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Chapter 1: The Debt’s Price

I stood in the dimly lit office, the air heavy with the scent of polished wood and cigar smoke. My heart slammed against my ribs, a wild thing caged in my chest, as I faced the three men who held my brother's fate—and now mine—in their hands. My green eyes darted between them, defiance burning in my gut, even as my body trembled under the weight of their gazes.

Lorenzo sat behind a massive mahogany desk, his tailored suit hugging broad shoulders, his espresso-dark eyes piercing through me like he could strip me bare with a look. Everything about him screamed old Roman money—the cut of his jaw, the quiet authority, the way his hands rested on the desk as if the world owed him obedience. Alexei leaned against the wall to my left, arms crossed over a chest so wide it seemed to block out the light, his platinum blond hair catching the faint glow of the lamp, ice-blue eyes unreadable but watchful—a silent shield. Dante stood closest, to my right, salt-and-pepper hair framing a weathered Sicilian face, his presence a storm of raw intensity as he called me "bambina" in a gravelly growl that made my thighs clench involuntarily.

"You understand why you're here, Nadia," Lorenzo said, his voice smooth as velvet but edged with steel, each word deliberate as he leaned forward, the crinkle of a paper contract under his fingers slicing through the silence. "Your brother owes us a debt. A debt he cannot pay."

I swallowed, my mouth dry, the heat of nervous arousal pooling traitorously between my legs as I felt their collective stare. My brother Lev had gotten in over his head—gambling debts stacked on top of bad deals, each one deeper and more desperate than the last. I'd spent years pulling him out of holes, but this one had no bottom. These three men owned the city's underworld, and Lev owed them more than either of us could earn in a lifetime.

"I'm here to settle it," I forced out, my voice steadier than I felt. "Whatever it takes."

Dante's lips curled into a smirk, his dark eyes glinting with something dangerous and possessive. "Brave little girl," he murmured, stepping closer, his boots heavy on the hardwood floor. His hand brushed my arm, a fleeting touch that sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy clenching despite my resolve. He smelled of cedar and leather, a Sicilian warmth beneath something sharper, more predatory.

Alexei pushed off the wall, his massive frame moving with a grace that belied his size, his ice-blue eyes softening as they met mine. At well over six feet, he was built like a wall—platinum blond hair cropped close, scarred knuckles resting at his sides, every inch the tender giant who could snap a man in half and then cradle a kitten. "You don't have to be afraid, baby girl," he said, his voice a deep Russian rumble, soothing yet commanding. "We'll take care of you—if you follow the rules."

Lorenzo stood, towering over the desk, his presence suffocating as he rounded it to stand before me, his hand brushing my lower back, a possessive claim that made my breath hitch. Up close, he smelled of espresso and expensive cologne, his Roman jaw sharp enough to cut glass. "The terms are simple," he said, his tone cold, precise, as his fingers lingered, sending heat spiraling through me. "You belong to us until the debt is cleared. Every inch of your body, every thought in that pretty head, is ours to command."

I froze, the weight of his words sinking in, my nipples hardening under my thin blouse as his gaze raked over me. "What... what does that mean?" I whispered, hating how my voice wavered, how my body betrayed me with every passing second.

"It means," Lorenzo continued, his hand sliding lower, just above the curve of my ass, "you'll kneel for me when I say. You'll open that sweet mouth for Dante when he demands it. You'll let Alexei carry you to bed when you're too tired to stand, and you'll thank us for every rule we set."

Dante chuckled, a dark, hungry sound, as he tilted my chin up with a rough finger, forcing me to meet his gaze. His gravelly voice dropped lower, the Sicilian accent thicker when he spoke softly. "You'll learn to crave the discipline, bambina," he said, his thumb brushing my lower lip, making me shudder. "I'll spank that tight little ass red when you break the rules, and you'll beg for more."

Alexei stepped closer, his warmth enveloping me from the side, his massive hand resting gently on my shoulder, a stark contrast to Dante's roughness. "And when you're good," he murmured, his breath hot against my ear, "I'll hold you close, feed you from my plate, make sure you feel safe. But cross us, and it's corner time, baby girl—no touch, no comfort, until you've learned."

My knees weakened, the wet heat between my thighs undeniable now, my pussy throbbing as their words painted vivid, filthy images in my mind. I wanted to fight, to snap back, but my body ached for their control, for the safety and structure they promised beneath the threat. Three men. Three different kinds of power. And all of it aimed at me.

I thought of Lev—his bloodshot eyes, his hollow cheeks, the way he'd begged me not to come here. But I'd spent my whole life cleaning up his messes, and this was just one more. The difference was the price. The difference was the ache between my legs that told me some part of me wanted to pay it.

Lorenzo's hand left my back, and he returned to the desk, picking up the contract with a deliberate slowness, the paper crinkling again, each sound amplified in the tense silence. "First rule," he said, his voice cutting through me, "you address us as Daddy. Daddy Lorenzo, Daddy Alexei, Daddy Dante. Say it now."

I hesitated, my cheeks burning, the word foreign and humiliating on my tongue. But their gazes pinned me, unrelenting, and I felt the weight of their authority pressing down like a physical thing. "Daddy Lorenzo," I whispered, my voice barely audible, my clit pulsing as the words left my lips. "Daddy Alexei. Daddy Dante."

"Good girl," Lorenzo said, the praise hitting me like a physical touch, a warmth spreading through my chest even as my mind rebelled. "Second rule: your body is ours. You don't touch yourself without permission. You don't cum unless we allow it."

Dante stepped behind me, his chest pressing against my back, his hard cock evident through his jeans as it brushed my ass, making me gasp. "Third rule," he growled, his hands gripping my hips, large and possessive, "you don't hide from us. Every shiver, every wet little tremble of that pussy—we see it all, bambina."

Alexei knelt before me, his massive frame still towering even on his knees, his hands sliding up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher, exposing the damp spot on my panties. "Fourth rule," he said softly, his fingers brushing the edge of the fabric, making me whimper, "you let us take care of you. Even when it's hard. Even when you're ashamed."

I couldn't breathe, their hands and words overwhelming me, my body a live wire under their touch. Alexei's fingers hooked into my panties, tugging them down slowly, the cool air hitting my slick folds as Dante's grip on my hips tightened, holding me in place. Lorenzo watched from the desk, his espresso-dark eyes dark with hunger, a predator assessing his prey.

"Look at that," Alexei murmured, his thumb brushing my clit, sending a shockwave through me, my knees buckling as Dante caught me against his chest. "So wet already, baby girl. Your body knows who it belongs to."

I moaned, unable to stop myself, as Alexei's thick finger slid inside me, stretching my tight pussy, pumping slowly while his thumb circled my clit with agonizing precision. Dante's hand slid under my blouse, finding my nipple, pinching it hard through my bra, the sharp pain mixing with pleasure until I was trembling between them. "Such a needy little girl," Dante rasped, his cock grinding against my ass, the friction maddening.

Lorenzo stood again, approaching with a small black box, his movements deliberate, unflinching. "A gift," he said, opening it to reveal a sleek vibrator, the surface gleaming under the dim light. "To remind you of rule two. You don't cum without us."

Alexei withdrew his finger, slick with my arousal, and took the toy from Lorenzo, coating it with my wetness before pressing it against my entrance. I gasped as he pushed it inside, the cold metal stretching me, filling me, the sensation overwhelming as it buzzed to life on a low setting. Dante's hands kept me pinned, his breath hot on my neck as he whispered, "Feel that, bambina? That's Daddy's control inside you."

My hips jerked involuntarily, the vibrations teasing my clit from within, driving me to the edge but not over, my body aching for release. "Please," I whimpered, my voice small, regressing under the weight of their dominance, my mind slipping into a softer, needier space. "Please, Daddy Alexei, Daddy Dante, let me cum."

"Not yet," Lorenzo said, his voice firm, stepping close to tilt my chin up, his thumb brushing my trembling lips. "You're ours now, little one. Soon, you'll spread for us on command."

The words seared into me, a promise and a threat, as the vibrator pulsed inside, keeping me on the brink, my pussy clenching around it desperately. Alexei's hand rested on my thigh, grounding me, while Dante's fingers teased my nipples relentlessly, each pinch drawing a cry from my lips. Lorenzo watched, his gaze a physical weight, calculating every shudder, every plea.

"You'll learn," Dante growled, his cock still pressed against me, the heat of him a torturous promise. "You'll learn to beg properly, to take everything we give you."

Alexei adjusted the vibrator, turning it up a notch, the sudden intensity making me sob, my body shaking as I fought the orgasm threatening to break through. "Hold it, baby girl," he murmured, his voice tender but unyielding. "Be a good girl for your Daddies."

I couldn't think, couldn't fight, my mind drowning in the pleasure and the rules, the overwhelming need to obey. My hands gripped Dante's arms, my nails digging into his skin as I teetered on the edge, my pussy dripping, the toy relentless inside me. Lorenzo's eyes never left mine, a silent command to submit, to break for them.

Finally, Alexei turned the vibrator off, pulling it out slowly, my pussy clenching around nothing, the denial a sharp ache that left me panting, tears pricking my eyes. Dante's grip softened, his hands sliding to my waist, holding me up as my legs shook. Alexei stood, towering over me, wiping the toy clean with a cloth from his pocket before tucking it away, his touch on my cheek gentle, almost reverent.

"You did well," Lorenzo said, the praise a balm to the raw edge of my need, his hand brushing my hair back as he stepped closer. "But this is just the beginning. Tomorrow, you move into my penthouse—where the real rules begin."

My breath caught, the hook of his words sinking deep, the promise of more—of everything—hanging in the air as their hands lingered on me. Alexei's warmth, Dante's roughness, Lorenzo's control—they surrounded me, a unit of dominance I couldn't escape, didn't want to escape. Tomorrow, I'd be theirs in every way, and the thought made my body ache with a hunger I couldn't name.


Chapter 2: Silk and Chains

I woke to the scent of jasmine and the weight of silk sheets against my bare skin. My eyes fluttered open, taking in the sprawling luxury of Lorenzo's penthouse—a world of sleek marble, towering windows, and a view of the city that screamed untouchable power. But the door was locked, a silent reminder that I wasn't a guest. I was theirs.

My body ached with the memory of last night—hands on me, voices commanding me, the promise of more. I sat up, the oversized shirt they'd given me slipping off one shoulder, and tested the handle again. Still locked. My pulse quickened, a mix of defiance and something hotter, something I didn't want to name. I was trapped in a gilded cage, and my traitorous body tingled at the thought.

I thought about Lev. Had they let him go? Was he safe, sleeping it off in his cramped apartment across town, or was he somewhere darker, still owing more than his life was worth? I had no phone, no way to check. Just this locked room and the silk against my skin.

Footsteps echoed beyond the door, deliberate and unhurried. The lock clicked. Lorenzo entered, his tailored suit hugging his broad frame, his espresso-dark eyes pinning me in place with a look that stripped me bare. Authority radiated from him, a silent command in the tilt of his Roman jaw.

"Morning, little one," he said, voice smooth as velvet but edged with steel. "Did you sleep well, or were you too busy testing my rules already?"

I swallowed, my throat dry. "I... I just wanted to see if it was really locked, Daddy Lorenzo."

His lips curved, a predator's smile. "It is. And you'll learn to trust that what I lock, stays locked—until I decide otherwise." He stepped closer, his presence filling the room, and I felt the first stirrings of heat pooling low in my belly. His cologne drifted to me—espresso and something darkly floral, unmistakably Italian, unmistakably expensive.

Behind him, Alexei appeared, his massive frame nearly blocking the doorway. His platinum blond hair was tousled, but his ice-blue eyes were sharp, protective, a contrast to Lorenzo's calculated control. He carried a tray with a glass of water and a small plate of fruit, his movements gentle but deliberate. The scars across his knuckles caught the light—hands that had broken bones and yet held me like I was made of glass.

"Drink, baby girl," Alexei said, his deep Russian rumble soothing as he set the tray on the bedside table. "Daddy Alexei doesn't want you dehydrated before the day starts."

I reached for the glass, my hands trembling under their combined gazes. Lorenzo's stare burned into me, assessing every inch of my exposed skin, while Alexei's lingered with a warmth that made my chest tighten. A flush crept up my neck as I sipped the water, their eyes never leaving me. I hated how aware I was of them—of the heat between my legs, of the way my nipples tightened under the thin shirt.

"Good girl," Lorenzo murmured, the words sinking into me like a caress, triggering a shiver I couldn't hide. "Now, it's time to show you where you'll truly belong. Follow me."

He didn't wait for a response, turning on his heel with the expectation of obedience. Alexei's hand found my lower back, guiding me forward, his touch firm yet tender. My bare feet padded against the cool floor as we moved through the penthouse, past rooms of opulence, until Lorenzo pushed open a hidden door I hadn't noticed.

Inside was a nursery—a secret sanctuary of pastel pinks and whites, a crib in the corner, a changing table stocked with supplies, and walls lined with shelves of frilly dresses and toys. My breath caught, a wave of humiliation crashing over me, but beneath it, a pulse of unwanted arousal. This wasn't just control. This was ownership.

The room smelled of talcum powder and something sweet, like vanilla. Stuffed animals lined the shelves beside onesies in every shade of pink. A rocking chair sat in the corner, its dark leather worn smooth—I could picture one of them sitting there, holding me, and the thought made something shift deep in my chest. Something terrifying. Something warm.

This room had been here before me. The supplies were stocked, the crib sheets crisp and unwrinkled. They'd built this nursery—prepared it, planned it—before they even knew whether I'd walk through their door. The realization made my skin prickle. They hadn't just wanted collateral. They'd wanted a little girl. And they'd been waiting for one.

My pulse hammered. I should have been running. Instead, my fingers traced the edge of a stuffed bunny's ear, the velvet impossibly soft, and I felt the first treacherous crack in my resistance widen.

Lorenzo turned to me, his gaze unwavering. "This is your space, Nadia. Where you'll learn to let go of that defiance and become our perfect little girl."

I opened my mouth to protest, but Alexei's hand tightened on my back, a silent warning. "Shh, baby girl," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear. "Let Daddy Lorenzo show you. It's for your own good."

Lorenzo stepped forward, pulling a silky pink dress from a hanger, the fabric whispering as he held it up. "Arms up," he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. My body moved before my mind caught up, lifting my arms as he stripped the oversized shirt from me, leaving me bare and exposed under their stares.

My cheeks burned, the shame morphing into something hotter, more confusing—heat, then more shame, an endless loop that left me dizzy. My nipples hardened in the cool air. Lorenzo's eyes darkened, a flicker of satisfaction as he slid the silk dress over my head, the fabric caressing my skin, soft as a lover's touch. It barely covered my thighs, the frills tickling my legs, amplifying my vulnerability.

Alexei knelt before me, his massive hands on my hips, steadying me as Lorenzo stepped back to watch. "We're not done, baby girl," Alexei said, his voice a low growl of care and dominance. He reached for a folded diaper on the changing table, the crinkle of the padding loud in the quiet room, and my stomach dropped.

"No," I whispered, shaking my head, but my voice lacked conviction. My body was already responding, a wet heat building between my thighs at the thought of their control. Alexei's fingers brushed my inner thighs as he unfolded the diaper, the silky powder dusting the air with a babyish scent that made my head spin.

"Be still," Lorenzo ordered, his voice cutting through my haze. "You don't get to decide, Nadia. Daddies do."

Alexei's hands were slow, deliberate, sliding the diaper under me as he lifted my hips with ease, his strength overwhelming. The padding pressed against my skin, cool at first, then warming as it settled between my legs, the bulk making me hyper-aware of every movement. His fingers lingered, adjusting the tapes with a tenderness that contrasted the humiliation, and I felt myself grow wetter, my pussy aching despite my protests.

"Feel that diaper, baby girl? It's just the start of how we'll own you," Alexei said, his voice thick with possession, the words searing into me as his thumb brushed the edge of the padding, so close to where I needed touch.

I whimpered, my hands fisting in the silk of the dress, torn between pushing him away and pulling him closer. Lorenzo stepped in then, his fingers tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. "Look at me, little one. You're so pretty like this, all dressed up and helpless for your Daddies."

His words hit deep, a mix of degradation and warmth that made my clit throb under the diaper's padding. My arousal leaked into the fabric, the crinkle louder with every shift of my hips. Lorenzo's hand slid down, cupping my breast through the silk, his thumb circling my nipple until it peaked, hard and desperate.

Alexei's hands moved too, one on my thigh, spreading me slightly as the other pressed against the front of the diaper, the pressure indirect but maddening. "Such a good girl, getting wet for us already," he murmured, his voice a soothing contrast to the raw need building in me. "You can't hide it, baby girl."

I shook my head, a sob escaping, but my hips bucked against his hand, seeking more. Lorenzo's grip tightened on my breast, a silent reprimand. "No moving without permission. That's a rule, Nadia. Break it again, and you'll be over my knee."

