
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Alpha's Den

A Dark DDLG Romance of Fated Instinct, Primal Care, and Surrender


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Watchful Wolf

Lila stood alone in the snowy Montana forest. Her thick winter boots sank deep into the powder. The cold wind stung her face through her thermal mask.

She wore full field gear over her layers. A heavy jacket hugged her frame. Her research backpack pressed against her back with familiar weight.

Binoculars hung from her neck. She lifted them slowly. The wolf pack moved through the trees ahead.

She had tracked them for weeks. No one came out here with her. Lila liked it that way.

She was twenty-six and good at her job. Fiercely independent. Wildlife biology demanded self-reliance.

The snow crunched under her boots as she stepped closer. A twig snapped. Her breath caught.

Something felt wrong. The pack had gone silent. She scanned the ridge again.

A low growl rumbled from her left. Not a wolf. Lila turned.

The bear charged from the brush. Its massive shoulders rolled with power. She froze for one terrible second.

Her legs finally moved. She stumbled backward through the snow. The bear roared.

Then a blur of gray fur exploded from the right. A massive alpha wolf slammed into the bear's side. The impact shook the trees.

Lila fell to her knees. Snow soaked through her pants. She could not look away.

The wolf fought with brutal grace. His jaws closed on the bear's neck. The bear swiped but missed.

Blood stained the white ground. The bear roared once more then fled into the thick trees. The wolf stood victorious.

Lila's heart hammered against her ribs. She stared at the wolf. He was larger than any she had studied.

His golden eyes locked on her. Something inside her chest pulled tight. Recognition flickered.

The wolf stepped closer. His fur shimmered. Bones cracked and shifted.

Lila gasped. The wolf rose on two legs. Fur melted into skin.

A man stood before her now. Tall. Broad shoulders. Completely naked in the freezing air.

"Gage," she whispered. She knew him. He owned the only bar in town.

He moved without hurry. His body was packed with muscle. Scars marked his chest like old battles.

"Are you hurt?" His voice was low and calm. It wrapped around her like warm smoke.

She shook her head. Her teeth chattered. The cold finally reached her bones.

Gage crossed the distance in three strides. He scooped her up as if she weighed nothing. One arm slid under her knees.

Her backpack fell to the snow. He did not stop to grab it. His heat bled through her clothes.

"I have watched you out here." He carried her toward a hidden truck. "Too close to danger, little one."

The word hit her like a spark. Little one. Her stomach fluttered.

She hated how small she felt against him. Safe. Protected. Her mind screamed that she did not need saving.

He opened the truck door. Warm air poured out. He set her on the passenger seat.

"Stay." The single word sounded like law. He reached in and unzipped her heavy field jacket.

The jacket was torn at the shoulder from her fall. He peeled it away. Cold air bit her thermal shirt.

Gage grabbed a thick wool blanket from behind the seat. He wrapped it around her tightly. The blanket smelled like him — pine, musk, and something wild.

He climbed into the driver's seat. The truck rumbled to life. Heat blasted from the vents.

Lila clutched the blanket closer. Her body trembled. Not just from cold.

Gage drove down the narrow forest road. His large hand left the wheel and rested on her thigh. The weight felt possessive.

She stared at his fingers. They looked big enough to span her entire leg. Heat pooled low in her belly.

"You should not track alone." His voice stayed quiet. Controlled. "Not anymore."

Lila swallowed hard. "I know what I'm doing." The words came out softer than she meant.

His thumb stroked once across her thermal pants. The simple touch sent electricity up her spine.

The mate bond stirred inside her chest. She had read the old stories about wolf shifters. Fated mates. Primal claims.

She pushed the thoughts away. She was a scientist. Not some helpless girl.

Gage glanced at her. His golden eyes glowed faintly. "Your heart is racing."

The truck hit a smooth stretch of road. His cabin appeared through the trees ahead. Dark wood and warm lights.

He parked but did not get out. Instead he turned toward her. The blanket had slipped open at her lap.

His hand slid higher on her thigh. "Let me check you for injury."

Lila's breath hitched. She should push him away. She did not.

Gage pulled her across the seat onto his lap. The blanket fell away completely. Her thermal shirt clung to her breasts.

He was still naked beneath her. His cock pressed hard against her ass through her pants. Thick. Hot.

She gasped. The size difference hit her fully. He dwarfed her.

"Daddy needs to see if his little one is okay." The word Daddy slipped from his lips like it belonged there.

Lila whimpered. The sound shocked her. Her pussy clenched hard.

Gage's large hand slipped under her thermal shirt. His palm flattened against her stomach. Warmth spread.

"You feel it too." His voice dropped lower. "The bond. It calls you little one for a reason."

His fingers drifted downward. They popped the button on her field pants. The zipper whispered open.

Lila's mind spun. She was independent. Strong. Yet her hips rocked forward on their own.

His hand slid inside her pants. Over her simple cotton panties. He cupped her pussy firmly.

"Wet already." He sounded pleased. "Good girl."

Those two words melted something deep inside her. Her clit throbbed against his palm. She hated how much she liked it.

Gage rubbed slow circles through the fabric. The pressure was perfect. Her juices soaked the cotton.

"Please." The word left her before she could stop it.

"Please what?" His breath brushed her ear. He kept rubbing. Steady. Relentless.

Her head fell back against his shoulder. "Please... Daddy."

The title felt right on her tongue. The bond flared brighter. Her professional mind quieted.

Gage growled softly. His free hand cupped her breast through the thermal shirt. He pinched her nipple gently.

She moaned. The sound echoed in the truck cab. Snow fell silently outside.

His fingers pushed her panties aside. Two thick digits stroked her bare folds. She was dripping.

"So slick for me." He circled her clit with one finger. "Your body knows who it belongs to."

Lila trembled on his lap. Her thighs spread wider without permission. The truck windows fogged.

Gage dipped one finger inside her. Just the tip. Her walls clenched around it.

"Not yet." He pulled back. Edged her perfectly. "You cum when Daddy says."

She whined. The denial hurt in the sweetest way. Her independent self screamed in protest even as her pussy wept for more.

He pushed two fingers deeper. They stretched her. His thumb found her clit and rubbed firm circles.

The pleasure built fast. Her hips rolled against his hand. The blanket pooled at her waist.

"Look at you." His voice stayed calm. "Fierce little biologist. Melting on my fingers."

Lila's breath came in short gasps. The orgasm hovered close. Her thighs shook.

Gage curled his fingers inside her. He hit a spot that made stars burst behind her eyes. "Now. Cum for Daddy."

The climax crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed hard around his fingers. Wet sounds filled the truck.

She cried out. Her back arched. Juice flooded his hand.

Wave after wave rolled through her. Her toes curled inside her boots. The blanket slipped to the floor.

Gage held her through every contraction. His cock throbbed against her ass. He breathed harder now.

Her orgasm finally eased. She slumped against his broad chest. Aftershocks made her twitch.

He withdrew his fingers slowly. Brought them to his mouth. Licked them clean with a low hum.

"Good girl." He kissed the top of her head. "Such a sweet first surrender."

Lila's cheeks burned. She had never cum so hard from someone's hand. The bond hummed between them like a living thing.

Gage wrapped the wool blanket around her again. Tighter this time. His large hand returned to rest on her thigh.

The heat from her orgasm still pulsed between her legs. Her panties were ruined. She could feel it.

She should feel ashamed. Instead she felt safe. Small. Cared for.

The cabin lights glowed ahead. Gage did not move to drive again yet. His thumb stroked her thigh through the blanket.

"You will stay with me tonight." It was not a question. "No more tracking alone."

Lila nodded before she could argue. Her body felt heavy and content. The independent woman inside her watched in stunned silence.

His hand squeezed her thigh possessively. "The pack needs its mate. And I need my little one."

She shivered at the words. Another flicker of heat stirred low in her belly. The bond was only beginning.

Gage finally put the truck in gear. He drove the last stretch to the cabin. Snow crunched under the tires.

Lila sat wrapped in his blanket. Her field jacket lay discarded on the floor. Only her base thermal shirt and pants remained beneath the wool.

His large hand never left her thigh. The weight felt like a promise. Like chains made of safety.

She stared at the cabin through the windshield. Warm light spilled from the windows. Smoke rose from the chimney.

Her mind whispered warnings about losing control. Her body melted further into his side. The bond sang louder than reason.

Gage parked the truck. He turned off the engine. The sudden quiet wrapped around them.

His golden eyes met hers. Calm. Certain. Always one step ahead.

"Inside now." His voice held that same quiet command. "Daddy will take care of everything."

Lila's pussy clenched again at the title. Fresh wetness soaked her already ruined panties. She hated how much she needed to hear it.

She followed him out of the truck on shaky legs. The blanket dragged behind her like a cape. His hand stayed on her lower back.

The snow felt softer now. Less threatening. Because he walked beside her.

The cabin door opened before they reached it. Warm air rushed out. Gage guided her inside with gentle pressure.

She crossed the threshold into his world. The independent woman she had always been took one last look at the snowy forest.

Then the door closed. The lock clicked softly.

Lila was home. Whether she admitted it yet or not.

Gage turned her to face him. His large hands cupped her cheeks. The mate bond flared bright between them.

"Welcome to the den, little one."

His words sealed something ancient and primal. Her knees weakened. She leaned into his touch without thinking.

The first chapter of her surrender had begun.


Chapter 2: Sanctuary and Surrender

Gage kept his hand pressed against her lower back. The pressure guided her deeper into the cabin. Lila's legs still shook from the truck. Her pussy continued to spasm with soft aftershocks. The wool blanket dragged behind her like a heavy cape.

She clutched the edges tighter around her body. The fabric smelled like him. Pine and wild musk filled her nose with every breath. Her field pants hung open at the waist. The zipper remained down from his earlier touch. Her simple cotton panties stayed pushed to the side. Cool air kissed her soaked folds.

Lila felt small. She hated how good it felt.

"Easy, little one." Gage's voice stayed low and steady. He moved with that same flawless grace. His naked body looked carved from the Montana wilderness itself. Broad shoulders. Thick muscle across his chest. His cock hung heavy between his legs. Still half-hard from what they had done in the truck.

She stared at the floor. Her independent mind screamed to pull away. To demand her backpack back. To call for a ride out of here. But her body leaned into his touch instead. The mate bond hummed warmer in her chest. It made her want to curl up against him.

Gage led her past the entry and into the main room. A large couch faced a stone fireplace. He eased her down onto the cushions. The blanket pooled around her hips. Her thick winter boots left small puddles of melted snow on the wooden floor.

"You are safe here." He knelt in front of her. His golden eyes locked on hers. "This is my den. Your den now."

Lila swallowed hard. Her thighs pressed together. Fresh wetness leaked from her pussy. The orgasm he had given her still echoed in her muscles. She wanted more. She hated wanting more.

Gage reached out. His large hands worked at her boot laces. He pulled one off slowly. Then the other. The simple act felt intimate. Like he was stripping away her old life piece by piece.

"I am going to draw you a warm bath." He stood up. The movement made the muscles in his thighs flex. "You are cold and dirty from the snow. Daddy will take care of you."

There it was again. That word. Daddy. It sent heat straight to her core. Lila's breath caught. Her professional self — the woman who tracked wolves alone for weeks — wanted to argue. She did not need anyone to bathe her. She had survived worse.

But her mouth stayed closed. She nodded instead.

Gage smiled. The expression softened his hard face. He disappeared down a short hallway. Water began to run in the distance. Steam soon drifted into the main room. The scent of something herbal followed it.

Lila sat on the couch. She pulled the blanket higher around her shoulders. Her thermal shirt clung to her breasts. Her nipples stayed hard from the cold and from him. The bond pulled at her insides. It whispered that she belonged here. That fighting it only made the need worse.

Minutes passed. Gage returned. He stood in the doorway completely naked. Water droplets glistened on his skin from the steam. His cock had grown harder again. It curved upward slightly. The sight made her mouth go dry.

"Come." He held out his hand.

Lila took it. Her fingers looked tiny in his palm. He pulled her up from the couch. The blanket fell open as they walked. Her open pants slid lower on her hips. She had to shuffle to keep them from falling completely.

The bathroom felt like another world. Thick wooden beams crossed the ceiling. A large clawfoot tub sat in the center. Hot water steamed inside it. Gage had added oil that smelled like lavender and pine. The scent wrapped around her like a second blanket.

He turned her to face him. His hands moved to the hem of her thermal shirt. "Arms up, little one."

She lifted them without thinking. The shirt came off over her head. Cool air hit her bare breasts. Her nipples tightened further. Gage looked at her openly. No shame in his gaze. Only possession.

"Beautiful." His voice dropped lower. "My mate."

