
        
            
                
            
        

    


A Dark Lesbian Domination & Pegging Romance




Femdom Control, Pegging & Humiliating Submission




Introduction










Elena had spent her whole life

 

in control.











A high-powered attorney, feared in the courtroom and untouchable outside of it, she had built

 

walls so high that no one had ever come close to climbing them.











She was always the one

 

on top.











Always the one who

 

made the rules, set the pace, decided who stayed and who walked away.











And then she met

 

Naomi.











Naomi had

 

watched her from a distance


 
, waiting, studying, unraveling her

 

before Elena even realized she was playing the game.











She saw

 

the cracks beneath the surface.











Saw

 

the way Elena’s jaw clenched every time someone questioned her.











Saw

 

the way she pushed people away, kept herself above them, never let anyone touch her in a way that made her lose even an inch of control.











And Naomi?










Naomi didn’t just

 

want to touch her.











She wanted to

 

break her.











And the moment Elena

 

let her guard slip—just a little, just enough—Naomi struck.











A whisper against her ear.










A firm grip on her wrist.











"You want someone to take control for once, don’t you?"











Elena

 

should have walked away.











Should have

 

laughed in her face, thrown her drink in Naomi’s lap, turned on her heels, and left like she always did.











But she didn’t.










Because Naomi

 

saw her.











Saw the

 

hidden need Elena had buried so deep inside herself that she had convinced herself it wasn’t real.











And by the time she realized what was happening—










By the time

 

she was on her back, legs spread, strapon stretching her wide, her body trembling, her throat raw from moaning Naomi’s name—











It was

 

too late.











She wasn’t

 

in control anymore.











Naomi had

 

taken it.











And when Elena

 

woke up the next morning, stretched and sore, the collar still buckled around her throat, the thick diaper wrapped securely around her hips—











She realized she had

 

already lost.











And she

 

never wanted to fight again.












🔥 Are You Ready to Read


 ?








🔥

 

Strapon domination—slow, deep, completely overwhelming


 .




 

🔥 Brat-taming & power play—Elena fights, but Naomi always win


 s
.



 

🔥 Forced dependency—Diapers, control, regression into helplessne


 s
s.

 



🔥 Public humiliation—Naomi doesn’t just own her in priv


 ate.








She thought she was

 

too powerful to break.











Now, she’s

 

just Naomi’s little girl.











Forever.









Chapter One: Claimed and Broken










The first time Naomi saw Elena, she knew she was going to

 

ruin her.











Elena walked into the bar like she

 

owned the world


 
—tall, elegant, her body wrapped in a

 

sleek black pencil skirt that hugged her hips perfectly


 
, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show a

 

hint of collarbone


 
, her stilettos clicking against the wooden floor with the confidence of a woman who had never been touched without permission.










Naomi smirked from behind the bar,

 

rolling the whiskey bottle between her fingers


 
, watching as Elena settled onto a stool like she had done

 

a hundred times before


 
. Always alone. Always ordering the same thing. Always leaving before anyone got too close.










But tonight was going to be

 

different.











Tonight, Elena wasn’t going to leave alone.










Naomi wiped her hands on a bar towel and walked over, her hips swaying with the kind of

 

predatory confidence that made people nervous.











“Rough day?” she asked, pouring Elena’s usual drink before she could even ask.










Elena looked up, her

 

sharp green eyes narrowing slightly


 
, taking in Naomi like she was trying to

 

size her up, determine whether she was a threat or just another flirt who thought they had a chance.











Naomi smirked.

 

Oh, baby girl. You have no idea.











Elena sighed, reaching for the drink. “Every day is a rough day.”










Naomi leaned against the bar,

 

her dark red dress clinging to her curves, the silky fabric slipping against her smooth thighs as she crossed her legs.


 
“That why you’re always in here, looking like you want someone to fuck you hard enough to make you forget?”










Elena’s

 

spine stiffened, her fingers tightening around the glass, a sharp inhale catching in her throat.











There it was.










That

 

tiny flicker of vulnerability.











Naomi smirked, tilting her head slightly. “No one’s ever taken you, have they?”










Elena’s jaw clenched. “Excuse me?”










“No one’s ever made you let go.” Naomi ran her fingers along the rim of Elena’s glass, watching her body react—

 

the way her legs crossed tighter, the way her shoulders stiffened, the way her breath came just a little bit faster.











Naomi leaned in,

 

her lips so close to Elena’s ear that she could feel the warmth of her breath.











“Tell me, baby girl,” she whispered. “Do you ever get tired of being in control?”










Elena

 

exhaled sharply, like she had just been hit in the gut.











And Naomi knew.











She had her.
















The First Kiss, The First Mistake











Naomi didn’t give her time to think.










She grabbed Elena’s wrist,

 

not hard enough to hurt, but firm enough to make her understand that this wasn’t a request.











Elena

 

could have pulled away.











Could have

 

walked out, sneered at her, acted like she was above this.











But she didn’t.










Naomi led her through the bar, past the other patrons, through a private door at the back that led upstairs to her loft.










The moment they stepped inside,

 

Naomi spun her around, slamming her back against the door, pressing their bodies together.











Elena

 

let out a soft gasp


 
, her hands flying to Naomi’s shoulders,

 

not pushing her away but holding on.











“Tell me to stop,” Naomi whispered, her hands sliding down

 

the curve of Elena’s hips, gripping the fabric of her pencil skirt, squeezing just enough to make her shudder.











Elena’s

 

green eyes darkened


 
, her breathing uneven, her body trembling just slightly.










She didn’t say a word.










Naomi smirked.










Then she

 

kissed her.











Deep.










Hard.











Claiming.











