
        
            
                
            
        

    


Claimed by the Devil: A Dark Mafia Daddy Dom ABDL Romance




Forced Regression, Diaper Punishment & Complete Submission




Introduction














Eden had spent

 

her entire life running.











She ran from

 

the blood that stained her last name


 
, from

 

the debts her father owed


 
, from

 

the power-hungry men who ruled the underworld like kings with no crowns.











She thought she had escaped.










She thought she was

 

safe.











Until the

 

night the Devil came for her.











She never saw them coming.










One moment, she was locking her apartment door, exhausted from her double shift at the café. The next,

 

strong hands wrapped around her body, dragging her into the darkness.











A cloth

 

covered her mouth


 
, and the scent of

 

something sweet and suffocating filled her lungs.











The last thing she saw was the cold,

 

piercing silver eyes


 
of a man she hadn’t seen in years.











Luca DeSantis.











The Devil himself.










The world

 

faded to black.











And when she woke up—










She was

 

his.
















Captured, Not Caged











Eden expected

 

pain


 
.










Expected to wake up

 

in a cell, bound in chains, maybe even facing a gun pressed against her head.











Instead, she woke up

 

in silk sheets, the scent of expensive cologne and leather thick in the air.











Instead of

 

cold stone walls


 
, she was surrounded by

 

warm light, luxury, comfort.











She wasn’t in a

 

prison.











She was in

 

a gilded cage.











And when

 

he walked in


 
, dressed in

 

impeccably tailored black


 
, his eyes glinting with amusement, she knew.










This wasn’t about revenge.










This wasn’t about

 

money, power, or retribution.











This was about

 

her.











She

 

belonged to him now.











Not as a prisoner.










Not as a woman.










As

 

something else entirely.











Something

 

soft. Obedient. Dependent.











Something

 

he could mold, train, and strip of every ounce of defiance


 
until she wasn’t just his captive.










She was

 

his baby girl.
















The Game Begins











She fought him.











She screamed, cursed, threatened him.











She

 

swore she’d never break.











He only

 

laughed.











Because Luca

 

didn’t need to break her all at once.











He was patient.










He

 

fed her by hand


 
, made her

 

sit in his lap while she ate, tracing slow circles over her thighs


 
, telling her she had no need for

 

decisions or responsibilities anymore.











When she disobeyed, he

 

bent her over his lap


 
, his

 

palm cracking down against her bare skin


 
, making her

 

arch, tremble, gasp in a way that made her hate herself.











When she tried to

 

act strong


 
, he only

 

smirked


 
, stroking her cheek and whispering how

 

little girls didn’t have to pretend to be tough.











And when she

 

gave in to his touch, her lips parting for his, her body melting against him, her moans spilling like a confession—











That’s when she knew.










She was

 

falling.











She wasn’t just

 

his captive anymore.











She was

 

his.











Completely.










Forever.















A Love She Can’t Escape











It started with

 

submission.











Then it became

 

addiction.











Then it became

 

love.











A love

 

so deep, so dark, so twisted in control and obsession


 
that it wrapped around her like vines,

 

tightening, suffocating, making her crave the one thing she swore she’d never want.











Him.










His hands, his voice, his rules, his punishments, his approval.










And when she woke up one morning,

 

tangled in his sheets, wearing nothing but a thin nightgown, her body aching, her wrists still sore from the silk cuffs that held her down the night before…











When she turned over and whispered the words she had

 

once sworn she’d never say—












"I love you, Daddy."











That’s when she

 

knew she was lost.











There was

 

no escape.











Because now?










She

 

didn’t want one.
















🔥 Are You Ready to Read


 ?








🔥

 

Slow-Burn Submission


 
–

 

She fights. She falls. She loves. And then he takes the rest


 .




 

🔥 Deep Bondage & Control


 

– Silk restraints, vibrating toys, spreader bars, collar and leas


 h
.



 

🔥 Obsession & Possessivenes


 
s

 

– Luca doesn’t just want her body—he wants her mind, her soul, her complete surrend


 e
r.

 



🔥 The Gradual Regressi


 
o

 

n – She falls first. Then she submits. Then she loses everything—until she can’t live without


 him.








She thought she could

 

run from him


 
.










She thought she could

 

fight him


 
.










Now, she’s

 

Daddy’s little girl.











Forever.









Chapter One: Taken & Owned














Eden’s world shattered in an instant.










One moment, she was locking the door to her tiny apartment, exhausted from another grueling shift at the café. The next, a

 

strong arm wrapped around her waist


 
, yanking her backward.










A gloved hand

 

clamped over her mouth


 
, muffling her scream.










She

 

kicked, thrashed, fought like hell


 
, but it was useless.










A cloth

 

pressed against her nose


 
, the scent of something

 

sweet and suffocating


 
filling her lungs.










The last thing she saw before the world faded to black—











Silver eyes. Cold. Amused. Waiting.












Luca.











And then—

 

nothing.
















The Gilded Cage











She woke up

 

too warm, too comfortable, too safe


 
.










Her first thought was that

 

she had been dreaming.











But then she moved.










Soft silk brushed against her skin. A

 

thick mattress cradled her body


 
. The scent of

 

expensive cologne and burning wood


 
lingered in the air.










This wasn’t her apartment.










Her

 

stomach twisted violently.











She tried to sit up, but

 

something was wrong.











Her wrists—











Bound.











She

 

jerked her arms


 
, a harsh clink echoing in the room.










Metal.

 

Handcuffs.











Panic slammed into her like a freight train.










She

 

kicked her legs


 
, expecting cold concrete, but instead, the sheets

 

slid over her bare thighs


 
.










Bare.










Her breath caught.










Her uniform—

 

gone.











A sharp, horrified chill ran through her as she

 

looked down at herself


 
.










She was dressed in something

 

soft, thin, delicate


 
—a

 

silk nightgown, barely covering the tops of her thighs.











Her heart pounded.










She

 

had to get out.











She had to—










The door

 

opened.











She

 

froze


 
.










And in walked the

 

Devil himself


 
.















The Man Who Owned Her











Luca

 

moved like he owned the world


 
—

 

because he did.











His

 

perfectly tailored black suit clung to his broad frame


 
, his

 

silver cufflinks gleaming


 
as he adjusted them. He was calm.

 

Collected. Untouchable.











The same way he had been

 

years ago


 
, when she was just a teenager

 

watching him ruin men’s lives with a single command.











Now?










He was

 

ruining hers.











His

 

silver eyes flickered with amusement as he studied her


 
, dragging over her

 

exposed skin, the delicate silk draped over her trembling body.











Then he smiled.











Slow. Dangerous. Possessive.











"Awake already, little one?"










Her blood

 

ran cold


 
.










She yanked at the cuffs.

 

"Let me go, you son of a bitch!"











He sighed, shaking his head like a

 

disappointed parent.











"Such a dirty mouth for such a pretty little girl," he murmured, stepping closer. "We’ll have to fix that."










She

 

kicked at him


 
, but he caught her

 

ankle effortlessly


 
, his grip firm, his amusement deepening.










"Careful, baby girl," he murmured. "Or Daddy might have to teach you some manners."











Daddy.











Her stomach twisted in

 

horror


 
.










She

 

jerked her leg away, panting, glaring up at him


 
.










"What the hell is this?" she spat. "Why am I here? Why am I—dressed like this?"










Luca simply tilted his head.










"Because you belong to me now."










She

 

shook her head violently


 
, her heart hammering.










"No. I don’t belong to anyone."










His smirk

 

deepened


 
, and

 

her pulse stuttered


 
.










"You always belonged to me, Eden," he murmured. "You just didn’t know it yet."















The First Lesson in Control











Her breath came

 

fast, erratic


 
.










"This is insane," she hissed. "You think you can just take me? Lock me in here like some—some pet?"










He chuckled, and it sent

 

a sick shiver down her spine


 
.










"You’re not a pet," he said simply, reaching into his jacket pocket. "You’re something much more precious than that."










He pulled out

 

a silver key


 
.










Her breath hitched.










The

 

key to her cuffs


 
.










For a moment, hope

 

flickered.











Then he smirked.










"You want to be free?" he murmured, dangling the key between his fingers. "Beg me."










She

 

froze.











Her

 

stomach twisted, rage bubbling up like acid.











"Go to hell," she spat.










His eyes darkened.










Before she could react, he

 

grabbed her


 
, flipped her onto her stomach, and

 

yanked her across his lap


 
.










She gasped,

 

struggling


 
, but

 

his palm came down hard on her bare thigh.












CRACK.











A choked noise

 

escaped her throat


 
.










Not from pain.










But from

 

shock


 
.










She

 

couldn’t breathe.











Her body

 

tensed


 
, her fingers curling into the sheets.










"You need to learn, baby girl," Luca murmured,

 

his fingers tracing over the red mark blooming on her thigh.











"That I am the only thing keeping you safe."










Another

 

sharp slap


 
landed.










She

 

bit back a cry


 
.










"That you don’t make the rules anymore."











CRACK.











Her

 

thigh trembled


 
, heat licking up her spine.










"That I own you."










The last spank was

 

slow, deliberate, teasing


 
, his fingers lingering just a little too long,

 

stroking the sting, soothing and controlling all at once.











Her breath

 

shook


 
.










Her

 

thighs clenched together


 
, an

 

unwanted pulse of heat pooling low in her belly.












No.











Not this.










Not to

 

him


 
.










His fingers trailed higher, grazing the

 

thin silk of her nightgown


 
, his touch light, teasing.










"You don’t have to fight," he murmured, leaning in, his breath warm against her ear. "You don’t have to think."










She

 

tensed


 
, her body

 

betraying her


 
, a soft whimper slipping free.










"You just have to be a good girl for Daddy."










She

 

hated how her body responded


 
.










Hated the way

 

her pulse stuttered, the heat twisting in her stomach, the way she had to fight not to melt into his hands.











She

 

wasn’t his.











She would

 

never be his.











But then

 

he pressed a kiss against her jaw


 
, soft, slow—

 

a promise of something inevitable.











And she knew.










This wasn’t about

 

breaking her all at once


 
.










This was about

 

patience. Control. A slow descent into something she would never crawl out of.











Because

 

Luca never let go of what belonged to him.











And

 

now?












She belonged to him.










Chapter Two: The First Lesson in Obedience










Eden lay still across Luca’s lap, her breath shaky, her thigh burning from the spanks he had delivered. The heat from his palm still lingered on her skin, a stark contrast to the smooth silk of her nightgown. She wanted to move, to kick, to

 

fight


 
, but she didn’t.

 

Because for the first time in her life, she didn’t know what would happen if she did.











Luca stroked his fingers lazily over the fresh red imprint of his hand, his touch almost soothing.

 

Almost.


 
“You’re being very quiet now,” he murmured. “Does that mean you’re learning?”










Eden

 

gritted her teeth


 
. “Fuck you.”