The threat sent a jolt through me, my pussy clenching under the padding, and I stilled, trembling under their combined touch. Alexei's fingers pressed harder, rubbing slow circles over the diaper, the friction teasing my clit through the layers until I was panting, on the edge but not allowed to tip over. Lorenzo leaned in, his lips brushing my ear, his breath hot.

"You don't cum until Daddy says," he whispered, the words a chain around my desire. "Be patient, little one. We've got more planned."

They stepped back, leaving me aching, the diaper heavy between my thighs, the silk dress clinging to my overheated skin. Alexei's hand found mine, pulling me to the crib in the corner, his strength guiding me down onto the soft mattress. "Rest now, baby girl," he said, tucking a pastel blanket over me, his touch lingering on my cheek. "You'll need your energy."

Lorenzo stood at the crib's edge, his gaze a promise of more control, more rules. "You're ours to care for, Nadia. Every inch of you. Every need. And we'll show you exactly what that means."

My body thrummed with denied need, the diaper a constant reminder of their dominance, the crinkle echoing in my ears as I shifted under the blanket. Alexei's warmth lingered in his touch, Lorenzo's commands in his stare, and I knew I was slipping deeper into their world—a world I both feared and craved.

They turned to leave, the door clicking shut behind them, but not before Lorenzo's final words sliced through the air. "Sleep tight, little one. Tomorrow, Dante arrives—and he'll show you what discipline really means."

My breath hitched, the promise of Dante's arrival—a man of gravelly commands and unyielding Sicilian intensity—igniting a fresh wave of heat in my core. I lay there, trapped in silk and chains of their making, my body aching for release, my mind spinning with the dangerous obsession of what tomorrow would bring.

The diaper crinkled as I curled onto my side, pulling the blanket tighter. Through the nursery wall, I could hear the muffled bass of Lorenzo's voice in the next room, the rumble of Alexei responding. Planning. Discussing me, probably—what to do with me next, how to push me further, how to break the defiance they could still see flickering behind my eyes. The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it made my clit throb against the padding, and I pressed my thighs together, a whimper catching in my throat.

Their control was tightening. And I was already too far gone to fight it.


Chapter 3: Corner of Shame

I lay on the plush mattress, the silk sheets cool against my flushed skin, but they couldn't soothe the fire still burning inside me from last night's torment. Lorenzo's parting words echoed in my head, sharp and deliberate, promising Dante's arrival today—a man whose name alone sent a shiver down my spine. My wrists, though unbound now, still carried the phantom weight of restraint, and my body ached with a need I couldn't name, a dangerous obsession growing with every passing second.

The door creaked open without warning. Lorenzo stood there, his tailored suit hugging his broad frame, his espresso-dark eyes scanning me with that unyielding control I'd come to both crave and resent. "Up, Nadia. You've got rules to follow, and I won't tolerate laziness."

I pushed myself up, my green eyes narrowing, defiance bubbling under my skin like a live wire. "I'm not some child to be ordered around, Lorenzo." My voice snapped, sharp and reckless, even as my heart raced at the thought of the consequences.

His lips curled into a faint, dangerous smile, but his tone stayed calm, cutting deeper than any shout. "Oh, little one, you just earned yourself a lesson. Dante's waiting, and he's not as patient as I am."

My stomach twisted, heat pooling traitorously between my thighs at the mention of Dante. I wanted to snap back again, to push harder, but the weight of Lorenzo's gaze pinned me in place. He stepped aside, revealing the towering figure behind him.

Dante. He filled the doorway, his leather jacket stretched over shoulders that looked carved from stone, his salt-and-pepper hair tousled just enough to hint at wildness beneath his control. His dark eyes, deep brown shot through with amber, locked onto me with an intensity that made me feel stripped bare, my defiance wilting even as my pulse thundered. Everything about him radiated Sicilian authority—the weathered lines of his face, the unhurried way he moved, like a man who'd survived things that would break lesser men.

"Bambina," Dante's voice rumbled, low and reverent, yet laced with an edge that promised pain and pleasure in equal measure. "You've been mouthy. That stops now."

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, but I couldn't stop the words from spilling out. "I don't take orders from you." My voice trembled, betraying me, and I hated how small I sounded under his gaze.

Dante didn't flinch. He stepped forward, each movement deliberate, his massive frame looming over me as he closed the distance. The scent of him hit me—cedar and dark tobacco, with something underneath that was purely, dangerously male. "You will, Nadia. And you'll learn to love it."

Before I could react, his hand shot out, firm but not cruel, gripping my wrist and pulling me to my feet. The warmth of his touch seared through me, a stark contrast to the cool air on my barely covered skin. He tugged me toward a chair in the corner of the room, his strength undeniable, and sat down, pulling me over his lap in one fluid motion.

My breath hitched as my stomach pressed against his hard thighs, my thin nightgown riding up to expose the backs of my legs. I squirmed, humiliated by the position, but Dante's hand pressed down on my lower back, holding me still with effortless power. "You broke a rule, bambina. Defiance gets you punished."

I opened my mouth to protest, but the first strike of his bare hand against my ass silenced me. The sting bloomed instantly, sharp and hot, spreading across my skin as I gasped, my fingers digging into the fabric of his pants. His palm came down again, harder this time, and the heat mixed with a humiliating rush of arousal that made my core clench.

"Count them, Nadia," Dante ordered, his voice steady, almost tender, despite the force of his hand. "Or I start over."

"One," I choked out, my voice barely a whisper as the third strike landed, the sound of flesh against flesh echoing in the quiet room. The warmth of his hand lingered after each hit, a cruel contrast to the sting, and I felt wetness gathering between my thighs even as tears pricked my eyes. "Two... three..."

By the fifth strike, I was trembling, my ass burning under his relentless discipline, but the heat wasn't just pain—it was something deeper, something that made me ache for more. My thoughts scattered, my mind losing its grip on the anger, the resistance. I was just sensation. Just his hand and my skin and the fire building between us.

Dante paused, his hand resting on my reddened skin, his fingers tracing the edge of my panties with a slow, deliberate touch that made me whimper. "Feel that sting, bambina? Soon, I'll make you drip for Daddy's harsher touch."

His words sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy clenching at the promise, even as my mind screamed against the humiliation. I squirmed again, desperate to hide how much I wanted this, but Dante's grip tightened, his other hand sliding up my thigh, teasing the damp fabric between my legs. "Look at you, already so wet for Daddy. Such a pathetic little thing, getting off on your punishment."

I bit my lip, shame and desire warring inside me as his fingers pressed harder against my soaked panties, rubbing slow circles over my clit through the thin cotton. My hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the friction, and Dante chuckled, dark and low, the sound vibrating through his chest against my side. "That's it, bambina. Let your body show Daddy what you really need."

He pulled my panties aside, exposing my slick folds to the cool air, and I gasped as his thick fingers slid through my wetness, spreading me open with a possessive touch. The sting of my spanked skin heightened every sensation, making me hyper-aware of his control, his size, the way his massive hand dwarfed my trembling body. He teased my entrance, pushing just the tip of one finger inside, and I moaned, unable to stop myself, my mind slipping into a hazy, desperate space.

"Good girl," Dante murmured, and those two words hit me harder than any strike, a wave of warmth spreading through my chest as my pussy clenched around his finger. He added a second, stretching me with slow, deliberate thrusts, his thumb finding my clit and circling it with maddening precision. "Look at how you take it, bambina. So eager for Daddy's touch."

I was lost, my body surrendering even as my mind clung to the last threads of resistance. Each thrust of his fingers pushed me closer to the edge, the sting of my ass mixing with the overwhelming pleasure until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. "Daddy Dante," I whimpered, my voice small and broken, regression creeping in as the intensity overwhelmed me. "Please... I need..."

"You need to cum, don't you, bambina?" His voice was a growl now, laced with his own arousal as his fingers sped up, curling inside me to hit that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. "Beg for it. Beg Daddy to let you fall apart."

"Please, Daddy Dante," I sobbed, my hips grinding against his hand, the humiliation of begging only fueling my desperation. "Please let me cum. I'll be good, I promise."

His thumb pressed harder, faster, and I was right there—teetering on the razor's edge, my whole body coiled tight as a spring, ready to shatter. One more stroke. One more second. I could feel it building like a wave about to crash—

And then he stopped.

His fingers pulled out of me. His thumb lifted from my clit. The absence hit me like a slap, worse than any of the ones that had reddened my ass. My pussy clenched around nothing, spasming, desperate, and a wail tore from my throat that sounded nothing like the defiant woman who'd walked into this room.

"No," I gasped, my hips rocking against his thigh, seeking any friction, any pressure. "No, please, Daddy, don't stop, I was so close—"

"I know," Dante said, and there was something almost reverent in his gravelly voice, even as his hand came to rest on my burning ass, holding me still. "That's why I stopped. You don't get to cum yet, bambina. Not until Daddy decides you've earned it."

The denial was a physical pain, a deep, throbbing ache that pulsed through my core with every heartbeat. Tears spilled down my cheeks—not from the spanking, but from the cruelty of being brought to the edge and held there, dangling over the abyss of pleasure with no release. My clit throbbed, swollen and untouched, and every shift of my body against his thigh sent another wave of tortured need through me.

Dante lifted me then, pulling me into his lap properly, my trembling body curled against his broad chest as he rocked me gently. The leather of his jacket was cool against my overheated skin, and I buried my face in his neck, breathing in the faint scent of his cologne, a mix of cedar and something darker, dangerous. His massive hands cradled me, one on my back, the other under my thighs, holding me like I weighed nothing.

"You took your punishment well, bambina," Dante said softly, his lips brushing my temple. "But the lesson isn't over. You learn control by wanting and not having. By letting Daddy decide when you break."

My breath hitched, a fresh wave of heat stirring in my core at his words, even as exhaustion pulled at my limbs. The ache between my legs was relentless, a constant, pulsing reminder of what he'd taken from me. I wanted to hate him for it. Instead, I pressed closer, my fingers curling into the collar of his jacket, and let the weight of his arms pull me under.

I felt small. Owned. Aching and empty and desperate. And safe in a way I'd never known before.

Lorenzo's voice cut through the quiet, reminding me he was still there, watching from the doorway with that same controlled intensity. "She's learning, Dante. But tomorrow, we tighten the leash. Alexei's got plans for her, too."

My eyes fluttered open, meeting Lorenzo's espresso-dark gaze, and I saw the promise there, the unspoken rules waiting to bind me tighter. Dante's hand tightened on my thigh, a silent agreement, and I knew whatever came next would push me further, break me deeper, into a place I wasn't sure I could come back from.

"Rest now, bambina," Dante murmured, his voice a dark lullaby as he rocked me, his grip unyielding. "Because next time, Daddy's punishment won't be so gentle. You'll feel every inch of what I can do to you."

My heart raced at the warning, the denied orgasm still throbbing between my legs, a cruel echo of everything he'd given and then ripped away. I was theirs—Dante's, Lorenzo's, Alexei's—and tomorrow, I'd learn just how deep their control could go. I closed my eyes, clinging to Dante's warmth, the ache inside me burning like an ember that refused to die.


Chapter 4: Lorenzo’s Lesson

My body still hummed with the aftershocks of Dante's discipline, every muscle tender and aching as I stood in Lorenzo's nursery. The room was a pastel prison, all soft pinks and whites, with a crib in the corner and a changing table stocked with frilly outfits that made my stomach twist with equal parts dread and anticipation. My bare feet pressed into the plush rug, and I couldn't stop trembling, my skin prickling under the sheer babydoll dress Dante had forced me into before leaving me here.

The denied orgasm from yesterday still haunted me. Every time I shifted, every brush of fabric against my swollen clit, sent a sharp reminder through my body of how close I'd been—and how cruelly Dante had pulled me back from the edge. My thighs pressed together instinctively, and I hated the slickness I felt there, the evidence that even now, hours later, my need hadn't faded.

Lorenzo entered without a sound, his presence filling the room like a storm about to break. He was all tailored precision, his dark suit hugging his broad shoulders, his black hair swept back to reveal that sharp Roman jaw and piercing espresso-dark eyes that pinned me in place. He didn't rush, didn't falter—every step was deliberate as he approached, a small black box in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other.

"Look at you, little one," he murmured, his voice a low, controlled rumble that sent heat pooling between my thighs despite my lingering soreness. "Still shaking from Daddy Dante's lesson. But you're not done learning, are you?"

I shook my head, my throat tight, unable to meet his gaze for long. The flush crept up my chest, inevitable, unwanted, as his words wrapped around me like a command. I hated how much I craved this, how much I needed his rules to anchor me when everything else felt like chaos.

Lorenzo set the box on the changing table and tilted my chin up with a single finger, forcing me to look at him. His touch was firm, unyielding, yet there was a warmth in his espresso-dark eyes that made my heart stutter. "You broke a rule last night, Nadia. Sneaking out of bed after lights-out. Daddy's going to teach you obedience now."

My breath hitched, shame and arousal warring inside me as I remembered slipping from the crib, thinking I could steal a moment of freedom. I hadn't even made it to the door before Dante caught me, and now Lorenzo's gaze told me there'd be no leniency. "I'm sorry, Daddy Lorenzo," I whispered, my voice small, already slipping into that soft, needy space.

"Sorry isn't enough, little one." He stepped back, gesturing to the changing table with a flick of his wrist. "Up. On your knees, facing the wall. Let Daddy see that pretty little ass."

My legs trembled as I obeyed, climbing onto the padded surface, the sheer fabric of the babydoll dress riding up to expose my bare skin. I knelt as instructed, my face burning as I braced my hands against the wall, feeling the cool air on my most vulnerable parts. Lorenzo's presence loomed behind me, and I heard the soft click of the black box opening—a sound that made my pulse race.

"You've never been stretched here before, have you?" His voice was a dark caress as his hand settled on my lower back, pressing me down slightly until my ass tilted higher. I shook my head, unable to speak, every muscle tensing in anticipation of whatever he planned. His chuckle was low, almost tender, but it held an edge of Italian dominance that made me shiver—the same voice, I imagined, that commanded rooms full of men who killed for a living.

I heard the snap of a cap, then felt the cold shock of lube dripping onto my tight entrance. A gasp escaped me, my hips jerking instinctively at the chill, but Lorenzo's hand held me steady, his fingers spreading the slickness with deliberate slowness. "Shh, little one. Relax for Daddy. You're going to take this plug, and you're going to feel every inch of it."

My breath came in shallow pants, the cold lube a sharp contrast to the heat building inside me as his finger circled, teasing, pressing just enough to make me squirm. My arousal was already gathering again, wetness spreading between my thighs, my clit throbbing despite the vulnerability of my position. Lorenzo's touch was methodical, clinical in its precision, and yet every stroke sent sparks through me.

"Good girl," he murmured, and those words hit me like a physical touch, making my core clench with need. His finger pushed in slightly, breaching me with a slow, heavy pressure that made me whimper. "That's it. Let Daddy in. You're so tight, but you'll open for me."

The stretch burned, a strange mix of discomfort and forbidden pleasure, and I pressed my forehead against the wall, biting my lip to stifle a moan. Lorenzo didn't rush, didn't force—just kept working me open with that relentless patience, adding more lube until I felt the slick glide of his finger moving deeper. My body trembled, caught between shame and a desperate craving for more, and I couldn't stop the small, needy sound that escaped me.

"You like that, don't you?" His voice was a dark purr, and I felt the heat of his breath against my ear as he leaned closer, his other hand sliding down to grip my hip. "Your little body is begging for it, even if you won't admit it. Such a pathetic, perfect thing."

The words stung, but they also ignited something deep inside me, a twisted pride in being his to command. I felt the withdrawal of his finger, the sudden emptiness making me whine, but then something colder, harder pressed against me—the plug from the box, I realized with a jolt of fear and anticipation. It was smooth, unyielding, and far wider than his finger had been.

"Breathe, little one," Lorenzo instructed, his tone firm but laced with a warmth that made me want to obey. He rubbed small circles on my lower back as he eased the plug forward, the cold lube making every inch of the stretch feel amplified. "Push back for Daddy. Let it in."

I tried to relax, tried to breathe, but the pressure was overwhelming, a heavy, invasive fullness that made my toes curl and my hands fist against the wall. My body shook, caught on the edge of pain and something darker, hotter, as the widest part of the plug stretched me open. A cry slipped out, half protest, half plea, and Lorenzo's grip tightened on my hip, grounding me.

"There we go," he said, his voice thick with approval as the plug finally settled into place, the base nestling against my skin. The weight of it was inescapable, a constant reminder of my submission, and I felt tears prick my eyes even as heat pulsed between my thighs. "Feel that stretch, little one? You'll take Daddy's cock here soon, and you'll beg for it."

