
        
            
                
            
        

    


Two Littles, One Daddy: A Bisexual ABDL Age-Play Romance




Diaper Discipline, Spanking & Forbidden Desire




Introduction










Harper and Lena had always been

 

inseparable


 
.










Best friends since college, they had been through

 

everything together


 
—breakups, bad decisions, whispered secrets in the dark. But no matter how deep their bond ran, there was always something

 

unspoken


 
between them, something

 

just beneath the surface


 
that neither of them dared to explore.










Until they met

 

him


 
.










Daniel was unlike any man they had ever known—

 

older, confident, powerful


 
. He wasn’t just a lover, wasn’t just a dominant presence. He was

 

Daddy.


 
And from the moment they met him, from the first time he called them

 

his girls


 
, Harper and Lena knew their lives would never be the same.










Under his care, they weren’t just

 

girlfriends or best friends anymore


 
.










They were

 

Littles.












Diapered, dressed, controlled.











Daddy’s

 

perfect, obedient baby girls.











But surrendering completely was never easy.










Harper still

 

fought her embarrassment


 
, struggled to let go of control and give herself

 

fully


 
to the rules Daddy set for her. And Lena? Lena was a

 

brat


 
, always pushing limits,

 

teasing the edges of Daddy’s patience


 
.










But Daddy always

 

got what he wanted.











And as the rules became

 

stricter


 
, as the punishments became

 

more intense


 
, Harper and Lena found themselves falling deeper into something

 

dark, forbidden, and completely intoxicating.











They weren’t just

 

his.











They were

 

each other’s.











And when they finally

 

cross the line


 
, when they break Daddy’s ultimate rule and

 

play with each other in secret


 
, they will have to face the truth:










Daddy always

 

finds out.











And

 

naughty Littles always get punished.










Chapter 1: The Night That Changed Everything










Harper curled up on the couch, knees tucked against her chest as she scrolled through her phone, sighing at yet another cringeworthy message from a guy who had no idea what she really wanted. They all said the same thing—flirty, empty words that led nowhere. She was exhausted by the dating scene, where every man either wanted a quick fling or was too afraid to take control the way she

 

craved


 
.










She wanted something different—

 

something deeper, something real.











Across the room, her best friend

 

Lena


 
was sprawled on the floor, sipping a glass of wine, twirling a strand of her long, dark hair between her fingers.










"You look like you’re about to throw your phone at the wall," Lena said, her voice teasing but gentle.










Harper groaned. "Because I am. Why is it so hard to find a guy who actually knows how to be... you know,

 

in charge


 
?"










Lena raised an eyebrow. "You mean a Daddy."










Harper flushed but didn’t deny it. She and Lena had been best friends for years, and there weren’t many secrets between them. They had always talked about their relationships—

 

their shared longing for something more than just vanilla dating.


 
But while Lena had experimented with a few dominant partners, Harper had never found the right man to take care of her

 

the way she truly needed


 
.










"I just wish someone would take control," Harper admitted. "Not just in bed, but... everything. Make me feel safe, cared for, like I don’t have to be the strong, independent one all the time."










Lena smirked. "Sounds like someone needs a Daddy to tuck her into bed and tell her she’s a good girl."










Harper’s cheeks burned. "Shut up."










Lena laughed, but her expression softened. "Hey, I get it. I really do. I think I want the same thing… I just haven’t found the right guy either. Someone who’s firm, but loving. Someone who actually wants to

 

take care of us.


 
"










Harper glanced over at her. "Us?"










Lena’s lips curved into a knowing smile. "You ever think we’re looking for the same person?"










The thought made Harper’s stomach flip. She and Lena had always been close—sometimes

 

too close


 
. They had shared drunken kisses at parties, curled up together during movie nights, and

 

always held each other when the world felt too heavy.


 
But they had never taken it further, never really confronted the question of whether their connection was

 

just friendship or something more.











Harper opened her mouth to say something, but before she could,

 

her phone buzzed.











Her breath caught as she saw the message.











Daniel:


 

Hey, sweetheart. I saw your post about looking for something real. Maybe I can help with that.











Harper’s fingers trembled as she clicked on his profile. He wasn’t like the other guys—his bio was short, confident, and direct. No games, no nonsense.










And his pictures? He was gorgeous.










Tall. Broad shoulders. A strong, chiseled jawline. The kind of man who

 

looked like he knew exactly how to take care of his girls.











Lena leaned over, reading the message over Harper’s shoulder. "Well, well," she murmured, taking another sip of wine. "He looks like trouble."










"Good trouble," Harper whispered.










Lena smirked. "Message him back. Let’s see if

 

Daddy’s serious.


 
"










Harper hesitated for only a second before typing a reply.









Chapter 2: Meeting Daddy










Harper’s hands were trembling slightly as she adjusted the hem of her dress, trying to steady her breathing. The dim glow of the private lounge cast warm shadows over the plush leather seats and flickering candlelit tables. Everything about this place felt intimate, exclusive—

 

different


 
from the usual bars she and Lena went to.










Tonight was different.










Because tonight, they were here to

 

meet him


 
.










Lena, ever the confident one, nudged her playfully. "Relax, sweetheart. You look adorable," she whispered, her lips brushing Harper’s ear just enough to send a shiver down her spine.










Harper swallowed. "You think he’ll like us?"










Lena grinned. "Oh, honey. He’s already obsessed with us."










