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Chapter 1: Arrival Under Watchful Eyes

Eliza sat rigid in the back of the sleek black car, her laptop bag clutched like a shield against her tailored blazer. The city skyline receded behind her, replaced by the sterile, sprawling grounds of the corporate wellness facility her company had mandated she attend. Her jaw clenched tight, teeth grinding as the weight of deadlines and quarterly reports pressed heavier than the leather seat beneath her.

She didn’t need a retreat. She needed a promotion.

The car slowed to a stop before a glass-and-steel building, its facade gleaming like a surgeon’s scalpel under the midday sun. Eliza stepped out, her heels clicking sharply against the pavement, the sound a reminder of the control she wielded in boardrooms. But the air here smelled of antiseptic, sharp and cold, slicing through her carefully curated armor.

She adjusted her blazer, smoothing invisible wrinkles. Her reflection in the glass doors stared back—pale, sharp cheekbones, eyes shadowed from sleepless nights. A data analyst didn’t crumble, not even when the numbers blurred after midnight.

The lobby was a cavern of white marble and silence, broken only by the faint hum of hidden cameras tracking her every move. A receptionist, a woman in her thirties named Mara, handed her a clipboard with waivers, her smile too polished, too knowing. Eliza’s fingers tightened around the cold metal of the pen, ink trembling as she scrawled her name.

She hated that her hand shook.

Her colleagues would see this as weakness if word got out—mandatory wellness retreat screamed burnout, not ambition. She could almost hear the whispers in the executive lounge, the smirks behind coffee cups. Her reputation was a fragile thing, built on icy precision, and this place threatened to melt it.

Footsteps approached, unhurried and deliberate, echoing off the marble like a predator’s prowl. She didn’t look up from the clipboard, but the air shifted, heavier now, charged with a presence that made her spine stiffen. Her pulse quickened, traitorously, under her starched collar.

“Eliza.” The voice was low, smooth as polished stone, carrying a weight that pinned her in place. “Welcome.”

She lifted her eyes, and there he was—Damien, the director, standing before her in a tailored suit that clung to broad shoulders, his piercing gaze cutting through her like she was data to be dissected. His dark hair was swept back, flawless, and his calm smile held a quiet promise of control she didn’t want to acknowledge. He was thirty-eight, she’d read in the briefing, but his presence felt timeless, unshakable.

Her throat tightened.

“I’m not here by choice,” she snapped, her voice sharper than intended, a blade to fend off whatever this place represented. She pushed the clipboard back to Mara, avoiding his eyes, but she could feel them on her, assessing, peeling back layers she’d spent years fortifying.

Damien tilted his head, just slightly, as if her resistance was a curiosity to be studied. “Choice is a luxury, Eliza. But you’re safe here, if you allow yourself to be.”

Her stomach twisted at the words, a mix of defiance and something warmer, something she refused to name. Safe. She hadn’t felt safe in years, not since she’d clawed her way up the corporate ladder, leaving vulnerabilities buried under spreadsheets and late-night emails.

He gestured toward a hallway beyond the lobby, his movement graceful, deliberate, like every step was a command. “Follow me. We’ll get you settled.”

Her heels clicked reluctantly behind him, each step a protest, but her body moved anyway, drawn by the quiet authority in his tone. The hallway was lined with locked doors, each marked with cryptic numbers, and the antiseptic scent grew stronger, mingling with something softer—baby powder, faint but unmistakable. Her brow furrowed, confusion spiking through her irritation.

She stopped walking.

“What is this place, exactly?” Her voice cut through the silence, demanding answers, but Damien didn’t falter, didn’t turn. He kept walking, expecting her to follow, and damn it, she did.

“It’s a sanctuary for those who’ve forgotten how to let go,” he said over his shoulder, his tone as calm as ever. “You’ve carried too much for too long, Eliza. We’ll fix that.”

Her lips parted to argue, but the words caught, tangled in the sudden heat creeping up her neck. Fix her? She wasn’t broken, just overworked, just stretched thin—yet her body betrayed her with a shiver at the promise in his voice.

They reached a small room at the end of the hall, clinical yet oddly intimate, with a padded table in the center and shelves lined with supplies she couldn’t quite identify. A faint crinkle sounded as Damien retrieved something from a drawer, the noise sharp in the quiet, and her eyes narrowed as she saw it—a thick, white diaper, the plastic backing glinting under the fluorescent light. Her breath hitched, disbelief warring with a strange, unwelcome curiosity.

She took a step back.

“No,” she said, voice low, almost a growl, but her feet didn’t move further. Damien turned to face her, the diaper unfolded in his hands, his expression unreadable but his eyes locked on hers, holding her in place. That gaze—it stripped her, not of clothes but of the walls she’d built, leaving her raw and exposed.

“You signed the waivers,” he reminded her, voice soft but firm, a velvet-covered steel trap. “This is part of the process. Surrender starts here, baby girl.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs at the term—baby girl—spoken with such quiet possession it made her knees weaken. She wanted to scream, to storm out, but her body stood frozen, caught between outrage and the heat pooling low in her belly. Damn him, and damn her for not running.

Damien stepped closer, the diaper still in hand, the crinkle of plastic louder now, a Pavlovian trigger she didn’t understand but felt in her core. “Lie down,” he instructed, nodding to the padded table, his tone leaving no room for debate. “We’ll start slow.”

Her mind screamed no, but her body moved, traitorously, stepping toward the table as if pulled by invisible strings. She perched on the edge, hands gripping the padding, her tailored skirt riding up slightly as she sat. The antiseptic scent mixed with the faint powder lingering in the air, and her cheeks burned with humiliation she couldn’t voice.

Damien set the diaper beside her, the weight of it palpable even without touch, and retrieved a container of baby powder from the shelf. The cap clicked open, the silky scent blooming in the small space, and her nostrils flared, memories she didn’t want to face flickering at the edges of her mind. She pressed her lips tight, fighting the wave of vulnerability crashing over her.

“Lift your hips,” he said, his voice a low command, his hands already reaching for the waistband of her skirt. Her breath caught, but she obeyed, hating herself for it, her hips rising just enough for him to slide the fabric down her thighs, exposing her black lace panties. The cool air hit her skin, and she shivered, hyper-aware of his gaze on her.

She couldn’t look at him.

He hooked his fingers under the lace, pulling it down with agonizing slowness, the fabric dragging against her skin until it pooled at her ankles. Her pussy was bare now, exposed under the harsh light, and she felt the heat of embarrassment mingle with something darker, wetter, as his eyes lingered. She bit her lip, hard, to stifle any sound.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting deeper than it should, a warm current through the shame. He shook the powder container, a faint cloud dusting over her hips, the cool silkiness settling on her skin, and her thighs trembled, a reaction she couldn’t control. The scent enveloped her, pulling her somewhere softer, somewhere she didn’t want to go.

Her hands clenched into fists.

Damien unfolded the diaper again, the crinkle deafening in the silence, and slid it under her hips with practiced ease, the plastic backing cool against her skin. Her body tensed, every muscle protesting, but the warmth of his hands as he adjusted the padding sent a jolt through her, straight to her clit. She hated that her breath hitched, hated that she was already wet.

He pulled the front of the diaper up, covering her, the bulk heavy between her thighs, forcing them apart just enough to feel utterly helpless. The tapes ripped as he secured them, one by one, the sound echoing like a verdict in the small room. Her face burned, but beneath the humiliation, a pulse throbbed, insistent, where the padding pressed against her.

“Look at you,” Damien said, stepping back to admire his work, his voice a low purr of approval. “So small, so vulnerable. My perfect little toy.”

Her stomach flipped at the words, pathetic slipping into her mind unbidden, and she squirmed, the crinkle of the diaper amplifying every tiny movement. The bulk shifted, rubbing against her clit, and a soft gasp escaped before she could stop it. She was mortified, but the heat only grew, pooling where it shouldn’t.

Damien’s hand rested on her thigh, warm through the plastic, and her body arched into the touch without permission. “Not yet, baby girl,” he said, his tone a gentle warning, his thumb tracing a slow line along the edge of the diaper. “You don’t get to cum until Daddy says.”

Her breath shuddered out, frustration and need tangling in her chest. Denial stung, sharper than she expected, leaving her aching, the diaper’s weight a constant reminder of her loss of control. She wanted to fight, to tear it off, but his hand stayed firm, anchoring her to the table, to him.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear, and her skin prickled with awareness. “We’re just beginning,” he whispered, the promise laced with a threat she felt in her bones. “Tomorrow, we go deeper.”

Her heart pounded, dread and anticipation warring as she lay there, diapered and exposed, the crinkle a soundtrack to her unraveling. The locked doors of this so-called wellness retreat loomed in her mind, each one hiding something she wasn’t sure she could face. What lay behind them, and why did part of her ache to find out?

Damien straightened, his gaze still on her, unwavering, as he adjusted the tapes one last time, ensuring the fit was snug. “You’re safe here, Eliza, if you allow yourself to be,” he repeated, the words sinking into her like a brand, marking her in ways she couldn’t yet comprehend. His calm smile returned, a mask of control over whatever darker plans simmered beneath.

She lay there, breath shallow, the diaper’s bulk a humiliating weight, her body still thrumming with denied need. The antiseptic air pressed close, the powder scent lingering, and she knew—she was already slipping, already losing the sharpness she’d honed for years. And Damien, with his unshakable authority, was waiting to catch her when she fell.

Her fingers twitched, wanting to rip the tapes free, but they stayed still, pinned by his gaze as much as her own confusion. The hallway beyond the room stretched endlessly in her mind, those locked doors whispering promises of escalation she wasn’t ready for. But deep down, beneath the shame, a small, traitorous part of her wondered how it would feel to open them.

Damien stepped toward the door, pausing with his hand on the handle, his silhouette filling the frame once more. “Rest now, baby girl,” he said, voice soft but unyielding. “We have so much more to explore.”

Her chest tightened, the crinkle of the diaper shifting as she moved, a constant reminder of her new reality. She wanted to hate him, to hate this place, but the heat between her thighs told a different story, one she couldn’t escape. Not yet.

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone on the table, diapered and aching, the weight of his words hanging heavy in the air. Tomorrow. What did tomorrow hold, and why did her body already yearn for it?

She stared at the ceiling, the fluorescent light harsh above her, and felt the slow spread of warmth in the diaper as her control slipped further, a hot stream she couldn’t stop. Her face burned with fresh shame, but beneath it, a flicker of relief, of surrender, took root. Damien’s voice echoed in her mind—safe, if you allow yourself to be—and she wondered, trembling, if she already had.


Chapter 2: Probing the Cracked Facade

Eliza sat rigid in the sterile office, her tailored blazer buttoned tight, a shield against the invasive hum of the air conditioning. The chair beneath her was smooth, almost too perfect, its cool leather pressing into her thighs through her pencil skirt. Her hands rested on the armrests, fingers digging into the padding, as if anchoring herself to the last vestiges of her control.

She could still feel the phantom weight of the diaper from last night, though it was gone now, replaced by her usual silk underwear. The memory of the crinkle haunted her, a sound she couldn’t shake, echoing in the quiet spaces of her mind. Worse, the heat that had pooled between her thighs lingered, a traitor in her body she couldn’t silence.

The door opened without a warning knock.

Damien entered, his presence filling the room like a shadow too heavy to ignore. He wore a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, every movement deliberate, graceful, as if he owned the very air around him. His piercing gaze settled on her, calm but unrelenting, stripping away the icy professionalism she’d spent years perfecting.

“Good morning, Eliza,” he said, his voice a low, soothing command that curled around her like a leash. He closed the door behind him with a soft click, the sound sharp in the sterile silence. “Did you sleep well after our session?”

Her jaw tightened, teeth grinding behind her forced smile.

“I slept fine,” she lied, her tone clipped, cutting through the tension like a blade. She crossed her arms, a barrier against the way his eyes seemed to see straight through her. “Let’s get this over with. I have reports due by noon.”

Damien’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile, unfazed by her sharpness. He pulled a chair opposite her, sitting with an ease that made her feel small, his broad frame dominating the space. “This isn’t a meeting you can rush, baby girl. We’re here to assess your stress, your needs.”

Her stomach twisted at the pet name, a flush creeping up her neck.

“Stop calling me that,” she snapped, her voice betraying a tremor she hated. Her fingers gripped the armrests harder, knuckles whitening. “I’m not some child who needs coddling. I’m here because corporate mandated this nonsense, not because I want it.”

Damien tilted his head, his gaze never wavering, as if her defiance was a puzzle he’d already solved. “You carry so much, Eliza. I can see it in the set of your shoulders, the way your hands can’t stay still.” His voice softened, a velvet blade slicing through her armor. “Let me help you carry that burden, Eliza.”

Her breath caught, a sharp hitch she couldn’t hide.

She wanted to scoff, to throw his words back at him, but they landed heavy, sinking into cracks she didn’t know existed. The low hum of the air conditioning seemed louder now, a drone that pressed against her fraying nerves. Her mind flashed to last night, the diaper’s bulk, the way her body had betrayed her under his touch, and she hated how her thighs clenched at the memory.

Damien leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his presence closer, more suffocating. “Tell me, how do you feel right now? Not what you think you should feel, but the truth.”

Her lips parted, a protest ready, but it died on her tongue.

“Fine,” she muttered, eyes dropping to the polished desk between them, unable to meet his stare. The smooth texture of the chair under her fingers felt like a lifeline, something real to focus on. But her heart raced, a drumbeat of unease she couldn’t quiet.

“You’re not fine,” he said, his tone gentle but firm, a statement of fact. He reached into a drawer, pulling out a small clipboard with a form clipped to it, his movements slow, deliberate. “Your body tells me more than your words ever could. Shoulders tight, breathing shallow, fingers trembling just enough to notice.”

Her face burned, shame and anger tangling in her chest.

She shifted in the chair, the leather creaking under her, and forced her hands to still. But his observation lingered, a spotlight on vulnerabilities she’d buried under years of control. The corporate world outside this room—colleagues, cameras, her reputation—felt like a distant threat, one she couldn’t escape even here.

Damien’s pen scratched against the paper, a soft sound that grated on her nerves. “Stress manifests in ways we can’t always predict, Eliza. Sometimes, the only way to heal is to let go, to regress to a place where you don’t have to fight every second.” His eyes lifted, locking with hers, a quiet challenge in their depths.

Her laugh was sharp, bitter, cutting through the tension.

“Regress?” she echoed, voice dripping with disdain. “You think I need to play pretend, to be some helpless little thing? I’ve built my career on being the opposite of weak.”

Damien didn’t flinch, his calm unshakable, a wall she couldn’t breach. “It’s not weakness to surrender control when it’s crushing you. It’s strength to trust someone else to hold it for a while.” His voice dipped lower, a caress wrapped in authority. “You felt it last night, didn’t you? A glimpse of release, even if you fought it.”

Her breath stopped, a cold sweat prickling her skin.

She wanted to deny it, to scream that he was wrong, but the memory of the diaper’s crinkle, the warmth spreading as she lost control, flashed vivid in her mind. Her clit throbbed at the thought, a traitor pulse she couldn’t ignore. She pressed her thighs together, desperate to hide the heat building there, but Damien’s gaze flicked downward, noticing.

“There it is,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise. He set the clipboard aside, standing with a grace that made her feel pinned, even from across the desk. “Your body knows what you need, even if your mind resists.”

Her heart pounded, a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

“Stop,” she whispered, but the word lacked conviction, trembling on her lips. She hated how her pussy ached at his words, how the thought of last night’s humiliation made her wet despite herself. The air conditioning’s hum felt colder now, a stark contrast to the flush creeping down her chest.

Damien rounded the desk, his steps slow, measured, each one closing the distance between them. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the heat of him, though he didn’t touch her. “I’m not your enemy, baby girl. I’m your safe place, if you’ll let me be.”

Her spine stiffened, every muscle locking tight.

She wanted to bolt, to run from this room and the way his voice unraveled her, but her body stayed rooted, betraying her again. The smooth leather under her palms felt slick now, her grip slipping as her resolve did. Cameras in the hallway outside, colleagues who might see her leave flushed and shaken—those thoughts loomed, a cage of her own making.

Damien’s hand hovered near her shoulder, not touching, but the promise of it was enough. “We’re going to take this slow, Eliza. But today, I want you to feel what it’s like to let go, just a little more.” His tone was a command wrapped in tenderness, impossible to resist.

Her breath shuddered out, a quiet surrender she couldn’t stop.

He reached into a drawer behind her, the sound of rustling plastic making her tense. When he placed a small, folded diaper on the desk in front of her, her stomach dropped, a mix of dread and unwanted heat flooding her. The plastic backing gleamed under the fluorescent light, the faint scent of baby powder wafting from it, and her thighs clenched harder.

“No,” she breathed, but her voice was weak, barely audible. Her eyes couldn’t leave the diaper, the memory of last night’s bulk between her legs too vivid, too raw. Her pussy pulsed, wet and aching, and she hated how much she wanted to feel it again.

Damien leaned down, his breath warm against her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. “Not yet, baby girl. But soon, you’ll wear it for me again, and you’ll thank me for it.” His words were a promise, a threat, a key turning in a lock she couldn’t escape.

Her fingers twitched, itching to push the diaper away, but they stayed still, frozen by his presence. The crinkle of the plastic as he adjusted it on the desk was deafening, a sound that echoed last night’s shame and arousal. Her clit throbbed harder, a desperate ache she couldn’t ignore, and she bit her lip to keep from whimpering.

Damien straightened, stepping back to his chair with that same unshakable calm. “For now, we’ll talk. But I want you to keep this here, a reminder of what’s waiting when you’re ready to let go.” His gaze pinned her, a weight she couldn’t shake, as he picked up the clipboard again.

Her chest heaved, breath shallow, as the diaper sat there, an unspoken challenge. The powder scent lingered, faint but inescapable, and her body hummed with a need she refused to name. Outside, the corporate world waited—reports, colleagues, cameras—but in here, Damien’s control was the only thing that mattered.

