
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Dark DDLG Romance of Academy Discipline, Progressive Regression, and Total Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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

Lila adjusted the strap of her laptop bag on her shoulder. The private car pulled away silently down the long drive. She stood alone in the grand entrance hall of the academy. Her tailored black business suit felt too tight suddenly. The crisp white blouse underneath stuck to her skin.

She was twenty-eight years old. She had walked away from a successful marketing career because the burnout had become unbearable. This place promised structure. Rules. A reset. That was all she wanted.

The tall doors clicked shut behind her. Her heels echoed on the marble floor. She set her suitcase down carefully.

A man appeared at the top of the wide staircase. He descended with deliberate steps. His broad shoulders filled out a perfectly tailored charcoal suit. The fabric moved with him like it had been made for this exact moment. His dark hair was neat. His eyes locked on her without hurry.

"Miss Lila," he said. His voice was low and calm. It carried across the hall like it was meant only for her. "I am Dominic. Headmaster of the academy."

She swallowed. Something in his tone made her stand straighter. "Thank you for meeting me. The drive was longer than I expected."

He stopped two feet away. His presence felt larger than his frame. He smelled faintly of sandalwood and clean linen. "You came seeking order. You will find it here." He gestured toward a side table where a thick folder waited. "First, the contract. Every student signs before she settles in."

Lila followed him to a small seating area beside tall windows. She sat on the edge of a velvet chair. Dominic remained standing. He opened the folder and placed the multi-page document in front of her.

The paper felt heavy in her hands. She began to read.

Clause one stated that all students must follow the academy schedule without exception. Bedtime was listed as nine o'clock. She frowned slightly. Clause three required permission from the headmaster for any personal decisions regarding clothing or daily routines. Clause seven mentioned disciplinary measures that would be applied calmly and consistently for disobedience.

The language was formal. Professional. Yet something underneath the words felt intimate. Controlling. She shifted in her seat.

Dominic watched her read. His hands stayed clasped behind his back. "Take your time. Every line matters."

She turned the page. Her fingers trembled once. The next section spoke of complete surrender to the academy's methods. It promised that true peace came through obedience. Lila felt heat rise in her cheeks. She told herself it was just nerves.

"You look like a woman who has carried too much for too long," Dominic said quietly. "Sign, and you hand that weight to me."

Lila picked up the pen. She read the final clause again. It required her to address the headmaster in a specific way during private sessions. The word "Daddy" appeared in parentheses as an approved term of respect. Her breath caught.

She signed anyway. The pen scratched across the paper. When she finished, Dominic took the document and placed it back in the folder.

"Good girl," he said.

The words hit her like a warm wave. She hated how her thighs pressed together at the sound of his praise. She hated it even more that he noticed.

He offered his hand. She took it. His palm was warm and dry. He helped her to her feet as if she weighed nothing.

"Come. I will show you to your room. You will change out of that suit. The academy uniform is waiting."

They walked down a long corridor. Lila's heels clicked beside his steady footsteps. His hand stayed at the small of her back. The touch was light but unmistakable. She felt guided. Owned already.

The room was simple and elegant. A large bed with crisp white sheets. A wooden desk. A wardrobe already stocked with clothing. Dominic stopped at the threshold.

"You will change now. Everything off. The uniform is laid out on the bed. I will wait right here."

Lila stepped inside. She closed the door most of the way but left it cracked as instructed. Her fingers worked the buttons of her blouse. Each one felt like another layer of her old life peeling away. She folded the black suit neatly. The heels went into the corner.

She stood in only her lace bra and panties for a moment. The air felt cool against her skin. The uniform waited. A white blouse. A pleated navy skirt that looked shorter than she expected. Knee socks. Shiny black mary janes.

She dressed slowly. The blouse buttoned high but felt oddly vulnerable. The skirt brushed the tops of her thighs. When she pulled on the knee socks, she realized how small they made her feel. The mary janes slipped on with a soft click.

Lila looked at herself in the mirror. The woman staring back was no longer the marketing executive. She looked younger. Softer. Her nipples had hardened against the thin blouse. She crossed her arms over her chest.

A soft knock sounded. The door opened.

Dominic stepped inside. His eyes moved over her new appearance with open approval. "Turn for me."

She turned. The skirt flared slightly. She felt exposed even though every inch was covered. Her heart beat faster.

He closed the distance. His large hands settled on her shoulders first. Then they slid down her arms. "The contract is binding now. You belong to the academy's program. To my care."

Lila's mouth went dry. "I thought this was a finishing school. For professionals."

"It is exactly what you need," he said. His fingers traced the collar of her blouse. "And what you need is to stop thinking so much. To let someone else decide."

He guided her to the bed. When he sat down, he pulled her to stand between his knees. The size difference became impossible to ignore. His shoulders were level with her chest. His hands looked huge against her waist.

"Look at me."

She met his eyes. They were dark and steady. Something inside her chest loosened despite her racing thoughts.

His right hand moved from her waist to the hem of her pleated skirt. He lifted it slowly. "I need to check my girl."

The words sent a jolt straight between her legs. She was not his girl. Not really. Yet her body responded anyway. Heat pooled low in her belly.

His fingers brushed the front of her lace panties. The touch was clinical at first. Then it lingered. He pressed two fingers against her mound and rubbed in a slow circle.

"You're wet already," he murmured. "Your body understands what your mind is still fighting."

Lila gasped. She tried to step back but his other hand held her hip firmly in place. "Mr. Dominic, I—"

"Daddy," he corrected. His voice remained calm. "When we are alone, you call me Daddy. Say it."

Her cheeks burned. His fingers kept rubbing through the lace. The friction made her clit swell. "Daddy," she whispered.

"Good girl."

The praise melted something deep inside her. Her knees weakened. She grabbed his shoulders to steady herself. His fingers slipped beneath the lace now. He found her bare pussy and stroked along her slit.

"You are soaked, little one." He spread her wetness up to her clit and circled it with perfect pressure. "This is what surrender feels like. This heat. This need."

Lila moaned softly. Her hips rocked forward without permission. She hated how good it felt. She hated how quickly her professional mind was slipping away. His touch was confident. Patient. Like he had all the time in the world to unravel her.

He slid one thick finger inside her. Then two. They stretched her gently while his thumb worked her clit. The sounds were obscene in the quiet room. Wet. Needy.

"Please," she breathed.

"Please what?" He curled his fingers against that sensitive spot inside her. "Use your words. Good girls ask properly."

Her thighs trembled. The pleasure built fast. Too fast. "Please, Daddy. I need to come."

He smiled for the first time. It was warm and possessive. "Not yet. You will learn that your orgasms belong to me now. I decide when you come. I decide how. And right now, I want you to feel what it means to be edged for my pleasure."

He sped up his fingers. The wet sounds grew louder. Lila's breathing turned into short gasps. She was close. So close. Her pussy clenched around his fingers desperately.

Then he stopped.

He pulled his hand away completely. She whimpered at the loss. Her clit throbbed in the empty air. A single string of her wetness connected his fingers to her pussy for a moment before breaking.

Dominic brought his fingers to his mouth and tasted her. His eyes never left hers. "Sweet. Just as I expected."

Lila stood there shaking. The uniform felt tighter now. Her nipples strained against the blouse. The skirt was still hiked up around her waist. She felt small and exposed and strangely safe at the same time.

He lowered her skirt gently. Then he pulled her onto his lap. His arms wrapped around her. One large hand stroked her back while the other rested possessively on her thigh.

"Breathe, baby girl. This is only the beginning." His voice was tender now. The brutality was wrapped in care. "You signed the contract. You accepted the rules. Bedtimes. Permission for everything. Even permission to come. I will protect you. I will discipline you. And I will take such good care of my little one."

Lila pressed her face into his chest. His suit jacket felt soft against her cheek. She could feel how hard he was beneath her. His cock pressed against her ass through his trousers. The knowledge that he was aroused by her surrender made her even wetter.

"I don't know if I can do this," she whispered.

"You already are." He kissed the top of her head. "Your body is honest even when your mind is scared. That wetness between your legs is the truth. You need this. You need me."

They stayed like that for long minutes. His hand continued its slow strokes along her back. The room grew quieter. Lila felt her racing heart begin to settle. The regression had not fully begun yet, but the first thread of dependence was already forming.

Dominic finally lifted her off his lap and set her on the bed beside him. He stood up. The loss of his warmth made her want to reach for him.

"Rest now. Unpack your things. The contract is yours to keep. Read it again tonight before bedtime." He touched her cheek with two fingers. "I will check on you later. And Lila?"

"Yes, Daddy?"

His eyes darkened with pleasure at the word. "Do not touch yourself without permission. That pussy belongs to me now. If you disobey, the first punishment will be over my knee with your skirt flipped up. Do you understand?"

She nodded quickly. The image of herself across his lap sent another rush of heat through her core. "I understand."

"Good girl." He walked to the door. "Welcome to your new life."

The door closed behind him with a soft click. Lila remained sitting on the bed in her new uniform. The pleated navy skirt had settled back into place but she could still feel the ghost of his fingers between her legs. Her knee socks felt childish and perfect at the same time. The mary janes gleamed up at her.

She picked up the signed contract. The pages felt heavier now. Her signature stared back at her from the final page. She thought about the clauses again. The bedtime. The permission requirements. The disciplinary measures.

Her pussy still ached from the denied orgasm. She squeezed her thighs together but stopped herself immediately. The rule was already working on her.

Lila lay back against the pillows. The white blouse pulled across her breasts with the movement. She held the contract to her chest like a lifeline and a prison sentence all at once.

Outside the window, the academy grounds stretched out in perfect green lawns. She had come here for structure after her career fell apart. What she had found instead was a man who could make her wet with two calm words and a touch.

She whispered the word again to the empty room.

"Daddy."

The word felt right on her tongue. Dangerous. Safe. She closed her eyes and let the weight of the contract rest against her racing heart.

Tomorrow the real lessons would begin. Tonight she would try to sleep in this strange new skin. The pleated skirt had ridden up again. She left it that way. Part of her hoped he would return soon to check.

The warmth between her legs refused to fade. She breathed through it. Accepted it. The independent woman who had arrived in a black suit was already starting to fade.

In her place sat a girl in knee socks holding a contract she barely understood. Her signed name on the final page felt like both an ending and a beginning.

She pressed her thighs together once more. The ache remained. The need remained.

And somewhere in the academy, Dominic was waiting to teach her exactly how much she would surrender before she found her peace.

Lila smiled despite herself. The expression felt new. Small. Hopeful.

She was ready to begin.


Chapter 2: The Star Chart

Lila lay on her bed. The signed contract rested against her chest like a weight she could not set down. Her white blouse felt tight across her breasts. Her nipples stayed hard and visible through the thin fabric.

Her pussy still ached. The edging from earlier left her swollen and wet. She could feel the dampness on her inner thighs. The lace panties clung to her skin.

She wanted to slide her hand under the pleated navy skirt. She wanted to rub her clit until the ache went away. But the rule stopped her.

Do not touch yourself without permission.

The words played in her head. They made her feel small. They also made her feel safe in a way she did not understand.

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Lila sat up quickly. The skirt rode up her thighs again. She smoothed it down with both hands. Her knee socks felt warm against her calves. The shiny black Mary Jane shoes sat neatly beside the bed.

"Come in," she called. Her voice sounded smaller than she meant it to.

The door opened. A young woman in a similar uniform stood there. She looked calm and polite. "The headmaster requests your presence in his office, Miss Lila. He wishes to review the rules with you."

Lila nodded. Her heart beat faster. She slipped her feet into the Mary Janes. The straps clicked shut. She stood up and felt the uniform settle around her body. The blouse buttoned high. The skirt swished with each step.

She followed the woman down the long hallway. Her shoes clicked on the polished floor. Every movement reminded her of the wetness between her legs. Her clit rubbed against the damp lace with each stride. She pressed her lips together to stay quiet.

The office door was dark wood. It looked heavy and important. The woman knocked once and left Lila standing there alone.

"Enter," came Dominic's voice from inside. It was low and steady. It made her knees feel weak.

Lila turned the knob. She stepped into the room. The office smelled of leather and sandalwood. Tall bookshelves lined one wall. A large desk sat in the center. Dominic stood behind it in his tailored charcoal suit. The fabric hugged his broad shoulders perfectly. His dark hair was neat as before. His eyes met hers without hurry.

He looked in complete control. As always.

"Close the door, baby girl," he said.

She did. The click sounded final. Lila stood with her hands clasped in front of her. The pleated skirt brushed the tops of her thighs. Her nipples tightened more under his gaze.

Dominic walked around the desk. His movements were deliberate. He stopped in front of her and looked down. The size difference made her feel tiny. His chest was level with her eyes.

"You obeyed quickly and came when called," he said. "That earns you your first star."

He gestured to a large board on the wall. It was covered in pretty gold stars. Her name was printed at the top in elegant letters. Several empty rows waited below it.

"This is your star chart, little one. Good behavior earns stars. Stars earn privileges. Extra reading time. A later bedtime on weekends. Special treats. But poor behavior means lost stars. Or other corrections."

Lila stared at the chart. Part of her wanted to laugh at how childish it seemed. She was twenty-eight years old. She used to run marketing campaigns with million-dollar budgets. Now she stood here in knee socks and a short skirt staring at gold stars.

But another part of her felt warm at the idea. The thought of earning his approval felt good. Too good.

"Thank you, Daddy," she whispered.

His eyes softened. He reached out and stroked her cheek with one large hand. "Good girl. That earns you a second star."

Heat flooded her face. The praise made her pussy clench. Fresh wetness soaked her panties. She shifted her weight. The Mary Janes creaked softly.

Dominic sat down in a large leather chair. He patted the space beside his desk. "Stand here where I can see you properly. We will review the rules now."

Lila moved to the spot. She kept her posture straight like the professional she used to be. Her hands stayed at her sides. The ache between her legs grew worse with him so close.

"Rule one," he began. His voice stayed calm and even. "Bedtime is nine o'clock unless I grant permission otherwise. You will be in your room and ready for bed."

She nodded. "Yes, Daddy."

"Rule two. You will ask permission for everything. What you eat. What you wear. When you use the bathroom. When you touch your pretty little pussy."

Her breath caught. The words sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. She could feel her clit throb against the wet lace.

"Rule three," he continued. "You will address me as Daddy in private. Always. No exceptions."

Lila swallowed hard. "I understand, Daddy."

He smiled slightly. The expression was warm but possessive. "Very good. That earns you a third star."

She felt proud. The feeling surprised her. A small smile tugged at her lips before she could stop it.

Dominic leaned back in his chair. His eyes moved over her body slowly. From the high-buttoned blouse to the knee socks to the shiny shoes. "Now tell me the most important rule, baby girl. The one about your orgasms."