Elena

 

let out a soft, muffled moan


 
, her lips

 

parting, her body melting, her fingers digging into Naomi’s shoulders like she was scared of how good it felt.











Naomi reached behind her,

 

grabbing the zipper of Elena’s skirt, dragging it down slowly, teasing her, taking her apart one piece at a time.











The skirt slid down her thighs, pooling at her feet, leaving her in

 

nothing but her lace panties, her toned legs trembling slightly, her breath coming in ragged little gasps.











Naomi groaned, gripping

 

her ass, pressing their bodies tighter, feeling the heat between her thighs, the tension, the need.











“You’re already wet, aren’t you?”










Elena

 

sucked in a sharp breath, her cheeks burning.











Naomi smirked, reaching between them, dragging her fingers over the

 

soaked lace covering her pussy.











Elena let out a

 

wrecked little whimper


 
, her head falling back against the door.










"Fuck," Naomi whispered,

 

her own arousal pooling deep, hot, uncontrollable.











She kissed down

 

Elena’s neck, biting, sucking, leaving marks that wouldn’t fade for days.











Elena

 

should have stopped her.











Should have

 

told her this was a mistake.











Instead, she

 

wrapped her arms around Naomi’s neck and pulled her closer.
















The First Time She Took Her











Naomi didn’t rush.










She wanted

 

Elena to feel it.











Wanted her to

 

know exactly what was happening, what she was giving up, what she was surrendering.











She led her to the

 

bed, pushing her down, straddling her waist, pinning her wrists above her head.











Elena

 

panted beneath her, her body tense, her eyes wild with a mix of arousal and panic.











She had never

 

let someone else be in charge before.











And she was

 

terrified of how much she wanted it.











Naomi smirked, reaching for the

 

black leather harness sitting at the edge of the bed.











Elena’s

 

eyes widened, her lips parting, her thighs squeezing together.











"You’re going to take all of me, baby girl," Naomi murmured,

 

slipping the thick silicone cock through the loops, buckling the straps, adjusting them perfectly against her hips.











She let Elena

 

watch.











Let her

 

see it.











Let her

 

realize exactly what was about to happen.











Elena

 

bit her lip hard


 
, her breath coming in uneven little gasps, her body

 

already arching toward Naomi’s without realizing it.











Naomi grabbed her by the thighs,

 

dragging her down, spreading her open.











Elena let out a

 

soft, desperate sound


 
, her hips

 

lifting, chasing friction, chasing something she didn’t want to beg for.











Naomi smirked.










"Do you want me to fuck you, baby girl?"










Elena

 

whimpered, trembling beneath her.











She tried to

 

hold onto her pride, her control, her dominance.











But then

 

Naomi pushed the tip inside, just enough to make her feel the stretch.











And

 

Elena broke.











"Yes," she gasped,

 

her nails digging into Naomi’s arms, her body shuddering.











Naomi groaned, pressing

 

deeper, slower, watching the way Elena’s jaw went slack, the way she moaned softly, the way she let go.











"That’s my good girl."










And when she

 

slammed inside her, stretching her wide, fucking her deep, making her take every inch—











Elena

 

screamed Naomi’s name.











Because

 

she wasn’t just being fucked.











She was being

 

claimed.











She was being

 

owned.











And she would

 

never belong to anyone else again.










Chapter Two: The Morning After Submission










Elena woke up

 

slow, sore, and stretched in ways she had never been before.











Her body

 

felt heavy, exhausted, and warm


 
, like she was wrapped in

 

something soft, safe, and terrifyingly comfortable.











For a few blissful seconds, she forgot where she was.










Forgot what she had done.










Forgot

 

who had broken her.











Then she

 

shifted


 
, and the

 

thick, crinkling bulk between her thighs made her entire body lock up.











Her

 

eyes snapped open.











No.










No, no,

 

no.











The room was

 

bathed in soft morning light


 
, the white curtains fluttering slightly from the open window, the sheets

 

cool and smooth against her bare skin.











And around her waist—










A

 

thick, soft, humiliatingly padded diaper.











Her

 

stomach plummeted.











This

 

wasn’t possible.











This

 

wasn’t happening.











Her hands

 

shot down to her hips, fingers trembling, pressing against the thick padding between her legs.












No panties. No lace. Just this.











Her

 

breath came fast, uneven, frantic.











She had fallen asleep

 

naked


 
in Naomi’s arms,

 

her body still shaking from the way she had been taken, claimed, ruined.











And now, she was

 

here.











Diapered.










Helpless.










Owned.










And

 

Naomi had done it while she slept.











A soft,

 

low chuckle filled the room.











Elena

 

whipped her head around


 
, her

 

heart slamming into overdrive.











Naomi was

 

standing at the edge of the bed


 
, leaning against the wall, arms crossed, watching her

 

like a predator who had already won.











Her

 

lips curled into a lazy, devastating smirk.











"Good morning, baby girl."










Elena’s

 

cheeks flamed, her pulse pounding, her thighs pressing together instinctively—but the thickness of the diaper made it impossible to fully close them.











Naomi’s

 

silver eyes flicked down to the movement.











Her smirk

 

deepened.











"Getting used to it?"










Elena

 

sucked in a sharp breath, her fingers curling into the sheets.











"You—" She swallowed hard, her voice

 

thick, hoarse, wrecked.


 
"You did this to me."










Naomi tilted her head slightly.

 

“Of course I did.”











Elena’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











She

 

wanted to fight, wanted to throw the sheets off, wanted to rip the humiliating thing from her body and tell Naomi to go to hell.











But she didn’t move.










Because

 

deep inside her, something else was whispering.











Something

 

darker.











Something

 

warmer.











Something that

 

wasn’t entirely disgusted by what had happened.











