet nursery Ethan had designed for her. At 27, she never imagined she'd be here, bound by soft pink restraints at her wrists and ankles, her body swaddled in pastel babyish patterns. But Ethan, her 32-year-old dominant "Daddy," had stripped her of every adult facade, regressing her into his perfect little girl. The humiliation burned in her chest, yet it stoked a desperate, pulsing heat between her thighs. Every crinkle, every infantilizing word from his lips, made her ache for more of his twisted control.

The door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his broad frame filling the doorway. His dark eyes gleamed with hunger as they roved over her helpless form. "Good morning, my sweet baby girl," he purred, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. "Did you sleep well in your crib, all snug and diapered for Daddy?"

Mia whimpered, her cheeks flushing as she squirmed against the restraints. The diaper felt heavy between her legs, a constant reminder of her submission. "Y-yes, Daddy," she stammered, her voice small, just as he liked it. The act of speaking like a child made her pussy throb, even as her mind rebelled against the degradation.

Ethan approached, his fingers trailing along the crib’s bars before reaching down to cup her cheek. "Let’s check if my little one needs a change before we play," he murmured, his tone dripping with dark promise. He unfastened the tabs of her diaper with deliberate slowness, peeling the soggy padding away to expose her glistening folds. Mia’s breath hitched as the cool air hit her sensitive skin, her arousal blatant under his gaze.

"Look at this," Ethan growled, his fingers dipping between her thighs, spreading her wetness with a slick, obscene sound. "So fucking wet already, baby girl. You love being Daddy’s helpless little toy, don’t you?" His thumb circled her clit, slow and torturous, making her hips buck against the restraints.

"Yes, Daddy, please!" Mia gasped, her voice breaking as waves of need crashed through her. She hated how much she craved this—hated and loved it in equal measure. His control, his dominance, the way he reduced her to nothing but a whimpering mess in diapers—it undid her completely.

Ethan chuckled darkly, withdrawing his hand only to retrieve a small, vibrating bullet toy from the nearby changing table. "Not yet, little one. Daddy’s got plans for you." He slicked the toy with lube, teasing it against her entrance before sliding it inside her with a firm push. Mia moaned, her walls clenching around the intrusion as Ethan secured the diaper back over her, trapping the buzzing toy against her most sensitive spots.

The vibrations pulsed relentlessly, driving her to the edge as Ethan loomed over her, unfastening her wrist restraints only to pull her into his lap on the rocking chair. "Ride the edge for me, baby," he commanded, his hands gripping her hips as the diaper crinkled loudly with every squirm. "No cumming until I say so."

Mia’s head lolled back against his chest, her body trembling as the toy buzzed inside her. Ethan’s erection pressed against her padded bottom through his jeans, a hard reminder of what was to come. "D-Daddy, I can’t hold it," she whined, her voice thick with desperation.

"You will," he snapped, delivering a sharp spank to her diapered ass. The impact jolted the toy deeper, making her cry out. "Or Daddy will have to punish you with something much worse than a full diaper." His threat sent a shiver through her, her mind flashing to the enema bag hanging ominously on the wall—a tool he’d used before to “cleanse” her, leaving her humiliated and dripping with need.

Minutes bled into an eternity of tortured pleasure until Ethan finally slipped a hand under her diaper, switching off the toy but leaving it nestled inside her. "Good girl," he praised, kissing her temple as she panted in his lap. "Now, let’s get you prepped for a proper lesson in submission."

He carried her to the changing table, securing her wrists above her head with padded cuffs. The diaper was peeled away again, the toy slipping out with a wet pop that made her blush. Ethan’s eyes darkened as he grabbed the enema kit, filling the bag with warm, soapy water. "You’ve been a naughty little girl, haven’t you?" he said, lubing the nozzle with a slow, deliberate stroke. "Time to clean you out before Daddy fills you up again."

Mia’s heart raced as he parted her cheeks, sliding the nozzle into her tight back entrance. The cold intrusion made her gasp, but the warmth of the water flooding her insides was almost soothing—until the cramps started. "Hold it, baby," Ethan ordered, his hand rubbing circles on her stomach as she whimpered. "You’ll take everything Daddy gives you."

The pressure built, a humiliating fullness that mingled with her arousal. Ethan’s free hand slipped between her legs, fingering her clit with rough, practiced strokes. "That’s it," he growled, watching her writhe. "Feel every fucking inch of Daddy’s control." The dual sensations—humiliation and pleasure—pushed her over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her with a scream as her body clenched around the enema’s intrusion.

Ethan didn’t stop, milking her through the aftershocks until the bag was empty. Only then did he remove the nozzle, guiding her to release into a waiting basin with a tenderness that belied his dominance. "Such a good girl for Daddy," he murmured, cleaning her up with warm wipes before sliding a fresh, crinkly diaper under her hips.

But he wasn’t done. Not by a long shot.

Ethan unfastened her cuffs, flipping her onto her stomach on the table. The diaper tabs were secured loosely, just enough to keep it in place as he yanked down his jeans, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. "Daddy’s gonna fuck his little girl now," he rasped, spreading her legs wide. He tugged the diaper aside, exposing her dripping pussy, and thrust into her with a single, brutal stroke.

Mia cried out, her hands clawing at the padded table as Ethan pounded into her, the diaper crinkling with every rough thrust. "Fuck, you’re so tight," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "My perfect little baby, taking Daddy’s cock like a slut."

The mix of degradation and raw pleasure sent Mia spiraling, her second orgasm building fast as Ethan’s pace quickened. He leaned down, biting her shoulder as he growled, "Cum for me, baby girl. Cum on Daddy’s dick while you’re diapered and helpless." His words shattered her, her climax crashing through her with blinding force, her walls milking him until he roared, spilling hot and deep inside her.

Panting, Ethan pulled out, adjusting the diaper back into place to trap his cum against her skin. "That’s my good girl," he said, kissing her sweat-damp forehead as she trembled beneath him. "But we’re not done playing yet."