Lila's cheeks burned hotter. She looked at the floor for a moment. Then she forced her eyes back to his. "My orgasms belong to you, Daddy. I cannot come without your permission. I cannot touch myself without asking first."

"Excellent." He stood up again. The chair creaked under his weight. "You have earned three stars on your first day. That is impressive."

Pride swelled in her chest. She stood a little taller. The uniform felt less strange now. The lace bra cupped her breasts gently. Her erect nipples rubbed against the blouse with each breath.

But then the old Lila pushed forward. The marketing executive who questioned everything. The woman who had built her career on speaking up in rooms full of men.

"This star chart," she said suddenly. "It feels a bit... childish for grown women, doesn't it? I mean, I came here for structure, but gold stars?"

The words left her mouth before she could catch them. She spoke out of turn. She realized it the second the sentence ended.

Dominic's expression did not change. But his eyes grew darker. "That was speaking without permission, little one. That is against the rules."

Lila's stomach dropped. "I'm sorry, Daddy. I didn't mean to—"

He held up one hand. "That is two infractions now. First for the question. Second for interrupting my response. Come here."

Her legs felt shaky as she stepped closer. He sat back down in the chair. His thighs looked strong and solid under the tailored trousers. He reached for her hand and guided her gently but firmly across his lap.

Lila gasped. Her upper body rested on the desk. Her bottom lifted over his thighs. The position made her feel completely vulnerable. The pleated skirt rode up on its own.

"This is your first spanking, baby girl," Dominic said. His voice remained calm. "It will not be the last if you continue to speak out of turn. But I will always be fair. And I will always take care of you after."

His large hand rested on the back of her thigh. The touch was warm. Possessive. He slid the hand upward slowly. The skirt lifted easily. Cool air touched the damp lace of her panties.

"You are soaked," he murmured. "Your body likes this position. It likes being corrected by Daddy."

Lila whimpered. Shame and arousal mixed together in her belly. She felt his cock harden beneath her stomach. The thick length pressed against her through his trousers. He was aroused too. The knowledge made her even wetter.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her lace panties. He pulled them down to her knees in one smooth motion. The cool air hit her bare pussy and ass. She shivered.

"So pretty and pink," he said. "And dripping for your punishment. Your body betrays you every time, little one."

His hand rubbed slow circles over her bare bottom. The touch felt almost tender. Then it left her skin.

The first spank landed with a sharp crack.

Lila cried out. Heat bloomed across her right cheek. The sting was immediate and bright.

"One," he said calmly. "You will not speak out of turn."

The second spank came on the left cheek. Harder. She jerked on his lap. Her wet pussy rubbed against his thigh. The friction made her moan despite the pain.

"Two. You will show respect for the rules I set."

He continued. Each spank was measured. Controlled. His hand was large and heavy. It covered most of her bottom with every strike. The sounds filled the office. Sharp smacks mixed with her gasps and whimpers.

By the sixth spank her eyes watered. Her bottom burned. But her pussy throbbed worse than before. Fresh wetness leaked from her. It coated her swollen clit and dripped onto his trousers.

"You are making a mess on my suit, baby girl," Dominic said. His voice had grown slightly rougher. His breathing was heavier now. "Look at you. Getting wetter with every correction. This is what you need."

He landed two more spanks in quick succession. Lila's legs kicked slightly. The panties around her knees stopped her from moving much. She felt small. Helpless. Owned.

Tears slipped down her cheeks. Not from the pain alone. From the overwhelming feeling of surrender. The independent woman inside her was fading faster than she expected.

"Ten," he said finally. His hand rested on her hot skin. He rubbed gentle circles over the reddened flesh. "You took your punishment well. I am proud of you."

The praise hit deeper than anything else. Lila sobbed once. The mix of sting and warmth and his calm voice made her feel safe despite the sore bottom.

Dominic kept rubbing. His fingers dipped lower. He traced the wetness along her slit. Two thick fingers spread her open. He found her swollen clit and circled it slowly.

Lila moaned loudly. The pleasure after the pain felt electric. Her hips pushed back toward his hand before she could stop them. She hated how much she needed it. She loved it at the same time.

"You are not allowed to come," he reminded her. His fingers moved with perfect pressure. "Not yet. This pussy is mine to edge. Mine to deny. Mine to reward when you have been a very good girl."

He slid one finger inside her. Then two. They stretched her gently. The wet sounds were loud in the quiet office. His thumb kept working her clit in steady circles.

Lila's thighs trembled. The orgasm built fast. Too fast. Her inner walls clenched around his fingers. She was right there. Right on the edge.

"Please, Daddy," she begged. Her voice broke. "Please let me come. I need it so much."

He curled his fingers against that perfect spot inside her. The pressure made stars burst behind her eyes. Then he pulled his hand away completely.

"No," he said simply. "Not today. You will learn patience, baby girl."

Lila whimpered at the loss. Her pussy clenched around nothing. The denied orgasm left her shaking and desperate. Tears of frustration joined the ones from the spanking.

Dominic pulled her panties back up gently. The lace felt rough against her sore bottom. He lowered her skirt. Then he lifted her off his lap and turned her to face him.

He wiped her tears with his thumbs. His touch was incredibly tender. He pulled her between his knees and wrapped his strong arms around her. Lila buried her face in his chest. The charcoal suit felt soft against her wet cheek. She could still feel how hard he was. His cock strained against his trousers.

"You did so well," he murmured against her hair. "Taking your first spanking like that. Earning three stars even with the correction. Daddy is very pleased with his girl."

The words melted her. She pressed closer. His hand stroked up and down her back. The other rested possessively on her sore bottom. The heat from the spanking mixed with the ache in her pussy.

They stayed like that for long minutes. His heartbeat was steady under her ear. Lila felt the last of her resistance drain away. The professional woman who arrived yesterday felt farther and farther away. In her place was someone smaller. Someone who needed this control.

Dominic kissed the top of her head. "Now you will have corner time to think about what you learned. You will return to your dorm room. Stand in the corner with your skirt lifted and your panties down. Hands behind your back. Nose to the wall. You will stay there for twenty minutes. No touching. No moving. Just reflecting on obedience."

Lila nodded against his chest. "Yes, Daddy."

He helped her stand straight. Her bottom throbbed with every shift of her weight. The Mary Janes felt heavier now. Her face was still flushed. Her eyes were puffy from crying.

Dominic stood too. He towered over her. One large hand cupped her chin and tilted her face up. "You belong to me now. To this process. The stars will guide you. The punishments will correct you. And the pleasure will bind you to me completely. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," she whispered. The words felt natural now. They felt right.

"Good girl." He walked her to the door. His hand stayed at the small of her back. "Go straight to your room. I will check on you after your corner time. Perhaps you will earn another star if you follow these instructions perfectly."

Lila walked back down the hallway. Each step made the sore skin on her bottom sting. The pleated skirt brushed against the heated flesh. Her panties felt sticky with her own wetness. Her clit still throbbed from the denied orgasm.

She reached her dorm room. The space looked the same as when she left it. The bed was still rumpled from where she had lain earlier. The contract sat on the nightstand now.

Lila moved to the corner as instructed. She lifted her pleated navy skirt and tucked it into the waistband. Then she pulled her lace panties down to her knees. The cool air touched her bare, spanked bottom and her dripping pussy.

She placed her nose to the wall. Her hands went behind her back. The position made her feel exposed and small. Her red bottom was on full display. Anyone walking in would see exactly what had happened.

The burn from the spanking continued. It mixed with the deep ache of need between her legs. Lila breathed slowly. Tears dried on her cheeks.

She thought about the star chart. About the rules. About the way his hand felt delivering both punishment and pleasure. The independent woman inside her still whispered protests. But those whispers grew quieter every minute.

Her pussy leaked slowly down her thigh. She did not dare move to wipe it. The wetness was proof of what she was becoming. Proof that her body had already surrendered even if her mind still fought.

Twenty minutes felt like forever. Her legs trembled slightly. The knee socks itched against her skin. The Mary Janes pinched her toes in this position. But she stayed perfectly still.

She was earning her place here. Earning his approval. Earning the peace that came with total surrender.

The door to her room stayed closed. But she knew Dominic would come soon. He would check her position. He would see the red marks on her bottom. He would see how wet she still was.

And somehow that knowledge made her feel safer than she had in years.

Lila closed her eyes. Her sore bottom throbbed in the corner. Her swollen clit pulsed with every heartbeat. The uniform felt like a second skin now.

She was exactly where she needed to be.

Even if the real lessons had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Nap Time

Lila stood perfectly still in the corner of her dorm room.

Her nose touched the wall. Her hands stayed clasped behind her back. The position made her shoulders ache after so many minutes.

Her bottom throbbed from the spanking. The skin felt hot and tight. Every small shift sent fresh sparks of pain through her.

Her pussy stayed wet. The slickness leaked down her inner thigh in slow drops. Her clit pulsed hard between her legs.

She breathed in and out. The lace panties around her knees kept her thighs slightly apart. The pleated navy skirt stayed tucked into her waistband.

Her white blouse felt tight across her chest. Her nipples stayed hard and rubbed against her lace bra. Dried tears made her cheeks feel stiff.

She should hate this. A twenty-eight-year-old woman standing in the corner like a naughty student. Yet her body felt warm and loose at the same time.

The independent woman inside her still whispered protests. Those whispers grew quieter each minute she obeyed.

The door clicked open behind her.

Heavy footsteps crossed the room. She knew the sound. Dominic had arrived.

He stopped close enough that she felt his body heat. His tailored suit made a soft rustle.

"You held your corner time perfectly, baby girl," he said. His voice stayed low and calm. "Twenty full minutes without moving. Daddy is proud."

Warmth flooded her chest. The praise made her pussy clench. Fresh wetness slipped from her folds.

His large hand settled on her sore bottom. He rubbed slow circles over the heated skin. The touch stung and soothed at the same time.

Lila bit her lip. She pushed back into his palm before she could stop herself.

He noticed. Of course he noticed.

His fingers slid lower. They traced the wetness on her inner thigh.

"Daddy is going to check if his girl is wet," he said.

Two thick fingers pressed against her pussy from behind. He rubbed up and down her slit. The sound was wet and loud in the quiet room.

Lila gasped. Her knees shook.

"You are dripping, little one. Your spanking made you this soaked. Your body knows exactly what it needs."

He pushed one finger inside her. Then two. They stretched her slowly. His thumb found her swollen clit and circled it with perfect pressure.

She moaned softly. The sound escaped before she could hold it back. Her hips rocked against his hand.

The sore skin on her bottom burned hotter as she moved. The pain mixed with the pleasure and made her head spin.

"You took your punishment so well," he continued. His fingers pumped in and out in a steady rhythm. "Three stars already. And now you stand here like a good girl for your corner time. That deserves a reward."

Lila's breath came faster. The orgasm built quickly. Her inner walls gripped his fingers tight.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "Please let me come. I need it."

He curled his fingers against that perfect spot inside her. Stars burst behind her eyes.

"Cum for Daddy, baby girl. Let me feel it."

The orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers. Waves of pleasure rolled through her belly and down her legs.

She cried out. Her thighs trembled violently. Hot wetness flooded around his hand. The contractions kept coming, one after another.

Dominic kept stroking her through it. His thumb pressed firm circles on her clit. He milked every pulse from her body.

Lila shook. Her eyes squeezed shut. The release left her gasping and weak.

He finally slowed his hand. Then he pulled his fingers free. She whimpered at the loss.

Dominic turned her gently to face him. His charcoal suit looked perfect. His broad shoulders filled her vision.

He brought his wet fingers to her mouth.

"Clean them, little one."

She opened her lips. She tasted herself on his skin. The act felt dirty and intimate. Her cheeks burned.

"Good girl," he said softly.

The words hit her deep. They made her feel small and safe and wanted.

He wiped the last of her tears from her cheeks with his thumbs. Then he pulled her panties up carefully over her sore bottom. The lace felt rough against her tender skin.

He untucked her skirt and let it fall back into place. The pleated fabric brushed the tops of her thighs.

"Come here." He sat on the edge of her bed and guided her onto his lap.

Lila curled against his chest. His suit jacket felt soft under her cheek. She could feel how hard his cock was beneath her. The thick length pressed against her bottom.

His hand stroked up and down her back. Slow and steady.

"You are doing so well, princess. Your body is learning to trust me. Your mind will follow soon."

She nodded against him. Part of her still fought the regression. The old Lila wanted to argue that she was a professional woman. The new Lila only wanted to stay in his arms.

Dominic glanced at the clock on the wall.

"It is time for your scheduled nap, baby girl. The academy schedule says rest after lunch and corrections. You will obey it."

She lifted her head. "A nap? I'm not tired, Daddy."

His eyes stayed patient. "You will rest when I tell you to rest. That is the rule. Fighting it will only earn you more time over my knee later."

The threat sent a fresh shiver through her. She pressed her thighs together.

He stood up with her still in his arms. The size difference made her feel tiny. He carried her the few steps to the bed as if she weighed nothing.

Dominic laid her down on her back. The soft blankets felt cool against her heated skin. Her shiny black Mary Jane shoes stayed on. Her knee socks looked childish against the white sheets.

He reached into his suit pocket. A small pink pacifier appeared in his hand. The rubber bulb looked smooth and new.

Lila's eyes widened. "What's that for?"

"This is part of your nap routine now," he explained. His voice never rose. "It will help you settle. Open your mouth, little one."

She hesitated. The professional inside her screamed that this was too much. A grown woman did not suck a pacifier.

But his calm eyes waited. His large hand rested on her thigh. The warmth reminded her who was in control.

She parted her lips.

He placed the pacifier between them. The rubber filled her mouth gently. She closed her lips around it and sucked once on instinct.

A soft wave of calm washed through her. She hated how good it felt.

"There we go," he murmured. "Such a good girl with her paci."

He pulled the blankets up to her chest. His hands smoothed them carefully around her body. The weight felt comforting.

Dominic sat on the edge of the bed beside her. One large hand began to stroke her hair. His fingers moved from her forehead back in slow, steady passes.

Lila watched him through half-closed eyes. His face stayed serene. The calm control in his expression made her chest feel warm.

Her bottom still throbbed under the blankets. The spanking marks would remind her of this moment for hours. Her pussy felt sensitive and satisfied from the orgasm he had granted.

The pacifier moved gently between her lips as she sucked. The rhythmic motion helped her breathing slow.

She thought about the contract on the nightstand. She thought about the star chart in his office with her three gold stars. She thought about how quickly she had gone from marketing executive to this.

A woman in a schoolgirl uniform. Sore from spanking. Sucking on a pacifier. Waiting for nap time like a good girl.

Shame tried to rise. But his hand in her hair kept pushing it back down.

"You belong here," he said quietly. "With me. The fight inside you is getting smaller each day. I can see it. I can feel it when your pussy clenches around my fingers."