Naomi’s smirk widened.

 

“You’re blushing, sweetheart.”











Elena’s

 

face burned hotter.











"I—I’m not—"










Naomi stepped closer, leaning down,

 

gripping Elena’s chin between her fingers, forcing her to look up.











Her

 

silver eyes gleamed with amusement, satisfaction, control.











"You’re so cute when you lie to me."










Elena

 

sucked in a breath, her thighs twitching, the crinkling noise of the diaper humiliatingly loud in the silence.











Naomi’s

 

grip tightened slightly, her thumb brushing over Elena’s bottom lip.











"You didn’t even wake up when I put it on you, baby girl."










Elena

 

shuddered, her skin burning, her pulse hammering.











She had been so

 

exhausted, so wrecked, so perfectly used


 
that she had

 

slept through it.











Through Naomi

 

dressing her like this.











Through Naomi

 

stripping her of her last shred of dignity.











Naomi leaned closer,

 

her breath warm against Elena’s cheek.











“You needed this, didn’t you?”










Elena’s

 

body betrayed her.











She

 

whimpered softly, her thighs pressing together again, her pulse pounding between her legs.











Naomi chuckled.

 

"I knew it."











Her

 

fingers slid down, trailing along Elena’s throat, grazing the edge of the thick padding between her legs.











“You don’t have to pretend anymore, sweetheart,” she murmured.










Elena let out a

 

shaky exhale, her entire body trembling.











"I—"










Naomi smirked, pressing a

 

lingering, teasing kiss to the corner of Elena’s mouth.











"You belong to me now, baby girl."










Elena’s

 

stomach clenched painfully, warmth pooling deep inside her.











Because for the first time—










She didn’t

 

deny it.










Chapter Three: The First Public Humiliation










Elena

 

couldn’t breathe.











The thick padding between her legs was

 

a constant reminder of how far she had fallen


 
. Every tiny shift, every unconscious movement made the

 

diaper crinkle softly


 
, rubbing against her

 

over-sensitive skin


 
, keeping her trapped in

 

the humiliating proof of her helplessness


 
.










Naomi had taken everything from her.










Her

 

pride, her control, her body, her mind.











And now?










Now, Naomi was

 

going to make sure she never got any of it back.
















Dressed Like Mommy’s Good Girl











Naomi sat on the

 

edge of the bed


 
,

 

watching her with a smirk


 
, silver eyes gleaming with

 

a dark kind of amusement.











Elena

 

wanted to slap it off her face


 
.










Wanted to

 

rip the humiliating diaper from her body, throw her clothes on, and pretend last night never happened.











But she didn’t.










Because she knew Naomi

 

wouldn’t let her.











And worse—










She

 

wasn’t sure she wanted to.











Naomi reached for something on the bedside table, and when she turned back, she held up

 

a dress.











Elena’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











It was

 

short, soft, innocent-looking.











Baby pink.










Delicate lace trim.










Something that

 

should have been worn by a girl with ribbons in her hair, not a powerful attorney who was supposed to own the world.











Elena

 

shook her head, her breath coming fast.











“No.”










Naomi

 

arched a brow, completely unbothered.











“Don’t be fussy, sweetheart,” she murmured, tapping her thigh like she was

 

giving Elena a chance to behave before she made her regret it.











Elena

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
, her

 

legs trembling, her thighs pressing together.











The thick padding

 

made it impossible to close them completely.











Naomi

 

noticed.











She smirked.

 

“You’re already slipping, baby girl. Why fight it?”











Elena let out a

 

soft, frustrated noise, her fingers curling into the sheets.











She knew

 

she wasn’t going to win this.











She never

 

won against Naomi.











And the worst part?










She didn’t

 

want to.











She exhaled shakily,

 

her stomach tightening painfully


 
, and reached for the dress.










Naomi chuckled.

 

"That’s my good girl."
















Mommy Takes Her Out











The drive into the city was

 

pure torture.











Naomi sat behind the wheel, her

 

legs crossed, her body draped in sleek black silk, looking every bit the predator she was.











Elena sat beside her,

 

silent, fidgeting, her hands gripping the hem of her dress, her thighs clenching around the thick diaper hidden beneath it.











Every bump in the road sent a

 

humiliating jolt through her


 
, reminding her

 

exactly what she was wearing


 
, exactly

 

how little control she had left.











Naomi knew.










She could feel it.










Feel the way

 

Elena’s breath hitched every time the car shifted


 
, feel the way she

 

squirmed slightly, trying to get comfortable in something designed to make her helpless.











Naomi let her

 

suffer in silence


 
for a few minutes.










Then—










She reached over and

 

pressed her hand between Elena’s thighs, gripping the thick padding gently, possessively.











Elena let out a

 

wrecked little gasp, her head snapping toward Naomi.











Her

 

cheeks flamed, her body tensed, her heart pounding violently.











"Relax, baby," Naomi murmured, her voice

 

silk and steel


 
, her fingers stroking over the padding,

 

teasing but not enough to satisfy.











"Just making sure you’re still protected."










Elena let out a

 

soft, strangled noise


 
, her body

 

burning, trembling, completely at Naomi’s mercy.











She

 

hated how much she wanted more.
















The Public Test of Obedience











Naomi took her

 

to a café in the middle of the city


 
, bright and open,

 

completely inappropriate for what she was doing to her.











Elena sat across from her,

 

her legs pressed together, her hands clenched into fists on her lap, trying desperately to act normal.











She could feel the

 

thick padding pressing against her, soft and humiliating, hidden beneath the delicate folds of her dress.











She should have been

 

furious.











Should have

 

glared at Naomi, demanded she take her home, told her this was too far.











But she didn’t.










She sat there,

 

stiff, trembling, helpless.