He lifted her, carrying her to the nursery’s rocking horse—a custom piece with a hidden dildo attachment. Mia’s eyes widened as he settled her onto it, the diaper pushed aside once more to guide the thick toy into her oversensitive pussy. "Ride for Daddy," he ordered, securing her wrists to the handles. "Show me how much you love being my little toy."

Exhausted but still burning with need, Mia rocked her hips, the dildo stretching her as the diaper crinkled obscenely. Ethan stood back, stroking his hardening cock as he watched her degrade herself for his pleasure. "Look at you," he taunted, stepping closer to rub her clit through the padding. "Fucking yourself on a baby toy while Daddy watches. You’re such a filthy little girl."

His words, combined with the relentless penetration, sent her over the edge again, her third orgasm tearing a sob from her throat as she collapsed forward, trembling. Ethan caught her, unbinding her wrists and pulling her into his arms. "That’s enough for now, baby," he murmured, his tone softer but still laced with control. "You’ve pleased Daddy so well."

He laid her back in the crib, securing the diaper properly and tucking a pacifier between her lips. Mia suckled instinctively, her body spent but her mind still buzzing with the afterglow of submission. Ethan leaned down, kissing her forehead. "Rest now, little one. Daddy’s got more lessons for you later."

As he dimmed the lights, Mia’s eyes fluttered shut, the weight of the diaper and the pacifier grounding her in this twisted, humiliating world. She hated how much she loved it—how much she craved Ethan’s strict, punishing hands and the dark, sweet surrender of regression. Whatever came next, she knew she’d beg for it, diapered and bound, under Daddy’s unrelenting control.


Chapter 10: Discipline in Loving Hands

Mia woke to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the pastel curtains of the nursery, her body still humming from the intense night before. Her wrists were unbound now, but the thick, crinkling diaper between her legs was a constant reminder of her submission to Ethan—her Daddy. At 27, she never imagined she’d be here, reduced to a whimpering little girl under his iron control, yet the ache deep in her core betrayed how much she craved it. The crib bars loomed around her, a cage of both shame and safety, and as she shifted, the soggy padding squished audibly, sending a flush of humiliation—and arousal—through her.

“Morning, baby girl,” Ethan’s deep voice rumbled as he entered the room, his presence commanding even in his casual black tee and jeans. At 32, he exuded raw dominance, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of tenderness and sadistic intent. He leaned over the crib, his hand brushing her cheek before sliding down to check the front of her diaper. “Soaked already. You’re such a messy little thing, aren’t you?”

Mia squirmed, her cheeks burning. “I-I couldn’t help it, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small and childish, the forced regression making her pussy throb even as she hated herself for it.

Ethan chuckled darkly, unlocking the crib side and pulling her out with ease. “That’s why Daddy’s here to take care of you—and discipline you when you need it.” His hands gripped her hips, pulling her against him, and she felt the hard bulge in his jeans press against her padded crotch. “But first, let’s get you cleaned up. Messy girls don’t get rewards… yet.”

He led her to the changing table, securing her wrists and ankles with the soft leather straps attached to each corner. Mia’s heart raced as she lay there, exposed and helpless, her diaper sagging heavily. Ethan’s fingers worked with deliberate slowness, peeling the tabs open and exposing her slick, shaved pussy to the cool air. “Look at this,” he murmured, dragging a finger through her wetness, making her gasp. “Even after last night, you’re dripping for Daddy. Such a needy little slut.”

“Daddy, please,” she whined, hips bucking against the restraints, desperate for more of his touch. But Ethan only smirked, wiping her clean with a warm cloth before sliding a fresh, thick diaper under her. The crinkle of the plastic was deafening in the quiet room, and as he powdered her, his fingers lingered, brushing against her clit just enough to make her moan before pulling away.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he said, taping the diaper shut with a firm pat. “Daddy has a special lesson for you today. You’ve been good, but I want to push you further. You’re going to learn to trust me completely—even when it’s hard.”

Mia’s stomach fluttered with a mix of fear and excitement as he unstrapped her and led her to a padded playmat in the center of the room. A collection of toys and objects sat nearby, including a menacing-looking enema kit that made her breath hitch. Ethan noticed her gaze and grinned. “That’s right, sweetheart. Daddy’s going to clean you out nice and deep before we play. But first, I want you on your knees.”

She obeyed instantly, dropping to the mat, her diaper crinkling loudly. Ethan stood over her, unzipping his jeans and pulling out his thick, throbbing cock. The sight made her mouth water, and she licked her lips instinctively. “Open,” he commanded, and she did, letting him slide into her mouth, the salty taste of him filling her senses. He gripped her hair, guiding her head as she sucked, her tongue swirling around the tip, drawing a low groan from him. “Fuck, baby, that’s it. Such a good little girl for Daddy.”

Her pussy clenched beneath the diaper as she worked him, the humiliation of being diapered while sucking his cock only heightening her arousal. Ethan’s thrusts grew rougher, his grip tightening until he pulled out abruptly, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Not yet,” he growled, stepping back to strip off his shirt, revealing the hard planes of his chest. “Turn around. Ass up, face down.”

Mia complied, her face pressed into the mat, her padded bottom raised high. Ethan tugged the back of her diaper down just enough to expose her ass, his fingers slick with lube as he teased her tight hole. “Relax, baby girl,” he murmured, easing a finger inside, making her whimper at the intrusion. The mix of discomfort and pleasure was maddening, especially as he added a second finger, stretching her open. “You’re going to take Daddy’s cock here soon, but first, we need to make sure you’re nice and clean.”

Her breath hitched as he reached for the enema kit, the nozzle gleaming as he coated it with lube. “No, Daddy, please,” she whimpered, but the protest only made her wetter, the forced submission driving her wild.