Lila sucked harder on the pacifier. The words made her nipples tighten again. Even after the orgasm, her body responded to his voice.

His free hand moved under the blanket. It rested on her chest over the white blouse. His palm cupped one breast through the fabric.

He squeezed gently. His thumb found her hard nipple and circled it.

"These pretty tits are mine too, baby girl. Everything about you is mine to care for. To correct. To pleasure."

She moaned softly around the pacifier. The sound came out muffled.

He kept stroking her hair with one hand while he played with her breast with the other. The dual sensations made her feel owned and cherished at the same time.

Her eyes grew heavier. The room felt quieter. The academy grounds outside the window looked peaceful in the afternoon light.

Dominic leaned down. His lips brushed her forehead.

"Close your eyes now, princess. Daddy will stay right here until your breathing slows and you drift off. This nap is required. When you wake, we will review the contract together before bedtime."

She tried to fight the sleep. Part of her wanted to ask questions. Part of her wanted to test the rules again.

But his hand in her hair felt too good. The pacifier in her mouth kept her quiet. The blanket tucked tight around her body made her feel small and protected.

Her breathing grew deeper. The sore throb in her bottom became a distant reminder of his discipline. The warmth between her legs settled into a pleasant ache.

Lila's thoughts slowed. The marketing executive who had arrived in a black suit felt very far away. In her place lay a woman learning to surrender.

She sucked the pacifier in steady rhythm. The sound was soft in the room.

Dominic continued stroking her hair. His touch never faltered. His presence beside her felt like a wall between her and the outside world.

"You are safe, baby girl," he whispered. "Completely safe with Daddy. Let go now."

Her eyelids fluttered shut. The internal conflict remained but it no longer screamed. It whispered. And even the whispers grew tired.

The uniform stayed on under the blankets. The pleated skirt had shifted slightly but still covered her. Her knee socks and Mary Jane shoes pressed against the sheets.

The pacifier stayed between her lips. She sucked it slowly as sleep pulled her under.

Dominic watched her. His hand never stopped its gentle strokes through her hair.

His own breathing had grown a little heavier during the touching. She had felt his cock twitch against her earlier. He took visible pleasure in her slow transformation.

Lila drifted closer to sleep. The last clear thought in her mind was simple.

She felt small.

She felt safe.

She felt his.

The nap claimed her fully. Her body relaxed under the soft blankets. The pacifier moved with each slow breath.

Dominic stayed a few minutes longer. He studied her peaceful face. A small smile touched his lips.

Then he stood. His suit settled perfectly back into place.

"Sleep well, little one," he said softly. "When you wake, the real lessons continue. And Daddy has so much more planned for his good girl."

The door closed behind him with a quiet click.

Lila slept in her academy uniform. The pacifier stayed in her mouth. The blankets stayed tucked around her sore bottom and satisfied body.

Her dreams carried the echo of his voice calling her baby girl.

And somewhere deep inside, the last threads of resistance frayed just a little more.

The surrender felt closer than ever.

She would wake to his rules again soon.

But for now, she rested exactly as Daddy had commanded.
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Chapter 4: The Trainer

Lila woke with a start. The pacifier still filled her mouth. She sucked harder on it before she could stop herself.

Her eyes adjusted to the soft light in the dorm room. The blankets felt heavy over her academy uniform. The pleated navy skirt had bunched around her waist during sleep.

Her bottom throbbed. The spanking from yesterday left her skin tight and hot. Every small movement sent a reminder through her body.

She felt small. Safe. The whispers in her head about her old life had grown even quieter. The marketing executive felt like someone else now.

The door opened. Dominic stepped inside. His tailored charcoal suit fit him perfectly. His broad shoulders filled the doorway.

He crossed to her bed in three slow steps. His eyes took in everything. The pacifier. The wrinkled blouse. The way her knee socks had slipped slightly down her calves.

"Good afternoon, baby girl." His voice stayed low and calm. "Daddy's here to wake you properly."

Lila's heart beat faster. She pushed herself up on her elbows. The Mary Jane shoes felt heavy on her feet under the blankets.

Dominic sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped under his weight. He reached out and gently pulled the pacifier from her mouth.

The rubber left her lips with a soft pop. She licked them. Her tongue felt strange without it.

"You slept well with your paci," he said. One large hand stroked her hair. "That makes Daddy very happy. Three stars still stand on your chart."

She nodded. The contract sat on the nightstand beside her. Its pages looked important. Heavy with promises she had made.

"We need to review this together now," Dominic continued. He picked up the contract. His fingers turned the pages slowly. "Before your afternoon lessons begin. Before bedtime at nine."

Lila sat up fully. Her white blouse felt tight across her breasts. Her nipples stayed erect and rubbed against the lace bra with every breath.

Dominic read the key points aloud. His voice never hurried. Each rule sank deeper into her.

No touching without permission. No orgasms without permission. Bedtime strict. Uniform worn exactly as required. Full obedience to Daddy in all things.

"You signed this willingly," he reminded her. His eyes met hers. "You came here for structure after your burnout. Now you are learning what that truly means."

Her pussy gave a small throb. The pleasant ache from yesterday's orgasm mixed with new heat. She pressed her thighs together under the blankets.

"Yes, Daddy," she whispered. The words came easier now. They felt right in her mouth.

He set the contract down. His hand cupped her cheek. The touch was warm and possessive. "Good girl. That earns you one more star when we return to my office."

Warmth spread through her chest. She leaned into his palm before she could think better of it. Her body already moved toward him on its own.

Dominic stood. He offered his hand. "Come with me, little one. It is time for your first private obedience lesson. The Trainer awaits."

Lila took his hand. He helped her from the bed. Her skirt fell back into place but felt slightly crooked. The lace panties clung to her sensitive skin.

They walked down the hallway together. His steps stayed measured. Hers clicked in the shiny black Mary Janes. Every stride made her sore bottom ache.

His office door closed behind them with a solid click. The room smelled of leather and sandalwood again. The star chart on the wall now showed four gold stars beside her name.

Dominic moved behind his large desk. He gestured to the spot in front of it. "Bend over the desk, baby girl. Chest down. Hands flat on the wood."

Lila's stomach fluttered. She stepped forward. The desk felt cool under her palms as she leaned over it. Her breasts pressed against the surface through her blouse.

Her pleated skirt rode up slightly on its own. She felt exposed already. Vulnerable. The position made her feel even smaller against his authority.

He came around the desk. His large hands smoothed over her back first. Then lower. He lifted the navy skirt and tucked it high around her waist.

"Such a pretty uniform," he murmured. "But these panties are in the way now."

His fingers hooked into the waistband. He pulled the lace down to her knees in one smooth motion. Cool air touched her bare bottom and pussy.

Lila shivered. Her spanked skin still looked pink. She could feel the heat radiating from it. Her inner thighs trembled slightly.

Dominic opened a drawer. He took out a small object and a bottle. The beginner anal plug looked smooth and black. Not too large but clearly designed to fill her.

"This is the Trainer," he explained. His voice remained steady. "It will stay inside you during your afternoon lessons. A constant reminder of who owns you."

She swallowed hard. Part of her wanted to protest. The old Lila would have argued this was too far. The new Lila felt her pussy grow wet at his words.

He squeezed the bottle. Cold lubricant dripped onto his fingers. The sound was soft but unmistakable.

"Deep breaths, princess." He placed one hand on her lower back. The other moved between her cheeks.

The lube touched her tight hole. It felt freezing. She gasped and jerked forward slightly.

"Stay still for Daddy." His tone stayed calm but firm. "This is necessary. Your body needs training."

He circled her entrance slowly. The cold gel spread everywhere. She felt it drip slightly down toward her pussy.

Her clit throbbed. Fresh wetness leaked from her folds. She hated how her body responded so quickly. It betrayed her every single time.

"That's my good girl." He pressed one slick finger against her hole. "Opening for me already. Your body knows what it needs even if your mind still whispers."

The finger pushed inside. Slowly. Carefully. Lila moaned. The stretch felt strange but not painful. Her nipples hardened more against the desk.

He worked the lube deeper. In and out. Gentle circles. His other hand stroked her sore bottom in soothing patterns.

"Look at you," he said softly. "Getting wetter just from this. Your pussy is dripping onto the floor, baby girl."

Lila whimpered. Shame mixed with sharp arousal. She felt the wetness on her inner thighs. Her hips rocked back without permission.

He added a second finger. The stretch increased. She breathed through it. The cold lube made everything feel more intense.

"Good girl. Taking my fingers so well." His praise wrapped around her like warm honey. "Daddy is proud. So proud of how you surrender."

Her mind spun. The professional woman who once led meetings now bent over a desk with fingers in her ass. The thought should have horrified her. Instead it made her clit pulse harder.

He removed his fingers. The loss made her feel empty. Then the plug pressed against her.

"Cold again," he warned. More lube coated the toy. "Relax and push back gently. Let it in."

The tip breached her. Lila gasped. It felt bigger than his fingers. The smooth bulb stretched her slowly.

"Good girl." He pushed a little more. "Breathe. That's it. Good girl."

Each millimeter brought new fullness. She moaned louder. Her pussy clenched around nothing. More wetness dripped down her thigh.

The plug stretched her wider. Then wider still. Her hands gripped the desk edge. Her knuckles turned white.

"Almost there, little one." His voice stayed soothing. "You are doing so perfectly. Daddy's good girl. My sweet baby girl."

The widest part popped inside. Her body closed around the narrower base. The plug settled fully. A heavy, constant fullness remained.

Lila panted. The sensation overwhelmed her. Full. Owned. Her ass throbbed around the toy in time with her heartbeat.

Dominic ran his hand over her cheeks again. He tapped the base of the plug lightly. The movement sent sparks through her.

"Now let's check how wet his girl became." His fingers moved lower. They slid through her soaked folds. "Completely drenched. The Trainer excites you."

Two thick fingers pushed into her pussy. They stretched her while the plug filled her ass. The dual sensation made her cry out.

"Please, Daddy," she begged. Her voice shook. "It feels too much. Too good."

He pumped his fingers steadily. His thumb found her swollen clit. Circles. Perfect pressure. Never stopping.

"You will come for me like this," he said. "With the Trainer inside you. With my fingers owning both your holes. Come now, good girl."

The orgasm hit hard. Her pussy contracted around his fingers. Waves rolled through her belly and down her legs. She shook violently against the desk.

Hot wetness flooded his hand. She moaned loudly. The contractions kept coming. Each one squeezed the plug tighter in her ass.

Dominic kept stroking her through every pulse. His fingers curled against that perfect spot. He drew the pleasure out until she saw stars.

Finally she slumped against the desk. Her legs trembled. Her breathing came in ragged gasps. The plug felt even more present now.

He withdrew his fingers slowly. Then he pulled her panties up carefully over the toy. The lace pressed the base snug against her.

Her skirt fell back into place. He helped her stand. His arms wrapped around her immediately. She melted into his chest.

The charcoal suit felt soft against her flushed cheek. His cock pressed hard against her stomach. He had grown very aroused watching her.

"You took the Trainer beautifully," he murmured against her hair. "Four stars now. And you will wear it through all your afternoon lessons without complaint."

Lila nodded against him. The fullness in her ass made her feel constantly aware of him. Of his control. Even when he was not touching her.

He kissed her forehead. His large hands rubbed her back in slow circles. The tenderness after the intensity made tears prick her eyes.

"Lessons begin in ten minutes," he said. "You will sit properly. You will focus. And every squirm will remind you who owns that pretty ass."

She shifted her weight. The plug moved inside her. A fresh wave of arousal sparked through her sensitive pussy.

Dominic led her to the door. His hand stayed at the small of her back. Protective. Possessive.

"Go now, baby girl. Daddy will check on you later. Perhaps earn another star if you behave perfectly with the Trainer inside you."

Lila walked down the hallway toward the classroom. Each step made the plug shift. It pressed deeper. Then shallower. The sensation never let her forget.

She entered the small lecture room. Three other young women in identical uniforms already sat at desks. They looked focused. Polite.

Lila chose a seat near the back. The moment her bottom touched the chair the plug pushed firmly inside her. She bit her lip to stay quiet.

The instructor began speaking about proper posture and etiquette. Lila tried to focus. Her notebook stayed open. Her pen hovered over the page.

But the fullness never stopped. Every small shift in her chair sent sparks through her. Her pussy grew wet again. The lace panties soaked it up.

She squirmed. Just slightly. The movement made the plug rub against sensitive places inside her. Heat flooded her face.

The lesson continued. She crossed her legs. Uncrossed them. The knee socks rubbed together. The Mary Janes felt too tight.

Her nipples stayed hard under the blouse. The lace bra offered no relief. Every breath reminded her of the orgasm she had on Dominic's desk.

She thought about the star chart. About the contract. About how quickly she had gone from independent executive to this.

A woman wearing a short pleated skirt with a plug in her ass. Sitting in lessons. Trying desperately not to moan in front of others.

The plug shifted again as she adjusted. Fresh wetness leaked from her. She pressed her thighs together tight.

The instructor asked a question. Lila answered softly. Her voice sounded smaller than before. More obedient.

Inside her head the whispers of resistance had almost gone silent. The fullness in her bottom spoke louder than any doubt.

She squirmed through the entire lesson. The Trainer did its job perfectly. Constant. Unyielding. A living reminder of Daddy's control.

By the end of the hour her pussy ached with fresh need. She had not touched herself. She had not come without permission.

But her body burned for more. For him. For whatever came next in this slow surrender.

The other women filed out. Lila stood carefully. The plug settled deeper with the change in position. She gasped softly.

Afternoon lessons had only just begun. And the real training had barely started.

She walked back toward her dorm with careful steps. The plug moved with every stride. Her uniform looked perfect on the outside.

No one could see what she carried inside her. But she felt it. Deeply. Completely.

Daddy's good girl. Filled and claimed. Ready for whatever he decided next.


Chapter 5: The First Accident

Lila pushed through the heavy door of the second lecture hall.

Her Mary Jane shoes clicked too loudly on the tile. The Trainer plug shifted inside her ass with every step. It pressed against new places and made her breath catch.

She kept her eyes down. The other women in their identical uniforms already sat at the long wooden desks. No one looked at her.

Lila chose a seat near the middle. She lowered herself carefully. The plug drove deeper as her weight settled. Her sore bottom stung against the hard chair.

Her lace panties felt sticky. The wetness from earlier still clung to her folds. Her pussy throbbed in time with the fullness in her ass.

The instructor began speaking. His voice was dry and steady. The lecture covered proper posture, silence, and complete obedience to the academy rules.

Lila tried to take notes. Her pen shook in her hand. The plug made every small movement feel sexual. Heat pooled low in her belly.

Minutes passed. Then more minutes. The lecture stretched on without break. Her bladder started to ache.

She crossed her legs. The knee socks rubbed together. The pressure from the plug pushed against her inside. It made the need to pee worse.