He scribbled a note, his pen scratching softly, before looking up with that faint, knowing smile. “Tell me, Eliza, what scares you more—losing control, or wanting to?” His question cut deep, a blade against her raw edges, and she felt the cracks in her facade widen under his scrutiny.

Her lips parted, but no answer came, only a trembling silence. The air conditioning hummed on, a relentless drone, and the smooth chair beneath her felt like a trap, holding her in place for whatever came next. Her pussy ached, wet and needy, and she knew he saw it in her eyes, in the way her body leaned toward him despite herself.

Damien set the pen down, his movements slow, deliberate, as if giving her time to unravel further. “We’ll explore that fear together, baby girl. Step by step, until you’re ready to fall into my care completely.” His voice was a promise, a tether, and her heart raced at the thought of what ‘step by step’ might mean.

Her gaze flicked to the diaper again, the plastic crinkling softly as a draft moved through the room. The memory of warmth spreading, of losing control under his watchful eyes, made her thighs tremble, her silk underwear damp with shame and desire. She wanted to fight, to reclaim the sharpness she’d honed for years, but his presence dulled every edge.

Damien leaned back in his chair, his broad frame a quiet threat, a safe harbor she didn’t want to need. “You’ve carried enough on your own, Eliza. Let me take it from here, when you’re ready.” His words hung heavy, a weight she couldn’t lift, and her body thrummed with the tension of resisting—or surrendering.

Her fingers curled into fists, nails biting into her palms, as she fought the pull of his voice. The corporate world outside felt farther away now, her reputation a fragile thing slipping through her grasp. But deep down, beneath the defiance, a small, traitorous part of her wondered how it would feel to let him carry her burden, just as he promised.

Damien’s gaze never left her, a calm storm waiting to break her open. “We’re not done yet, baby girl. Tomorrow, we’ll peel back another layer, and you’ll see how good it feels to be mine.” His tone was soft, but the threat beneath it sent a shiver through her, a promise of deeper surrender she wasn’t sure she could resist.

Her breath hitched, the diaper on the desk a silent sentinel of her unraveling. The powder scent, the crinkle, the memory of warmth spreading—it all pressed against her, a tide she couldn’t fight forever. And as Damien watched her, unwavering, she wondered if she already wanted to drown in it.


Chapter 3: Pastel Prison Unveiled

Eliza sat at the edge of the chair in Damien’s office, her tailored blazer feeling like a costume now. The diaper on the desk still loomed, a silent taunt, its plastic sheen catching the fluorescent light. Her thighs pressed together, a futile attempt to ignore the lingering ache between them.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket—a reminder of the world outside, reports due, colleagues waiting. She didn’t reach for it. Not with Damien’s gaze still on her, heavy and unyielding.

The door opened with a soft click. Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. Broad shoulders, crisp white shirt, every movement deliberate as if he owned time itself.

“Come with me, baby girl.” His voice was a low command, smooth as velvet, leaving no room for argument. He held out a hand, his piercing eyes locking onto hers.

Her chest tightened. She stood, legs unsteady, the corporate world outside fading with every step toward him. Her polished heels clicked on the tile, a sound that felt foreign now.

He led her down a hallway she hadn’t noticed before, away from the glass-walled offices and security cameras. The air grew warmer, softer, a faint scent of lavender replacing the sterile antiseptic of the corporate wing. Her heart thudded, anticipation and dread twisting together.

They stopped at a pastel pink door, the color so jarring against the gray corporate palette that she froze. Damien pushed it open, revealing a room that stole her breath. Soft hues of pink and baby blue coated every surface, from the plush carpet to the crib-like bed in the corner.

Her stomach dropped. She stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that made her flinch. Underfoot, plastic sheeting crinkled—a sharp, humiliating sound that echoed in the silence.

“Look around, Eliza.” Damien’s tone was gentle but firm, guiding her gaze. “This room is your sanctuary now, embrace it.”

Her eyes darted to the shelves, stacked not with her laptop or files but with stacks of thick diapers, pastel onesies, and bottles lined up like trophies. A changing table sat against the wall, its surface padded and waiting, a faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air. Her breath hitched, the reality of it slamming into her.

Her briefcase, her phone, her purse—gone. Replaced by a pacifier on the nightstand, its silicone nipple gleaming under the soft light. She spun to face Damien, her voice sharp despite the tremor in it. “Where are my things?”

“They’re safe.” His calm never wavered, his tall frame towering as he stepped closer. “You don’t need them here, baby girl. Not anymore.”

Her fists clenched. She wanted to scream, to demand her life back, but the crinkle of the plastic underfoot reminded her of last night’s shame—and the heat that had followed. Her clit pulsed traitorously, a betrayal she couldn’t outrun.

Damien moved to the changing table, pulling out a diaper with a slow, deliberate motion. The plastic rustled loudly, the sound slicing through her defiance. He unfolded it, laying it flat, the thick padding catching the light.

“Strip,” he said simply, his gaze locking onto hers. Not a request—a command. His voice wrapped around her like a tether, pulling her under.

Her fingers hesitated at the buttons of her blazer. The corporate world flashed in her mind—colleagues whispering, cameras catching every misstep, her reputation crumbling. But under Damien’s steady stare, her hands moved, shedding the blazer, then her blouse, until she stood in just her silk bra and skirt.

Her skin prickled under his scrutiny. She hated how her body leaned toward him, how her pussy grew wet despite the humiliation burning in her chest. The crinkle of the plastic sheet beneath her feet was relentless, a reminder of what was coming.

Damien stepped closer, his fingers brushing her hip as he tugged at the zipper of her skirt. The fabric slid down, pooling at her ankles, leaving her in nothing but damp silk panties and a bra. His touch was clinical yet intimate, sending a shiver through her core.

“Panties off,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. Her hands trembled as she obeyed, sliding the silk down, exposing her slick, aching pussy to the cool air. She stepped out of them, the plastic crinkling louder with every move.

Her cheeks burned. She stood bare before him, vulnerable in a way she’d never been, not even in boardroom battles. And yet, her body thrummed, heat pooling where it shouldn’t.

Damien guided her to the changing table, his hands firm on her hips as he lifted her onto the padded surface. The plastic sheet beneath her crinkled obnoxiously, the sound amplifying her shame. She lay back, thighs trembling, as he positioned her with ease.

“Legs up, baby girl,” he instructed, his voice a soothing balm over the raw edge of her nerves. She obeyed, lifting her knees, exposing herself fully. Her pussy glistened, wet and desperate, and she knew he saw it all.

He slid the diaper beneath her, the thick padding brushing against her bare skin. The crinkle was deafening, a sound that made her flinch even as her clit throbbed harder. The scent of baby powder hit her as he dusted it over her, his fingers brushing too close to her aching center.

Her breath hitched. She wanted to fight, to push him away, but her hips tilted up, seeking more of his touch. Traitorous, pathetic—she hated herself for it.

Damien’s fingers lingered, spreading the powder with slow, deliberate strokes. Each brush sent a jolt through her, her pussy clenching with need. He pulled the front of the diaper up, the padding pressing against her wet folds, trapping the heat there.

The tapes ripped loudly as he secured them, sealing her in. The bulk between her thighs felt alien, heavy, a constant reminder of her loss of control. Her face burned, but her body hummed, the pressure against her clit maddening.

“There we go,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the edge of the diaper where it hugged her thigh. “My perfect little girl, all safe and snug.”

Her chest heaved. The words hit deeper than they should have, a mix of shame and warmth spreading through her. She squirmed, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every tiny movement.

Damien’s hand slid up her thigh, stopping just short of where she ached most. Her hips bucked, desperate for more, but he pulled back, his gaze calm and calculating. “Not yet, baby girl. You’ll cum when Daddy says.”

Her whine escaped before she could stop it. The denial stung, her pussy throbbing painfully against the thick padding. She felt small, pathetic, and yet the heat in her core only grew.

He lifted her off the table, setting her on her feet. The diaper forced her thighs apart, the bulk making every step awkward. The crinkle followed her, a humiliating soundtrack to her surrender.

Damien guided her to the crib-like bed, the pastel sheets soft under her trembling fingers. He sat beside her, his broad frame dwarfing hers, and pulled a pacifier from the nightstand. The silicone nipple clicked against his thumb as he held it to her lips.

“Open,” he said softly, his tone leaving no room for defiance. Her lips parted despite herself, the pacifier slipping in, the taste of silicone foreign on her tongue. She sucked instinctively, the click against her teeth grounding her in a way she didn’t want to admit.

Her eyes fluttered shut. The act, so infantile, should have repulsed her, but under Damien’s gaze, it felt… safe. Her pussy ached, the diaper’s pressure a constant tease, and she squirmed again, the crinkle deafening.

Damien’s hand rested on her thigh, heavy and warm through the diaper. “Good girl,” he praised, the words sinking into her like heat. Her body melted under them, even as her mind screamed to resist.

She sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythm soothing despite the storm inside her. The corporate world outside—reports, cameras, her icy reputation—felt like a distant memory. Here, in this pastel prison, Damien’s control was the only reality.

His fingers traced the edge of the diaper again, teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Her hips rocked, seeking friction, the padding rubbing against her swollen clit. The heat built, a desperate edge she couldn’t reach on her own.

“Please,” she mumbled around the pacifier, the word muffled but raw. Her voice sounded small, needy, nothing like the sharp analyst she’d built herself to be. Shame burned, but so did desire.

Damien’s smile was faint, knowing. “Not yet, baby girl. Daddy decides when you’ve earned it.”

Her whimper was pathetic. The denial ached, her pussy clenching against nothing, trapped by the diaper’s bulk. She hated how much she wanted his permission, his touch, his control.

He stood, towering over her as she lay in the crib, diapered and helpless. His gaze swept over her, taking in every detail—the pacifier in her mouth, the thick padding between her thighs, the flush on her cheeks. “Rest now. We’ve only just begun.”

Her heart raced. The promise in his words sent a shiver through her, a mix of fear and anticipation. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, the sound a constant reminder of her new reality.

Damien adjusted the pastel blanket over her, tucking it around her with a tenderness that contrasted the storm he’d stirred. His hand lingered on her cheek, thumb brushing her skin. “Sleep, baby girl. Tomorrow, we’ll peel back another layer of that stubborn shell.”

Her eyes widened. The threat—or promise—hung heavy, her body still humming with unspent need. The pacifier clicked as she sucked, a reflex she couldn’t stop now.

He turned to leave, his broad frame filling the doorway one last time. The pastel room closed in around her, the crinkle of the plastic sheet and diaper the only sounds in the silence. Her clit throbbed, trapped and denied, a painful reminder of his control.

Her mind spun. Colleagues might notice her absence soon, whispers spreading through the office, her reputation teetering on the edge. But here, in this absurd setup, with the weight of the diaper and the taste of the pacifier, resistance already felt… futile.

She shifted again, the crinkle loud in the quiet. Her pussy ached, wet and desperate beneath the padding, and she knew sleep wouldn’t come easy. Not with Damien’s words echoing in her head, promising more.

Her fingers twitched, itching to slip beneath the diaper, to ease the ache he’d left her with. But his command held her still—Daddy decides. The thought alone made her squirm, heat pooling deeper.

The pastel walls seemed to mock her, a prison of softness she didn’t know how to escape. Or if she even wanted to. The crinkle followed every tiny movement, a humiliating lullaby as she lay there, diapered and denied.

Her breath slowed, the pacifier’s rhythm grounding her against her will. Damien’s control lingered, a weight she couldn’t shake, even in his absence. And deep down, beneath the defiance, a small part of her wondered how much further she’d fall tomorrow.

She sucked harder, the click of silicone against her teeth a quiet surrender. The diaper’s bulk pressed against her, a constant tease, and her body thrummed with a need she couldn’t name. Not yet.

The lavender scent wrapped around her, mixing with the faint baby powder, lulling her into a haze. Her corporate sharpness felt like a distant dream, replaced by this—plastic, padding, pastel. And Damien’s promise of more.

Her eyes drifted shut, the crinkle fading into the background. But the ache between her thighs didn’t. Not even close.


Chapter 4: Trial of Lost Control

Eliza lay in the pastel crib, the crinkle of the thick diaper beneath her a relentless reminder of her predicament. Her body still hummed with the unspent need Damien had stoked last night, her clit throbbing against the soft padding. The lavender and baby powder scent clung to the air, wrapping her in a haze she couldn’t shake.

Her eyes flicked to the door. Any moment now, he’d return. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, equal parts dread and anticipation.

She shifted, the plastic backing of the diaper rustling loudly in the quiet room. Her fingers twitched, itching to slip beneath the padding and ease the ache. But his words echoed—Daddy decides—and her hands stayed still, balled into fists at her sides.

The door opened with a soft click. Damien stood there, his broad frame filling the doorway, his tailored shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with quiet strength. His piercing gaze swept over her, calm and unhurried, as if he already knew every thought racing through her mind.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was a low rumble, soothing yet commanding. “Did you sleep well in your little crib?”

Her cheeks burned. She wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of her sharp, corporate self. But the pacifier still rested between her lips, clicking against her teeth as she sucked instinctively, and the words wouldn’t come.

He crossed the room in slow, deliberate steps. The faint scent of his cologne mixed with the baby powder, an intoxicating clash that made her head spin. He leaned over the crib, one hand resting on the railing, his presence towering.

“Let’s check how my little one’s doing.” His fingers pressed against the front of her diaper, the crinkle obscenely loud. Her hips jolted at the contact, heat pooling where his touch lingered through the padding.

“Wet already,” he murmured, not a question, just a fact. His thumb traced a slow circle, the pressure teasing her swollen clit beneath the bulk. “Your body’s learning so fast, isn’t it?”

She whimpered around the pacifier. The shame burned hotter than ever, but so did the ache between her thighs. Her pussy clenched, desperate for more, trapped by the diaper’s unyielding thickness.

Damien’s smile was faint, knowing. “Today’s a special day, baby girl. We’re going to try a full trial of regression—a little routine to help you let go completely.”

Her stomach dropped. A trial day? The idea of sinking deeper into this, of losing more of herself, made her chest tighten with panic.

He straightened, his gaze never wavering. “Just follow my lead, Eliza, it’s easier that way.” The words landed like a soft command, wrapping around her will with silken force.

She wanted to protest. But the pacifier muffled any retort, and her body—traitorous as ever—leaned into the promise of his control. Her heart raced, caught between defiance and surrender.

He reached into a drawer beside the crib, pulling out a fresh diaper, the plastic crinkling as he unfolded it. The scent of baby powder wafted stronger, warm and familiar, as he shook a small cloud onto the padding. Her nose twitched, the smell sinking into her senses, lulling her despite herself.

“Lift your hips, little one.” His tone left no room for argument. She hesitated, her mind screaming to resist, but her body obeyed, thighs trembling as she raised herself.

The old diaper came off with a slow rip of the tapes, the cool air hitting her skin a sharp contrast to the warmth of the padding. She felt exposed, vulnerable, her wet pussy glistening under his unflinching gaze. Her face burned as he took a wipe, the cold touch dragging over her sensitive folds, cleaning her with clinical precision.

Her breath hitched. The intimacy of it, the way he handled her like she was utterly his, sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. She hated how much she craved more of his touch, even like this.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking into her like warm honey. He sprinkled more powder over her, the silky texture dusting her skin, the scent enveloping her further. Then came the new diaper, the plush padding sliding under her, soft fabric brushing against her inner thighs as he secured the tapes with practiced ease.

The crinkle was deafening as he pressed the front down, sealing her in. Her clit throbbed against the fresh bulk, the pressure a constant tease. She squirmed, unable to escape the sensation, her body betraying her with every tiny movement.

Damien’s hand lingered on the front of the diaper, a firm, possessive touch. “There we go. All snug for Daddy.”

Her whimper was muffled by the pacifier. The word “Daddy” hit harder than it should have, stirring something deep and needy within her. She hated it—and wanted to hear it again.

He lifted her from the crib, his strong arms cradling her effortlessly. The diaper crinkled with every shift, the sound a humiliating soundtrack as he carried her to a rocking chair in the corner. Her head rested against his chest, the steady beat of his heart grounding her against her will.

“Let’s get you fed, baby girl.” He pulled a bottle from a warmer on the side table, the faint scent of warm formula mixing with the baby powder. Her stomach churned—not from hunger, but from the sheer absurdity of it all.

She shook her head, a weak protest. The pacifier clicked as she tried to spit it out, but his thumb pressed it back in place. “Shh, little one. Daddy knows what you need.”

Her eyes widened. The authority in his voice silenced her, her resistance crumbling under the weight of his certainty. She sucked harder on the pacifier, a reflex she couldn’t fight.

He removed it with a wet pop, replacing it with the bottle’s nipple. The warm formula touched her tongue, sweet and thick, and she swallowed before she could stop herself. The act felt so wrong, so infantilizing, yet her body relaxed into it, her lips working around the nipple as he rocked her slowly.

“That’s it,” he cooed, his hand stroking her hair. “Just let go. Daddy’s got you.”

Her pussy clenched at the words, the diaper’s bulk rubbing against her with every rock of the chair. The warmth of the formula, the scent of powder, the steady rhythm of his movements—it was sensory overload, dragging her deeper into a haze she couldn’t escape. Her mind screamed to snap out of it, but her body surrendered, melting against him.

The bottle emptied, and he set it aside. His hand moved to her diaper again, checking, always checking. The crinkle was obscene, her wetness seeping into the padding under his touch.

“Such a good girl, already so dependent.” His voice was a warm caress, laced with something darker. “But we’re not done with your routine yet.”

Her heart skipped. What more could there be? The thought both terrified and thrilled her, her clit pulsing harder against the diaper’s teasing pressure.

He stood, lifting her again, and carried her to a changing table across the room. The pastel padding beneath her crinkled as he laid her down, her legs dangling slightly, the diaper’s bulk forcing her thighs apart. She felt small, exposed, utterly at his mercy.

“Let’s make sure my baby girl is comfortable for the rest of the day.” His fingers traced the edges of the diaper, teasing the skin just beneath. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more, the shame of her need burning through her.