“Shh, baby,” he soothed, pressing the nozzle against her hole. “Trust Daddy. You’ll feel so much better after.” With a slow push, he inserted it, the cool liquid beginning to flow into her. Mia moaned, the sensation of being filled so intimately making her squirm, her diaper still half-pulled down, rubbing against her swollen clit with every movement. Ethan’s hand rested on her back, keeping her still as he murmured dirty encouragements. “That’s it, take it all for Daddy. Such a good girl, letting me clean out this tight little ass.”

The pressure built, her belly cramping slightly, but the arousal was undeniable, her pussy dripping into the diaper as he finally pulled the nozzle out. “Hold it, baby,” he ordered, helping her waddle to the bathroom, her face burning with shame as she released, Ethan’s presence behind her only intensifying the humiliation. When it was over, he cleaned her again, his touch gentle but possessive, before leading her back to the mat.

“Now, let’s have some real fun,” he said, his voice thick with lust. He stripped her diaper off completely, leaving her naked and trembling as he grabbed a set of restraints from the pile. He bound her wrists behind her back, then pushed her onto her knees again, this time spreading her legs wide with a spreader bar. “Look at that pretty pussy,” he growled, sliding a finger inside her, pumping slowly as she moaned. “So fucking wet for Daddy.”

He grabbed a thick, vibrating dildo from the toys, switching it on and pressing it against her clit. Mia cried out, the intense buzz sending shockwaves through her as Ethan teased her entrance with the tip. “Beg for it, baby girl,” he demanded, and she did, her voice breaking as she pleaded, “Please, Daddy, fuck me with it. I need it so bad!”

With a dark chuckle, he pushed the toy inside her, the stretch making her gasp as he fucked her with it, the vibrations driving her to the edge. “Come for Daddy,” he ordered, and she shattered, her orgasm ripping through her, her juices soaking the mat beneath her as she screamed his name.

But Ethan wasn’t done. As she panted, coming down from the high, he positioned himself behind her, his cock slick with lube as he pressed against her ass. “Relax, baby,” he murmured, pushing in slowly, the burn making her whimper even as her pussy clenched with renewed arousal. He filled her inch by inch, his groans mixing with her moans as he started to thrust, slow at first, then harder, his hands gripping her bound wrists for leverage. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled, slapping her ass hard enough to sting. “Daddy’s little anal slut, taking it so well in your diapered nursery.”

The degrading words pushed her over the edge again, her second climax hitting as he pounded into her, her body shaking with the force of it. Ethan’s thrusts grew erratic, and with a guttural moan, he came, spilling deep inside her, the heat of it making her shudder.

He pulled out carefully, unbinding her wrists and removing the spreader bar before pulling her into his lap, cradling her like the little girl she was forced to be. “You did so good, baby,” he murmured, kissing her forehead as she trembled, aftershocks still rippling through her. But even in his gentle embrace, she felt the promise of more. “Rest now,” he said, laying her back on the mat and grabbing a fresh diaper. “Because Daddy’s got more lessons planned for tonight.”

As he taped the diaper on, his fingers lingered again, teasing her oversensitive clit just enough to make her whimper. Mia knew she was in for another round of discipline—and she couldn’t wait. Lying there, crinkling with every breath, she felt the weight of her submission settle deeper, her body and mind fully Ethan’s to command. Whatever he had planned next, she’d take it, shame and all, because beneath the humiliation, there was nothing but raw, aching need for her Daddy’s loving, punishing hands.


Chapter 11: Bottle-Fed Secrets Revealed

Mia stirred in the oversized crib, the crinkle of her thick diaper echoing in the quiet nursery as she blinked awake. The pastel walls and teddy bear mobile above her were a constant reminder of her forced regression under Ethan’s strict control. At 27, she shouldn’t have been so turned on by the humiliation, but her body betrayed her every time. Her pussy throbbed beneath the padded layers, already damp with anticipation of what “Daddy” had in store for her today. Ethan, 32 and imposing as ever, stood by the door, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of authority and lust.

“Morning, little girl,” he growled, his voice sending a shiver down Mia’s spine. “Did my baby sleep well in her crinkly diaper?”

Mia squirmed, her cheeks flushing as she nodded. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she stammered, the words igniting a fresh wave of arousal. She hated how much she loved this—how much she craved his dominance.

Ethan stepped closer, his muscular frame towering over the crib as he leaned down to unlock the side railing. “Let’s check if my baby needs a change before breakfast,” he said, his tone laced with a dark promise. He reached under the blanket, his large hand sliding over the front of her diaper, pressing firmly against her aching clit through the padding. Mia gasped, her hips bucking instinctively into his touch.

“Already so wet for Daddy,” he chuckled, rubbing slow circles that made her whimper. “Such a needy little slut in her diaper. You love this, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” she moaned, her voice trembling as he teased her through the thick material. The humiliation of being touched like this, treated like a helpless infant, only made her pussy clench harder with need.

Ethan pulled the tapes of her diaper open with a loud rip, exposing her glistening folds to the cool air. “Look at this messy little pussy,” he purred, dragging a finger through her slickness and holding it up to show her. “So desperate for Daddy’s attention.” Without warning, he slid two thick fingers inside her, pumping them hard and fast as Mia’s head fell back against the crib mattress, a cry escaping her lips.

“Oh, fuck, Daddy!” she gasped, her walls tightening around him as he curled his fingers to hit that perfect spot. Her legs trembled, restrained by the ankle cuffs attached to the crib’s bars, keeping her spread open for his torment.

“That’s it, baby girl, cum for Daddy,” Ethan commanded, his thumb rubbing tight circles on her swollen clit. Mia’s orgasm crashed over her within seconds, her body jerking against the restraints as she screamed, her juices gushing over his hand and soaking into the diaper beneath her.

“Good girl,” he praised, pulling his fingers out and licking them clean with a wicked smirk. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up and fed. Daddy’s got a special treat for breakfast.”