A deep chuckle rumbled in his chest. “Not quite, baby girl.” He shifted, gripping her waist effortlessly and pulling her upright until she straddled his lap, her knees sinking into the expensive mattress beneath them. She gasped, her fingers instinctively flying to his shoulders to steady herself, the

 

hard press of his body between her legs making her stomach twist


 
.










His hands

 

branded her


 
, one settling on her hip, the other gripping the nape of her neck, keeping her in place.

 

Too close. Too intimate.


 
She tried to lean back, but he held her firm.

 

A warning. A reminder. She wasn’t in control.











“You’re used to getting your way, aren’t you?” he mused, tilting his head, his silver eyes dark and unreadable.










She scowled, her breathing unsteady. “I don’t belong to you.”










Luca sighed, his fingers brushing over the soft fabric of her nightgown. “You’re still trying to tell me what’s yours and what isn’t?” His voice dropped lower, silk and steel. “That’s adorable, baby girl.”










The pet name sent an

 

unwanted shiver down her spine


 
.










She

 

hated


 
that it did.










“I’m not your—”










Luca suddenly

 

fisted the delicate fabric at her lower back


 
, tugging her even closer, his nose nearly brushing hers. Her pulse

 

spiked dangerously


 
, her body caught between

 

thrill and panic


 
. “You are whatever I decide you are.”










Her breath caught.










His fingers

 

slid under the hem of her nightgown


 
, teasing the bare skin of her thigh, sending a

 

hot pulse of shame straight between her legs.











She

 

jerked away


 
, but his grip

 

tightened


 
.










“Let me go,” she hissed.










Luca

 

smirked


 
. “You don’t sound very convincing, baby girl.” His hand slid higher, fingertips grazing the soft dip of her lower back. “Your body isn’t fighting me the way your mouth is.”










Eden

 

sucked in a sharp breath, her stomach twisting


 
. “You’re disgusting.”










“And yet,” he mused, voice smooth as silk, “you’re still sitting on my lap, letting me touch you.”










Her

 

face burned


 
. “I don’t have a choice.”










Luca hummed, his lips brushing dangerously close to her ear. “Does that make it worse? Or better?”










She

 

hated


 
that she didn’t know the answer.










His fingers left her skin,

 

gripping her jaw instead, tilting her head up to meet his gaze


 
. “You want to believe you’re strong,” he murmured. “That you can fight me. But you don’t understand what it means to truly have no control.”










Her

 

breath hitched


 
, her heart hammering against her ribs.










His thumb

 

brushed over her lips, slow, deliberate.











Her

 

stomach flipped


 
.










“I think it’s time you learned,” he said softly.











And then he kissed her.











The moment his mouth claimed hers,

 

her world tilted, shifted, cracked open.











Luca

 

didn’t just kiss like a man who wanted something


 
—he kissed like a man who already

 

owned it.


 
His lips were slow, controlled, teasing her

 

with the knowledge that he could take more if he wanted.











Eden

 

froze


 
, her pulse roaring in her ears, every nerve burning

 

with the shock of it.











She should

 

pull away


 
.










She should

 

bite him, slap him, do anything but this.











But her

 

body betrayed her.











Her fingers,

 

instead of pushing him away, curled into the crisp fabric of his shirt, gripping him tighter.


 
Her lips, instead of

 

closing


 
,

 

parted just enough


 
for him to deepen the kiss.










And when he did,

 

she let him.











Luca groaned,

 

tightening his grip


 
, pressing her

 

fully against him


 
,

 

his fingers tangling in her hair, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth, drinking in every breath, every shiver, every unspoken surrender.











Her body

 

was melting, unraveling, falling into his control so easily it terrified her.











Her thighs

 

clenched involuntarily


 
, and

 

Luca noticed.











He pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips,

 

a dark smile curving his mouth


 
. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”










Reality

 

slammed into her like a truck.











Her

 

chest heaved


 
, her body still

 

pressed against his


 
, her

 

hands gripping his shoulders like she needed him to keep her from falling apart.











And

 

he knew it.











His smirk deepened.

 

“Oh, baby girl. You’re already slipping.”











Her

 

stomach twisted violently


 
,

 

shame clawing at her throat


 
.










“No,” she whispered.










“Yes,” he countered easily,

 

brushing his thumb over her lower lip


 
, teasing her with the memory of his kiss.










She

 

hated him.












Hated herself more.











Because she knew this was just the beginning.










She wasn’t just going to

 

lose to him


 
.










She was going to

 

fall for him.











And

 

when she did—











She would never crawl out again.









Chapter Three: A Dangerous Craving










Eden woke up to warmth.










The kind of warmth that wrapped around her,

 

solid, strong, inescapable


 
. A slow exhale of breath ghosted against her hair,

 

deep and steady


 
, the steady rise and fall of a broad chest pressed against her back.










Her mind fought through the haze, memories crashing over her in sharp, jagged pieces. The

 

abduction. The silk sheets. The restraints. The kiss.












Luca.











Her body went rigid.










She was

 

in bed with him


 
.










Panic slammed into her, but the moment she tried to move,

 

his arm tightened around her waist, pulling her closer, locking her in place against his chest.











“Going somewhere, baby girl?” His voice was a lazy rasp, sleep-warmed and indulgent.










Her

 

stomach clenched


 
.










He was

 

so close


 
, his heat sinking into her skin, his bare chest pressing against her back, his legs tangling with hers.










She sucked in a sharp breath,

 

every muscle in her body screaming to flee


 
.










“You put me in your bed,” she accused, her voice hoarse.










Luca chuckled, his hand

 

stroking the curve of her hip, slow, lazy, possessive


 
. “You put yourself here, baby. I didn’t hear you complaining last night.”










Her

 

cheeks burned.











She had let him kiss her.










Had let him

 

hold her, control her, devour her.











And now?

 

Now she was trapped in his bed, in his world, in his goddamn arms, and she wasn’t fighting the way she should be.











She should be shoving him away.

 

Screaming. Cursing. Anything but this.











Instead, her

 

body stayed still


 
, her heart hammering

 

for all the wrong reasons.











His fingers

 

traced slow circles over the silk of her nightgown


 
,

 

barely touching, teasing, testing


 
.










“Do you want to fight me, Eden?” he murmured.










Yes.










The word was

 

on the tip of her tongue


 
, ready to break free—










But her body

 

betrayed her


 
.










She

 

shivered under his touch


 
, her thighs pressing together,

 

heat pooling low in her stomach


 
.










Luca felt it.










He

 

knew.











His smirk pressed against the back of her neck, a slow exhale sending

 

goosebumps over her skin


 
. “You’re getting wet, aren’t you?”










Her breath

 

caught


 
, humiliation crashing over her.










“No,” she hissed,

 

squirming against him, trying to roll away


 
.










His

 

grip tightened


 
, locking her in place,

 

his fingers sliding lower, grazing the sensitive inside of her thigh.











She let out a soft,

 

unwanted whimper.











Luca groaned, his lips

 

brushing against her shoulder, his grip firm but indulgent


 
. “Liar.”










She was.










Because she was aching,

 

burning, wanting.











Wanting

 

him.











And she hated herself for it.















Falling Into Temptation











She

 

was losing.











Every time he touched her, her body

 

melted into his hands


 
.










Every time he whispered to her, she felt

 

her walls cracking, breaking, crumbling into dust


 
.










And

 

he knew it


 
.










He was patient.

 

So patient.











He didn’t take.










He made her

 

give in.











Made her

 

need it.











Made her

 

crave it.











His fingers slid higher, teasing the hem of her nightgown,

 

not quite touching, not quite giving in, just enough to drive her insane.











“You want me,” he murmured.










“No,” she whispered, but her

 

voice trembled, weak, unconvincing.











His chuckle sent

 

heat rolling down her spine


 
.










“I could take you right now,” he said softly,

 

his lips brushing against her ear


 
. “Pin you down. Make you beg for it.”










She

 

swallowed hard


 
, her body

 

betraying her again


 
, her

 

thighs pressing together instinctively.











Luca groaned. “Fuck, you’d love it, wouldn’t you?”










She

 

shook her head


 
desperately,

 

trying to fight the pleasure coiling deep inside her.











His fingers

 

tightened on her thigh


 
, pulling her leg over his,

 

spreading her open just enough to feel how wet she was through the thin fabric of her nightgown


 
.










She gasped,

 

her breath catching, her pulse slamming against her ribs.











Luca groaned again,

 

his control snapping just a little.











He slid his hand beneath her nightgown,

 

his fingers grazing over the soaked lace of her panties.











Eden

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
,

 

her entire body trembling


 
.










Luca groaned against her skin, his lips

 

trailing slow kisses down the curve of her neck


 
.










"Say it, baby," he murmured.










She

 

bit her lip hard


 
, trying to stay silent.










He smirked, his

 

fingers pressing against her soaked heat


 
,

 

circling just enough to make her hips buck.











She

 

moaned softly, helplessly, traitorously.











Luca exhaled sharply, his lips

 

hot against her skin


 
.










"Say you want me."










She

 

was losing.











Her body

 

was breaking


 
.










The pleasure

 

was consuming her


 
.










She

 

was slipping, drowning, sinking too deep.











She shook her head,

 

tears burning behind her eyes, her last shred of resistance clinging to the edge.











Luca tsked softly, his hand

 

leaving her


 
, his touch gone.










She

 

gasped


 
, her body

 

jerking at the sudden loss


 
.










He chuckled darkly, rolling her onto her back,

 

brushing his thumb over her trembling lips.











"Look at you," he murmured. "So desperate. So needy."










Her

 

face burned


 
, shame curling in her gut.










His

 

silver eyes gleamed


 
.










"You don’t have to fight it, baby girl," he whispered, leaning in,

 

his breath warm against her lips.











"You just have to say it."










She

 

hated him.












Hated him for making her want this.











For making her

 

ache, burn, crave.











Her lips parted,

 

her breath uneven, her body trembling beneath him.











She almost said it.










Almost gave in.










But then, at the last second, she

 

turned her head away, squeezing her eyes shut.











"No," she whispered,

 

her voice small, wrecked, fragile.











Luca sighed.










And then he

 

let her go.











Eden

 

stayed frozen


 
, expecting him to

 

keep pushing, keep demanding, keep breaking her down until she had nothing left.











But he just

 

chuckled


 
, rolling off of her, sitting up with

 

easy, effortless control.











Her chest

 

rose and fell violently


 
, her body

 

aching for something she wasn’t ready to admit.











Luca leaned back against the headboard, watching her with that

 

infuriating smirk.











"It’s okay, baby girl," he murmured. "You’ll say it soon enough."










She clenched her jaw,

 

her body still on fire, her heart still pounding, her hands shaking with frustration and need.











Luca stretched, his voice smooth and knowing.