Next came her field pants. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband. They slid down her legs along with her ruined panties. Lila stepped out of them. She stood completely naked before him now. Her pussy still glistened from earlier. The lips looked swollen. Her clit throbbed visibly.

Gage's eyes darkened. "Such a wet little girl already. Your body knows what it needs even when your mind fights."

Lila's cheeks burned. She wanted to cover herself. Instead she stood still. The bond made her want to please him. The feeling terrified her and excited her at the same time.

He took her hand again. Helped her step into the tub. The hot water enveloped her calves. Then her thighs. She sank down with a soft moan. The heat soaked into her tired muscles. It chased away the last of the snow's chill.

Gage knelt beside the tub. He picked up a cloth and dipped it in the water. "Lean back. Let Daddy wash you."

Lila rested her head against the cool edge of the tub. She watched him through half-closed eyes. He started with her arms. The cloth moved in slow circles. His touch remained firm but gentle. Like he handled something precious.

"You tracked my pack for weeks." He spoke quietly while he worked. The cloth moved to her shoulders. "Alone. In dangerous country. You are strong, Lila. But you do not have to be strong alone anymore."

The words sank into her. Part of her wanted to protest. She had built her entire career on self-reliance. No one helped her. No one got close. Yet here she was. Naked in an alpha wolf's tub. Letting him call her little one.

His hand moved lower. The cloth brushed over her breasts. Her nipples ached as he circled them. She gasped softly. Heat pooled between her legs again. The water made everything feel slippery and sensitive.

"You feel the bond." Gage's voice stayed calm. "It calls you to submit. To let me be your Daddy. I will protect you. I will set the rules. You will follow them."

Lila bit her lip. Her hips shifted in the water. "I don't... I have never needed anyone."

His golden eyes met hers. "You need this. Your pussy is clenching just from my words. I can smell how wet you are even in the bath."

He proved his point. His large hand slipped under the water. Two fingers traced her folds without entering her. Lila moaned. Her head fell back. The independent woman inside her grew quieter with every touch.

Gage washed her hair next. He poured warm water over her head. His fingers massaged her scalp with perfect pressure. Lila melted further. She had not realized how tight her neck and shoulders stayed from weeks in the field. His touch unwound her like a knot.

"Good girl." The praise came at the perfect moment. It hit her like warm honey in her veins. Her pussy throbbed harder. She whimpered.

He rinsed her hair completely. Then he moved the cloth down her stomach. Over her hips. Between her thighs. He washed her pussy with careful strokes. The cloth rubbed her clit lightly. Not enough to get her off. Just enough to keep her on edge.

Lila's breathing grew ragged. "Please..."

"Please what?" He sounded amused but tender. "Use your words, little one."

She struggled to find them. The scientist in her had no language for this. "Please touch me more, Daddy."

The title slipped out easier this time. Gage growled softly. The sound vibrated through his chest. He set the cloth aside. His bare fingers replaced it. He stroked her clit in slow circles under the water.

"That's my girl." His free hand cupped the back of her neck. Holding her in place. "You will learn that orgasms belong to Daddy. You will ask. You will wait. You will earn them."

Lila's hips rolled against his hand. The water sloshed around her. Pleasure built fast. Her thighs trembled. She felt that familiar tightening low in her belly.

Gage brought her right to the edge. Her pussy clenched around nothing. Her clit pulsed under his thumb. She was so close. One more stroke would do it.

He stopped.

Lila whined. Her eyes flew open. "No... please..."

"Not yet." He withdrew his hand completely. Water dripped from his fingers. "Your first orgasm in my den will happen when I decide you are ready. Not before."

The denial hurt. It also made her wetter. Lila's chest heaved. She stared at him with wide eyes. The bond sang louder. It approved of his control. Her mind reeled from how much she liked it.

Gage stood up. He grabbed a thick towel. "Out now."

She rose on shaky legs. Water streamed down her body. He wrapped the towel around her. It felt softer than anything she owned. He lifted her from the tub like she weighed nothing. His strength made her feel tiny.

He carried her to the bedroom. A large bed dominated the space. Heavy quilts covered it. He sat down on the edge and pulled her into his lap. The towel slipped open at her thighs. His hard cock pressed against her bare ass.

Lila leaned back against his chest. His heat surrounded her. One of his arms banded across her waist. The other hand returned between her legs.

"Look at you." His breath brushed her ear. "So small in Daddy's lap. So wet for me."

His fingers found her clit again. He rubbed slow circles. The denial from the bath made everything more intense. Lila moaned loudly. Her head fell against his shoulder.

"Please, Daddy. I need to cum."

"Not yet." He kept the pace steady. Torturous. "You need to understand first. You are my fated mate. My little one. I will bathe you. Feed you. Discipline you when you forget the rules. And you will sleep in my bed every night."

His words painted pictures in her mind. No more lonely campsites. No more pushing through blizzards alone. Just this. His control. His care. The thought made her pussy gush against his fingers.

Gage edged her again. He brought her so close that her thighs shook violently. Her nipples ached. Her breath came in desperate gasps. She could feel her orgasm hovering. One more second and she would explode.

He stopped once more.

Lila cried out in frustration. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from sadness. From overwhelming need. Her pussy throbbed painfully. Slick arousal coated her thighs. The towel beneath her grew damp.

"Good girl." He kissed her temple. "You took that so well. Denial will teach you who you belong to."

He stood up with her still in his arms. Laid her on the bed. He removed the towel completely. Then he picked up a small bottle of oil from the nightstand. The scent matched the bath. He poured some into his palms and warmed it.

His hands worked the oil into her skin. Starting at her feet. Moving up her calves. Over her thighs. He massaged her hips. Her stomach. Her breasts. Every inch of her received his attention. Lila floated in the sensation. Her body felt claimed. Cherished. Owned.

When he finished, he pulled a soft blanket over her lower body. Not the wool one. This one felt like cashmere. He climbed into bed beside her and pulled her against his chest. His cock rested hard against her stomach. He made no move to fuck her yet.

Lila curled into him. Her slick thighs rubbed together. The denied arousal refused to fade. It kept her wet and aching. Her mind spun with new thoughts. She had come here as a scientist tracking wolves. Now she lay naked and oiled in an alpha's bed. Calling him Daddy. Begging for release he would not give.

Gage stroked her hair. His voice rumbled through his chest. "Tomorrow we retrieve your things. Then we begin properly. No more solo tracking. No more putting yourself in danger. You have a Daddy now."

Lila shivered. The words should have made her fight. Instead they made her press closer. Her pussy clenched again. The bond wrapped tighter around her heart.

She was his little one. Whether her old self liked it or not.

Gage tilted her chin up. His golden eyes glowed softly in the low light. "Say it for me."

Lila's voice came out small and soft. "I have a Daddy now."

His smile held both tenderness and dark promise. "Yes. And Daddy is just getting started with his mate."

The cabin creaked softly around them. Snow fell outside the windows. Lila lay there naked except for the soft blanket. Freshly bathed and oiled. Curled against Gage's chest. Her thighs stayed slick from denied arousal. The ache between her legs promised many more nights like this.

She closed her eyes. The independent woman inside her grew quieter. The little one took her first real breath of freedom in surrender.

The bond hummed between them like a living chain made of safety and heat.

Tomorrow would bring more rules. More touches. More denial.

Lila found herself looking forward to it.


Chapter 3: The First Fullness

Gage's fingers traced slow circles down Lila's oiled spine.

The cashmere blanket had slipped to her waist. Her bare breasts pressed against his warm chest. She could feel his cock, thick and hard, resting against her stomach.

"You took the edging so well in the bath," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Now Daddy needs to give you something new."

Lila's breath caught. Her skin still smelled of lavender and pine from the oil. The ache between her legs had not faded. If anything, it had grown worse.

She lifted her head to look at him. His golden eyes held that calm certainty. The same look that made her independent mind go quiet.

"What is it?" she whispered.

He did not answer with words. Instead he sat up in the bed. The quilts shifted around them. With one smooth motion he pulled her across his lap.

The cashmere blanket fell away completely. Cool air kissed her naked skin. Lila felt small draped over his thick thighs. His cock pressed up against her side now. It throbbed with heat.

Gage ran one large hand over her ass. He squeezed gently. The oil made her skin slick under his palm.

"This is called a training plug, little one." He reached toward the nightstand. "Small for now. Just enough to remind you that Daddy controls every part of you."

Lila's heart beat faster. She had never done anything like this. Her old life involved tracking wolves through blizzards. Not lying naked across a man's lap waiting for something to go inside her.

Yet her pussy clenched at the thought. Fresh wetness leaked down her thigh. She hated how her body responded before her mind could catch up.

Gage picked up a small bottle. The sound of the cap opening filled the quiet room. He poured the lube onto his fingers. The scent was faint and clean.

"Cold," he warned.

She gasped when the gel touched her. The lube felt like ice against her heated skin. He rubbed it slowly around her tight hole. Small circles. Patient. Thorough.

"Good girl." His praise came soft but firm. "Just breathe for Daddy."

Lila buried her face in the quilt. The fullness had not even started yet. Already her clit throbbed harder. Her swollen pussy dripped onto his thigh.

She felt so exposed. So small. The fierce wildlife biologist who faced bears alone now trembled at the touch of cold lube.

Gage pressed one finger against her. The tip slipped inside. She moaned into the blanket. The stretch felt strange. Not painful. Just... invasive. Intimate.

"That's it." He worked the finger deeper. "Your body is opening for me. Such a good little mate."

The bond flared hot in her chest. It liked this. It liked his control. Lila's independent thoughts grew fuzzy at the edges. She focused on his voice instead.

He added a second finger. The lube made wet sounds with every slow thrust. Lila's hips rocked without her permission. The movement rubbed her aching clit against his leg.

Heat built fast. Too fast.

"Please," she begged. "Daddy, I need..."

"Not yet." He pulled his fingers free. The sudden emptiness made her whine. "This plug comes first. Then we will see about your pleasure."

Lila heard him pick up the toy. It felt small when he pressed the tip against her. Still, her body tensed.

"Relax for me, princess." Gage rubbed her lower back with his free hand. "Daddy knows what you need. Let me fill you."

The plug pushed forward. Cold. Slick. Unyielding. Lila breathed through her mouth in short gasps. The stretch burned slightly at first. Then it settled into something deeper. Something that made her pussy flutter.

Halfway in, he paused. "Color?"

"Green," she managed. Her voice sounded small. Needy. Nothing like the woman who wrote scientific reports alone in tents.

"Good girl." He pressed deeper. The widest part stretched her. She moaned loud. Her fingers gripped the quilt tight.

The plug seated fully. A soft base rested against her skin. Lila felt so full. Every tiny shift of her body made the toy move inside her. The pressure pushed against places she had never felt before.

Gage ran his hand over the base. He gave it a gentle wiggle. Pleasure shot straight to her clit.

"Oh god." Lila's thighs shook. More arousal leaked from her pussy. It coated his leg now. She could not stop it.

"Look at that." His voice held pride. "Your little pussy is dripping just from the plug. Your body knows its place."

He kept her over his lap for long minutes. One hand stroked her back. The other played with the base of the toy. Small tugs. Gentle pushes. Each one sent sparks through her.

Lila lost track of time. The fullness consumed her thoughts. Her swollen clit begged for touch. Her walls clenched around nothing. The denial from earlier mixed with this new sensation until she felt dizzy.

"Daddy," she whispered. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from pain. From the intensity of letting go.

"I know, baby girl." He lifted her carefully. Turned her so she sat on his lap facing him. The plug pressed deeper with the change in position. She gasped.

His hard cock stood between them. Thick veins ran along its length. The head glistened with his own arousal. Lila stared at it. Her mouth watered without permission.

Gage cupped her face. His thumbs wiped the corners of her eyes. "You did so well. Taking your first plug for Daddy. I am proud of you."

The praise hit her harder than any orgasm could. Warmth spread through her chest. Her pussy clenched again. The toy shifted inside her. Fresh slick ran down her folds.

She leaned forward. Her forehead rested against his. Their breath mingled. The mate bond pulsed between them like a second heartbeat.

"I feel so full," she admitted. Her voice trembled. "And so small."

"That is the point, little one." He kissed her softly. Once. Twice. "You do not have to be the strong one anymore. Not with me."

Lila kissed him back. Deeper this time. Her tongue met his. The movement made the plug move again. She moaned into his mouth.

Gage pulled back after a moment. His eyes had darkened with need. Yet he stayed in control. Always one step ahead.

He reached beside the bed. A pair of soft pink fleece pajamas waited there. He must have placed them earlier. The fabric looked impossibly soft. Like something a little girl would wear. The thought made her cheeks burn.

"Arms up."

She obeyed. The simple command felt natural now. He slid the top over her head. The fleece settled against her oiled skin. It hugged her breasts gently. Her hard nipples poked against the fabric.