He pulled out a small bottle of lube from a nearby shelf, the click of the cap loud in the quiet. Her breath caught as he squeezed a dollop onto his fingers, the cold gel glistening. “Relax, little one. This is just to help you settle.”

Settle? Her mind raced, but her body stilled under his command. She couldn’t look away from his calm, piercing gaze as he slipped his hand beneath the diaper’s edge, the cold lube brushing against her heated skin.

Her gasp was sharp. His fingers slid lower, circling her entrance, the slickness easing his touch as he pressed a single digit inside. The intrusion was slow, deliberate, stretching her with a tenderness that belied the power he held over her.

Her pussy clenched around him, wet and desperate. The diaper crinkled with every tiny squirm, the sound amplifying her humiliation. She wanted to hide, to disappear, but his gaze pinned her in place, watching every reaction.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his finger moving deeper, curling just enough to brush a spot that made her whimper. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

Her hips rocked, chasing the sensation, the diaper’s padding rubbing against her clit with every movement. The heat built, a desperate edge she couldn’t control, her body spiraling toward something she wasn’t sure she could handle. The scent of powder, the crinkle, his voice—it was too much, overwhelming every sense.

But then he withdrew, his finger slipping free with a wet sound. Her whine was pathetic, her pussy aching for more, denied yet again. The diaper snapped back into place, the bulk a cruel tease against her throbbing clit.

“Not yet,” he said, his tone firm but gentle. “You haven’t earned it, little one. We’ve got more of your routine to finish.”

Her chest heaved. The denial stung, leaving her on the edge, her body trembling with need. She hated how much she wanted his permission, how much she craved the release only he could give.

He wiped his hands with a cloth, the gesture clinical, detached, as if he hadn’t just pushed her to the brink. Then he lifted a small plug from the shelf, its sleek black surface glinting under the soft light. “This is called the Beginner’s Comfort. It’ll help you feel full, dependent, just like a good baby girl should.”

Her eyes widened. A plug? The thought sent a fresh wave of panic through her, but her pussy clenched traitorously, already anticipating the intrusion.

“Shh, no fussing.” He lubed the plug with slow, deliberate movements, the wet sound of the gel making her squirm. “Daddy’s going to take it nice and slow.”

He lifted the edge of the diaper again, the crinkle loud as he exposed her. The cold tip of the plug pressed against her entrance, teasing, testing. Her breath hitched, her body tensing despite his soothing murmurs.

“Relax for me, baby girl.” His free hand pressed against the front of her diaper, rubbing slow circles over her clit through the padding. The dual sensation—pressure at her entrance, teasing at her core—sent her mind reeling, her resistance crumbling.

The plug slid in, inch by inch, stretching her with a slow burn. She whimpered, the fullness strange and overwhelming, her pussy clenching around nothing as the diaper snapped back over it, trapping the toy inside. The bulk pressed the plug deeper, every tiny movement a reminder of its presence.

“There we go,” Damien cooed, his hand patting the front of her diaper. “All snug and full for Daddy. Doesn’t that feel better?”

Her face burned. Better wasn’t the word—humiliating, invasive, maddening—but her body hummed with a dark, needy heat she couldn’t deny. The crinkle followed every shift, the plug shifting inside her, a constant tease paired with the diaper’s relentless pressure on her clit.

He lifted her from the table, setting her on the floor on a soft playmat. Her thighs trembled, the diaper and plug making every movement awkward, vulnerable. She felt small, helpless, her corporate sharpness a distant memory under the weight of his control.

“Let’s play for a bit, little one.” He handed her a pastel-colored rattle, the plastic cool in her shaky hands. “Show Daddy how good you can be.”

Her fingers closed around it, the absurdity of the act clashing with the heat pooling in her core. She shook it, the jingle loud and childish, her diaper crinkling with every tiny movement. The plug shifted inside her, a relentless reminder of her submission, her pussy aching for more despite the humiliation.

Damien sat in the rocking chair, watching her with that calm, piercing gaze. “Good girl. Keep playing for Daddy.”

Her clit throbbed harder, the praise sinking into her like a drug. She hated how much she wanted to hear it again, how much she wanted to please him, even like this—diapered, plugged, playing on the floor like a helpless little thing.

The scent of baby powder wrapped around her, warm and lulling, dragging her deeper into the haze. Her mind flickered to the office, to colleagues who might be wondering where she’d disappeared to, to cameras that could be watching her fall. The thought sent a spike of fear through her, but it only fueled the heat between her thighs, the diaper’s bulk a humiliating shield against her own desire.

She shook the rattle again, the jingle mixing with the crinkle. Her body trembled, caught on the edge of something she couldn’t name, the plug and padding pushing her closer with every second. How long could she pretend this wasn’t affecting her?

Damien’s smile was faint, knowing, as he leaned forward in the chair. “Just follow my lead, Eliza, it’s easier that way.”


Chapter 5: Shameful Comfort Breaks Through

Eliza knelt on the soft playmat, the pastel rattle still trembling in her grip. The diaper around her hips sagged slightly, the bulk heavy with the warmth of her earlier accident, its plastic backing crinkling with every shaky breath. The Beginner’s Comfort plug nestled inside her, a constant pressure that made her thighs clench, her pussy aching despite the humiliation that burned through her chest.

Her mind spun, clawing for the sharp edges of her former self. The data analyst who commanded boardrooms, who sliced through inefficiencies with a cold, precise tongue—where was she now? Buried under layers of plush padding and the scent of baby powder that clung to her skin like a second shame.

Damien watched from the rocking chair, his broad frame filling the space with quiet authority. His piercing gaze pinned her, calm and unyielding, as if he could see the war raging behind her eyes. One corner of his mouth lifted, a faint smile that sent heat pooling traitorously in her core.

“Such a sweet little girl, playing so nicely for Daddy.” His voice was a low murmur, velvet over steel, wrapping around her like a tether. “But I think you’re getting tired, aren’t you, baby?”

Her fingers tightened around the rattle. Tired wasn’t the word—exhausted, yes, but not from play. The weight of her submission, the constant throb between her legs, the diaper’s humiliating embrace—it drained her more than any all-nighter ever had.

She shook her head, a small, defiant jerk. Her lips pressed tight, refusing to let the words he wanted spill out. But her body betrayed her again, a shiver running down her spine as the plug shifted inside her.

Damien rose from the chair, his movements deliberate, graceful. He crossed the room in a few strides, towering over her as he crouched down to her level. The scent of his cologne—clean, sharp, commanding—mixed with the lavender of the room, dizzying her further.

“Look at me, Eliza.” His tone was gentle, but it carried the weight of an order. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, her breath catching at the intensity in his stare.

Her chest tightened, a lump forming in her throat. She hated how small she felt under that gaze, how exposed. But she couldn’t look away.

“You’ve been so strong for so long, haven’t you?” His hand reached out, fingers brushing her cheek with a tenderness that stung more than any slap could have. “Always holding everything together, never letting anyone see the cracks.”

Her vision blurred, hot tears prickling at the corners of her eyes. No. She wouldn’t cry, not here, not like this—diapered and trembling on a playmat.

But Damien’s thumb traced the edge of her jaw, slow and deliberate. “It’s alright to let go, I’m here for you.” His words sank into her, warm and heavy, cracking something deep inside.

A single tear slipped down her cheek. She bit her lip hard, trying to swallow the sob that threatened to break free. Her hands dropped the rattle, the jingle faint as it hit the mat.

“Shh, baby girl.” Damien’s voice was a soothing hum, his hand sliding to the back of her neck, guiding her closer. “Daddy’s got something to help you feel better.”

Her breath hitched as he pulled a pastel pink pacifier from his pocket. The silicone nipple gleamed under the soft light, innocent yet obscene in this context. Her stomach twisted, shame and a dark, needy curiosity warring within her.

“No,” she whispered, the word barely audible. But her body didn’t pull away. Her lips parted slightly, trembling, as if already anticipating the intrusion.

Damien’s eyes softened, but his grip on her neck stayed firm. “Just try it for Daddy. It’ll help, I promise.”

The pacifier pressed against her lips, cool and smooth. She hesitated, her mind screaming at her to resist, to push him away, to reclaim some shred of dignity. But the exhaustion, the weight of his gaze, the ache in her core—it all conspired against her.

Her mouth opened, just enough. The silicone slipped past her lips, settling against her tongue with a faint click against her teeth. The sound echoed in her ears, intimate and humiliating, a marker of her surrender.

“There we go.” Damien’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking gently as she adjusted to the pacifier’s presence. “Suck for Daddy, baby girl. Let it soothe you.”

Her cheeks burned, but her tongue moved instinctively, pressing against the nipple. The click came again, softer this time, a rhythmic sound that paired with the crinkle of her diaper as she shifted on the mat. A strange calm began to seep into her, warring with the shame that still clawed at her chest.

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment. The pacifier’s weight, the gentle suction, the warmth of Damien’s touch—it was too much, too tender. Another tear slipped free, tracing a hot path down her face.

Damien’s other hand moved to the front of her diaper, pressing lightly against the padding. The crinkle was loud, obscene, as his fingers traced slow circles over her clit through the thick barrier. Her hips jerked forward, a muffled whimper escaping around the pacifier.

“That’s my good girl.” His voice was a low growl now, laced with approval that made her pussy clench around nothing. “Let Daddy take care of everything.”

Her mind reeled, the pacifier clicking faster as her breathing quickened. The plug inside her shifted with every tiny movement, a relentless tease paired with the pressure on her clit. Heat built low in her belly, her body trembling on the edge of something she couldn’t control.

But Damien’s hand stilled, pulling back just as she neared the brink. Her eyes snapped open, a desperate whine muffled by the pacifier. Her hips rocked forward, chasing his touch, shame be damned.

“Not yet, baby.” His smile was faint, knowing, as he wiped the tear from her cheek. “You’ll cum when Daddy says you’re ready.”

Her chest heaved, frustration and need twisting together. The pacifier clicked against her teeth, the sound a humiliating reminder of how far she’d fallen. Her diaper crinkled as she shifted, the bulk pressing the plug deeper, her pussy throbbing with unfulfilled desire.

Damien stood, towering over her once more. His hand lingered on her cheek for a moment longer before he stepped back, leaving her trembling on the mat. The loss of his touch felt like a physical ache, her body craving the warmth she’d just begun to accept.

“Stay there, little one.” He moved toward the shelf, his movements unhurried, precise. “Daddy needs to prepare something special for you.”

Her eyes followed him, wide and glassy, the pacifier still in her mouth. The click against her teeth was a constant, grounding rhythm, but it did nothing to ease the heat between her thighs. Her diaper felt heavier now, the warmth of her earlier accident spreading as her body reacted to his absence.

What was he getting? Her mind flickered with possibilities, each more humiliating than the last. A bigger plug? Restraints? Something to push her even further into this haze of dependency?

She sucked harder on the pacifier, the click louder, more desperate. Her hands fidgeted at her sides, itching to touch herself through the diaper, to ease the ache that pulsed through her. But she didn’t dare—not with Damien’s gaze still lingering in her periphery, always watching, always knowing.

Her thoughts drifted to the office beyond these walls. Colleagues who might be whispering about her sudden absence, emails piling up unanswered, security cameras that could have caught a glimpse of her being led into this secluded wing. The thought sent a fresh wave of panic through her, but it only fueled the heat in her core, her pussy clenching around nothing as the diaper crinkled with her squirm.

Damien turned back to her, something small and metallic glinting in his hand. Her breath caught, the pacifier muffling her gasp. What now?

“Relax, baby girl.” His voice was a soothing balm, but it carried an edge of promise that made her shiver. “This is just to help you feel even safer with Daddy.”

Her eyes darted to the object—a small lock, gleaming and cold, with a tiny key dangling from his other hand. Her stomach dropped, realization dawning as he crouched before her again. He meant to lock her diaper in place, to trap her in this humiliating bulk until he decided otherwise.

“No,” she mumbled around the pacifier, the word garbled and weak. But her body didn’t move, didn’t fight. Her thighs trembled, the plug and padding a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

Damien’s fingers brushed the waistband of her diaper, lifting it just enough to slip the lock through the tabs. The click of metal was sharper than the pacifier against her teeth, a final sound of surrender that echoed through her. The key dangled from his fingers for a moment before he pocketed it, his gaze locking with hers.

“There.” His hand patted the front of her diaper, the crinkle loud as the lock secured her fate. “Now you don’t have to worry about a thing. Daddy’s in charge.”

Her chest tightened, a fresh tear slipping free. The pacifier clicked faster, her sucking instinctive now, a desperate search for comfort in the face of this new escalation. Her pussy throbbed, the heat unbearable, but the lock ensured she couldn’t even dream of relief without his permission.

Damien’s hand moved to her hair, stroking gently as he leaned close. His breath was warm against her ear, his voice a low whisper that sent shivers down her spine. “You’re doing so well, baby girl. So pathetic, so perfect for Daddy.”

The words hit her like a physical touch, her clit pulsing under the padding. She whimpered around the pacifier, her hips rocking slightly, the plug shifting inside her with every movement. Shame and need twisted tighter, her body a traitor to every ounce of pride she’d once held.

He pulled back, his gaze sweeping over her trembling form. The diaper, the pacifier, the lock—it was all too much, too real. She felt smaller than ever, a far cry from the woman who’d once commanded respect in tailored suits and sharp heels.

“Rest now, little one.” Damien’s hand lingered on her cheek, his thumb brushing away another tear. “Daddy’s got more planned for you soon.”

Her breath hitched, the pacifier clicking softly as she sucked. More? The word echoed in her mind, a mix of dread and dark anticipation coiling in her gut.

Her eyes followed him as he stood, moving toward the door with that same unhurried grace. The key in his pocket gleamed in her memory, a tiny symbol of his total control. Her diaper crinkled as she shifted, the lock’s weight a constant reminder of her new reality.

What was coming next? Her mind raced, images of further humiliation flickering behind her closed eyes—bigger toys, tighter restraints, more public exposure. The thought made her pussy clench, even as her chest ached with the weight of her tears.

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone on the mat. The pacifier clicked against her teeth, a soothing rhythm that couldn’t quite erase the heat between her thighs. Her hands hovered near the locked diaper, useless and trembling, as she fought the urge to test its boundaries.

Her thoughts drifted back to the corporate world outside. The whispers, the cameras, the reputation she’d spent years building—did any of it matter now? Or was this, this shameful comfort, the relief she’d always craved without knowing?

Damien’s words lingered in the silence, a promise and a threat woven together. “It’s alright to let go, I’m here for you.” But was this comfort a trap, or the release she’d been running from all along?


Chapter 6: Padded Steps of Submission

Eliza sat on the plush mat in the corner of the corporate wellness room, her knees drawn up as much as the thick diaper would allow. The lock at her waist clicked softly with every breath, a tiny metallic reminder of her imprisonment in this humiliating bulk. Her fingers twitched near the tabs, itching to test the boundaries, but the weight of Damien’s control—and that damn key in his pocket—kept her hands still.

The crinkle of the plastic backing echoed in the quiet space as she shifted. Her cheeks burned, the pacifier still in her mouth clicking against her teeth with every nervous suck. The scent of baby powder clung to her skin, a sickeningly sweet contrast to the sterile corporate air she used to command.

Her tailored suits and sharp heels felt like a distant memory now. Once, she’d been the data analyst who could silence a boardroom with a single glance. Now, she was reduced to this—padded, pacified, and locked into a reality she couldn’t escape.

The door opened without a sound.

Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. Broad shoulders, tailored shirt unbuttoned at the collar, he moved with that same unhurried grace that made her stomach twist. His piercing gaze locked on her, calculating, as if he could see every thought she tried to bury.

Her breath caught around the pacifier.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was a low, soothing command, wrapping around her like a velvet restraint. “Did you rest well on your little mat?”

She wanted to spit out the pacifier, to snap something cutting about how she hadn’t slept at all with the plug inside her and the diaper’s bulk sagging between her thighs. But her lips only tightened around the silicone, a muffled whimper escaping instead. Her body betrayed her again, heat pooling where it shouldn’t under the padding.

Damien crouched in front of her, his knees brushing the mat. His hand reached out, fingers grazing the locked tab at her waist, sending a shiver through her. The crinkle was deafening in the silence as he pressed lightly, checking the diaper’s state.

“Wet already,” he murmured, not a question, just a fact delivered with quiet authority. His thumb traced a slow circle over the plastic, the pressure maddening through the layers. “Such a good little girl, letting go for Daddy.”

Her face flamed, the pacifier clicking faster. She hated how his words made her clit throb, how her hips nudged forward without permission. The plug shifted inside her, a cruel reminder of her filled, vulnerable state.

Damien’s other hand tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Today, we’re tightening the rules, baby. You’ve been doing so well, but it’s time to let go of that last bit of control you’re clinging to.”

Her stomach dropped. Tightening? The lock was already too much, the plug an invasive weight—she couldn’t imagine more.

He stood, pulling a folded sheet of paper from his pocket. “Your new schedule,” he said, unfolding it with deliberate slowness. “Naps at ten and two, playtime at noon, and feeding every three hours. You’ll follow it, or Daddy will have to correct you.”

Her eyes widened, the pacifier almost slipping from her lips. A schedule? Like she was some helpless infant who couldn’t decide when to eat or sleep?

Damien’s smile was small, knowing, as if he could hear every protest screaming in her mind. “Don’t worry, little one. Daddy’s here to make sure you don’t have to think about a thing.”

Her hands balled into fists on the mat. She wanted to tear the paper from his grip, to tell him she wasn’t this pathetic thing he’d made her into. But the warmth spreading in her chest at his calm assurance stopped her cold.

He set the schedule on a nearby table, then turned back to her. “Let’s start with a change before your morning nap. Can’t have my baby girl uncomfortable, can we?”

Her breath hitched. A change meant his hands on her again, that clinical yet intimate touch that made her body ache in ways she couldn’t reconcile. She shook her head, a weak protest, but her body stayed still.