His words sent a shockwave through me, my pussy clenching around nothing, aching for relief as the plug filled me so completely. I wanted to beg now, to plead for him to touch me, to let me come, but I knew better than to break another rule. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body trembling under the weight of his control.

Lorenzo's hand slid down, brushing the edge of my wetness, and I couldn't stop the desperate whimper that escaped. But he didn't linger, didn't give me what I craved—instead, he pulled back, leaving me aching, denied, the plug a torturous presence inside me. "Not yet, little one," he said, his voice a low growl of restraint. "You don't get to come until you've learned your lesson. Until Daddy says you've earned it."

My whine was pitiful, my hips shifting instinctively, seeking any friction, but Lorenzo's hand came down in a sharp, warning tap on my ass, making me freeze. "Stay still," he commanded, and the authority in his tone pinned me in place as surely as restraints would have. "You'll wear this plug for the rest of the day, and every time you move, you'll remember who owns you."

The denial compounded on yesterday's—Dante's edging on his lap, the cruel withdrawal of his fingers at the moment I would have shattered—layer upon layer of aching want, stacking until I felt like I might shatter from the pressure alone. My clit pulsed, swollen and neglected, and every micro-movement of my hips shifted the plug inside me, sending sparks of sensation that built to nothing, went nowhere. I was a wound that wouldn't close.

Tears of frustration burned my eyes, but beneath them was a twisted gratitude, a need for this structure, this control. Lorenzo helped me off the table, his hands steady and strong as he adjusted the babydoll dress to cover me again, though the plug's presence made every shift of my body a reminder of my submission. He tilted my chin up, his thumb brushing away a stray tear, and the tenderness in his gaze almost broke me.

"You did well, little one," he said softly, the praise sinking into me like warmth on a cold day. "Daddy's proud of how you took that for me. But we're not done with lessons yet."

My heart pounded, both at the promise of more and the lingering ache of denial, my body still throbbing with unfulfilled need. Lorenzo guided me to the crib, settling me onto the soft mattress, his hands lingering on my hips as he tucked a blanket around me. The plug shifted with every movement, a heavy, constant pressure that kept me on edge, and I couldn't stop the small whimper that escaped as I curled into myself.

"Rest now," he murmured, his voice a soothing command as he leaned down to press a kiss to my forehead. His lips were warm, dry, and the tenderness of the gesture after the intensity of what he'd just done to me made my chest ache with something I refused to call affection.

"You'll need your strength for what's coming. Tomorrow, Daddy Alexei will show you a different kind of pleasure, and you'll learn just how deep our care for you goes."

His words hung in the air, a promise and a threat all at once, and my body pulsed with anticipation even as exhaustion tugged at me. I clung to the blanket, the nursery's pastel walls blurring as I closed my eyes, the plug a relentless reminder of Lorenzo's control. Tomorrow, Alexei would claim his piece of me, and I already knew I'd be powerless to resist.


Chapter 5: Alexei’s Comfort

I could feel the weight of Alexei's presence before I even saw him. His shadow loomed over me as I sat cross-legged on the nursery floor, my fingers nervously twisting the hem of the soft pink blanket draped over my shoulders. At 6'5", he was a mountain of a man, his broad frame filling the doorway, tailored black shirt hugging every hard line of muscle beneath.

Those pale ice-blue eyes locked onto mine, calm and unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world to unravel me. His platinum blond hair caught the soft nursery light, and the scars across his knuckles told stories his mouth never would. "Baby girl," he said, voice a low Russian rumble, thick with an accent that made every word feel like a caress. "Daddy's here to take care of you today."

My stomach flipped. I wanted to snap back, to tell him I didn't need his care, but the heat pooling low in my core at the sheer size of him silenced my tongue. At 27, I'd fought for every scrap of independence, but under Alexei's gaze, I felt small, fragile—like I was already slipping into that hazy space where defiance didn't matter.

He stepped closer, boots silent on the plush carpet, and crouched down to my level. His massive hand reached out, calloused fingers brushing my cheek with a tenderness that made my breath hitch. "You've been through so much, baby girl. Two days of rules and punishment. Let Daddy make it better."

The plug Lorenzo had put inside me yesterday was gone now—he'd removed it this morning with that same clinical precision, his espresso-dark eyes watching my face as I gasped at the emptiness. But the memory of it, the constant weight and pressure, still ghosted through me, keeping me on edge.

I swallowed hard, my sharp green eyes darting away from his. The crinkle of the diaper under my loose t-shirt reminded me of Lorenzo's rules, of how they'd stripped away my control piece by piece. But Alexei wasn't Lorenzo with his strict commands or Dante with his firm discipline—Alexei was safety, a shield, and I hated how much I craved it.

"Stand up for me, Nadia," he murmured, his tone gentle but unyielding. I hesitated, then obeyed, rising on shaky legs as his hands steadied me at the hips, his grip warm through the thin fabric. He towered over me even now, making my 5'4" frame feel impossibly tiny.

"Good girl," he praised, and those words sent a jolt straight to my clit, my body clenching despite myself. He noticed—of course he did—his lips curling into a faint, knowing smile as he guided me toward the changing table in the corner of the nursery. "Let's get you comfortable."

My cheeks burned as he lifted me effortlessly, setting me down on the padded surface. His hands were deliberate, peeling the t-shirt up and over my head, leaving me bare except for the diaper taped snugly around my hips. The crinkle was louder now, humiliating, but his gaze held no judgment—only warmth.

"You're so beautiful like this," Alexei said, his voice a soothing balm as he ran a hand down my bare thigh, fingers splaying wide to cover so much of my skin at once. "So small, so perfect for Daddy to take care of." My breath hitched, shame and need warring inside me as my pussy throbbed under the padded barrier.

He reached for something on the shelf beside us, and my eyes widened at the sight of the wand vibrator in his massive grip—a sleek black toy with a rounded head that promised devastation. "This is for you, baby girl," he explained, his tone calm as if he were offering me a sippy cup instead of a tool to shatter me. "Daddy's going to make you feel so good, help you let go of all that tension."

I squirmed, the diaper crinkling under me, but his free hand pressed gently against my stomach, holding me still. "No fighting, baby girl," he warned, though there was no harshness in it. "Trust Daddy Alexei."

My lips parted to protest, but then he switched the wand on, the low hum filling the room, and every thought scattered. He pressed the vibrating head against the front of the diaper, right over my clit, and I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily at the sudden, intense sensation. The padding dulled it just enough to tease, to build a maddening pressure without tipping me over.

"Oh—Daddy Alexei," I whimpered, my hands gripping the edges of the table as warmth spread through me, my pussy soaking the diaper with every pulse of the toy. His ice-blue eyes darkened, watching my face with an intensity that made me feel utterly exposed, yet utterly held. "That's it, baby girl. Feel how much Daddy cares for you."

After two days of relentless denial—Dante edging me on his lap and pulling away, Lorenzo filling me with his plug and refusing me release—my body was primed to explode at the slightest touch. The vibration wasn't slight. It was devastating.

The vibration intensified as he adjusted the setting, the buzz growing louder, and I moaned, my thighs trembling under his steadying hand. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with the hum of the wand, a symphony of humiliation and pleasure that dragged me deeper into that fuzzy headspace. I was slipping, regressing, my sharp edges softening under his care.

"You're doing so well," he murmured, leaning down to press a soft kiss to my forehead, his platinum blond beard brushing my skin. His other hand slid up to cup my breast, thumb rolling over my nipple until it peaked, hard and aching. "Let go for Daddy. Let me see you fall apart."

My body obeyed before my mind could catch up. The pressure built, relentless, the wand pressing harder against my clit through the diaper, and I cried out, my first orgasm ripping through me like a dam breaking after days of pressure. My pussy clenched, slickness flooding the padding as I shook, waves of pleasure making my vision blur. It hit so hard my back arched clean off the table, my fingers white-knuckled on the edges.

"Good girl," Alexei whispered, and those words pushed me even higher, a second, smaller climax chasing the first as my hips bucked against the toy. He didn't pull away, didn't let up, keeping the wand steady as my cries turned to whimpers. "Daddy's so proud of you, Nadia."

I was panting, trembling, but he wasn't done. His hand left my breast to stroke my hair, grounding me even as the vibrations kept pushing, kept teasing my oversensitive clit. "Come again for Daddy, baby girl. Let me feel you shake on this toy."

The command, paired with that tender tone, broke me. My second full orgasm hit harder than the first, a tidal wave that had me screaming his name, "Daddy Alexei!" My body arched off the table, held down only by his firm grip on my hip, my pussy gushing into the diaper as warmth spread through the padding, heavy and wet now.

He turned the wand off, the sudden silence deafening, and I collapsed back, chest heaving, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. Alexei set the toy aside, his massive hands gentle as they wiped my damp hair from my face, then slid down to check the diaper. "Look at you, baby girl," he said, voice thick with approval. "So wet for Daddy, so perfect."

Shame flared hot in my chest, but it melted under the warmth of his gaze. He untaped the diaper with slow, deliberate movements, the crinkle echoing as he peeled it away, exposing my soaked, trembling pussy to the cool air. "Don't be embarrassed," he soothed, grabbing a pack of wipes from the shelf. "Daddy loves taking care of every part of you."

The cold wipe against my sensitive skin made me hiss, but his touch was impossibly gentle, cleaning me with a tenderness that made my heart ache. He powdered me next, the silky dust settling over my skin, the faint scent of baby powder filling the air as he taped a fresh diaper into place. Every crinkle, every touch, grounded me further, pulling me into that safe, small space where nothing else mattered.

"You did so good, baby girl," he murmured, lifting me off the table and into his arms as if I weighed nothing. His chest was a wall of warmth, his heartbeat steady under my cheek as he cradled me close. "Daddy's got you now. You're safe."

I melted into him, my body still buzzing from the orgasms, my mind fuzzy and soft. After two days of relentless denial, the release had shattered something inside me—not just the physical tension, but a wall I'd been holding up since long before I walked into Lorenzo's office. A wall between me and the terrifying realization that I wanted this. All of it. The diaper and the praise and the massive hands and the way they said baby girl and little one and bambina like those words meant the same thing as I love you.

The thought made my breath catch. I pressed deeper into his chest, hiding from it, but it followed me into the dark behind my closed eyes, persistent and undeniable.

He carried me to the rocking chair in the corner, settling down with me in his lap, his massive hands stroking my back as I nestled against him. "Rest now, baby girl," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. "You've earned it."

My eyes fluttered closed, the steady rhythm of his breathing lulling me, the crinkle of the fresh diaper a quiet reminder of my surrender. His massive hand covered the entire span of my back, warm and heavy, and I could feel the calluses on his palm—rough patches earned from a life of violence that somehow produced the gentlest touch I'd ever known.

But beneath the calm, a storm brewed. Dante was next, and I'd heard the edge in his voice before, the promise of discipline that would test every limit I had left.

I shivered in Alexei's arms, and he tightened his hold, his massive bicep flexing against my side, mistaking the tremor for a chill. "Don't worry, baby girl," he murmured, lips brushing my temple, his platinum blond stubble scratching gently against my skin. "Daddy will always be here to catch you."

But as I drifted, the shadow of Dante's leather chair loomed in my mind, his deep growl of "bambina" already echoing. Tomorrow, his firm hand would claim me, and I knew his brand of care would burn hotter, cut deeper. My body pulsed with dread—and undeniable need—for what was coming next.


Chapter 6: Dante’s Restraint

My defiance had always been my shield, a jagged edge I wielded to keep the world at bay. But as I stood in Dante's private study, the air thick with the scent of leather and cigar smoke, that shield felt flimsy, a child's toy against his unyielding presence. My green eyes flashed with rebellion, lips curling into a sneer as I crossed my arms, daring him to react.

Dante didn't flinch. He sat behind his massive oak desk, one hand resting on the polished surface, the other holding a glass of amber liquid. His dark gaze pinned me, a predator assessing prey, and though he didn't move, the weight of his control pressed against my skin. Salt-and-pepper hair framed his weathered Sicilian face, and the lines around his eyes spoke of decades of violence and command.

"You've been testing me, bambina," he said, his voice a low growl, each syllable deliberate. "Pushing boundaries like a brat who doesn't know better. Do you think I won't correct you?"

I jutted my chin out, heat rising in my chest. "Maybe I don't need correcting, Daddy Dante. Maybe I just need you to stop treating me like I'm fragile."

His lips twitched, a dangerous smirk that sent a shiver down my spine. He set the glass down with a deliberate clink, rising from his chair with the grace of a panther. At over six feet, his broad frame dwarfed me, his tailored black shirt straining against the muscles beneath as he stepped closer, the scent of him—sandalwood and dark tobacco—flooding my senses.

"Fragile?" he repeated, circling me slowly, his boots clicking on the hardwood floor. "No, bambina. I know exactly how strong you are—and how much you crave breaking under my hand."

My breath hitched, traitorously. My body already tingled, a heat pooling low in my belly despite the fire of my words. I hated how he saw through me, how my defiance only seemed to amuse him, to fuel his need to dominate.

"Strip," he commanded, stopping behind me, his breath warm against my neck. "Now. Or I'll do it for you."

I hesitated, my hands trembling as I reached for the hem of my tight black tank top. Part of me screamed to fight, to spit venom, but the other part—the part that melted under his gaze—ached to obey. I pulled the fabric over my head, letting it fall to the floor, my lacy bra barely containing the swell of my breasts as his dark eyes darkened with approval.

"Keep going," he murmured, his voice a velvet threat. I shoved my jeans down, stepping out of them, leaving me in nothing but the bra and matching thong, my skin prickling under his scrutiny. He stepped closer, his massive hand brushing my hip, sending a jolt through me as he hooked a finger under the waistband of my thong and tugged lightly.

"Beautiful," he said, but there was no softness in it—just raw possession. "But disobedient. We'll fix that."

Before I could snap back, he moved to a drawer in his desk, pulling out a pair of leather cuffs, the metal buckles glinting in the dim light. My heart raced, a mix of fear and anticipation twisting in my gut as he approached, the cuffs dangling from one hand. He didn't ask permission; he didn't need to.

"Hands," he ordered, and my arms extended before my mind could protest—a reflex I was developing, an instinct to obey that frightened me more than any punishment could. The leather was cool against my wrists, the click of the buckles sharp in the silence as he secured them tight, a short chain linking them together. His fingers lingered, tracing the edge of the cuff, and I felt the heat of his touch sear through me.

"Good girl," he said, the words hitting deeper than they should have, a warmth spreading in my chest even as my thighs clenched. He tugged the chain, pulling me toward him, then guided me to the leather chair he'd been sitting in, his grip firm but unhurried. "Over my knee, bambina. Let's see if a proper spanking can tame that mouth of yours."

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering as he sat and positioned me face-down across his lap, my bound wrists dangling in front of me, my ass exposed save for the thin strip of lace. His hand rested on my lower back, heavy and grounding, while the other slid over the curve of my cheek, a deceptive gentleness before the storm. My breath came in shallow gasps, the anticipation worse than any strike.

The first slap landed with a sharp crack, the sting blooming across my skin, and I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily. Dante's hand didn't relent, delivering another strike to the other cheek, the heat building as pain mingled with something darker, something wet and aching between my thighs. Each hit was measured, precise, the sound of flesh meeting flesh obscene in the quiet room, and I bit my lip to stifle the moans threatening to spill out.

"You feel that, bambina?" he growled, pausing to rub the tender skin, his rough palm igniting every nerve. "This is what happens when you defy Daddy. But look at you—already dripping for me."

I squirmed, humiliated by the truth in his words, by the slickness I could feel seeping through the lace of my thong. His fingers dipped lower, brushing the damp fabric, and I whimpered, the sound pathetic even to my own ears. He chuckled, a dark, approving sound, and pushed the thong aside, exposing my pussy to the cool air before his thick fingers traced my folds, slow and teasing.

"Fuck," I breathed, unable to stop myself, my hips pushing back against his hand, desperate for more. The sting of the spanking still throbbed, but it only heightened the ache, the need coiling tight in my core. Dante's fingers circled my clit, barely grazing it, and I trembled, my bound hands clenching into fists as I fought not to beg.

"You're so wet for Daddy's punishment, bambina. Beg me to let you come, and I might refuse," he said, his voice a blade wrapped in silk, each word slicing through my resolve. His fingers pressed harder, two of them sliding inside me, stretching me with deliberate slowness, the slick sound of my arousal loud and mortifying as he pumped them in and out, curling just enough to graze that spot that made my vision blur.

"Please, Daddy Dante," I gasped, my voice breaking, shame and need warring in my chest. "Please let me come. I'll be good, I promise."

His laugh was low, dangerous, and he withdrew his fingers just as the pressure began to crest, leaving me empty and throbbing on the edge. "Not yet, bambina," he said, his hand returning to my ass for another sharp slap, the pain snapping me back from the brink. "You don't get to come until you learn control. Until you understand who owns this sweet little pussy."