She bit her lip. A grown woman should control this. A former marketing executive did not have accidents. But her body no longer listened to that old voice.

The instructor kept talking. Lila squirmed in her seat. The plug rubbed her inner walls. Fresh slickness leaked from her pussy and mixed with the growing pressure.

Her hand pressed against her skirt. She squeezed her thighs tight. The need built higher. Sweat prickled along her spine.

She glanced at the clock. Thirty more minutes. Maybe longer. Her bladder felt full and heavy. The plug made it impossible to relax.

Lila breathed slowly through her nose. She repeated the rules in her head. Obey. Surrender. Be good for Daddy.

The words only made her wetter. Her clit swelled against the soaked lace. The dual sensations twisted together until she could not tell which ache was worse.

A small cramp hit her. She gasped softly. The woman next to her did not look over. Lila gripped the edge of the desk.

Warmth bloomed suddenly between her legs. She froze. No. Not here.

The hot stream started anyway. It soaked her lace panties in seconds. The wetness spread across her pussy and down her ass. It leaked onto the chair with a quiet sound.

Lila's face burned. She tried to stop the flow. Her muscles would not obey. More urine trickled out. The chair grew slick beneath her.

Tears filled her eyes. She was twenty-eight years old. She had run marketing campaigns for major brands. Now she sat in a schoolgirl skirt and pissed herself like a little girl.

The lecture continued. The instructor's voice never changed. Lila sat perfectly still. The wet heat cooled against her skin. Her panties clung to her like a second layer.

The plug felt even more obvious now. It sat inside her soaked hole while her own mess spread around it. Shame rolled through her in waves.

Her pussy clenched despite everything. The betrayal made fresh tears spill down her cheeks. Her body liked this. Her body wanted more of this loss of control.

The lecture finally ended. Chairs scraped around her. The other women stood and left without a word. Lila stayed seated. She could not move.

Heavy footsteps approached from the back of the hall. She knew that measured stride. Dominic had been watching.

He stopped beside her desk. His tailored charcoal suit looked flawless. His broad shoulders blocked the light from the tall windows.

"Baby girl," he said softly. His voice stayed calm. "What happened here?"

Lila could not look at him. More tears fell onto her white blouse. The wet patch under her skirt felt enormous now.

"I... I had an accident, Daddy," she whispered. The words came out small and broken. "The plug pressed too much. I couldn't hold it."

Dominic's large hand rested on her shoulder. The touch grounded her. He did not sound angry. Only steady and knowing.

"Stand up, little one. Daddy will take care of this."

She rose on shaky legs. Urine trickled down her inner thigh and soaked into her knee sock. The cool air hit her wet panties and made her shiver.

Dominic guided her from the room with one hand at her back. They walked down the hallway in silence. Her Mary Jane shoes left faint wet prints. The plug moved with each step and reminded her of her failure.

They reached her dorm room. He closed the door behind them with a quiet click. The sound felt final.

"Over to the changing mat, princess." He had placed one on her bed earlier that day. She had not noticed it before. Now it waited for her like it had always belonged there.

Lila climbed onto the bed. She lay on her back on the soft mat. Her pleated navy skirt rode up. The wet lace panties were completely exposed.

Dominic stood over her. His eyes moved across her body. He looked tender. Possessed. Aroused. The front of his suit pants showed a thick bulge.

"You are safe," he told her. "Accidents are part of your training. Your body is learning to let go. Daddy is right here."

She cried harder. The tears would not stop. The independent woman inside her screamed in humiliation. The smaller part of her only wanted his arms.

He lifted her skirt higher and tucked it around her waist. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her soaked panties. He pulled them down slowly over her knee socks and Mary Jane shoes.

The wet fabric left a trail along her thighs. Cool air touched her dripping pussy. The Trainer plug stayed seated tight. Its base glistened with her mess.

Dominic reached for a pack of wipes on the nightstand. He had prepared everything. Of course he had.

"Shh, baby girl. Let Daddy clean you." He wiped her inner thighs first. The cool cloth felt gentle. He moved higher and cleaned around her pussy with careful strokes.

Lila whimpered. The touch on her sensitive folds made her clit throb. Even now her body responded. Fresh slickness joined the urine on her skin.

He noticed. His breathing grew deeper. "Look at this pretty pussy. Still so wet for me. Your accident made you ache, didn't it?"

She nodded through her tears. "Yes, Daddy. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to."

He unfolded a thick disposable diaper. The plastic crinkled loudly in the quiet room. The sound sent a shiver through her. It looked so bulky. So white. So final.

"This is your first one, little one. You will wear it now. The Trainer stays inside you. The diaper will catch everything else."

He lifted her hips with one strong arm. The motion made the plug shift again. She moaned softly. He slid the diaper under her bottom and lowered her onto it.

The padding felt soft and strange against her sore, wet skin. He took the baby powder next. The sweet scent filled the air.

His large hand shook powder across her pussy and bottom. He rubbed it in with slow circles. His fingers brushed her clit on purpose. The touch made her hips jerk.

"Good girl," he murmured. The praise hit her like warm honey. "You are taking this so well. Crying and leaking for Daddy. Your body knows this is right."

Lila's tears kept falling. But her legs parted wider on their own. The powder made her skin feel silky. His fingers kept stroking. He circled her swollen clit with two fingers.

The pressure in her bladder had not fully eased. A small leak escaped while he touched her. It soaked into the diaper beneath her.

Dominic smiled. The expression was tender and dark at the same time. "There it is. Let it all out, princess. That is what the diaper is for."

He kept rubbing her. The powder turned slightly damp from her leaks and fresh arousal. His other hand pressed lightly on her lower belly. The gentle pressure made more warmth trickle out.

Lila cried and moaned at the same time. Shame and pleasure twisted together. Her clit pulsed under his fingers. The plug in her ass made every sensation deeper.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "It feels too much. I feel so small."

His fingers moved faster. He slid two inside her pussy while his thumb stayed on her clit. The stretch joined the fullness of the plug. She felt completely owned.

"You will come for me like this," he said. His voice stayed low and sure. "While you lie in your first diaper. While you cry from your accident. Come for Daddy, baby girl."

The orgasm built fast. Her walls clenched around his fingers. The plug pressed against them from the other side. Heat coiled tighter in her belly.

Lila's thighs trembled. Her Mary Jane shoes dug into the mat. She cried out as the peak hit.

Her pussy contracted hard. Waves rolled through her core. Hot wetness flooded his hand and soaked the diaper beneath her. The contractions pulled at the plug and made her ass throb too.

She gasped and shook. The orgasm lasted longer than any before. Each pulse sent fresh tears down her face. Pleasure and surrender mixed until she could not tell them apart.

Dominic stroked her through every spasm. His fingers curled against the perfect spot inside her. He milked her until the last weak flutter faded.

She lay limp on the changing mat. Her breathing came in shaky gasps. The diaper felt warm and wet now from her release and the small leaks.

He withdrew his fingers slowly. Then he folded the front of the diaper up between her legs. The thick padding cupped her pussy and pressed the plug even deeper.

The tapes ripped loudly as he fastened them. First one side. Then the other. The diaper hugged her hips snugly. It forced her thighs slightly apart.

The crinkle sounded with every small movement. Lila felt the bulk between her legs. It was thick. Heavy. Impossible to ignore.

Dominic pulled her pleated navy skirt back down over the diaper. The fabric hid it from sight but not from feel. The padding rustled under the skirt.

He wiped his hands and then stroked her hair. His touch felt gentle after the intensity. His cock still strained against his suit pants. She could see how much he enjoyed this.

"You did so well, my sweet girl," he said. "The first accident is always the hardest. But now you are protected. Daddy will keep you safe like this."

Lila lay on the changing mat. The warm wet padding pressed against her pussy. The Trainer stayed locked inside her ass beneath the diaper. Her tears slowed but the feeling of surrender grew deeper.

She felt small.

She felt owned.

She felt completely his.

Dominic sat beside her on the bed. His large hand rested on the front of her diaper. He pressed lightly and the crinkle filled the room.

"We are not done yet, baby girl. This is only the beginning of your training in diapers."
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Chapter 6: The Changing Ritual

Lila lay on her back on the changing mat. The wet diaper pressed warm and heavy against her pussy. Every breath made the padding shift and crinkle.

The Trainer plug sat deep inside her ass. It stretched her in a constant, full way. Her body felt limp and owned after the orgasm Dominic had pulled from her.

Tears still dried on her cheeks. Her white blouse clung to her skin. The pleated navy skirt lay bunched around her waist and the thick diaper.

Dominic sat right beside her on the bed. His charcoal suit looked perfect. His hand rested on the front of her soaked diaper and pressed down gently.

The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet dorm room. Lila shivered. Her clit throbbed against the wet padding.

"You wet more while you came for me, baby girl," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Daddy can feel it. The padding is saturated."

She looked up at him. Her chest felt tight. The old marketing executive inside her wanted to protest, but that voice had grown so small now.

"I could not hold it, Daddy," she whispered. "The plug pushed and my body just... let go."

His fingers traced the tapes of the diaper. He did not look angry. His eyes held that calm possession that made her melt every time.

"This is why you wear it now," he told her. "Little girls in training need protection. And Daddy needs to change you properly."

Lila's breath caught. Another small leak escaped her. The warmth spread through the already wet padding. She felt it soak deeper.

Her face burned. Yet her hips tilted up the smallest bit. Her body kept betraying her with fresh heat.

Dominic stood up slowly. He rolled his sleeves higher on his strong forearms. The movement made her stomach flutter.

He gathered the supplies from the nightstand. Wipes. Fresh powder. A new thick diaper. His cock strained hard against the front of his tailored pants.

Lila watched him. She felt so small on the mat. Her knee socks felt damp on her right leg. The Mary Jane shoes looked shiny and childish on her feet.

He returned to her. His large hands moved to the tapes on her diaper. He peeled them open one by one. The ripping sound filled the room.

The front of the diaper fell open. Cool air touched her wet pussy. The Trainer plug stayed visible between her cheeks, pressed deep by the soaked padding.

"You made quite a mess, princess," he said softly. There was no shame in his tone. Only care. "But that is what diapers are for. Daddy will clean every bit of you."

He lifted her hips with one arm. The motion pushed the plug deeper for a moment. She gasped. He slid the wet diaper out from under her.

The used padding landed in the small bin beside the bed. The sweet scent of powder mixed with her accident hung in the air.

Dominic took a wipe. He started at her inner thighs. The cloth felt cool and gentle. He wiped away the urine in slow, careful strokes.

Lila trembled. Her pussy was still swollen from the last orgasm. Each pass of the wipe made her clit twitch.

He cleaned higher. The wipe moved over her folds. She bit her lip. Fresh slickness joined the wetness he cleaned.

"Your body responds even now," he murmured. "Look how your clit peeks out. So pretty and needy for Daddy."

She closed her eyes. The words sank into her. The professional woman who once wore power suits now lay here with her legs open while her headmaster cleaned her like a baby girl.

He folded the wipe and used a fresh one. This time he focused on her ass. He circled the base of the Trainer plug.

"Time to remove this for a proper cleaning, little one," he said. "Breathe out for me."

His fingers gripped the base. He pulled slowly. The plug stretched her ring on the way out. Lila moaned long and low.

The toy left her body with a soft wet sound. Her ass felt empty for the first time in hours. The sudden loss made her whimper.

Dominic set the plug aside on a clean cloth. He wiped her thoroughly there too. The cool cloth soothed her tender skin.

She lay open and exposed. Her blouse rose and fell with quick breaths. Her breasts felt heavy inside the lace bra.

He picked up the plug again. He coated it with fresh lube. The clear gel shone in the light.

"Deep breath, baby girl. Daddy is putting the Trainer back where it belongs."

The tip pressed against her hole. It felt colder than before. She pushed out like he taught her. The plug slid inside inch by inch.

Lila gripped the edge of the mat. The stretch burned sweetly. Her pussy clenched around nothing. More wetness leaked from her.

"All the way in," Dominic said. His voice sounded thicker now. "There. Good girl. The Trainer is home again."

He tapped the base twice. The movement sent sparks through her belly. She moaned and her hips lifted.

His cock looked even harder in his pants. The outline was clear. She could see the shape of the head pressing against the fabric.

Dominic took the baby powder next. He shook it generously over her pussy and bottom. The sweet smell filled the room completely.

His big hand rubbed the powder in. He took his time. His fingers brushed her clit on every circle. She grew wetter despite the cleaning.

"Daddy," she breathed. The word slipped out full of need. "It feels so good when you touch me there."

He kept rubbing. The powder turned silky against her skin. Her bottom felt smooth and protected. Her pussy throbbed under his palm.

"You are not allowed to come yet," he told her firmly. "This change is about care, not reward. But Daddy loves how your body begs anyway."

She nodded even though disappointment flared. The denial only made her wetter. Her clit pulsed harder against his fingers.

He reached for the new diaper. The plastic crinkled loudly as he unfolded it. The sound sent a shiver straight to her core.

He lifted her hips again. The fresh padding slid under her. It felt thicker than the last one. Softer too.

Dominic brought the front up between her legs. The bulk pushed the Trainer even deeper inside her ass. She gasped at the pressure.

He taped it snugly. First the right side. Then the left. The diaper hugged her hips and forced her thighs apart just a little.

The crinkle sounded with every small movement she made. Lila felt the fresh thickness between her legs. It was impossible to ignore.

He pulled her pleated navy skirt back down over the new diaper. The fabric hid it but the bulk remained obvious. Her right knee sock still felt damp.

"Come here, princess," he said. He sat back against the headboard and opened his arms.

Lila sat up slowly. The fresh diaper crinkled loudly. The plug shifted inside her with the change in position. She crawled into his lap.

He settled her sideways across his thighs. Her head rested against his broad chest. The charcoal suit felt soft under her cheek.

His cock pressed hard against her bottom through the layers. She could feel its heat even through the diaper and his pants.

Dominic wrapped one arm around her back. His other hand rested on the front of her new diaper. He rubbed slow circles over the padding.

"You took your change so well," he praised. "No fighting. No hiding. Just surrender. That makes Daddy very proud."

The words hit her deep. Warmth spread through her chest. Tears pricked her eyes again but these felt different. They felt like release.

She thought about her old office. The deadlines. The pressure. The burnout that had sent her here seeking structure. None of that existed now.

Only this. Only Daddy's arms. Only the thick diaper between her legs and the plug he controlled.

"I feel so small," she confessed against his chest. "Like I really am your baby girl now."

His hand kept rubbing the diaper. The crinkle mixed with the sound of her breathing. His cock throbbed against her.

"You are my baby girl," he answered. "Completely. The contract made it official but your body chose it. Every wet accident. Every moan. Every time you call me Daddy."

Lila shifted in his lap. The movement pressed her breasts against him. Her nipples had stayed hard since the cleaning.