The words sent a thrill through Harper’s body, but it wasn’t until she

 

saw him


 
that her nerves turned into something else entirely.










Daniel.










He was

 

bigger than she imagined


 
, his broad shoulders filling out his dark button-up shirt effortlessly. He sat in one of the oversized leather chairs at the back of the lounge, a glass of whiskey in one hand, his other resting on his knee. Even from across the room, there was something

 

commanding


 
about him.










And the moment their eyes met, Harper felt

 

owned


 
.










Lena must have sensed it too because she reached down, lacing her fingers with Harper’s. A silent

 

we’re in this together.











Daniel tilted his head slightly, a smirk playing on his lips. He gestured toward them with two fingers—

 

come here, now


 
.










Harper’s breath hitched. Lena squeezed her hand, guiding her forward, both of them moving like moths drawn to a flame.










As they reached the table, Daniel leaned back in his seat, eyes slowly

 

raking over them


 
, taking in every detail.










"Well," he said, voice smooth, deep. "Aren’t you two just the prettiest little things?"










Harper’s face burned, her knees going weak at the

 

praise


 
, but Lena—ever the bold one—smirked and slid into the seat beside him.










"We try," she purred.










Daniel’s lips twitched. "I see that. And I see you like to be a little brat." His eyes flicked to Harper. "And you, sweetheart? Are you a brat, too?"










Harper shook her head quickly. "N-no, Daddy."










The words left her lips before she could stop them.










Lena’s breath hitched beside her.










Daniel let the word

 

linger


 
, his dark eyes locked onto Harper like he could

 

see inside her


 
.










"Good girl," he murmured, and

 

her entire body responded


 
.










Lena chuckled, swirling the wine in her glass. "Looks like she’s already ready to submit to you, Daddy."










Daniel hummed in amusement. "And what about you?"










Lena’s smirk faltered for just a second before she answered. "I like a man who knows how to handle me."










Daniel reached out,

 

cupping her chin firmly


 
, making her gasp softly. "That won’t be a problem, little girl."










Harper’s stomach

 

fluttered


 
at the way Lena

 

melted under his touch


 
, her usual bravado slipping away.










Daniel leaned back, releasing Lena with a knowing smirk. "I don’t usually take on two Littles at once," he admitted, sipping his whiskey slowly. "But I have to say… something about you two makes it tempting."










Harper exhaled, feeling like the ground beneath her was shifting.










"You’ve never had two Littles before?" Lena teased.










Daniel’s lips curled. "Not ones worth keeping."










The weight of his words settled between them.










Harper’s heart pounded. "And… do you think we’re worth keeping?"










Daniel’s gaze darkened, his smile slow and deliberate.










"That depends," he said. "Do you think you can

 

follow my rules?


 
"










Lena licked her lips. "What rules?"










Daniel set his glass down, then leaned forward, his voice dropping into something

 

dangerously soft, intoxicatingly firm


 
.










"Rule one: Daddy makes the decisions." His eyes flicked between them, daring them to challenge him.










Neither did.










"Rule two: Littles don’t argue. They

 

obey


 
."










Harper shivered.










"Rule three…" Daniel’s smirk deepened. "Daddy picks what his girls wear. And that includes what’s underneath."










Lena’s breathing quickened.










Harper’s thighs squeezed together.










Daniel leaned back, giving them a moment to absorb his words. "Still interested?"










Harper’s voice was barely a whisper. "Yes, Daddy."










Lena’s smirk returned, but this time, it was softer. "Oh, I think we’re going to have

 

so much fun


 
together."










Daniel’s smile was slow, confident.










"Good," he murmured. "Because from now on,

 

you’re mine.


 
"









Chapter 3: Testing the Rules










Harper and Lena barely spoke on the ride to Daniel’s house, but they didn’t have to. The weight of what had just happened sat between them, electric and

 

undeniable


 
.










They had agreed to his rules.

 

Agreed to be his.











And now,

 

Daddy was taking them home.











Daniel’s car was sleek and expensive, just like everything about him—controlled, powerful, exuding a quiet dominance that made Harper’s stomach

 

flip


 
. Lena, ever the confident one, sat beside her in the backseat, fingers tapping impatiently on her thigh.










When they pulled up to his house—a sprawling, modern estate tucked behind towering gates—Harper swallowed hard. This wasn’t just a house. It was a

 

fortress


 
, designed to keep the outside world away.











Designed to keep them in.











Daniel parked the car and turned to them, his gaze

 

unreadable


 
. "You both understand what’s expected of you?"










Harper nodded quickly. Lena just smirked. "Of course, Daddy."










Daniel’s eyes flicked to Lena, and Harper saw something shift in his expression—

 

a warning


 
.










"Let’s get one thing straight, little girl," he murmured. "Brats get punished. And I don’t tolerate misbehavior."










Lena’s smirk faltered for just a second before she quickly covered it up. "We’ll see about that."










Daniel’s lips curled.

 

"Oh, we will."











Harper’s stomach twisted with

 

anticipation and dread.











Lena was

 

going to push him.


 
And Harper had a feeling she was about to

 

learn exactly what happened to bad Littles


 
.











Inside Daddy’s House











The moment they stepped inside, Harper felt the

 

shift


 
—the air

 

thicker, heavier


 
, like the house itself knew its purpose. The living room was elegant but cozy, dark wood and plush furniture arranged with precision. But it was the

 

nursery at the end of the hall


 
that made Harper’s breath catch.