After wiping her down with baby wipes—each stroke of the cool cloth over her sensitive skin making her shiver—Ethan secured a fresh, extra-thick diaper around her hips, the bulk forcing her thighs apart. He dressed her in a frilly pink onesie, the snaps at the crotch ensuring easy access, and lifted her out of the crib, carrying her to a high chair in the corner of the nursery. Mia’s heart raced as he buckled her in, her wrists bound to the armrests with soft Velcro straps.

“Time for your bottle, sweetheart,” Ethan said, producing a large baby bottle filled with warm milk. But as he pressed the nipple to her lips, his free hand slipped under the tray of the high chair, unsnapping the onesie to rub her diapered crotch again. Mia moaned around the nipple, sucking reflexively as the sweet milk filled her mouth, while Ethan’s teasing fingers sent sparks of pleasure through her core.

“Drink up, baby,” he murmured, his voice dark and commanding. “Daddy’s gonna make you feel so good while you do.” He pressed harder against her diaper, the friction driving her wild even through the layers. Mia’s eyes fluttered shut, her body trembling as she nursed on the bottle, the dual sensations of being fed and teased pushing her closer to the edge again.

Just as she thought she’d cum from the pressure alone, Ethan pulled his hand away, leaving her whining in frustration. “Not yet, little one,” he said with a cruel smirk. “Daddy’s got a secret to share, but first, we need to make sure you’re nice and full.”

Mia’s stomach churned with a mix of dread and arousal as Ethan unbuckled her from the high chair and led her to the changing table. “Lay down,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument. She obeyed, her heart pounding as he secured her wrists and ankles with padded cuffs, spreading her legs wide. He pulled open the tabs of her fresh diaper, exposing her again, and reached for a small enema kit on the shelf.

“Daddy, please,” Mia whimpered, her voice small but laced with need. She hated how much she craved this twisted form of discipline, how it made her feel so vulnerable and owned.

“Shh, baby girl,” Ethan soothed, lubing up the nozzle with a generous amount of slick gel. “Daddy needs to clean you out before we play. You’ve been such a good girl, and I’ve got a big reward for you after this.” He pressed the tip against her tight back hole, pushing it in slowly as Mia gasped, the intrusion both uncomfortable and strangely arousing.

He squeezed the bulb, filling her with warm liquid as she squirmed against the restraints, the sensation overwhelming. “Hold it in, sweetheart,” he instructed, rubbing her lower belly with one hand while the other slipped between her legs, teasing her clit to distract her from the pressure building inside. Mia moaned, her body torn between the ache of the enema and the pleasure of his touch.

After a torturous few minutes, Ethan helped her release into a waiting basin, the act humiliating yet oddly intimate as he murmured reassurances. Once she was clean, he wiped her down again, his touches lingering on her most sensitive spots, reigniting her arousal.

“Now for Daddy’s secret,” he said, his voice low and dangerous as he uncuffed her and pulled her into his lap on a nearby rocking chair. Mia’s diaper was still off, her bare pussy pressed against the rough fabric of his jeans, and she could feel his hard cock straining beneath her. “I’ve been training you for something special, baby girl. Today, you’re gonna take Daddy’s cock while I diaper you up nice and tight. You’re gonna cum with that crinkle wrapped around us both.”

Mia’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation as Ethan unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, throbbing erection. He lifted her slightly, positioning her dripping entrance over his tip, and thrust up hard, filling her in one brutal stroke. Mia screamed, her nails digging into his shoulders as he stretched her wide, the raw pleasure-pain making her vision blur.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, baby,” Ethan groaned, gripping her hips as he pounded into her, each thrust driving deeper. “Such a good little girl for Daddy.” He reached for a fresh diaper, awkwardly sliding it under her ass mid-thrust, the plastic crinkling loudly with every movement. The sensation of being fucked while the diaper was taped around her—trapping his cock inside her through the leg holes—was surreal and insanely hot.

“Oh, Daddy, I’m gonna cum!” Mia sobbed, her body shaking as he slammed into her G-spot, the crinkle of the diaper amplifying every sensation. Ethan growled, one hand reaching between them to rub her clit through the padding, pushing her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his cock as she screamed, soaking the diaper with her release.

Ethan wasn’t done. He pulled out just long enough to reposition her, bending her over the changing table with her diaper still half-on, and slammed back into her from behind. “Take it, baby girl,” he grunted, his thrusts brutal and unrelenting. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up.” Mia moaned, her body oversensitive but craving more as he fucked her hard, the diaper crinkling with every slap of his hips against her ass.

With a final, guttural roar, Ethan came, his hot seed spilling deep inside her as he gripped her hips tight. Mia whimpered, another smaller climax shuddering through her at the feel of him claiming her so completely. They collapsed together, panting, the nursery air thick with the scent of sex and baby powder.

As they caught their breath, Ethan kissed her forehead, his demeanor softening for a moment. “You did so good, little one,” he murmured, taping the diaper fully around her, sealing in their combined mess. “But there’s more to my secret. I’ve been preparing you for a bigger kind of play—something even more intense. You ready to be Daddy’s perfect little toy?”

Mia’s heart raced, her body still buzzing with aftershocks as she nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Daddy. I’m ready.”

Ethan’s smirk returned, dark and promising, as he adjusted her onesie over the soaked diaper. “Good. Because tomorrow, we’re taking your training to the next level. And you’re gonna love every second of it.”

Mia shivered, equal parts fear and excitement coursing through her. Whatever Ethan had planned, she knew it would push her limits—and she couldn’t wait to surrender to him all over again.


Chapter 12: Punished with Tender Care

Mia’s heart thundered in her chest as she knelt on the soft, pastel-colored playmat in the nursery Ethan had meticulously designed for her. The room was a paradox of innocence and control—stuffed animals lined the shelves, a crib stood in the corner with its bars gleaming under the dim light, and a changing table loomed with stacks of thick, crinkly diapers waiting to encase her trembling body. At 27, Mia had never imagined herself in such a position, but under Ethan’s iron grip, she had become his little girl, subject to his every whim in this dark, intoxicating game of dominance and submission. The air was thick with the scent of baby powder and her own nervous anticipation.