Next came the pants. Gage lifted her hips. The plug shifted again as he worked the fabric up her legs. She whimpered when the waistband settled around her middle.

The pajamas felt different with the toy inside her. Every small movement reminded her of his claim. The fleece was warm. Comforting. It made her want to curl up and never leave this cabin.

Gage pulled her close again. She straddled his lap properly now. The plug sat deep. Her pussy continued to leak. A small wet spot formed on the crotch of her new pajamas.

She should have felt embarrassed. Instead she felt safe. The independent woman who once tracked wolves alone now sat in pink fleece with a plug in her ass. And some part of her loved it.

"Tell me what you feel," he said. His hands rested on her hips. Steady. Possessive.

"Full." She rocked experimentally. The toy rubbed inside her. "Achy. Wet. Like my body isn't mine anymore."

"It isn't." His voice stayed calm. "Not completely. Not while the bond calls you to me. You are my little one. My fated mate. Daddy will decide when you feel empty again."

Lila nodded. She pressed her face into his neck. His scent filled her. Pine. Musk. Alpha. Home.

The denial still burned between her legs. Her clit throbbed steadily. The plug made every breath feel sexual. She wanted to grind against him. Wanted to beg for his cock. But she stayed still. Obedient.

"Good girl." He stroked her hair. The words melted her further. "You are learning so fast. Tomorrow we get your backpack from the snow. Then the real rules begin."

She shivered at the promise. Rules. Bedtimes. Permission to cum. The old Lila would have fought that. The new Lila felt her pussy clench around the thought.

Gage stood up with her in his arms. She wrapped her legs around his waist. The plug shifted with the movement. She moaned against his shoulder.

He carried her from the bedroom into the main room. The stone fireplace still glowed with low flames. He sat on the large couch and arranged her carefully on his lap. Sideways this time. Her head rested against his chest.

The fleece pajamas felt soft against the couch cushions. But the plug made sitting a new experience. She could not relax fully. Every breath pressed the toy deeper. Every small shift sent sparks through her core.

Lila's hand drifted down her own body. Not to touch herself. Just to feel the new clothes. The pink color looked so different against her tanned skin. She had spent years in practical field gear. Browns and greens. Never pink.

"You chose this for me," she said quietly.

"I did." Gage's hand covered hers. "Soft things for my soft little girl. The strong biologist can stay outside. In here, you get to be mine completely."

Her eyes stung again. The words unlocked something deep. Years of pushing through blizzards alone. Nights in freezing tents. Always proving she did not need help. Now this man offered to carry everything. And her body responded with dripping arousal and complete surrender.

She felt the plug with every inhale. The fullness mixed with the denial until she thought she might cry from need. Her pussy leaked steadily now. The wet spot on her pajamas grew. Gage could surely smell it.

He did not mention it. He simply held her closer. One arm wrapped around her back. The other rested on her thigh. His fingers traced small patterns over the fleece.

The fire crackled. Snow tapped against the windows. Inside the cabin, everything felt warm. Safe. Controlled.

Lila's independent mind made one last attempt to protest. This was too fast. Too much. She had only known him as the quiet bar owner before today.

Then Gage kissed the top of her head. "Breathe, baby girl. I have you."

The protest died. Her body melted against him. The plug. The pajamas. The leaking arousal. All of it felt right.

She sat there carefully. The toy stayed seated deep inside her. Every breath reminded her of his claim. The fullness made her clit throb in time with her heartbeat.

Gage's cock remained hard against her hip. He made no move to use it. This moment was about care. About teaching her to accept his control.

Lila closed her eyes. The bond hummed louder than ever. It approved of the plug. It approved of the pink fleece. It approved of calling him Daddy.

She was no longer just the wildlife biologist.

She was his little one.

And the thought made her wetter than she had ever been in her life.

The fire continued to burn low. Gage held her without speaking. His hand stroked her hair in steady rhythms. The plug shifted with each breath she took.

Tomorrow would bring her backpack. Her old clothes. The start of proper rules.

Tonight she simply sat in her new pajamas. Full in every sense. Leaking arousal onto soft pink fleece. Safe in her Daddy's arms.

The independent woman inside her grew quieter still.

The little mate took another step into surrender.

The End of Chapter 3


Chapter 4: The Hidden Room

Gage shifted under her on the couch. His naked body stayed warm against her side. Lila felt the training plug press deeper with the small movement.

"You have been such a good girl sitting here full for Daddy," he said. His voice rolled low and steady. "But there is more to show you now."

Lila's heart beat faster. The soft pink fleece pajamas clung to her oiled skin. The wet spot between her legs had grown larger. She could smell her own arousal mixed with the lavender and pine.

Gage stood up slowly. He lifted her in his arms like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist without thinking. The plug shifted again. A soft whimper left her mouth.

He carried her across the main room. His bare feet made no sound on the wooden floor. Lila pressed her face into his neck. His scent filled her head. Strong. Safe. Alpha.

"Close your eyes for a moment, little one," he told her.

She obeyed. The bond hummed in her chest. It pulled her deeper into this new feeling. The fierce woman who once spent weeks alone in the wilderness now hid her face like a child.

Gage stopped. She heard wood creak softly. Then a click. Cool air brushed her cheek from a new direction.

"Open them."

Lila lifted her head. A bookshelf had swung outward like a door. Behind it lay a hidden room. Soft golden light glowed inside. The walls were painted a gentle cream color. A large changing table stood against one wall with a padded top. Shelves held stacks of thick diapers. Powder. Wipes. Everything arranged with perfect care.

Her breath caught. "You built this... for me?"

"For my mate," Gage corrected. He stepped inside. The bookshelf door closed behind them with a soft thud. "The bond told me what you needed before you did. This is your nursery, baby girl."

Lila's independent mind screamed. She tracked wolves. She wrote reports for grants. She did not need a nursery. But her pussy clenched hard around nothing. Fresh wetness soaked the crotch of her pink pajama pants. The plug made the feeling even stronger.

Gage carried her straight to the changing table. He set her down on the padded surface. The height put her at perfect eye level with his chest. His cock stood hard and heavy between his legs. The head glistened. He was breathing deeper now. Her surrender affected him too.

"Arms up."

She raised them. The simple command made her feel small. Gage peeled the pink fleece top off her body. Cool air touched her oiled breasts. Her nipples tightened instantly. He folded the top neatly and set it aside.

Next he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her pajama pants. "Lift your hips for Daddy."

Lila planted her feet and lifted. He slid the pants down her legs slowly. The fabric dragged over the base of the plug. She gasped. The wet spot was obvious now. Dark pink fabric clung to her swollen pussy lips.

Gage ran one finger over the dampness. "Look at this mess. My little one has been leaking the whole time."

Her face burned. She wanted to look away. Instead she watched his golden eyes. They held no judgment. Only possession and heat.

He gripped the base of the training plug. "Deep breath, princess. This is coming out now."

The plug moved. Lila moaned as the widest part stretched her again. Her hands gripped the edge of the changing table. The toy slid free with a soft wet sound. Empty. She felt so empty now. Her ass clenched around nothing. Her pussy dripped openly onto the pad beneath her.

Gage set the plug in a small bowl on the shelf. He picked up a pack of wipes. The plastic crinkled when he opened it. The sound seemed loud in the quiet nursery.

"Legs apart, little one."

She spread her thighs. Gage stood between them. His large body filled the space. He took a wipe and began cleaning her. The cool cloth touched her inner thighs first. Then higher. He wiped her swollen pussy lips with slow, careful strokes. The wipe dragged over her clit. Lila jerked. Pleasure shot through her like electricity.

"Stay still," he said calmly. "Daddy needs to clean his girl properly."

Each wipe felt intimate. He cleaned every fold. Every drop of her arousal. Then he moved to her ass. The wipe circled her hole where the plug had been. Lila's breathing grew ragged. The denial from earlier crashed over her again. Her clit throbbed visibly. Her hips tried to roll toward his hand.

He noticed. Of course he noticed.

"Such a needy little pussy," Gage murmured. "Even after all that edging, you still drip for me."

He finished cleaning her. The wipes went into a small bin. Gage reached for the powder next. The familiar baby powder scent filled the air as he shook it over her skin. Cool and silky. It dusted her pussy. Her mound. Between her cheeks. He rubbed it in with gentle hands. The scent wrapped around her like a blanket.

Lila's mind spun. This was too much. Too far. The wildlife biologist inside her fought for air. But the little one underneath moaned softly. The bond sang louder. It loved this. It loved being cared for so completely.

Gage picked up a thick diaper from the shelf. It crinkled loudly when he unfolded it. The sound sent a shiver down her spine. White with soft pink sides. Thick padding that looked like it could hold a lot.

"This is what you need," he said. His voice stayed low and certain. "No more fighting the bond alone. No more proving how strong you are by yourself. Daddy will handle everything now."

He lifted her legs with one hand. The position left her completely exposed. He slid the diaper under her bottom. The padding felt plush against her powdered skin. He lowered her hips onto it. Then he brought the front up between her thighs.

The thickness pushed her legs apart. Lila felt the bulk settle against her swollen pussy. Gage taped it snugly on both sides. The tapes made a loud ripping sound. He ran his palm over the front. The diaper crinkled under his hand.

Lila's breath hitched. The padding pressed firmly against her clit. Every small movement made noise. She felt ridiculous. She felt safe. The two feelings twisted together until she could not tell them apart.

Gage was not finished.

His hand stayed on the front of the diaper. He pressed and rubbed in slow circles. The thick padding muffled the sensation but not enough. Her clit throbbed against the pressure. Lila whimpered. Her hands reached for his shoulders.

"Please, Daddy..."

"Ask properly," he said. His golden eyes locked on hers. "Tell Daddy exactly what you need."

She swallowed hard. The words felt huge in her throat. "Please make me cum, Daddy. I can't take any more denial. Please."

Gage smiled. The expression held tender brutality. He peeled the tapes open again. The diaper front folded down. Cool air hit her powdered pussy. His fingers found her clit immediately. Two thick fingers circled it with perfect pressure.

"You took the plug so well," he praised. "You let me carry you. You let me clean you. Good girls get rewards."

Lila's head fell back against the changing table pad. His fingers moved faster. The bond flared hot in her chest. Every circle sent sparks through her belly. The buildup came fast after so many hours of edging.

Her thighs began to tremble. Gage kept his pace steady. His free hand rested on her stomach. Holding her in place. Possessing her.

"I can feel it," he said. "Your little clit is so hard for me. Your pussy is clenching. Let it happen, baby girl. Cum for Daddy."

The orgasm crashed over her without warning. Lila cried out. Her back arched off the table. Her pussy contracted in hard waves. Wetness gushed over his fingers. The contractions went on and on. Her legs shook violently. A long moan tore from her throat.

Gage did not stop. He kept rubbing through the peak. Drawing it out. Making it last until she saw stars behind her closed eyes.

When it finally faded, Lila collapsed against the table. Her chest heaved. Her skin felt flushed and damp. The powder scent mixed with the smell of her release. She felt boneless. Floaty. Completely his.

Gage wiped her again with fresh wipes. Gentle now. Caring. He dried her carefully. Then he lifted her legs once more and brought the diaper front up. This time he taped it even snugger. The padding molded to her sensitive pussy. Every tiny shift made it crinkle.

He reached for a loose oversized t-shirt. Soft gray. It smelled like him. He slid it over her head. The hem fell just below the diaper. Her bare legs looked even smaller against the thick bulk between them.

Gage stepped back slightly. He looked at her with open satisfaction. His cock still stood hard. A bead of precum glistened at the tip. Her orgasm had affected him deeply.

Lila lay on the changing table. The thick diaper crinkled with every breath. Powder scented her skin. The nursery felt warm around her. Safe. Controlled. The independent woman who once faced blizzards alone felt very far away now.

She reached down and touched the front of the diaper. The padding was so thick her fingers barely made a dent. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet room. Heat filled her face again. But the shame mixed with something softer. Acceptance.

Gage leaned over her. His large hands framed her face. "This is what you need, little one. To be kept like this. To let Daddy take care of every part of you."

Lila nodded. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from sadness. From the depth of the surrender. The mate bond wrapped tighter around her heart. It felt like coming home.

She lay there on the changing table. Thick crinkling diaper taped snugly around her hips. Loose t-shirt covering her breasts. Powder-scented skin glowing under the soft lights. Her pussy still tingled from the orgasm. Her body felt claimed in a whole new way.

Gage stroked her cheek with his thumb. His golden eyes promised more. "Tomorrow we get your backpack. Then the rules start for real. Bedtimes. Permission for everything. And you will wear this diaper until I say otherwise."

Lila shivered. The thickness between her legs made the words feel real. She should fight. She should demand her truck keys and her research gear.