And Naomi

 

noticed.











“Something wrong, baby girl?”










Elena clenched her jaw,

 

her face burning


 
.










She should have ignored her.










But Naomi’s foot

 

slid between her legs, pressing gently against the thick padding.











Elena let out a

 

soft, wrecked little gasp, her thighs twitching, her nails digging into her palms.











Naomi smirked.

 

"You’re getting needy, aren’t you?"











Elena

 

swallowed hard


 
, her breath coming

 

fast and uneven.











Because she was.










She was

 

soaked.











She didn’t

 

know if it was because of the padding or because of Naomi’s control or because of the way she had already given up so much.











Naomi reached across the table,

 

dragging her nails down the inside of Elena’s wrist, teasing, testing.











"You know," she murmured,

 

her voice low, intimate, dark


 
, "it’s only a matter of time before you stop asking to use the bathroom altogether."










Elena let out a

 

shaky exhale, her pulse pounding.











Because she knew.










She was already

 

so close.











Naomi leaned in,

 

her silver eyes gleaming.











"And when that happens, baby girl..."










Her foot

 

pressed harder between Elena’s legs, sending a humiliating wave of pleasure through her.











"...you won’t need big girl panties ever again."










Elena let out a

 

broken, wrecked little moan


 
, her entire body

 

shaking in public, desperate, needy, completely owned.











Naomi smirked.










And

 

Elena knew she was never going back.










Chapter Four: The First Punishment










Elena barely made it

 

through the rest of the café visit


 
, her

 

cheeks burning, her body trembling


 
, every slight movement a

 

humiliating reminder of the thick padding between her legs.


 
Naomi had spent the entire time

 

teasing her


 
, running her fingers

 

over her wrist, her knee, letting the threat of control settle deeper and deeper into her bones.











By the time they got back to Naomi’s loft, Elena was

 

on edge, her skin too warm, her thighs clenched involuntarily, every breath shaky and uneven.











And Naomi?










Naomi

 

knew exactly what she was doing to her.











She had played with

 

Elena’s control, chipped away at it slowly, step by step, until Elena barely recognized herself anymore.











And now?










Now, it was time to

 

punish her for pretending she could still fight.
















Discipline for a Disobedient Brat











The moment the door shut behind them,

 

Elena turned on her, chest heaving, her breath coming too fast, her hands curling into fists.











“I—”










Naomi grabbed her wrist and

 

spun her around effortlessly, pinning her against the door.











Elena let out a

 

soft, wrecked gasp, her body jerking, the crinkling of her padding filling the air.











Naomi leaned in,

 

her breath warm against her ear, her voice silk and steel.











“You embarrassed yourself today, baby girl.”










Elena

 

squeezed her eyes shut, her body shuddering at the words.











Naomi’s

 

fingers slid down, gripping the hem of her dress, lifting it slowly, teasingly.











“You soaked yourself in public,” she murmured. “Got all needy for me, let me touch you under the table, and didn’t even try to stop me.”










Elena’s

 

face burned, her thighs twitching, her stomach twisting with equal parts humiliation and arousal.











Naomi kissed

 

the corner of her jaw, soft, slow, a sharp contrast to the grip she had on her body.











“You like being embarrassed, don’t you?”










Elena

 

shook her head violently, her breathing uneven.


 
“No—I don’t—”










Naomi smirked.










She grabbed the back of

 

Elena’s neck


 
, turned her, and

 

dragged her toward the bed.











“You’re such a liar.”










Elena

 

tried to resist


 
, but Naomi was

 

too strong, too confident, too in control.











She gasped as

 

Naomi yanked her down over her lap


 
, her stomach pressing against

 

Naomi’s firm thighs, her ass lifted, the diaper making her feel small, helpless, completely at her mercy.











“Naomi—”










A sharp

 

slap


 
landed against the padding, sending

 

a sharp sting and an unbearable jolt of pleasure straight through her.











Elena let out a

 

choked little moan


 
, her fingers gripping the sheets.










Naomi groaned, smoothing

 

her hand over the thick padding, pressing down, teasing her.











“You make the prettiest sounds when you’re over my knee, baby.”










Another

 

sharp smack.











Then another.










The rhythm was

 

slow, torturous, designed to make Elena feel every humiliating inch of it.











By the time Naomi had landed

 

the fifth slap


 
, Elena was

 

trembling, panting, her thighs quivering as heat curled deep in her stomach.











Naomi chuckled,

 

dragging her fingers down the inside of Elena’s thigh, feeling how soaked she was, even through the padding.











"Look at you," she murmured.

 

"So desperate for me already."











Elena let out a

 

wrecked whimper


 
, her nails digging into the sheets, her breath coming

 

in sharp, shallow gasps.











Naomi smirked.










Then she reached for something beside her.










A small,

 

silver chain of beads.











Elena barely had time to react before

 

Naomi’s fingers were spreading her open, pulling back the thick padding, teasing the tight ring of muscle that had never been touched before.











Her

 

breath caught violently, her whole body locking up.











“Naomi—”










A

 

gentle press


 
, the first bead

 

slipping inside her.











Elena

 

let out a sharp gasp, her hips jerking, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.











Naomi

 

shushed her softly, soothingly, her fingers stroking circles over her lower back.











"Relax, baby girl."










Elena

 

bit down hard on her lip, trying to fight the unbearable, overwhelming sensation


 
of being

 

filled, stretched, taken, controlled.











Naomi pressed

 

another bead inside


 
,

 

her fingers slick with lube, slow, teasing, testing Elena’s limits.











Elena let out a

 

wrecked little moan, her body shuddering, her thighs shaking with humiliation and unbearable pleasure.