A

 

full nursery


 
, complete with two oversized cribs, a

 

changing table fully stocked with diapers


 
, pastel onesies hanging neatly in the closet.










Harper’s thighs squeezed together. This was

 

real.











"You’ll both be sleeping here," Daniel said, stepping behind them. His voice was

 

calm but firm


 
, sending a delicious shiver down Harper’s spine. "Your bedtime is

 

9 PM sharp


 
. I expect you both to be bathed, diapered, and ready for sleep when I check on you."










Lena’s head snapped toward him. "Bedtime? Seriously?"










Daniel tilted his head. "Problem?"










Lena’s jaw tightened. "I’m not a kid, Daddy."










Daniel let the silence stretch before speaking, voice like

 

velvet-wrapped steel


 
.










"No, but you are my Little. And my Littles follow my rules."










Lena opened her mouth, but before she could speak, Daniel grabbed her

 

wrist


 
and

 

pulled her over his lap


 
, sitting on the edge of the crib like he had been waiting for this moment all night.










Harper

 

gasped


 
, stepping back as Lena

 

yelped


 
in shock.










"Daddy—!"










"Brats get spanked, Lena."










And then the first

 

sharp crack


 
echoed through the nursery.










Lena

 

sucked in a breath


 
, her whole body tensing. Another

 

smack


 
landed, and this time, a

 

soft whimper


 
slipped from her lips.










Harper stood frozen, watching as Daniel

 

effortlessly overpowered Lena


 
, his large hand

 

delivering firm, measured swats


 
that made Lena

 

squirm


 
.










"You had a choice," Daniel murmured between each hit.

 

"Obey, or get punished."












Smack.











"Be a good girl, or be a brat."











Smack.











Lena’s breaths were coming faster now, her body

 

softening


 
over his lap.











Smack.











"And if you choose to be a brat…" Daniel’s voice darkened, his fingers grazing her

 

thigh


 
. "You’ll find out exactly how Daddy handles bad girls."










Lena made a

 

small, choked sound


 
, her face buried in her arm.










Daniel delivered one final

 

hard slap


 
, then stilled, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back.










Harper’s heart

 

hammered


 
in her chest.










Lena wasn’t fighting anymore. She was

 

melting


 
.










Daddy had

 

won


 
.










Daniel finally lifted her, setting her gently on her feet. Lena’s cheeks were

 

flushed


 
, her lips

 

parted


 
, eyes glossy with something Harper couldn’t quite name.










"Are we clear now?" Daniel asked, his tone softer but still edged with authority.










Lena swallowed hard.

 

"Yes, Daddy."











Harper shivered.










Daniel’s gaze flicked to her, and suddenly, her breath caught in her throat.










"Harper." His voice was

 

calmer


 
, but no less commanding.










"Y-yes, Daddy?"










"Come here."










Harper’s stomach flipped, but she obeyed, stepping forward hesitantly.










Daniel reached out, cupping her

 

chin


 
, tilting her face up so she couldn’t look away. His thumb brushed over her bottom lip, and she nearly

 

whimpered


 
at the contact.










"You want to be a good girl for Daddy, don’t you?" he murmured.










Harper

 

nodded quickly


 
. "Yes, Daddy."










Daniel smiled. "Then go get ready for bed."










Her legs nearly

 

gave out


 
as she turned toward the changing table.










She and Lena had entered this house as

 

equals


 
.










But now?










Now, they were Daddy’s

 

Littles


 
.










And there was no turning back.









Chapter 4: First Night in the Nursery










Harper's hands trembled slightly as she gripped the soft fabric of the onesie Daddy had picked out for her—

 

a pale pink, fleece pajama with lace trim and tiny bows along the collar


 
. It looked… innocent.

 

Far too innocent


 
for the way she was feeling right now.










She glanced over at Lena, who was standing by the changing table, arms crossed. Her cheeks were still

 

flushed


 
from the spanking, her body shifting slightly like she could still feel the sting. But she wasn’t fighting anymore.










Daniel—

 

Daddy


 
—had broken through her bratty resistance.










And now it was

 

bedtime


 
.










Daniel stood beside the changing table, his sleeves rolled up, his presence

 

steady, commanding


 
as he pulled out a

 

fresh diaper from the neatly stocked shelves


 
.










Harper swallowed hard.










"Who’s first?" Daddy’s voice was calm, expectant.










Neither of them moved.










Harper felt her heartbeat in her throat, heat blooming in her belly at the sheer

 

intimacy of the moment


 
.










Lena, ever the bold one, exhaled sharply. "Might as well be me," she muttered, stepping forward.










Daniel arched an eyebrow but

 

didn’t comment on her bravado.


 
Instead, he simply

 

patted the soft, padded surface of the changing table


 
, waiting for her to comply.










Harper’s breath hitched as she watched

 

Lena hesitate


 
—just for a fraction of a second—before she

 

climbed onto the table


 
, lying back against the cool vinyl.










She was

 

submitting


 
.










And Daddy knew it.










"You’re being such a good girl," he murmured, his voice low and

 

deep with approval


 
as he reached for the wipes.










Lena shivered at the words, but she didn’t argue. She simply lay there, her lips parted as Daniel

 

slowly, carefully


 
undid the waistband of her sleep shorts, sliding them down

 

inch by inch


 
.