I whimpered, my body shaking, the denial a cruel ache that pulsed through me. He spanked me again, each strike harder than the last, until my skin burned and my thighs were slick with need, my mind slipping into a hazy space where nothing existed but his voice, his hands, his absolute command. I felt small, vulnerable, caught in the storm of his discipline, and yet—safe, somehow, under his iron grip.

"Look at you, so desperate," he murmured, his tone softer now, almost reverent, as he rubbed the stinging flesh, his touch both soothing and tormenting. "Such a good girl when you stop fighting. But we're not done."

His fingers found me again, slipping back inside with devastating precision, his thumb pressing against my clit in slow, deliberate circles. The denial from before had left me so sensitive that even this gentle touch had me keening, my hips rocking involuntarily. He worked me up again, higher than before, his fingers curling, his thumb relentless, and I felt the coil tightening, tightening—

"Daddy, please, I can't—I need—"

"You can," he said, and pulled his hand away.

Again. The cruelty of it ripped a sob from my throat. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate, abandoned, and I pressed my face into the leather of his thigh, tears soaking through his trousers. Twice now he'd brought me to the razor's edge and snatched the release away, and the ache was becoming something unbearable, something that lived in my bones.

"Shh, bambina," Dante murmured, and the gentleness in his voice made it worse somehow. His massive hand smoothed over my burning ass, tracing the heat he'd put there. "Denial is the lesson. You come when Daddy allows it. Not before. Not by your own hand. You wait until you've earned the privilege."

He lifted me off his lap, pulling me against his chest instead, my trembling body curled into him as he settled back in the leather chair. The cool leather pressed against my stinging skin, and I hissed, but his arms wrapped around me, one hand cradling my head, the other resting on my hip, and the pain faded beneath the warmth of his hold.

My wrists were still cuffed, the chain clinking softly as I tucked my hands against his chest. The ache between my legs was relentless—throbbing, insistent, a punishment all its own. I could feel my clit pulsing with every heartbeat, swollen and neglected, and the slightest shift of my thighs sent another wave of tortured need through me.

"You did well, bambina," Dante said softly, his lips brushing my temple, his gravelly voice dropping to something almost tender. "So well. You took Daddy's punishment and you didn't break the rules. I'm proud of you."

The praise sank into me like rain into parched earth. I pressed closer, my face buried in his neck, breathing in cedar and smoke and something that was just him—dangerous and warm and mine. Mine. The thought startled me, and I shoved it away, but it lingered, persistent as the ache he'd left inside me.

His massive hands rocked me, slow and steady, and I felt the regression pull me under—that soft, hazy space where I wasn't Nadia the survivor, Nadia the defiant. I was just his bambina. Small and held and desperate and owned.

Lorenzo's shadow fell across the doorway, and I felt the shift in the air, a new tension coiling tight. His presence was different—cooler, stricter, a contrast to Dante's burning intensity. In his hand, he held a small black remote, his smirk promising something public, something humiliating, and my heart stuttered as his espresso-dark gaze locked on mine.

"Ready for a test, little one?" Lorenzo asked, his voice smooth and commanding, the remote clicking in his grip. "Because tomorrow, you're on display—and Daddy's got plans to make sure you behave."

My breath caught. The ache between my legs pulsed harder at his words, and I pressed my thighs together in Dante's lap, the movement drawing a low chuckle from the man holding me. His hand squeezed my hip, a silent reminder that even comfort came with ownership.

Tomorrow. A public test. And my body was already a live wire of denied pleasure, primed to betray me at the slightest touch. I closed my eyes against Lorenzo's knowing gaze, my clit throbbing in the silence, and wondered how much more I could take before I shattered completely.


Chapter 7: Public Play

I stood in the grand ballroom, the sleek black dress clinging to my curves like a second skin, every inch of me hyper-aware of the eyes gliding over me. The mafia gala was a glittering cage—crystal chandeliers casting light over dangerous men in tailored suits, their women dripping in jewels, all of them predators in disguise. My fingers fidgeted with the hem of my dress, a nervous tic I couldn't suppress, as Lorenzo's presence loomed beside me, his arm a steel band around my waist.

He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear, voice a low, controlled murmur. "You look perfect, little one. But you're not quite ready for Daddy's game."

I swallowed hard, my pulse kicking up as his hand dipped into his pocket. He produced a small, silver object—an egg-shaped toy, its surface smooth and cold, a tiny loop of silicone attached for retrieval. My thighs clenched instinctively, heat pooling low in my belly even as my mind screamed to protest.

"Lorenzo—Daddy, what—" My words stumbled out, barely a whisper, as his espresso-dark eyes pinned me in place.

"Shh. Trust Daddy." His fingers were deft, slipping under the hem of my dress right there in the shadowed corner of the ballroom, his broad frame shielding me from view. I gasped as he tugged my lace panties aside, the cool air hitting my exposed skin, and then the egg was there—pressing against my entrance, slick with my own traitorous arousal.

My lips parted on a silent moan as he pushed it inside, slow and deliberate. The weight settled deep, a foreign fullness that made my knees tremble, and he adjusted my panties back into place with a precision that spoke of absolute control. His smirk was wicked, dangerous, as he pulled out a small black remote from his pocket and clicked it once.

A low buzz hummed to life inside me, vibrating against my inner walls, teasing my clit indirectly with every pulse. I bit my lip hard, a whimper threatening to escape, my hands clutching at his suit jacket for balance. The sensation was maddening—too subtle to push me over, but enough to make my pussy clench around the toy, desperate for more.

"Good girl," Lorenzo purred, his thumb brushing my cheek as if we weren't standing in a room full of ruthless criminals who could sniff out weakness in a heartbeat. "Keep quiet now. Daddy's going to play with you all night."

My cheeks burned, the weight of eyes from across the room seeming to pierce through me, though no one could possibly know. Could they? Every step I took made the egg shift, the buzz intermittent as Lorenzo toyed with the remote, turning it on and off at random, each burst of vibration sending a jolt straight to my core.

He guided me through the crowd, his hand firm on my lower back, introducing me to associates whose names I couldn't retain. A man with a scarred face shook my hand, his gaze lingering too long, and right then, Lorenzo flicked the remote. The buzz intensified, a relentless thrum against my clit, and I nearly gasped aloud, my fingers digging into Lorenzo's arm as I fought to keep my expression neutral.

"That's it, little one," he whispered, so low only I could hear, his lips brushing my temple. "Smile for Daddy. Let them think you're just nervous."

I forced a tight smile, my thighs trembling under the dress, the toy's vibrations making my pussy weep with need. Every nerve ending screamed for release, but I knew Lorenzo—he wouldn't let me come, not yet. This was his game, his control, pushing me to the edge in a room full of strangers.

As we moved toward the bar, a familiar voice cut through the crowd. "Lorenzo." Dante appeared at our side, a glass of whiskey in hand, his dark eyes sweeping over me with that burning Sicilian intensity. He was dressed sharper than usual—a fitted black suit instead of his leather jacket—but he wore it like armor, his salt-and-pepper hair slicked back, jaw set hard.

"She's mine tonight," Lorenzo said, his tone casual but his grip on my waist tightening. Something shifted between them—a current I could feel, electric and territorial.

Dante's jaw tightened. He stepped closer, his massive frame blocking us from the crowd, and I felt the heat of two men who didn't like to share—even when sharing was the arrangement. "She's ours, Lorenzo. Don't forget that." His gravelly voice dropped lower. "I saw how hard you pushed her with the plug. She needs care, not just control."

Lorenzo's espresso-dark eyes flashed. "Don't lecture me on care. I know what she needs."

They stared at each other over my head, and I felt like a bone between two wolves—coveted, fought over, the tension so thick it pressed against my skin. My pussy clenched around the egg, a fresh wave of arousal flooding me at the raw possessiveness rolling off both of them.

"Gentlemen," I whispered, my voice shaky, and they both looked down at me, their expressions softening slightly—Lorenzo's into calculated warmth, Dante's into something fiercer, more protective.

"Later, bambina," Dante murmured, his knuckles brushing my cheek before he melted back into the crowd, and I caught the look he threw Lorenzo over his shoulder. A warning. A promise.

Lorenzo watched him go, then turned the remote up.

I gasped, gripping the edge of the bar as the buzz spiked—harder this time, a punishing rhythm that made my clit throb and my breath hitch. My knuckles went white, and I tried to focus on anything but the heat building inside me.

"Feel that buzz, little one? Come in front of everyone, and I'll make you scream later." His voice was a dark promise, delivered with that unflinching calm that made my stomach flip, his eyes glinting with amusement as he watched me struggle.

"Daddy, please," I whimpered under my breath, barely audible, my body aching to tip over the edge. The vibrations didn't stop, didn't relent, and I could feel the slickness coating my thighs, my panties soaked through. I was so close—so fucking close—but I couldn't let go, not here, not with all these eyes on us.

"Not yet," he said, clicking the remote to lower the intensity just as my hips twitched involuntarily. "You come when Daddy says. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy Lorenzo," I breathed, my voice shaky, the denial a sharp ache between my legs. My pussy pulsed around the egg, the low hum still teasing, keeping me on that razor's edge of desperation. I wanted to beg, to plead for him to let me finish, but his rules were ironclad, and breaking them in public would only mean worse punishment later.

He led me to a table, pulling out a chair for me with that impeccable Italian grace, his tailored suit shifting over his broad shoulders as he sat beside me. The buzz dipped to a whisper, just enough to remind me of the toy's presence, the weight of it inside me making every movement a torment. I crossed my legs, trying to ease the pressure, but it only pressed the egg deeper, a soft moan slipping past my lips before I could stop it.

Lorenzo's hand landed on my thigh under the table, his grip firm, a silent warning. "Careful, little one. Don't make Daddy have to spank you right here."

My breath caught, the threat sending a fresh wave of heat through me, even as my mind recoiled at the idea of such public humiliation. But my body—God, my body wanted it, craved the sting of his hand, the way he'd call me his good girl even while he punished me. I nodded, lips pressed tight, trying to focus on the conversation around us, some deal being discussed in hushed tones, but all I could feel was the toy, the buzz, the weight of his control.

Minutes bled into what felt like hours, the gala a blur of faces and voices, Lorenzo's game unrelenting. He'd crank the vibrations up during a toast, forcing me to clink glasses with a trembling hand, my smile brittle as I fought not to moan. Then he'd dial it down just as I thought I couldn't take it, leaving me panting, desperate, my pussy clenching around the egg in a futile bid for relief.

At one point, we stood near the dance floor, his arm around me, the buzz suddenly spiking to its highest setting yet. My knees buckled, and he caught me effortlessly, his chuckle dark against my ear as couples swayed nearby, oblivious to the torment unfolding in plain sight. "Steady, little one. Don't let them see how much you need Daddy."

I clung to him, my face buried in his chest for a moment, inhaling the sharp scent of his cologne as the vibrations wracked me. My clit throbbed, swollen and oversensitive, every pulse of the toy pushing me closer to a cliff I wasn't allowed to jump off. I was a mess—wet, trembling, utterly at his mercy—and the risk of someone noticing only heightened the ache.

"Daddy, I can't—I'm going to—" My whisper was frantic, my body teetering on the brink, but he clicked the remote off entirely, the sudden silence inside me a cruel shock. My pussy spasmed, empty and aching, the denied orgasm a physical pain that made me whimper into his shoulder.

"No, you're not," he said, voice firm, his hand tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. "You hold it, little one. Daddy's not done playing."

Tears pricked my eyes, not from sadness but from sheer, overwhelming need, my body screaming for release as he smoothed a thumb over my cheek. The tenderness in the gesture clashed with the sadistic edge in his smirk, and I felt the shame-arousal loop kick in—humiliation feeding desire, desire feeding humiliation, a cycle I couldn't escape. I was his toy, his plaything, and even as my mind rebelled, my body surrendered to every command.

The night dragged on, each moment a test of my willpower, Lorenzo's control absolute. He'd let the buzz hum softly while we sat through speeches, my hands fisted in my lap, then turn it off completely when I least expected, leaving me aching and empty. By the time the gala began to wind down, I was a wreck—my panties drenched, my thighs slick, my clit so sensitive that even the brush of fabric against it made me shudder.

He guided me toward the exit, his hand possessive on my back, the crowd thinning as we neared the coat check. The egg still sat heavy inside me, a constant reminder of his power, and as we waited for our things, he leaned in, voice a dark whisper that sent shivers down my spine. "You did well, little one. But this was just the warm-up."

My heart stuttered, a mix of dread and anticipation flooding me as his words sank in. "What—what's next, Daddy Lorenzo?"

His smile was slow, predatory, as he slipped the remote back into his pocket, his other hand brushing my hip. "Tomorrow, we play with ropes. Daddy's going to tie you up so pretty, little one, and then we'll see how long you can last before you beg."

I swallowed hard, the promise of deeper submission, of being bound and helpless under his gaze, igniting a fresh wave of heat between my legs. The egg shifted as I moved, a silent taunt, and I knew—whatever came next, Lorenzo would push me further, strip me bare in ways I couldn't yet imagine. And God help me, I wanted it.

But as we stepped into the cool night air, my mind drifted back to that moment at the bar—the way Dante had looked at Lorenzo, the tension crackling between them like a live wire. She's ours. The possessiveness in those words hadn't been performative. It had been a crack in the arrangement, a fissure that told me these three men might want the same thing but couldn't agree on how to take it. And I was the fault line.


Chapter 8: Shared Rules

I knelt on the plush carpet of Lorenzo's penthouse, the cool air brushing against my bare skin. My hands rested on my thighs, trembling slightly, not from fear but from the electric anticipation that coursed through me. Lorenzo stood before me, his tailored suit impeccable, his espresso-dark eyes pinning me in place with that unshakable authority that made resistance feel pointless—and submission feel inevitable.

He didn't rush. He never did. His polished shoes clicked softly on the hardwood as he circled me, each step deliberate, the weight of his presence pressing down on me like a physical touch. The tension from the gala lingered—not just between us, but between all three of them. I'd seen it in Dante's eyes when he'd confronted Lorenzo at the bar, the raw possessiveness that crackled like static. She's ours. The words still echoed, a reminder that even among wolves, territory was contested.

"You remember what Daddy promised yesterday, little one?" His voice was low, smooth, a command wrapped in velvet. My breath hitched, the memory of his words—ropes, submission, begging—flooding me with heat.

"Yes, Daddy Lorenzo," I whispered, my voice barely audible. My green eyes flicked up to meet his, and the intensity in his gaze sent a shiver down my spine. I knew I was in for something new, something that would strip me down to my rawest self.

He crouched in front of me, his broad frame towering even at this level, that sharp Roman jaw inches from mine. One large hand tilted my chin up, forcing me to hold his stare. "Good girl. Today, we test your limits. Today, you learn what it means to be completely mine."

My heart thudded, a traitor in my chest, as warmth pooled between my thighs. I hated how easily he unraveled me, how my body craved his control even when my mind screamed to resist. But that surrender, that heat—it was everything.

Lorenzo stood, retrieving a coil of black rope from a nearby table. The sight of it made my pulse spike, my wrists already tingling with the phantom feel of restraint. He knelt behind me, his breath warm against my ear, smelling of espresso and something darker, more complex. "Arms behind your back, little one. Daddy's going to make you so pretty."

I obeyed, my movements slow, almost reluctant, but undeniable. His hands were steady, practiced, as he looped the rope around my wrists, the fibers rough against my skin. Each knot tightened with precision, binding my hands together, rendering me helpless under his touch.

"Feel that?" he asked, his voice a dark caress as he tugged the rope, testing its hold. My shoulders pulled back slightly, the strain delicious and terrifying all at once. I nodded, unable to speak, my throat tight with need.

He wasn't done. Lorenzo moved to my front, his fingers deftly weaving the rope into a harness across my chest. The cords pressed into my skin, framing my breasts, each knot a deliberate mark of his ownership. The tightness was a constant reminder of my vulnerability, every breath making the ropes bite just a little deeper, a pressure that skirted the edge between pain and something darker, headier.

"Look at you," he said, stepping back to admire his work. His espresso-dark eyes roamed over me, calculating, possessive, and I felt the flush creep up my neck. "So perfect, tied up for Daddy. So ready to be taken apart."

My pussy clenched at his words, the ache building as I knelt there, bound and exposed. I wanted to squirm, to hide from the intensity of his gaze, but the ropes held me still, forcing me to endure every second of his scrutiny. And God, I loved it. The realization hit me like a punch—I wasn't just enduring this. I was craving it. The girl who'd walked into that office to save her brother would barely recognize the woman kneeling here, aching for more.

Lorenzo retrieved something from the table—a sleek, black dildo, thick and intimidating. My eyes widened, a mix of fear and anticipation swirling in my gut. He coated it with lube, the wet sound of it slicking over the toy echoing in the silent room, each stroke a promise of what was to come.