"I’ll let you hold on to your pride for now," he said, reaching for the remote on the bedside table. "But since you won’t admit you need me—"










He pressed a button.










Something

 

buzzed beneath the sheets.











Something

 

pressed between her legs.











Eden’s

 

eyes went wide.











Luca smiled.










"Let’s see how long you last."









Chapter Four: The First Loss of Control










The buzzing

 

was soft at first


 
—a low hum against her core,

 

a cruel tease


 
that sent a slow,

 

deliberate pulse of heat rolling through her.











Eden’s

 

body locked up


 
, her legs

 

clenching tight


 
, her breath hitching in her throat.











No.











Not this.










Not like this.










Her

 

eyes snapped to Luca


 
, her lips parting to curse him, but the moment she tried to speak,

 

the vibration increased.











She

 

gasped sharply


 
, her

 

thighs jerking


 
, the sudden wave of pleasure

 

stealing the words from her tongue.











Luca leaned back against the headboard,

 

perfectly at ease


 
, watching her like a man

 

enjoying his favorite show.











“Something wrong, baby girl?”










Her

 

stomach twisted violently


 
, humiliation mixing with

 

the slow, steady pleasure winding deep in her belly.











“You bastard,” she choked out, trying to

 

shift away


 
, to

 

press her thighs together


 
, but Luca was

 

one step ahead.











He reached down,

 

gripping her ankle, pulling her leg over his thigh


 
, keeping her

 

spread, exposed, helpless.











The

 

vibrator pulsed again


 
, pressing against

 

her swollen, aching clit


 
, the lace of her panties

 

completely soaked.











She

 

bit down on her lip hard


 
, trying to hold back the

 

whimper rising in her throat.











Luca groaned, his

 

silver eyes dark with satisfaction.











“There it is,” he murmured.

 

“That little noise you make when you don’t want to admit you like it.”











She

 

hated him.












Hated him for making her body react this way.











She was

 

hot all over, burning, her pulse hammering beneath her skin.











And he wasn’t even

 

touching her.











That made it worse.











So much worse.
















Desperate to Resist











Eden

 

struggled


 
, but

 

every movement made the vibrations worse


 
, pressing the toy

 

harder against her


 
, making

 

her stomach clench, her thighs tremble, her body betray her again and again.











“Stop,” she gasped, her hands

 

gripping the sheets, her body twisting.











Luca hummed thoughtfully, dragging his fingers down

 

her bare thigh


 
, leaving

 

goosebumps in their wake.











“But you don’t want me to stop,” he said,

 

his voice smooth, indulgent.











She

 

let out a strangled sound


 
, shaking her head violently.










“Luca, I swear—”










He

 

increased the setting.











Eden

 

cried out


 
, her body

 

arching, jerking


 
,

 

heat slamming into her in sharp, devastating waves.











She

 

fisted the sheets, panting


 
, her eyes squeezed shut,

 

desperate to fight it.











Luca groaned softly.










“God, look at you,” he murmured,

 

brushing his knuckles over her jaw


 
,

 

watching her struggle, her body trembling, betraying her in real-time.











“You don’t want to give in.” His thumb

 

traced her lower lip


 
,

 

his gaze dark and hungry.











“But you will.”










She

 

shook her head


 
,

 

her legs trembling as another wave of pleasure twisted deep inside her.











She

 

wouldn’t.











She

 

refused.











She

 

wasn’t going to let him win.
















The First Orgasm She Can’t Stop











“Still fighting?” Luca mused.










His

 

hand slid lower


 
, gripping her

 

hip possessively


 
, pulling her

 

harder against the relentless vibration.











She let out a

 

sharp, desperate moan


 
, her entire body

 

burning, aching, seconds from falling apart.











“Luca,” she gasped,

 

clenching her jaw, trying to twist away.











“Say it,” he murmured.










She

 

shook her head


 
,

 

tears pricking her eyes


 
,

 

her body trembling on the edge, refusing to give in.











Luca sighed, pressing his lips to

 

her ear, his voice a soft command.











“Come for Daddy.”










The words were

 

her undoing.











Pleasure

 

crashed over her in sharp, electric waves


 
, ripping through her, her body

 

shaking, convulsing, jerking against his grip.











She let out

 

a soft, shattered cry


 
, her hips bucking

 

helplessly


 
, her pulse

 

pounding


 
as she

 

came harder than she ever had before.











She

 

was gone, lost, ruined.











And

 

Luca knew it.











She felt

 

his smirk against her skin


 
, his

 

hands gripping her, holding her still as she trembled apart for him.











“There’s my good girl,” he murmured,

 

kissing her cheek like a reward.











Eden

 

sucked in a ragged breath


 
, her body still

 

weak, twitching, spent.












Shame hit her like a punch.











She had

 

lost.











Completely.










Luca pulled back just enough to tilt her chin

 

so she had to look at him.












Had to see the victory in his silver eyes.











He dragged his thumb

 

over her swollen bottom lip, teasing, testing, owning.











“You look so pretty when you come for me, baby.”










Her

 

stomach clenched painfully


 
, humiliation clawing at her throat.










She

 

was supposed to hate him.











So why did his words make

 

heat pulse between her legs all over again?
















The Aftermath of a Broken Will











Eden

 

stayed still


 
, her body

 

wrecked, spent, shattered.











Luca watched her for a long moment, his fingers

 

stroking her bare thigh, slow, lazy, knowing.











Then he reached for the remote and

 

shut the vibrator off.











Silence fell between them.










Her

 

chest heaved


 
, her cheeks

 

burned


 
, and

 

she didn’t know how to move, how to breathe, how to exist after what just happened.











Luca smirked, dragging his fingers through her

 

damp hair


 
, tucking it behind her ear.










His touch was

 

soft now


 
,

 

gentle


 
,

 

praising.











“Are you ready to stop pretending now?” he murmured.










Her

 

throat tightened.











Because she didn’t know anymore.










Didn’t know where

 

the lies ended and the truth began.











Didn’t know

 

how to exist without wanting him.











Without

 

needing him.











Her silence was

 

answer enough.











Luca leaned in, brushing

 

a slow, lingering kiss against her temple.











His voice was

 

a promise wrapped in velvet and sin.











“You’re mine now, baby girl.”










And

 

for the first time, she didn’t want to run.










Chapter Five: Losing More Than Control










Eden woke up

 

wrecked.











Her body felt

 

heavy, exhausted, sore in places she didn’t want to acknowledge.


 
The pleasure from last night still lingered in her muscles, a

 

dangerous, traitorous warmth


 
, like the

 

ghost of Luca’s hands still on her skin.











She

 

should have felt disgusted.











Instead,

 

she felt empty without him.











Her stomach twisted violently, shame curling around her spine.

 

No. She wasn’t falling for this.


 
She had lost control

 

once


 
, had

 

let herself drown in him, but she wasn’t going to do it again.











She

 

sat up too fast


 
, her pulse hammering in her ears, but the moment she

 

moved


 
, a slow, deep ache spread between her thighs.










Memories of the

 

night before slammed into her


 
.










Luca’s

 

voice in her ear


 
.










His

 

fingers against her lips


 
.










The

 

buzzing between her legs, the orgasm she couldn’t stop, the words that had broken her.












"Come for Daddy."











Heat

 

flooded her face.











She was

 

so screwed.











The door

 

opened


 
, cutting through her panic.










She

 

whipped her head around


 
, her breath catching as Luca stepped inside,

 

dressed in black slacks and an open-collared white shirt, looking like sin itself.











His silver eyes swept over her,

 

assessing, pleased.











“Morning, baby girl.”










She clenched her jaw,

 

forcing herself to glare at him.


 
“I told you to stop calling me that.”










Luca smirked.

 

“And yet, every time I do, you get all soft and warm for me.”











Her

 

stomach clenched painfully


 
.










Because he was

 

right.











And she hated him for it.















The First Rule











Luca sat at the edge of the bed,

 

unbothered by the way she tensed


 
.










"How do you feel?"










"Like throwing myself out that window," she muttered.










His

 

amusement didn’t waver.


 
“You’re not ready for that yet, baby.”










Her

 

pulse stuttered.











Yet.










Not

 

if.











Yet.










He leaned in,

 

his fingers tracing the edge of her nightgown


 
, slow and deliberate. "You did so well for me last night," he murmured.










Her

 

throat tightened.











His fingers

 

slid lower


 
,

 

brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh


 
, sending

 

a fresh wave of heat rolling through her.











She

 

jerked away


 
. “Stop.”










Luca caught her

 

effortlessly


 
, gripping her wrist, his

 

silver eyes locking onto hers, dark, knowing.











"That’s not what you said last night."










Her

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.










She

 

hated him.












Hated how easily he controlled her.











Hated

 

how much she wanted him to.











Luca smirked, watching the war in her eyes.










Then, he released her,

 

leaning back against the headboard, arms spread, completely at ease.











"You’re going to start following my rules now."










She

 

snorted, crossing her arms over her chest.


 
“I’d rather die.”










Luca sighed, rubbing his jaw like he was

 

dealing with a fussy child


 
.










"I was hoping you’d make this easy on yourself, but I should have known you’d need a little…

 

convincing.


 
"










Her stomach

 

dropped.











Before she could react, he

 

reached for her wrist again, yanking her forward, pulling her across his lap with effortless strength.











Her

 

breath caught sharply


 
.










Not again.











Not this again.











She

 

kicked, squirmed, struggled


 
, but he

 

pinned her easily


 
, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other smoothing over the curve of her ass.










"You need to learn," he murmured,

 

his voice low, patient, inescapable.











Then his palm

 

came down, hard.











The sound

 

cracked through the air


 
, the sharp

 

sting blooming across her skin.











She gasped,

 

her back arching instinctively.











Another slap.

 

Harder. Slower.











Luca exhaled through his nose, stroking the fresh red mark,

 

his fingers teasing, testing.











“You’ll behave, baby girl,” he said softly,

 

dragging his hand over her thigh, so painfully slow she wanted to scream.











"Or I’ll teach you how to."















The First Loss of Independence











She expected him to

 

stop there.











Expected him to

 

punish her, scold her, and move on.











But Luca had

 

other plans.











He

 

flipped her onto her back, caging her between his arms, his silver eyes gleaming with dark amusement.











"You like making things difficult, don’t you?"










She

 

glared up at him, breathless, chest heaving.











His fingers traced down her stomach,

 

brushing the thin fabric of her nightgown


 
, making her

 

shiver.











“You don’t trust yourself anymore, do you?"










She

 

stiffened.











His smirk deepened.










"Good,” he murmured. “That means I get to take care of you now."










Eden

 

went still.











Luca reached into his pocket, pulling out

 

a black velvet collar


 
.










Her

 

stomach twisted violently.











No.










No, no, no.










"You’re not putting that on me," she hissed.










Luca arched a brow.

 

"Who said you had a choice?"