Harper felt

 

lightheaded


 
just watching.










The moment the thick, padded material of the diaper was unfolded,

 

Lena’s breath caught.











Daniel was gentle but firm—spreading her legs slightly, lifting her hips, positioning her

 

exactly how he wanted her.











Harper couldn’t tear her eyes away.










Neither could Lena.










When Daniel finally taped the diaper snugly around Lena’s hips, his hands

 

lingered


 
, smoothing over the soft material in a way that was

 

both comforting and possessive


 
.










"Perfect," he murmured. "Now sit up, princess."










Lena obeyed, her movements slower now, more

 

deliberate


 
. The usual smirk was gone. She looked… different.

 

Softer. Smaller.











Daniel reached for the onesie, guiding her arms through the sleeves, buttoning it up carefully before tugging her into his

 

lap.











"See?" he whispered against her temple. "That wasn’t so bad, was it?"










Lena shook her head,

 

pressing her cheek against his chest


 
, her breath shaky.










And then, Daniel’s gaze shifted to Harper.










Her pulse

 

stuttered.











"Your turn, sweetheart."










Harper's knees nearly

 

buckled


 
.











Becoming Daddy’s Good Girl











Harper had imagined this moment a thousand different ways—what it would feel like to be

 

taken care of so completely


 
, to be

 

stripped of every last responsibility


 
.










But nothing could have prepared her for this.










Daniel helped her onto the changing table, his hands

 

strong but gentle


 
, guiding her

 

just like he had guided Lena


 
.










Harper lay back, her skin tingling as Daddy slowly

 

peeled away her shorts and panties


 
, leaving her completely bare beneath his touch.










Her breath caught when she felt the

 

cool wipe


 
against her skin.










It was so

 

intimate


 
—not sexual, not rough, just

 

Daddy taking care of her in a way no one else ever had


 
.










When he unfolded the diaper, Harper whimpered softly.










Daniel chuckled. "Shh, sweetheart. I’ve got you."










The words

 

wrapped around her


 
like a warm embrace.










She barely even noticed when he lifted her hips, slipping the diaper beneath her,

 

adjusting her until she was positioned perfectly


 
.










And when he finally taped it into place,

 

snug and secure


 
, Harper felt something

 

break inside her


 
—some final wall she had been holding onto.










She didn’t have to be

 

strong


 
anymore.










She didn’t have to

 

carry the weight of the world


 
.










Daddy would do it for her.










She

 

belonged


 
to him now.










When he finished dressing her in her onesie—

 

a soft baby blue with tiny ribbons on the sleeves


 
—he lifted her just as he had done with Lena, pulling her into his lap, cradling her

 

against his chest


 
.










Harper melted instantly.










"You’re my good girl now," Daniel whispered into her hair, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.










Harper

 

shuddered


 
.










She

 

never


 
wanted to leave.











Lights Out











Daniel carried both of them to their cribs, tucking them in beneath thick, fluffy blankets. The nightlight cast a soft glow over the room, illuminating the

 

new reality they had stepped into


 
.










As Harper lay there, snuggled in warmth, she felt Lena’s hand reach across the crib rails,

 

brushing against hers.











A silent promise.










They had

 

done this together.











And now, they

 

belonged to Daddy.











Forever.









Chapter 5: Using Their Diapers for Daddy










Harper woke to the

 

soft hum of the nursery nightlight


 
, the faint scent of lavender lingering in the air. The plush sheets were warm around her, and the thick padding of her diaper cradled her in a way that felt both

 

strange and intoxicatingly comforting


 
.










Lena stirred in the crib beside her, stretching with a soft whimper, her onesie shifting over the bulky diaper beneath it.










And then, the door

 

creaked open


 
.










Daddy.










Harper’s stomach flipped as Daniel stepped inside, his tall, powerful frame silhouetted in the dim light. He was dressed in just lounge pants and a fitted black shirt, his presence

 

impossibly commanding


 
, even in the soft glow of bedtime.










"Good morning, my sweet girls," he murmured, his voice

 

a deep rumble of authority and affection.











Harper shivered at the sound.










Lena stretched again, rolling onto her side to face him, her voice still thick with sleep. "Mmm… morning, Daddy."










Harper barely managed to whisper, "Good morning, Daddy."










Daniel moved between their cribs, leaning down,

 

brushing a slow, deliberate hand over their diapers


 
, checking for

 

exactly what he expected to find


 
.










Harper stiffened.










Lena smirked. "Someone’s dry," she teased, glancing toward Harper.










Harper's cheeks burned.










Daniel hummed, running his fingers along the waistband of Lena’s diaper, his voice

 

calm but laced with something heavier.











"And someone’s not," he murmured approvingly.










Lena

 

preened


 
under his praise.










Harper, on the other hand, could barely breathe.










She knew this moment was coming—knew that wearing the diaper wasn’t enough. Daddy expected them to

 

use it


 
. To

 

fully surrender


 
.










But it was

 

so much harder than she thought


 
.










Daniel turned to her, his

 

knowing gaze pinning her in place.


 
"Harper," he said smoothly. "Why are you still dry?"










Harper swallowed hard. "I… I tried, Daddy," she whispered. "But I… I couldn’t."










Lena snickered beside her. "Looks like someone still thinks she’s a big girl."










Harper shot her a glare, but Daniel was already

 

cupping her chin, tilting her face up toward him


 
.