"Spread your knees, little one," he ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. I shifted, the carpet soft under me, my thighs parting as the ropes tugged at my chest. My breath came faster, my body already trembling with the need for him to touch me, to fill me.

He knelt between my legs, one hand steadying my hip, the other guiding the dildo to my entrance. The cold, slick tip pressed against my pussy, and I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily. Lorenzo's grip tightened, holding me in place, his control absolute.

"Shh, little one," he soothed, but there was an edge to his voice, a hunger. "You'll take what Daddy gives you. Nice and slow."

He pushed it in, just an inch, the stretch immediate and overwhelming. My walls clenched around the intrusion, the sensation of being filled so deliberate, so maddeningly slow, that I whimpered. My head tipped back, the ropes biting into my skin as I struggled to process the mix of discomfort and raw, aching pleasure.

"Feel that dildo stretch you, little one? You'll take Daddy's cock soon, and I'll make you cry for more," Lorenzo said, his voice a dark promise as he eased it deeper. I moaned, the words igniting something primal in me, my body arching toward him despite the restraints.

He moved it slowly, in and out, each thrust stretching me wider, filling me deeper. The ropes held me captive, my wrists straining against the knots as I fought the urge to beg, to plead for more. But Lorenzo knew—he always knew.

"Tell Daddy what you need," he commanded, his thumb brushing my clit in a fleeting, teasing stroke. My hips bucked, the brief contact sending a jolt through me, but he pulled his hand away, leaving me aching.

"Please, Daddy Lorenzo," I gasped, my voice breaking. "Please, let me cum. I need it—I need you."

His lips curled into a faint, satisfied smirk, but his eyes were dark with intent. "Not yet, little one. You haven't earned it. Daddy decides when you get to fall apart."

He pushed the dildo deeper, the stretch bordering on too much, my pussy gripping it tight as I teetered on the edge. My thighs trembled, my breaths coming in shallow pants, every nerve screaming for release. But Lorenzo held me there, denying me, his control a vise around my pleasure.

"Look at me," he ordered, his voice sharp. My eyes snapped to his, the authority in his gaze undoing me further. "You don't cum until I say. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy Lorenzo," I whimpered, tears of frustration prickling at the corners of my eyes. The dildo moved inside me, a slow, torturous rhythm, each thrust pushing me closer but never over. I was his to command, his to break, and the weight of that truth made me ache in ways I couldn't name.

He leaned in, his lips brushing my ear as he murmured, "Such a good girl, holding on for Daddy. So desperate, so needy. I love seeing you like this."

The words sank deep, a mix of shame and pride flooding me. Slickness coated the dildo as he worked it inside me, the stretch now a sweet, unbearable torment. I wanted to scream, to beg, but I bit my lip, knowing he'd only deny me longer if I broke.

Minutes stretched into eternity, his hand steady, relentless, the ropes digging into my skin with every squirm. My clit throbbed, untouched, neglected, and I felt the tears spill over, hot against my cheeks. Lorenzo noticed, his thumb brushing them away, a rare tenderness in the midst of his dominance.

"Almost there, little one," he said softly, but the promise was laced with menace. He twisted the dildo, hitting a spot inside me that made my vision blur, a cry tearing from my throat. "But not yet. Daddy's not done playing with you."

I sobbed, the denial a physical ache, my body a live wire under his control. He pulled the dildo out slowly, the emptiness almost worse than the stretch, and set it aside. His hands moved to the ropes, checking the knots, his touch clinical yet intimate, every brush of his fingers a taunt.

"You did well," he said finally, his voice warm now, approving. He untied the chest harness first, the pressure easing as the ropes fell away, leaving red marks on my skin—angry lines that traced the path of his ownership. My wrists came next, the relief immediate, though my arms tingled as blood rushed back.

I collapsed forward, my forehead resting on the carpet, exhaustion and unspent need warring in me. My skin was striped with red marks from the rope—angry, beautiful lines that mapped the shape of his control onto my body. I could still feel the ghost of every knot, every loop, pressed into my flesh like a brand. My wrists ached, my breasts throbbed where the harness had framed them, and between my legs, the ache of denial was so acute it felt like a living thing, pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

Lorenzo's hand settled on my back, large and steady, grounding me as I trembled. "Daddy's proud of you, little one. You took so much for me."

The praise washed over me, warm and owning, and I felt myself slip a little, my mind regressing under the weight of his words. I was his little one, safe in his control, even as my body screamed for more. He lifted me gently, cradling me against his broad chest, the scent of his cologne wrapping around me like a blanket.

"Rest now," he murmured, his lips brushing my temple, and I felt his thumb trace one of the rope marks on my wrist, slow and reverent, as if admiring his own handiwork. "But don't think we're done. Tomorrow, Alexei's waiting to take care of you, little one. And he's got plans to push you even further."

My breath caught, the promise of Alexei's tender yet unyielding care igniting a fresh wave of anticipation. I nestled closer to Lorenzo, the marks of his ropes still burning on my skin, tracing the outline of his ownership across my ribs, my wrists, the soft skin between my breasts. Each red line was a sentence in a language I was only beginning to understand—one written in rope and denial and the precise, devastating patience of a man who knew exactly how to take me apart.

Whatever came next, I'd surrender to it—body, mind, and soul. And with Alexei, I knew I'd be broken in ways I couldn't yet fathom, but craved all the same.


Chapter 9: Breaking Point

I shifted on the soft blanket beneath me, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the quiet room. Shame burned hot in my chest, a relentless weight as I sat cross-legged on the floor of Alexei's private suite, surrounded by plush toys and pastel pillows. At 27, I shouldn't have been here, dressed in nothing but this humiliating padding, but the way Alexei watched me—those piercing ice-blue eyes steady and unyielding beneath his platinum blond hair—made my body hum with a need I couldn't name.

He sat in a leather armchair across from me, his broad frame filling the space with quiet authority. His tailored shirt clung to his shoulders, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle, the scars on his knuckles catching the light—evidence of a violent life lived in service to something larger than himself. His gaze never wavered. "You've been squirming for ten minutes, baby girl," he said, voice low and smooth, a caretaker's gentle command laced with that deep Russian accent. "Tell Daddy Alexei what's wrong."

My throat tightened. I wanted to snap back, to tell him I wasn't some helpless thing, but the heavy padding between my thighs mocked me, sagging slightly with every restless shift. "I... I don't like this," I muttered, eyes dropping to the floor, cheeks flaming.

But that wasn't quite true, and we both knew it. What I didn't like was how much I did like it. How the bulk of the diaper made me feel small and contained, how the crinkle with every movement reminded me that I was watched, cared for, owned. I didn't like that the shame itself had become a doorway into something softer, something I craved.

Alexei stood, his movements deliberate, graceful as a predator closing in. He knelt before me, one massive hand tilting my chin up, forcing me to meet his gaze. "You don't have to like it, baby girl," he murmured, thumb brushing my lower lip. "You just have to trust Daddy to take care of you."

My breath hitched. His touch, so tender yet so firm, sent heat pooling low in my belly. I wanted to pull away, but my body leaned into him, craving the safety he promised even as shame clawed at me. His scent wrapped around me—clean linen and something warmer, woodsy, distinctly Russian in a way I couldn't explain. The contrast between the brutality written on his knuckles and the tenderness of his fingertips against my skin made something crack inside my chest.

I thought about how different this was from anything I'd known. My mother had left when I was twelve. My father had checked out long before that. I'd raised Lev and myself on stubbornness and rage, and tenderness had never been part of the equation. But Alexei offered it like it cost him nothing, like it was as natural as breathing, and the part of me that had been starving for it my entire life wanted to devour every scrap.

He reached behind him, pulling out a small velvet pouch. My eyes widened as he opened it, revealing a string of sleek, black anal beads, each one larger than the last, glistening with lube already applied. "Daddy's going to help you let go," he said, voice a soothing rumble. "But you have to be a good girl for me."

I shook my head, panic and anticipation warring inside me. "Alexei, no—please, I can't—" My words cut off as his hand slid down my thigh, fingers brushing the edge of the diaper with clinical precision.

"Shh, baby girl," he cooed, peeling back the adhesive tabs with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in my ears. Each tab made a distinct sound—a small, intimate violence that made my stomach flip. "Daddy knows what you need." The padding fell away, leaving me exposed, cool air kissing my skin as warmth spread through me—not just from embarrassment, but from the way his ice-blue eyes darkened with hunger. His gaze dropped to the slickness already glistening between my thighs, and a muscle in his jaw tightened—the only crack in his composed facade.

He positioned me on my hands and knees, the blanket soft under my palms, my ass lifted for him. I trembled, vulnerable, as his large hands spread my cheeks, the stretch of his grip making me gasp. "Relax," he ordered softly, and I felt the cold tip of the first bead press against me, slick and unyielding.

My body tensed, a whine escaping my lips. "It's too much, Daddy Alexei," I whispered, voice small, regression slipping in as fear and need tangled together. But he didn't stop, murmuring praise as he pushed the smallest bead inside, the stretch burning then easing into a strange, full ache.

"Good girl," he said, and the words hit me like a wave, making my clit throb despite the humiliation. He worked slowly, each bead larger, stretching me further, filling me with a pressure that made my thighs shake. My head dropped, moans spilling out as warmth built, my pussy slick and aching for touch he hadn't yet given.

"You feel that, don't you, baby girl?" Alexei's voice was a warm caress, one hand rubbing circles on my lower back while the other guided the final bead in. I cried out, the fullness overwhelming, my body clenching around the intrusion. "Daddy's filling you up so good."

Tears pricked my eyes, not from pain but from the intensity, the way every nerve ending seemed to fire at once. I wanted to hate this, to fight it, but the stretch, the weight, the sound of his voice—it pushed me closer to an edge I couldn't escape. My hips rocked instinctively, seeking friction, and Alexei chuckled, low and approving.

"Not yet," he warned, his free hand sliding between my legs, fingers brushing my clit just enough to make me whimper. "You don't come until Daddy says." He tugged lightly on the string of beads, pulling the largest one out with a wet pop, then pushing it back in, a slow, torturous rhythm that had me panting.

The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced—each bead dragging against my inner walls, the pressure shifting, building, releasing, building again. My pussy clenched around nothing, aching and empty, while my ass was impossibly full. The contrast was maddening, a dual assault on my senses that left me floating somewhere between shame and desperate, animal need.

"Please," I begged, voice breaking, my mind slipping into that hazy, little space where nothing existed but Daddy and his control. "Please, Daddy Alexei, I need it."

He leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back, his breath hot on my neck as he worked the beads faster. "Wet yourself while you come for Daddy, baby girl. I'll clean you up nice and slow." His words, delivered with such tender command, shattered me.

His fingers circled my clit harder, relentless, while the beads moved in and out, the stretch and pull driving me wild. Pressure built, not just from the orgasm coiling tight in my core, but from my bladder, the need to release growing unbearable. I sobbed, shame flooding me even as pleasure overtook it, and then it happened—my body gave in, a hot stream spilling out as I came, the warmth spreading through the diaper he'd slid back into place just for this moment.

My orgasm ripped through me, violent and unending, my pussy clenching around nothing as the beads held me full. I screamed his name, "Daddy Alexei," my voice raw, my body trembling as the heavy, sagging padding absorbed everything, the crinkle louder now, mocking and comforting at once. Wave after wave hit, my clit throbbing under his touch, until I collapsed, spent and shaking, on the blanket.

Alexei didn't pull away. He gathered me into his arms, cradling me against his chest, one hand stroking my hair as the other held me tight. "Such a good girl," he whispered, lips brushing my forehead. "Daddy's so proud of you for letting go."

Tears slipped down my cheeks, but they weren't from shame anymore. Something had shifted inside me—a door opening that I couldn't close again. The weight of the wet diaper, the ache from the beads still inside me, the warmth of his praise—it all melted into something softer, something like acceptance. I'd spent my whole life holding everything in, holding everything together—for Lev, for survival, for the version of myself that couldn't afford to be weak. And Alexei had just shown me what it felt like to let it all go.

I nestled into him, small and safe, as he rocked me gently.

"Let's get you cleaned up, baby girl," he said after a moment, laying me back on the blanket with reverent care. He eased the beads out slowly, each one drawing a shudder and a soft moan from me, the emptiness that followed almost painful. Then he peeled the soaked diaper away, the cool air hitting my sensitive skin, and I whimpered at the loss of its heavy comfort. But Alexei was there, wipes in hand, cleaning me with slow, deliberate strokes, his touch so gentle it made my breath hitch again.

"You're perfect, baby girl," he murmured, powdering my skin, the silky dust a contrast to the rawness I felt. He slid a fresh diaper under me, taping it snugly, the crinkle a quiet promise of his care. Every movement was a ritual, intimate and grounding, his ice-blue eyes never leaving mine as he worked.

I floated in that space, regression wrapping around me like a blanket, his voice my anchor. The suite was warm and still, the only sounds his breathing and the soft rustle of the fresh padding as I shifted. I could hear the distant thrum of the city beyond the windows—sirens, traffic, a world that had no idea what was happening in this room. A world I no longer belonged to.

"Daddy Alexei," I whispered, reaching for him, and he pulled me back into his lap, holding me close. His heartbeat thudded under my cheek, steady and sure, and for the first time, I didn't fight the feeling of being his—completely, utterly his.

But even as I sank into his warmth, a shadow of anticipation lingered. Dante's name flickered in my mind, his dark promises from days before echoing with a different kind of threat. Alexei had broken me open with tenderness—had shown me that surrender could feel like being caught instead of falling. But I knew Dante's next lesson would test boundaries I hadn't yet touched, pushing me into a submission so raw I could already feel its pull.

I shivered, and Alexei's arms tightened. "Daddy's here, baby girl," he murmured against my hair. "Always here."

And I believed him. That was the most terrifying part.


Chapter 10: Dante’s Edge

My heart thundered as I sat on the edge of the velvet-lined ottoman in Dante's private suite, the air thick with the scent of leather and something darker, muskier. Alexei's tenderness from the night before lingered in my bones, a warm ache that made me feel safe yet vulnerable, knowing what—who—was coming next. Dante. His name alone sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and anticipation knotting my stomach as I fidgeted with the hem of the short, frilly dress Lorenzo had chosen for me earlier.

The door opened with a slow, deliberate creak. Dante entered, his presence filling the room like a storm cloud rolling in, heavy and inescapable. He stood over six feet tall, broad-shouldered in a tailored black shirt that hugged every hard line of his body, his dark Sicilian eyes pinning me in place with a gaze that stripped me bare before he'd even touched me. Salt-and-pepper hair, that weathered jaw, and the hands—massive, scarred, capable of violence and tenderness in the same breath.

"Bambina," he said, voice low and rough, a caress wrapped in steel. "You've been soft with Alexei. Now it's time for Daddy to remind you what discipline feels like."

I swallowed hard, my thighs pressing together instinctively, heat already pooling where it shouldn't. My resistance was crumbling, each day stripping away another layer of the armor I'd spent years building. Dante stepped closer, his polished boots clicking on the hardwood, and I felt small under the weight of his shadow, my breath hitching as he reached out to tilt my chin up.

"Look at me," he commanded, thumb brushing my lower lip. "You don't hide from Daddy Dante. Not ever."

My green eyes met his, dark and unyielding, and I trembled under the intensity. He smiled, a slow, dangerous curve of his lips, and my pulse spiked as he stepped back to retrieve something from a sleek black box on the nearby table. Cold metal gleamed in his hands—a spreader bar, its cuffs lined with soft leather, and beside it, a pair of silver nipple clamps connected by a thin chain.

"Stand up, bambina," he said, voice steady, each word a weight. "Arms out. Let Daddy see all of you."

I obeyed, legs shaky as I rose, the frilly dress barely covering my thighs. Dante circled me like a predator, his massive hands brushing the fabric up to expose the lacy panties beneath, his touch deliberate and unhurried. He knelt briefly, securing the spreader bar around my ankles, the cold metal biting into my skin as the cuffs locked with a sharp click, forcing my legs apart wider than I'd expected.

"Perfect," he murmured, standing again, his height towering over me. His fingers trailed up my sides, pushing the dress higher until it bunched at my waist, my bare breasts exposed to the cool air. My nipples hardened instantly, and Dante's dark gaze deepened as he picked up the clamps, the chain dangling between them like a promise of pain.

"Breathe, bambina," he instructed, voice softer now but no less commanding. He pinched one nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it until I gasped, then attached the first clamp. A sharp pinch seared through me, a jolt of pain that morphed into a throbbing ache, my body arching despite myself as he secured the second clamp to the other nipple, the chain pulling taut between them.