Ethan, a towering figure at 32, stood over her, his piercing green eyes glinting with a mix of stern authority and raw desire. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, and the bulge in his jeans was unmistakable, a silent promise of what was to come. “You’ve been naughty, haven’t you, baby girl?” His voice was a low growl, sending a shiver straight to Mia’s core. “I caught you touching yourself without permission this morning. Did you think Daddy wouldn’t notice?”

Mia’s cheeks burned with shame and arousal. She squirmed in the oversized onesie Ethan had dressed her in, the snaps at her crotch rubbing against her already aching pussy. “I—I’m sorry, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice small and pleading. “I couldn’t help it. I needed... I needed to feel good.”

Ethan’s lips curled into a dark smirk as he stepped closer, his boots echoing on the hardwood floor. “Oh, you’ll feel good, little one. But only when Daddy says so. First, you need to be punished.” He reached down, grabbing a pacifier gag from the nearby shelf, its rubber nipple large and intrusive. “Open wide.”

Mia’s breath hitched as she obeyed, parting her lips. Ethan pushed the pacifier into her mouth, securing the straps tightly behind her head. The rubber filled her mouth, muffling her whimpers as drool began to trickle down her chin. Her hands instinctively moved to touch herself, desperate for relief, but Ethan was quicker. He grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back and securing them with a pair of soft, pink cuffs. The restraint made her chest heave, her nipples hardening against the thin fabric of the onesie.

“Bad girls don’t get to touch,” Ethan scolded, his voice dripping with control. He knelt behind her, his strong hands sliding down her sides to the snaps at her crotch. With a slow, deliberate motion, he popped them open, exposing her bare, glistening pussy to the cool air. Mia whimpered around the gag, her body trembling with need. “Look at this,” Ethan murmured, his fingers brushing against her slick folds, collecting her wetness. “Soaking already, and I haven’t even started your punishment.”

He stood, leaving her quivering on the mat, and retrieved a thick, disposable diaper from the changing table. Mia’s eyes widened as she saw the infantile design—cartoon animals dancing across the front—but her body betrayed her, her clit throbbing at the thought of being encased in its humiliating embrace. Ethan unfolded the diaper with a loud crinkle, laying it beneath her. “Lift your hips, baby girl,” he ordered, and Mia complied, her bound hands making her feel even more helpless.

The diaper was taped snugly around her hips, the bulk forcing her thighs apart. Ethan’s hands lingered on her padded crotch, pressing down just enough to make her squirm. “There we go,” he said, his tone mockingly tender. “Now you’re all safe and secure. But we’re not done yet.” He reached for a small bottle of lube and a sleek, vibrating butt plug from a nearby drawer. Mia’s eyes widened, a muffled protest escaping around the gag, but Ethan only chuckled. “Punishment means learning your lesson, sweetheart. And this will help you remember who’s in charge.”

He coated the plug with lube, his fingers slick and deliberate as he spread her cheeks beneath the diaper, cutting a small hole in the back for access. Mia’s body tensed as the cold tip pressed against her tight hole, but Ethan was relentless, pushing it in slowly, stretching her with a delicious burn. “Relax, baby,” he cooed, his other hand rubbing circles on her padded front, the vibrations of his touch reverberating through the thick diaper. Once the plug was fully seated, he turned it on, a low hum filling the room as it pulsed inside her. Mia’s muffled moans grew louder, her hips bucking involuntarily against the mat.

“That’s it,” Ethan growled, his own arousal evident as he adjusted the bulge in his jeans. “Feel that, little one. Feel how Daddy controls every part of you.” He stood, unzipping his pants and freeing his thick, throbbing cock. The sight of it made Mia’s mouth water around the gag, her body aching to be filled in every way. Ethan knelt in front of her, pulling the pacifier gag free with a wet pop. “Beg for it,” he commanded, stroking himself slowly, pre-cum glistening at the tip.

“Please, Daddy,” Mia gasped, her voice hoarse with desperation. “Please fuck my mouth. I need it. I need you.” Her words were raw, unfiltered, and they seemed to ignite something primal in Ethan. With a grunt, he guided his cock to her lips, pushing into her mouth with a force that made her gag. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking eagerly as he thrust, his hands tangling in her hair to control the pace. The vibrations of the plug in her ass combined with the diaper’s humiliating bulk made her pussy clench with need, her arousal soaking into the padding.

“Fuck, baby girl,” Ethan groaned, his hips bucking as he fucked her mouth deeper. “You take Daddy’s cock so well. Such a good little slut.” His words sent a jolt of heat through her, and she moaned around him, her bound hands twitching with the urge to touch herself. Ethan’s thrusts grew erratic, and with a guttural moan, he came, hot spurts of cum filling her mouth. Mia swallowed greedily, her eyes locked on his, seeking his approval even in her degradation.

But Ethan wasn’t done. He pulled out, wiping the last drops of cum on her lips, and moved behind her. “Time for the next part of your punishment,” he said darkly, his hands working to untape the front of her diaper just enough to expose her dripping pussy. The plug still buzzed in her ass, driving her wild as Ethan positioned himself, his cock already hardening again. He slid into her with one brutal thrust, filling her aching cunt completely. Mia cried out, her body rocking against the mat as he pounded into her, the diaper crinkling with every movement.

“Oh, fuck, Daddy!” she screamed, her voice echoing in the nursery as pleasure and pain blurred into one overwhelming sensation. The bulk of the diaper rubbed against her clit with each thrust, the plug vibrating in her ass amplifying every sensation. Ethan’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock as he fucked her mercilessly. “You’re mine,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “Every fucking inch of you belongs to Daddy. Say it.”