"That’s not what I want to hear, sweetheart," he murmured, thumb

 

brushing over her lips.











Harper shivered. "I—I just need more time."










Daniel exhaled, slow and measured, before stepping back,

 

crossing his arms over his broad chest


 
.










"I see," he mused. "Well, that means Lena gets her reward, and you…" His lips curled.

 

"You get to watch."











Harper’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.










"What kind of reward?" Lena asked, shifting excitedly.










Daniel smirked. "The kind good girls get."










He reached into the bedside drawer, pulling out something Harper immediately recognized—

 

a sleek, white wand vibrator.











Lena’s breath hitched.










Harper

 

felt her whole body heat up


 
.










Daddy flicked the wand on, the low

 

buzz


 
filling the nursery like an electric hum of promise.










Lena

 

wiggled eagerly


 
, her fingers curling into the sheets. "Ooooh, Daddy…"










Daniel chuckled. "See, this is what happens when you follow my rules," he murmured,

 

trailing the vibrating head along the soft, padded front of Lena’s diaper


 
, making her gasp.










Harper

 

clutched the edge of her blanket


 
, thighs pressing together, watching as Lena

 

arched


 
under the sensation.










It was so

 

wrong.











So

 

hot.











Lena’s breath grew heavier, her hips

 

grinding subtly against the pressure


 
, the diaper

 

muffling everything but amplifying the helplessness


 
.










Harper

 

ached


 
watching her.










Daniel’s voice was low and commanding. "Only

 

Daddy’s good girls


 
get to feel this."










Harper whimpered softly, her hands curling into fists.










Daniel flicked the wand up a setting, making Lena

 

whine


 
, her body trembling.










"Daddy—please—"










"Shh, princess," he soothed, his free hand

 

brushing through her hair


 
, grounding her even as he

 

kept the vibrations steady


 
.










Lena’s breaths turned ragged, her thighs trembling, her

 

entire body submitting to his control.











And Harper?










Harper was

 

losing her mind.











Her whole body burned with

 

need, jealousy, and something deeper—something raw.











Daniel finally lifted the wand, leaving Lena

 

panting and dazed


 
, her diaper

 

now undeniably wet for more than one reason.











"Good girl," he murmured, pressing a

 

kiss to her forehead.











Lena

 

glowed


 
under his praise.










Harper, on the other hand, was

 

desperate.











Daniel turned to her slowly, his expression

 

calculated, knowing


 
.










"Are you ready to be a good girl now, Harper?"










Harper’s breath hitched.










"I—I want to be…"










Daniel traced a finger down her cheek. "Then prove it."










Harper’s

 

whole body clenched


 
.










She knew what he meant.










Knew what he wanted.










Knew what she had to do to

 

earn Daddy’s attention


 
.










Her

 

face burned


 
as she

 

let go


 
, her body surrendering, the warm rush against the thick padding of her diaper

 

making her whimper


 
.










Daniel

 

smirked


 
.










"There’s my good girl."










Harper shuddered.










Daddy always

 

got what he wanted.











And now?










Now she

 

wanted it too.










Chapter 6: Daddy’s Special Bonding Time










Harper's breath was still ragged, her whole body

 

tingling


 
from the rush of surrender. The heat of her own embarrassment mixed with the overwhelming

 

need


 
thrumming through her. She had

 

done it for Daddy


 
—let go, soaked her diaper like a good girl.










And now?










Now, she wanted her

 

reward.











Daniel tilted her chin up, his thumb

 

tracing her bottom lip


 
, his eyes

 

dark with approval


 
. "That’s my good girl," he murmured,

 

voice smooth as silk


 
, sending shivers straight to her core.










Harper whimpered.










Lena, still sprawled on her side, looked Harper over, a knowing smirk on her lips. "Mmm, someone finally learned her lesson," she teased.










Harper’s cheeks

 

burned


 
, but Daniel’s deep chuckle sent a thrill through her.










"She did," he agreed,

 

his hands slowly trailing down Harper’s body


 
, his touch

 

possessive but gentle


 
. "And you know what happens to good girls, don’t you?"










Harper swallowed,

 

her pulse hammering.











Lena’s smirk widened. "They get rewarded."










Daniel’s smirk matched hers.










He reached over, fingers

 

hooking into Harper’s onesie


 
, undoing the buttons with

 

agonizing slowness


 
, peeling the fabric away to reveal her

 

now-warm, soaked diaper.











Harper

 

squirmed


 
, her breath catching.










"You’re soaked, sweetheart," Daniel murmured,

 

brushing his hand over the padded front


 
, applying the

 

barest


 
pressure.










Harper

 

gasped, shivering


 
, her thighs instinctively pressing together.










Daniel clicked his tongue. "No, no, baby girl. You don’t hide from Daddy."










His other hand cupped Lena’s cheek, guiding her closer to Harper. "Show her how we reward good Littles."










Harper's

 

eyes widened


 
as Lena’s lips curled into a wicked smile.










"Oh, I’d love to."










Lena

 

moved closer


 
, sliding her fingers over Harper’s trembling thigh,

 

teasing the edge of her diaper


 
, her breath

 

warm and teasing against Harper’s neck.











Harper let out a

 

soft, needy whimper


 
.










Daddy’s

 

chuckle was low and approving


 
. "That’s right, princess. Let her take care of you."










Lena’s

 

lips brushed against Harper’s collarbone


 
, feather-light kisses trailing upward until she was whispering

 

right against her ear


 
.