Dominic noticed. His large hand moved up to her blouse. He unbuttoned it slowly. The tear-stained fabric parted.

He pulled the lace bra cups down. Her full breasts spilled free. The cool air made her nipples tighten even more.

"So beautiful," he murmured. His thumb brushed one stiff peak. "These are mine too, little one."

He lowered his head. His mouth closed over her right nipple. He sucked gently at first. Then deeper.

Lila gasped. The sensation shot straight to her pussy. She held his head to her chest without thinking. Her fingers threaded through his hair.

He suckled steadily. His tongue swirled around the hard bud. Soft wet sounds filled the room. His breathing grew heavier.

She felt his cock twitch against her diapered bottom. He was getting more aroused from nursing her. The knowledge made her dizzy with need.

"Daddy," she moaned. "Please. My pussy feels empty even with the plug."

He switched to her left breast. He sucked harder this time. His hand returned to the front of her diaper and pressed the padding against her clit.

The thick material rubbed her through the powder. She rocked against his hand. The crinkle grew louder with each movement.

He lifted his mouth from her breast just long enough to speak. "You may come, baby girl. But only while Daddy nurses. Show me how much you need this."

His mouth returned to her nipple. He sucked with perfect rhythm. His hand rubbed faster over the diaper.

Lila's thighs trembled. The plug in her ass and the thick padding against her clit created the perfect storm. Heat coiled tight in her belly.

Her breath came in short gasps. She held his head tighter to her chest. Her breasts felt heavy and sensitive in his mouth.

The orgasm built slowly this time. It grew from deep inside her. Every suck on her nipple sent sparks lower.

"I'm close, Daddy," she whispered. "So close."

He did not stop. His hand pressed firmer. The diaper crinkled nonstop. His cock throbbed steadily against her.

The peak crashed over her. Lila cried out. Her pussy contracted hard inside the fresh diaper. Waves of pleasure rolled through her core.

She shook in his lap. The contractions squeezed the Trainer plug rhythmically. Hot wetness flooded the padding again as she came.

Dominic kept sucking her nipple through every pulse. His hand never stopped rubbing her. He drew the orgasm out until she saw white behind her eyelids.

Finally the spasms faded. She slumped against him. Her breasts glistened with his saliva. Her new diaper felt warm and wet once more.

He lifted his head. His lips looked slightly swollen. His eyes had gone dark with lust. A small wet spot showed on the front of his pants where his cock had leaked.

"Good girl," he said. The praise wrapped around her like a blanket. "You came so hard for Daddy while he nursed. Look at you. Flushed and wet and perfect."

Lila buried her face in his neck. The emotional weight settled over her. She had wet herself twice. She had come in a diaper while he changed her and nursed from her breasts.

She felt completely dependent. And completely safe.

His arms tightened around her. One hand stroked her hair. The other rested possessively on her padded bottom.

"This is what you needed all along," he told her. "Structure. Care. A Daddy to handle everything you cannot control anymore."

She nodded against his skin. The fresh diaper crinkled softly. The Trainer kept her full and aware of his ownership.

Outside the dorm room, the academy continued its quiet routines. But in here, nothing else existed except his arms and her surrender.

Dominic kissed the top of her head. His voice dropped even lower.

"Tomorrow we begin the next phase, baby girl. But for now, just let Daddy hold you like this."

She melted deeper into his lap. The thick padding between her legs. The plug inside her. His steady heartbeat under her ear.

For the first time in years, Lila felt truly at peace.
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Chapter 7: Nursery Wings

Dominic shifted beneath her.

His strong arms lifted Lila from his lap. She blinked slowly, her body still limp from the climax that had soaked her fresh diaper. The wet padding clung heavily between her thighs. Every small movement made it squish against her swollen pussy.

"We are not staying here tonight, baby girl," he said. His voice stayed low and calm. "Daddy has a special place to show you."

Lila stood on unsteady legs. Her unbuttoned blouse hung open. The lace bra cups remained pulled down, leaving her breasts exposed to the cool dorm air. Her nipples still glistened from his mouth. The thick diaper sagged under her pleated navy skirt. The Trainer plug sat deep inside her ass, pressing against new places as she found her balance.

She looked up at him.

Her cheeks flushed deeper. The right knee sock still felt damp against her skin. Her shiny black Mary Jane shoes clicked once as she shifted her weight. The crinkle of the saturated diaper filled the quiet room.

Dominic smoothed her skirt down over the bulky padding. His large hands lingered on her hips. He fastened two buttons on her blouse but left the rest open. Then he took her small hand in his.

"Come with me," he said simply.

They stepped into the hallway. The academy corridors stretched long and dimly lit. Lila walked beside him. Her steps were careful and small. The wet diaper shifted with every movement. The plastic backing rubbed against her sensitive skin. The Trainer plug moved inside her too. It sent little sparks through her belly with each stride.

She felt tiny next to his broad frame. His tailored charcoal suit looked perfect as always. The small wet spot on his pants from earlier had dried, but the outline of his hard cock still showed. Lila's face burned. Anyone they passed might hear her crinkle. But Dominic squeezed her hand. His calm presence made her keep walking.

They turned down a narrow corridor she had never seen. A heavy door waited at the end. Dominic pressed his keycard to the panel. It clicked open.

"This is the Nursery Wing," he told her. "Only special girls come here. Girls who have surrendered like you."

The door shut behind them with a soft thud. The air changed immediately. It smelled sweet, like baby powder and warm lavender. Soft pastel walls glowed under gentle lights. The carpet felt thick under her Mary Jane shoes. No other footsteps echoed here. This part of the academy stayed hidden.

Lila's breath caught.

Her diaper felt even heavier now. The wetness had cooled slightly during their walk, but her pussy still throbbed inside it. The plug kept her constantly aware of his control. She squeezed Dominic's hand tighter. Part of her wanted to ask questions. The old marketing executive inside her wondered what came next. But that voice stayed quiet. She only wanted to follow him.

He led her deeper into the wing. They passed a large changing table with supplies neatly arranged. Then a tall wooden crib with soft rails. A rocking chair sat in the corner beside a small fridge. Everything looked made for someone small. Someone who needed complete care.

Dominic stopped in the center of the main room. He turned to face her. His eyes moved over her body slowly. Possessive. Proud. Aroused.

"Time to get you properly dressed for this space, princess," he said. "That academy skirt does not belong in the nursery."

He reached for her waist. His fingers unfastened her pleated navy skirt. The fabric slid down her legs and pooled at her Mary Jane shoes. Lila stepped out of it. The thick diaper now sat fully exposed. Its white padding looked puffy and obvious. The tapes held everything snug against her hips. The Trainer plug pushed the back of the diaper out slightly.

Dominic unbuttoned the rest of her blouse. He slipped it off her shoulders. Then he reached behind her and unclasped her lace bra. It fell away completely. Her full breasts hung free. Her nipples tightened again in the nursery air.

She stood before him in only her knee socks, shiny shoes, and the wet diaper. The plug shifted as she trembled. Heat pooled in her belly once more.

"You look perfect like this," he murmured. "But Daddy has something softer for his baby girl."

He opened a drawer and pulled out a pastel pink onesie. The fabric felt incredibly soft when he held it against her skin. It had short sleeves and snap closures at the crotch. The color made her feel even smaller. Lila swallowed hard. This was real. This was the next step.

Dominic helped her step into the onesie. He pulled it up her legs. The material slid over the bulky diaper without resistance. He guided her arms through the sleeves. Then he brought the front together over her bare breasts. His fingers worked the snaps at her crotch one by one. Each click locked the thick padding firmly against her pussy and ass.

The onesie hugged her body. It pressed the wet diaper even closer. The Trainer felt bigger now, trapped inside her by the soft fabric. Lila looked down. The pastel color covered her from neck to crotch. Only her knee socks and Mary Jane shoes showed below.

Her heart raced.

She felt completely different. The professional woman who once led meetings had vanished. In her place stood a regressed girl in a onesie and diaper. Dominic's girl.

He smiled at her. The expression held tenderness and dark satisfaction. His cock strained harder against his suit pants. The outline looked thicker now. A fresh bead of pre-cum had started to darken the fabric again.

"Sit with Daddy," he said. He lowered himself into the wide rocking chair and opened his arms.

Lila climbed into his lap. The onesie crinkled over the diaper as she settled sideways against his chest. His broad shoulders supported her completely. One of his arms wrapped around her back. The other rested on the front of her padded crotch. He rubbed slow circles there. The thick material muffled the sound but she still felt every press against her clit.

"You have done so well today," he praised. His voice rumbled under her ear. "Two accidents. Two orgasms in your diaper. Complete surrender to your plug. You earned this next step."

Lila hid her face in his neck. The praise made her pussy clench. Fresh wetness leaked into the already saturated padding. The Trainer seemed to throb in response.

Dominic reached to the small fridge beside the chair. He took out a baby bottle filled with warm milk. The nipple looked soft and large. He shook it gently, then brought it to her lips.

"Open for Daddy," he commanded softly. "Drink it all down like a good girl."

Lila parted her lips. The rubber nipple slid into her mouth. She started to suck. Warm milk flowed across her tongue. The taste was sweet and soothing. She drank steadily. Each pull made her feel smaller. Safer. More owned.

His hand kept rubbing the front of her onesie. The pressure built against her clit through the wet diaper. Slow. Deliberate. Teasing. Lila moaned around the bottle. The sound came out muffled and needy.

"That's it," he whispered. "Suck your milk while Daddy touches what belongs to him."

The rocking chair moved gently. Back and forth. The motion pressed her body against his hand in a steady rhythm. Her breasts felt heavy inside the onesie. Her nipples rubbed against the soft fabric with each rock. Milk filled her belly while arousal filled her core.

She sucked harder.

The plug in her ass shifted with the chair's movement. It rubbed her inner walls and made the fullness feel sexual. Her clit swelled against the padding. Dominic's fingers found the exact spot through the layers. He circled it with firm pressure.

Lila's breathing changed. The bottle nipple stayed between her lips. Milk dribbled slightly from the corner of her mouth. She did not care. Her hips started to rock on their own. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with the creak of the chair.

Dominic's cock throbbed against her bottom. She could feel its heat even through his pants and her padding. His breathing grew heavier too. The sound of his arousal made her wetter. His control stayed perfect, but his body showed how much he loved this.

"You will ask permission to come," he said. His voice stayed low. "Not yet, baby girl. Keep drinking. Let the need build."

She whimpered around the bottle. The milk continued to flow. Her belly grew warm and full. The denial made her clit pulse desperately. His fingers never stopped their slow circles. The wet diaper squelched softly under his touch. The sound was humiliating and perfect.

Minutes passed like this. The rocking never stopped. Her sucking never stopped. The pressure inside her climbed higher. Her thighs trembled. The onesie felt tighter across her breasts. Her nipples ached for his mouth again.

"Please, Daddy," she mumbled around the nipple. Milk spilled down her chin. "I need to come. Please let me come."

His hand pressed firmer. Two fingers rubbed directly over her clit through the soaked padding. The Trainer plug felt like it swelled inside her ass. Every rock of the chair drove it deeper.

"Now, little one," he finally said. "Come for Daddy while you finish your milk. Show me how deep your surrender goes."

The orgasm hit her like a wave. Lila cried out around the bottle. Her pussy contracted hard inside the diaper. Strong pulses squeezed the wet padding. Hot fluid flooded the material again. The contractions pulled at the Trainer plug and made her ass clench around it too.

She shook in his lap. Her whole body trembled. The onesie stretched across her heaving chest. Milk continued to flow into her mouth as she moaned. The climax rolled through her in long, powerful waves. Each one made her toes curl inside her Mary Jane shoes. The wet heat spread everywhere between her legs.

Dominic kept rubbing her through it. His hand never slowed. He drew every spasm out until she felt drained and floating. His own cock twitched hard against her. A low groan escaped him. The sound showed his pleasure at her release. His chest rose and fell faster under her cheek.

"Good girl," he said at last. The words sank into her bones. "Such a good girl for Daddy."

Lila finished the last of the milk. The bottle emptied with a soft suck. He pulled it from her lips and set it aside. Then he reached for a pacifier from the table beside the chair. The pink rubber bulb looked similar in size to the bottle nipple. He slipped it into her mouth without asking.

She accepted it immediately. Her lips closed around it. She sucked gently. The pacifier soothed her in a new way. It kept her quiet and small while the aftershocks of her orgasm faded.

Dominic stood up with her still in his arms. He carried her easily across the room. The crib waited with its wooden rails and soft mattress. He lowered her into it carefully. The onesie crinkled as she settled on her back. The thick wet diaper spread her legs slightly. The Trainer kept her full and owned.

He pulled a light blanket over her. His large hand stroked her hair. Then he snapped the side rail into place. The click sounded final and safe.

Lila looked up at him through the bars. The pacifier bobbed gently in her mouth. Her eyes felt heavy. The nursery lights had dimmed automatically. The plug, the wet diaper, the soft onesie, and the milk in her belly all worked together to pull her deeper into surrender.

This was where she belonged now.

Dominic leaned over the rail. His calm eyes held hers.

"Rest now, my perfect little one. This crib is yours. Tomorrow Daddy will take you even further."

She sucked the pacifier slowly. The wooden bars cast gentle shadows across her body. The wet padding cooled against her sensitive pussy. Peace settled over her completely. No deadlines. No pressure. Only his rules and his care.

Her eyes drifted closed. The last thing she felt was the deep comfort of total surrender in her new nursery home.


Chapter 8: The Hidden Egg

The crib rail lowered with a sudden click. Lila startled awake, her body still heavy from deep sleep. The pink pacifier stayed between her lips. She sucked it slowly without thinking.

Warm milk sat full in her belly. The wet diaper pressed heavy and cool between her thighs. The Trainer plug filled her ass with constant pressure. Her pastel pink onesie hugged everything tight.

Dominic leaned over the crib. His charcoal suit fit him perfectly. A fresh wet spot marked the front of his pants where his cock strained.

"Good morning, baby girl," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Daddy hopes you slept well in your new crib."

Lila looked up at him through the bars. Peace still floated through her from last night. The old marketing executive felt far away now. Only his baby girl remained.

He reached down and lifted her out with strong arms. She felt tiny against his broad chest. Her Mary Jane shoes dangled as he carried her to the changing table.

The right knee sock still felt damp against her skin. Every shift made the soaked diaper crinkle. The plug moved deeper inside her with each step he took.

Dominic sat her on the padded table. His large hands worked the snaps of her onesie open. Cool air touched her bare thighs. He peeled the fabric up to her chest.

"Time to check my girl," he murmured. One hand pressed firmly against the front of her diaper. The padding squished under his palm. "Still very wet. That makes Daddy happy."

Lila's face grew hot. She pulled the pacifier from her mouth with a soft pop. "I couldn't help it, Daddy. The milk and the plug made me leak all night."