“I’m yours, Daddy!” Mia sobbed, her body trembling as an orgasm built inside her, unstoppable and all-consuming. “I’m all yours!” Her words pushed Ethan over the edge, and he came again, his cum flooding her pussy as she shattered around him, her climax ripping through her with a force that left her gasping and shaking.

They collapsed together on the mat, Ethan’s weight pinning her down as their breathing slowly steadied. But the punishment wasn’t over. Ethan pulled out, retaping the diaper over her cum-soaked pussy, trapping his seed inside the padding. “One more thing, baby girl,” he murmured, his tone deceptively gentle. He retrieved an enema kit from the shelf, the sight of it making Mia’s stomach twist with a mix of dread and dark excitement. “You need to be cleaned out before bedtime. Bad girls get full tummies, don’t they?”

Mia nodded weakly, too spent to resist as Ethan positioned her on all fours, cutting another small hole in the diaper to access her already plugged ass. He removed the vibrating toy with a wet pop, replacing it with the enema nozzle. The cool liquid began to flow, filling her with a strange, invasive warmth as Ethan rubbed her back, murmuring soothing words that contrasted with the humiliating act. “That’s it, sweetheart. Take it all for Daddy,” he said, his free hand slipping beneath the diaper to rub her clit through the mess of cum and padding.

The combination of the enema’s pressure and his touch sent Mia spiraling into another orgasm, her cries muffled as she buried her face in the mat. When it was over, Ethan cleaned her up with tender care, changing her into a fresh diaper and dressing her in a soft nightie. He carried her to the crib, laying her down and securing the bars with a click. “Sleep tight, baby girl,” he whispered, brushing a kiss across her forehead. “Tomorrow, we’ll continue your training.”

As Mia drifted off, the crinkle of her diaper and the lingering ache in her body reminded her of her place—Ethan’s little girl, punished and pleasured in equal measure. And though she knew the next day would bring more challenges, more humiliation, she couldn’t deny the dark thrill that pulsed through her at the thought of submitting to him again.


Chapter 13: Cribside Confessions Bloom

Mia woke to the soft glow of pastel nursery lights filtering through the bars of her oversized crib. Her wrists were still bound by the silky pink restraints, tethered to the crib’s headboard, keeping her helplessly sprawled on the crinkly mattress. The thick diaper around her hips was damp, a humiliating reminder of last night’s punishment when Ethan had forced her to wet herself under his stern gaze. Her cheeks burned with shame, but beneath it, a throbbing heat pulsed between her thighs. The memory of his deep voice, calling her his “naughty little girl,” while he’d slid that buzzing plug into her tight ass, made her squirm. Even now, with the plug still nestled inside her, turned off but a constant presence, her body ached for more of his twisted discipline.

The door creaked open, and Ethan stepped in, his tall frame dominating the room. At 29, he exuded raw authority, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of sadistic amusement and undeniable lust. He wore a fitted black shirt and jeans, a stark contrast to the infantile chaos of the nursery. In his hand, he held a baby bottle filled with a milky liquid, and a wicked smirk played on his lips as he approached the crib.

“Morning, little one,” he drawled, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down Mia’s spine. “Did my baby girl sleep well in her wet diapie?”

Mia, 26 and usually so defiant, felt her resolve crumble under his gaze. Her voice came out small, trembling with both embarrassment and need. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

Ethan’s smirk widened as he leaned over the crib bars, brushing a strand of hair from her flushed face. “Good girl. But we’ve got a busy day of training ahead. You’ve still got a lot to learn about obedience.” His fingers trailed down her cheek, over her collarbone, until they teased the edge of her frilly onesie, making her breath hitch. “And Daddy’s gonna make sure every lesson sticks.”

He untied her wrists, but only long enough to pull her up into a sitting position. The crinkle of her diaper was deafening in the quiet room as she shifted, and she couldn’t meet his eyes. Ethan didn’t let her hide, though. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to look at him as he pressed the nipple of the baby bottle to her lips. “Drink,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Mia hesitated, but the dark promise in his eyes made her comply. She suckled tentatively, the sweet, warm liquid coating her tongue as Ethan watched with predatory intensity. “That’s it,” he murmured, his free hand sliding down to cup the front of her diaper. “Such a good little baby. But I can feel how soaked you are already. You like this, don’t you? Being Daddy’s helpless toy?”

Her muffled whimper was all the answer he needed. His fingers pressed harder, rubbing slow circles over the padded material, the friction sending jolts of pleasure through her despite the barrier. Mia’s hips bucked involuntarily, desperate for more, but Ethan pulled his hand away with a dark chuckle. “Not yet, sweetheart. You don’t get to cum until I say so. First, we’re gonna clean you up… and have a little fun while we’re at it.”

He lifted her out of the crib with ease, carrying her to the changing table in the corner of the nursery. Mia’s heart raced as he laid her down, securing her wrists and ankles with the built-in straps, leaving her spread-eagle and utterly vulnerable. The onesie was unsnapped with deliberate slowness, each pop of the buttons making her squirm. Ethan peeled the soaked diaper away, exposing her glistening pussy to the cool air, and she couldn’t suppress a moan as his gaze raked over her.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal. He grabbed a pack of baby wipes from the shelf, but instead of cleaning her right away, he leaned down, his hot breath ghosting over her sensitive folds. “Daddy’s gonna take care of you, little girl. But you’ve gotta earn it.”

Before she could process his words, his tongue flicked out, teasing her clit with agonizing precision. Mia cried out, her bound limbs straining against the straps as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Ethan didn’t hold back, lapping at her greedily, sucking her swollen bud into his mouth while his fingers dug into her thighs. “Oh god, Daddy, please!” she gasped, her voice breaking as her orgasm built with terrifying speed.

“Not yet,” he snarled, pulling back just as she teetered on the edge. Her frustrated sob echoed in the room, but Ethan only grinned, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Bad girls don’t get to cum so easy. Let’s get you cleaned up… properly.”