She

 

lunged


 
, but

 

he caught her easily, flipping her back onto her stomach, pressing her into the mattress, his weight trapping her.











"You’re mine now, Eden."










Her

 

breath hitched


 
,

 

her body frozen beneath him


 
.










"You don’t get to fight anymore. You don’t get to make decisions."










Her

 

thighs clenched involuntarily


 
, heat twisting inside her.










Luca groaned, feeling it.










"You like that, don’t you?"










She

 

shook her head violently.











He smirked.

 

"Liar."











With slow, deliberate movements, he

 

fastened the collar around her throat


 
, his fingers

 

brushing the sensitive skin beneath her jaw.











She

 

felt it click into place, felt the weight of it settle against her skin.











A

 

silent, undeniable claim.











Luca tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze.











"There," he murmured,

 

stroking her jaw like she was something precious, something his.











"Now everyone will know exactly who you belong to."










Her

 

chest heaved, her pulse roaring in her ears.











The collar felt

 

heavy, suffocating, intoxicating.











She should hate it.











She should.











But when Luca’s

 

lips brushed against her temple, whispering a soft, possessive, ‘Good girl’—











She didn’t.










She

 

melted.











And

 

that was the scariest part.










Chapter Six: Bound to Him










The collar felt

 

heavier than it should have


 
, like a chain wrapped around her neck, inescapable, unbreakable.










Eden’s breathing

 

came fast


 
, her fingers trembling as they reached for the soft leather, trying to

 

undo the buckle, trying to rip it off.











Luca

 

caught her wrists before she could.











His grip was

 

firm but unhurried


 
, his silver eyes filled with something

 

dark and knowing


 
as he slowly pried her hands away from the collar.










“Don’t,” he murmured, his voice

 

low, calm, absolute.











She

 

yanked at his grip


 
, but he held her

 

effortlessly


 
, his

 

fingers tightening just enough to remind her that she wasn’t going anywhere.











“I am not your pet,” she hissed, her voice

 

sharp, furious.











Luca smirked.

 

"No, baby girl. You're not a pet. You're mine.


 
And now, everyone will see it."










Her stomach

 

twisted violently


 
, panic creeping up her spine.










She

 

was losing herself in him


 
, drowning in his control,

 

fighting harder but slipping deeper.











“I want this off,” she snapped,

 

yanking against his grip again, but he didn’t let go.











"You don't get to decide that anymore," he murmured, tilting his head, his smirk sharp.

 

"You don't get to decide anything."











Her

 

pulse spiked, her skin heating, her body locking up.











Because she

 

believed him.











Because she knew

 

he meant it.
















The First Real Test of Obedience











Luca released her wrists, only to

 

hook his fingers under her chin, tilting her head up, forcing her to meet his gaze.











"You’re going to start listening to me, Eden," he said smoothly, his

 

thumb brushing over her jaw, tracing the edge of her parted lips.











She clenched her teeth,

 

holding back the shiver that threatened to betray her.











“I don’t obey men who steal me,” she spat.










Luca sighed, shaking his head, looking

 

almost disappointed


 
.










"Still such a brat."










He shifted

 

before she could react


 
, grabbing her by the waist and

 

flipping her onto her stomach, pressing her down against the mattress, caging her beneath him.











She gasped,

 

thrashing beneath him


 
, but his

 

body was too heavy, his strength too overwhelming.











His

 

hand smoothed over the curve of her lower back, teasing, testing.











"Since you don’t seem to understand your place yet," he murmured,

 

his breath warm against her ear


 
, "let me remind you."










Eden

 

tensed


 
, her body locked

 

between panic and something deeper, something more dangerous.











“You’re going to stay here while I get you something special,” he continued, his

 

voice dripping with control


 
, his fingers

 

sliding down, brushing over her trembling thighs.











Her

 

stomach twisted.











She let out a breathless laugh,

 

forcing herself to sound defiant


 
.










"Oh, great. What is it this time? Another stupid rule? Another—"










She

 

froze


 
when he

 

tightened a strap around her wrist.











The

 

click of a buckle sent ice through her veins.











Then another.










And another.










Her

 

wrists and ankles were locked into the mattress, spread just enough to keep her vulnerable, open, completely at his mercy.












Panic slammed into her.











“Luca,” she gasped,

 

pulling against the restraints, twisting her wrists, but she couldn’t move.











Couldn’t

 

do anything.











Couldn’t

 

escape.











Luca sat back, admiring his work, his silver eyes gleaming with

 

something dangerous, something satisfied


 
.










"Now you look perfect," he murmured,

 

dragging his knuckles down her spine, slow, possessive.











Eden's

 

pulse roared in her ears.











She

 

was too exposed, too vulnerable.











Her

 

skin burned, her legs trembled, her body aching from the pressure of his touch.











But

 

it wasn’t just fear coiling deep inside her.











It was something worse.










Something

 

she didn’t want to name.











Luca smirked, leaning down, his lips brushing against her ear.










"You don’t have to think anymore, baby girl."










She

 

shuddered


 
.










"You don’t have to fight."










His

 

hand slid lower


 
, fingers

 

brushing just beneath the hem of her nightgown.











"You just have to feel."















The First Real Punishment











Eden

 

jerked against the restraints


 
, her body

 

on fire


 
, her pulse

 

out of control.











She

 

wasn't ready for this.











But Luca

 

didn’t care.











His fingers

 

slid between her thighs, teasing the lace of her panties


 
, making her

 

whimper before she could stop herself.











"Look at you," he murmured, his

 

touch slow, knowing, cruel.











"You say you don’t want this."










His fingers

 

pressed firmer, right against her swollen, aching clit.











She

 

let out a sharp, humiliating gasp.











"But your body says otherwise."










Her

 

face burned


 
, her breath coming in

 

shallow, desperate gasps.











This was

 

wrong.











She was

 

losing.











And

 

he knew it.











Luca reached for something on the bedside table, and when he held it up,

 

Eden’s stomach plummeted.











A

 

plug.











A sleek,

 

black silicone plug


 
, small but

 

threatening


 
, the sight of it sending

 

a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over her.











Eden

 

froze


 
, her pulse

 

spiking with panic.











"Luca," she whispered,

 

her voice shaking.











He smirked,

 

dragging his fingers down the curve of her ass


 
, teasing, testing, making her

 

shudder beneath him.











"This is your first lesson in obedience, baby girl," he murmured,

 

gripping the base of the plug, rubbing the tip against her entrance, making her squirm.











Her

 

eyes went wide, her muscles locking up.












"No—no, please, I can’t—"











He hushed her,

 

pressing a kiss to her shoulder, slow, indulgent, cruel.











"You can," he murmured. "And you will."










She

 

thrashed violently


 
, but

 

it was useless


 
.










Luca was

 

too strong.











The

 

restraints were too tight.











And when he

 

slid the first inch of the plug inside her


 
, she let out a

 

sharp, broken cry.











He groaned,

 

gripping her hip, holding her still.











"Relax, baby," he whispered,

 

stroking her thigh, coaxing her to take more.











Tears

 

burned behind her eyes


 
, her breath

 

shaky, erratic, wrecked.











"Please," she whimpered,

 

her voice breaking, her body trembling beneath him.











Luca let out a

 

low, dark chuckle


 
.










"There it is," he murmured,

 

dragging his lips down the curve of her back, soothing and claiming all at once.











"The sound of my little girl finally learning who she belongs to."










And then he

 

pushed the plug in all the way, locking her body into a helpless stretch.











Eden let out a

 

soft, wrecked sob


 
,

 

shame and pleasure mixing into something devastating, something inescapable.











Luca ran his fingers

 

through her damp hair, stroking her cheek, whispering soft praise against her temple.











"You did so well, baby girl."










Her

 

body shuddered


 
, her mind reeling, her breath uneven.










She

 

hated him.











She

 

wanted more.











And that’s when she knew—










She would never be

 

free again.










Chapter Seven: Waking Up Stretched and Owned










Eden woke to

 

a slow, burning ache


 
.










It wasn’t pain.










Not really.










It was something

 

deeper


 
, something

 

foreign


 
, a constant pressure nestled between her cheeks, an

 

intimate, humiliating reminder


 
of what Luca had done to her the night before.










The

 

plug was still inside her.











Her

 

thighs clenched instinctively


 
, but the movement only made her

 

hyper-aware of how full she felt


 
, how her

 

body had been trained to accommodate him


 
, whether she wanted it or not.










Her

 

cheeks burned hot


 
.










Her hands

 

twitched


 
, reaching behind her, but the moment her fingers

 

brushed against the smooth base of the plug


 
, the bedroom door

 

swung open.











Eden

 

froze


 
.










Luca walked in

 

like he owned the world


 
—

 

because he did.











And he

 

owned her now, too.











She

 

flinched


 
, her body

 

stiffening


 
, her breath caught in her throat.










She should have

 

snapped at him


 
, cursed him,

 

demanded he remove the humiliating plug from her body.











But she didn’t.










Because she

 

already knew what he’d say.











That she didn’t

 

get to demand anything anymore.











That she

 

was his to train, to mold, to stretch, to keep.











His

 

silver eyes flicked down to her hips, his smirk darkening.











"Still feeling full, baby girl?"










Her

 

stomach twisted violently


 
, a

 

humiliated whimper slipping past her lips


 
before she could stop it.










Luca chuckled. "Good."










He walked toward her,

 

slow, confident, knowing.











She

 

hated


 
how her body

 

responded to him


 
, how her

 

breathing grew uneven


 
, how her

 

thighs pressed together at just the sound of his voice.











He

 

sat on the edge of the bed


 
, reaching for her wrist,

 

pulling her effortlessly onto his lap


 
, settling her

 

right against the stretch inside her.











A

 

soft, broken gasp slipped from her lips.











Luca groaned, gripping her

 

hips, keeping her still.











"God, you sound pretty when you’re stuffed full, baby."










Eden

 

bit her lip hard


 
, humiliation clawing at her skin.










This was

 

too much.











Too

 

intimate, too controlling, too deep.











And

 

somehow, not enough.











Her body

 

was betraying her again


 
, her breath

 

coming faster, her stomach twisting with something hotter, something she refused to name.











She

 

hated him.











She

 

wanted him.











Luca

 

tilted her chin up


 
, forcing her to meet his gaze.










"You didn’t take it out," he murmured.










Her

 

throat tightened.











She should have.










She

 

should have woken up and ripped the thing from her body, fought him, screamed at him, told him he would never do this to her again.











But she hadn’t.










She

 

had let herself wake up with it still inside her.











Had

 

laid there, warm and stretched and full, waiting for him to come back.











And

 

he knew it.











Luca smirked, brushing

 

his lips over the corner of her mouth, not quite a kiss, just enough to make her tremble.











"You’re learning, aren’t you?"










Her

 

stomach clenched


 
, her body

 

trembling, trapped in a war between shame and need.











She

 

squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head.