"You feel good like this, don’t you?" Lena murmured, her

 

fingers ghosting over the damp padding


 
, adding

 

just enough pressure to make Harper’s body tremble.











Harper bit her lip, her face burning. "Y-yes…"










Daniel’s hand was still firm on her

 

other thigh


 
, his

 

dominance grounding her


 
, keeping her

 

locked in place


 
. "Lena, sweetheart," he said,

 

dark amusement lacing his tone


 
, "do you know what I think?"










Lena hummed, still teasing Harper with

 

slow, featherlight touches


 
. "What, Daddy?"










Daniel’s smirk deepened. "I think my girls deserve to feel good… together."










Harper's

 

stomach flipped


 
.










Lena grinned. "Mmm, now that sounds like a fun game."










Daniel reached into the bedside drawer, pulling out the

 

Hitachi wand again


 
, flicking it on. The low

 

buzz filled the nursery


 
, vibrating through the air like a promise.










Harper’s

 

breath caught.











Lena shifted, tugging Harper closer, her

 

lips grazing her jawline


 
, teasing as Daddy

 

pressed the wand against the front of Harper’s diaper.











The

 

vibration hit instantly


 
, sending a shockwave of pleasure through her.










Harper

 

gasped


 
, her back arching.










Lena laughed softly,

 

watching her squirm


 
, enjoying the way Harper

 

melted so easily


 
.










Daniel’s voice was

 

low, commanding,


 
but dripping with

 

approval


 
. "Such a perfect little thing," he murmured, watching Harper’s

 

helpless expression


 
, her thighs

 

quivering under the sensation.











Lena’s

 

fingers trailed up Harper’s sides


 
, nails grazing the soft fabric of her onesie. "You’re so cute like this," she whispered. "Completely at Daddy’s mercy."










Harper

 

whimpered


 
, her body

 

aching


 
, pleasure building

 

faster than she could control.











Daniel moved the wand

 

slowly, deliberately


 
, teasing her, making her

 

wait for it


 
.










"You don’t get to come just yet, sweetheart," he murmured,

 

dark amusement in his tone.











Harper

 

sobbed softly


 
, toes curling, her hips

 

rocking instinctively


 
against the pressure.










Lena giggled, her

 

own breath uneven


 
, clearly affected by the scene. "Please, Daddy… let her."










Daniel’s smirk was

 

pure dominance


 
. "Not yet. Good girls wait."










Harper’s

 

entire body tensed


 
, desperate, aching—

 

so close.











Daniel leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his voice

 

silk and steel.











"Beg me, little girl."










Harper

 

shuddered


 
, tears prickling her eyes from the sheer

 

overwhelming need


 
.










"P-please, Daddy," she whispered.










Daniel

 

tilted her chin up


 
, forcing her to

 

look at him


 
.










"Louder."










Harper’s chest

 

rose and fell rapidly


 
, her voice

 

breaking


 
.










"Please, Daddy—please let me come—I’ve been so good—"










Daniel’s

 

satisfied hum


 
sent

 

another shiver through her.











"That’s my girl," he murmured.










And then—

 

he pressed the wand harder, the vibrations intensifying


 
.










Harper

 

cried out, her whole body going rigid, pleasure crashing over her in waves


 
, her mind going completely

 

blank


 
except for the overwhelming

 

release Daddy had granted her.











Lena moaned beside her,

 

clearly turned on just watching


 
, shifting as if she wanted to

 

rub against something, anything


 
.










Daddy

 

chuckled darkly


 
.










"Now, it’s your turn, sweetheart," he murmured to Lena.










Lena

 

grinned, breathless, needy.











"Oh, Daddy, I thought you’d never ask."










Harper, still

 

floating in the aftershocks


 
, watched as Daniel turned his attention to Lena, the wand humming, ready to

 

completely break another one of his Littles.











And Harper?










She was more than

 

happy to watch.










Chapter 7: Public Littles










Harper’s heart

 

thumped


 
in her chest as she stood in front of the full-length mirror in Daddy’s bedroom. The outfit he had chosen for her was…

 

innocent. Too innocent.











A pastel pink

 

babydoll dress


 
, lacy white knee-high socks, and—

 

most importantly


 
—the

 

thickest diaper she had ever worn.











She shifted slightly, her cheeks burning as she felt the bulk

 

push against her thighs


 
, a constant reminder of her helplessness.










Behind her, Lena was grinning, spinning in her own outfit—a soft lavender

 

sundress with a white bow in the back


 
, the hem just short enough that if she bent over, anyone paying attention would see

 

exactly what she was wearing underneath.











"I love it," Lena giggled, smoothing her hands over her dress. "We look like perfect little angels."










Harper swallowed. "We look like Daddy’s dolls," she murmured.










Lena shot her a wicked smirk. "Exactly."










Harper’s stomach

 

flipped


 
.










Because today, Daddy wasn’t just dressing them up for fun.










Today,

 

they were going out in public.












The Café











The small, upscale café was nestled in a quiet part of town, elegant but intimate. The kind of place where people

 

noticed things


 
.










Which meant… someone might notice

 

them


 
.










Harper's thighs

 

pressed together instinctively


 
as she walked beside Lena, her diaper

 

crinkling softly


 
under her dress. She felt

 

exposed


 
, her body on

 

high alert


 
, her cheeks already

 

warm from the sheer humiliation of it all.