He reached for a small enema kit on the shelf, and Mia’s eyes widened in a mix of dread and perverse excitement. “No, Daddy, please, I’ll be good!” she pleaded, but her words were cut off as he pressed a pacifier gag into her mouth, buckling it tight behind her head. Her muffled protests only seemed to fuel his desire as he prepped the nozzle with lube, his movements clinical yet dripping with dominance.

“Shh, baby girl. Daddy knows best,” he cooed, spreading her cheeks to expose her tight hole, still stuffed with the plug from last night. He eased it out slowly, relishing her whimpers, before sliding the enema nozzle in its place. The cool liquid flooded her, stretching her uncomfortably full as Ethan massaged her belly, his touch both soothing and cruel. “That’s it, take it all for Daddy. You’re gonna be nice and clean before I fuck you senseless.”

Mia’s mind spun with humiliation and arousal, her body trembling as the enema worked its magic. When he finally removed the nozzle and let her release into a waiting basin, she was a sobbing, quivering mess, her pride shattered but her pussy aching for him. Ethan cleaned her thoroughly with the wipes, his touches lingering, teasing, until she was squirming again.

“Good girl,” he praised, unstrapping her and flipping her onto her stomach. He positioned her on all fours on the changing table, her ass in the air, and she heard the rustle of his jeans as he undid his belt. “Now, Daddy’s gonna reward you… but you’re still getting punished for being such a needy little slut.”

The first slap of his hand against her bare ass made her yelp through the gag, the sting blooming into heat that spread straight to her core. He spanked her again and again, each strike harder, until her skin was red and throbbing. Then, without warning, she felt the head of his thick cock pressing against her slick entrance. “Fuck, you’re so wet for this,” he grunted, thrusting into her in one brutal stroke.

Mia screamed into the pacifier, her body arching as he filled her completely. Ethan didn’t give her time to adjust, pounding into her with ruthless intensity, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. The changing table creaked under their weight, the nursery filled with the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin and her muffled moans. “Take it, baby girl,” he growled, reaching around to rub her clit in tight, relentless circles. “Cum for Daddy. Show me how much you love being my little fucktoy.”

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, shattering her senses as she clenched around him, her juices dripping down her thighs. Ethan groaned, his thrusts growing erratic before he pulled out, spilling his hot cum across her reddened ass. The sticky warmth marked her as his, and Mia shuddered with aftershocks, her body spent but still craving more.

He didn’t let her rest long. After cleaning them both up with a tenderness that belied his earlier roughness, Ethan taped a fresh diaper around her hips, the crinkle a humiliating reminder of her regression. But as he pulled her into his lap on the rocking chair, cradling her like a child, his hand slipped beneath the diaper, teasing her oversensitive clit. “We’re not done, little one,” he whispered, his voice dark with promise. “Daddy’s got more lessons for you today.”

Mia whimpered, her body already responding to his touch, as his fingers dipped lower, sliding into her slick heat. He fucked her slowly with his hand, the diaper crinkling with every movement, while his other arm held her tight against his chest. “Tell Daddy how much you love this,” he murmured, nipping at her ear. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m yours, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice raw with need as another orgasm built under his skilled fingers. “I’m all yours.”

As she shattered again in his arms, screaming his name, Mia knew there was no escape from Ethan’s control—or from the twisted, addictive pleasure of being his diapered little girl. Her training was far from over, and she both dreaded and craved every depraved lesson to come.


Chapter 14: Bound by Daddy’s Rules

Mia’s body trembled in the oversized crib, her wrists bound tightly to the wooden slats with soft, pink cuffs. The wet diaper clung to her skin, heavy and humiliating, yet the warmth of her own mess pressed against her most sensitive areas sent a twisted thrill through her core. At 27, she never imagined she’d be here, reduced to a whimpering, needy little under the iron control of Ethan, her 32-year-old Daddy Dom who stood over her with a predatory smirk. His dark eyes glinted with sadistic delight as he adjusted the pacifier gag strapped around her mouth, forcing her to suck on the rubber nipple while drool trickled down her chin.

“You’ve been a naughty little girl, haven’t you, Mia?” Ethan’s voice was a low growl, laced with arousal as he traced a finger along the edge of her soaked diaper. “Look at this mess. Daddy’s gonna have to clean you up… but not before you learn your lesson.”

Mia whimpered, her hips squirming involuntarily as his touch sent electric jolts through her. The shame of her situation only fueled the aching heat between her thighs. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the pacifier muffled her words into pathetic little moans. Ethan chuckled, clearly reveling in her helplessness, and reached for a baby bottle filled with warm milk on the nearby changing table. He unstrapped the gag just long enough to press the bottle’s nipple to her lips.

“Drink up, baby girl. Daddy’s orders,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for defiance. Mia’s cheeks burned as she sucked on the bottle, the sweet liquid filling her mouth while Ethan’s free hand slipped beneath the waistband of her diaper. His fingers found her slick, swollen clit almost instantly, and she gasped around the nipple, nearly choking as he began to rub slow, torturous circles.

“Fuck, you’re so wet for Daddy,” he groaned, his own erection straining against his jeans as he watched her squirm. “You love this, don’t you? Being my helpless little slut in a dirty diaper.”

Mia’s eyes rolled back, her body arching against the restraints as his fingers worked her with expert precision. The humiliation, the infantilization—it all blended into a mind-numbing haze of arousal. She was close, so fucking close, when Ethan pulled his hand away with a wicked grin.

“Not yet, little one. Daddy’s got a special punishment for you first,” he said, his voice dripping with dark promise. He set the bottle aside and reached for a small, black bag on the table. Mia’s heart raced as he pulled out an enema kit, the nozzle gleaming under the nursery’s soft lighting. Her stomach clenched with a mix of dread and twisted anticipation.

“No, Daddy, please…” she whimpered, but her protest only made his smile widen.