He laughed, dragging his fingers

 

down her thigh, over the silk of her nightgown, lower, teasing.











His hand

 

slipped between her legs, pressing against her swollen, sensitive clit through the soaked fabric of her panties.











Eden

 

sucked in a sharp breath, her hips jerking instinctively into his touch.











Luca groaned, his

 

grip tightening, holding her exactly where he wanted her.











"You’re dripping, baby girl."










Her

 

cheeks burned


 
.










She wanted to

 

deny it, to fight back, to tell him he was wrong.











But they both knew he wasn’t.










She was

 

soaked.











Ruined.










And she

 

had no one to blame but herself.











Luca

 

stroked her slowly


 
, his fingers

 

lazy, teasing, knowing.











"You don’t have to pretend anymore, sweetheart," he murmured,

 

his lips grazing the shell of her ear.











"You like this."










She

 

shook her head desperately, her nails digging into his chest.











"No," she gasped.










He smirked, rolling his fingers

 

in slow, devastating circles


 
, pressing the plug

 

deeper inside her with every movement.











She

 

let out a wrecked, choked sound


 
, her body

 

betraying her all over again.











Luca groaned, his

 

free hand gripping the nape of her neck, pulling her closer, forcing her to look at him.











"Say it."










She

 

whimpered, shaking her head.











He

 

tightened his grip


 
, his touch

 

going firmer, rougher, making her squirm.











"Say it, baby girl."










Her

 

thighs trembled, her breath shattered


 
, her body

 

on fire, slipping, sinking, giving in.











She

 

was going to break.











She

 

couldn’t stop it.











She

 

didn’t want to stop it.











Eden sucked in a

 

ragged, shuddering breath


 
.










And then—










She whispered it.










Soft.










Broken.










Ruined.










"I like it."










Luca groaned, his

 

hands gripping her tighter, his silver eyes dark and victorious.











"Good girl."










And when he

 

kissed her, deep and slow and devastating


 
, she didn’t fight it.










She

 

kissed him back.











Because

 

she wasn’t fighting anymore.











She was

 

falling.










Chapter Eight: Craving His Control










Eden should have felt

 

disgusted


 
.










She should have felt

 

ashamed, furious, desperate to escape the man who had stolen her, who had ruined her, who had just forced words from her lips that she swore she would never say.












"I like it."











But she

 

didn’t feel any of those things.











She felt

 

warm


 
.










Safe.










And when Luca kissed her, when he

 

dragged her deeper, swallowed her breath, possessed her with nothing more than the slow, claiming press of his lips


 
, she didn’t pull away.










She kissed him

 

back


 
.










Because

 

somewhere along the way, she had stopped wanting to run.
















The Morning After Submission











Luca pulled back slowly, his silver eyes gleaming with

 

satisfaction, amusement, possession.











“You finally admitted it,” he murmured, stroking his thumb across her swollen bottom lip.










Eden

 

tried to look away, but he caught her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze.











"You wanted me."










Her stomach

 

twisted


 
, her

 

thighs still trembling from the aftermath of what he’d done to her body, from the stretch still nestled deep inside her.











She should have

 

denied it


 
, should have

 

fought, spat at him, told him she hated him.











But they both knew she didn’t.










She didn’t even

 

want to pretend anymore.











Her voice was

 

soft, fragile, broken.











“What happens now?”










Luca smirked, tucking

 

a stray piece of hair behind her ear.











"Now, baby girl?" His fingers

 

trailed down her throat, brushing over the soft leather collar he had buckled around her the night before.











"Now I take everything else."










Her

 

breath hitched.











And just like that, her

 

stomach clenched with something too deep to ignore.











Because

 

somewhere inside her, she wanted him to.
















The First Loss of Independence











Eden barely had time to process his words before

 

he was lifting her into his arms


 
, cradling her

 

like she weighed nothing.











“Luca,” she gasped,

 

instinctively gripping his shirt as he carried her toward the adjoining bathroom.











His smirk deepened. “I like how you say my name when you’re nervous.”










She

 

hated how it sent heat rolling through her.











Hated that she was

 

letting him carry her, that she wasn’t fighting.











She should have

 

demanded he put her down.











But instead, her fingers

 

curled into his chest


 
, holding on.










Luca stepped into

 

the massive bathroom, the floor-to-ceiling windows casting golden morning light across the marble tub, the sleek counters, the warm glow of a room meant for indulgence.











He set her down, but

 

before she could steady herself


 
, his hands were

 

already at the hem of her nightgown, lifting it over her head.











Eden

 

sucked in a sharp breath, instinctively stepping back, her arms flying up to cover herself.











Luca caught her

 

wrist effortlessly, holding it at her side.











"You don’t get to hide from me, baby girl."










Her

 

cheeks burned.











“You’ve already seen enough,” she muttered.










He chuckled, dragging his fingers

 

down her bare stomach, watching the way she shivered beneath his touch.











“Not nearly enough,” he murmured.










Her

 

breath caught.











But when he stepped forward,

 

crowding her space, tilting her chin up with his fingers


 
, she

 

forgot how to fight.











“I’m going to bathe you,” he murmured. “I’m going to wash every inch of this body you now belong to me.”










Her stomach

 

tightened painfully.











His hands

 

curved around her waist, lifting her easily, setting her into the warm water of the tub.











Eden gasped, her skin

 

burning from the contrast of heat and vulnerability.











She didn’t know why this felt

 

more intimate than everything he had already done to her.











Why this felt

 

deeper, more dangerous.











Because

 

it wasn’t about sex.











It was about

 

control.











And she was

 

letting him have it.
















The Slow Descent Into Dependency











Luca

 

rolled up his sleeves, crouching beside the tub, his silver eyes locked onto hers as he dipped his hands into the water.











The moment his

 

fingers met her skin, sliding slow, teasing circles over her shoulders, down her arms, lower, lower,


 
her

 

pulse spiked.











She was

 

so sensitive


 
, still stretched from the plug he had

 

forced her to keep inside all night.











Her thighs

 

pressed together instinctively.











Luca smirked, brushing his knuckles down her stomach.










"Still feeling full, baby?"










A

 

humiliated whimper


 
slipped from her lips before she could stop it.










His

 

smirk widened.











"Good."










He grabbed a

 

bottle of body wash


 
, lathering it between his hands, the soft scent of vanilla and something richer filling the air.










Then he started

 

washing her.











Slow.










Deliberate.










Teasing.










His

 

fingers dragged over every inch of her skin


 
,

 

soapy, warm, firm.











Her

 

breath caught


 
as he cupped

 

one breast, kneading softly, rolling his fingers over her nipple until she was panting, twisting in his grip.











His other hand

 

slid between her thighs, massaging, rubbing, spreading the soap where she needed it most.











She let out

 

a broken gasp, her body arching, her hips pressing into his touch.











Luca groaned, leaning in,

 

brushing his lips over her ear.











"You’re getting needy, baby girl."










Her

 

stomach clenched violently.











Because

 

she was.












So needy. So desperate. So fucking his.
















The Next Step: Bottle-Feeding











By the time Luca finished bathing her, by the time he had

 

rinsed away the soap, wrapped her in a thick towel, carried her back to his bed


 
, she was

 

too weak to fight.











He

 

sat with her in his lap


 
, cradling her like

 

something fragile, something precious.











Then he reached for

 

a bottle of milk.











Eden blinked,

 

staring at it, her stomach twisting.











"Luca," she rasped.










He smirked, brushing his lips over

 

her temple, soft and patient.











"You let me bathe you." He

 

pressed the bottle to her lips.











"You let me hold you."










Her

 

thighs clenched.











"You let me stretch you."










She

 

swallowed hard, her pulse slamming.











"Now let me feed you."










Her

 

breath hitched.











Her lips

 

parted.











And when he slid the bottle between them, when the warm, sweet liquid

 

filled her mouth


 
, she

 

sucked.











Slow.










Deep.










Obedient.










His

 

silver eyes gleamed.











"Good girl."










And Eden knew.










She was

 

never escaping him now.











Because she

 

didn’t want to.










Chapter Nine: The First Public Test










Eden sat in Luca’s lap,

 

the bottle still pressed to her lips, the warm milk sliding down her throat in slow, humiliating pulls


 
. Her body

 

felt weak, pliant


 
, her limbs heavy from the bath, from his hands, from the dangerous warmth pooling deep inside her.










She should have fought him.










Should have

 

spat the bottle out, cursed him, torn the leather collar from her throat.











But she didn’t.










She sucked.










Slow.










Deep.











Obedient.











Luca stroked her hair,

 

his silver eyes filled with something dark, possessive, satisfied.











“You’re finally learning,” he murmured, tipping the bottle higher,

 

watching the way her lips wrapped around the rubber nipple, watching the way her throat moved as she swallowed for him.











Her

 

cheeks burned


 
, her stomach twisting.










She wanted to

 

hate it.











Hated that

 

it made her stomach flip, made her thighs clench, made her heart pound in ways that had nothing to do with fear.











Luca pulled the empty bottle from her mouth, dragging his thumb over

 

her swollen lower lip


 
, smirking at the way she panted softly beneath him.










“See? That wasn’t so hard, baby girl.”










Her

 

face burned hotter.











“Shut up,” she muttered, looking away,

 

hating how wrecked she sounded.











Luca chuckled, his fingers tilting her chin back toward him.










“You’re cute when you pretend you don’t like being taken care of.”










Eden

 

glared at him


 
, but it was

 

weak, half-hearted, barely a fight at all.











And he

 

knew it.











His smirk widened. “You need fresh air.”










She frowned. “What?”










He

 

lifted her effortlessly


 
, standing with her

 

still in his arms


 
, cradled against his chest.










“We’re going out, baby.”










Panic

 

shot through her


 
.










“What? No—” She

 

struggled


 
, but he

 

held her tighter


 
, his grip firm, inescapable.










“I’ve been patient with you,” he murmured,

 

his breath warm against her ear.


 
“But it’s time you learn…”










His hand

 

slid down her back, pressing against her lower spine.











“…You don’t just belong to me in private.”










Her stomach

 

dropped.











“We’re going shopping.”















The Car Ride to Her Humiliation











The moment Luca carried her outside,

 

Eden expected him to throw her into the back of a black SUV, to keep her hidden, to keep their twisted dynamic a secret from the world.











Instead, he led her to a

 

sleek, black luxury car


 
—

 

low to the ground, wide open, nothing discreet about it.











The moment he set her down into the

 

plush leather passenger seat


 
, she tried to

 

scramble out.











His hand

 

shot out, gripping her thigh, keeping her still.











“Try to run, baby girl, and I’ll put you over my lap in the middle of the street.”










Her

 

breath caught.











Her thighs

 

clenched involuntarily


 
.










And the way Luca

 

smirked


 
, the way his silver eyes gleamed as he slid into the driver’s seat—











He’d felt it.