"Oh god," I whimpered, the sensation overwhelming, a mix of sting and heat radiating through my chest. Dante tugged lightly on the chain, and I cried out, my knees buckling, but the spreader bar kept me upright, open, helpless. His hand slid down to cup my cheek, grounding me even as the pain pulsed.

"You're doing so well for Daddy," he praised, and those words hit deeper than they should have, a warmth spreading through the haze of discomfort. He stepped behind me, his chest pressing against my back, one massive arm wrapping around my waist to hold me steady. I felt the hardness of him through his trousers, a silent threat of what was to come, and my breath came in short, desperate pants.

From a drawer, he produced a small bottle of lube and a sleek, black butt plug, its tapered shape glinting under the dim light. My stomach clenched, fear and want warring inside me as he squeezed a generous amount of the cold gel onto his fingers, the slick sound filling the quiet room. He parted my cheeks with one hand, exposing me fully, and I flushed with shame even as my body ached for his touch.

"Relax for Daddy," he murmured against my ear, his breath hot on my neck, his gravelly voice dropping into that Sicilian register that made my knees weak. Then his lubed finger pressed against my tight hole, circling slowly before pushing in, the intrusion stretching me with a slow burn. I gasped, my hands clenching into fists at my sides, the nipple clamps pulling tighter with every shudder of my body.

"That's it, bambina," Dante soothed, his finger working deeper, in and out, preparing me with a patience that contrasted the raw intensity of his presence. He added a second finger, the stretch intensifying, and I moaned, my head falling back against his shoulder as he scissored them inside me, opening me further. The cold lube dripped down my thighs, a stark contrast to the heat building in my core, my pussy already wet and aching despite the sharp pain at my chest.

He withdrew his fingers, and I felt the loss acutely, a pathetic whimper escaping my lips. Dante chuckled, a dark, warm sound, as he picked up the plug, coating it thoroughly with more lube. "Feel that plug stretch you, bambina? Daddy's going to fuck you here, and you won't come until I say."

The tip pressed against me, cold and unyielding, and I tensed instinctively, but Dante's hand on my hip held me firm. "Breathe," he reminded, and I did, exhaling shakily as he pushed the plug in, inch by inch, the widest part stretching me to my limit before it settled inside, a heavy, full pressure that made my legs tremble. My clit throbbed, desperate for attention, but Dante ignored it, his focus entirely on my ass as he gave the plug a gentle tap, sending a jolt through me.

"Good girl," he growled, and those words triggered a wave of need so strong I nearly sobbed. He stepped around to face me again, his eyes raking over my trembling form—ankles spread wide by the bar, nipples clamped and chained, the plug buried deep inside me. His hand slid between my legs, fingers brushing my soaked panties, and I bucked into his touch, desperate for more.

"Not yet," he said firmly, pulling his hand away just as my hips chased him. Denied. The ache was excruciating, compounded by every session of denial that had come before—Dante's fingers in chapter three, Lorenzo's plug, the gala, the ropes. Each one had stacked on the last until the wanting was a living thing inside me, hungry and insatiable.

His fingers found me again, pushing the panties aside, sliding through my wetness with a possessive stroke. Two fingers pressed inside me, pumping slow while the plug shifted deeper with every thrust, the dual sensation making my vision swim. His thumb grazed my clit—just once, barely a ghost of pressure—and I screamed, the sensitivity almost unbearable.

"Daddy, please—" I was sobbing now, openly, tears streaming down my cheeks as my body trembled between the spreader bar's hold and his massive frame. "I can't take any more. Please let me come."

Dante pulled his hand away. The denial hit like a physical blow, hollowing me out. My pussy clenched around nothing, spasming, desperate. I slumped against him, held upright only by his arm around my waist, my legs useless beneath me.

"Not tonight, bambina," he said, and there was something in his voice—rough, raw, almost breaking. "The denial is the lesson. You break when I let you break. And when I finally do..."

He didn't finish the sentence. He didn't need to.

He carefully removed the nipple clamps, the rush of blood back to my sensitive peaks making me gasp, and he massaged them gently, easing the sting as he held me against his chest. The spreader bar stayed in place for a long moment, a reminder of my vulnerability, before he knelt and unclasped it, his hands surprisingly gentle on my ankles.

Then his arms were around me—both of them, pulling me against the wall of his chest as he carried me to the leather chair. He sat with me in his lap, my legs draped over his thighs, the plug still seated deep inside me, and rocked me slowly. His breath was warm against my hair, whispering that I was his, safe, cherished—even as the plug remained, a silent promise of more to come.

"You took so much for Daddy, bambina," he murmured, his lips against my temple. "You're the bravest, most perfect little thing I've ever seen."

I buried my face in his neck, breathing him in—cedar and smoke and something warm beneath it all. The ache between my legs pulsed with every heartbeat, a torturous rhythm that wouldn't let me forget what I'd been denied. But in his arms, wrapped in his gravelly voice and his careful hands, the ache was almost bearable.

His thumb traced the ridge of my spine, slow and hypnotic, and I felt the regression settling over me like warm water—that soft, small space where I was just his bambina. Where the world outside this room didn't exist. Where my mother hadn't left and my father hadn't checked out and my brother didn't owe his life to men who could end it with a phone call. There was just Dante's chest under my cheek, his heartbeat steady and slow, and the knowledge that he would hold me here for as long as I needed.

Almost bearable. Almost enough.

Even as I melted into Dante's aftercare, my mind drifted to what awaited next. Alexei's tenderness and Lorenzo's strict control—they'd be watching, waiting to claim their share of me, to push me further into their world of rules and pleasure. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through me, a need that hadn't been sated, and I knew the next lesson with multiple Daddies would unravel me in ways I couldn't yet imagine.

The plug shifted inside me as Dante adjusted his hold, and I gasped, the sensation sending sparks through my already overloaded nerve endings. He shushed me with a low "Bambina, I've got you," and the roughness of his voice, the scrape of it like sandpaper over silk, was the last thing I heard before I drifted, held safe in the arms of the most dangerous man I'd ever known.


Chapter 11: Shared Solace

My body still hummed with the raw ache of Dante's discipline, every inch of my skin tender and alive with the memory of his firm hand. I lay curled on the plush velvet of the oversized bed in Lorenzo's hidden nursery, a sanctuary of control where frills and pastel colors clashed with the dark undercurrent of dominance. The plug Dante had left inside me was a constant, throbbing reminder of their claim—a silent promise of more.

I shifted, wincing as the ache flared. My green eyes caught my reflection in the mirror across the room, cheeks flushed, brunette hair mussed, looking every bit the defiant girl they were slowly breaking down. But beneath that defiance, my resistance was dissolving, heat pooling low in my belly at the thought of what was coming next. Each day peeled away another layer of who I thought I was, and what remained underneath was raw, hungry, and terrifyingly honest.

A soft knock sounded, followed by the whisper of hinges. Lorenzo stepped in, his presence filling the room with an unshakable authority. He was all tailored perfection, dark suit hugging his broad frame, his espresso-dark eyes sweeping over me with that calculating Italian precision that missed nothing. Behind him, Alexei followed, his massive form a comforting contrast, ice-blue eyes soft but hungry, carrying a black silk blindfold and matching ties in one large hand, his platinum blond hair catching the low light.

"Little one," Lorenzo's voice was low, commanding, a velvet blade. "You've had your time to rest. Now, Daddies are here to take care of you."

My breath hitched. My body responded before my mind could protest, a shiver racing down my spine as Alexei approached the bed, his weight dipping the mattress. His hand, warm and steady, brushed my cheek, thumb tracing my lower lip with a tenderness that made my chest ache.

"We've got you, baby girl," Alexei murmured, his Russian accent thicker when he spoke softly, his voice a soothing rumble. "Let us make you feel good. Safe."

I nodded, words caught in my throat, as Lorenzo moved to the foot of the bed, his gaze locking on mine with an intensity that pinned me in place. He didn't rush, didn't falter—every action was a calculated display of control. "Arms up, Nadia. Now."

I obeyed, lifting my trembling arms above my head, the soft cotton of my pastel nightie sliding against my skin. Alexei's hands were gentle but firm as he wrapped the silk ties around my wrists, securing them to the bedposts with a precision that spoke of experience. The fabric was cool, smooth, a stark contrast to the heat building in my core.

"Eyes closed," Alexei instructed, his breath warm against my ear as he draped the blindfold over my face. Darkness enveloped me, heightening every sensation—the rustle of fabric, the creak of the bed, the heavy weight of their presence. My pulse thundered, every nerve on edge, as I felt the mattress shift again.

Lorenzo's voice cut through the silence, sharp and deliberate. "You're so beautiful like this, little one. Completely ours."

I felt his hands first, large and commanding, sliding up my thighs, pushing the nightie higher until cool air kissed my bare skin. My legs parted instinctively, a soft whimper escaping my lips as his fingers brushed the edge of my lace panties. The fabric was already damp, and I heard his low, approving hum.

"Good girl," Lorenzo said, the words sending a jolt straight to my clit. "So wet for your Daddies already."

Behind the blindfold, my world was sensation—his touch, the silk tight on my wrists, the ache of the plug still nestled deep inside me. Then I felt Alexei's hands, larger, warmer, cupping my breasts through the thin fabric, thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened under his touch. My back arched, a gasp tearing from me as dual waves of pleasure crashed over me.

"Shh, baby girl," Alexei soothed, his voice a grounding force even as his hands drove me higher. "Let us take you there. Just feel."

Lorenzo's fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, dragging them down my legs with agonizing slowness. The cool air hit my exposed pussy, and I squirmed, the vulnerability of being tied and blindfolded under their gaze making my body thrum with need. I heard the soft clink of a belt, the rustle of fabric, and then Lorenzo's weight shifted between my thighs.

"Open wider for Daddy, little one. We're both going to make you come while you're tied down," Lorenzo said, his voice a dark promise that sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

My lips parted on a shaky breath, and I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my mouth, hot and demanding. I opened wider, tongue flicking out instinctively, tasting the salt of him as he slid in with a slow, deliberate thrust. My moan vibrated around him, muffled, as his hand tangled in my hair, guiding my movements with unyielding control.

At the same time, Alexei's hands slid down my body, one massive palm spreading my thighs wider while the other found my clit, circling with a tenderness that contrasted Lorenzo's roughness. The dual assault—Lorenzo in my mouth with measured strokes, Alexei's fingers teasing my sensitive bud—sent my mind spiraling into a haze of pleasure. I couldn't see, couldn't move, could only feel as they took me apart piece by piece.

"That's it, baby girl," Alexei murmured, his voice thick with desire. "You're doing so well for us. So perfect."

Lorenzo's grip tightened in my hair, his cock sliding deeper, hitting the back of my throat as I struggled to take him. "Good girl, Nadia," he growled, the praise making my pussy clench around nothing. "Suck Daddy harder. Show me how much you want this."

I obeyed, hollowing my cheeks, tongue swirling around him as my body trembled under Alexei's touch. His fingers dipped lower, sliding into my slick heat, two thick digits stretching me open as his thumb kept pressure on my clit. The sensation of being filled at both ends, tied down and helpless, pushed me to the edge, my muffled cries vibrating around Lorenzo's cock.

The blindfold intensified everything. Without sight, each sensation doubled—the rasp of Lorenzo's breathing, the wet sounds of my mouth working him, the slick rhythm of Alexei's fingers inside me, the tug of silk against my wrists every time my body jerked. I could smell them both—Lorenzo's espresso-dark cologne and Alexei's clean, woodsy scent—and the combination was intoxicating, a sensory signature of being claimed by two men at once.

I was drowning in them, in the overwhelming reality of two men claiming me simultaneously, and the last shred of resistance I'd been clinging to dissolved like smoke. There was no Nadia the survivor here. No Nadia who'd worked late shifts at the nightclub, who'd dragged her brother out of backroom gambling dens, who'd kept the electricity on through sheer force of will. There was only their baby girl. Their little one. And she was exactly where she wanted to be.

"Not yet," Lorenzo warned, his voice sharp even as his thrusts grew harder, faster. "You come when Daddies say, little one."

Alexei's fingers curled inside me, hitting that spot that made stars burst behind my blindfolded eyes. My hips bucked, straining against the silk ties, every muscle taut as I fought the wave threatening to crash over me. Their control was absolute, their hands and voices weaving a web I couldn't escape—didn't want to escape.

"Now," Lorenzo commanded, his cock pulsing in my mouth as his hand tightened in my hair. "Come for us, good girl."

The words shattered me. My orgasm ripped through me, a white-hot wave that had me screaming around Lorenzo's cock, my pussy clenching around Alexei's fingers as he worked me through it. At the same time, Lorenzo groaned, a low, primal sound, and I felt the hot rush of his cum flood my mouth, spilling over my tongue as I swallowed every drop.

Alexei's touch gentled, drawing out my release with slow strokes as my body shook, oversensitive and raw. Lorenzo pulled out, his hand smoothing over my hair, a rare softness in the gesture. I felt the bed shift as he moved, and then Alexei's lips were on my forehead, warm and grounding, even as the blindfold stayed in place.

"You did so well, baby girl," Alexei whispered, his voice thick with pride. "Daddy's so proud of you."

The silk ties loosened, my wrists freed, and large hands—two sets, one commanding, one gentle—rubbed the circulation back into my skin. The blindfold came off next, and I blinked into the soft light of the nursery, meeting Lorenzo's intense espresso-dark gaze and Alexei's tender ice-blue one. My chest heaved, body still trembling with aftershocks, as they pulled me into their combined embrace.

Lorenzo's arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me against his chest, while Alexei cradled my head, fingers threading through my hair. "You're safe with us, little one," Lorenzo said, his tone softer now, though the edge of control never left. His thumb traced the red marks the silk ties had left on my wrists—gentle circles over the faint lines, a quiet acknowledgment of what I'd given them. "Always."

Alexei pressed a kiss to my temple, his warmth a balm to the rawness inside me. "We've got you, Nadia. Rest now."

I melted into them, the ache of Dante's discipline mingling with the lingering pleasure of their dual control, my body and mind slipping into a hazy, regressed space. Their hands, so different yet equally claiming, anchored me—Lorenzo's firm grip a reminder of rules and structure, the kind of boundaries I'd never had growing up, the kind I'd craved without knowing their name. And Alexei's gentle touch, his scarred knuckles tracing patterns on my scalp—a promise of care so unconditional it hurt to receive it.

I was theirs, utterly and completely, and the thought sent a shiver of anticipation through me. Not fear. Not anymore. Just the trembling, breathless wonder of a woman who'd spent her whole life surviving and was only now learning what it felt like to be held.

But even as I nestled deeper into their hold, a flicker of unease stirred. Tomorrow, Dante and Alexei had planned something new—a public test, a display of their ownership in a way I couldn't predict. The thought of being exposed, of their control extending beyond these walls, made my heart race with equal parts dread and desire.

I pressed my face into Lorenzo's chest, breathing him in, and felt Alexei's fingers tighten in my hair—a reassurance, a silent promise. Whatever came next, they'd be there. Holding me. Commanding me. Making me theirs in front of anyone who dared to watch. And the most frightening thing wasn't the exposure—it was how desperately I wanted it.


Chapter 12: Exposed Again

The bass thudded through the underground club, a relentless pulse that vibrated in my chest. I stood between Dante and Alexei, my fingers fidgeting with the hem of my short black dress—a choice Dante had made, the fabric barely covering my thighs, a silent declaration of his control. The air was thick with sweat and perfume, bodies pressing close in the dim, flickering lights, and I felt the weight of unseen eyes already skimming over me.

Dante's hand rested heavy on my lower back, his touch both a tether and a warning. "Stand still, bambina," he murmured, his voice a low growl that cut through the noise, laced with that Sicilian warmth that made my knees weak. His dark eyes scanned the crowd, daring anyone to linger too long on what was his.

Alexei, towering on my other side, leaned down, his breath hot against my ear. "You're safe with us, baby girl," he said, his Russian accent softening the words, his tone protective but undercut with a promise I couldn't ignore. His massive hand brushed my hip, fingers curling just tight enough to remind me I wasn't going anywhere without their permission.

The arousal hit me before I was ready for it—a visceral response to their nearness, their scent, their hands on me. Heat pooled low in my belly, immediate and inescapable. I shifted my weight, trying to ease the ache, but Dante's grip tightened, a silent reprimand for breaking his unspoken rule to stay still.

"Naughty girl," he said, his lips curling into a smirk as he caught the flush on my cheeks. He guided me forward through the crowd, Alexei's broad frame clearing a path until we reached a secluded corner, a padded bench tucked against a shadowed wall. The club's voyeuristic edge was palpable—curious glances darted our way, and I felt the weight of being observed, my skin prickling under the scrutiny.

This was different from Lorenzo's gala. That had been champagne and chandeliers, civilized danger wrapped in silk. This place was raw. Underground. The kind of club where people came to watch and be watched, where the line between private and public dissolved in the dark. The clientele were dangerous—I could see it in the way they carried themselves, the tattoos half-hidden under expensive shirts, the women with knowing eyes who looked at my two escorts and understood exactly what was happening.