He smiled that calm smile. His fingers traced the swollen shape of her pussy through the plastic. Fresh heat pooled where he touched. Her clit throbbed against the wet material.

"You do not need to help it anymore," he told her. "That is why Daddy puts you in thick diapers. Now we have a special day ahead. A group lesson with the other girls who are learning to surrender."

Her heart beat faster. The thought of sitting with others while this full and wet made her pussy clench. The Trainer plug reminded her of his control with every squeeze.

Dominic opened the tapes of her diaper. The ripping sound filled the nursery. Cool air hit her swollen folds. Her clit stood out, red and needy from the night of orgasms.

He cleaned her carefully with warm wipes. Each stroke made her tremble. The plug stayed seated deep in her ass. He wiped around its base without removing it.

"Your body looks so pretty when it is used like this," he said. His voice held that possessive warmth. "Swollen. Marked by Daddy's training. But we need to add something new before your lesson."

Lila watched him reach into a drawer. He pulled out a smooth pink egg. It looked small but powerful. A thin cord attached to a remote control in his other hand.

"This is the Hidden Egg, princess. It goes inside your diaper right against your clit. You will wear it during the entire lesson. Daddy will control it from across the room."

She swallowed hard. The professional woman inside her wanted to protest. The little girl only felt a rush of slick heat leak from her pussy.

"Will I have to stay quiet, Daddy?" she whispered.

"Completely quiet," he confirmed. "Good girls do not make sounds in class. Even when their bodies betray them. Even when they get close to coming in front of everyone."

He coated the egg with a thin layer of clear gel. Then he slid it carefully into the clean diaper he had unfolded beneath her. He positioned the smooth surface directly against her sensitive clit. The weight of it felt wicked.

The new diaper crinkled as he brought it up between her legs. He taped it snug on both sides. The egg pressed firmly against her now. Every small movement made it rub her just right.

Dominic snapped her onesie closed again. The soft fabric trapped the egg exactly where he wanted it. Her thighs could not close all the way because of the thick padding.

He lifted her off the table and set her on her feet. The egg shifted against her clit. She gasped softly. Her knees felt weak already.

"Walk for Daddy," he commanded. "I want to see how it feels."

Lila took three careful steps. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet nursery. The egg rubbed her clit with every movement. The Trainer plug filled her from behind. Heat built fast between her legs.

"It feels... intense, Daddy," she admitted. Her voice shook. "Like I might not be able to hide what it does to me."

His hand cupped her padded bottom. He gave it a gentle squeeze. "That is the point, little one. Your body belongs to me. Today it will prove it in front of the others."

He took her small hand in his. They left the nursery together. The hallway felt longer than before. Her shiny Mary Jane shoes clicked on the floor. The onesie made her look exactly like what she had become.

They entered a small classroom at the end of the hidden wing. Five other women sat on cushioned chairs. All of them wore similar onesies in soft colors. Their faces showed the same mix of shame and need that Lila felt.

The women were all adults. All over twenty-five. None of them met her eyes for long.

Dominic guided Lila to an empty chair in the middle of the group. She lowered herself onto it carefully. The egg pressed harder against her clit as she sat. The wet sounds from her fresh diaper were barely hidden by the cushion.

"Today's lesson is about patience and control," Dominic announced. He stood at the front of the room. His broad shoulders filled his tailored jacket. The remote stayed hidden in his hand. "You will listen silently. No talking. No squirming too obviously. Understood?"

A quiet chorus of "Yes, Sir" came from the women. Lila added her own soft reply. Her hands gripped the edge of her chair.

The lesson began. Dominic spoke about structure and surrender. His voice stayed calm and deep. Lila tried to focus on his words. The egg remained still for now.

Five minutes passed. Then the first buzz hit.

The egg came alive against her clit with a low, steady vibration. Lila's thighs clenched together. The sudden stimulation made her pussy flood with fresh wetness. She bit the inside of her cheek to stay silent.

The vibration stopped after ten seconds. She breathed out slowly. Her face felt flushed. The other women looked straight ahead. None of them knew what was happening inside her diaper.

Another minute passed. The egg activated again. This time the pattern was faster. It pulsed against her swollen clit in short bursts. Heat coiled tight in her belly. Her nipples hardened against the soft onesie fabric.

Lila kept her eyes on Dominic. He watched her with that perfect calm. His cock pressed visibly against the front of his pants. The wet spot from earlier had grown larger. He enjoyed this. The knowledge made her wetter.

The vibrations stopped. She let out a shaky breath. Her clit throbbed painfully now. The Trainer plug felt bigger inside her ass. Every tiny shift in her seat rubbed the egg against her most sensitive spot.

She thought about her old life. Conference calls. Tight deadlines. Power suits that never crinkled. That woman would have been horrified. This new Lila only wanted to please Daddy. Even if it meant coming in front of strangers without a sound.

The egg turned on a third time. Stronger now. The vibrations traveled through her clit and into her core. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing. Slickness soaked the fresh diaper. The padding grew warm and heavy again.

Lila's legs started to tremble. She pressed her lips together tightly. A small whimper almost escaped. She swallowed it down. Her hands gripped the chair until her knuckles turned white.

"Good girls stay quiet," Dominic said from the front. His eyes locked on hers for a moment. The words felt meant only for her. "They let their bodies be controlled without protest."

The egg kept buzzing. The pressure built higher. Her orgasm hovered just out of reach. She rocked her hips the smallest amount. The movement only made it worse.

The vibrations stopped again. Lila nearly cried out in frustration. Her chest rose and fell fast. Sweat beaded on her forehead. The other women shifted in their seats, but none seemed to notice her struggle.

Dominic continued the lesson as if nothing was happening. He walked slowly between the chairs. When he passed behind Lila, his hand brushed her shoulder. The touch felt electric.

The egg activated for the fourth time. This pattern was relentless. Constant strong vibration with no breaks. Lila's mouth fell open slightly. She fought to keep any sound inside.

Her clit felt like it was on fire. Pleasure spiked through her pussy in waves. The plug in her ass made everything feel fuller. More intense. Her belly tightened. The milk from last night sloshed gently with her shallow breaths.

She was going to come. Right here. In front of everyone. Without permission.

Lila looked at Dominic with desperate eyes. He met her gaze and gave one small nod. The permission she needed.

The orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy contracted hard inside the thick diaper. Strong pulses squeezed around the egg and the Trainer plug. Hot wetness flooded the padding in several long spurts. She kept her mouth shut tight. Only tiny gasps escaped through her nose.

Her thighs shook uncontrollably. The onesie stretched across her heaving breasts. Her nipples rubbed against the fabric with every contraction. The pleasure rolled through her in deep waves that made her vision blur.

Dominic watched her the entire time. His cock looked painfully hard in his suit pants. The wet spot had spread noticeably. He took visible pleasure in her silent struggle.

The vibrations continued through her climax. They drew it out longer than she could handle. Another smaller wave hit her. More wetness leaked into the diaper. The crinkle of the padding sounded deafening to her own ears.

Finally the egg stopped. Lila slumped in her chair. Her body felt limp and used. The aftershocks made her pussy flutter weakly. The Hidden Egg stayed pressed against her oversensitive clit. Ready for more.

She looked around at the other women. They still stared straight ahead. None of them knew she had just come in her diaper. The secret made her feel owned in a whole new way.

Dominic returned to the front of the room. His calm voice continued the lesson. But his eyes kept returning to her. Dark. Proud. Aroused.

Lila sat very still. The wet diaper sagged heavier between her legs now. The egg waited inside it. The Trainer plug kept her ass stretched and full. Her onesie hid everything from view.

She felt small. Exposed. Completely under his control.

The lesson continued. Dominic's finger hovered over the remote again. Lila's breath caught in her throat.

"Be a good girl and stay quiet for Daddy," he said softly. His eyes burned into hers across the room. "We are only getting started."

The egg buzzed back to life against her exhausted clit. Lila gripped her chair and prepared to obey.


Chapter 9: Doctor Daddy

The egg slammed into a brutal rhythm against Lila's clit.

Her thighs locked together under the pastel pink onesie. The wet diaper squished louder with every tiny shift. She stared at the floor and counted her breaths so she would not scream.

Dominic's voice rolled on at the front of the room. Calm. Steady. Perfect. The other women sat like statues. None of them knew the Hidden Egg was tearing her apart.

Heat coiled tighter in her belly. Her swollen pussy fluttered around nothing. The Trainer plug stretched her ass with every clench. She bit the inside of her cheek until she tasted copper.

Another orgasm ripped through her without warning.

Her walls squeezed hard. Hot spurts of wetness flooded the already soaked padding. Her nipples scraped the soft fabric of the onesie with every shaky breath. She kept her mouth shut. Only a tiny whimper escaped through her nose.

The vibration did not stop.

It dragged the climax out until her vision blurred. Her legs trembled so hard the Mary Jane shoes scraped the floor. Fresh shame burned across her face. She had come again in front of everyone and stayed perfectly silent.

The lesson finally ended.

"Class dismissed," Dominic said. His tone stayed even, but his eyes locked on her. The other women stood and filed out quietly. Their own onesies crinkled as they left. Lila stayed glued to her chair, chest heaving.

Dominic walked straight to her.

He clicked the remote. The egg went dead against her oversensitive clit. The sudden silence felt louder than the buzzing. He slid one large hand under her chin and lifted her face.

"You were perfect, baby girl," he murmured. "Four times in front of the others and not a single sound. Daddy is very proud."

Lila's eyes filled with tears. Not from pain. From the warm rush that filled her chest when he said those words. The old marketing executive who once ran campaigns was gone. Only his little girl remained.

He slipped the remote into his pocket and scooped her into his arms. Her wet diaper sagged heavily between her legs. The Trainer plug shifted deeper as he carried her. She tucked her face against his neck and breathed in the clean scent of his suit.

They left the classroom.

The hallway to the Nursery Wing felt longer this time. Her right knee sock was still damp against her skin. Every step made the soaked padding rub her raw clit. Dominic's cock pressed hard against her bottom through his charcoal pants. The wet spot had grown again. She could feel the heat of it.

He carried her straight to the exam room at the far end of the nursery.

Soft lights glowed above a padded medical table. Metal stirrups waited at the end. A tray held latex gloves, a bottle of clear lubricant, and a thick glass thermometer. The air smelled like baby powder and antiseptic. Lila's stomach flipped with fresh nerves.

Dominic set her on the edge of the table.

"Time for a full checkup, princess. Doctor Daddy needs to see exactly how your body is responding to the training."

Lila swallowed hard. The word Doctor made her pussy clench around the plug. She watched him roll up his sleeves with deliberate movements. His forearms looked strong and veined. His cock strained visibly against the front of his trousers.

He reached for the snaps at her crotch.

Each plastic click sounded loud in the quiet room. He peeled the pastel pink onesie open and pushed the fabric up to her chest. Her bare breasts spilled free. Her nipples stood tight and dark. He let the onesie bunch there, leaving her exposed from neck to thighs.

"Lie back," he ordered softly.

She obeyed. The padded table felt cool against her back. Dominic lifted her Mary Jane shoes and guided her feet into the stirrups. The position spread her legs wide. The thick wet diaper stretched between her open thighs. The bulge of the Trainer showed clearly at the back.

He pulled on a pair of white latex gloves. The snap of the material made her jump.

"Such a good girl for staying still," he praised. His voice stayed clinical but warm. "Now let's see what we have here."

He found the tapes of her diaper and ripped them open one by one. Cool air hit her overheated skin. The saturated padding fell away like a heavy book. The Hidden Egg sat slick and shiny against her puffy clit. Her pussy lips looked swollen and dark red. A string of wetness stretched from her folds to the diaper.

Dominic removed the egg first.

He set it on the tray. Then his gloved fingers traced around the base of the black plug still seated deep in her ass.

"The Trainer looks well seated," he said. "But Doctor Daddy needs to check inside."

He gripped the base and pulled slowly. Lila moaned as the thickest part stretched her rim. The plug came free with a wet pop. Her hole fluttered open for a second before clenching shut. Dominic held the plug up to the light. It glistened with lube and her juices.

"Very good. No damage. Your body is learning to accept what belongs inside it."

He set the plug aside and picked up the bottle of lubricant. The clear gel made a wet sound as he squeezed it onto two gloved fingers. Lila's breath came faster. She felt small on the table. Exposed. Completely at his mercy.

"This is for your temperature, little one."

He spread her cheeks with one hand. The tip of the thick glass thermometer pressed against her tight hole. It felt cold. He pushed steadily. The glass slid inside her ass inch by inch. Lila gasped. The fullness reminded her of the plug but different. More clinical. More exposing.

The thermometer settled deep.

"Keep breathing, baby girl. Ten minutes."

Dominic did not step back. Instead he moved closer between her spread legs. His gloved fingers returned to her open pussy. He traced her swollen lips with clinical care. Two fingers parted her folds. He circled her clit slowly.

"Your pussy is extremely engorged today," he observed. His voice stayed calm and professional. "The Hidden Egg performed well. Significant wetness. Strong contractions during your silent orgasms. This is exactly what we want to see."

Lila whimpered. The thermometer felt huge inside her ass. His fingers felt even better on her clit. He stroked her with slow, measured circles. Every pass made her hips twitch. She fought the urge to beg.

"Please, Daddy..."

"Not yet." He slid one finger inside her dripping channel. "Doctor Daddy is still examining you. I need to feel how tight you get when you're edged."

He pumped the finger slowly. In and out. The latex made soft wet sounds. His thumb kept perfect pressure on her clit. Lila's breasts rose and fell faster. Her nipples ached. The onesie bunched under her chin made her feel even more like a patient. Like property.

Her internal walls squeezed around his finger. The thermometer shifted deeper with every clench. Pleasure coiled tighter in her belly. She was close already. The multiple orgasms in class had left her clit raw and desperate.

Dominic added a second finger.

He curled them against the front wall of her pussy and stroked that perfect spot. His other hand rested on her lower belly. The pressure made the thermometer feel even more present.

"Your temperature is climbing nicely," he said. "And your pussy is producing more slick. Your body knows it belongs to me now. It doesn't fight anymore."

Lila's hands fisted the sides of the table. The latex gloves made everything feel distant and controlled. His calm voice made it worse. Or better. She could not tell anymore. All she knew was the slow burn between her legs and the glass rod filling her ass.

She thought about her old office. The woman who once wore sharp suits and gave presentations. That woman would never lie on an exam table with her diaper open and a thermometer in her ass while her Daddy fingered her.

That woman was dead.

This Lila only wanted to be good.

"Please, Doctor Daddy," she whispered. The title slipped out before she could stop it. "I need to come. I'm so close."

His fingers slowed but did not stop.

"Not yet, princess. I want to watch you hold it while the thermometer finishes its work. Good girls wait for permission."