The engine

 

purred to life


 
, and Eden

 

pressed herself against the door, her arms crossed, her heart pounding


 
.










She didn’t even know where they were going.










Didn’t know what he planned to do to her.










All she knew was that she was

 

still stretched, still sore from the plug inside her, still wearing the leather collar buckled around her throat.











And

 

she had no idea if she would come back the same.
















The Store—A Step Closer to Full Control











The moment they pulled up to the shopping district, Eden’s stomach

 

twisted into knots.











The store was

 

bright, open, elegant


 
—not a luxury boutique, not a department store, but something worse.










Something

 

intimate.












A specialty shop.











The sign above the door read:

 

Little Indulgences.











Her pulse

 

spiked


 
.










“No,” she whispered, her fingers digging into the car seat.










Luca exhaled, patient, amused.

 

“Yes.”











He got out, rounding the car, opening her door.










She didn’t move.










Didn’t

 

breathe.











“Eden.”










She shook her head violently,

 

her nails digging into the leather beneath her.











He sighed, reaching for her.










She

 

tried to jerk away, but it was useless.











He caught her,

 

lifting her effortlessly into his arms, carrying her into the store like she weighed nothing.











Eden

 

wanted to die.











People were

 

staring.











Not just at Luca—

 

who always commanded attention, who turned heads the moment he walked into a room.











They were staring at

 

her.











At the

 

girl wrapped around him


 
, the girl wearing

 

a silk dress that barely covered her thighs, the girl with a leather collar fastened around her neck.











She could hear them

 

whispering.











“She’s so pretty…”










“Look at the way he holds her…”










“She’s lucky…”










Lucky.











Lucky.











The humiliation

 

twisted in her gut


 
, mixing with

 

something worse.











Something

 

hot.











Something

 

deep.











Something

 

dangerous.











Luca set her down inside, gripping her

 

chin between his fingers


 
, tilting her face up toward him.










“I’m going to pick out some things for you, baby girl.”










Her

 

stomach dropped.











“No,” she whispered.










“Yes.”










His fingers

 

trailed down her throat, brushing over the soft leather collar he had forced her to wear.











“You’re going to let me dress you the way you should be dressed.”










Eden’s

 

breath came faster, uneven, shaky.











Because she knew.










She knew what he meant.










That this wouldn’t just be

 

delicate lingerie or soft lace.











That this would be

 

the next step.











That this would be

 

another layer stripped from her, another inch of freedom lost, another piece of herself given to him.











And when he turned away, when he left her standing there,

 

helpless, lost, waiting, wanting—











She didn’t run.










Didn’t move.










Didn’t fight.










Because she knew.










She was

 

already his.










Chapter Ten: Dressed for Daddy










Eden stood in the middle of the store,

 

frozen, humiliated, exposed


 
.










Luca had left her there, alone, surrounded by

 

soft fabrics, delicate lace, pastel silks


 
, all designed for something

 

she didn’t want to admit she was becoming.











A

 

kept girl.











A

 

spoiled thing.











Something

 

sweet, controlled, dependent.











Her fingers

 

trembled at her sides


 
, the weight of

 

the collar around her neck


 
a constant, undeniable reminder that this wasn’t a

 

dream


 
.










This was

 

real.











She was

 

his.











And she was

 

about to lose more.
















The Outfit He Chose











Luca returned a few minutes later, carrying

 

a selection of clothes draped over his arm


 
.










Eden’s

 

stomach twisted at the sight of them.











Everything was

 

soft, innocent, delicate.











Nothing a

 

woman would wear.











Everything a

 

little girl would.











She clenched her hands into fists. "I’m not wearing that."










Luca sighed, as if

 

tired of her resistance


 
, as if he was

 

indulging a fussy child


 
.










"You keep saying that, baby girl," he murmured, "but you always do."










Her

 

pulse spiked violently.











Because he was

 

right.











He had

 

bathed her.











Had

 

fed her from a bottle.











Had

 

stretched her, trained her, stripped her of every illusion of power.











And

 

now?











Now, he was

 

dressing her.











Luca sat on a nearby bench, gesturing for her to

 

come to him.











She

 

didn’t move.











His

 

silver eyes gleamed


 
, dark with amusement. "Are you going to make me carry you again?"










Her

 

face burned hot.











Because he would.










He would

 

pick her up in front of everyone, cradle her against his chest like she was weightless, like she was his little girl and not a grown woman who should be running, fighting, escaping.











She

 

swallowed hard


 
and forced herself

 

to step forward.











Luca smirked.










“Good girl.”










Her

 

cheeks flamed


 
.










Because

 

the warmth curling low in her stomach at those words was worse than the humiliation.
















Stripping in Public











Luca set the clothes beside him and reached for the

 

hem of her dress, fingers curling into the fabric, preparing to lift it over her head.











Eden

 

grabbed his wrist instinctively.











His

 

brow arched.


 
"Something wrong, baby?"










Her

 

stomach twisted.











"We’re in public," she whispered harshly.










Luca’s smirk deepened.

 

“And?”











She

 

let out a shaky breath, her entire body trembling.











She couldn’t

 

do this here.











Couldn’t let him

 

undress her like a doll in the middle of a store.











But he just

 

tilted his head, watching her with patient amusement.











As if he knew.










As if he could already see the moment she

 

would break, would give in, would let him take the next inch of control from her.











Eden sucked in a sharp breath and

 

let go of his wrist.











Surrender.










Her

 

heart slammed against her ribs


 
as Luca

 

lifted the dress over her head, leaving her in nothing but her soaked lace panties and collar.











Her

 

thighs clenched together instinctively


 
, her body

 

burning with shame, exposed under the soft glow of the store’s lights.











She felt

 

so small.











So

 

helpless.











And the worst part?










She wasn’t

 

fighting anymore.











Luca groaned softly, his fingers trailing

 

down her bare stomach, teasing, knowing.











"Perfect," he murmured.










She

 

hated that she shivered.
















The First Layer of Control











Luca picked up

 

the first piece of clothing—a pale pink cotton camisole, delicate lace trim at the edges.











"Arms up," he ordered.










She hesitated for

 

half a second too long.











His

 

eyes darkened.











She swallowed hard and

 

lifted her arms.












Submission.











The word

 

burned through her.











Luca

 

slid the camisole over her head


 
, adjusting the soft fabric

 

so it clung to her body, making her feel even smaller.











Then, he picked up the

 

next piece.











Eden’s

 

breath caught in her throat.











Soft,

 

frilly shorts, trimmed in lace, delicate and humiliatingly infantile.











Her

 

stomach dropped.











Luca tilted his head. “Do you want to step in, or should Daddy do it for you?”










Her

 

face went hot.











She

 

wanted to slap him.











Wanted to

 

fight.











Wanted to

 

be anywhere but here.











But instead, she

 

stepped into them.











Luca pulled them up

 

slowly


 
, smoothing his hands over her hips, adjusting the fabric so it sat perfectly, the lace trim brushing her upper thighs.










His

 

fingers lingered too long.











Teasing.










Testing.










Owning.










"You’re learning," he murmured, stroking her jaw.










Eden swallowed

 

hard


 
,

 

her pulse erratic, her entire body buzzing with something she didn’t want to name.











Because

 

this was more than just a punishment.











This was

 

the next step.











Another inch of control lost.










And

 

the worst part?











She didn’t want to take it off.















The Next Step: Thicker Protection











Luca reached for something else in the bag, and the moment

 

Eden saw it, her entire body locked up.











Her

 

stomach twisted violently.











No.










No, no,

 

no.











A

 

pair of thicker padded shorts


 
, soft and discreet, something that could be worn beneath clothing but

 

offered extra layers of protection.











Something

 

between underwear and… something worse.











Eden took a

 

shaky step back, panic clawing up her throat.











"No," she whispered.










Luca’s

 

brow arched.











"You’re not ready for the next step, baby girl," he said,

 

so casual, so absolute, like he had already made the decision.











She

 

shook her head violently.











"I'm not wearing that."










Luca exhaled, dragging a hand through his hair like

 

she was exhausting him.











Then he grabbed her wrist, yanking her

 

down over his lap


 
in one swift motion.










She

 

gasped sharply


 
, her hands

 

flying to his thighs, trying to catch herself.











"Luca—"










His

 

palm cracked down on her lace-covered ass, sharp, fast, leaving a sting in its wake.











She

 

jerked, a choked whimper escaping her lips.











"How many times do I have to teach you, baby girl?" he murmured,

 

his voice like silk-wrapped steel.











"You don’t make the rules anymore."










Another

 

sharp spank


 
, the lace

 

offering little protection


 
.










Her

 

body jerked, the warmth pooling between her thighs mixing with shame, with frustration, with a dark pulse of pleasure.











Luca sighed, his fingers

 

stroking the fresh red imprint of his hand.











"I’ve been patient with you," he murmured.










His

 

hand slid down between her thighs, pressing against the heat soaking through her lace.











Eden

 

let out a wrecked, helpless gasp.











His

 

fingers rubbed slow, torturous circles.











"You’re already wet for me, baby girl."










She

 

bit back a sob.











Luca leaned down, brushing his lips over her

 

ear, whispering, destroying her.











"You’ll wear what I tell you to wear."










His

 

fingers pressed firmer.











"You’ll listen when I tell you to listen."










His

 

lips brushed her temple.











"And you’ll thank me for it."










Eden let out a

 

broken, shattered moan.











Because she

 

already knew she would.











Chapter Eleven: The First Diapering










Eden

 

should have fought harder.











She should have

 

screamed, clawed, cursed him out until she lost her voice.











She should have

 

refused.











But she didn’t.










She

 

let him dress her


 
in the delicate, lacy shorts.










She

 

let him pull the padded undergarment snug against her hips


 
, the extra thickness

 

forcing her thighs apart slightly, making her hyper-aware of the change.











She

 

hated how humiliating it was.











Hated how

 

warm her skin felt


 
, how her

 

pulse pounded too hard in her throat.











Luca

 

hadn’t forced it on her.











He had

 

given her a choice—fight and be punished or submit and let him take care of her.











And she had

 

let him.
















The First Loss of Bathroom Control











The drive back to Luca’s estate was

 

silent


 
, but the tension

 

crackled in the air between them like a live wire.











Eden shifted in the

 

thick padding between her legs


 
,

 

each movement a constant reminder of how much she had lost.











Luca’s hand rested on her thigh,

 

his thumb stroking slow, knowing circles over the fabric, like he was silently reminding her that she was his now.











By the time they got back,

 

she felt restless, tense, too full of something she didn’t want to name.











Luca parked the car, and before she could

 

even think about opening the door


 
, he had already

 

rounded to her side and unbuckled her seatbelt.











She

 

glared at him


 
, trying to ignore the way her

 

pulse spiked every time he touched her.











“I can do things for myself,” she muttered.










Luca

 

arched a brow, amused.