Damien knelt again, his fingers working the lock with a small key from his pocket. The click of release was sharp, and the diaper tabs ripped open with a loud, humiliating sound. Cool air hit her skin, a stark contrast to the warm, damp padding he peeled away.

She whimpered around the pacifier, her thighs trembling. The plug inside her shifted as he lifted her hips, sliding a fresh diaper beneath her. The scent of baby powder filled the air as he sprinkled it over her, his fingers brushing her skin with deliberate care.

Her pussy clenched, heat building despite the shame. His touch was too gentle, too knowing, as he smoothed the powder over her most sensitive areas. Her clit pulsed under his fleeting graze, and she bit down on the pacifier to stifle a moan.

“There we are,” he murmured, folding the new diaper over her and securing the tabs with agonizing slowness. The crinkle was softer this time, the padding plush and thick, trapping the heat of her arousal against her skin. “All clean for Daddy.”

Her chest heaved, tears pricking her eyes. She hated how safe his voice made her feel, how the fresh diaper’s bulk somehow comforted her even as it humiliated her. The plug pressed deeper as she shifted, a constant invasion she couldn’t ignore.

Damien’s hand rested on the front of her diaper, the pressure sending a jolt through her. “Time for your nap, baby girl. Let’s get you settled.”

Her eyes darted to the small crib in the corner of the room, its pastel bars a mocking contrast to the corporate sleekness outside these walls. A crib? She couldn’t do this, couldn’t let herself be tucked in like some child while cameras somewhere recorded her fall.

But Damien was already lifting her, his arms strong and unyielding as he carried her to the crib. Her diaper crinkled with every step, the sound a taunt of her lost autonomy. Her head rested against his chest, the steady beat of his heart a traitorously soothing rhythm.

He lowered her into the crib, the mattress soft beneath her. Her legs wouldn’t close properly, the diaper forcing them apart, and the plug shifted again, making her gasp around the pacifier. Damien pulled a light blanket over her, tucking it around her with a tenderness that made her chest ache.

“Rest now, little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble. His hand brushed her cheek, lingering just long enough to make her skin tingle. “Daddy will be back for playtime.”

Her breath shuddered out. Playtime? The word hung in the air, a promise of further escalation she couldn’t escape.

Damien stepped back, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he turned to the door. The schedule on the table caught her eye, a stark reminder of the rules now governing her every move. Naps, play, feeding—her life reduced to a series of infantilizing commands.

Her fingers gripped the blanket, the pacifier clicking softly as she sucked. The diaper’s padding pressed against her, warm and heavy, and the plug inside her kept her on edge, her pussy throbbing with unmet need. She hated how her body craved his return already, how the thought of “playtime” sent a dark thrill through her.

The door clicked shut behind him. Alone in the crib, the corporate world outside felt like a dream she couldn’t wake from. Colleagues, cameras, her reputation—did any of it matter when she was locked in this padded prison?

Her mind replayed his touch during the change, the way his fingers had lingered just enough to make her ache. Shame twisted with desire, her clit pulsing under the diaper’s bulk. She shifted, the crinkle loud in the quiet, and the plug pressed deeper, drawing a muffled whimper from her lips.

She closed her eyes, trying to block out the reality of the crib, the schedule, the rules. But Damien’s voice echoed in her mind, calm and commanding, promising more. Her body responded, heat spreading despite her silent protests.

Time slipped away, the nap pulling her under despite herself. The pacifier clicked rhythmically, a soothing anchor in the storm of her thoughts. When she stirred, the room was still empty, but the weight of the diaper and the plug reminded her of her place.

The door opened again. Damien’s silhouette filled the frame, his presence a magnet she couldn’t resist. Her heart raced, the pacifier clicking faster as he approached.

“Had a good nap, baby girl?” His voice was warm, approving, sending a shiver through her. He leaned over the crib, his hand brushing the blanket aside to check her diaper again. The crinkle was soft but insistent as his fingers pressed against the padding.

Her hips twitched, a traitorous response. She hated how much she craved that touch, how his gaze made her feel seen in a way she’d never wanted. The plug shifted, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more.

“Still dry,” he noted, his thumb circling lightly over the diaper. “Good girl. Let’s get you up for playtime.”

Her stomach twisted. Playtime. The word carried a weight she couldn’t ignore, a promise of further surrender she wasn’t sure she could handle.

Damien lifted her from the crib, his hands firm under her padded bottom. The diaper crinkled with every movement, the sound a constant taunt as he set her on the mat. He knelt beside her, pulling a small box from under the table—a collection of toys, pastel and mocking, meant for someone far younger than her.

Her eyes widened. Blocks, stuffed animals, a rattle—she couldn’t do this, couldn’t pretend to play while the corporate world hummed just outside. But Damien’s hand was already guiding hers to the rattle, his grip gentle but unyielding.

“Play for Daddy,” he said, his voice a soft command. “Show me how good you can be.”

Her fingers closed around the rattle, the plastic cool against her skin. She shook it once, the sound jarring in the quiet, and her cheeks burned with fresh humiliation. But Damien’s smile, small and approving, sent warmth spreading through her chest.

Her pussy throbbed under the diaper, the plug a relentless pressure. She shook the rattle again, her movements stiff, but each jingle seemed to please him more. The pacifier clicked as she sucked harder, slipping deeper into a space she didn’t recognize.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Damien murmured, his hand resting on her padded thigh. His touch was electric through the layers, making her clit pulse with need. “Such a good little toy for Daddy.”

Her breath hitched. The praise hit deeper than it should have, melting something inside her she’d fought to keep solid. She rattled the toy again, her eyes locked on his, seeking more of that warmth.

But Damien pulled back, his hand leaving her thigh. “Not yet, little one. Playtime isn’t over, and Daddy decides when you’ve earned a reward.”

Her whimper was muffled by the pacifier. Denial again, the ache between her thighs growing unbearable. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, desperate for friction, but the padding and the plug kept her teetering on the edge.

Damien watched her, his gaze piercing and unyielding. “Keep playing, baby. Show Daddy how obedient you can be.”

Her hands trembled as she picked up a block, stacking it with another under his watchful eye. Every crinkle of the diaper, every shift of the plug, reminded her of her helplessness—and the dark, shameful thrill it sparked.

The corporate world outside faded further. Colleagues, cameras, her old life—none of it could reach her here, not with Damien’s rules binding her tighter than any restraint. Her pussy ached, her body craving the release he withheld, but his presence was a comfort she couldn’t deny.

Time stretched on, her play becoming more natural despite herself. The rattle, the blocks, the stuffed animal she clutched—they were humiliating, but they grounded her in this strange, padded reality. Damien’s occasional nods of approval kept her going, each one a tether to that warmth she shouldn’t want.

Finally, he knelt closer, his hand brushing her cheek. “You did well today, little one, I’m proud.” His voice was a balm, seeping into her bones, making her chest tighten with something she couldn’t name.

Her eyes stung with unshed tears. The pacifier clicked softly as she sucked, her body still aching, but his words wrapped around her like a blanket. Could she reject this warmth when it felt so right, even as it stripped her of everything she’d been?


Chapter 7: Uncovering Buried Fears

Eliza knelt on the soft mat, the pastel blocks scattered around her like remnants of a world she didn’t belong in. The diaper between her thighs crinkled with every tiny shift, the plastic backing a constant reminder of her stripped-down state. Her fingers lingered on a stuffed bear, its plush fur mocking her corporate sharpness, now buried beneath layers of padding and shame.

Her chest ached with a heaviness she couldn’t name.

Damien sat across from her, his tailored suit a stark contrast to the nursery-like room hidden deep within the corporate wellness facility. His broad frame filled the space with quiet authority, his piercing gaze steady as he watched her every move. The air hummed with unspoken expectation, and her clit pulsed traitorously under the thick diaper, craving his approval.

“You’ve been such a good girl during playtime,” he said, his voice a low murmur that wrapped around her like a velvet restraint. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, his eyes never leaving hers. “But Daddy sees something deeper today, baby girl. Something you’re hiding.”

Her breath caught behind the pacifier, the plastic clicking against her teeth.

She wanted to snap back, to rebuild the icy wall of professionalism that had defined her for years. But her body betrayed her, hips shifting slightly, making the diaper crinkle louder in the silence. The plug nestled inside her pressed deeper with the movement, sending a sharp jolt of need through her core.

Damien tilted his head, his calm smile unwavering. “You can’t hide from me, little one. I see the way your shoulders tense, the way your eyes flicker when you think I’m not looking.”

Her fingers tightened on the stuffed bear, knuckles whitening.

He stood with deliberate grace, crossing the small space to kneel beside her. His presence was a physical weight, towering even on his knees, and the scent of his cologne—clean, sharp, grounding—mixed with the faint baby powder lingering on her skin. Her pussy throbbed, wet heat pooling where the diaper pressed against her, and she hated how much she wanted his touch.

“Tell Daddy what’s weighing on you,” he urged, his hand resting lightly on her padded thigh. The warmth of his palm seeped through the layers, igniting her skin despite the barrier. “You’re safe here, baby girl. Always.”

Her throat tightened, unshed tears stinging her eyes.

She shook her head, the pacifier muffling a small, pathetic whimper. The corporate world loomed just outside this room—colleagues whispering, cameras recording, her reputation teetering on the edge of ruin. But here, under Damien’s gaze, that world felt like a distant dream, one she wasn’t sure she wanted to wake up to.

His thumb traced a slow circle on her thigh, the pressure maddening through the diaper. “You don’t have to fight anymore, Eliza. Let Daddy carry it for you.”

Her resolve cracked, a single tear slipping down her cheek.

He caught it with his finger, wiping it away with a tenderness that gutted her. “There she is,” he murmured, his voice a balm against the raw edges of her mind. “My brave little girl, holding so much inside.”

Her body trembled, the pacifier clicking faster as she sucked harder for comfort.

Damien shifted closer, his hand sliding up to cup her cheek, forcing her to meet his gaze. “I want to know what scares you, baby. Not the boardroom fears, not the deadlines—those are masks. The real ones.”

Her stomach twisted, memories she’d buried clawing their way to the surface.

She pulled the pacifier from her mouth with a wet pop, her voice barely a whisper. “I… I don’t want to go back there.”

His eyes softened, but his grip on her cheek remained firm. “Back where, little one?”

Her lips quivered, the words spilling out before she could stop them. “When I was younger… I felt so small, so powerless. I swore I’d never be that helpless again.”

Her chest heaved, the confession leaving her raw.

Damien’s hand moved to the back of her neck, pulling her gently against his chest. His heartbeat was steady under her ear, a rhythmic anchor in the storm of her emotions. The diaper crinkled as she curled into him, the plug shifting inside her, but the ache between her thighs was secondary to the warmth of his embrace.

“I see you, Eliza, and I’m not going anywhere,” he said, his voice a quiet vow against her hair. His hand stroked down her back, each pass soothing and possessive. “You don’t have to be strong all the time. Daddy’s here to hold you together.”

Her tears soaked into his shirt, the dam breaking fully now.

She clung to him, fingers digging into his suit as if he might vanish. The diaper sagged slightly between her thighs, the padding warm from her body heat, and the scent of baby powder clung to her skin like a second shame. But his steady heartbeat drowned out the humiliation, offering a safety she hadn’t known she craved.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his thumb brushing her tear-streaked cheek. “You’ve been carrying that fear for too long, baby girl. Let Daddy help you let it go.”

Her pussy clenched, the emotional exposure bleeding into raw, physical need.

Damien’s gaze darkened, sensing the shift in her body. He guided her to lie back on the mat, his movements slow and deliberate, as if unwrapping something fragile. The diaper crinkled loudly as her padded bottom hit the soft surface, and her thighs parted instinctively, the plug a relentless pressure inside her.

“Let’s take care of my little girl,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky command. His fingers moved to the tabs of her diaper, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the quiet room. The cool air hit her wet pussy, making her gasp, her clit throbbing under his intense stare.

Her hips bucked, a silent plea for more.

He smiled, that calm, knowing curve of his lips sending heat pooling deeper in her core. “So needy already,” he murmured, sliding the diaper out from under her, the plastic backing dragging against her skin. Her ass lifted slightly, the plug shifting, and a whimper escaped her lips as her slick folds were fully exposed to him.

“Look at that pretty pussy,” he said, his voice thick with approval. His thumb brushed over her clit, a featherlight touch that made her cry out, her body arching off the mat. “So wet for Daddy, even when you’re scared.”

Her cheeks burned, but her thighs spread wider, inviting him in.

He reached for a small bottle of lube from the nearby table, the click of the cap loud in the charged silence. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, the cold gel glistening as he rubbed it between them. Then, with agonizing slowness, he pressed two slick fingers against her entrance, circling around the base of the plug still nestled inside her.

Her breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Relax for Daddy,” he instructed, his free hand resting on her thigh, grounding her as he worked the plug gently, easing it out. The wet pop as it left her body made her whimper, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled again. The emptiness was unbearable, her clit pulsing with raw need.

“So good, baby girl,” he praised, setting the plug aside. His lubed fingers slid into her now, stretching her open with slow, deliberate thrusts, curling to hit that spot that made her vision blur. Her pussy gushed around him, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room, and she couldn’t stop the moans spilling from her lips.

Her hands gripped the mat, nails digging into the soft surface.

Damien’s other hand moved to her clit, circling with firm, relentless pressure as his fingers pumped inside her. “That’s it, little one,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Let Daddy take all that fear away.”

Her body tensed, the edge of release so close she could taste it.

But he slowed his movements, pulling his fingers out just as her pussy started to flutter. Her whine was desperate, her hips bucking uselessly against the air, chasing the pleasure he’d denied. The ache between her thighs was a sharp, painful thing, her clit swollen and throbbing under his gaze.

“Not yet, baby,” he said, his tone firm but warm. He reached for a fresh diaper, the crinkle of the plastic backing filling the room as he unfolded it with practiced ease. “Daddy’s going to keep you safe and snug while you think about letting go.”

Her chest heaved, frustration and need warring inside her.

He lifted her hips with one hand, sliding the diaper under her, the plush padding cool against her overheated skin. The scent of baby powder hit her as he dusted it over her pussy, his fingers brushing her clit just enough to make her gasp before he taped the diaper shut. The bulk between her thighs was heavy, the plastic crinkling with every tiny movement, trapping her arousal beneath it.

Her body burned, the denial a cruel edge to the comfort of the padding.

Damien leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead, his breath warm against her skin. “You’ve been so brave, sharing your fears with Daddy,” he murmured, his hand resting on the front of her diaper, a possessive weight. “But we’re not done uncovering what’s inside you.”

Her pussy throbbed under the padding, the ache unbearable.

He sat back, his gaze piercing as he watched her squirm, the diaper crinkling loudly with each futile attempt to find friction. “Rest now, baby girl,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “Daddy will be back to help you face more soon.”

Her heart pounded, the promise of more exposure—emotional and physical—hanging heavy in the air.

She sucked on the pacifier again, the plastic clicking against her teeth, seeking any small comfort as her body ached beneath the diaper. The corporate world outside still loomed—colleagues, cameras, her old life—but here, under Damien’s control, those fears felt smaller, even as new ones stirred. Could revealing her past bind her closer to him, or would it unravel everything she’d fought to become?

His steady heartbeat echoed in her memory, a tether she couldn’t shake.


Chapter 8: Defiance Meets Gentle Reprimand

Eliza stared at the sterile white ceiling of the wellness facility’s private room, her breath shallow and uneven. The diaper hugged her hips, the plastic backing crinkling with every restless shift on the cushioned mat. Her pussy ached beneath the padding, the denial from Damien’s earlier touch a persistent throb that refused to fade.

She hated how her body still hummed for him.

The corporate world loomed just beyond these walls—her colleagues, her reputation, the cameras that tracked every move in the office above. She could almost hear the hum of the data servers, the click of keyboards, her old life calling her back. But here, trapped in this bulk between her thighs, that life felt like a distant dream.

Her fingers twitched, itching to tear at the diaper tapes. She could rip it off, storm out, reclaim some shred of control. The thought burned hot, a spark of defiance against the suffocating weight of Damien’s care.

She sat up, the crinkle deafening in the quiet room. Her heart raced as she glanced at the door—unlocked, unguarded. A chance.

Her bare feet hit the cold floor, a sharp contrast to the warm padding encasing her. She moved quickly, ignoring the pacifier dangling from a clip on her onesie, ignoring the way her thighs rubbed awkwardly with each step. The hallway outside was empty, the faint scent of antiseptic lingering in the air.

Freedom felt close enough to taste.

She crept toward the stairwell, her breath hitching with every crinkle of the diaper. The bulk slowed her, made her clumsy, but she pressed on, fueled by the image of herself back in a tailored blazer, barking orders, untouchable. Her hand reached for the stairwell door, trembling with the weight of rebellion.

It didn’t budge.

Her stomach dropped. She pushed harder, rattling the handle, but it held firm, locked tight. A cold sweat broke out on her neck as she realized she wasn’t alone.

“Going somewhere, baby girl?” Damien’s voice slid through the silence, low and unhurried, a velvet blade.

She froze, her hand still on the handle. His presence filled the hallway behind her, a physical weight even before she turned to face him. The calm in his tone sliced deeper than any shout ever could.

He stepped closer, his polished shoes clicking on the tile, each sound deliberate. Towering over her, his broad frame blocked out the dim light, his tailored suit a stark reminder of the authority she’d once wielded. His piercing gaze locked on hers, unflinching, seeing straight through her flimsy defiance.

Her knees weakened under that stare.

“You can’t run from this, Eliza, not anymore.” His words landed heavy, each one a tether pulling her back. He didn’t raise his voice, didn’t need to—his control was absolute, woven into every syllable.

Her chest tightened, a mix of shame and something hotter coiling low in her belly. She wanted to snap back, to scream, but her throat closed around the words. Instead, her hips shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly, betraying her.

Damien’s lips curved into the faintest smile, not mocking, but knowing. He reached out, his hand resting on her shoulder, the warmth seeping through the thin fabric of her onesie. The weight of it pinned her in place more than any lock ever could.

Her breath caught, sharp and ragged.