Instead she whispered, "Yes, Daddy."

His smile held dark possession and deep love. He lifted her from the table and held her against his naked chest. The diaper crinkled loudly with the movement. She wrapped her arms around his neck.

The hidden room felt like the start of everything.

And Lila found she did not want to leave it.


Chapter 5: The Warmth That Spreads

Gage carried her deeper into the nursery without a word. His bare feet made soft sounds on the warm wooden floor. Lila clung to his neck. The thick diaper crinkled between her thighs with every step he took.

He stopped in front of a tall shelf filled with neatly folded onesies and soft blankets. His golden eyes scanned the items like he had done this a thousand times before. Lila's heart raced. The oversized gray t-shirt barely covered the bulky padding. She felt small. Exposed. Safe.

"This room holds everything you need now," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "No more decisions. No more fighting the wilderness alone."

Lila swallowed hard. Her independent mind tried to push back. She had tracked wolf packs through three-day blizzards. She had survived on protein bars and melted snow. Yet here she stood. Diapered. Held. The mate bond hummed louder in her chest. It pushed against her old self like a gentle tide.

Gage set her down on her feet but kept one arm around her waist. He pointed to a small wooden crib in the corner. The rails looked sturdy. The mattress inside had a soft pink sheet. Her stomach fluttered.

"Look at it, baby girl," he murmured. "This is where you will sleep from now on. Under my roof. Under my rules."

She stared at the crib. The thickness of the diaper forced her legs slightly apart. The powder scent clung to her skin. Every breath reminded her of the cleaning he had given her on the changing table. Her pussy still tingled from the orgasm he had pulled from her so easily.

The bond pulsed again. Stronger this time. A strange pressure built low in her belly. Lila shifted her weight. The diaper crinkled loudly. She tried to ignore the feeling. She was a grown woman. A scientist. She could hold it.

Gage turned her gently toward a rocking chair near the window. Snow fell steadily outside. The glass frosted at the edges. He kept his naked body pressed against her back. His hard cock rested against the top of her diaper. The heat of it made her breath catch.

"You feel it, don't you?" he asked. "The bond wants all of you. Every piece. Even the parts you kept locked away."

Lila nodded. The pressure grew. It felt warm. Urgent. Her thighs trembled inside the bulky padding. She pressed them together. The diaper resisted. Another crinkle filled the quiet room.

"I... I need to..." She could not finish the sentence. Her face burned. The fierce biologist who once faced down a grizzly now felt tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

Gage's hand slid down her stomach. He pressed lightly over the front of the diaper. "Let it happen, little one. This is what the bond is asking for. Surrender."

The words unlocked something deep inside her. The pressure crested. Lila gasped. A hot stream began to flow. Warmth spread through the padding in a slow wave. The diaper grew heavier between her legs. The soft inner lining soaked it up. The crinkle changed to a quiet squish.

She froze. Shame crashed over her like cold mountain water. This could not be happening. Not to her. Not like this. Yet her body kept releasing. The warmth reached the back of the diaper. It spread upward toward the tapes. Her knees shook.

"Oh no," she whispered. "Daddy... I didn't mean to."

Gage held her tighter. His cock throbbed against her back. He did not pull away. If anything, he pressed closer. His free hand stroked her hair with slow, careful strokes.

"That's what diapers are for, baby girl," he said softly. "My little one does not have to hold anything back anymore. Not her pleasure. Not her fears. Not this."

Lila started to cry. The tears came hot and fast. She hated the wetness. She hated how good it felt to finally let go. The independent woman inside her screamed in protest. The little one underneath melted into his chest and sobbed harder.

Gage lifted her into his arms again. He carried her straight to the changing table. The wet diaper sagged heavily now. It swung between her thighs with each step. The scent of baby powder mixed with the faint smell of her accident. Fresh shame burned her cheeks.

He laid her down on the padded surface. The table felt cool against her back through the thin t-shirt. Gage's large hands moved with flawless control. He peeled the tapes open one by one. The ripping sound filled the nursery. Cool air touched her damp skin as he folded the front of the diaper down.

"Look at you," he murmured. Pride filled his voice. "So brave for Daddy. Letting go like that. Good girl."

The praise hit her straight in the chest. Lila cried harder even as fresh heat pooled between her legs. Her pussy glistened under the nursery lights. The powder had turned slightly clumpy from the wetness. Gage reached for a fresh pack of wipes. The plastic crinkled when he opened it.

He cleaned her with gentle strokes. The cool cloth moved over her mound first. Then between her folds. He wiped her clit with careful circles. Lila's hips jerked. The shame mixed with sudden arousal. Her body betrayed her again. Fresh slick joined the remnants of her accident.

"Daddy," she whimpered. "I'm sorry. I feel so... little."

He leaned down and kissed her forehead. His naked chest brushed her t-shirt. "You are exactly what you need to be. My fated mate. My baby girl. There is no shame here. Only trust."

Gage continued cleaning her. He lifted her legs with one strong hand. The wipe moved over her ass. Between her cheeks. Every touch felt intimate. Possessive. Her clit throbbed visibly now. The bond sang louder. It approved of this complete care.

He set the dirty wipes aside and reached for the powder. The familiar sweet scent filled the air as he shook it over her clean skin. Gage rubbed it in with both hands. His fingers lingered on her inner thighs. Then higher. One thick finger traced her pussy lips without entering her.

Lila moaned. The sound escaped before she could stop it. Her hips rolled toward his touch. The independent part of her mind grew quieter with every second. The little one took up more space. She wanted his approval more than she wanted her old life back.

Gage picked up a fresh diaper. This one looked even thicker. White with the same soft pink sides. He unfolded it. The loud crinkle made her pussy clench. He lifted her legs again and slid it underneath her. The plush padding felt dry and comforting against her powdered skin.

He brought the front up between her thighs. The bulk pushed her legs apart once more. Gage taped it snugly on both sides. His hands smoothed over the front. The diaper crinkled under his palms. Lila felt the thickness mold to her body. It pressed firmly against her still-sensitive clit.

"Good girl," he said again. This time the words landed deeper. They wrapped around her heart like warm blankets. "You took that so well. Wetting your first diaper for Daddy. I am so proud of you."

Lila's tears slowed. She reached up for him. Gage gathered her into his arms and carried her to the rocking chair. He sat down with her in his lap. His hard cock rested against her thickly padded bottom. The heat of it seeped through the diaper.

He reached to a small warmer on the side table. A bottle of milk waited there. Gage tested the temperature on his wrist before bringing it to her lips. "Open for me, princess. Daddy is going to feed his girl."

Lila parted her lips. The nipple slid into her mouth. Warm milk flowed across her tongue. She began to suck slowly. The rhythmic motion calmed her racing thoughts. Gage rocked them gently. One arm held her close against his bare chest. The other hand stroked her back in long, soothing lines.

She cried quietly around the bottle. The tears were different now. Not just shame. They carried years of loneliness. Nights spent alone in freezing tents. Mornings where she woke up and had to be strong before her eyes even opened. All of it poured out while she sucked on the bottle like a good little girl.

Gage kissed the top of her head. "Let it all out. The bond knew you needed this. I knew. Your strong body fought so hard for so long. Now you get to rest in my care."

The milk filled her belly. The gentle rocking motion made the fresh diaper crinkle softly. Lila felt her body growing heavier. More relaxed. Her free hand rested on Gage's chest. She traced small circles over his skin. His cock twitched beneath her. The bead of precum at the tip smeared against the back of her diaper.

She sucked harder. The milk tasted sweet and comforting. Her pussy grew wet again inside the clean padding. This time the slickness felt different. It came from safety instead of fear. The bond wrapped tighter around her heart. It whispered that this was right. That she belonged here.

Gage's hand slid down to cup the front of her diaper. He pressed gently. Not to tease. Just to remind her of the new reality. "This stays on until I change you again. No arguments. No trying to prove how big you are. You are mine to care for now. Completely."

Lila nodded around the bottle. Milk dribbled from the corner of her mouth. Gage wiped it away with his thumb. His golden eyes held hers. The look in them made her feel seen all the way down to her soul. The wildlife biologist who measured scat and set camera traps felt very far away. The little mate in his lap felt real.

He rocked them for long minutes. The nursery lights cast soft shadows across the walls. The crib waited in the corner. Shelves of diapers and powders stood ready for whatever she needed. Lila finished the bottle. Gage eased the nipple from her mouth and set it aside.

She rested her head against his shoulder. The thick diaper crinkled when she shifted. The sound no longer shocked her. It felt like part of her now. Like the mate bond. Like calling him Daddy.

"You did so well," he whispered against her hair. "My perfect little one. Tomorrow we will bring your backpack inside. But it stays packed. You will not need those clothes anymore. Not the way you used to."

Lila shivered. Part of her wanted to protest. The rest of her wanted to stay right here. In this thick dry diaper. In his oversized t-shirt. In his strong arms. The warmth from her accident had faded. The new warmth came from deeper inside. From the place that had always wanted to be held like this.

Gage reached for something on the small table beside the chair. A soft onesie. Pale yellow with little snaps at the crotch. He held it up so she could see it. "Time to get you properly dressed for rest, baby girl."

He stood up with her still in his arms. Lila wrapped her legs around his waist. The fresh diaper felt bulky and secure between them. He carried her back to the changing table one more time. This change went faster. He laid her down. Unsnapped the t-shirt. Slid it off her arms.

The onesie came next. He worked her legs through the openings. The soft fabric slid up her thighs. When he pulled it over her diaper, the snaps met with quiet clicks. One. Two. Three. The padding became even more secure. Trapped. Held. Controlled.

Gage lifted her again. Back to the rocking chair. Back into his lap. He picked up a second bottle he had prepared earlier. This one had a different nipple. Smaller. Softer. He brought it to her mouth.

"Suck for Daddy," he said. "Let me see those pretty lips work while I hold you."

Lila obeyed. The milk flowed again. She sucked steadily. Her eyes grew heavy. The rocking motion combined with the thick onesie and the dry diaper created a cocoon of safety. Gage's hard cock remained pressed against her padded bottom. His breathing had grown deeper. Rougher. Her surrender excited him as much as it calmed her.

She thought about the wolves she used to track. How they had packs. How the alphas protected the young and the weak. For the first time she understood that protection did not make her weak. It made her complete.

Tears slipped down her cheeks again. These were quiet tears. Happy ones mixed with the last bits of resistance leaving her body. Gage wiped them away without stopping the rocking.

"Tomorrow Daddy will show you the rest of the rules," he murmured. "Bedtimes at eight. Permission for everything. Even when you get to feel pleasure. But tonight you only need to drink and rest in your diaper like a good girl."

Lila sucked harder. The milk warmed her from the inside. The onesie hugged her body. The diaper held her like an embrace. She felt the bond settle deeper into her bones. This was not the end of who she was. This was the beginning of who she had always been underneath the heavy field jacket and the scientific notebooks.

Gage's hand rested possessively over the front of her onesie. Right where the diaper bulged. He gave a gentle pat. The crinkle sounded soft now. Comforting.

"My little mate," he whispered. "Finally home."

She kept sucking the bottle. The nursery felt warmer with every rock of the chair. The snow kept falling outside. Inside, Lila surrendered another piece of herself. The warmth that spread this time came from deep acceptance. Not from her body failing her. But from her body finally telling the truth.

She belonged to Daddy now.

And the thought made her suck the bottle even harder while her padded bottom rested against his hard cock. The rocking chair creaked gently. The bond sang between them. Tomorrow would bring more rules. More surrender. More of this perfect, terrifying care.

For now she drank. She rested. She let the thick diaper and soft onesie hold her together while Gage held everything else.

The fierce wildlife biologist had taken her last solo trek.

The little mate had come home to stay.

The End of Chapter 5


Chapter 6: Trembling in the Cradle

Lila kept sucking the second bottle. The warm milk slid down her throat in steady gulps. Her body felt heavy and content in Gage's lap inside the quiet nursery.

His naked chest rose and fell against her cheek. The thick diaper crinkled softly every time the rocking chair moved. She could feel his hard cock pressing up against the padded bottom of the onesie.

Gage pulled the bottle from her lips with gentle care. A thin trail of milk ran down her chin. He wiped it away with his thumb.

"Enough milk for now, princess," he said. His voice stayed low and calm. "Daddy needs to check his girl."

Lila shifted in his lap. The pale yellow onesie felt soft against her powdered skin. Her clit still throbbed from earlier touches. The mate bond hummed warmly in her chest.

Gage reached down and unsnapped the three clicks at her crotch. Cool air touched the front of her diaper. He slid his large hand over the thick padding and pressed firmly.

"Still dry," he murmured. Pride filled his tone. "Such a good girl holding it after that big feeding."