“You sure about that, baby girl?”










She

 

flushed


 
,

 

her entire body burning.











Because she wasn’t sure.










Not anymore.










He lifted her effortlessly into his arms, carrying her through the estate.










And she let him.















The Moment She Realized She Couldn’t Hold It











The first time she felt it,

 

she ignored it.











A dull, nagging pressure low in her belly, a reminder that she had

 

drank more than she should have at lunch, that she should ask to go to the bathroom.











But the thought of

 

asking him for permission made her chest tighten.











So she held it.










And

 

held it.











And

 

held it.











Until it was

 

too late.











She was sitting in his lap,

 

curled against his chest while he read a book in his study, her head resting against his shoulder.











She hadn’t even realized

 

how deep she had slipped into the warmth of him, the way his fingers traced slow circles against her back, lulling her into a dangerous sense of comfort.











Then

 

the pressure turned sharp, urgent.











Her

 

stomach clenched.











She

 

needed to go.











Badly.










She shifted slightly, trying to

 

sit up, to pull herself out of his arms without waking him.











Luca’s grip tightened around her waist, pulling her closer.










“Where do you think you’re going, baby girl?”










Her

 

pulse spiked, panic setting in.











“I—I just need to…”










She

 

trailed off, hating how much her voice shook.











Luca set the book down, tilting her chin up with his fingers.










“What do you need, sweetheart?”










She

 

couldn’t say it.











Couldn’t

 

force the words past her lips.











But she didn’t have to.










Because

 

Luca already knew.











His silver eyes gleamed,

 

dark with satisfaction.











“Oh,” he murmured, dragging his fingers over the padding between her legs. “My little girl has to go potty?”










Her

 

face burned.











She

 

shook her head violently, squirming in his lap, trying to pull away.











“No—no, I just—”










His hand

 

pressed firmer, keeping her still, keeping her trapped.











“You know the rules, baby,” he murmured. “If you need something, you ask Daddy.”










She let out a

 

frustrated, humiliated noise


 
, her body

 

burning, shaking, filled with something she didn’t want to name.











She

 

couldn’t.











Couldn’t

 

say it, couldn’t ask, couldn’t give him that victory.











Luca sighed, shaking his head like he was

 

dealing with a fussy child.











“Still so stubborn.”










His fingers

 

curled around the base of her neck, his other hand stroking her thigh.











“You can hold it for now,” he murmured, his voice silk and steel. “But we both know how this ends, baby girl.”










Her

 

stomach twisted violently.











Because he was

 

right.











She

 

wasn’t going to win this.











And when she finally broke, when she

 

lost control completely


 
, Luca would

 

be there, waiting, ready to take another inch of her freedom away.











And she

 

didn’t know if she wanted to stop him.
















The First Accident











She lasted

 

two hours.











Two hours of

 

desperate, humiliating torture


 
—

 

squirming in his lap, biting her lip, trying to act normal while her bladder ached with pressure, trying to ignore the way Luca watched her with dark, patient amusement.











Two hours of

 

fighting her body, fighting the inevitable, fighting him.











Until

 

she lost.











It happened fast—

 

one sharp wave of pressure, one helpless gasp, one choked whimper.











Then

 

warmth spread between her legs.











She

 

sucked in a sharp breath, her entire body going rigid, horror crashing over her.











No.










No, no,

 

no.











She

 

tried to stop it, tried to clench, tried to fight it


 
—but

 

it was too late.











The

 

thick padding beneath her grew heavy, soaked, ruined.











Luca groaned, gripping

 

her chin, forcing her to look at him.











His silver eyes

 

darkened with something deep, something victorious, something she wasn’t ready to face.











“There it is,” he murmured.










Her

 

thighs trembled, her cheeks burning, humiliation choking her.











“I—I didn’t—”










Luca

 

shushed her softly, stroking her cheek.











"Shh, baby. Don’t fight it. That’s what good little girls do."










Her

 

throat tightened painfully.











Tears

 

burned in her eyes.











Because

 

she had lost.











And the worst part?










Luca had

 

let her.











Had let her

 

hold it just long enough for the shame to settle deep in her bones, for the helplessness to creep in, for her to realize just how much she needed him.











And when she

 

let out a soft, broken sob


 
, Luca

 

smirked, brushing his lips over her temple.











"Time for your first diaper, baby girl."










And she

 

didn’t fight him.











Not this time.










Because she knew.









Chapter Twelve: The First Diapering & Daddy’s Pleasure










Eden sat

 

frozen in Luca’s lap


 
, her breath

 

coming in short, ragged gasps


 
, her body still trembling from

 

the accident she couldn’t stop


 
. The warmth between her legs

 

was unbearable


 
, a humiliating, inescapable reminder that she had

 

lost


 
—that Luca had been right all along.










She was

 

no longer in control.











And now,

 

he was going to take the rest.











Luca let out a soft, pleased sigh, his fingers

 

trailing slow circles over her lower back


 
, soothing and indulgent, like he was

 

rewarding her for breaking.











"Such a messy little thing," he murmured, his voice low, indulgent,

 

dripping with amusement.











Her

 

stomach twisted violently, shame burning hot in her chest.











She

 

should have fought him.











Should have

 

tried to run, clawed her way out of his lap, screamed at him, told him she would never let him do this.











But she didn’t.










Because her body

 

felt too weak


 
, her

 

mind too broken


 
, her

 

limbs too heavy with humiliation and something worse, something deeper, something hotter.











Something

 

she couldn’t deny anymore.











She

 

needed him.











Luca chuckled, his

 

lips brushing against her temple as he lifted her effortlessly into his arms.











“Come on, baby girl,” he murmured. “Let’s get you changed.”















The First Diapering











Eden didn’t

 

realize where he was taking her


 
until he stepped into

 

the bedroom’s adjoining nursery


 
—a space she had

 

never seen before, never even imagined existed.











The room was

 

soft pastels and rich mahogany


 
, an inescapable contrast between

 

luxury and infantile helplessness


 
.










A

 

crib sat against the far wall


 
, big enough for an adult but unmistakably designed

 

to keep someone inside.











A

 

plush white rug covered the floor


 
, scattered with delicate lace blankets and pillows, as if someone had planned for

 

her to be on the ground, playing, waiting for Daddy to come back.











And in the center of it all—










A

 

changing table.











Her

 

heart slammed against her ribs


 
, panic

 

twisting sharp and hot in her stomach.











“Luca,” she gasped,

 

shaking her head violently.











He

 

didn’t listen.











He carried her to the

 

changing table and laid her down


 
, his grip firm but careful,

 

his silver eyes gleaming with amusement as she whimpered beneath him.











"You know," he mused,

 

trailing his fingers down her stomach, grazing the edge of her ruined panties


 
, "you could have avoided this if you had just asked Daddy to take you to the potty."










Her

 

face burned hot


 
, a fresh wave of humiliation

 

crashing over her like a tidal wave.











“I—Luca, I can’t—”










"Shh," he murmured,

 

sliding his fingers under the waistband of her soaked panties, peeling them away.











She let out a

 

broken, wrecked whimper


 
, her

 

thighs twitching, clenching together instinctively.











Luca groaned, his

 

fingers gripping her knees, spreading her open.











“Messy girl,” he murmured,

 

dragging his knuckles down her inner thigh, teasing, testing, watching her squirm.











She

 

couldn’t breathe.











She was

 

naked beneath him


 
, spread on a

 

changing table like a helpless little thing


 
,

 

completely dependent on him, completely his.











And the worst part?










She

 

was wet again.











Not from

 

the accident.











From

 

him.











From

 

this.











Luca reached for the

 

baby wipes


 
, pulling one free, dragging it

 

slowly between her legs, cleaning her, teasing her, making her tremble in ways she couldn’t control.











Her

 

thighs clenched involuntarily


 
, a soft,

 

wrecked sound slipping from her lips.











Luca groaned, his

 

silver eyes darkening with something deeper, something darker.











“You like this, don’t you?”










She

 

sucked in a shaky breath


 
,

 

her mind screaming at her to deny it.











But her

 

body told the truth.











Her hips

 

twitched into his touch


 
, chasing the friction, her

 

stomach clenching with need, with humiliation, with inescapable arousal.











Luca smirked, reaching for the

 

thick diaper sitting beside him on the table.











He unfolded it

 

deliberately, teasingly, letting her watch as he prepared to strip away the last of her independence.











“Lift your hips for Daddy, baby girl.”










Her

 

breath hitched, her entire body burning.











She

 

should have resisted.











She should have

 

told him no, refused, fought, done anything but obey.











But instead—










She

 

lifted her hips.











Surrender.










Luca

 

slid the thick padding beneath her, adjusting it perfectly, making sure it sat snug between her thighs, pressing against her in ways that made her breathless.











He sprinkled

 

baby powder over her skin


 
, massaging it in slow,

 

teasing circles


 
,

 

dragging his fingers lower, rubbing just a little too long, making her squirm.











She let out a

 

wrecked little whimper


 
,

 

her body betraying her completely.











Luca groaned, his fingers

 

teasing her one last time before pulling the front of the diaper up snug between her legs, taping it securely around her waist.











“There we go,” he murmured,

 

patting the front possessively, smirking at the way she trembled beneath him.











“All safe and protected now, baby girl.”










Her

 

face burned


 
, her thighs

 

clenching around the humiliating thickness between them.











She felt

 

so small.











So

 

helpless.











So

 

owned.











And the worst part?










She

 

loved it.
















The Forced Orgasm











Luca

 

watched her closely


 
, his

 

silver eyes gleaming with dark amusement.











"You’re soaking through already," he murmured.










Her

 

throat tightened, humiliation clawing at her.











“No, I—”










He reached beside him, picking up something

 

small, sleek, black.











A

 

Hitachi wand.











Her

 

stomach dropped.











“Luca,” she gasped,

 

her body locking up.











He smirked.

 

“You don’t get to fight anymore, baby girl.”











Before she could

 

protest, he pressed the vibrator against the thick padding of her diaper, turning it on to the lowest setting.











A

 

low, deep hum pulsed against her sensitive, aching clit.











She

 

let out a sharp, wrecked gasp


 
,

 

her thighs twitching violently, her breath shattering into desperate little pants.











Luca groaned, gripping

 

her thighs, holding her still as the vibrations worked through the layers, teasing, torturing, wrecking her.











"You’re already coming apart," he murmured, his voice thick.










“L-Luca,” she gasped,

 

her back arching, her hands gripping his wrist, trying to push him away but not trying hard enough.











“Daddy,” he corrected, turning the setting up.










The

 

vibrations grew stronger, pulsing against her swollen, overstimulated clit, sending shocks of pleasure rolling through her.











She

 

whimpered, squirmed, trembled


 
, her body

 

on fire, her stomach tightening, her thighs burning.











"You want to come, don’t you?"










She

 

shook her head, panting, broken.