Alexei's hand slid into his pocket, pulling out a small, sleek remote. My breath hitched. I knew what was coming—had felt the cool, smooth egg he'd slipped inside me earlier, nestled deep against my most sensitive spot, a secret between us even as we'd walked through the club.

"Eyes on me, baby girl," he commanded, his ice-blue gaze holding mine as he adjusted the remote. A low buzz started, a hidden vibration that pulsed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, and my legs trembled instantly. I bit my lip, trying to suppress a whimper, but the sensation was relentless, a teasing hum that promised more.

Dante stepped behind me, his chest pressing against my back as he bent me forward over the bench. "Hands on the padding, bambina," he ordered, his tone sharp, leaving no room for defiance. I obeyed, my palms pressing into the cool leather, my ass tilted up under the tight dress as the vibration inside me intensified, a cruel rhythm that made my pussy clench around the toy.

I could feel people watching. Not just glancing—watching. A couple at a nearby booth had stopped their conversation, the woman's eyes following Dante's hands on my body with undisguised interest. A man at the bar had turned fully on his stool, drink forgotten. The awareness sent a fresh flood of heat between my legs, shame and exhibitionism tangling into something I couldn't separate.

I felt the cool metal of a buckle as Dante produced a gag—a sleek black ball with leather straps. "Open," he said, his voice a dark caress, and I parted my lips, letting him secure it in place, the taste of leather sharp on my tongue. My muffled breaths came faster, the gag amplifying every sensation, every pair of eyes I knew lingered on us from the shadows.

Alexei knelt beside me, his massive hand sliding up my thigh, pushing the dress higher to expose the damp lace clinging to my skin. "So wet already," he murmured, his thumb brushing over the fabric, pressing the egg deeper until I moaned against the gag, the sound stifled but desperate. He clicked the remote, ramping up the vibration, and my hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the edge I wasn't allowed to cross without their say.

Dante's hand came down on my ass, a sharp smack that echoed even over the club's music. "No moving unless I say so," he growled, his palm lingering, kneading the stinging flesh as the vibration pulsed harder, a tormenting loop of pleasure and restraint. My body screamed for release, every nerve alight under the weight of their control and the hidden stares from strangers who didn't look away.

"Look at her tremble," Alexei said, his voice thick with approval as he stood, towering over me, one hand on my shoulder to hold me steady. "Our baby girl, so desperate, so pathetic in her need." The word—pathetic—hit like a spark, shameful and electric, making my pussy throb harder around the buzzing egg.

Dante leaned over me, his breath hot on my neck as he tugged the straps of the gag tighter, ensuring I couldn't beg, couldn't speak. "You don't get to hide tonight, bambina," he whispered, his free hand sliding down to grip my hip, anchoring me as the vibrations pushed me closer, my thighs slick with my own arousal. "Everyone here sees what we do to you."

The thought should have horrified me. A month ago, it would have. But now, bent over this bench with a gag in my mouth and two dangerous men controlling every inch of my body, all I felt was a desperate, aching need to be seen. To be claimed. To be theirs so completely that even strangers could see it written on my skin.

Alexei adjusted the remote again, the buzz now a merciless thrum that targeted my clit with precision, and I felt the pressure build, a wave I couldn't stop. My muffled cries grew louder behind the gag, my body shaking under their dual control, the weight of their hands and the crowd's gaze pushing me to a breaking point. I was theirs—utterly, publicly, inescapably.

"Squirt for us in front of everyone, baby girl. Show them how Daddy owns this pussy," Dante growled, his voice a dark command that sliced through the haze of sensation, triggering something primal in me. The vibration hit a peak, Alexei's hand pressing down on my lower back to hold me in place, and I shattered—my release gushing out, soaking my panties, dripping down my thighs as I squirted hard, the evidence of their ownership visible to anyone watching.

My legs buckled, but Alexei caught me, his arm a steel band around my waist, lifting me against his chest as the aftershocks rippled through me. "Good girl," he murmured, the words a balm, a trigger that sent another shudder through my oversensitive body as he clicked the remote off, the sudden stillness almost as torturous as the buzz. My head lolled against him, regression pulling me under, my mind slipping to a softer, smaller space where only their care mattered.

Dante unfastened the gag, pulling it free with a wet pop, and wiped my mouth with a tenderness that belied the intensity of moments before. "Such a perfect little mess, bambina," he said, his voice softer now, but still edged with possession as he kissed my temple, his scarred hand cupping my cheek.

My throat ached from the muffled screams. My thighs were trembling, slick, and my clit still pulsed with aftershocks that made me twitch every few seconds. I could taste the leather of the gag on my tongue, could smell my own arousal mixing with the club's heavy air. The couple from before was still watching—the woman had her hand on her partner's thigh, gripping tight, her lips parted. I should have felt exposed. Violated. Instead, I felt powerful. These two men had just made me come apart in front of strangers, and not a single person in this room had the power to touch me. Only they did.

The crowd's stares lingered, but under their protection, I felt untouchable, claimed in a way that branded me deeper than any mark.

Alexei shifted me in his arms, cradling me like I weighed nothing, his warmth grounding me as my breathing slowed. I could hear my own pulse still racing, could feel the ghost of the vibration still humming between my legs even though the toy had been off for minutes. My thighs were slick, my panties ruined, and the air against my wet skin was both a relief and a torment. "We've got you, baby girl," he said, his lips brushing my forehead, his platinum blond hair tickling my cheek, a promise of safety even here, in this den of exposure. My dress was still hiked up, my thighs sticky with my release, but I didn't care—not with their hands on me, their voices wrapping around me like a shield.

But the night wasn't over. Dante's dark eyes met mine, a flicker of something deeper, more demanding, as he adjusted my dress to cover me again, his touch deliberate. "This was just the beginning, bambina," he warned, his tone a velvet threat that sent a fresh shiver through me.

Alexei's grip tightened, his voice a low rumble against my ear. "Tomorrow, we take you deeper, baby girl. Back to the nursery with Daddy Lorenzo and Daddy Dante, where rules are stricter, and surrender is sweeter."

My heart raced at the thought—regression waiting in that hidden sanctuary, frills and control, Lorenzo's unyielding structure paired with Dante's firm hand. The promise of being utterly broken down and rebuilt by all three of them sparked a dangerous need, a craving for what came next.

As Alexei carried me through the club's back exit into the cool night air, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a dark window—hair disheveled, mascara smeared, dress still hiked up on one side. The woman staring back at me bore almost no resemblance to the nightclub singer who'd walked into Lorenzo's office to barter for her brother's life. That woman had been all sharp edges and clenched fists. This one was soft. Open. Owned.

And she was smiling.

I was theirs to expose, to own, to remake, and I couldn't wait to fall even further under their claim.


Chapter 13: Nursery Surrender

I stood at the threshold of Lorenzo's hidden nursery, my bare feet curling against the cool hardwood floor. My breath hitched, a tremble running through me as the door swung inward, revealing the pastel sanctuary within. The air was thick with the scent of baby powder and lavender, a cloying promise of regression that made my stomach twist with both fear and aching need.

Lorenzo was already there, standing near the changing table with a length of soft, pink rope in his hands. His tailored suit clung to his broad frame, every movement deliberate, his espresso-dark eyes pinning me in place as if I were already bound. "Come in, little one," he said, voice smooth and commanding, a quiet force that made my knees weak. "Daddy has rules for you today."

Behind him, Dante leaned against the crib, his leather jacket open over a tight black shirt, arms crossed over his massive chest. His dark Sicilian gaze raked over me, a slow, predatory smirk tugging at his lips. Salt-and-pepper hair fell across his forehead, and his gravelly voice dropped low. "Bambina, you look scared," he drawled, his accent wrapping around the pet name like a caress. "Don't be. Daddy Dante's gonna make sure you feel every bit of this."

The heat hit me before I could even step forward, pooling between my thighs at their words. I wore nothing but the crinkling diaper Lorenzo had fastened on me earlier, the thick padding a humiliating reminder of my place, and a soft pink onesie that barely covered my hips. Shame burned my cheeks, but the warmth spreading lower told the truth—I wanted this, needed their control to strip me bare. The woman who'd walked into that office to save her brother was becoming someone else entirely, and the transformation terrified me almost as much as it thrilled me.

Lorenzo gestured to the changing table, his expression unreadable but firm. "Lie down, Nadia. Now."

I obeyed, my legs trembling as I climbed onto the plush surface, the diaper crinkling loudly with every move. The sound echoed in my ears, a trigger that made my clit throb despite myself. Lorenzo's hands were on me immediately, his touch clinical yet possessive, guiding my legs apart as he looped the rope around one ankle.

"Rules, little one," he said, his voice a low murmur as he tied the knot tight, the rope biting into my skin just enough to make me gasp. "You don't move unless Daddy says. You don't come until Daddy allows."

Dante stepped closer, his shadow falling over me as he picked up a sleek, black dildo from the table's edge. "And you don't hide how much you want this, bambina," he added, his tone darker, laced with a promise of discipline. He dragged the toy along my inner thigh, the cool silicone teasing my heated skin, making me squirm against the restraints.

Lorenzo secured my other ankle, spreading my legs wide, the rope holding me open and vulnerable. I felt the tightness, the stretch of exposure, every inch of me on display for their eyes. My breath came in shallow pants, the diaper's bulk pressing against my pussy, already damp with anticipation.

"Look at her, Dante," Lorenzo said, stepping back to admire his work, his gaze cold and calculating. "So pretty when she's helpless. So ready to be our little toy."

Dante chuckled, a rough sound that sent shivers down my spine. He leaned over me, one massive hand bracing on the table beside my head, the other guiding the dildo to the edge of my diaper. "Let's see how wet you are already, huh?" he murmured, his breath hot against my ear as he tugged the padding aside just enough to expose my slick folds.

I whimpered, the first touch of the toy against my entrance making my hips jerk. Dante didn't push it in yet, just teased, circling my pussy with the blunt tip, spreading my arousal over the silicone. "Fuck, bambina, you're dripping for Daddy," he growled, his voice thick with lust. "You need this bad, don't you?"

"Yes, Daddy Dante," I whispered, my voice small, cracking with desperation. The words felt like surrender, pulling me deeper into Little Space, my mind softening at the edges as their dominance wrapped around me.

Lorenzo's hand found my face, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. "Good girl," he said, the praise hitting like a physical touch, making my body clench around nothing. "But you'll wait. Daddy Lorenzo decides when you're filled."

Dante pressed the dildo just inside me, stretching my entrance, the slow intrusion making me moan. The diaper crinkled louder as my hips shifted, the padding rubbing against my clit with every tiny movement. I felt the dual sensation—Dante's toy pushing deeper, Lorenzo's rope holding me still—and it was too much, too perfect, my thoughts melting into a haze of need.

"Shh, little one," Lorenzo murmured, his thumb brushing over my lips as Dante slid the dildo further, inch by torturous inch. "Let Daddy Dante fuck you with this. Let yourself go."

My eyes fluttered shut, the stretch burning in the best way, my pussy clenching around the toy as Dante began a slow, deliberate rhythm. His massive hand gripped my thigh, holding me steady, while the other worked the dildo, fucking me with a precision that made my toes curl against the ropes. "That's it, bambina," he said, his voice rough. "Take it for Daddy. Show me how much you love being filled."

I was slipping, falling into that soft, small place where nothing mattered but their voices, their hands, their control. My body arched as much as the restraints allowed, the diaper's bulk a constant, humiliating reminder of my regression. Wetness coated my inner thighs, my arousal soaking into the padding, and I couldn't stop the tiny, helpless sounds spilling from my lips.

Lorenzo's fingers trailed down my chest, slipping under the onesie to pinch a nipple through the fabric, sharp and sudden. "Look at me, Nadia," he commanded, and my eyes snapped open, meeting his intense espresso-dark stare. "You're so pathetic like this, little one. So perfect for your Daddies."

The words hit deep, shame and arousal twisting together until I couldn't tell them apart. Dante thrust the dildo harder, the silicone hitting that spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes. My bladder felt full, pressure building alongside the pleasure, and I squirmed, torn between holding on and letting go.

"Don't fight it," Dante rasped, his hand moving faster, the toy slick with my juices as it pounded into me. "Daddy wants to see you lose control. All of it."

Lorenzo leaned closer, his breath warm against my cheek as his hand pressed down on my lower abdomen, right above the diaper's waistband. "Come while you wet for us, little one. Daddy's toy fills you just right."

The command shattered me. My orgasm crashed through me, a wave of heat and release, my pussy spasming around the dildo as Dante fucked me through it. At the same time, I felt the dam break—warmth spreading through the diaper, a slow, hot stream I couldn't stop, the padding growing heavy and sagging between my thighs as I wet myself from the overwhelming pleasure.

I screamed—no words, just raw sound, my voice cracking as the dual release swept through me. The orgasm and the wetting fed into each other, each wave of pleasure triggering another pulse of warm liquid into the diaper, until I was sobbing, shaking, utterly undone between them.

The shame that followed was different this time. Softer. It washed over me like warm water instead of acid, and underneath it was something I hadn't expected—relief. A bone-deep, terrifying relief at having lost control so completely that nothing was left to hold. No walls. No armor. No pride. Just their hands on me and the wet weight of the diaper and the sound of two voices telling me I was good, I was perfect, I was theirs.

"Good girl," Lorenzo purred, his voice a lifeline as I trembled, aftershocks rocking my body. His hand stroked my hair, grounding me even as my mind floated in that hazy, Little Space fog. "Such a good little girl for Daddy."

Dante slowed, pulling the dildo out with a wet pop that made me whimper, the emptiness aching. He rubbed the soaked toy against my inner thigh, smearing my arousal, his smirk wicked as he watched me shiver. "Look at that mess, bambina," he said, voice dripping with dark satisfaction. "You're all ours now, every fucking inch."

I lay there, bound and exposed, the ropes still tight around my ankles, the wet diaper a heavy weight against my skin. My chest heaved, tears pricking my eyes—not from pain, but from the raw, vulnerable place they'd pushed me to. I was small, helpless, theirs in a way I'd never been before.

Lorenzo untied the ropes with careful precision, his fingers lingering on my skin, while Dante peeled the soaked diaper away, the crinkle louder now, the cool air hitting my wet folds. "Time for a change, little one," Lorenzo said, his tone softer but still firm, a promise of more control to come. Dante's hand rested on my hip, possessive, grounding, as he murmured, "Daddy's got you, bambina. Always."

They worked together, Lorenzo wiping me down with warm, scented wipes, Dante powdering my skin, their massive hands moving over my small frame with a tenderness that belied the intensity of what they'd just done. I floated, safe in their care, my body humming with the aftermath of surrender. They dressed me in a fresh diaper, the crinkle a comforting sound now, and Lorenzo lifted me into his arms, cradling me against his chest.

Dante's leather chair waited in the corner of the nursery, and he sat, gesturing for Lorenzo to hand me over. I curled into his lap, his arms wrapping around me, rocking me gently as Lorenzo stood nearby, watching with that unyielding espresso-dark gaze. "You did so well, bambina," Dante whispered, his lips brushing my temple. "But this is just the beginning."

My heart stuttered at his words, a thrill of fear and longing sparking deep inside me. Lorenzo's hand rested on my shoulder, his thumb tracing the line of my collarbone, a silent claim that spoke louder than any words could.

I could still feel the phantom weight of the wet diaper, the rope burns on my ankles, the echo of Dante's toy inside me. Each sensation was a thread connecting me to these men, weaving tighter with every scene, every surrender. I wasn't falling anymore. I had already fallen. And the only question left was whether I'd let myself stay.

Whatever resistance I'd clung to was crumbling, piece by piece, under their shared ownership. And tomorrow? Tomorrow, they'd push me even further, until there was nothing left to hold back.


Chapter 14: Claimed by All

I stood in the dimly lit room, the air heavy with anticipation, my bare feet pressing into the plush carpet of Lorenzo's hidden nursery. My heart raced, a wild drumbeat against my ribs, as I teetered on the edge of surrender. Fear clawed at me, but so did need—a deep, aching pull toward the safety and control these men offered, a safety I'd never known.

My green eyes flicked to the mirror across the room, catching my reflection: flushed cheeks, tousled brunette hair, and a frilly pink dress Lorenzo had chosen, the hem barely skimming my thighs. Underneath, I felt the crinkle of the diaper he'd insisted on, a humiliating reminder of my submission. The arousal was immediate, unstoppable—heat pooling low in my belly as I remembered Dante's whispered promise from last night—this was just the beginning.