Her face grew warm. The words made her pussy clench inside the clean diaper. She hated how quickly her body responded to his praise. But she loved it too.

Gage stood up with her in his arms like she weighed nothing. He carried her the few steps to the changing table and laid her down on the padded surface. The thick diaper crinkled loudly under her.

"Stay right there, little one." He walked to the shelf and picked up the small training plug from the bowl. Then he selected a smooth pink remote-controlled egg. The toy looked small but powerful in his hand.

Lila's breath quickened. She watched his every move. Her independent mind tried to surface for a moment. She used to track wolves alone for weeks. Now she lay here waiting for Daddy to fill her.

The thought made fresh slick gather between her legs.

Gage returned to stand between her spread thighs. His golden eyes locked on hers. His cock stood hard and thick. A clear bead of precum glistened at the tip.

"Deep breath for Daddy." He unsnapped the onesie completely and folded the fabric up to her chest. The thick diaper came into full view. He peeled the tapes open with steady hands.

Cool air kissed her powdered pussy. She was already wet again. The scent of baby powder mixed with her arousal.

Gage took the small plug first. He coated it with clear lube from a bottle on the shelf. The plug pressed against her tight hole. He worked it in slowly with careful circles.

"There we go," he said softly. "Take it for me."

Lila moaned as the widest part stretched her. The plug slid home with a soft pop. Her body gripped it tight. The fullness felt familiar now. Right.

Gage wiped his hands on a clean cloth. Then he picked up the pink egg. He ran it through her wet folds first. The smooth surface teased her clit. Her hips jerked.

"This goes in your pretty pussy," he told her. "Daddy is going to control it while he rocks you. You will not cum until I say. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy." The words left her mouth easily now.

He pushed the egg inside her with two fingers. The stretch combined with the plug made her gasp. Both toys filled her completely. Her inner walls fluttered around the new intrusion.

Gage taped the diaper back into place. He snapped the onesie closed again. The toys stayed locked inside the thick padding. Every small movement made her feel them.

He reached into a drawer and pulled out two soft pink wrist cuffs. The material looked like velvet on the inside. He fastened one around each of her wrists. Then he clipped them together in front of her with a short soft chain.

"These stay on tonight," he said. "Little girls need help remembering who is in control."

Lila tested the cuffs. They held her hands close together but did not hurt. The restriction sent a fresh wave of heat through her belly. She felt smaller. More his.

Gage lifted her back into his arms. He carried her to the rocking chair and settled her sideways in his lap. His hard cock nestled against her thickly padded bottom. The toys shifted inside her with the movement.

The bond pulsed stronger between them. His golden eyes softened with tender possession.

He picked up the small remote from the side table. His thumb hovered over the button. "We're going to play a game, baby girl. Daddy will turn this on and make you feel good. But you ask permission before you cum. Every single time."

Lila nodded. Her breathing already grew faster. The plug and egg pressed against sensitive spots with every breath.

Gage clicked the remote. A low vibration started inside her pussy. The egg buzzed gently against her walls. The sensation traveled through the diaper padding in soft waves.

She gasped. Her cuffed hands pressed against his chest. The vibration felt perfect. Not too strong. Just enough to make her clit throb harder.

"Good girl," Gage praised. His voice dropped lower. "Feel how Daddy controls your pleasure now."

He rocked the chair slowly. The motion pushed the toys deeper with each sway. Lila's thighs trembled. Wetness leaked around the egg and soaked into the diaper.

The vibration increased. Gage had turned it up without warning. Her mouth fell open. A soft moan escaped. The buildup started fast in her belly.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "Can I cum?"

"Not yet." He clicked the remote again. The vibrations stopped completely.

Lila whimpered. Her body ached with need. The sudden denial made her pussy clench hard around the egg. She shifted in his lap. The diaper crinkled loudly.

Gage stroked her hair. His free hand rested possessively over the front of her onesie. Right where her clit hid under layers of padding.

"Breath, little one. Daddy knows what you need."

He waited until her breathing slowed. Then he turned the egg back on. This time the vibrations came in pulses. Short bursts that made her jerk in his arms.

The pleasure built faster than before. Her cuffed hands gripped his shoulder. She could feel his cock leaking against her diaper. His own breathing had grown rough.

The bond flared hot in her chest. It loved her surrender. It loved how completely she gave herself to his control.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Please, Daddy. Please let me cum."

He clicked the remote. Everything stopped again.

Lila cried out in frustration. Her hips rolled against his hand on the diaper. The need felt painful now. Her clit pulsed with every heartbeat. The plug in her ass made every clench stronger.

Tears gathered in her eyes. Not from pain. From the intensity of being held right on the edge.

Gage kissed her forehead. "You are doing so well. Your body wants to obey. I can feel it."

He rocked her for several minutes. The chair creaked gently. The nursery lights cast soft shadows across the crib in the corner. Lila tried to calm down. The toys sat heavy and still inside her.

Then the vibrations returned. Stronger this time. Gage held the remote in one hand and cupped her diaper with the other. He pressed the padding against her clit while the egg buzzed wildly.

Lila's back arched. The pleasure crashed over her like a wave. Her thighs shook. The fullness from both toys pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

"Daddy!" she begged. "I need to cum. Please. I can't hold it."

His golden eyes met hers. "Not yet, princess. Hold it for me."

The command made it harder. She fought the orgasm with everything she had. Her whole body trembled in his lap. Sweat beaded on her skin. The onesie clung to her.

Gage watched her struggle. His cock throbbed against her padded bottom. His own arousal showed in the way his chest rose faster. He enjoyed this. Her denial turned him on.

Just as she thought she would break, he turned the toy off again.

Lila sobbed against his neck. The lost orgasm left her shaking. Her pussy dripped steadily into the diaper now. The padding felt warmer and heavier between her legs.

"Three times," Gage said quietly. "You took three edges like a perfect little mate. I am so proud of you."

He stood up with her in his arms. Her cuffed hands rested against his chest. The toys stayed firmly inside her. The egg remained ready for more.

Gage carried her to the nursery crib. He lowered the side rail with one hand. The wooden bars made a soft sound. The pink sheet inside looked soft and inviting.

He laid her down on her back. The thick diaper crinkled as she settled. Both toys shifted deeper with the movement. Her wrists stayed cuffed in front of her.

Gage unsnapped the onesie at her crotch again. He left the fabric open and folded up. The diaper remained fully on. The pink egg remote sat on the small table beside the crib.

"These stay in all night," he told her. "The egg will turn on when I want it to. Even while you sleep. You will learn that your pleasure belongs to Daddy completely."

Lila looked up at him from the crib. Her body still trembled with denied need. The mate bond wrapped around her heart like a warm chain. She felt claimed. Protected. Owned in the deepest way.

Gage leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. His large hand smoothed over her hair one last time.

"You come only when Daddy says, baby girl. Remember that."

He raised the crib rail with a quiet click. The remote stayed in his hand as he stepped back. His naked body looked powerful in the soft light. His cock still stood hard and ready.

Lila lay there in the crib. The unsnapped onesie left her diaper exposed. The plug and active vibrating egg filled her completely. Soft wrist cuffs kept her hands close together. The thick padding cradled her soaked pussy.

She shifted her hips. The crinkle filled the small space. A new low buzz started inside her without warning.

Her eyes widened. Gage smiled from across the room. His thumb rested on the remote.

The slow burn of another edge began.

And Lila knew this was only the start of what Daddy had planned for his little mate.

The End of Chapter 6


Chapter 7: Little in the Moonlight

The low buzz inside Lila would not stop. She lay on her back in the crib with her wrists cuffed together. The short chain kept her hands resting just below her breasts.

Her pale yellow onesie stayed unsnapped. The fabric bunched up around her chest like a useless scarf. The thick diaper felt warm and heavy between her legs. Her own slick had soaked the padding after all those edges in the rocking chair.

She breathed through her mouth. Each small shift made the training plug press deeper into her ass. The pink egg hummed steadily against her inner walls. Her clit throbbed in time with the vibrations.

Gage stood across the room. His naked body glowed in the moonlight that poured through the nursery window. His cock stood thick and hard. He held the remote in one loose hand and watched her with calm golden eyes.

Lila whimpered. The sound slipped out before she could catch it. She hated how needy she sounded. Only hours ago she had been a wildlife biologist who spent weeks alone in the Montana snow. Now she lay here in a wet diaper, plugged and vibrating, waiting for her Daddy to decide what happened next.

The bond in her chest pulled tighter. It liked this. It liked her small and open and dripping for him.

Gage finally moved. His bare feet made almost no sound on the wooden floor. He set the remote on the side table and lowered the crib rail with one hand. The wood clicked softly into place.

"Come here, baby girl." His voice stayed low and steady. "Daddy needs to take care of his little mate."

He reached in and lifted her like she weighed nothing. Lila's cuffed hands pressed against his bare chest. The heat of his skin made her shiver. The toys shifted inside her with the movement. A fresh gush of wetness flooded the diaper.

Gage carried her to the changing table. He laid her on her back. The moonlight followed them across the room and painted silver stripes across her body. He stood between her spread thighs and looked down at her with that flawless control.

"Such a wet little girl." He ran one large hand over the front of her diaper. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet nursery. "All that slick from Daddy's toys. You took three edges so well earlier. Now it is time for something different."

Lila's breath caught. She wanted to ask what he meant. The words would not come. Her independent mind tried to push forward one last time. She had published papers on wolf pack behavior. She had survived blizzards that killed grown men. Yet here she was, trembling because her Daddy had not let her cum.

The thought made her pussy clench hard around the vibrating egg.

Gage unsnapped the rest of the onesie. He folded the fabric all the way up to her chin. Then he peeled the tapes of the diaper open one by one. Cool air touched her soaked skin. The scent of baby powder and her own arousal filled the room.

He eased the pink egg out first. It came free with a wet sound. Lila moaned as the vibrations stopped. Her empty pussy fluttered around nothing. Slick dripped down between her cheeks and over the base of the plug still in her ass.

"Easy, princess." Gage set the egg aside. He coated his fingers with fresh lube and slowly pulled the training plug out too. The stretch made her gasp. Her hole clenched after it, already missing the fullness.

She lay there completely open. The moonlight showed everything. Her puffy pussy glistened. Her clit stood swollen and red. The wet diaper lay open beneath her like proof of how far she had fallen.

Gage did not rush. He took a warm cloth and cleaned her with slow strokes. The cloth moved over her mound, then between her folds. He circled her clit three times. Lila's hips jerked up without permission.

"Please, Daddy." Her voice came out small. "I need to cum so badly. I have been good."

He looked at her. His golden eyes held hers without blinking. "You have been very good. Tonight Daddy is going to let his baby girl finish. But you will do it on my fingers while I hold you. Then we start fresh."

Lila almost cried with relief. The bond sang louder inside her chest. She felt the last pieces of her old self crack and fall away. The fierce woman who tracked wolves alone wanted to argue. The little mate underneath only wanted to obey.

Gage lifted her again. This time he carried her to the wide rocking chair near the window. Moonlight poured over both of them. He sat down and settled her sideways in his lap. His hard cock rested against her bare thigh. The heat of it made her mouth water.

He kept one arm around her back. The other hand slid between her legs. Two thick fingers traced her slick pussy lips. He pushed them inside her slowly. Lila moaned and dropped her head against his bare shoulder.

"So tight." His voice rumbled in his chest. "Even after the toys. Your body still fights to keep Daddy out. But you will let me in, baby girl. All the way."

He curled his fingers and stroked that perfect spot inside her. His thumb found her clit and rubbed slow circles. Lila's cuffed hands grabbed at his chest. The chain between her wrists clinked softly. She could not spread her legs wider. She could only take what he gave.

The pleasure built fast. All the edges from earlier had left her aching and ready. Her thighs started to shake. Wet sounds filled the nursery as his fingers thrust in and out.

"Daddy," she gasped. "I am close already. Please can I cum?"

Gage kissed the top of her head. "Not yet. Breathe through it. Let me feel you fight for me."

She tried. She really tried. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers. The bond flared hot between them. Gage kept the same steady rhythm. His thumb never stopped its perfect circles on her swollen clit.

The moonlight made everything feel softer and sharper at the same time. Lila could see their reflection in the dark window. A huge naked man holding a small woman in a wet diaper and open onesie. She looked tiny against him. She looked owned.

The orgasm rushed closer. Her belly tightened. Her toes curled.

"Please, Daddy! I cannot hold it!" Her voice broke on the last word.

"Cum for me, good girl."

The praise hit her like a strike of lightning. Lila came hard. Her pussy clenched around his fingers in strong waves. Fresh slick gushed over his hand and down her ass. She cried out against his neck. Her whole body shook. The orgasm rolled through her for long seconds, leaving her limp and panting.