"That's it," Naomi cooed,

 

watching her twitch in her lap, completely at her mercy.











“You look so fucking pretty like this, baby.”










Elena let out

 

a choked sob, her face burning, her hips instinctively rocking against Naomi’s lap.











Naomi chuckled.










Then she

 

pushed in another bead.











Elena

 

gasped sharply


 
,

 

her hands gripping the sheets, her body burning, the pleasure too much, too humiliating, too perfect.











Naomi groaned,

 

gripping her jaw, forcing her to look up.











"You’re mine now."










Elena

 

shuddered, her body breaking apart, her mind slipping deeper into the truth she had been denying.











Because she

 

was.











She was

 

Naomi’s.











Completely.









Chapter Five: A Full Day of Submission










Elena was

 

wrecked.











Her breath came in

 

short, shaky gasps


 
, her body still trembling

 

over Naomi’s lap


 
, the last of the anal beads sitting

 

deep inside her


 
, stretching her in

 

ways she had never experienced before.











She felt

 

full.











Controlled.











Owned.











Naomi smirked, dragging

 

her nails down the curve of Elena’s ass, pressing against the thick diaper wrapped around her hips, sending another jolt of sensation through her.











“You’re so fucking pretty like this, baby.”










Elena whimpered,

 

her nails curling into the sheets


 
, her mind

 

spinning, trapped in a haze of pleasure and humiliation.











Naomi gripped her

 

by the waist


 
, lifting her effortlessly, setting her down on her lap, forcing her

 

to straddle her thighs


 
.










Elena

 

gasped


 
, her knees pressing into the mattress,

 

the thick padding between her legs making her feel even more helpless.











Naomi’s

 

silver eyes burned into her, dark and knowing, her smirk lazy, satisfied.











“You’re going to keep them in for me,” she murmured,

 

dragging her nails up Elena’s spine, making her shiver.











Elena’s

 

stomach clenched violently.











“What?”










Naomi tilted her head. “Did I stutter, baby girl?”










Elena’s

 

face burned, her thighs trembling against Naomi’s, the plug sitting deep inside her, every movement sending an unbearable wave of sensation rolling through her.











She could barely

 

think.











She could barely

 

breathe.











And

 

Naomi knew it.











Naomi’s

 

fingers wrapped around her throat


 
, gripping just enough to make her pulse

 

pound violently


 
beneath her skin.










“You belong to me now,” she murmured,

 

dragging her lips down the side of Elena’s jaw, kissing, biting, marking her.











“You’ll keep them in until I decide you’ve earned the right to take them out.”










Elena let out a

 

wrecked, helpless little noise


 
, her fingers

 

clutching Naomi’s arms, her thighs twitching in desperate, humiliating need.











Because she

 

was already slipping.











She

 

couldn’t fight anymore.











And

 

Naomi had made sure she didn’t want to.
















The First Public Test of Submission











Naomi didn’t let her

 

change out of the diaper.











Didn’t let her

 

remove the beads still stretching her, keeping her full, keeping her completely aware of her submission with every step.











Instead, she

 

dressed her.











A

 

soft, flowing white dress


 
, delicate lace trim,

 

short enough that if she bent the wrong way, someone would see the thick padding underneath.











Elena’s

 

face burned, her stomach twisting in shame.











“Naomi,” she whispered,

 

her voice shaking.











Naomi smirked,

 

gripping her chin, tilting her head up, forcing her to look into her silver eyes.











“You don’t need to worry about anything, baby,” she murmured. “That’s my job now.”










Elena let out a

 

soft, wrecked exhale, her body trembling with the truth of it.











She

 

wasn’t in control anymore.











Naomi had

 

taken it.











And the worst part?










Elena didn’t

 

want it back.
















A Public Reminder of Who She Belongs To











Naomi took her out.










Not to a bar.










Not to a club.










Somewhere

 

worse.











A

 

restaurant.











Bright. Elegant.

 

Filled with people.











Elena could barely

 

walk properly


 
, the

 

diaper between her thighs forcing her into a slightly wider stance, the beads still inside her pressing against something unbearably deep with every step.











She was

 

so wet


 
, so full, so

 

humiliatingly desperate for something she shouldn’t want.











And Naomi?










Naomi

 

was eating it up.











They sat in a

 

corner booth, tucked away from prying eyes but still surrounded by enough people to make Elena’s pulse hammer violently.











She clenched her fists in her lap,

 

her thighs trembling, her mind foggy with need.











Naomi smirked,

 

watching her, amused.











"Something wrong, baby girl?"










Elena swallowed hard,

 

her face burning.











"I—I need to go to the bathroom," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of conversation.










Naomi arched a

 

brow


 
, taking a slow sip of her wine.










"Do you?"










Elena

 

shifted uncomfortably


 
, the

 

diaper crinkling softly, the pressure between her legs unbearable.











Naomi set down her glass,

 

reaching beneath the table, sliding her hand between Elena’s thighs, pressing against the thick padding.











Elena

 

gasped, her entire body jerking in the seat.











Naomi leaned in, her

 

breath warm against Elena’s cheek, her fingers pressing firmer against the thick padding.











"You don’t need the bathroom anymore, baby girl," she whispered.










Elena let out a

 

choked, wrecked little sound, her thighs trembling.











Naomi smirked,

 

dragging her fingers over the padding, slow, teasing, testing her limits.











“This is what you are now,” she murmured. “My little girl. My pretty, obedient thing.”










Elena’s

 

chest rose and fell violently, her mind spinning, her body betraying her completely.











“You’ll hold it for now,” Naomi continued, her fingers still

 

stroking, teasing, torturing.











“And when you can’t anymore, you’ll prove just how much you need me.”