He kept edging her with perfect control. Every time her breathing changed and her pussy started to flutter harder, he eased off. The denial hurt in the sweetest way. Her clit throbbed angrily. Fresh wetness leaked down to the open diaper beneath her.

Minutes stretched.

The thermometer stayed buried inside her. Dominic's fingers never left her pussy. He alternated between slow pumps and gentle circles on her clit. His cock strained against his tailored pants the entire time. The wet spot had grown into a noticeable dark circle. He was breathing heavier too. His own arousal showed in the slight flush on his neck.

Lila felt the next orgasm building like a wave she could not stop.

Her thighs shook in the stirrups. The Mary Jane shoes pointed toward the ceiling. The wet diaper crinkled under her bottom every time she twitched. The onesie felt too tight across her breasts. Her nipples stood out like pebbles.

Dominic leaned over her. His broad shoulders blocked the light. He looked straight into her eyes while his fingers worked her closer to the edge again.

"Almost done with the reading, baby girl. You're taking this exam so well. Your body is honest even when your mind still tries to hide."

The praise sank into her like warm honey. Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers. The thermometer shifted. She was right there. One more stroke and she would come whether he allowed it or not.

He stopped moving his hand.

The sudden stillness made her cry out softly. Her hips chased his fingers but he kept them perfectly still inside her. The edge hurt. It burned. It made her feel owned in a brand new way.

Dominic checked the thermometer.

"Very good temperature," he said. "Exactly what I expected from a girl who has surrendered this deeply."

He left the glass rod inside her. Did not pull it out. The diaper stayed open beneath her spread legs. The onesie remained unsnapped and bunched at her chest. Her breasts rose and fell with every heavy breath. Her pussy glistened under the lights. The Trainer plug waited on the tray beside the egg.

Lila lay there exposed and trembling.

Her mind floated in soft, submissive fog. The clinical exam had stripped away another layer of her old self. She breathed heavily in the quiet nursery, waiting for whatever Doctor Daddy would do next.

Dominic peeled off one glove. His bare hand rested on her thigh.

"We're not finished with your checkup yet, little one."

End of Chapter 9


Chapter 10: Bound Little Girl

Lila lay exposed on the padded medical table. Her legs stayed locked in the cold stirrups. The thick glass thermometer stretched her ass deep and full.

She breathed in short gasps. Her pussy throbbed openly. Slick leaked steadily onto the saturated diaper beneath her.

Dominic stood between her spread thighs. His charcoal suit looked flawless. The dark wet spot on his pants had grown larger.

He wrapped his fingers around the thermometer. He pulled it out inch by inch. Her hole clenched at the slow withdrawal.

A soft moan escaped her lips. The empty feeling made her feel smaller. She stared up at him through heavy lashes.

"Such a good girl for Doctor Daddy," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Your body took that so well."

Lila felt the submissive fog settle deeper. The old marketing executive seemed like a distant memory. Only his little girl existed now.

He set the thermometer on the tray. His bare hand stroked her inner thigh. The touch sent fresh shivers through her.

Her breasts rose and fell. Her nipples stayed hard and aching. The bunched onesie at her chest made her feel even more exposed.

Dominic removed her feet from the stirrups. He lifted her easily into his arms. She felt tiny against his broad chest.

He carried her across the nursery. The crib waited with its sturdy bars. He lowered her gently onto the soft mattress inside.

The open wet diaper stayed under her bottom. Her Mary Jane shoes dangled from her feet. The right knee sock still felt damp.

Dominic reached for the soft velvet-lined restraints. He secured her right wrist to the crib bar. The velvet felt gentle but unyielding.

He did the same with her left wrist. Then he moved to her ankles. Her legs spread wide and helpless.

Lila tested the bonds. They held her firmly in place. She could not close her legs or shift away.

Her heart pounded hard. Fresh wetness dripped from her swollen pussy. The restraints made everything feel more intense.

"You look so beautiful like this, baby girl," Dominic said. He picked up the pink egg from the tray. "All bound for Daddy."

He turned the egg on high. The strong buzz filled the quiet nursery. He pressed it directly against her raw clit.

The vibration hit her like lightning. Her body jerked against the restraints. Pleasure spiked through her core immediately.

"Oh Daddy," she gasped. "It's too much. Too strong."

He kept the egg in place. His other hand cupped her exposed breast. He rolled her nipple between his fingers.

"You can take it," he murmured. "Daddy loves seeing you desperate. Your pretty face when you need to cum so badly."

Lila pulled at the velvet straps. Her hips tried to buck but could not move. The high intensity buzzed relentlessly against her clit.

Heat built fast in her belly. Her pussy clenched around nothing. She felt the orgasm rushing toward her.

"Please," she whispered. "Please let me cum, Daddy."

He pulled the egg away at the last second. The denial burned through her. Her clit pulsed angrily in the open air.

Lila whimpered. Tears gathered in her eyes. The restraints kept her spread and helpless.

Dominic watched her closely. His cock strained hard against his suit pants. The wet spot spread further.

He breathed a little heavier now. His own arousal showed in the flush on his neck. He enjoyed her struggle.

"Look at you," he said softly. "So wet and needy. Your pussy is dripping for Daddy."

He pressed the egg back against her clit. The high vibration returned immediately. Her body tensed in the crib.

She moaned louder this time. The restraints made soft sounds as she pulled. Her breasts jiggled with each shaky breath.

Dominic leaned down. He took one hard nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently while the egg buzzed against her.

The dual sensation overwhelmed her. His warm mouth on her breast sent sparks down her body. The egg drove her right to the edge again.

Her walls fluttered hard. Slick leaked onto the open diaper. She was so close she could taste it.

He pulled both the egg and his mouth away. The sudden loss made her cry out. Her body trembled in the bonds.

"You are beautiful when you are desperate, princess," he told her. "Your cheeks flush so perfectly. Your eyes get so wide."

Lila panted heavily. The submissive fog wrapped around her mind. She felt owned completely.

The old her would have fought this. The woman in power suits would have walked away. But this Lila only wanted more.

Dominic ran two fingers through her folds. He collected her wetness and showed it to her. The slick glistened on his skin.

"See how much your body loves this?" he asked. "It betrays you every time. And Daddy loves it."

He turned the egg back on. This time he held it at the highest setting. The buzz felt even stronger against her oversensitive clit.

Lila's thighs shook in the restraints. Her ankles pulled uselessly against the velvet. Pleasure coiled tighter than before.

Her moans filled the nursery. She did not try to stay quiet now. The crib bars creaked slightly with her struggles.

Dominic sucked her other nipple. His tongue circled the hard peak. The egg never left her clit.

She hovered right on the edge. The orgasm begged to crash over her. Her pussy spasmed visibly.

He stopped everything again. The third denial hurt deeper. She sobbed softly in the crib.

"Daddy please," she begged. "I need to cum. I'll be so good. Please."

He stroked her hair with his free hand. His eyes stayed warm and possessive. His cock looked painfully hard in his pants.

"Not yet, little one," he said. "Daddy decides when his girl gets release. You look so perfect fighting it."

He pressed the egg against her once more. The vibration drilled into her swollen clit. Her entire body went rigid.

This time he did not pull away immediately. He kept her right there on the brink. Her breathing turned into desperate pants.

Her nipples ached from his attention. Her pussy leaked steadily onto the padding below. The restraints held her exactly where he wanted.

Dominic watched her face the entire time. His own breathing grew rough. The wet spot on his pants looked soaked now.

"You are mine," he said calmly. "Every desperate sound. Every drop of wetness. All of it belongs to Daddy."

Lila felt the wave building higher. Her vision started to blur at the edges. She pulled hard on the velvet-lined cuffs.

He finally gave permission. "Cum for Daddy, good girl. Cum hard while bound for me."

The orgasm exploded through her. Her pussy contracted in powerful waves. Hot wetness squirted from her in several strong spurts.

She cried out loudly. Her body shook violently against the restraints. The crib mattress creaked under her.

Wave after wave crashed over her. Her clit pulsed against the still buzzing egg. More slick flooded out of her.

Dominic kept the egg in place. He drew the climax out longer. Her moans turned into broken whimpers.

Finally the pleasure faded. Lila went limp in the bonds. Her chest heaved with heavy breaths. Sweat covered her flushed skin.

He turned the egg off. He set it aside on the tray. Then he leaned over the crib rails and kissed her forehead.

"Good girl," he whispered. "You took that so beautifully. Daddy is very proud of his bound little girl."

Lila floated in warm contentment. The restraints still held her spread open. Her pussy continued to twitch with aftershocks.

Dominic moved to the changing supplies. He returned with wipes, powder, and a fresh thick diaper. He slid the old wet one away.

He cleaned her gently. The cool wipes soothed her overheated skin. She sighed at the tender care.

He sprinkled baby powder over her pussy and bottom. The familiar scent filled the air. He rubbed it in with slow circles.

The fresh diaper crinkled as he brought it up between her legs. He taped it snugly on both sides. The padding felt thick and dry.

Lila watched him through half-closed eyes. The regression felt deeper now. She wanted nothing more than to please him.

Dominic unsnapped the onesie fully. He pulled it down her body and then snapped it closed over the new diaper. The soft fabric hugged her.

He adjusted the restraints slightly. They stayed locked to the crib bars. Her wrists and ankles could not move far.

She lay there in the crib. The fresh diaper crinkled with every small shift. The onesie covered her but the restraints kept her bound.

Her body felt used and satisfied. The submissive fog wrapped her completely. She felt safe in his control.

Dominic pulled a soft blanket over her lower body. His large hand rested on her padded crotch for a moment.

"Rest now, my bound little girl," he said. "Tomorrow Daddy has even more ways to help you surrender."

Lila's eyes drifted shut. The crib bars held her securely. The thick diaper pressed warmly between her thighs.

She felt small. She felt owned. She felt completely at peace in her total surrender.

The nursery lights dimmed slightly. Dominic stayed nearby. His presence made her feel protected even while restrained.

Her breathing slowed. The restraints reminded her of his power with every tiny movement. The fresh diaper crinkled softly.

She was his baby girl now. There was no going back. And she did not want to go back.

Dominic watched her from the side of the crib. His cock still strained in his pants. Pride and arousal mixed in his calm expression.

The night stretched ahead. Lila lay bound in her crib. Ready for whatever came next in her progressive regression.


Chapter 11: The Reward

The nursery door clicked open.

Dominic stepped inside. His broad shoulders filled the doorway. The charcoal suit looked sharp under the soft morning light.

Lila stirred in the crib. The velvet restraints held her wrists and ankles in place. She felt the heavy warmth between her legs. The diaper she had fallen asleep in was now soaked. She had wet it during the night without waking. The padding sagged against her skin.

Her face burned with shame. Yet her pussy throbbed at the same time. The old Lila would have fought this. The new Lila only felt small and owned.

"Good morning, baby girl." Dominic's voice was low and calm. He lowered the crib rail with one smooth motion. "Daddy checked the monitor. You stayed perfectly quiet all night. Four stars in class. Four stars in the exam room. You earned this."

He reached in and pressed his large hand against the front of her diaper. The crinkle sounded loud. The padding felt warm and heavy under his palm. He rubbed slowly. Lila's hips twitched toward his touch before she could stop them.

She hated that. She loved that.

"Wet," he said. Not a question. "That's what diapers are for, princess. Your body is learning to let go for Daddy."

Lila's breath caught. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from sadness. From the deep rush of relief that came when he spoke like this. She was no longer the woman who ran meetings and wore heels that clicked with authority. She was his girl. Safe in her surrender.

Dominic unfastened the restraints one by one. First her wrists. He rubbed the soft skin where the velvet had pressed. Then her ankles. His fingers were gentle but sure. He lifted her out of the crib like she weighed nothing.

He carried her to the changing table. The pastel pink onesie stretched tight over her used diaper. The Mary Jane shoes still dangled from her feet. The right knee sock had dried but still felt stiff.

Dominic set her down on the padded surface. He unsnapped the onesie with steady fingers. The plastic clicks filled the quiet room. Cool air touched her belly and breasts as he pushed the fabric up to her chest.

"Time to get you clean, little one." He ripped the tapes of the wet diaper open. The sound made her shiver. The heavy padding fell away. The smell of her own wetness mixed with baby powder.

Lila lay there exposed. Her pussy looked puffy and pink. Her clit peeked out, still sensitive from yesterday's edging. Slick glistened on her folds. The sight made her turn her face away.

Dominic did not let her hide. He cupped her chin and turned her back to him. "Eyes on Daddy. You earned a reward today. Good girls get to feel everything."

He cleaned her with warm wipes. The cloth stroked between her legs in slow, careful passes. Each touch made her clit throb. She bit her lip to hold back a moan.

He sprinkled fresh powder over her mound. The sweet scent rose up. His fingers rubbed it in. He took his time on her pussy lips and the crease of her bottom. Lila's breathing grew faster. Heat pooled low in her belly.

Dominic slid a fresh thick diaper under her bottom. The padding felt dry and plush. He brought the front up between her thighs and taped it snug on both sides. The diaper hugged her tightly. It made her thighs spread a little.

But he did not snap the onesie closed yet.

Instead he lifted her again. This time he carried her to the rocking chair in the corner of the nursery. He sat down and settled her sideways across his lap. Her head rested against his chest. The suit jacket felt smooth under her cheek. She could hear his heart beating steady and strong.

His cock pressed hard against her padded bottom. The heat of it burned through his pants. A small wet spot had already started to form. Daddy was aroused too. The thought made her pussy clench inside the fresh diaper.

"You were perfect yesterday," he murmured. His hand stroked her bare thigh just above the diaper. "Four silent orgasms in class. You took the thermometer and the edging like my sweet baby girl. Daddy is so proud."

Lila melted at the words. "Thank you, Daddy."

His hand moved higher. He unsnapped two more buttons on the onesie so her breasts spilled free. Her nipples tightened in the cool air. Dominic cupped one breast and rolled the nipple between his fingers. Pleasure shot straight to her clit.

She whimpered. Her hips rocked against his thigh. The fresh diaper crinkled with the movement.

Dominic kept his voice low. "Today you get to cum for real. No more denial. But you must ask properly. Tell Daddy what you need."

Lila's face flushed hotter. The words stuck in her throat at first. Then they tumbled out in a whisper. "Please, Daddy. Please make me cum with your fingers. I need it so much."

"Good girl." The praise hit her like warm honey. His hand slid down her belly and slipped inside the front of the fresh diaper. His fingers found her wet folds immediately. "Daddy's going to check if his girl is wet."

She was. So wet. His middle finger parted her pussy lips and circled her swollen clit. Slow. Steady. Perfect pressure. Lila gasped and pressed her face into his neck.

The rocking chair moved gently. The motion added to the rhythm of his hand. His other arm held her close against his broad chest. She felt tiny. Protected. Completely controlled.