Gage kept stroking her through it. Gentle now. Soothing. He whispered praise against her hair. "That is my baby girl. So beautiful when you let go. Daddy is so proud."

Lila sobbed quietly. Not from shame. From pure relief. The fierce biologist inside her had gone quiet. The little mate felt warm and small and safe in his arms. The mate bond wrapped around her heart like a soft blanket.

Gage eased his fingers out. He brought them to her mouth. "Clean Daddy's hand, princess."

She opened without thinking. She sucked his fingers clean of her own taste. The act felt intimate and dirty and perfect. When he pulled them free, he kissed her softly on the lips.

"Now we get you ready for proper rest."

He carried her back to the changing table. The wet diaper went into the pail with a soft thud. Gage took his time powdering her again. The sweet scent filled the air. He rubbed it everywhere, even between her cheeks where the plug had been.

He chose a fresh diaper. This one looked even thicker than the last. White with delicate pink tapes. He lifted her legs and slid it under her. The plush padding felt cool and dry against her sensitive skin.

Before he taped it up, he picked up the training plug again. He coated it with more lube. "This goes back in, little one. Daddy wants you full while you sleep."

Lila nodded. She lifted her hips for him. The plug slid home easier this time. Her body accepted it. Then came the pink egg. He pushed it deep into her pussy and smiled when her walls fluttered around it.

He taped the new diaper snugly into place. The bulk pushed her thighs apart. Gage reached for a new onesie from the shelf. This one was baby-blue with little white stars across the chest. It had snaps at the crotch and short sleeves.

He worked her legs through the openings. The soft fabric slid up her thighs and over the thick diaper. He snapped the crotch closed with three quiet clicks. The padding became locked in tight. Controlled. Held.

Lila felt smaller than ever. The color made her feel even more like his little mate. She looked down at herself. The baby-blue onesie hugged her body. The diaper bulged obviously between her legs. Moonlight made the stars on her chest glow.

Gage removed the wrist cuffs next. He kissed each wrist where the velvet had left faint lines. "These come off for now. You earned it by cumming so sweetly for Daddy."

He reached into a drawer and pulled out a soft pacifier. The nipple was pale pink. He brushed it across her bottom lip. "Open for me, baby girl."

Lila parted her lips. The pacifier slid in. She started to suck without being told. The rhythmic motion calmed the last racing thoughts in her head. She felt the regression settle deeper into her bones. No more solo treks. No more proving how strong she was alone. Just this.

Gage picked her up again. He carried her back to the rocking chair. This time he settled her facing him. Skin to skin. He had not put on a shirt. Her cheek pressed against his bare chest. She could hear his strong heartbeat.

He reached for a fresh bottle from the warmer. The milk inside smelled sweet. He tested it on his wrist, then brought the nipple to her mouth beside the pacifier.

"Trade with me," he murmured. "Bottle for Daddy now. The pacifier can stay close."

Lila let the pacifier fall into his waiting hand. She took the bottle instead. Warm milk flowed across her tongue as she sucked. Gage rocked them slowly. One large hand rubbed her back in long strokes. The other held the bottle steady.

The moonlight streamed over them both. Lila felt completely surrounded by him. His scent filled her nose. He smelled like pine and musk and safety. The bond purred in her chest. She sucked harder.

Gage leaned down and rubbed his cheek against the top of her head. Then her temple. Then her neck. He was scenting her. Marking her with his smell so every wolf in the territory would know she belonged to him.

"My perfect little mate," he whispered. "You tracked wolves for years. Now you are part of the pack in the best way. Safe. Diapered. Owned."

Lila moaned around the bottle. The words made fresh heat bloom low in her belly even after the huge orgasm. The egg inside her stayed quiet for now. The plug shifted every time the chair rocked. She felt full and small and completely cared for.

Gage kept rocking. The chair creaked gently under their weight. He never hurried. He let her drink at her own pace. When milk dribbled from the corner of her mouth, he wiped it away with his thumb and smiled.

"Look at you in your new blue onesie. So pretty for Daddy. The thick diaper will keep you dry until morning. The toys will remind you who you belong to while you sleep."

Lila finished the bottle. Gage set it aside and slipped the pacifier back into her mouth. She sucked it gratefully. He pulled her even closer against his bare chest. Her legs straddled his lap now. The bulky diaper pressed against his hard cock.

She could feel how much he wanted her. Yet he stayed patient. His control never slipped. That made her melt even more.

The moonlight shifted across the floor as the night grew later. Lila rested her head on his shoulder. The pacifier moved steadily in her mouth. The baby-blue onesie felt soft and warm. The fresh diaper cradled her with plush thickness. The plug and egg stayed locked inside her, silent for now but ready whenever Daddy chose.

She thought about her research backpack still abandoned in the snow. Tomorrow Gage would bring it inside. He would unpack it and put her old clothes away. She would not need them anymore. The realization did not scare her like it would have two days ago.

It felt right.

Gage's hand smoothed down her back and patted the padded bottom of her onesie. The crinkle sounded soft and comforting.

"You are exactly where you belong, baby girl. In the moonlight. In my arms. In your diaper. Tomorrow Daddy will teach you the rest of the rules. Bedtimes. Permission for everything. But tonight you only need to suck your paci and let me hold you."

Lila sighed around the pacifier. Her eyes grew heavy. The bond felt warm and golden in her chest. She was no longer the lone wolf biologist. She was Gage's little mate. His good girl. His to dress and feed and fill and love.

She curled tighter against his bare chest. The rocking chair kept moving in slow, steady rhythm. Moonlight bathed them both. The nursery felt like the safest place in the world.

Wearing a baby-blue snap-crotch onesie over a fresh diaper, pacifier in mouth, wrist cuffs removed, curled against Gage's bare chest in the rocking chair, Lila finally let the last of her old life drift away.

The End of Chapter 7


Chapter 8: Crinkle Beneath Silk

Gage stopped the rocking chair with one foot.

Lila stirred against his bare chest. The pacifier moved steadily in her mouth. She felt the thick diaper press between her thighs and the toys shift inside her as she woke up.

"Daddy has a new lesson for his little mate tonight," he said. His voice stayed low and calm. "We are going to the bar."

Lila blinked slowly. The nursery lights felt soft around them. Her baby-blue onesie hugged her body and the snaps at her crotch kept the fresh diaper locked tight. She sucked harder on the pacifier. The thought of leaving this safe room made her stomach flutter.

Gage lifted her from his lap like she weighed nothing. He carried her to the changing table and set her down gently. His golden eyes never left her face. He reached for the remote on the side table and slipped it into his pocket.

"First we make you look pretty for Daddy."

He unsnapped the three clicks at her crotch. The baby-blue fabric parted. Cool air touched the thick white diaper with its delicate pink tapes. Lila's cheeks grew warm. She still felt like the competent biologist who once tracked wolves alone, but that woman felt farther away every hour.

Gage did not remove the diaper. He kept the toys inside her. The small training plug filled her ass. The pink egg sat deep in her pussy, waiting for his command. He picked up a soft emerald dress from the shelf. The fabric looked silky and elegant.

"Arms up, princess."

Lila raised her cuffed-free hands. He slid the dress over her head. The silk whispered down her body and settled over the baby-blue onesie and bulky diaper. The hem reached just above her knees. From a distance she might look like any woman in a pretty dress. Up close the crinkle would give her away.

Gage smoothed the fabric over her padded bottom. His large hand pressed firmly. The diaper crinkled loudly under the silk. Lila whimpered around her pacifier. The sound mixed with her old pride and new surrender.

"Such a good girl," he praised. The words hit deep in her belly. Her pussy clenched around the egg. Fresh slick leaked into the padding.

He removed the pacifier from her mouth and set it aside. Then he carried her out of the nursery and through the cabin. The truck waited outside. Gage buckled her into the passenger seat with careful hands. The thick diaper made her sit higher. Every small movement made the toys shift inside her.

The drive to town stayed quiet. Snow crunched under the tires. Lila kept her hands folded in her lap. The emerald dress looked beautiful in the dashboard lights. Underneath it she wore her shame and her safety all at once.

Gage parked behind the bar. The building stood dark and empty. He owned it. No one would come tonight. He lifted her from the truck and carried her inside through the back door.

The bar smelled like wood polish and faint whiskey. Soft lights glowed above the counter. Gage set Lila on a tall barstool near the end. Her bottom pressed against the smooth wood. The diaper crinkled loudly as she settled. The silk dress did nothing to hide the sound.

"Stay right there, baby girl."

He walked behind the bar and poured two glasses of water. His naked chest from the nursery had been replaced with a simple black shirt and jeans. He still moved with that flawless grace. Always one step ahead.

Lila tried to sit still. The training plug felt bigger in this new position. The pink egg pressed against a sensitive spot. Her thighs could not close completely because of the thick padding. She looked at the rows of bottles behind him and remembered her research notes about wolf packs. That life felt like a dream now.

Gage slid one glass across the bar to her. "Drink, little one. Then we will talk."

She took a sip. The cool water helped her dry throat. Gage watched her with calm golden eyes. He leaned on the bar, close enough to reach her.

"Tell Daddy about the last wolf pack you tracked," he said. "The one before the storm found you."

Lila opened her mouth to answer. Before she could speak, Gage pulled the remote from his pocket. His thumb pressed the button.

The egg buzzed to life inside her pussy.

A low vibration started deep in her core. Lila gasped. Her hands gripped the edge of the bar. The silk dress shifted over her padded bottom and made another loud crinkle.

"Daddy," she whispered. The word came out shaky.

"Talk, baby girl. Tell me about the wolves." His voice stayed steady. He did not smile. He simply waited.

Lila tried to focus. The vibration hummed against her inner walls. It felt stronger than it had in the nursery. Her clit throbbed in time with the pulses. She shifted on the stool and the diaper crinkled again beneath the silk.

"They... they had three pups this year," she managed. Her voice sounded breathy. "The alpha female led them through the valley. I followed their tracks for six days."

Gage turned the vibration up one level. The egg buzzed harder. Lila's thighs trembled. Wetness flooded around the toy and soaked into the diaper. The padding grew warm and heavy between her legs.

"Keep going," he said. "What did the alpha male do?"

Lila's breath hitched. The plug in her ass made every clench stronger. She could feel both toys working together. Her independent mind fought for control. She used to write scientific reports about these wolves. Now she sat here in a diaper and dress, trying not to moan in front of her Daddy.

"He... he protected the den," she continued. Her hips rolled forward without permission. The crinkle sounded obscene in the empty bar. "He marked the territory every morning. I stayed hidden in my blind."

Gage walked around the bar. He stopped beside her stool. One large hand rested on her silk-covered knee. He slid it slowly up under the hem of the dress until his fingers pressed against the front of her diaper.

"Daddy's going to check if his girl is wet."

The words made her moan. His fingers rubbed the thick padding in slow circles. The vibration continued inside her. The crinkle mixed with the wet sounds of her slick soaking the diaper. Lila's face burned hot.

"You are soaked, princess." His voice dropped lower. "Your body loves when Daddy controls you in new places."

He kept the pressure on her clit through the layers. The silk dress hid his hand but not the sounds. Every small movement made the diaper crinkle loudly. Lila gripped the bar harder. Her knuckles turned white.

"Please, Daddy," she gasped. "It feels too good."

He clicked the remote again. The vibrations changed to strong pulses. One second on. One second off. The pattern drove her crazy. Her pussy fluttered around the egg. The buildup started fast and deep in her belly.

"Finish your story, baby girl. What happened on the seventh day?"

Lila could barely think. The pleasure climbed higher with each pulse. Her thighs shook on the stool. The thick diaper made her legs spread wider. She felt small and exposed even though the bar stood empty.

"The pack moved to new hunting grounds," she whispered. Her voice cracked. "I lost their trail in the snow. That was when... when the storm hit."

Gage leaned close. His breath brushed her ear. "Good girl. You tracked them so well. Now you belong to a different kind of pack."

He pressed the remote again. The egg went to full power. The strong vibrations shook through her entire pelvis. Lila cried out. The sound echoed in the empty bar. Her hips jerked forward and the diaper crinkled sharply under the silk dress.

The orgasm rushed toward her fast. All the edges from the night before had left her desperate. She felt her pussy contract around the buzzing toy. Her ass clenched on the plug. The silk dress felt too hot against her skin.

"Daddy, please," she begged. "I need to cum. Please let me cum."

His hand stayed firm on the front of her diaper. He rubbed faster now. The crinkle mixed with the wet sounds of her soaked padding. Gage's golden eyes stayed locked on her face. He watched every tremble, every gasp.

"Not yet, little one. Hold it for me. Show Daddy how well you can obey."

Lila sobbed. The denial hurt in the sweetest way. Her body fought to cum anyway. She rocked on the stool and the crinkle grew louder. The silk slid over the bulky diaper with every movement. The contrast made her feel even more helpless.