Elena let out a

 

shaky breath, her stomach tightening painfully, her thighs clenching.











Because

 

she knew she was going to break.











And when she did?










Naomi would

 

be there, waiting, ready to take her deeper than she ever imagined.










Chapter Six: A Choice That Isn’t a Choice










Elena sat

 

stiffly in the passenger seat


 
, her legs

 

pressed together as much as the thick padding between them would allow


 
, her hands clenched in her lap, her face still burning from what Naomi had done in the restaurant.










She couldn’t

 

stop thinking about it.











About the way Naomi had

 

touched her through the diaper, teasing her, humiliating her, reminding her exactly who she belonged to.











About the way she had

 

barely been able to keep from moaning, barely been able to hold herself together.











And about the fact that Naomi

 

wasn’t done with her yet.











She could feel it.










Could feel

 

the weight of Naomi’s gaze


 
, the dark amusement behind it, the patience of someone

 

who knew exactly how this was going to end.











Because Elena was

 

going to lose.











And they both knew it.















The Choice That Wasn’t a Choice











Naomi pulled into the parking garage of a

 

luxury shopping center


 
, turning off the engine, letting the silence stretch between them.










Elena’s

 

breath was uneven, her pulse pounding in her throat.











She didn’t know

 

what was about to happen, but she knew she wasn’t going to like it.











Naomi smirked, turning to her, reaching out to

 

grip her chin between two fingers, tilting her head up.











“You’ve been so good for me today, baby girl.”










Elena

 

swallowed hard


 
, her skin

 

burning from the praise, her thighs twitching involuntarily.











“I think you deserve a little game.”










Elena’s

 

stomach twisted.











A game.










That meant Naomi was going to

 

make her choose.











And no matter what, she was

 

going to lose.











Naomi leaned closer,

 

her breath warm against Elena’s cheek, her voice soft, teasing, dangerously indulgent.











"You have two options."










Elena

 

sucked in a shaky breath, her hands gripping her dress.











"You can go into the store like this—

 

just the single diaper under your dress, knowing that if you have an accident, you’ll be leaking everywhere for everyone to see.


 
"










Her

 

face flamed, her stomach tightening painfully at the thought.











"Or," Naomi continued, dragging her nails down

 

Elena’s thigh


 
, feeling the way her

 

body shuddered beneath her touch


 
, "you can wear

 

three double-thick diapers.


 
"










Elena let out a

 

soft, mortified whimper, her breath catching violently.











Naomi chuckled, kissing

 

the corner of her mouth, letting her feel the heat of her breath, the amusement in her smirk.











"If you stay dry, you’ll get a reward. A big one."










Elena’s

 

heart skipped a beat.











Reward.










She shouldn’t want it.










Shouldn’t care.










But Naomi had already

 

trained her body to react to her praise, to crave her approval, to ache when she took it away.











And Naomi knew it.










“But if you fail…”










Elena’s

 

stomach dropped.











Naomi

 

tilted her chin higher, making sure she was looking right into her silver eyes.











"If you leak, baby girl, you have to ask a stranger to change you."










Elena let out a

 

wrecked, horrified gasp, her thighs clenching instinctively, a fresh wave of humiliation rolling through her.











Naomi smirked.

 

"Oh, you like that, don’t you?"











Elena

 

shook her head violently, her body trembling.











“No—I—”










Naomi

 

pressed a kiss against her throat, soft, soothing, making her shiver.











“You’re already soaked, baby.”










Elena

 

whimpered, because it was true.











The thick padding was

 

warm between her legs


 
, not from wetness but from

 

the unbearable arousal Naomi had dragged from her all day.











She wanted to

 

die.











Naomi

 

sighed, tapping her thigh playfully.











“Well? What’s it going to be, sweetheart?”










Elena

 

swallowed hard, her breath coming too fast, her stomach twisting with shame.











Three double-thick diapers.










Or the risk of

 

leaking in public.











She

 

didn’t have a choice.











Not really.










She sucked in a

 

shaky breath, her voice barely above a whisper.











“…Three.”










Naomi grinned.

 

"Good girl."











And just like that, Elena’s

 

fate was sealed.
















Dressed Like the Perfect Baby Girl











Naomi led her into the private restroom of the shopping center, locking the door behind them.










She

 

unzipped the bag she had brought with her


 
, pulling out

 

the layers of thick, crinkling padding


 
, the pastel pink plastic with

 

adorable little babyish prints meant to humiliate her completely.











Elena’s

 

face burned hotter.











She should have

 

fought.











Should have

 

protested, tried to back out.











But instead, she let Naomi

 

pull her dress over her head


 
, leaving her

 

bare, helpless, already diapered, already too far gone to stop this.











Naomi

 

grabbed her hips, lifted her onto the counter, forcing her legs apart.











The mirror behind them reflected

 

everything.











Naomi smirked, dragging

 

her nails down the inside of Elena’s thigh, watching the way she shuddered at the touch.











“You look so pretty like this,” she murmured. “All soft and helpless for me.”










Elena let out a

 

shaky breath, her thighs twitching involuntarily.











Then Naomi grabbed the

 

first of the thick, doubled diapers


 
, sliding them between her legs, pressing them down snugly,

 

forcing her thighs further apart, making her already helpless body feel even smaller.











Elena

 

let out a broken whimper, her breath uneven.











Naomi fastened the

 

tapes tight


 
, then reached for

 

another


 
, layering it over the first, making sure it

 

completely swallowed her hips, thick and crinkling, impossible to hide.











Elena’s

 

face burned, her stomach twisting violently.











She was

 

trapped in them now.











There was

 

no hiding it. No escaping it.











If she lost control, she wouldn’t be able to

 

stop it.











And if she leaked?