Luca smirked, turning the setting to

 

high.











She

 

screamed, her body shattering, shaking, convulsing as the orgasm crashed over her, wave after wave of helpless, humiliating pleasure.











Luca groaned, pressing a

 

soft kiss to her temple, whispering against her skin.











"There’s my good girl."










And

 

Eden knew she was ruined.











Because she

 

never wanted it to stop.










Chapter Thirteen: The First Waking Accident & Daddy’s Discipline










Eden woke up

 

warm and safe


 
, her body wrapped in soft blankets, her head resting against

 

Luca’s bare chest


 
. His slow, steady breaths filled the silence,

 

his arms caging her against him


 
, possessive even in sleep.










For a fleeting moment, she let herself

 

pretend


 
.










Pretend that she wasn’t being

 

kept, trained, controlled.











Pretend that she wasn’t

 

falling deeper every single day.











But the second she shifted, the second she felt

 

the thickness between her legs


 
, the realization slammed into her

 

like a truck.











The diaper was

 

wet.











Her stomach

 

dropped.











She

 

froze completely


 
, her breath catching in her throat.











No.











No, no, no,

 

this wasn’t happening.











She had gone to sleep

 

dry.











She had

 

held it.











Had promised herself

 

she wouldn’t slip any further.











And yet—










Her

 

thighs clenched around the damp padding


 
,

 

her pulse hammering in horror.











She had

 

wet herself in her sleep.
















The Realization of Her Helplessness











Panic

 

clawed up her throat


 
, but she forced herself to

 

stay still


 
.










Luca hadn’t

 

woken up yet.











Maybe she could

 

fix this before he noticed.











Maybe she could—










Luca’s

 

arm tightened around her waist.











His

 

body shifted, his breath warm against the top of her head


 
, a slow groan slipping from his throat.










Eden

 

went completely still.











And then—










His

 

hand slid down


 
, resting on her hip.










Her

 

stomach clenched painfully


 
, her entire body locking up.










Maybe he

 

wouldn’t check.











Maybe—










Luca’s fingers

 

pressed against the front of her diaper.











A

 

humiliated whimper slipped from her lips before she could stop it.











He

 

stilled completely.











Then, slowly, he

 

cupped the thick, swollen padding


 
, pressing it just enough to

 

feel the wetness soaking through the layers.











Eden let out a

 

sharp, wrecked gasp


 
, her cheeks

 

burning hot, her breath coming in fast, uneven little pants.











Luca

 

groaned, his grip tightening.











“Oh, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with

 

amusement and satisfaction.











Her

 

stomach twisted violently, humiliation crashing into her.











She

 

tried to jerk away


 
, but his grip

 

only tightened, keeping her still.











“You didn’t even wake up,” he continued,

 

dragging his fingers over the damp fabric, slow, teasing.











Her

 

face burned.











“I—I don’t know how—”










He

 

chuckled


 
, cutting off her useless, desperate excuse.










“You’re already slipping, aren’t you?”










Her

 

thighs trembled


 
, her chest heaving,

 

her body betraying her in ways she couldn’t stop.











Because

 

the way he was touching her, the way his fingers rubbed over the soaked diaper, testing, teasing, controlling—











It sent

 

heat rolling through her.











She wanted to

 

die.











Luca groaned, dragging his

 

lips down her throat


 
, pressing

 

a slow, possessive kiss over her collar.











"You really do need Daddy to take care of you now, don’t you?"










She

 

bit her lip hard, shaking her head, refusing to say the words.











Luca sighed, his fingers

 

tightening, pressing firmer against the damp heat between her thighs.











“I was going to wait, baby,” he murmured. “But I think it’s time we start your next phase of training.”










Her

 

stomach dropped.











Next phase.










What did that—










Before she could react, Luca had

 

flipped her onto her stomach, pressing her down into the mattress, his hand firm against her lower back.











Her

 

breath caught.











“L-Luca—”










“Daddy,” he corrected easily, his voice silk and steel.










Her

 

cheeks flamed


 
, her pulse slamming into overdrive.










“Daddy,” she corrected

 

softly, brokenly, humiliatingly.











He

 

groaned in approval


 
, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her diaper,

 

tracing slow, teasing circles over her lower back.











“That’s my good girl.”















The First Enema











Luca reached beside him, and when he returned his hand to her line of sight,

 

Eden’s stomach twisted violently.











A

 

bulb enema syringe.











She

 

gasped sharply, her fingers curling into the sheets.











“No,” she whispered.










“Yes,” he murmured,

 

dragging the tip over her lower back, making her shudder.











“This is your next step, baby. You’re not going to worry about anything anymore.”










Tears

 

burned behind her eyes


 
, shame curling in her chest.










“Please, I—I can’t—”










Luca leaned down,

 

kissing her temple softly, soothingly.











“You can.”










She let out a

 

shaky, wrecked breath


 
,

 

her body betraying her completely.











“Daddy,” she whimpered.










He groaned, his

 

fingers gripping her hips, keeping her still.











“That’s my girl,” he whispered.










And then—










He

 

pushed the tip inside her.











Eden let out a

 

sharp, choked gasp


 
, her body

 

locking up, stretching, taking what he was giving her.











Luca groaned, his free hand

 

stroking her back, soothing her, controlling her.











“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured. “Relax for Daddy.”










She let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
,

 

her body melting into the mattress.











Luca squeezed the

 

bulb, releasing the warm liquid inside her, filling her, making her feel full in ways she never had before.











Her

 

breath came in sharp, desperate little pants


 
,

 

humiliation and heat mixing in a dangerous, devastating way.











She was

 

so stretched, so helpless, so completely owned.











And the worst part?










She

 

liked it.











Luca leaned in,

 

brushing his lips over her ear, his breath warm, thick with approval.











“You look so pretty like this, baby.”










Her

 

stomach clenched painfully, her thighs twitching, her body on fire.











Luca

 

dragged his fingers down her spine


 
, pressing his palm

 

against her swollen, filled belly.











“How does it feel, sweetheart?”










She

 

let out a shaky sob, unable to find the words.











Luca groaned.

 

"You don’t need to tell me, baby. I can feel how much you love it."











Her

 

face burned, her breath catching in her throat.











Because she

 

did.











Luca stroked her cheek,

 

turning her head so she was forced to look at him.











“You’re not just my little girl anymore, Eden.”










She swallowed hard, her entire

 

body trembling.











"You’re my baby now."










And for the first time—










She

 

didn’t fight it.










Chapter Fourteen: Helpless in Daddy’s Arms










Eden lay

 

panting against the mattress


 
, her body

 

tense, stretched, filled


 
. The warmth inside her

 

settled deep


 
, an unbearable, inescapable pressure

 

building with every second.











She let out a

 

soft, whimpering sob


 
, her hands

 

gripping the sheets


 
, her thighs

 

trembling.











Luca’s

 

fingers dragged slow, soothing circles down her spine


 
, his touch

 

possessive, indulgent, cruelly gentle


 
.










“You’re doing so well for me, baby girl,” he murmured, pressing a

 

soft kiss to the back of her neck.











Eden

 

squeezed her eyes shut


 
,

 

humiliation and pleasure swirling inside her like a drug.











She should have been

 

fighting him


 
.










Should have been

 

screaming at him, thrashing, resisting


 
.










Instead, she

 

melted into his arms


 
,

 

let herself be held, let herself be cared for, let herself sink deeper into his control.











Because she

 

couldn’t do anything else.











She

 

was helpless now.











She

 

belonged to him now.
















Completely Dependent on Him











Luca

 

stroked her hair


 
, his lips brushing soft

 

praise into her skin


 
, his hands keeping her

 

still, controlled, owned


 
.










“You’re so full, baby,” he whispered, rubbing

 

a slow, torturous circle over her swollen belly.











Eden let out a

 

wrecked little gasp


 
, her

 

hips twitching against the sheets, the pressure unbearable


 
.










Luca groaned,

 

gripping her chin, tilting her head back so she had to look at him.











His

 

silver eyes burned with satisfaction


 
, dark and knowing.










“You need Daddy to take care of you, don’t you?”










Her

 

thighs clenched instinctively


 
, her breath

 

shaking


 
, her body

 

betraying her completely.











She

 

did need him.











She needed him

 

to tell her what to do, to take care of her, to make all the decisions she couldn’t anymore.











And now?










She needed him

 

to help her let go.











Luca leaned down,

 

pressing a kiss to her forehead, soothing, claiming.











“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his hands

 

trailing down, rubbing slow circles over the thick padding between her thighs.











“Just let it all go for Daddy.”










Tears

 

burned behind her eyes


 
, shame mixing with

 

a deep, humiliating pleasure that made her stomach tighten.











And when the

 

warmth finally spilled from her, soaking into the thick diaper wrapped around her hips, when her body finally gave in—











Luca groaned,

 

tightening his grip, pressing soft kisses down her jaw, whispering how proud he was.











Her

 

breath shattered, her body breaking apart, her mind slipping deeper into the truth she had been avoiding.











She was

 

his baby now.











And she

 

never wanted to be anything else.
















The Final Diapering











By the time Luca had

 

cleaned her, changed her, fastened a fresh, thick diaper around her hips


 
, she was

 

too weak to fight anymore.











She let him

 

lift her back into his lap


 
, let him

 

cradle her against his chest, let herself curl into him, small and helpless and dependent.











His hands

 

stroked her back


 
, his lips pressing

 

soft, lingering kisses to her temple.











“You did so well, baby girl.”










She whimpered softly, nuzzling into him, her

 

breath evening out, her mind slipping further.











Luca

 

chuckled


 
, dragging his fingers down her spine.










“You’re mine forever now.”










And she

 

was.











Because she didn’t want to

 

be anywhere else.
















Epilogue: Daddy’s Forever Baby











Eden sat

 

on the floor of the nursery


 
, her back

 

pressed against Luca’s legs


 
, her body

 

warm, safe, completely owned.











She

 

no longer resisted


 
when he dressed her.










No longer

 

fought the diapers, the soft dresses, the way he made every decision for her.











She no longer

 

pretended she wasn’t his.











Because she was.










Completely.










Forever.










Luca’s fingers

 

threaded through her hair, stroking slowly, soothingly, possessively.











“You don’t even think about running anymore, do you?” he murmured.










Eden

 

shook her head softly


 
, her lips wrapping around the

 

rubber nipple of the bottle he pressed to her mouth.











She sucked.










Slow.










Obedient.










Completely dependent.










Luca

 

smirked


 
, tilting the bottle higher,

 

watching her swallow for him.











"Good girl."










Her

 

heart fluttered


 
, warmth

 

spreading deep in her belly


 
, making her thighs

 

clench involuntarily.











She

 

loved his praise.











Lived for it.










Craved it.










And now?










Now she would never

 

be anything else but his baby girl.











His to

 

dress.











His to

 

change.











His to

 

own.











Forever.
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