And Daddy?










Daniel walked ahead of them, a hand on each of their lower backs,

 

guiding them like he owned them.











Because he did.










As they reached their table, Daniel pulled out their chairs one by one,

 

helping them sit down like perfect little girls.











Harper winced as her padded bottom pressed against the wooden seat.










Daniel

 

smirked knowingly


 
.










"You okay, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice

 

dripping with amusement.











Harper

 

nodded quickly


 
, casting a glance around the café, checking if anyone had noticed.










Lena, on the other hand, was

 

eating this up


 
. She leaned back in her seat, crossing her legs with an exaggerated motion that made her

 

diaper peek out just slightly beneath the hem of her dress.











Harper’s

 

stomach twisted


 
.










Daddy

 

noticed too.











And he wasn’t pleased.










Daniel reached for his menu,

 

calmly flipping the pages


 
like nothing was wrong. But Harper could feel the

 

tension


 
in the air.










"Lena," he murmured, not looking up.










Lena

 

blinked innocently


 
. "Yes, Daddy?"










Daniel finally met her gaze,

 

his expression unreadable—but firm.











"Do you need a reminder about how Littles behave in public?"










Harper

 

froze


 
, watching as

 

Lena’s smirk faltered just slightly.











But she didn’t back down.










Instead, she leaned forward, resting her chin on her hands,

 

eyes gleaming with mischief.


 
"What do you mean, Daddy? I’ve been such a good girl."










Daniel let the silence stretch.










Harper’s breath hitched.










And then,

 

so casually it sent chills down her spine


 
, Daniel reached into his pocket and pulled out something small and black.










A

 

pacifier.











Harper’s

 

heart stopped.











Lena’s eyes widened.










Daniel

 

tilted his head slightly


 
, his voice

 

dangerously soft.


 
"Open."










Lena’s

 

face burned red


 
.










Harper thought—

 

for just a moment


 
—that Lena would refuse.










But then…










Lena parted her lips,

 

letting Daddy press the pacifier into her mouth.











Harper’s

 

thighs clenched involuntarily.











The humiliation. The sheer

 

public exposure


 
.










Daddy had just pacified Lena

 

in the middle of a crowded café.











And

 

nobody had any idea.











Lena’s face was

 

bright pink


 
, her body

 

squirming slightly


 
in her seat as she sucked instinctively on the rubber nipple.










"Much better," Daniel murmured, his

 

thumb brushing her cheek in approval.











Harper

 

ached


 
, watching Lena melt.










And Daniel?










Daniel just

 

smirked


 
, sipping his coffee like nothing had happened.











The Accident











Harper barely touched her food. She was too

 

nervous


 
, too

 

focused on the lingering pressure in her bladder.











She had

 

held it in all morning


 
, not ready to face the reality of what Daddy

 

expected


 
.










But now… she couldn’t ignore it anymore.










Lena, still sucking her pacifier obediently,

 

cast her a knowing glance.











Daddy noticed.










"Harper."










She

 

tensed.











Daniel’s voice was

 

low and full of meaning.


 
"Do you have something to tell me?"










Her breath caught.










She knew what he was asking.










She knew he wanted her to say it.










Harper swallowed hard.

 

"I… I have to go, Daddy."











Daniel raised an eyebrow. "Go where, sweetheart?"










Harper’s

 

cheeks burned.











Lena giggled beside her.










"You know the rules," Daniel said smoothly,

 

leaning forward


 
, his gaze

 

pinning her in place


 
. "Littles don’t use the potty."










Harper’s thighs

 

pressed together.











Lena grinned behind her pacifier,

 

her muffled giggle vibrating through the table.











Harper shook her head

 

desperately.


 
"But—Daddy, I—I can’t—"










Daniel

 

tilted his head.


 
"You can. And you will."










Harper

 

felt her whole body betray her


 
—the soft warmth

 

spreading through the thick padding


 
, a slow, helpless

 

release she couldn’t stop


 
.










She whimpered.










Lena

 

bit her lip


 
, watching the way Harper

 

squirmed helplessly.











Daniel’s

 

smirk deepened.











"Good girl," he whispered.










Harper

 

shuddered.











Her

 

diaper was soaked.











And Daddy knew it.










Lena

 

leaned closer


 
, whispering around her pacifier, "See? That wasn’t so bad."










Harper

 

wanted to die.











But… she also wanted to be

 

praised again.











Daniel finished his coffee,

 

completely unfazed


 
, standing and

 

offering his hand to Harper.











"Let’s go home," he murmured.










And as they walked out of the café—Lena still sucking her pacifier, Harper’s

 

soaked diaper pressing between her thighs with every step


 
—she knew one thing for certain.










They were

 

Daddy’s Littles.











Inside and out.









Chapter 8: Forbidden Playtime (Final Chapter)










The nursery was dimly lit, the soft glow of the nightlight casting warm shadows across the cribs and the plush, pastel-colored furniture. It was

 

late


 
—Daddy had tucked them in hours ago, whispering sweet praise and reminding them how proud he was after their

 

perfect behavior at the café.











But Harper was

 

wide awake


 
.










And so was Lena.










Harper could hear her shifting in the crib beside her, the soft

 

crinkle of her diaper


 
as she turned under the blankets.










A

 

familiar ache


 
stirred in Harper’s belly. She was still

 

warm and soaked


 
from earlier, the constant reminder of her helplessness making her thighs clench involuntarily.