He slid one thick finger inside her. Her walls squeezed around it at once. The stretch felt so good after all the teasing. He pumped slowly while his thumb kept rubbing her clit in tight circles.

Lila's breath came in short gasps. Heat built fast in her core. Her nipples ached. She arched her back, pushing her breast against his palm.

"Look at you," Dominic said. His voice had grown rougher. His cock throbbed against her bottom. "So small in Daddy's arms. Your pussy is fluttering already. You needed this reward, didn't you?"

"Yes, Daddy." The words came out shaky. "I need you. Only you."

He added a second finger. They curled inside her and stroked that sensitive spot on her front wall. Wet sounds filled the nursery. The rocking chair creaked softly beneath them. Lila's toes curled inside the Mary Jane shoes.

The pleasure climbed higher. Her thighs trembled. The fresh diaper crinkled every time her hips jerked. She could feel her wetness coating his fingers and soaking into the padding again.

Dominic kissed the top of her head. "Let it build, baby girl. Don't fight it. Daddy has you. You're safe."

His fingers moved faster. The heel of his hand pressed against her clit with every thrust. Lila's moans grew louder. She no longer tried to stay quiet. This was her reward. She could be loud for him.

Her belly tightened. The wave rushed toward her fast. Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers. Hot sparks raced up her spine.

"Daddy," she gasped. "I'm so close. Please can I—"

"Cum for Daddy, good girl." His voice was firm and tender at the same time. "Cum hard on my fingers. Let me feel you shatter."

The orgasm crashed over her.

Her whole body went rigid for one second. Then the contractions started. Strong, deep pulses that squeezed his fingers again and again. Hot wetness squirted out around his hand. It flooded the fresh diaper and soaked his palm.

Lila cried out. The sound echoed in the nursery. Her back arched hard. Her breasts bounced with each shudder. Her clit throbbed wildly under his thumb.

Wave after wave rolled through her. She shook in his arms. Her legs kicked weakly. The diaper crinkled loudly as her thighs pressed together around his hand.

Dominic did not stop. He kept stroking her through every contraction. His fingers pumped steadily. More slick gushed out. The padding grew heavier and warmer beneath her.

"That's it," he praised. "Such a beautiful orgasm. Look how much you gave Daddy. Your body knows who it belongs to."

Lila kept cumming. The climax stretched longer than any she had ever felt. Her vision blurred. Small sobs mixed with her moans. Tears ran down her cheeks.

When the last pulse finally faded, she collapsed against his chest. Her body felt boneless. Her pussy continued to twitch with aftershocks. Each twitch sent little sparks through her belly.

Dominic slowly withdrew his fingers. He brought them to her lips. "Clean Daddy's fingers, princess."

She opened her mouth without thinking. The taste of her own cum coated her tongue. She sucked gently while he watched with dark, satisfied eyes.

He pulled his fingers free and wiped them on a soft cloth. Then he reached for the pacifier that waited on the small table beside the chair. He pressed the soft rubber nipple to her lips.

"Open, baby girl."

Lila took the pacifier. She sucked on it slowly. The rhythmic motion calmed her racing heart. She curled tighter against him. The fresh diaper felt warm and heavy now. The onesie hung open over her breasts.

Dominic rocked them both. One large hand rubbed slow circles on her back. The other rested possessively over the front of her diaper. His cock still pressed hard against her, but he made no move to take his own pleasure yet.

"You did so well," he whispered. "My perfect little girl. This is where you belong. In Daddy's arms. In your diaper. Completely surrendered."

Lila's eyes drifted half-closed. The pacifier moved gently in her mouth. The rocking motion soothed every tired muscle. She felt spent. Cherished. Owned in the best possible way.

The nursery smelled like baby powder and Dominic's clean cologne. Outside the window, the academy grounds looked peaceful. Inside this room, nothing else existed but the two of them.

She thought about the woman she used to be. The one who clenched her jaw through board meetings and never asked for help. That woman had been exhausted. Empty.

This Lila felt full. The surrender had filled every cracked piece of her.

Dominic's hand gave her diaper a gentle pat. The crinkle made her sigh around the pacifier. His cock gave another throb beneath her. She could feel how much he enjoyed this too. His breathing stayed deep and controlled, but the wet spot on his pants had grown.

He kissed her forehead again. "We're going to keep going deeper, baby girl. Tomorrow Daddy has new rules for you. But right now, just rest. Let Daddy hold what belongs to him."

Lila sucked the pacifier harder. Her body melted completely into his lap. The fresh diaper hugged her soaked pussy. Her breasts pressed softly against his chest. The velvet restraints were gone but the feeling of being held stayed even stronger.

She was exactly where she needed to be.

Curled spent in Dominic's arms. Fresh diaper under her onesie. Pacifier in her mouth. Rocking gently in the nursery chair while her Daddy watched over her with warm, possessive eyes.

The next step of her regression waited just beyond this quiet moment. But for now, she floated in the safety of total surrender.

And she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 12: Forever Baby

Dominic’s hand pressed firmly over the soaked diaper between her legs.

The heavy padding squished under his palm. Lila sucked harder on the pacifier. Warmth from her own squirt still clung to her skin inside the thick material.

“You took your reward so well, baby girl,” he said. His voice stayed low and steady. “But Daddy has one more thing for you today.”

Lila lifted her head from his chest. The pacifier bobbed in her mouth. Her breasts rested bare against the open pastel pink onesie. The soaked diaper felt even heavier now that she had come back to her body.

He rocked the chair once more. Then he stopped. His large hands moved to the snaps of her onesie. He fastened two of them so her breasts stayed covered but the bottom half remained open.

“Time to stand up, princess.”

He lifted her off his lap like she weighed nothing. Her Mary Jane shoes touched the nursery floor. The knee socks felt soft against her skin. The saturated diaper sagged between her thighs and made her walk with a careful waddle.

Dominic kept one hand on her lower back. He guided her to the white changing table. A thick manila folder waited there. He picked it up and placed it in her hands.

“Read it, little one. Every word.”

Lila held the folder. Her fingers trembled slightly. The title on the front read “Permanent Regression Contract” in elegant black ink. She opened it slowly. The pacifier stayed between her lips.

She read the first page. The words made her stomach flutter. I, Lila, willingly surrender all adult rights and privileges. I choose to remain Dominic’s permanent baby girl. Diapers. Rules. Total dependence. No escape clause.

Her old self screamed somewhere far away. The marketing executive who once closed seven-figure deals. That woman felt like a stranger now.

Dominic watched her. His charcoal suit looked perfect. The wet spot on his pants had grown larger while she sat on his lap. His cock pressed visibly against the fabric.

“Do you understand what this means, baby girl?” he asked.

She nodded. The pacifier made a soft sucking sound. Heat bloomed low in her belly despite the heavy wet diaper.

He took the folder from her hands and set it on the table. Then he lifted her onto the changing table. The padded surface felt cool beneath her bottom. He ripped the tapes of the soaked diaper open one by one.

The plastic crinkled loudly. Cool air touched her wet pussy. Slick and squirt glistened on her folds. Her clit still looked swollen from the earlier orgasm.

Dominic cleaned her with warm wipes. He took his time. Each gentle stroke made her hips twitch. She whimpered around the pacifier.

“Such a messy girl,” he murmured. “But Daddy loves taking care of you.”

He sprinkled baby powder over her mound. The sweet scent filled the nursery. His fingers rubbed it in with slow circles. Two fingers brushed her clit on purpose. Lila’s thighs shook.

He slid a fresh diaper under her. This one felt even thicker than the last. He brought the front up between her legs and taped it snugly. The padding pushed her thighs apart.

Dominic snapped the onesie closed over the dry diaper. The soft fabric hugged her body. She looked down at herself. The pastel pink onesie with its little snaps at the crotch. The thick bulk between her legs. The shiny Mary Jane shoes.

She looked exactly like what she had become.

He helped her stand again. The new diaper crinkled with every small movement. He placed the contract back in her hands along with a pen.

“Sign it, Lila. Tell Daddy you choose this forever.”

Lila stared at the signature line. Her heart pounded. The old life flashed through her mind. Boardrooms. Deadlines. Lonely apartments. None of it felt real anymore.

This felt real.

The thick diaper between her legs. The pacifier in her mouth. The man in the charcoal suit who looked at her like she was his entire world.

She pressed the pen to the paper. The sound of the pen scratching across the page seemed louder than anything else in the room.

She signed her name.

Lila set the pen down. She looked up at Dominic with wide eyes. The contract now belonged to him.

He took the folder and placed it inside a locked drawer. When he turned back to her, his eyes had changed. They burned with open hunger.

“Good girl.” The praise hit her like warm syrup. “My forever baby girl.”

He stepped close. His hands found the snaps of her onesie again. This time he only unsnapped the bottom three. He pulled the fabric aside so her fresh diaper remained visible but her pussy stayed accessible.

Dominic lifted her onto the edge of the changing table. He stood between her spread thighs. His fingers worked his belt open. The sound of his zipper filled the quiet nursery.

His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. The head glistened with pre-cum. Lila stared at it. Her mouth watered around the pacifier.

He hooked two fingers into the leg band of her diaper and pulled it to the side. Cool air touched her bare pussy. She was already wet again.

“Daddy’s going to make love to his baby girl now,” he said. “No more games. Just us.”

He rubbed the head of his cock through her slick folds. The thick shaft bumped her swollen clit. Lila moaned around the pacifier. Her hands grabbed his suit jacket.

He pushed inside her in one slow thrust.

Her walls stretched around him. The fullness made her eyes roll back. She felt every inch as he sank deeper. The onesie stayed pulled aside. The thick diaper crinkled against his hips with every movement.

Dominic groaned. His hands gripped her hips. “So tight. So perfect for Daddy.”

He started to move. Slow at first. Deep strokes that made her feel claimed. The changing table creaked beneath her. Her Mary Jane shoes bounced in the air.

Lila sucked the pacifier harder. Each thrust pushed her closer to the edge. Her breasts jiggled inside the top half of the onesie. Her nipples had turned into hard peaks.

He leaned down and captured one nipple through the fabric. His teeth grazed it gently. Pleasure shot straight to her clit.

“You belong to me now,” he whispered against her breast. “No going back. No adult life. Just diapers and Daddy forever.”

The words pushed her over.

Her pussy clenched around his cock. The orgasm hit her hard. She cried out around the pacifier. Her walls fluttered and squeezed him in strong waves. Fresh wetness flooded out around his shaft and soaked into the diaper he had just put on her.

Dominic did not stop. He kept thrusting through her climax. His breathing grew rough. The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out filled the nursery.

He pulled the pacifier from her mouth. “Tell me who you are.”

“I’m your baby girl,” she gasped. “Your forever baby girl, Daddy.”

He kissed her then. Deep and possessive. His tongue claimed her mouth while his cock claimed her pussy. The size difference made her feel tiny beneath him.

He pulled out suddenly. Lila whimpered at the loss. He lifted her off the table and carried her to the rocking chair. This time he sat down and settled her on his lap facing him.

“Ride Daddy’s cock, princess. Show me how much you want this.”

Lila reached between them. She pulled the diaper aside again and sank down onto his thick length. The new position made him feel even deeper. She moaned loudly.

Her hands rested on his shoulders. The charcoal suit felt smooth under her fingers. She started to move. Up and down. The diaper crinkled with every bounce. The onesie rubbed against her skin.

Dominic’s hands cupped her bottom. He helped her ride him. His eyes never left her face. “Look at you. My beautiful regressed girl. Taking Daddy’s cock so well.”

The praise made her move faster. Her clit rubbed against his pelvis with every downward thrust. Heat built again in her core. Another orgasm waited just out of reach.

He slid one hand between them and found her clit. His thumb circled it perfectly. Lila’s head fell back. Her mouth opened in a silent cry.

“Cum again,” he ordered. “Cum on Daddy’s cock like the good girl you are.”

The second orgasm crashed through her. Stronger than the first. Her pussy spasmed around his thick shaft. She squirted again. The wetness soaked his suit pants and the front of her diaper.

Dominic groaned deep in his chest. His hands tightened on her hips. He thrust up into her through her climax. His own control started to slip.

He stood up suddenly while still buried inside her. Lila wrapped her legs around his waist. The thick diaper pressed between them as he carried her to the crib.

He lowered her onto the mattress. The crib rail stayed down. He climbed over her and started thrusting hard. The onesie bunched around her waist. Her diaper crinkled loudly with every powerful stroke.

“Tell Daddy you want to stay like this forever,” he growled.

“I want to stay like this forever,” she panted. “I want to be your baby girl forever, Daddy. Please.”

His thrusts grew faster. His cock swelled inside her. Lila felt the third orgasm building fast. She reached down and rubbed her own clit while he fucked her.

They came together.

Dominic buried himself deep. Hot pulses of cum filled her pussy. Lila’s walls milked him through her own climax. Her body shook beneath him. The crib mattress bounced with their movements.

Wave after wave rolled through both of them. His groans mixed with her broken cries. Cum leaked out around his cock and soaked the inside of her diaper.

Finally he stilled. He stayed inside her for a long moment. His forehead rested against hers. Their breathing slowed together.

He kissed her softly. “My perfect girl. You did so well.”

Dominic pulled out slowly. Cum dripped from her pussy. He used a warm cloth to clean her gently. Then he reached for the thick overnight diaper.

This one was even bulkier. The plastic backing crinkled as he slid it under her bottom. He powdered her again. His fingers lingered on her sensitive clit. She whimpered.

He taped the overnight diaper on tightly. The padding felt massive between her thighs. She would not be able to close her legs completely.

Dominic snapped the onesie closed over it. The soft fabric stretched across the thick bulk. He reached for the pacifier and slipped it back into her mouth.

She sucked it gratefully. Her body felt boneless and satisfied. The taste of rubber mixed with the lingering taste of her own cum from earlier.

He lifted her into his arms one last time. The heavy overnight diaper sagged against her. He lowered her into the crib and pulled a soft blanket over her body.

Dominic raised the crib rail. The bars clicked into place. He looked down at her through the slats.

“You signed the contract, baby girl. You’re mine now. Completely. Permanently.”

Lila curled onto her side. The thick diaper forced her legs apart. The pacifier moved gently in her mouth. Peace settled over her like the soft blanket.

The former marketing executive was gone.

Only Daddy’s forever baby girl remained.

She closed her eyes. The crinkle of the overnight diaper sounded with every small shift. Dominic’s hand reached through the bars and stroked her hair.

“Sleep now, my little one. Tomorrow we start your new life.”

Lila drifted off. The nursery lights dimmed. The contract sat locked away. Her body felt used and cherished and completely owned.

The thick overnight diaper warmed slowly beneath her. She wet it without waking. The warmth spread through the padding. A soft sigh escaped around the pacifier.

She was home.

She was his.

Forever.
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