Gage slipped his hand under the dress completely. He found the leg opening of the onesie and unsnapped two of the clicks. His fingers slid inside the diaper from the side. They touched her slick folds around the vibrating egg.

"So wet for Daddy," he murmured. His fingers circled her swollen clit. "Your body betrays you every time. That is why you need me to take control."

The direct touch pushed her right to the edge. Lila trembled hard. Her breathing came in short gasps. The barstool felt unsteady beneath her padded bottom. She could smell the baby powder mixed with her arousal.

"Please, Daddy! I can't hold it anymore!"

Gage pulled his hand free and snapped the onesie closed again. He clicked the remote twice. The vibrations dropped to a low teasing buzz. The sudden change left her aching and empty.

Lila whimpered. Tears gathered in her eyes. Not from sadness. From the intensity of being kept right there, owned so completely in this public place even though no one else could see.

Gage kissed her temple. "You did so well, baby girl. Daddy is proud. Now you will sit here and finish your water while the egg stays on low. We are going to talk more about your old life. Every time you squirm, the crinkle will remind you who you are now."

He walked back behind the bar and picked up his own glass. His movements stayed unhurried. Perfectly controlled. The bulge in his jeans showed how much this affected him too. His own breathing had grown rougher.

Lila sat on the barstool. The emerald silk dress looked innocent from the outside. Underneath the thick diaper cradled her soaked pussy. The pink egg continued its low buzz. The training plug kept her full. Every tiny shift made the plastic crinkle loudly beneath the silk.

She picked up her water with shaking hands. The cold glass felt good against her hot skin. Gage watched her drink. His golden eyes held that calm possession that made her melt.

"Tell me what you used to do after a long day tracking," he said. The remote stayed in his hand. His thumb hovered over the buttons. "Did you take hot showers? Sleep in a big empty bed?"

Lila nodded. The low vibration kept her right on the edge of desperation. "Yes, Daddy. I would write my notes and drink coffee. Then I would sleep alone."

The words felt strange now. That independent woman seemed like someone else. Gage clicked the remote once. The vibrations grew stronger again. Lila gasped and gripped the bar.

"Keep talking," he ordered softly.

She struggled to form sentences. Her clit throbbed. The diaper felt heavier as more slick leaked into it. The crinkle sounded constant now because she could not stop shifting on the stool. The silk dress whispered against the padding with every breath.

"I... I liked being alone," she managed. Her voice shook. "But it was never this safe. Never this..."

"Never this complete," Gage finished for her. He leaned across the bar and cupped her flushed cheek. "You do not have to be alone anymore, princess. Daddy will track you. Daddy will care for you. Daddy will decide when you cum."

The words pushed her closer to the edge again. Lila's thighs pressed together as much as the bulky diaper allowed. The toys worked inside her. The bar lights reflected in the mirror behind the bottles and showed her flushed face.

Gage clicked the remote one more time. The vibrations surged higher. Lila moaned loudly. The sound bounced off the empty bar walls. Her body started to shake on the stool.

"Now, baby girl. Cum for Daddy right here on this stool. Let me see how pretty you look when you surrender."

The permission broke her completely. Lila came hard. Her pussy clenched in strong waves around the buzzing egg. The orgasm crashed through her like a mountain storm. She cried out and gripped the bar with both hands. Fresh cum soaked the diaper in hot pulses. The padding swelled between her legs.

Her whole body trembled. The silk dress stuck to her damp skin. The crinkle continued with every involuntary jerk of her hips. Gage watched her through the entire orgasm. His eyes glowed with primal satisfaction.

Lila panted when the waves finally slowed. The egg continued its low buzz. Her cheeks burned. She felt exposed even in the empty bar. The thick diaper held all the evidence of what just happened.

Gage walked around the bar again. He gathered her into his arms and held her against his chest. One hand patted her padded bottom through the silk dress. The crinkle sounded soft and comforting now.

"Such a good girl," he whispered against her hair. "You held conversation while Daddy played with you. Tomorrow we will add more rules. Bedtimes. Permission to speak. Permission to touch yourself. But for now you will sit here a little longer with the egg still active."

He lifted her back onto the barstool. The wet diaper squished beneath her. The vibrations continued without mercy. Lila flushed deeper. She looked at him with wide eyes full of surrender and love.

Gage smiled slowly. "Tell Daddy how it feels, little one."

Wearing a soft emerald dress over a still-diapered bottom containing the active vibrating egg, seated on a barstool at the empty bar, Lila flushed and trembled as another wave of pleasure began to build.

The End of Chapter 8


Chapter 9: The Breaking Point

The vibration inside Lila jumped higher without warning.

She gripped the edge of the bar hard. Her knuckles turned white against the polished wood.

"Daddy," she gasped. The word came out broken and needy in the empty bar.

Gage stood right beside her stool. His large hand rested on her silk-covered thigh. He looked calm and perfect in his black shirt. His golden eyes watched every twitch of her body.

"Tell Daddy how it feels, baby girl," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Use your words like a big girl while your pussy squeezes that egg."

Lila tried to speak. The low buzz had turned into steady pulses that hit her deepest spot. Her soaked diaper felt even heavier now. Fresh slick mixed with the cum already inside the padding.

"It feels... too much," she whispered. Her hips rolled forward on the stool. The crinkle sounded loud under the emerald dress. "I already came once. My clit is throbbing, Daddy. Please."

He smiled slowly. One finger traced the hem of her dress. "Good girl for telling the truth. But we are not done. Your body needs to learn that pleasure belongs to me now."

She felt the old Lila flicker inside her chest. The wildlife biologist who once spent weeks alone in the snow would have pulled away. She would have demanded control. That woman felt like a shadow now. The bond in her heart pushed her deeper into surrender. She wanted his rules. She wanted his care.

Gage turned the remote up another notch. The egg buzzed harder against her walls. Lila moaned and leaned forward. Her breasts pressed against the silk fabric of the dress. Her nipples had grown tight and sensitive.

"Finish your water," he ordered. "Then Daddy will take you home to the nursery. There are new things we need to explore tonight."

She drank with shaking hands. Each swallow made her belly feel fuller from the warm milk earlier. The plug in her ass shifted every time she moved. Both toys worked together to keep her right on the edge.

Gage lifted her from the stool when she finished. He carried her out the back door like she weighed nothing. The cold night air touched her flushed cheeks. Snow crunched under his boots as he placed her in the truck.

The drive back to the cabin felt endless. He kept one hand on her thigh while the other held the wheel. The egg stayed active on that maddening setting. Lila squirmed in her seat. The diaper crinkled constantly beneath the silk dress and blue onesie.

By the time they reached the nursery, she trembled with need. Her skin felt hot everywhere. The baby powder scent mixed with her own arousal and filled her nose.

Gage carried her straight to the changing table. He set her down gently on the padded surface. His hands moved with flawless control as he unzipped the emerald dress and lifted it over her head.

The silk whispered away. Lila sat there in just the baby-blue onesie and thick diaper. The snaps at her crotch looked so small under his large fingers.

"Arms up, princess," he said.

She obeyed without thinking. He peeled the onesie off next. The fabric slid over her shoulders and down her body. Cool air kissed her skin. Her breasts felt heavy and full now that nothing covered them. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks.

Gage ran one finger over her left nipple. "These are so pretty when they get hard for Daddy."

He reached into a drawer and pulled out two small silver clamps. They had soft rubber tips and a thin chain connecting them. Lila's breath caught.

"These will help you focus," he told her. "Breathe for me, baby girl."

He pinched her right nipple first. The sharp bite made her cry out. Pain flashed hot, then melted into a deep throb. He attached the clamp carefully. Her breast felt trapped and owned. He did the same to the left side. The chain dangled between her breasts and tugged with every breath.

Lila sobbed softly. The clamps sent sparks straight to her clit. Her pussy clenched hard around the still-vibrating egg.

Gage kissed her forehead. "Such a good girl taking her new toys. Look at you. My fierce wolf tracker reduced to this. Breasts clamped. Diaper soaked. Trembling for Daddy's attention."

He unsnapped the crotch of the onesie completely and peeled the thick diaper open. The tapes ripped loudly. Cool air hit her wet pussy and ass. The scent of powder and slick filled the room. He left the toys inside her for now.

"Legs apart," he commanded.

Lila spread her thighs. Gage brought out the spreader bar from under the table. The metal gleamed under the nursery lights. He locked it between her ankles with two firm clicks. Her legs stayed forced open. She could not close them even a little. The position left her completely exposed.

Her heart raced. The independent woman inside her wanted to protest. She had faced blizzards alone. She had published papers that experts respected. Yet here she lay with clamps on her nipples and her holes filled while her Daddy prepared to play.

The bond hummed louder in her chest. It loved this. It loved her small and open and desperate.

Gage turned the egg to a higher setting. The vibrations grew stronger. He grasped the base of the training plug and slowly moved it in and out. The stretch made her moan loudly.

"Daddy," she begged. "I need to cum. Please let me cum."

"Not yet," he said calmly. "Daddy wants to taste his little mate first."

He lowered his head between her spread legs. His warm breath brushed her swollen clit. Then his tongue licked a slow stripe up her folds around the vibrating egg. The sensation made her hips jerk against the restraints.

Lila cried out. The clamps tugged on her nipples with the movement. Pleasure and pain mixed together until she could not tell them apart. Gage licked again, circling her clit with perfect pressure. His mouth felt hot and wet and relentless.

"You taste so sweet," he murmured against her pussy. "All that slick for me. Your body knows exactly who it belongs to."

He sucked her clit into his mouth while he twisted the plug in her ass. The egg buzzed without mercy. Lila's thighs shook in the spreader bar. The chain between her nipple clamps swung and pulled with every gasp.

Tears ran down her cheeks. She sobbed openly now. The need felt too big for her body. Every edge brought her closer to breaking completely.

Gage lifted his head. His lips glistened with her wetness. "Look at me, baby girl."

She met his golden eyes. He looked so calm and strong above her. His control never slipped.

"You are my perfect pathetic little mate," he said. The words sank deep into her soul. "Crying and leaking and begging while Daddy plays with your holes. This is what you were made for."

The praise hit harder than any orgasm. Shame flooded her, but it only made her wetter. Her pussy fluttered wildly around the egg. More slick leaked out around the toy and dripped onto the open diaper beneath her.

"Please, Daddy," she sobbed. "Your perfect pathetic little mate needs to cum. I cannot hold it. I am breaking for you."

He smiled with dark tenderness. "Not yet. Daddy decides when his girl finishes."

Gage pushed the egg deeper with two fingers. He licked her clit faster now. The combination of his mouth, the buzzing toy, and the moving plug pushed her right to the edge again. Her belly tightened. Her toes curled against the spreader bar.

She fought it. She breathed through the rising wave like he had taught her. But her body betrayed her completely. The clamps made her nipples ache in the best way. Her breasts felt hot and heavy.

Gage reached up with one hand and tugged the chain between her clamps. The sharp pull sent fresh sparks through her. Lila screamed with need. Her sobs grew louder.

He pulled back just as she almost tipped over. The sudden loss of his mouth made her wail. "No, Daddy! Please!"

"Shh," he soothed. He rubbed her trembling thighs with large warm hands. "You are doing so well. Daddy is so proud of how you sob for him."

He removed the egg carefully. It came out with a wet sound. Her empty pussy clenched around nothing. Slick poured from her. He set the toy aside and lowered his mouth again. This time he thrust his tongue inside her while his thumb rubbed tight circles on her clit.

The new sensation broke her even more. Lila's back arched. The nipple clamps pulled hard. Her ass clenched around the plug with every lick.

Gage ate her like a man starving. His sounds mixed with hers. Wet, filthy noises filled the nursery. He groaned against her pussy. His own arousal showed in the hard bulge in his jeans. This affected him too. His control stayed perfect, but his breathing had grown rough.

"You get Daddy so hard when you cry like this," he said between licks. "My perfect pathetic little mate. So strong on the outside. So small and wet and needy for me now."

Lila sobbed harder. The words pushed her closer again. She felt the orgasm building like a storm inside her. Her walls fluttered wildly. The spreader bar kept her open and helpless for his mouth.

"Daddy, I am going to cum," she warned. "I cannot stop it this time. Please, please let your little mate cum."

He sucked her clit hard and thrust two thick fingers inside her. "Cum for Daddy. Cum right now, my perfect pathetic little mate."

The permission shattered her.

Lila came with a broken scream. Her pussy contracted in powerful waves around his fingers. Hot cum gushed out in pulses that soaked his hand and the changing table pad. The orgasm rolled through her for long seconds. Her thighs shook violently in the spreader bar. The nipple clamps made every contraction sharper and sweeter.