“Come back with Daddy, little one,” he murmured, his thumb brushing against her collarbone. “We’re not done working through what’s inside you.” His voice wrapped around her, soft but unyielding, a command dressed as care.

She hated how her body leaned into his touch.

He guided her back down the hallway, his hand never leaving her shoulder, a steady anchor as her defiance crumbled with each step. The crinkle of the diaper echoed louder now, each sound a reminder of her failed escape. Her pussy throbbed beneath the padding, the ache from earlier reigniting with humiliating force.

They reached the private room again, the mat still waiting, the faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air. Damien closed the door behind them with a soft click, the finality of it sinking into her bones. She stood there, trembling, caught between the urge to fight and the pull of surrender.

“Sit, baby girl,” he instructed, pointing to the mat. His tone was gentle, but the command was ironclad. He didn’t wait for her to obey, already reaching for a small bottle of lube on the nearby tray, the clear liquid glinting under the fluorescent light.

Her stomach fluttered, dread and anticipation twisting together. She lowered herself onto the mat, the diaper crinkling under her weight, the bulk forcing her thighs apart. Her clit pulsed, traitorously eager, even as her mind screamed to resist.

Damien knelt beside her, his movements precise, unhurried. He squeezed a dollop of lube onto his fingers, rubbing them together, the slick sound cutting through the silence. His eyes met hers, holding her gaze as he reached for the snaps on her onesie, popping them open one by one with deliberate care.

Her breath hitched at the exposure.

Cool air kissed her skin as he peeled the fabric back, revealing the diaper beneath. His fingers traced the edge of the plastic backing, the touch featherlight but electric. “You thought you could leave, didn’t you, little one?” he said, his voice a low rumble, tinged with disappointment.

Her face burned, shame pooling hot in her chest.

“But Daddy knows what you need,” he continued, his hand pressing against the front of the diaper, the pressure firm over her aching pussy. The crinkle was obscene, amplifying the heat building beneath the padding. Her hips twitched forward, desperate for more, even as she bit her lip to stifle a whimper.

He pulled at the tapes, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet room. The diaper fell away, leaving her bare, her pussy glistening with arousal under his gaze. She squeezed her thighs together, a futile attempt to hide, but Damien’s hands were already there, nudging them apart with gentle insistence.

Her clit throbbed, exposed and raw.

“Look at you, so wet for Daddy even when you fight,” he murmured, his lubed fingers sliding over her folds, spreading her open. The cold gel made her gasp, her hips bucking as he circled her clit with maddening slowness. Every touch was calculated, building the pressure inside her until her vision blurred.

She moaned, the sound escaping before she could stop it.

His fingers dipped lower, teasing her entrance, spreading the lube with slow, deliberate strokes. “You don’t get to run, baby girl,” he said, his voice a dark caress as he pushed two fingers inside her, stretching her open. Her pussy clenched around him, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room, obscene and undeniable.

Her hands gripped the mat, nails digging into the soft surface.

He curled his fingers, hitting that spot that made her gasp, his thumb pressing against her clit in firm circles. “Daddy’s going to remind you where you belong,” he said, his tone warm but unyielding, each word sinking into her like a brand. Her body trembled, the edge of release so close she could taste it, her pussy fluttering around his fingers.

But he stopped.

Her whine was desperate, her hips bucking uselessly against the air. The ache between her thighs sharpened, her clit swollen and pulsing under his gaze. Damien pulled his fingers out, slick with her arousal, and wiped them on a cloth with clinical precision.

Her chest heaved, frustration clawing at her.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, his voice firm but laced with that infuriating tenderness. He reached for a fresh diaper, the crinkle of the plastic backing a Pavlovian trigger that made her pussy clench despite herself. “Daddy’s going to keep you safe and snug until you’re ready to stop fighting.”

Her body burned, the denial a cruel edge to the comfort he offered. He lifted her hips with one hand, sliding the diaper under her, the plush padding cool against her overheated skin. The scent of baby powder hit her as he dusted it over her pussy, his fingers brushing her clit just enough to make her gasp before he taped the diaper shut.

The bulk between her thighs was heavy, trapping her arousal beneath it. Her clit throbbed against the padding, each tiny movement making the plastic crinkle, a constant reminder of her helplessness. She sucked on the pacifier instinctively, the plastic clicking against her teeth, seeking any small comfort as her body ached.

Damien leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead, his breath warm against her skin. “You’ve got so much fight in you, baby girl,” he murmured, his hand resting on the front of her diaper, a possessive weight that made her squirm. “But Daddy’s patient—we’ve got all the time we need to help you let go.”

Her heart pounded, the promise of more—of breaking her down further—hanging heavy in the air. The corporate world outside still loomed, the cameras, the colleagues, the life she’d built. But under Damien’s gaze, that life felt like a shadow, fading against the inevitability of his control.

She shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly, her pussy still aching beneath it. Damien sat back, his piercing eyes watching her every move, a silent promise that this was far from over. How could she fight when his control felt so inevitable, so maddeningly safe?

Her breath caught, a new fear stirring—not of losing her old self, but of wanting this more than she’d ever admit. The pacifier clicked against her teeth again, a small, pathetic sound in the charged silence. Damien’s faint smile told her he heard it, knew exactly what it meant.

He stood, adjusting his cuffs with that unshakable calm, his presence filling the room even as he prepared to leave. “Rest now, little one,” he said, his voice a quiet command that vibrated through her. “Daddy’s got plans for you tomorrow—plans to help you face even deeper truths.”

Her stomach twisted, anticipation and dread coiling tight. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone with the crinkle of the diaper, the ache in her pussy, and the haunting weight of his words. Tomorrow would bring more, and she wasn’t sure if she feared it—or craved it.

She lay back on the mat, staring at the ceiling again, her thighs rubbing together, the padding a constant reminder of her trapped arousal. The corporate shell she’d worn for years felt like a distant memory now, cracking under the gentle, relentless pressure of Damien’s care. How long could she hold on to that old Eliza when every touch, every word, pulled her deeper into this?

Her fingers brushed the edge of the diaper, not to tear it off this time, but to feel the plastic, to ground herself in the reality of it. The crinkle sent a shiver through her, her clit pulsing in response, a traitor to her fading resolve. She closed her eyes, sucking harder on the pacifier, letting the click and the warmth of the padding anchor her in this strange, humiliating comfort.

But the question lingered, sharper now than ever. How could she fight when every failed rebellion only bound her tighter to him? Her pussy throbbed beneath the diaper, a silent answer she wasn’t ready to face.

The room was quiet, save for the faint crinkle with each breath she took. Tomorrow loomed, a promise of more exposure, more surrender. And deep down, beneath the shame and the fight, a small, dangerous part of her couldn’t wait.


Chapter 9: Forbidden Heat in Snap

Eliza lay on the soft mat in the wellness room, the thick diaper beneath her crinkling with every restless shift. The padding felt heavier this morning, swollen from the night’s use, pressing against her inner thighs with an unyielding bulk. Her onesie, pale pink with cartoon bunnies, hugged her frame, the snaps at her crotch a constant reminder of her infantilized state.

She sucked on the pacifier absentmindedly, the plastic clicking against her teeth. Her mind churned, torn between the corporate world she’d ruled with an iron grip and this humiliating reality Damien had crafted for her. The cameras in the corner of the room blinked red, a silent threat of exposure to colleagues who still saw her as the untouchable data analyst.

Her fingers twitched at the edge of the onesie, itching to rip it off. But the memory of Damien’s calm, piercing gaze stopped her cold. What would he do if she disobeyed again?

The door opened without a knock, and her breath caught. Damien stepped in, his tailored suit pristine, his broad shoulders filling the frame with effortless authority. His dark eyes locked on her, a faint smile playing at his lips as if he could read every thought racing through her.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and smooth, wrapping around her like a velvet restraint. He moved closer, each step deliberate, his polished shoes silent on the carpet. The scent of his cologne—sharp and clean—cut through the lingering baby powder in the air.

Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something hotter, deeper. She pulled the pacifier from her mouth, letting it dangle on its clip, her lips trembling. “I… I can’t keep doing this,” she whispered, though her voice lacked conviction.

Damien tilted his head, his gaze unwavering. “You’re still fighting, aren’t you?” His tone was gentle, but the command beneath it pinned her in place.

She pressed her thighs together, the diaper crinkling loudly, the sound a humiliating echo in the quiet room. Her cheeks burned as she dropped her eyes, unable to meet his. The corporate Eliza would have snapped back, but this version of her only squirmed under his scrutiny.

He knelt beside her, his presence overwhelming, the heat of him radiating even through the space between them. “Let’s check how my little one’s doing,” he murmured, his fingers brushing the edge of her onesie. The fabric shifted, and her breath hitched as his touch lingered near her hip.

Her body tensed, anticipating the shame of him finding her wet again. But instead of reaching for the diaper, his fingers moved to the snaps at her crotch, the sharp click of the first one undoing reverberating through her. The sound was so small, yet it echoed in her core, igniting a forbidden heat.

Her eyes widened, locking on his face. Damien’s expression remained calm, controlled, but there was a glint in his gaze—a knowing hunger. His fingers worked the second snap, slower this time, the snap sharper, deliberate, as if he wanted her to feel every second of it.

Her pussy clenched beneath the diaper, the padding suddenly too tight, too warm. She bit her lip, a small whimper escaping before she could stop it. How could something so mundane as a snap feel so intimate, so charged?

“There we go,” he said softly, his hand resting on the now-open flap of the onesie, his palm warm against the plastic backing of the diaper. His touch lingered, fingers tracing the edge where fabric met padding, sending electric shivers up her spine. “Daddy needs to make sure you’re comfortable, doesn’t he?”

Her hips shifted involuntarily, pressing into his hand, and she hated herself for it. The crinkle of the diaper was deafening, a constant reminder of her regression, her loss of control. Yet the warmth of his fingers, the weight of his attention, made her clit throb beneath the bulk.

“Damien, please…” Her voice was a whisper, a plea she didn’t fully understand. Was she begging him to stop or to keep going? The conflict churned in her chest, but her body had already decided.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Shh, baby girl. Let Daddy take care of you.”

Her heart pounded, the corporate world outside fading under the weight of his words. The cameras blinked in the corner, a silent audience to her unraveling, but even that shame couldn’t douse the heat pooling in her core. She was slipping, falling deeper into this littlespace he’d crafted, and she couldn’t stop it.

His fingers pressed more firmly against the front of the diaper, checking its state with a clinical precision that somehow felt obscene. “Soaked,” he said, his voice a low rumble of approval. “My little one can’t help herself, can she?”

Her face flamed, but her pussy pulsed at his words, the padding trapping her arousal, making it impossible to ignore. She squirmed under his touch, the crinkle of the diaper a humiliating soundtrack to her body’s betrayal. How could she be so wet, so desperate, in this state?

Damien’s hand moved, sliding up to her belly, his touch firm yet tender as he adjusted the onesie. “We’ll get you changed soon,” he promised, his tone laced with a warmth that made her ache. “But first, Daddy wants to see that pretty face relax.”

Her breath hitched as he reached for the pacifier dangling from its clip. He pressed it gently against her lips, his eyes locking with hers, a silent command she couldn’t resist. Her mouth parted, accepting it, the plastic clicking against her teeth as she sucked instinctively.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting her harder than it should have. Her clit throbbed, the diaper’s bulk a maddening barrier to the release she craved. She hated how much she needed his approval, how it melted her resistance like wax under flame.

He sat back slightly, his hand still resting on her belly, his gaze piercing as he watched her suck on the pacifier. “You look so perfect like this,” he said, his voice a quiet caress. “So small, so mine.”

Her thighs pressed together, the diaper crinkling again, the sound a Pavlovian trigger for the heat spreading through her. She wanted to argue, to snap that she wasn’t his, that she was still Eliza, the data analyst who commanded boardrooms. But the words wouldn’t come, drowned by the click of the pacifier and the warmth of his hand.

Damien’s fingers moved lower again, tracing the edge of the diaper through the open snaps of the onesie. The touch was light, teasing, yet it sent a jolt through her, her pussy clenching against the padding. “Daddy knows what you need,” he said, his tone a mix of tenderness and authority that made her dizzy.

Her hips bucked slightly, a desperate move she couldn’t control. The crinkle of the diaper was obscene, a reminder of her helplessness, her regression. Yet the heat in her core only grew, fueled by his touch, his words, his unshakable control.

He pressed his palm more firmly against the front of the diaper, the pressure sending a wave of sensation through her clit. “Not yet, baby girl,” he warned, his voice calm but firm. “You cum when Daddy says.”

Her whimper was muffled by the pacifier, her body trembling with denied need. The padding between her thighs felt heavier, the warmth of her arousal trapped beneath it, a constant torment. She hated how much she wanted his permission, how much she craved the release he dangled just out of reach.

Damien’s hand moved away, leaving her aching, and he reached for a small bottle of baby powder on the nearby table. “Let’s make sure my little one’s comfy,” he said, his tone clinical yet intimate, as if every act of care was a claim on her body. He sprinkled the powder over the exposed skin near the diaper’s edge, the silky texture cool against her overheated flesh.

Her breath caught as his fingers brushed her inner thigh, spreading the powder with slow, deliberate strokes. The scent filled the air, sweet and infantilizing, mingling with the sharp tang of her own arousal. Her clit pulsed harder, the diaper a cruel barrier to the touch she needed.

“You’re trembling,” he noted, his voice a quiet observation as his fingers lingered near the diaper’s tapes. “Does my baby girl need more from Daddy?”

Her eyes squeezed shut, shame and desire warring within her. She nodded before she could stop herself, a small, pathetic movement that made her cheeks burn. The pacifier clicked against her teeth, a sound of surrender she couldn’t escape.

Damien’s faint smile told her he saw it all—her need, her shame, her unraveling. He leaned closer, his breath warm against her cheek as he adjusted the onesie’s flap, snapping it back into place with a sharp click. The sound sent another jolt through her, her pussy clenching beneath the diaper, desperate for more.

“There,” he said, his hand resting on the now-closed snaps, the warmth of his palm seeping through the fabric. “All snug again.”

Her hips shifted, seeking more contact, and the crinkle of the diaper was a humiliating reminder of her state. She wanted to beg, to plead for him to touch her properly, to let her cum. But the pacifier silenced her, and his calm gaze held her captive.

He sat back, his hand sliding up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing over her flushed skin. “You’re mine to care for, in every way,” he said, his voice a quiet promise that vibrated through her. The words sank deep, binding her to him in a way she couldn’t untangle.

Her clit throbbed beneath the diaper, her body aching for release he wouldn’t grant. The cameras in the corner blinked, a silent witness to her fall, and the corporate world outside felt like a distant dream. How could she go back to boardrooms and spreadsheets when his touch, his words, owned her so completely?

Damien stood, adjusting his cuffs with that unshakable calm, his presence still filling the room even as he prepared to leave. “Rest now, little one,” he said, his tone a mix of tenderness and threat. “Daddy’s got more planned for you—ways to help you let go even further.”

Her stomach twisted, anticipation and dread coiling tight as the door clicked shut behind him. The crinkle of the diaper, the ache in her pussy, the lingering warmth of his touch—they all anchored her in this humiliating reality. But beneath it all, a dangerous question burned: would this forbidden heat ignite something she couldn’t extinguish?

She lay back on the mat, sucking harder on the pacifier, the click a small, pathetic sound in the silence. Her thighs rubbed together, the padding a constant torment, her arousal trapped beneath it. Tomorrow loomed, a promise of more exposure, more surrender, and she wasn’t sure if she could resist—or if she even wanted to.

Her fingers brushed the edge of the onesie, tracing the snaps he’d touched, the sharp click echoing in her memory. Her pussy pulsed in response, a traitor to her fading resolve. How long could she fight when every touch pulled her deeper into his control?

The room was quiet, save for the faint crinkle with each breath she took. The corporate shell she’d built felt like a crumbling facade now, dissolving under the weight of his care. And deep down, beneath the shame, a small, desperate part of her burned for more.

She closed her eyes, the pacifier clicking softly, the diaper’s bulk a constant reminder of her regression. The question lingered, sharper than ever, as her body ached beneath the padding. How could she deny this heat when it felt so inevitable, so maddeningly right?

Her breath hitched, the crinkle of the diaper a humiliating lullaby as she drifted in the haze of denied need. Tomorrow would bring more, and she couldn’t shake the dangerous truth: she might not want to fight it at all.


Chapter 10: Crumbling Walls in Tears

Eliza lay on the soft mat, the crinkle of her diaper a constant, humiliating whisper in the quiet room. Her onesie, pale pink with cartoon bunnies, clung to her skin, the snaps at her crotch a reminder of her utter dependency. The pacifier rested in her mouth, clicking faintly against her teeth with every shallow breath.

Her eyes burned, dry and heavy from sleepless hours spent wrestling with herself. The corporate world outside this padded prison felt like a fever dream now—boardrooms, deadlines, her polished suits all dissolving into irrelevance. Here, she was nothing but Damien’s little girl, stripped of every defense she’d ever built.

Her pussy ached beneath the thick padding, a dull throb of unmet need. She shifted her hips, the plastic backing rustling loudly, and a fresh wave of shame washed over her. How could she still want this—still crave his touch—when it meant losing everything she’d fought for?

The door opened without warning, the sound of polished shoes clicking against the tile floor. Damien entered, his presence filling the room like a storm about to break. Tall, broad-shouldered, his tailored suit hugged every line of his body with effortless precision.

Her heart stuttered.

He carried a small tray, a bottle of warm formula resting beside a stack of fresh diapers. His piercing gaze locked onto hers, calm but unrelenting, peeling back the last scraps of her resistance. “Morning, baby girl,” he said, voice low and smooth, a caress wrapped in command.

Her thighs clenched beneath the diaper, the crinkle betraying her movement. She wanted to snap at him, to demand her laptop and her life back. But the pacifier silenced her, and her body—traitorous as ever—leaned toward his warmth.