She wasn’t supposed to feel like this.










But she did.










And judging by the way Lena kept moving, shifting,

 

pressing her thighs together


 
, she felt the same way.










Harper licked her lips, voice barely a whisper. "Lena?"










Silence for a moment. Then—

 

a soft giggle.











"You’re awake too?" Lena whispered, voice husky, teasing.










Harper nodded, even though Lena couldn’t see her.










More movement. And then—the quiet

 

squeak


 
of crib rails as Lena climbed over the barrier,

 

sneaking into Harper’s crib.











Harper’s breath caught. "Lena—"










"Shh," Lena murmured, slipping under the blankets beside her.










Harper could

 

smell her


 
, the faint scent of lavender lotion, the lingering warmth of Daddy’s praise still clinging to her skin.










Lena’s fingers

 

traced over Harper’s arm


 
, feather-light, teasing. "You feel it too, don’t you?"










Harper swallowed hard. "Feel… what?"










Lena’s lips brushed

 

right against her ear


 
, sending shivers down Harper’s spine.










"This."










And then—

 

Lena shifted closer, pressing their bodies together


 
, the soft bulk of their diapers

 

pushing against each other


 
.










Harper

 

gasped


 
, her whole body tensing.










"Lena—"










"Shh, Daddy’s asleep," Lena whispered, her fingers

 

sliding over Harper’s hip, down to the padded warmth between her thighs.











Harper whimpered.










"You’re soaked," Lena purred.










Harper

 

bit her lip hard


 
, trying to stay quiet as Lena’s hand

 

pressed against her, rubbing slow, teasing circles over the soft, damp padding.











A soft

 

whimper


 
escaped Harper’s lips.










Lena giggled, her breath warm against Harper’s cheek. "You like that, don’t you?"










Harper couldn’t speak—could barely think.










She shouldn’t want this.










But the

 

forbidden thrill of it


 
—**Daddy’s two good girls, sneaking, playing, touching each other when they weren’t supposed to—**made it even

 

worse.











Lena shifted again,

 

grinding their diapers together


 
, the soft friction

 

sending waves of tingling heat through Harper’s core.











Harper gasped, clutching onto Lena’s arms. "Lena, we—w-we can’t—"










Lena shushed her with a slow, lingering kiss.










Harper

 

melted instantly


 
, her lips parting, her body

 

surrendering


 
to the way Lena

 

dominated the kiss—slow, deep, hungry.











Their bodies rocked together, the

 

press of their thick padding intensifying every delicious movement.











Harper was

 

aching


 
, her body

 

clenching around nothing


 
, desperate for

 

more friction, more pressure, more of Lena.











And Lena

 

knew it.











"Shh, baby," Lena whispered, her fingers trailing down to cup Harper’s soaked diaper.

 

"Be a good girl and hump me."











Harper’s breath hitched.











Oh God.











Her

 

hips moved on their own


 
, instinctual, helpless,

 

grinding against Lena’s padded warmth


 
, whimpering as every rock of their bodies sent her closer to the edge.










Lena moaned softly,

 

her own breathing ragged


 
, hands gripping Harper’s hips, guiding her movements.










"You’re so cute like this," Lena murmured. "Daddy’s good girl… so desperate… so needy."










Harper

 

whimpered


 
, muffling her cries against Lena’s skin.










The pleasure was

 

building too fast


 
, the

 

forbidden pressure of the diapers intensifying everything


 
, trapping the sensation

 

right where she needed it most.











Harper gasped. "Lena—I’m—I’m gonna—"










"Shh," Lena hushed her,

 

grinding harder, faster


 
, their soaked padding

 

squelching softly in the quiet of the nursery.











Harper

 

bit down on her lip


 
, her whole body trembling.










And then—

 

it hit her all at once.











A wave of

 

blinding, shattering pleasure


 
, her body

 

tensing, clenching, throbbing


 
against the warmth of her diaper.










She

 

shook silently


 
, her mouth open in a

 

silent cry


 
, riding the aftershocks as Lena kept moving,

 

chasing her own release.











Harper was

 

too weak to stop her


 
, too

 

blissfully broken to care


 
.










Lena’s

 

breathing hitched


 
, her nails digging into Harper’s hips. "Oh f-fuck—"










And then—

 

Lena stiffened, gasping softly against Harper’s neck as she tumbled over the edge, shuddering as pleasure wracked her body.











They lay there

 

panting


 
,

 

soaked and spent


 
, tangled together in the aftermath of something

 

forbidden and perfect.











Harper barely had time to

 

process what they’d just done


 
before—











The nursery door creaked open.











Harper’s

 

heart stopped.











Lena’s body

 

went rigid


 
against her.










And there, in the doorway,

 

stood Daddy.











The room was

 

dead silent.











Harper couldn’t breathe.










Daniel

 

leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.











He had

 

seen everything.











His voice, when it came, was

 

low, dangerous, thick with authority.











"Well, well…" He took a slow step forward.










Lena

 

grabbed Harper’s hand


 
, squeezing it hard.










Daniel’s lips curved into a smirk, his dark gaze

 

piercing through them both.











"Looks like my little girls need a lesson in patience."










Harper’s stomach

 

flipped


 
.










Lena

 

squirmed beside her.











And Daddy?










Daddy

 

was about to make sure they never broke the rules again.
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