She would have to

 

beg a stranger to change her.











Naomi smirked,

 

patting the front of the thick padding, making her whimper.











“There we go, baby.”










Elena let out a

 

wrecked, humiliated little sound


 
, her body

 

aching with something she didn’t want to name.











Naomi pressed

 

a slow, lingering kiss against her temple.











“Now let’s see how long you last.”









Chapter Seven: The Best Fuck of Her Life










Elena was

 

wrecked.











Her thighs

 

trembled


 
, her breath

 

shattered


 
, her body

 

burning with unbearable arousal and humiliation.











She had

 

held it for as long as she could.











Had

 

tried to keep herself in control, tried to prove she was still strong, still powerful, still the woman she had been before Naomi took her.











But now?










Now, she was

 

on her knees in the bedroom


 
, her

 

face burning


 
, her

 

thighs soaking wet


 
, the

 

triple-thick layers of padding completely ruined, swollen, heavy, useless.











She had

 

failed.











She had

 

lost control.











And Naomi?










Naomi

 

was watching her with a dark, hungry smirk


 
, sitting on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide,

 

her black silk robe barely covering the strapon harness strapped to her hips.











Her fingers

 

trailed along the thick silicone shaft, lazy, teasing, slow.











“You tried so hard, baby girl.”










Elena

 

shuddered, her hands trembling in her lap.











She wanted to

 

hide, to shrink away, to pretend this hadn’t happened.











But she also wanted

 

more.











Naomi tilted her head, silver eyes

 

gleaming with amusement and something deeper, something darker.











"You know what happens now, don’t you?"










Elena’s

 

thighs clenched, her pulse pounding between them.











She

 

shouldn’t want this.











Shouldn’t

 

ache for it the way she did.











But Naomi had

 

trained her body to crave the inevitable.











So she whispered,

 

her voice soft, shaky, broken—











“Yes.”










Naomi grinned.










“Then come here, baby girl.”















The Reward She Secretly Needed











Elena

 

crawled forward


 
, her skin

 

burning with shame and something else, something hotter.











Naomi gripped

 

her chin


 
, tilting her head up, forcing her to look into her eyes.










“Use your words,” she murmured.










Elena

 

swallowed hard, her body trembling.











“I want…”










Naomi

 

waited, patient, knowing, dragging her nails down the curve of Elena’s cheek, making her shudder.











Elena sucked in a shaky breath.










“I want you to fuck me.”










Naomi groaned,

 

gripping the back of Elena’s head, pulling her up, pressing their lips together.











The kiss was

 

deep, claiming, possessive.











Not a reward.










A

 

reminder of ownership.











Elena melted into it,

 

whimpering as Naomi bit her lower lip, dragging her onto the bed, pushing her onto her back, her body already aching, already desperate.











Naomi smirked, gripping

 

the waistband of the ruined diaper, ripping the tapes open, peeling it away, exposing Elena completely.











Elena let out a

 

wrecked, choked sound


 
, her thighs

 

trembling, her body soaking wet, her breath uneven.











Naomi groaned.










"Look at you," she murmured,

 

trailing her fingers through the slick heat between Elena’s legs.











“So messy. So needy.”










Elena

 

bit her lip hard, her breath catching.











Naomi dragged her

 

fingers lower, lower, pressing against her entrance, teasing her, making her whimper.











Then she grabbed

 

Elena’s legs, flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her up onto her knees, positioning her exactly where she wanted her.











Elena’s

 

breath hitched, her whole body locking up as she felt the thick, silicone tip pressing against her folds.











Naomi kissed

 

her shoulder, her fingers gripping her hips tight.











“You’re going to take all of me, baby.”










Elena

 

whimpered, her body already shaking.











And then

 

Naomi thrust inside her.
















Completely Owned











Elena

 

screamed


 
, her back arching, her nails

 

clawing at the sheets, her body stretching to take every inch.











Naomi groaned,

 

gripping her hips, holding her still, fucking her slow and deep, making her feel it.











She didn’t

 

rush.











Didn’t

 

slam into her the way Elena thought she would.











She

 

took her time.











She made

 

Elena take it.











Made her

 

feel every inch of the strapon pushing inside her, filling her, claiming her completely.











Elena let out a

 

shattered, wrecked moan


 
, her head dropping forward, her thighs

 

trembling as pleasure coiled deep inside her.











Naomi leaned down, pressing her

 

lips against Elena’s ear.











"You’re mine now."










Elena

 

shuddered violently, her body breaking apart, her breath coming in gasping little moans.











She was

 

so full, so stretched, so fucking owned.











Naomi

 

slammed into her harder, deeper, dragging her nails down her back, leaving red marks, staking her claim.











"You love this, don’t you?"










Elena

 

let out a wrecked sob, her whole body shaking.











She couldn’t

 

fight anymore.











Couldn’t

 

pretend she didn’t crave this, didn’t need it, didn’t want to be taken like this every night.











So she gasped,

 

her voice wrecked, desperate, ruined—











“Yes.”










Naomi groaned,

 

gripping her hips tighter, thrusting deeper, making Elena sob, making her body coil tighter and tighter until—











She

 

came.











Hard.










Helpless.










Completely

 

his.











Naomi

 

slowed, pressing kisses down her spine, soothing her, stroking her thighs as Elena trembled beneath her.











Then she whispered—










"You’re never sleeping without a diaper again."










And

 

Elena didn’t argue.











She didn’t even

 

want to.











Because she was

 

already Naomi’s.











Forever.









Epilogue: Dressed for Her Forever










Elena had never felt

 

more helpless.











More

 

owned.











More

 

completely ruined by the woman who had taken her, broken her, molded her into something unrecognizable.











Something

 

she had learned to crave.