Damien set the tray down and knelt beside her, his movements deliberate, unhurried. His hand brushed her cheek, thumb tracing the edge of her jaw, sending heat pooling where it shouldn’t. “You look tired, little one,” he murmured, his tone a mix of concern and control.

She blinked rapidly, fighting the sting behind her eyes. Tired didn’t begin to cover it—exhausted, unraveling, drowning in a sea of need she couldn’t name. Her fingers curled into the mat, desperate for an anchor.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You’ve been fighting so hard,” he said softly, his words slicing through her. “But you don’t have to anymore.”

Her chest tightened, a sob building she couldn’t swallow down. She shook her head, the pacifier clicking louder, a pathetic sound of denial. But her body trembled, betraying her yet again.

Damien’s hand slid down to rest on the front of her diaper, the pressure light but deliberate. The crinkle echoed in the silence, obscene and inescapable. “Wet already,” he noted, not a question, just a fact delivered with quiet authority.

Her face burned, mortification warring with the heat spreading through her core. She wanted to shove his hand away, to scream that she wasn’t this—this helpless thing. But her hips pressed forward, seeking more, her clit throbbing beneath the padding.

“There’s my girl,” he said, a faint smile curving his lips. His thumb circled through the thick diaper, teasing without giving relief. “Your body knows what you need, even if you’re too stubborn to admit it.”

A whimper escaped around the pacifier, muffled but raw. Her eyes stung harder now, tears threatening to spill. She hated how right he was—hated how much she craved this surrender.

Damien unsnapped the onesie with deft fingers, the sharp click of each snap reverberating through her. Cool air hit her skin as he folded the fabric back, exposing the sagging, soaked diaper beneath. The scent of baby powder lingered, mixing with the faint musk of her arousal.

Her breath hitched.

He didn’t rush, didn’t falter. His hands moved with clinical precision, peeling the diaper tabs open with a loud rip that made her flinch. The wet padding fell away, leaving her bare and vulnerable under his gaze.

Her pussy glistened, slick with need, and she couldn’t hide it. Shame burned hotter, but so did the ache between her thighs. She squeezed her eyes shut, unable to face him.

“Look at me, baby girl,” he commanded, voice firm but gentle. Her eyes snapped open, meeting his, and the intensity there stole her breath. “No hiding from Daddy.”

A tear slipped down her cheek, salty and hot. Then another. She couldn’t stop them, couldn’t hold back the flood any longer.

Her shoulders shook, a sob breaking free around the pacifier. It wasn’t just the humiliation of lying there, exposed and wet—it was everything. The weight of her old life, the pressure of perfection, the loneliness she’d buried under ambition—all of it crashed down at once.

Damien’s expression softened, but his control never wavered. He pulled the pacifier from her mouth, setting it aside, and gathered her into his arms in one fluid motion. His embrace was strong, unyielding, a fortress against the storm inside her.

She broke completely then, sobbing against his chest, tears soaking into his crisp shirt. Her hands clutched at him, desperate for something solid, something safe. The corporate shell she’d worn for years shattered, leaving only raw, aching need behind.

“I’ve got you, little one, just let it out,” he murmured, his voice a steady anchor as he rocked her gently. His hand rubbed slow circles on her back, the warmth of his touch seeping into her bones. The salty taste of her tears lingered on her lips, bitter but cleansing.

Her sobs slowed, hitching into quiet gasps. She felt small in his arms, fragile, but for the first time in years, she didn’t feel alone. The thought terrified her as much as it soothed her.

Damien tilted her head back, wiping a tear from her cheek with his thumb. His gaze searched hers, seeing too much, knowing too much. “You’ve carried so much for so long,” he said quietly. “But you don’t have to anymore. Daddy’s here.”

Her heart clenched, a mix of fear and longing twisting tight. She wanted to argue, to rebuild her walls brick by brick. But her body melted into him, craving the safety he offered more than her pride ever could.

He shifted her in his lap, reaching for a fresh diaper from the tray. The crinkle of the plastic backing sent a shiver through her, Pavlovian and humiliating. Her pussy pulsed in response, a traitor to her lingering defiance.

“Lift your hips, baby girl,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument. She obeyed without thinking, her body moving before her mind caught up. The soft, plush padding slid beneath her, the scent of baby powder enveloping her as he taped it snugly into place.

Her clit throbbed beneath the fresh diaper, the bulk a tormenting barrier. She bit her lip, suppressing a whimper, but her hips twitched involuntarily. Damien’s hand rested on the front of the padding, a firm, grounding weight.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a low warning. “You’ll cum when Daddy says, not before.” The denial stung, sharpening her need until it was almost pain.

Her breath came in shallow pants, frustration and arousal coiling tight. She wanted to beg, to grind against his hand until she shattered. But his calm authority held her captive, her surrender deepening with every passing second.

He snapped the onesie back into place, each click a small surrender of its own. His hand lingered, pressing lightly against the diaper, the crinkle a humiliating soundtrack to her unraveling. “You’re safe here,” he said, his thumb brushing over the padding. “Safe to be little, safe to need.”

Her chest ached, a hollow space filling with something she couldn’t name. Safe. The word echoed in her mind, foreign but intoxicating.

Damien lifted the bottle of formula from the tray, testing the temperature against his wrist before bringing it to her lips. “Drink, baby girl,” he coaxed, his tone soft but unyielding. Her mouth parted, accepting the nipple, the warm, sweet liquid coating her tongue.

Her eyes fluttered shut, the act of drinking pulling her deeper into littlespace. The corporate world faded further, her old self a ghost she could barely remember. All that mattered was his voice, his touch, the crinkle of her diaper anchoring her in this strange, humiliating comfort.

His hand cradled the back of her head, supporting her as she drank. The warmth of the formula spread through her, soothing the raw edges of her breakdown. But beneath it, her pussy ached, her body a live wire of denied need.

She finished the bottle, and he set it aside, wiping a stray drop from her chin with his thumb. His touch lingered, sending sparks through her, and she hated how much she craved more. The diaper’s bulk pressed against her clit with every tiny shift, a torment she couldn’t escape.

“You did so well, little one,” he praised, his voice warm, sinking deep into her core. Her body responded before her mind could, heat pooling beneath the padding, her thighs trembling. The words—simple, tender—hit harder than any touch, unraveling her further.

Her eyes burned again, fresh tears threatening to spill. She didn’t know who she was anymore—not the data analyst, not the ice queen of the boardroom. Just his baby girl, small and needy, drowning in a sea of conflicting desire.

Damien adjusted her in his lap, his hand sliding down to rest on her padded hip. The crinkle was loud, a reminder of her state, and her face flushed anew. But his grip was steady, possessive, a silent promise of more to come.

“Rest now,” he said, his tone a mix of care and command. “Daddy’s got plans to help you let go even more.” The words sent a shiver through her, anticipation and dread twisting together.

Her pussy pulsed beneath the diaper, the denial a sharp edge to her lingering arousal. She wanted to ask what he meant, to demand answers. But her voice stayed trapped, buried under the weight of her surrender.

He laid her back on the mat, tucking a soft blanket over her. His hand brushed her cheek one last time, the warmth lingering as he stood. The click of his shoes echoed as he moved toward the door, each step a reminder of his control.

Her eyes followed him, torn between relief and desperation for him to stay. The crinkle of her diaper filled the silence, a humiliating lullaby as she lay there, spent and raw. Her clit throbbed, her body aching for release he wouldn’t grant—not yet.

The door clicked shut, leaving her alone with her thoughts. The corporate world outside loomed, a distant threat—colleagues, cameras, her reputation all waiting to judge her fall. But here, in this padded cage, she felt something she hadn’t in years: the dangerous pull of safety.

Her fingers brushed the edge of the onesie, tracing the snaps he’d touched. The memory of his hands, his voice, sent another jolt through her, her pussy clenching beneath the diaper. Was this surrender her downfall—or her salvation?

The question burned, sharper than ever, as she lay there in the quiet. The crinkle of the diaper, the lingering taste of formula, the ache of denied need—they all bound her to this moment. And deep down, beneath the shame, a small, desperate part of her feared she might never want to leave.


Chapter 11: Embracing the Powdered Comfort

Eliza lay on the soft mat, the blanket tucked around her, her body still humming from the unresolved ache between her thighs. The crinkle of her diaper whispered with every tiny shift, the thick padding a constant reminder of her new reality. The room was quiet, save for the faint hum of the building beyond these walls—a world of spreadsheets and sharp suits she could barely recall.

Her fingers twitched at the edge of the onesie, tracing the snaps Damien had secured just hours ago. The memory of his hands, deliberate and warm, sent a shiver through her. Her pussy pulsed beneath the diaper, the bulk pressing against her clit in a maddening tease.

She hated how much she wanted him to come back.

The corporate world loomed outside, a specter of her old life. Colleagues she’d once commanded, cameras in the halls that could capture her shame, her reputation hanging by a thread—every thought of it tightened her chest. Yet here, in this padded prison, a dangerous comfort wrapped around her like a second skin.

The door opened with a soft click.

Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. His tailored shirt hugged his broad frame, sleeves rolled to his elbows, every movement deliberate and calm. That piercing gaze found her instantly, pinning her in place without a word.

Her breath caught.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he said, voice low and smooth, a velvet command. He carried a small tray—fresh diaper, wipes, a container of baby powder that caught the light. The sight of it twisted something deep in her core.

Her thighs pressed together, the crinkle loud in the stillness.

He set the tray down beside her, kneeling with a grace that belied his size. “Time for a change, little one,” he murmured, his tone both tender and unyielding. His hand rested on her hip, the warmth seeping through the onesie, and her body betrayed her with a faint tremble.

She wanted to protest, to snap that she didn’t need this. But her voice stayed buried, smothered by the weight of his gaze. Her hips shifted, just slightly, toward his touch.

His lips curved into a knowing smile. “That’s my girl,” he said, fingers unsnapping the onesie with practiced ease. The cool air hit her skin as he folded the fabric back, exposing the sagging diaper beneath.

Her face burned.

The tapes ripped free with a sharp sound, echoing in the quiet. He peeled the diaper away, the wet warmth of it leaving her bare, and her clit throbbed under his unflinching stare. She squeezed her eyes shut, unable to face the humiliation—or the heat pooling in her belly.

“Shh, baby,” he soothed, his voice a balm as he reached for a wipe. The cold touch against her skin made her gasp, her hips jerking involuntarily. He cleaned her slowly, methodically, every stroke a mix of clinical care and intimate torment.

Her pussy ached, the denial from last night still raw.

“Look at me,” he commanded, soft but firm. Her eyes snapped open, meeting his, and the intensity there stole her breath. “You’re so beautiful like this, so small for Daddy.”

Her chest tightened, a strange warmth blooming beneath the shame.

He unfolded the fresh diaper, the crinkle filling the air as he slid it under her hips. The plush padding brushed her skin, and she bit her lip to stifle a sound. Then came the baby powder—its warm, sweet scent enveloping her as he sprinkled it over her, his fingers brushing just close enough to her clit to make her whimper.

Her body arched, desperate for more.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, his tone a quiet warning. He smoothed the powder in, his touch lingering, sending sparks through her core. The diaper tapes secured with a final, deliberate tug, sealing her in that humiliating comfort once more.

Her clit pulsed beneath the padding, tormentingly close yet so far.

He snapped the onesie back into place, his hands lingering on her thighs. “There we are,” he murmured, leaning down to press a soft kiss to her forehead. The tenderness clashed with the ache in her body, leaving her dizzy.

She hated how much she craved his approval.

“Today, we’re going to settle into this routine,” he said, sitting back on his heels, his gaze never wavering. “No more fighting, baby girl. Daddy’s here to take care of everything.”

Her mind churned, flashes of her old self—boardroom meetings, data reports, the click of her heels on marble floors—clashing with the crinkle of the diaper. She wanted to scream that she wasn’t this, that she could still reclaim control. But her body stayed still, pinned by his voice, by the warm scent of powder that now felt like home.

Her fingers curled into the blanket, a silent surrender.

He stood, towering over her, and extended a hand. “Up, little one. Let’s get you fed.”

She took his hand, the strength of his grip pulling her to her feet. The diaper’s bulk forced her thighs apart, every step a reminder as it crinkled loudly. Her face flushed, but his steady presence beside her dulled the edge of shame.

They moved to a small table in the corner, where a bottle of formula waited. He sat, pulling her onto his lap without hesitation, and the warmth of his body against hers sent a jolt through her. The diaper pressed harder against her clit in this position, and she stifled a gasp.

Her pussy clenched, desperate.

“Open,” he instructed, bringing the bottle to her lips. The nipple touched her mouth, and she parted her lips, the sweet, warm liquid spilling over her tongue. Her eyes fluttered shut, the act pulling her deeper into that hazy littlespace she both feared and craved.

His hand cradled her head, supporting her as she drank. Each swallow soothed her frayed edges, the rhythm of it lulling her mind into quiet. But beneath the diaper, her arousal simmered, every shift of her hips a tease against her swollen clit.

She finished the bottle, and he set it aside, wiping her chin with a thumb. His touch lingered, tracing the edge of her jaw, and her body leaned into it before she could stop herself. The praise in his eyes hit deeper than it should have.

“Good girl,” he said, voice warm, sinking into her bones.

Her chest bloomed with something she couldn’t name.

He shifted her in his lap, his hand sliding to rest on the front of her diaper. The crinkle was deafening, and her breath hitched as his fingers pressed just hard enough to feel through the padding. Her pussy throbbed, the need so sharp it hurt.

“You feel that, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice a low growl now. His thumb circled slowly, the pressure maddening through the layers, and her hips rocked forward without permission. “Your body knows where it belongs, even if your mind fights.”

Her whimper escaped, raw and needy.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Daddy’s going to take you even deeper today,” he whispered, his hand still teasing through the diaper. “But only when you’re ready to let go completely.”

Her mind screamed against it, the last threads of her corporate self clawing for control. But her body—her traitorously wet pussy, her trembling thighs—surrendered to the rhythm of his touch. The warm scent of powder, the crinkle of the diaper, the weight of his voice—it all wove together, binding her to this moment.

He pulled back, his hand leaving her diaper, and she nearly cried out at the loss. His gaze locked with hers, calm and commanding, as he adjusted her on his lap. “We’re going to play a little game, baby girl,” he said, reaching for something on the tray—a small, silicone pacifier.

Her eyes widened, a flicker of resistance sparking.

“Open,” he said again, softer this time, but no less firm. He pressed the pacifier to her lips, and after a moment’s hesitation, she obeyed, the silicone clicking against her teeth as it settled in her mouth. The act felt absurd, humiliating—and yet, the weight of it calmed her in a way she couldn’t explain.

Her cheeks burned, but her body relaxed against him.

“That’s it,” he praised, his hand stroking her back. “Suck on that for Daddy while I get everything ready.” His tone was a mix of care and control, and her pussy ached anew at the words.

He stood, lifting her with ease, and carried her to a padded playmat in the center of the room. Setting her down gently, he reached for a small bag nearby, pulling out a set of soft, velvety restraints. Her pulse spiked, a mix of fear and anticipation flooding her.

Her clit throbbed beneath the diaper.

“Arms up, little one,” he instructed, his voice unwavering. She hesitated, the pacifier muffling any protest, but slowly raised her arms. He secured the restraints around her wrists, the velvet lining cool against her skin, and attached them to a low hook on the wall, keeping her in a seated position but unable to pull away.

Her breath quickened, the vulnerability sharpening her arousal.

He knelt in front of her, his hands sliding down her legs to spread them slightly, the diaper crinkling with the movement. “Daddy’s going to make you feel so good,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the edge of the onesie near her inner thigh. Her hips jerked, desperate for more, and he chuckled softly.

The sound sent heat straight to her core.

He unsnapped the onesie again, folding it back to expose the diaper, but this time his touch lingered at the edges of the padding. His fingers teased along the leg cuffs, brushing just close enough to her pussy to make her moan around the pacifier. The sensation, dulled by the diaper yet so intense, drove her to the edge.

Her thighs trembled, need coiling tight.

“Not yet,” he warned, his voice firm as he pulled back. He reached into the bag again, pulling out a small, vibrating toy—a bullet with a sleek, black surface. Her eyes widened, a muffled whimper escaping around the pacifier as he held it up for her to see.

Her pussy clenched, anticipation burning.

“I call this one ‘Baby’s Tease,’” he said, a smirk playing on his lips. He pressed it against the front of her diaper, right over her clit, and turned it on low. The vibration hummed through the padding, a torturous buzz that made her hips buck against the restraints.

She moaned, the pacifier clicking as her jaw tightened.

“Feel that, baby girl?” he murmured, his free hand stroking her thigh. “Daddy decides when you get more.” He increased the speed just a notch, the vibration pulsing stronger, and her body arched, the diaper crinkling loudly as she strained against the velvet cuffs.

Her clit throbbed, so close yet so far from release.

He watched her, his gaze calculating, drinking in every twitch and whimper. “You’re so pathetic like this,” he said, his tone warm, affectionate, the words hitting her like a caress. The contrast—the degradation wrapped in care—pushed her closer to the edge.

Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming need.

He turned the toy up another level, the vibration now a relentless hum through the diaper, and her moans grew louder, muffled by the pacifier. Her hips rocked as much as the restraints allowed, chasing the sensation, her pussy so wet she could feel it soaking into the padding. She was so close—her body teetering on the brink.

But he pulled the toy away.

Her cry of frustration was raw, desperate, even around the pacifier.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, setting the toy aside. His hand pressed against the front of her diaper, feeling the heat beneath, and she whimpered at the firm, unmoving pressure. “Daddy wants to see you let go completely first.”

Her mind spun, torn between the ache for release and the lingering fear of losing herself entirely. The corporate world—her old life—flashed in her mind, a distant memory of control and power. But here, bound and padded, under his gaze, she felt something new: a dangerous, comforting pull to stay.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear as he removed the pacifier, letting it dangle by its strap. “Tell me you’re mine, baby girl,” he whispered, his voice a command wrapped in silk. His hand pressed harder against the diaper, a promise of what could come.

Her voice broke as she spoke, barely a whisper. “I’m… I’m yours, Daddy.”