The lock turned with a soft click, and Lorenzo entered first, his tailored suit hugging his broad frame, every movement deliberate and controlled. His espresso-dark gaze pinned me in place, a silent command to stay still, as he adjusted the cuffs of his shirt with an air of unshakable Roman authority. "You've been a good girl today, Nadia, but Daddies need more from you now," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

Behind him, Alexei stepped in, his massive build filling the doorway, his ice-blue eyes soft but hungry beneath that platinum blond hair. He carried a small pacifier in one hand, his thumb brushing over it as if it were a treasure, and I knew he'd be the one to cradle me after, to shield me from the world. "Come here, baby girl," he murmured, his Russian accent thick with warmth, beckoning me with a gentleness that made my chest ache.

Dante was last, his leather jacket slung over one shoulder, his dark Sicilian eyes locking onto mine with a hunger that made my knees weak. Salt-and-pepper hair, that weathered jaw, the gravelly voice. "Bambina, you're gonna take everything we give tonight," he growled, rough and reverent, promising both discipline and devotion. The weight of their combined presence pressed down on me, three towering men, their hands itching to claim every inch of my small, trembling body.

I hesitated, my breath hitching, but Lorenzo's gaze sharpened. "No stalling, little one. Daddy's rules are clear—obey, or there's consequences." His tone was calm, unyielding, and my body responded instantly, a flush of warmth spreading through me as I took a shaky step forward.

Alexei met me halfway, his large hands enveloping my shoulders, guiding me to the center of the room where a soft, padded mat waited. "Let Daddy take care of you," he whispered, his fingers brushing down my arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. He knelt, his hands sliding under my dress to check the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and I squirmed as his touch lingered, intimate and clinical all at once.

Dante chuckled darkly from behind me, his breath hot against my neck as he pressed close. "Look at her, already squirming. Such a pathetic little thing, so eager for her Daddies." His words stung, but they were laced with affection, a twisted warmth that made my core clench.

Lorenzo stepped forward, holding a small bottle of lube and a set of silk restraints, his eyes never leaving mine. "Arms up," he ordered, and I obeyed instantly, my body moving before my mind could protest. He secured my wrists above my head, tying them to a low bar attached to the wall, stretching me just enough to feel vulnerable, exposed, as the cool silk bit into my skin.

Alexei's hands were under my dress again, tugging the diaper down with slow precision, the tapes ripping loudly as he bared me. The cool air hit my skin, and I whimpered, but he hushed me, slipping the pacifier between my lips. "Suck on this, baby girl. It'll help," he cooed, his thumb brushing my cheek as I latched onto it, the familiar rhythm pulling me into a hazy, regressed space where nothing mattered but their voices, their touch.

This was it. The moment all three of them would claim me together. I could feel it in the air—the shift, the electricity, the unspoken agreement between three dangerous men that tonight, they would take everything I had left to give.

My mind flashed to the office where it all began—the contract, the crinkle of paper, the weight of their gazes when I'd first said Daddy. I'd been terrified then. Defiant. Clinging to the fiction that I was doing this for Lev, that I was a prisoner making the best of a bad deal. But now, sucking on Alexei's pacifier with my wrists bound above my head, I couldn't maintain that fiction anymore. I was here because I wanted to be here. Because I needed to be here. And tonight, I would prove it.

Dante's fingers trailed down my spine, rough and possessive, as he knelt behind me. "Gonna prepare you, bambina," he rasped, and I felt the cold slickness of lube as he worked it against my tight ring, circling slowly before pressing a finger inside. The stretch burned, sharp and invasive, but his other hand rubbed soothing circles on my lower back, grounding me as I moaned around the pacifier.

Lorenzo watched, his expression unreadable, but his voice was a low growl of approval. "Good girl, taking Daddy Dante so well. Keep still for us." The praise hit me like a drug, my body arching into Dante's touch even as the burn intensified, a second finger joining the first, stretching me wider.

Alexei's hands moved to my front, sliding up my thighs to part my folds, his thick fingers teasing my clit with agonizing slowness. "So wet already, baby girl," he murmured, his tone full of wonder as he coated his fingers in my slickness, the obscene sound of it filling the room. My hips jerked, desperate for more, but the restraints held me fast, leaving me at their mercy.

Dante withdrew his fingers, and I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my ass, the stretch impossibly tight as he eased in, inch by torturous inch. "Breathe, bambina," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips to steady me, his massive frame looming over my smaller one. The burn was overwhelming, but so was the heat, the fullness, and I whimpered around the pacifier, tears pricking my eyes as he filled me completely.

Alexei shifted, positioning himself in front of me, his cock hard and heavy as he lifted my legs, hooking them over his hips. "Daddy's got you, baby girl," he whispered, his ice-blue eyes locked on mine as he nudged against my entrance, slick and ready. He thrust in slowly, the stretch of being filled from both ends stealing my breath, my body trembling between them as they held me in place, their large hands dwarfing my frame.

Lorenzo stepped closer, his fingers threading through my hair, tilting my head back as he removed the pacifier with a wet pop. "Open for Daddy Lorenzo," he commanded, his voice a dark promise, and I obeyed, my lips parting as he guided his cock into my mouth. The taste of him, salty and warm, flooded my senses, and I moaned around him, my body overwhelmed by the sensation of all three Daddies claiming me at once.

"Take all of us, baby girl. Come on Daddy's cock while your other Daddies fill you up," Alexei growled, his words sending a jolt of raw need through me, his thrusts picking up pace, hitting deep inside my core. The heat pooled tighter, my clit throbbing as his thumb found it again, circling relentlessly while Dante's cock drove into my ass, the dual penetration pushing me to the edge.

Lorenzo's grip tightened in my hair, guiding my mouth along his length, his voice a low hiss of pleasure. "Such a good girl, sucking Daddy so well. Don't stop, little one." The praise shattered me, my first orgasm crashing through me, forced and brutal, my body clenching around Alexei and Dante as I screamed around Lorenzo's cock, the pacifier forgotten on the floor.

They didn't stop. Dante's thrusts grew harder, his scarred hands bruising my hips as he growled, "Again, bambina. Give Daddy another." The stretch, the heat, the slick sounds of their cocks moving inside me—it was too much, and yet I couldn't stop, my body spiraling into a second forced orgasm, tears streaming down my cheeks as I surrendered fully, Little Space wrapping me in a cocoon of pure, mindless need.

Alexei's thumb pressed harder against my clit, his cock throbbing inside me as he murmured, "One more, baby girl. Come for Daddy Alexei." I shattered again, my body convulsing, squirting around him as he groaned, spilling inside me with a guttural sound of satisfaction, the warmth of his cum flooding my core.

Dante followed, his grip tightening as he thrust deep, filling my ass with a low, feral growl. "Take it all, bambina," he rasped, his voice rough with pleasure as he came, the heat of it searing me from the inside. Lorenzo was last, his cock twitching in my mouth as he pulled back just enough to paint my lips and chin, marking me as his with a satisfied hum. "Perfect, little one," he said, his thumb swiping through the mess, pushing it back into my mouth as I licked it clean, dazed and spent.

They eased out of me slowly, their hands gentle now, untying the restraints as Alexei scooped me into his arms, cradling me against his broad chest. "You did so well, baby girl," he whispered, pressing a kiss to my forehead as he carried me to a soft rocking chair in the corner. Dante followed, grabbing a warm, damp cloth to clean me up, his touch reverent as he wiped away the evidence of their claim, murmuring, "Safe now, bambina. Always safe with us."

Lorenzo knelt beside us, slipping a fresh diaper under me with practiced ease, the crinkle softer this time, comforting as he taped it shut. "Daddy's rules were followed tonight, little one. You're ours, completely," he said, his voice a quiet vow, his hand resting on my thigh as Alexei rocked me gently.

I nestled into Alexei's warmth, surrounded by all three of them, their hands stroking my hair, my back, my legs—large, protective touches that anchored me after the storm. My body ached, but my heart felt full, owned in a way I'd never imagined. Yet, as I drifted in their aftercare, a tiny flicker of doubt sparked in my mind—one final choice remained: stay in this world they'd built for me, or run from it before I lost myself entirely.


Chapter 15: Forever Theirs

I woke to the warmth of their bodies, a cocoon of strength and possession around me. My cheek rested on Alexei's broad chest, his steady heartbeat a lullaby beneath my ear. Lorenzo's arm draped over my hip, heavy and unyielding, while Dante's fingers traced slow circles on my bare back, each touch grounding me in a way I'd never known before.

I blinked, my green eyes catching the faint morning light filtering through the heavy curtains of Lorenzo's hidden nursery. The room smelled of baby powder and lavender, a blend that wrapped around me like a memory I didn't know I had. My body ached sweetly from last night, every muscle reminding me of their hands, their commands, their cocks claiming me until I'd shattered under their care.

A soft crinkle sounded beneath me as I shifted, the padding of the thick diaper Lorenzo had fastened around my hips last night brushing against my skin. Heat bloomed in my cheeks. I shouldn't want this—shouldn't crave the way it made me feel so small, so owned. But my need was a living thing now, familiar as breathing, a warmth pooling low in my belly as I pressed my thighs together, the bulk between them only heightening the ache.

"You're awake, bambina," Dante murmured, his deep gravelly voice rolling over me like thunder. His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of my padded bottom, squeezing just enough to make me gasp. "Did you sleep well in Daddy's arms?"

I nodded, my voice caught in my throat as Alexei's massive hand tilted my chin up to meet his ice-blue gaze, platinum blond hair mussed from sleep. "Use your words, baby girl," he said, his Russian accent thicker in the morning, gentle but firm. "Tell Daddy Alexei how you feel."

"Safe," I whispered, the word slipping out before I could stop it. "I feel... safe with all of you." My chest tightened at the admission, the last wall I'd built around myself crumbling under the weight of their stares.

Lorenzo's grip on my hip tightened, his breath hot against my ear. "Good girl," he purred, the praise sinking into me like a drug, making my pulse race. "Today, you'll show us you're ready to be ours forever. No more fighting, no more doubt."

I shivered, caught between the heat of their bodies and the promise in his words. But something else stirred too—a question that had been living in the back of my mind since the first night, buried beneath the pleasure and the rules and the slow erosion of my resistance. The debt. The reason I was here.

"Daddy Lorenzo," I said, and my voice was steadier than I expected. "My brother. Lev. Is he safe?"

Lorenzo was quiet for a moment. Then he shifted, propping himself on one elbow, his espresso-dark eyes finding mine with an expression I'd never seen on his face before. Something softer. Something almost vulnerable.

"Your brother's debt was cleared, little one. He's safe. Living in the apartment we set up for him on the east side—clean, sober. Alexei's people check on him."

Relief flooded me, warm and sudden, and I felt tears prick my eyes. Lev was safe. After everything—all the nights I'd lain awake worrying, all the years I'd spent pulling him out of holes he'd dug himself into—he was okay.

But Lorenzo wasn't finished. His thumb brushed my cheek, catching a tear before it fell.

"There's something else you should know, Nadia." His voice was quiet, stripped of its usual command, and the vulnerability in it made my heart stutter. "The debt was forgiven the first night. Before you even woke up in my penthouse."

The words didn't register at first. I stared at him, blinking, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the silence.

"What?" I whispered.

"We forgave the debt the moment you offered yourself," Lorenzo said, and for the first time, I heard something raw beneath his control—something like confession. "Every day after that—the rules, the nursery, the discipline—you stayed because we wanted you to choose us. Not because you owed us anything."

The room went still. Even Dante's hand stopped its slow circles on my back.

I should have been angry. Should have been furious. They'd let me believe I was captive, let me think the debt was the chain that bound me, when in truth, the only thing keeping me here was... me. My own need. My own surrender.

But the anger didn't come. What came instead was a kind of devastating clarity—the realization that I'd stopped staying for Lev a long time ago. I'd been staying for them. For the way Lorenzo's rules made me feel held. For the way Alexei's hands made me feel safe. For the way Dante's discipline made me feel seen.

"You could have told me," I said, but there was no heat in it.

"Would you have stayed?" Lorenzo asked, and the question hung between us, honest and bare.

I looked at Alexei, who watched me with those ice-blue eyes full of tender concern. At Dante, whose dark gaze held something fierce and protective. At Lorenzo, whose mask had finally cracked enough for me to see the man underneath.

"Yes," I said. "I would have stayed."

Alexei's arms tightened around me, pulling me against his chest with a sound that was almost a groan of relief. "Baby girl," he breathed, pressing his lips to my hair. "Our baby girl."

Dante leaned in, his forehead touching mine, his gravelly voice thick. "Bambina. You're ours. Not because of a debt. Because you want to be."

Lorenzo's hand found my thigh, and I felt the shift—the tension in the room transforming from confession to something hotter, more urgent. Three men who had been waiting for this answer, who had built a world around me in hopes I'd choose to stay in it.

"Show us," Lorenzo said, and his voice was command again, but beneath it, I heard the plea. "Show us you choose this."

Alexei lifted me effortlessly into his lap, my legs straddling his thick thighs as the padding pressed against my core. "We're going to take you, baby girl," he said, his voice a low rumble as his hands settled on my waist, dwarfing me. "Each of us, one by one, until you're marked by every Daddy. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy Alexei," I breathed, my hands trembling as they rested on his chest. My gaze darted to Lorenzo, then Dante, their eyes dark with hunger, a shared intent that made my pussy clench. They weren't rivals anymore—whatever tension had crackled between them at the gala had burned away, replaced by something unified, something focused entirely on me.

Lorenzo knelt beside me, his fingers deftly unfastening the tapes of the diaper, the ripping sound loud in the quiet room as cool air kissed my bare skin. I whimpered, but Dante caught my wrists, holding them gently but firmly. "No hiding, bambina," he growled. "Daddy wants to see every inch of you."

Lorenzo's fingers spread lube over my pussy, the cold slickness making me squirm. He worked methodically, circling my clit until I was panting, then positioned himself between my thighs, his cock hard and straining. "First, Daddy Lorenzo," he said, and pushed into me with one slow, devastating thrust.

I cried out, my nails digging into Alexei's shoulders as Lorenzo filled me, stretching me around his thick length. He fucked me slow and hard, his espresso-dark eyes locked on mine, and every thrust felt like a vow. "You're mine, little one," he groaned. "Ours. Forever."

When the orgasm hit, it was different from all the others—not forced, not denied, but given freely. I came apart around him with a sob, my pussy clenching as he groaned and spilled inside me, the warmth of it sealing something between us.

Before I could catch my breath, Alexei shifted me, turning me to face him, his massive cock already pressing against my entrance. "Daddy's turn, baby girl," he murmured, and slid into me with a gentleness that made tears spill down my cheeks. He held me close as he moved, his hands spanning my entire waist, and when he came inside me with a guttural "Baby girl," I felt it in my bones.

Dante was last. He bent me forward over Alexei's lap, his scarred hands spreading me, working lube into my tight ring before pressing the head of his cock against me. "Breathe, bambina," he rasped, and eased into my ass with the same devastating patience he'd shown the first time he'd spanked me—controlled, deliberate, and consuming.

The fullness was overwhelming. I was floating in Little Space, my mind soft and hazy, my body nothing but sensation and surrender. When Dante came with a raw, feral growl, I shattered one last time, the orgasm rolling through me in waves that left me boneless and trembling.

They moved as one unit after that. Lorenzo fetching a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud and familiar as he unfolded it. Alexei wiping my face with a warm cloth, murmuring sweet nothings in Russian. Dante lifting me onto the changing table, his hands gentle as he cleaned between my legs, his dark eyes soft with something I'd never seen from him before.

"Such a good girl," Lorenzo said, sliding the plush padding under me, the weight of it already familiar as he taped it snug. His voice was thick, almost hoarse. "You're home now, little one. With your Daddies."

Alexei kissed my forehead, his lips lingering, his ice-blue eyes bright. "Forever, baby girl."

Dante's hand rested on my thigh, and for once, there was no promise of discipline in his gaze—just warmth. Just certainty. "You chose us, bambina," he said, and the wonder in his gravelly voice nearly broke me. "And we choose you. Every day. Every fucking day."

They carried me to the rocking chair, all three of them finding ways to touch me—Alexei holding me, Lorenzo's hand on my knee, Dante's fingers laced through mine. The nursery was quiet except for the crinkle of the diaper and the soft sound of Alexei humming something low and Russian, a melody that felt like home.

I closed my eyes, surrounded by their warmth, their scent, their voices. The debt was gone. The chains were gone. Lev was safe, living clean for the first time in years. And what remained was something I'd never had before—not a cage, not a bargain, but a choice. My choice. A place where I belonged, three men who'd claimed me not with violence, but with care, with patience, with a kind of love that didn't look like anything I'd been taught to recognize, but felt like everything I'd been missing.

Lorenzo's hand squeezed my knee. Alexei hummed his melody. Dante's scarred fingers laced through mine, rough and warm and certain.

Their baby girl was home. And the world outside couldn't touch me.
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