Naomi had

 

trained her well.











And now?










Now, she

 

wasn’t just Naomi’s pet.











She was

 

her perfect little toy.











And tonight, she was being

 

dressed exactly like one.
















The Final Outfit of Her Submission











Naomi sat on the

 

edge of the bed, watching her with that dark, knowing smirk


 
, her silver eyes gleaming as she took in

 

every inch of Elena’s exposed, helpless body.











The room was

 

low-lit, bathed in soft golden light


 
, and the air smelled of

 

vanilla and leather, of control and indulgence, of sex and submission.











Elena stood in front of her,

 

completely nude except for the thick, triple-layered diaper wrapped tightly around her waist, the pastel pink plastic rustling softly with every tiny movement.











It was

 

huge


 
,

 

impossibly thick


 
, forcing her

 

legs apart just enough to make walking awkward, forcing her to acknowledge every humiliating inch of her submission.











But that wasn’t all.










The

 

diaper wasn’t just for control anymore.











It was for

 

pleasure.











Naomi had

 

hidden a vibrating plug deep inside her, nestled snugly against her most sensitive spot, the pulsing rhythm slow, teasing, devastatingly inescapable.











Elena’s

 

thighs twitched involuntarily


 
, her body

 

already trembling, already desperate for more.











She looked at Naomi with

 

wide, pleading eyes


 
, her hands

 

curled into fists, her breath coming in soft, wrecked little gasps.











Naomi

 

chuckled


 
, running her nails down the

 

smooth, swollen front of the padding, pressing just enough to make Elena whimper.











"Look at you," she murmured.

 

"You don’t even know how to be a big girl anymore, do you?"











Elena’s

 

face burned, her whole body shuddering at the teasing tone.











She should have

 

denied it.











Should have

 

tried to fight.











But she didn’t.










Because

 

it was true.











She didn’t

 

want to be a big girl anymore.











She didn’t

 

want to think, or worry, or make decisions.











She just wanted

 

to be Naomi’s.











Completely.










Forever.















The Strapon That Would Ruin Her











Naomi smirked, reaching for something beside her on the bed.










Elena’s

 

breath caught.











The

 

harness.











Thick,

 

black leather, fitted with a massive, curved silicone cock, sleek and glistening with lube, designed to hit every devastating spot inside her.











Naomi adjusted the straps

 

slowly


 
, buckling the harness around her waist, tightening it, making sure

 

Elena was watching every second of it.











Elena

 

whimpered softly, shifting on shaky legs, the thick diaper between her thighs making it impossible to close them completely.











Naomi leaned back, spreading her legs, tilting her head slightly.










“You know what to do, baby girl.”










Elena

 

shuddered, her entire body aching with need.











She

 

dropped to her knees immediately, crawling forward, her padded bottom swaying slightly, making Naomi smirk in amusement.











She pressed her

 

lips to the silicone, kissing the tip, dragging her tongue along the length, just the way Naomi had taught her.











Naomi

 

groaned, stroking Elena’s hair, watching her with dark, lazy satisfaction.











"Such a good girl," she murmured.

 

"Getting your mouth all wet for me."











Elena sucked

 

slowly, obediently, knowing exactly what was coming next.











Knowing that

 

soon, she wouldn’t just be taking Naomi’s cock in her mouth.











She would be

 

on her back, legs spread, pinned to the mattress, taking it somewhere else.
















Ruined Beyond Repair











Naomi finally pulled her up, flipping her onto her stomach,

 

pressing her down into the sheets, making her feel small, fragile, completely at her mercy.











Her fingers

 

gripped the waistband of the diaper, tugging it down just enough to expose the round swell of Elena’s ass, the plug still sitting snug inside her.











Elena

 

whimpered


 
, burying her face in the pillow, her

 

whole body trembling in anticipation.











Naomi chuckled, dragging the

 

silicone tip along her folds, teasing, making her squirm, making her sob.











“You want it, don’t you?"










Elena

 

nodded frantically, her hips jerking, chasing the friction.











Naomi

 

spanked her once, hard, sharp, making her gasp.











"Use your words, baby."










Elena

 

bit her lip, her breath ragged, her body shaking.











“I—I want it.”










Naomi groaned, pressing the tip

 

against her entrance, rubbing slow, torturous circles.











“Say it properly."










Elena

 

squeezed her eyes shut, her face burning.











"Please, Naomi," she gasped,

 

her voice breaking, her whole body desperate.











"Please

 

fuck me.


 
"










Naomi growled,

 

slamming inside her.











Elena

 

screamed, her back arching, her hands fisting the sheets, her body stretching to take every inch.











Naomi didn’t

 

go slow.











Didn’t

 

ease her into it.











She

 

fucked her deep, raw, hard, forcing her to take it, forcing her to feel every inch of her submission.











Elena

 

sobbed, moaned, gasped


 
, her thighs twitching, her body

 

completely at Naomi’s mercy.











“You’ll never be anything else," Naomi whispered,

 

her lips brushing against Elena’s ear as she fucked her harder.











"You’ll always be my baby girl."










Elena

 

shuddered violently, her whole body locking up, the pleasure ripping through her, breaking her apart.











She

 

came screaming into the sheets


 
, her body convulsing, wrecked, ruined, completely Naomi’s.










Naomi groaned, pulling her

 

close, wrapping an arm around her waist, kissing her temple softly.











“There’s my good girl,” she whispered,

 

stroking her hair, letting her melt into her arms.











Elena let out a

 

shaky, content sigh, her body exhausted, her mind slipping further into helplessness.











She was

 

never leaving.











Never

 

escaping.











And she didn’t

 

want to.











She was

 

Naomi’s baby girl.











Forever.
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