The words felt like a surrender, heavier than any restraint.

His smile was slow, triumphant, as he kissed her forehead again. “Good girl,” he said, the praise sinking deep, warming her from the inside. Her pussy ached, her body still trembling on the edge, but his approval dulled the torment just enough.

He adjusted the restraints, loosening them slightly to let her arms rest, and pulled her into his lap again. His hands smoothed over the diaper, the crinkle a constant undercurrent, and she melted against him despite herself. The warm scent of baby powder clung to her skin, now a strange, soothing anchor.

Her mind wrestled, one last flicker of resistance. Could she claw her way back to the woman she’d been—the data analyst, the ice queen? Or was she already lost to this padded, dependent world?

Damien’s voice cut through her thoughts, low and certain. “This is where you belong now, with me.”

The words hung in the air, a quiet promise and a threat, as her body hummed with unresolved need. Her heart raced, torn between reclaiming herself and sinking deeper into his control. What came next—could she fight it, or was she already too far gone?


Chapter 12: Dark Whispers of Possession

Eliza sat at the edge of the padded changing table, her legs dangling, the thick diaper crinkling with every slight shift. The corporate wellness facility’s private room was silent, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and the occasional distant murmur of colleagues beyond the locked door. Her hands fidgeted with the hem of her pastel onesie, the soft fabric a mockery of the tailored suits she once wore.

Her pussy still ached from last night’s torment, the memory of the vibrating toy against her diaper a cruel ghost of sensation. She pressed her thighs together, the padding squishing audibly, and a flush crept up her neck. The need hadn’t faded—it lingered, a constant pulse beneath the shame.

The door opened with a soft click.

Damien stepped in, his presence filling the room like a storm contained in tailored lines. His dark shirt hugged his broad frame, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms that spoke of quiet strength, and his piercing gaze locked on her instantly. He moved with that deliberate grace, unhurried, as if time itself bent to his will.

Her breath caught.

“You’ve been waiting, haven’t you, baby girl?” His voice was a low rumble, smooth as velvet, yet it carried an edge she hadn’t noticed before—a darker undercurrent. He closed the door behind him, the lock snapping shut with finality.

She nodded before she could stop herself.

He crossed the room in measured steps, his polished shoes silent against the tiled floor. His hand reached out, tilting her chin up to meet his eyes, and the warmth of his touch sent a shiver down her spine. “Good girl. Always so eager for Daddy.”

Her cheeks burned at the words, but her body leaned into his hand. The betrayal was instant, her pussy clenching beneath the thick padding as if trained to respond to his tone. She hated how easily he unraveled her.

Damien’s thumb brushed her lower lip, lingering there, a silent command. “Open,” he said, his voice softer now, but no less authoritative. He produced a pacifier from his pocket, the pastel blue silicone gleaming under the fluorescent light.

Her lips parted, trembling.

He slipped it into her mouth, the rubber bulb settling against her tongue with a faint click as her teeth closed around it. The act was humiliating, infantilizing, yet the weight of it grounded her, a strange comfort in the chaos of her unraveling control. Her eyes flicked to the door, the distant sound of a colleague’s laugh reminding her of the world just beyond—her old life, her reputation.

Damien noticed. He always did.

“No one’s coming in, little one,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to rest on her shoulder, firm and possessive. “This room is ours. You’re safe with Daddy.”

Her shoulders relaxed, despite herself.

He stepped closer, his body towering over her as she sat, vulnerable on the changing table. His hand moved to the front of her diaper, pressing gently through the plastic backing, the crinkle loud in the stillness. “Let’s see how my baby girl is doing.”

Her hips twitched forward.

The warmth of his palm seeped through the padding, and she felt the dampness there, a slow heat spreading from an earlier accident she hadn’t even noticed. Her face flamed with embarrassment, but his expression didn’t shift—calm, approving, as if her loss of control was exactly what he wanted. “Wet already,” he said, his tone warm, almost proud.

She whimpered around the pacifier.

His fingers traced slow circles over the front of the diaper, teasing her clit through layers of padding, the sensation maddeningly distant yet enough to make her squirm. “You can’t help it, can you?” he whispered, leaning in, his breath hot against her ear. “Your body knows who owns it.”

Her pussy throbbed, desperate.

He pulled back slightly, his gaze darkening as he studied her flushed face, her trembling form. “You’ve been so good for Daddy lately, Eliza,” he said, his voice dropping lower, a possessive edge cutting through the tenderness. “But I need you to understand something.”

Her heart skipped.

His hand moved from her diaper to grip her thigh, fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp around the pacifier. “You’re forever mine, Eliza, don’t forget that.” The words hung heavy, a vow and a warning, his tone wrapping them in silk even as they tightened like a cage around her chest.

She froze, eyes wide.

The possessiveness in his voice wasn’t new, but the intensity was—a shift she couldn’t ignore. It wasn’t just care or control anymore; it was ownership, raw and unapologetic, and it sent a thrill through her that she didn’t want to acknowledge. Her mind screamed to push back, to reclaim some shred of the woman she’d been, but her body melted under his grip.

Damien’s hand softened, sliding up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear she hadn’t realized had fallen. “Shh, baby girl,” he soothed, his tone gentle again, the contrast dizzying. “Daddy’s got you. Always.”

Her chest heaved.

He guided her down onto the changing table, her back pressing into the soft padding as he loomed over her. The onesie’s snaps popped open with deft flicks of his fingers, the cool air hitting her skin a sharp contrast to the warmth of the diaper below. Her breath hitched as he peeled the tabs of the diaper back, the crinkle echoing, the scent of baby powder wafting up.

Her pussy was exposed now, slick and aching.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice thick with something darker than approval. His fingers traced her inner thigh, teasingly close to where she needed him, and her hips lifted instinctively. “So wet for Daddy. So pathetic and perfect.”

Her moan was muffled by the pacifier.

He reached into a drawer beside the table, pulling out a small bottle of lube and a slim, silver plug—its tapered end glinting under the light. “I call this one ‘Daddy’s Claim,’” he said, his smirk sending a jolt through her. He coated it generously, the wet sheen catching her eye as her pussy clenched in anticipation.

Her eyes widened.

“Relax, baby girl,” he instructed, his free hand pressing her thigh down, holding her in place. He teased the plug against her entrance, the cold metal a shock against her heated skin, and she tensed, a whimper escaping around the pacifier. “Daddy’s going to take care of everything.”

Her body trembled.

He pushed it in slowly, the stretch burning at first, then easing into a dull, filling ache as it settled inside her. Her pussy throbbed around it, the sensation of being claimed so intimately making her head spin. He taped the diaper back up, the crinkle louder now with the added bulk of the plug pressing against the padding.

Her hips bucked.

“There we go,” he said, patting the front of the diaper, the pressure sending a shockwave through her clit. “Now you’ll feel Daddy with every move.” His voice was a low growl, possessive, as if the plug was an extension of him, marking her even when he wasn’t touching her.

Her moan was desperate.

He leaned over her, his lips brushing her ear again, the warmth of his breath making her shiver. “I want you to wear this all day, little one,” he whispered, the words sinking into her like a brand. “Every crinkle, every step—remember who you belong to.”

Her heart raced.

Damien’s hand slid under the back of her diaper, checking the fit, his fingers grazing her skin with deliberate slowness. The intimacy of the act, combined with the plug’s constant pressure, had her teetering on the edge, her pussy dripping into the padding. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the pacifier silenced her, reducing her to whimpers.

He pulled back, watching her.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” he asked, his tone teasing, but his eyes burned with something deeper, something obsessive. He pressed a hand against the front of her diaper again, the pressure on her clit through the layers making her cry out softly. “But not yet. Daddy decides when you cum.”

Her frustration flared.

Her body arched against the table, desperate for more, but his hand withdrew, leaving her aching and empty. The plug shifted inside her with the movement, a cruel reminder of his control, and she felt the warmth of another small accident seep into the diaper, her shame mingling with unbearable need. Her eyes pleaded with him, but his smile was unyielding.

He adjusted her onesie, snapping it closed over the diaper, each click a punctuation of her dependency. “You’ll wear this for me today,” he said, his voice calm but laced with that dark edge. “Walk through the facility, sit at your desk, feel Daddy’s claim with every step.”

Her stomach twisted.

The thought of returning to the corporate world beyond this room—colleagues, cameras, her old life—while wearing this diaper, this plug, was mortifying. Yet the idea of him watching, knowing, sent a fresh wave of heat through her pussy. Her mind spun, caught between the urge to rip it all off and the pull to obey, to sink deeper into his world.

Damien lifted her off the table, setting her on her feet, the diaper sagging slightly with the added wetness. The plug pressed deeper as she stood, and she bit down on the pacifier to stifle a moan. His hand rested on her lower back, guiding her toward the door, his touch both comforting and possessive.

Her legs wobbled.

“Be a good girl out there,” he said, his voice low, a whisper meant only for her. “Every crinkle, every shift—think of Daddy.” His hand squeezed her padded bottom, the pressure on the plug making her gasp.

Her pussy clenched.

He opened the door, the sounds of the corporate world flooding back in—keyboards clacking, voices murmuring, the hum of productivity. She hesitated, the weight of the diaper and the plug anchoring her to this hidden reality, her old self screaming to reclaim control. But his hand on her back pushed her forward, gentle yet unyielding.

Her heart pounded.

As she stepped into the hallway, the diaper crinkled loudly, and she froze, certain everyone could hear. A colleague passed by, offering a polite nod, oblivious to the storm beneath her oversized sweater and skirt. The plug shifted with every step, a constant reminder of Damien’s words, his claim, his possession.

Her clit throbbed.

She made it to her desk, lowering herself carefully into the chair, the padding squishing beneath her, the plug pressing deeper. Her face burned as she opened her laptop, pretending to focus on data charts while her body screamed for release. Every shift in her seat was torture, the crinkle a secret symphony only she—and Damien—could hear.

Her mind raced.

Was this still care, or had it crossed into something darker? His words echoed—forever mine—and she couldn’t shake the feeling of a cage closing around her, even as her body craved the bars. Was his love a prison, or the home she’d always needed?

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling.

Damien’s shadow loomed in her peripheral vision as he passed by her desk, his gaze catching hers for a fleeting moment. That calm, piercing look held a promise, a threat, and something deeper she couldn’t name. Her pussy ached beneath the diaper, her dependency tightening like a chain, and she knew—whatever came next, she was already too far gone to turn back.


Chapter 13: Surrender in Padded Trust

Eliza sat at her desk, the hum of the corporate office buzzing around her like a hive she no longer belonged to. The diaper beneath her oversized sweater and skirt pressed against her thighs, the plastic backing crinkling with every subtle shift in her chair. The plug Damien had inserted earlier sat heavy inside her, a constant intrusion that made her pussy ache with every breath.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, frozen.

The scent of baby powder lingered on her skin, a faint reminder of the ritualistic changing she’d endured under his steady hands just hours ago. Her cheeks burned as she glanced around, certain someone would notice the bulk beneath her clothes or hear the telltale sound of her padded prison. A colleague walked by, offering a distracted smile, oblivious to the storm raging beneath her polished exterior.

Her clit throbbed, traitorously responsive to the shame.

She tried to focus on the data charts glaring from her laptop screen, but the diaper sagged with the warmth of her earlier accident, the wet padding a humiliating weight between her legs. Every movement made the plug shift, sending a jolt through her core that she couldn’t ignore. Her mind screamed to rip it all off, to reclaim the icy control she’d spent years perfecting, but her body—her damn body—leaned into the dependency.

Footsteps approached, deliberate and unhurried.

Damien’s shadow fell over her desk before she even saw him, his presence a gravitational pull she couldn’t resist. He stood there, impeccable in his tailored suit, his piercing gaze locking onto hers with that calm, unshakable authority. His lips curved into a faint smile, one that promised both care and command.

Her stomach twisted.

“Eliza,” he said, his voice low, meant only for her ears. “Come with me. Now.”

Her heart raced as she stood, the diaper crinkling audibly in the quiet office. She froze, eyes darting to nearby cubicles, but no one seemed to notice—or care. Damien’s hand rested lightly on her lower back, guiding her through the maze of desks toward a private conference room at the end of the hall.

The plug pressed deeper with every step.

Her thighs trembled under the weight of the padding, the plastic backing rubbing against her skin with a soft, humiliating rustle. She could feel the wetness spreading further, her body betraying her again as warmth trickled into the diaper. Shame burned hot in her chest, but beneath it, a darker heat pooled in her pussy.

Damien opened the door to the conference room, ushering her inside. The space was sterile, all glass walls and sleek furniture, a stark contrast to the plush, infantilizing world he’d dragged her into. He locked the door behind them, the click echoing in her ears like a sentence.

Her breath hitched.

“Stand there, baby girl,” he said, pointing to the center of the room. His tone was gentle, but the command beneath it was ironclad.

She hesitated, her old self clawing for defiance, but her feet moved anyway, the diaper crinkling with every waddling step. The plug shifted again, making her gasp softly, her clit pulsing with need she couldn’t suppress. She stood where he directed, the glass walls reflecting her distorted image— a powerful woman reduced to this padded, trembling mess.

Damien circled her slowly, his gaze appraising every inch of her. “You’ve been such a good girl today, wearing what Daddy gave you,” he said, his voice a soothing caress laced with possession. “But now, I need you to trust me completely.”

Her chest tightened.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing against the front of her skirt, pressing lightly against the hidden diaper. The crinkle was deafening in the silent room, and she bit her lip to stifle a whimper. His fingers lingered, tracing the outline of the padding, sending shivers through her core.

Her hips tilted forward, unbidden.

“Trust me completely, Eliza,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “I won’t let you fall.”

Her mind spun, caught between fear and the pull to surrender. What did he mean? What new humiliation awaited her in this glass cage where anyone could walk by and see?

He stepped back, pulling a small remote from his pocket. Her eyes widened as she realized what it was—control over the plug inside her, a vibrating torment he’d introduced days ago. Her pussy clenched at the memory of its relentless buzz, how it had driven her to the edge without mercy.

Her knees weakened.

“Lift your skirt,” he commanded, his voice still calm, still unshakable. “Show Daddy how well you’ve kept his gift.”

Her hands shook as she obeyed, bunching the fabric up to reveal the diaper beneath, the white padding swollen with her shame. The plastic backing gleamed under the harsh fluorescent lights, and she felt utterly exposed, even in this locked room. Her clit ached beneath the layers, desperate for touch, for release.

Damien’s eyes darkened with approval. “Good girl,” he said, and those words hit her harder than they should have, warmth spreading through her chest. He pressed a button on the remote, and the plug buzzed to life inside her.

She gasped, her body jerking forward.

The vibration was low but insistent, a cruel tease that made her pussy drip with need. The diaper absorbed her arousal, the wetness mingling with her earlier accident, and she felt the warmth spread further, a humiliating reminder of her loss of control. Her hands gripped the edge of a nearby table, knuckles white, as she fought to stay upright.

Damien watched her, his gaze piercing. “Walk for me, baby girl,” he said. “Show Daddy you can trust him, even when it’s hard.”

Her eyes widened in horror. Walk? Here, with the plug buzzing and the diaper sagging, every step a loud, crinkling betrayal?

She shook her head, a tiny protest.

His smile didn’t waver. “You can do it,” he said, his tone softer now, almost tender. “Daddy’s right here.”

Her chest heaved as she took a tentative step, the diaper rustling loudly, the plug’s vibration intensifying with the movement. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her clit throbbing painfully beneath the padding. Another step, and the warmth spread again, a slow, hot stream escaping into the diaper as her body surrendered completely.

Shame burned her cheeks.

“Good girl,” Damien murmured, stepping closer, his hand steadying her at the small of her back. The praise hit deep, melting something inside her, and she hated how much she craved it. Her waddle was awkward, pathetic, each crinkle a symbol of her submission as she moved across the room under his watchful eye.

Her legs trembled.

The vibration increased, the plug buzzing harder now, and she cried out softly, her voice muffled by the pacifier she hadn’t even realized she’d bitten down on. Her pussy ached, slick with need, the diaper soaking up every bit of her arousal and shame. She stumbled, but Damien’s hand was there, catching her, guiding her, his touch both firm and gentle.

She leaned into it, helpless.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice low, warm with something darker. “So perfect, so reliant on Daddy. This is who you are, Eliza, even if you fight it.”

Her mind reeled, but her body responded, hips rocking subtly against the vibration, desperate for more. The diaper crinkled with every movement, the sound Pavlovian now, triggering a fresh wave of heat in her core. She hated it—hated how much she needed this, needed him.

Damien guided her to the conference table, pressing her down onto her back with careful precision. The diaper squished beneath her, the wet padding a humiliating cushion, and the plug buzzed even harder as he adjusted her position. Her skirt was still bunched up, her padded shame on full display, and his gaze lingered there, possessive and hungry.

Her breath came in shallow gasps.

He leaned over her, one hand pressing against the front of the diaper, his fingers finding her clit through the layers. The pressure was maddening, the vibration from the plug amplifying every touch, and she moaned, the sound muffled by the pacifier clicking against her teeth. Her hips bucked, desperate for more, for anything.

“You want to cum, don’t you, baby girl?” he asked, his voice a dark caress. “You want Daddy to make it all better.”

She nodded, tears of frustration prickling her eyes. Her pussy throbbed, her clit swollen and aching beneath the padding, and she knew she’d do anything—anything—for release.

His thumb circled harder, the diaper crinkling under his hand. “Not yet,” he said, and the denial cut through her like a knife. “Daddy decides when, and you’re not ready.”

A sob escaped her, muffled by the paci.

He pulled back, turning off the vibration with a press of the remote, leaving her trembling and empty on the table. Her pussy ached, slick and desperate, the diaper sagging with her combined wetness and shame. He adjusted her skirt, covering the evidence of her submission, his movements precise and unhurried.

Her body screamed for more.

Damien leaned down, brushing a kiss against her forehead, the tenderness a stark contrast to the torment he’d just inflicted. “You did so well, baby girl,” he said, his voice soft but laced with promise. “But trust me completely, Eliza—I won’t let you fall.”