She saw stars behind her eyes. Her whole body trembled and jerked. Fresh tears streamed down her face. The release felt devastating after all the edges.

Gage licked her through every wave. He moaned against her sensitive flesh like her pleasure fed him. When the last spasm faded, he kissed her clit softly and pulled his fingers free.

"Good girl," he whispered. The praise wrapped around her like a warm blanket. "You came so hard for Daddy. Look at all that mess. Your body knows exactly what it needs."

Lila panted. She felt limp and floaty. The clamps still bit her nipples. The spreader bar kept her legs open. The plug remained in her ass. She had never felt so owned.

Gage cleaned her with warm cloths. He took his time. The soft fabric moved over her swollen pussy and between her cheeks. He removed the plug next and set it aside. Then he powdered her skin again. The sweet baby powder scent filled the air.

He chose a fresh diaper. This one looked even thicker than the last. White with the same delicate pink tapes. He lifted her legs with the spreader bar still attached and slid the diaper under her bottom.

Before he taped it up, he leaned over her and took one clamped nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently around the metal. The mix of his warm tongue and the tight clamp made her whimper. His other hand cupped her free breast and squeezed softly.

Lila held his head to her chest. The act felt deeply intimate. His large body curled over her smaller one. He nursed at her breast while his hand stroked her hair. The moment felt both humiliating and perfect. A grown woman feeding her Daddy like this. The bond glowed warm in her chest.

He switched to the other nipple and sucked harder. His breathing grew rough again. Lila felt fresh heat bloom between her legs even after the huge orgasm. His arousal pressed against her thigh through his jeans.

When he finally pulled back, his eyes looked darker. "These breasts belong to Daddy now too. So soft and full. Perfect for me to suck while I control the rest of you."

He taped the fresh diaper into place around her. The thick padding pushed her thighs apart even with the spreader bar. The bulk felt comforting and humiliating at the same time. He left the nipple clamps attached exactly as they were.

Gage lifted her from the table. The spreader bar made it awkward but he handled her easily. He carried her to the nursery bed and laid her on her back. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as she settled.

He locked the spreader bar to loops on the bed frame. Her ankles stayed forced apart. She could not close her legs. The position left her completely at his mercy even now.

Lila looked up at him. Her chest rose and fell quickly. The clamps kept her nipples in constant sweet pain. The fresh diaper held her like a warm hug. She felt naked except for that padding and the silver chain between her breasts.

The breaking point had come. She had surrendered everything. The fierce biologist was gone. Only Gage's little mate remained. Safe. Owned. Desperately in love with the control.

Gage brushed hair from her damp forehead. His touch stayed tender despite everything he had done.

"Rest now, baby girl," he said. "The clamps stay on for a while longer. So does the spreader. Tomorrow we begin the full rules. But tonight you will sleep like this. Reminded of exactly who you are."

Completely naked except for a fresh diaper, nipple clamps attached, spreader bar locked between her ankles, lying restrained on the nursery bed, Lila felt the last walls inside her crumble into something beautiful and permanent.

The End of Chapter 9


Chapter 10: The Eternal Den

Gage's fingers traced the chain between Lila's clamped nipples.

The metal links clicked softly. Lila gasped at the fresh tug. Her eyes opened wide in the soft nursery light.

"Look at you, baby girl." His voice rolled deep and steady. "All spread open for Daddy. Clamps on your pretty nipples. Thick diaper between your legs. Exactly how you should be."

Lila's heart hammered. The spreader bar kept her ankles locked far apart. The fresh diaper crinkled when she tried to shift. Her pussy still felt swollen and sensitive from the orgasm he had pulled from her earlier. The silver clamps made her nipples throb in time with her heartbeat.

She was not the woman who tracked wolves anymore. That Lila lived in another world. This Lila only wanted to please her Daddy.

Gage sat on the edge of the bed. His black shirt stretched across his broad chest. He looked calm. Controlled. But his golden eyes burned hotter than before.

He reached down and unlocked the spreader bar from the bed frame loops. The metal clicked open. He removed the bar completely and set it aside. His large hands rubbed her thighs slowly. The massage sent warmth back into her stiff muscles.

"Such a good girl for staying in position all night," he praised.

The words melted straight into her belly. Lila whimpered. Fresh wetness leaked from her pussy into the clean padding.

Gage's hands moved higher. He cupped her diapered mound and pressed firmly. The crinkle filled the room. His palm rubbed in slow circles right over her clit through the thick layers.

"Daddy's going to check if his girl is wet."

Lila moaned. Her hips pushed up before she could stop them. The padding felt warm already. She knew he could feel how soaked she had become just from his touch.

He kept rubbing. The pressure made her clit throb. The nipple clamps pulled with every breath she took. Pain and pleasure twisted together until she could not tell which was which.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered.

Gage smiled. It was a slow, dark smile full of possession. He unsnapped the clamps one at a time. Blood rushed back into her nipples in a hot rush. Lila cried out. The sudden feeling made her back arch.

He leaned down and took one sore nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled gently. The wet heat soothed the ache and made her pussy clench hard. He sucked softly, then harder. His other hand kept rubbing the front of her diaper.

Lila held his head to her chest. The act felt so intimate. A grown woman feeding her Daddy like this. Shame burned in her cheeks, but the shame only made her wetter. She felt her pussy drip more into the padding.

He switched to the other nipple. His sucking grew stronger. Lila heard his breathing change. It got rougher. Deeper. His own cock strained against his jeans. She could see the thick outline. The sight made her mouth water.

Gage pulled back. His lips glistened. "These breasts are mine now. Just like your pussy. Just like your mind. All of you belongs to Daddy."

He stood up and stripped off his shirt. His muscles flexed in the low light. Then he opened his jeans and pushed them down. His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. The head already leaked clear fluid. Lila stared at it. Her body remembered how full he made her feel.

Gage climbed onto the bed between her spread legs. He gripped the pink tapes of her diaper. The sound of them ripping open filled the nursery. Cool air touched her wet folds, but he did not take the diaper away completely. He folded the front down just enough to expose her pussy while the thick padding still cradled her bottom and hips.

She still wore only her diaper. The bulk stayed pressed under her ass. The plastic crinkled loudly with every small movement.

Gage wrapped one hand around his cock and rubbed the head up and down her slick slit. "So wet for me, princess. Your body has been waiting for this."

Lila trembled. The fated bond in her chest glowed hotter than ever. She felt the wild part of him calling to the wild part of her. No more hiding in the wilderness alone. This was her den now.

He pushed inside her in one slow, deep thrust.

Lila moaned loudly. The stretch burned so good. His cock filled her completely. The diaper padding crinkled under her as he pressed her down into the bed. Every thrust made the plastic sound louder.

Gage growled low in his throat. His eyes began to glow brighter gold. Tiny shifts rippled across his shoulders. Dark fur sprouted along his forearms. His nails grew sharper but he kept his touch careful on her skin.

"My little mate," he rasped. His voice sounded rougher now. More primal.

He started to move. Slow at first. Deep, rolling thrusts that made her feel every inch. The diaper crinkled in rhythm with his hips. Lila's hands gripped the sheets. Her sore nipples bounced with each thrust. The baby powder scent mixed with the smell of sex.

She felt small under him. Safe. Owned. His large body covered hers completely. One of his clawed hands gripped her hip. Not hard enough to hurt. Just hard enough to remind her who controlled every movement.

"Daddy," she gasped. "You feel so big."

He thrust harder. The wet sounds of her pussy mixed with the constant crinkle of the diaper. Lila's clit rubbed against the folded padding with every stroke. The friction drove her wild.

Gage leaned down. His fangs had lengthened. She saw the sharp points when he spoke.

"This is your place, baby girl. Under Daddy. In your diaper. Taking my cock like the perfect little mate you were born to be."

Lila's mind spun. She remembered cold nights alone in her tent. Tracking wolf prints in the snow. Writing reports no one would ever read again. That life felt so far away. This life felt real. The crinkle under her ass. The stretch of his cock. The way his golden eyes never left her face.

She started to beg without thinking.

"Please, Daddy. Please can I cum? I need to cum on your cock."

Gage growled again. The sound vibrated through his chest into hers. His partial shift made him look even bigger. More dangerous. More hers.

"Not yet," he said. "Daddy is going to claim you first."

He sped up. The thrusts grew faster. Harder. The nursery bed creaked under them. Lila's moans turned into sharp cries. Her pussy fluttered around his thick cock. The diaper padding grew warmer and wetter under her bottom from all the slick leaking out.

Gage reached between them and found her clit with his thumb. He rubbed tight circles while he fucked her. The dual sensation made her eyes roll back.

His fangs flashed in the light. "When I bite you, you will cum. Do you understand, little one? You cum when Daddy marks you forever."

"Yes, Daddy!" she sobbed. "Please mark me. Please make me yours completely."

His hips slammed forward. The crinkle of the diaper sounded obscene now. Lila felt the orgasm building like a storm inside her belly. It felt bigger than anything before. The bond in her chest pulled tight. She could feel his wolf reaching for her.

Gage lowered his head to her shoulder. His hot breath fanned across her skin. His thrusts never stopped. Deep. Possessive. Claiming.

"Now, baby girl."

His fangs sank into her shoulder.

Sharp pain flashed, then exploded into blinding pleasure. Lila screamed as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clamped down on his cock in powerful waves. Hot cum gushed out around him and soaked into the diaper beneath her. The contractions went on and on. Her thighs shook. Her toes curled. She heard herself cry out his name over and over.

Gage roared against her shoulder. His cock throbbed inside her. Thick ropes of cum filled her pussy. His body shook with the force of his own release. The partial shift made his growl deeper, more animal. Fur brushed her skin. His claws pricked her hips just enough to mark without breaking skin.

The mate bond snapped into place completely.

Lila felt it settle in her soul like warm light. No more running. No more being alone. She was his little mate. His baby girl. Forever.

Gage kept moving slowly through the last pulses of their orgasms. He licked the fresh bite mark on her shoulder. The wound already felt warm and healed faster than it should. The bond would make sure of that.

"Good girl," he whispered against her neck. "Such a good girl for taking Daddy's mark."

The praise made her pussy flutter again around his cock. Lila whimpered. Tears ran down her cheeks, but they were happy tears. She felt completely safe for the first time in her life.

Gage pulled out carefully. Cum leaked from her pussy and soaked the inside of the diaper. He folded the front back up and pressed the padding against her sensitive folds. The warm, wet mess squished against her clit. Lila moaned softly at the feeling.

He kissed her forehead. "Stay right there, princess. Daddy is going to change you now."

Lila lay limp while he gathered supplies. Her shoulder throbbed with the new bite. The mark felt like a collar made of love and ownership. She watched him through half-closed eyes. His shift had faded. He looked like her strong, quiet Daddy again. But she would never forget the primal power she had felt inside him.

Gage returned with warm cloths, fresh powder, and an even thicker diaper. This one was overnight thickness. Pure white with the same delicate pink tapes. He ripped open the used diaper and wiped her clean. The cool cloth felt good on her swollen pussy.

He took his time. Every touch stayed gentle. He powdered her skin until the sweet scent filled the nursery again. Then he lifted her legs and slid the new diaper under her bottom. The padding felt even bulkier than before.

"This is your last diaper as an unclaimed mate," he told her softly. "From now on you wear them as my marked little girl."

He taped it snugly into place. The thick bulk pushed her thighs apart. Lila sighed at the familiar feeling. The crinkle sounded louder with the new diaper. It felt right. Perfect.

Gage gathered her into his arms. He carried her out of the nursery and down the hall to the large cabin bed in the main room. The fire crackled in the fireplace. Snow fell softly outside the big windows.

He laid her down in the center of the bed and climbed in beside her. His arms pulled her close. Lila curled into his chest. The fresh mate bite on her shoulder pressed against his skin. The thick diaper crinkled between them.

"You belong in my den forever, little one."

Lila smiled against his chest. The words sank deep into her heart. She was no longer the independent wildlife biologist who faced the wilderness alone. She was Gage's regressed little mate. Cherished. Controlled. Completely loved.

Her eyes grew heavy. The sound of his heartbeat mixed with the soft crinkle of her diaper every time she shifted. Safety wrapped around her like a warm blanket.

Gage stroked her hair with one large hand. His other hand rested possessively on the padded seat of her diaper.

"Sleep now, baby girl. Daddy has you."

Lila drifted off in his arms. Naked except for the fresh thick diaper and the permanent mate bite on her shoulder, she slept peacefully in the large cabin bed. The bond glowed steady and strong between them. Tomorrow he would teach her the full rules. Bedtimes. Permission to speak. Permission to touch herself. But tonight she only needed to rest in her Daddy's arms.

This was her home now.

This was her eternal den.

The End of Chapter 10
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