“Oh, yes, baby girl. You made such a mess, and now Daddy’s gonna clean you out before we play,” Ethan purred, lubing up the nozzle with deliberate slowness. He untaped her diaper, the wet fabric peeling away from her skin with a humiliating squelch, and positioned her legs up and apart, securing them with additional cuffs to the crib’s sides. Her most intimate areas were fully exposed, and the cool air against her heated flesh made her shiver.

“Relax for Daddy,” he murmured, pressing the nozzle against her tight entrance. Mia bit her lip, her body tensing as he slowly inserted it, the intrusion both invasive and maddeningly arousing. He squeezed the bulb, and the warm liquid began to fill her, stretching her insides with a pressure that made her moan despite herself. Ethan’s other hand returned to her clit, rubbing in time with each squeeze of the enema bag, turning the punishment into a perverse form of pleasure.

“Look at you, taking it all for Daddy,” he growled, his own arousal evident in the bulge pressing against her thigh as he leaned over her. “Such a good little girl when you want to be.”

Mia’s head spun, the mix of fullness and his relentless fingers driving her to the edge. Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her body convulsing against the restraints as she cried out, her inner walls clenching around nothing while the enema continued to fill her. Ethan didn’t stop, drawing out her climax until she was a sobbing, shuddering mess beneath him.

“That’s it, baby. Let it all out,” he cooed, finally removing the nozzle and quickly taping a fresh, thick diaper onto her before releasing her legs from the cuffs. The pressure inside her was unbearable now, but Ethan’s sadistic grin told her she wouldn’t get relief just yet. “Hold it for Daddy, or you’ll be in even bigger trouble.”

Mia nodded weakly, tears of humiliation and need streaking down her face as Ethan climbed into the crib with her. He straddled her hips, his jeans rough against the soft padding of her diaper as he unzipped himself, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. The sight of it made her mouth water, even as she struggled to obey his command.

“You want this, don’t you?” he teased, stroking himself inches from her face. “Beg Daddy for it.”

“Please, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice small and desperate. “Please fuck me. I need it so bad.”

Ethan’s eyes darkened with lust, and he wasted no time positioning himself between her bound thighs. He tore the fresh diaper open with a savage rip, exposing her dripping pussy, and thrust into her with a single, brutal stroke. Mia screamed, the sudden fullness of his cock stretching her to the limit as he pounded into her, each thrust jarring the liquid still trapped inside her. The mix of pain, pressure, and raw pleasure was intoxicating, her body trembling as another orgasm built quickly.

“Fuck, you’re so tight for Daddy,” Ethan grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as he fucked her relentlessly. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as he drove her over the edge again. Her climax ripped through her, her pussy clenching around him as she sobbed into his mouth, overwhelmed by the intensity.

Ethan didn’t slow down, flipping her onto her stomach with her wrists still bound to the crib. He spread her ass cheeks, spitting onto her tight hole before pressing the tip of his cock against it. “Relax, baby girl,” he murmured, pushing in slowly but firmly. Mia gasped, the burn of the stretch mingling with the lingering pressure from the enema as he filled her completely. He began to thrust, each movement deliberate and deep, his hands reaching around to rub her clit through the torn diaper.

“Daddy’s gonna fill you up everywhere,” he growled, his pace quickening as his own release approached. Mia’s third orgasm hit just as he came, hot spurts flooding her as she screamed, her body shaking uncontrollably under the weight of his dominance. He collapsed against her, both of them panting, the crib creaking under their combined weight.

After a moment, Ethan pulled out, his cum dripping from her as he gently untied her wrists and helped her sit up. “Time to let go, little one,” he said softly, guiding her to the changing table. He removed the ruined diaper, cleaning her thoroughly with warm wipes as she squirmed, the relief of finally releasing the enema mixing with the aftershocks of her orgasms. Once she was clean, he taped on a fresh diaper, thick and crinkly, and pulled her into his lap on a rocking chair.

“You did so good for Daddy,” he murmured, stroking her hair as she nestled against his chest, utterly spent. But even in this tender moment, Mia felt the heat of his gaze, the promise of more lessons lingering in the air. “But we’re not done yet. Tomorrow, Daddy’s got a new toy to break in with you.”

Mia shivered, her exhausted body already stirring at the thought. She didn’t know what Ethan had planned, but she knew one thing for certain: under his rules, she was bound to surrender again and again.

As the nursery lights dimmed, Ethan’s hand slipped beneath her diaper once more, teasing her still-sensitive clit with a lazy touch. “One more for Daddy,” he whispered, and Mia moaned softly, knowing she’d never escape the cycle of punishment and pleasure he’d crafted just for her. His fingers worked her expertly, building her up until she shattered in his arms one final time, her cries echoing through the quiet room as she clung to him, completely and utterly his.

“Daddy’s got you,” Ethan growled, his voice a dark promise as he held her through the aftershocks. “And I’m never letting go.”

Mia’s heart raced, her body and mind surrendering to the twisted, all-consuming dynamic they’d built. Bound by Daddy’s rules, she knew there was no turning back—and deep down, she didn’t want to.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcRJ.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






OEBPS/image_rsrcRH.jpg
\
1)
1
Tramed and Diapered

- Polly Bane






OEBPS/image_rsrcRK.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Trained and Diapered

		Before You Begin…

		Chapter 1: Tender Spanks, Hidden Hearts

		Chapter 2: Daddy’s Firm Guidance

		Chapter 3: Whispers in the Nursery

		Chapter 4: Cradled by Stern Love

		Chapter 5: Diapered Desires Unleashed

		Chapter 6: Obeying His Gentle Command

		Chapter 7: Tears Behind the Pacifier

		Chapter 8: Safe in Strict Arms

		Chapter 9: Regression’s Sweet Surrender

		Chapter 10: Discipline in Loving Hands

		Chapter 11: Bottle-Fed Secrets Revealed

		Chapter 12: Punished with Tender Care

		Chapter 13: Cribside Confessions Bloom

		Chapter 14: Bound by Daddy’s Rules

		The Whisper Beyond the Page




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103