Her chest heaved, emotions swirling in a chaotic storm. Had she given too much, surrendered too deeply to this padded cage he’d built around her? Or was this, in some twisted way, the freedom she’d always craved?

His piercing gaze held hers, and she knew—whatever came next, she was already his.


Chapter 14: Obsession in Pacifier’s Click

Eliza lay on the conference table, her chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven breaths. The diaper beneath her squished softly, a humiliating reminder of the warmth that had spread there just moments ago. Her skirt, hastily adjusted by Damien, did little to hide the bulk between her thighs.

Her mind spun in a haze of need and shame.

The pacifier still rested in her mouth, the plastic clicking against her teeth as she bit down instinctively. That sound—sharp, rhythmic—grounded her in this twisted reality, a tether to the man who had unraveled her so completely.

Footsteps echoed outside the conference room door.

Her heart lurched.

Colleagues milled about in the hallway, their muffled voices a stark reminder of the corporate world she’d once ruled. The glass walls of the room offered no privacy, and the thought of someone glancing in—seeing her like this—sent a jolt of panic through her core.

And yet, her pussy throbbed beneath the padding.

Damien stood at the far end of the table, his presence a quiet storm. His tailored suit hugged his broad frame, every movement deliberate as he adjusted a stack of files with an air of unshakable control. His piercing gaze flicked to her, pinning her in place without a word.

Her thighs pressed together, the diaper crinkling loudly.

“Stay still, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and smooth, a command wrapped in velvet.

Her body obeyed before her mind could protest.

He crossed the room in slow, measured steps, his polished shoes clicking against the hardwood floor. The sound mingled with the pacifier’s rhythmic tap against her teeth, a perverse symphony that made her clit pulse beneath the wet padding. Her hands twitched at her sides, aching to cover herself, to hide the evidence of her surrender.

But she didn’t move.

Damien stopped beside her, his shadow falling over her prone form. He reached down, brushing a strand of hair from her flushed face, his touch so gentle it burned. “You’re trembling,” he noted, his tone warm with dark amusement.

Her breath hitched behind the paci.

His fingers trailed down her cheek, lingering at the corner of her mouth where the pacifier rested. With a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed it deeper, the plastic clicking louder against her teeth. “This sound,” he murmured, “it’s mine now, just like you are.”

Heat pooled in her belly, traitorous and fierce.

She wanted to spit the pacifier out, to scream at him that she wasn’t his, that she was still the Eliza who commanded boardrooms and crushed deadlines. But her tongue curled around the silicone nipple, and the click echoed again, a sound that tethered her to him in ways she couldn’t escape.

Her hips shifted, the diaper rustling beneath her.

Damien’s gaze darkened, dropping to the bulk between her thighs. “You’re so perfect like this,” he said, his voice a caress that sliced through her defenses. “So needy, so dependent on Daddy to make it all better.”

Her cheeks burned at the babytalk, but her pussy clenched hard.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “I know you feel it, Eliza. That pull, that longing to let go completely.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, overwhelmed.

The click of the pacifier grew louder as she sucked harder, unable to stop. Every word he spoke wove itself into her, stitching her tighter to this padded cage he’d built. She hated how much she craved it—his voice, his control, the way he stripped her down to nothing but raw, aching need.

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Her eyes snapped open, panic flooding her.

Damien didn’t flinch.

“Stay,” he commanded, his tone unhurried as he straightened and turned toward the door. Through the glass, Eliza could see a colleague—some faceless suit from accounting—peering in with a curious tilt of his head.

Her heart pounded so hard it hurt.

Damien opened the door just a crack, his body blocking the view of her sprawled form. “Not now,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel. The colleague muttered an apology and retreated, the door clicking shut behind him.

Relief washed over her, but it was short-lived.

Damien turned back, his gaze locking with hers. “You thought he’d see you, didn’t you?” he asked, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “See my baby girl, all padded and helpless on the table.”

Her face flamed, but her clit throbbed painfully.

He stepped closer, his hand resting on the edge of the table as he loomed over her. “That fear, that rush—it makes you wetter, doesn’t it?” His voice dropped lower, a dark promise. “I can feel it through the diaper already.”

She whimpered, the paci muffling the sound.

His hand moved, pressing against the front of her diaper with deliberate pressure. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet room, and she felt the wet padding shift under his touch, her arousal soaking deeper into the material. Her hips bucked before she could stop them.

“There’s my girl,” he purred.

His thumb traced slow circles over her clit through the layers, the friction maddening. Her pussy ached, slick and desperate, every nerve screaming for more. The pacifier clicked frantically as her breathing quickened, her body betraying her at every turn.

“You want to cum,” he said, not a question.

She nodded, tears of frustration pricking her eyes.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His hand pulled back, leaving her trembling and empty. “Daddy decides, and I want to hear you first.”

Her brow furrowed, confused.

He reached for the pacifier, tugging it gently from her mouth with a wet pop. The sudden absence felt wrong, her lips closing around nothing as she stared up at him. “Tell me,” he said, his voice firm but soft. “Tell me what you’ve been hiding.”

Her throat tightened.

“I…” Her voice was small, raw, barely above a whisper.

His gaze held hers, piercing and patient. “Say it, Eliza. Let it out.”

Her chest heaved, emotions crashing through her.

“I want this,” she choked out, the confession tearing free. “I want… you, Daddy, this life, all of it.”

His expression softened, but the hunger in his eyes deepened.

“I’ve tried to fight it,” she whispered, tears spilling down her cheeks. “But every time I hear the crinkle, every time I feel the diaper, every click of that damn pacifier—it’s you, Damien. It’s always you.”

Her body shuddered with the weight of the truth.

Damien’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear. “You’ve chosen me, Eliza, and I’ll never let go,” he said, his voice a vow that sent a shiver down her spine.

Her heart stuttered at the possessiveness in his tone.

He leaned down, pressing his lips to hers in a kiss that was both tender and consuming. Her mouth opened under his, desperate for the connection, the taste of him grounding her as her world tilted. The kiss deepened, his tongue claiming hers with slow, deliberate strokes that mirrored the ache in her core.

Her hands gripped his shirt, pulling him closer.

His free hand slid down, pressing against the diaper again. The crinkle filled the room as he rubbed her clit through the padding, the pressure building fast. Her pussy clenched, slick and throbbing, every touch amplified by the wet warmth trapped against her skin.

She moaned into his mouth.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his lips brushing hers. “Cum for Daddy, baby girl. Let go.”

Her body obeyed instantly.

The orgasm crashed through her, sharp and shattering, her pussy pulsing hard beneath the diaper. Her hips bucked against his hand, the crinkle of the padding a humiliating soundtrack to her release. She cried out, the sound raw and desperate, as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her.

Damien didn’t stop.

His fingers kept circling, drawing out every shudder, every gasp, until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent. The diaper felt heavier now, sagging with her combined wetness, the scent of baby powder mingling with the raw musk of her arousal. Her chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Her body melted under the praise.

He reached for the pacifier, slipping it back into her mouth with a gentle press. The click against her teeth was immediate, a sound that tethered her to him all over again. Her lips closed around it, sucking softly, the rhythm calming her racing heart.

But her mind wasn’t calm.

The confession hung heavy in the air, a dangerous truth she couldn’t take back. She’d admitted her longing, her obsession with this life—with him—and now there was no turning back. Every crinkle, every click, every command from Damien felt like a chain binding her tighter to him.

His hand rested on her thigh, possessive and warm.

“You’re mine, Eliza,” he said, his voice low, a promise and a threat all at once. “And I’ll keep pushing you, breaking you, until there’s nothing left but my baby girl.”

Her clit throbbed at his words, despite the exhaustion.

He adjusted her skirt again, covering the diaper with a tenderness that belied the darkness in his tone. Then he stepped back, retrieving a small remote from his pocket—the one that controlled the plug still nestled inside her. Her eyes widened as he pressed a button, the faint buzz starting up again, a low hum that made her gasp around the paci.

“Not done yet,” he said, his smirk returning.

Her body tensed, already aching.

The vibration grew stronger, the plug pressing against her sensitive walls, and she squirmed on the table. Her pussy clenched, still slick from her orgasm, the diaper crinkling with every helpless movement. She whimpered, the pacifier clicking frantically as her need built again.

Damien watched her, his gaze intense and unyielding.

“Feel it, baby girl,” he said, stepping closer. “Feel how much you need Daddy, even now.”

Her thighs trembled, the diaper sagging further.

His hand pressed against the front again, rubbing her clit through the padding as the plug buzzed harder. The dual sensation was overwhelming, her body climbing toward another edge she didn’t think she could reach. Her moans were muffled, desperate, the paci clicking with every ragged breath.

“You’ll cum again,” he promised.

Her eyes rolled back, surrender washing over her.

The orgasm hit fast this time, a sharp burst that made her cry out behind the pacifier. Her pussy pulsed, her clit throbbing under his touch, the diaper soaking up every bit of her release. She shook, helpless, as he drew it out, his hand never stopping until she was a whimpering mess.

Finally, he turned off the vibration.

Her body went limp, utterly spent.

Damien wiped his hand on a cloth from his pocket, his movements precise as always. He adjusted her position on the table, ensuring she was comfortable, then brushed a kiss against her temple. “Rest now, baby girl,” he said softly. “You’ve earned it.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, exhaustion claiming her.

But even as she drifted, a dark thought lingered. This obsession, this dangerous pull between them—would it consume them both beyond repair?


Chapter 15: Cradle or Cage Decision

Eliza stood in front of the full-length mirror in the private suite of the corporate wellness facility, her reflection a stranger she barely recognized. The pastel onesie hugged her body, the snaps at her crotch a constant reminder of the thick diaper beneath, its plastic backing crinkling with every slight shift of her hips. Her sharp suits and stilettos felt like a distant memory, buried under layers of forced innocence and dependency.

Her hands trembled as she touched the soft fabric.

The weight of her choice hung heavy in the air, thicker than the scent of baby powder that clung to her skin. She could walk away today—return to her old life as the icy data analyst, the queen of control who commanded boardrooms with a single glance. Or she could stay, surrendering fully to Damien’s cradle of dominance, to a world where her every need was met but her freedom was a forgotten dream.

Her chest tightened at the thought.

The door opened without a knock, and Damien stepped inside, his presence filling the room like a storm contained in tailored slacks and a crisp white shirt. His piercing gaze locked on her through the mirror, calm and unyielding, as if he already knew the war raging inside her. He moved with that deliberate grace, each step measured, his polished shoes silent on the plush carpet.

“Baby girl,” he said, his voice a low caress that sent a shiver down her spine.

She turned, the diaper crinkling loudly, her thighs forced apart by its bulk. Her face burned, but her body betrayed her with a familiar heat pooling low in her belly. She hated how his mere presence could unravel her so completely.

He stopped just behind her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of him without touch. His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, the gesture tender yet possessive. “You’ve been thinking too much,” he murmured.

Her lips parted, but no words came.

His fingers trailed down her cheek, slow and deliberate, before resting on the collar of her onesie. “You don’t have to decide alone,” he said, his tone soothing yet laced with command. “Daddy’s here to help you.”

Her knees weakened at the word, a Pavlovian response she couldn’t suppress.

He stepped closer, his broad frame towering over her, and his hand slid down to the front of her onesie, pressing gently against the diaper beneath. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet room, and her breath hitched as his palm rubbed a slow circle over the padding. “Feel how safe you are with me,” he whispered.

Her hips tilted forward, involuntary, desperate for more pressure.

A soft chuckle escaped him, warm and knowing. “There’s my little girl,” he said, his thumb tracing the edge of the diaper through the fabric. “Always so needy, even when you fight it.”

Shame burned through her, but so did desire, a molten ache that pulsed between her thighs.

He stepped back, breaking the contact, and gestured to the changing table in the corner of the room. “Come, baby girl,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Let’s get you comfortable before we talk.”

Her feet moved before her mind could protest.

She climbed onto the table, the diaper crinkling with every awkward movement, and lay back as he loomed over her. His hands were precise as he unsnapped the onesie, the cool air hitting her skin a stark contrast to the warmth of the padding. He peeled the tabs of the diaper open, the ripping sound echoing, exposing her to his gaze.

Her pussy clenched under his scrutiny.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with something she couldn’t name. He reached for a wipe, the cold touch making her gasp as he cleaned her with clinical tenderness, every stroke deliberate and slow. The scent of baby powder filled the air again as he dusted her skin, his fingers lingering just a moment too long near her clit.

Her breath came in short, sharp pants.

He unfolded a fresh diaper, the plastic backing rustling as he slid it under her hips. The padding felt impossibly thick, a barrier and a cage all at once, and her thighs trembled as he taped it securely in place. “There we go,” he said, patting the front with a gentle hand.

The crinkle was obscene, and so was the heat building inside her.

He snapped the onesie back into place, covering the diaper, and helped her sit up. His hand rested on her thigh, warm and heavy, as he looked into her eyes with that unshakable calm. “Now, let’s talk about your choice,” he said.

Her heart pounded, torn between the life she’d built and the one he offered.

“I know you’re scared,” he continued, his voice a soothing balm. “But you’ve felt what it’s like to be mine, to let go of all that weight you carry. You can’t deny how much you crave it.”

Her fingers dug into the edge of the table, the truth of his words slicing through her.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Your old life is waiting out there—cold, empty, endless pressure to be perfect. Or you can stay here, with Daddy, where you’re cherished, cared for, and fucked exactly how you need.”

Her clit throbbed at his words, the diaper crinkling as she shifted.

His hand slid up her thigh, pressing against the padding once more. “I’ve seen how wet you get under this diaper, how hard you cum when I take control,” he said, his voice dropping to a growl. “Your body knows where it belongs, even if your mind is still fighting.”

She whimpered, the heat unbearable now.

He pulled back just enough to retrieve a small pacifier from his pocket, its pastel color mocking her. “Open,” he commanded softly, and her lips parted without hesitation, the plastic clicking against her teeth as she sucked. The rhythm calmed her, even as her pussy ached for more.

“Let Daddy make you feel good while you decide,” he said, his hand rubbing harder against the front of the diaper.

Her hips bucked, the crinkle loud and relentless.

The pressure built, her clit swelling under the padding, every rub of his palm sending sparks through her. Her moans were muffled by the paci, the clicking frantic as she neared the edge. She wanted to fight, to pull away, but her body surrendered, desperate for release.

“Cum for me, baby girl,” he whispered, his voice a command she couldn’t resist.

The orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy pulsing hard beneath the diaper, wetness soaking into the padding as she cried out around the pacifier. Her thighs shook, the crinkle a humiliating reminder of her state, as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. Damien’s hand didn’t stop, drawing out every shudder until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Her body melted under the praise, even as her mind spun.

He adjusted the onesie, ensuring the diaper was secure, then helped her off the table. Her legs wobbled, the bulk between her thighs making every step a reminder of her dependency. He guided her to a plush chair near the window, settling her onto his lap with a tenderness that belied the intensity of moments before.

Her head rested against his chest, the steady beat of his heart grounding her.

“You don’t have to decide right now,” he said, his hand stroking her back. “But I want you to feel what staying with me means, every moment of today.” His other hand pressed against the front of her diaper again, a subtle reminder of his control.

Her breath hitched, the heat returning despite her exhaustion.

He reached into a drawer beside the chair, pulling out a small remote—the one that controlled the plug she still wore inside her. Her eyes widened as he pressed a button, a low buzz starting up, vibrating against her sensitive walls. She gasped around the paci, her hips squirming on his lap.

“Feel it, baby girl,” he said, his voice dark and warm. “Feel how much Daddy owns you, even when you’re torn.”

The vibration intensified, the plug pressing deeper, and her pussy clenched, still slick from her earlier release. The diaper crinkled with every helpless movement, the padding sagging slightly under the weight of her arousal. Her moans were desperate, the pacifier clicking as her need built again.

His hand rubbed over the diaper, adding pressure to her clit through the layers. “You’re so wet for me,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “Your body doesn’t care about freedom—it just wants Daddy’s cock, Daddy’s rules, Daddy’s cradle.”

Her eyes rolled back, the dual sensation of the plug and his hand overwhelming her.

“Cum again,” he commanded, his tone leaving no choice.

The second orgasm ripped through her, sharper and faster, her pussy throbbing under the diaper as she cried out behind the pacifier. Her body shook, the crinkle of the padding a humiliating soundtrack to her release, as wetness spread further into the absorbent layers. She slumped against him, utterly spent, her mind a haze of pleasure and conflict.

He turned off the vibration, his hand still resting possessively on her thigh.

“Such a good little girl,” he said, his voice warm with approval. He adjusted her position on his lap, cradling her like something precious, and brushed a kiss against her temple. “You’ve felt what staying means—now think about leaving, about never having this again.”

Her heart clenched, the thought unbearable.

She sucked on the paci, the clicking a steady rhythm as her mind raced. The corporate world outside these walls—her old office, her reputation, her endless drive—felt like a cage of its own, colder and lonelier than Damien’s control. But staying meant giving up everything she’d fought for, becoming his baby girl forever, diapered and dependent in ways she could never undo.

Her fingers gripped his shirt, torn between two futures.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. Those piercing eyes saw straight through her, unraveling every defense she’d ever built. “Choose, Eliza, but know I’ll always be waiting,” he said, his voice a promise that sent a shiver through her.

Her breath caught, the weight of his words heavier than the diaper around her hips.

The scent of baby powder lingered, a familiar tether to this strange, intoxicating world he’d built for her. Her body still hummed from his touch, her pussy aching even now, a traitor to her logic. Could she walk away from this—from him—and survive the void it would leave behind?

Her heart pounded, the decision teetering on the edge of her tongue.

The window framed the corporate skyline beyond, a reminder of the life she could reclaim if she chose to leave. But Damien’s lap, his warmth, the crinkle of the diaper under his possessive hand—all of it pulled her in the opposite direction, whispering promises of surrender and care she’d never known she craved. Which path would claim her heart in the end?
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