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Chapter 1: The Crossing

The crinkle of ancient parchment beneath my fingers was the only sound in the forsaken library, a crumbling relic of a city long abandoned. My knees ached from hunching over the forbidden manuscript, my raven-black hair spilling over my shoulder as I traced the faded runes. Exhaustion clawed at me, my body trembling from nights of no sleep, but I couldn’t stop—not when the page beneath my hand began to glow, a sickly violet light pulsing like a heartbeat.

I froze. My breath hitched. The air thickened, heavy with a scent I couldn’t name—something wild, ancient, like moss and iron. My hazel eyes darted to the edges of the manuscript, where the light intensified, curling like smoke around my fingertips. A hum vibrated through my bones, and before I could pull away, the floor beneath me shattered.

Falling. My scream was swallowed by a void, endless and cold. My hands flailed, grasping at nothing as the world dissolved into shadow. Then, impact—hard, unyielding stone beneath me, the air knocked from my lungs. I gasped, scrambling to my knees, my palms scraping against rough rock as I took in the cavernous expanse around me. Jagged obsidian walls loomed, streaked with veins of glowing crystal, and a throne of twisted black thorn sat at the chamber’s heart.

A figure occupied it. Towering, impossibly broad, his presence filled the space like a storm about to break. Antlers of black bone rose from his crown, silhouetted against the glowing crystal veins like the branches of a dead god's tree. His eyes—molten silver, sharp as blades—pinned me where I knelt, the weight of his gaze a physical thing, pressing against my skin until I shivered. My worn jacket and jeans felt like nothing under that stare, my petite frame shrinking smaller with every second he watched.

“Elara.” His voice was a low rumble, resonating in my chest, commanding without effort. How did he know my name? I hadn’t spoken, hadn’t moved, but my body reacted—heat pooling between my thighs, unbidden, traitorous.

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. “Who… who are you?”

He rose from the throne with a predator’s grace, every movement deliberate, tailored perfection in the form of a man. Antlers of black bone crowned his head, curving upward like dark spires, ancient and terrible. His black robes clung to a frame that spoke of raw power, his long silver hair cascading over shoulders that could crush me without trying. He stepped closer, and I realized just how massive he was—easily twice my size, his shadow swallowing me whole as he loomed.

“I am Oberon, Shadow King of the Underrealm.” His words carried an edge of iron, unyielding. “And you, little one, are the prophesied Little Queen. Mine to claim, mine to rule.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Prophesied? The heat in my core flared hotter, even as my mind screamed to run. I pushed myself backward, my palms scraping the stone, but there was nowhere to go—his presence cornered me without a touch.

“Stay still,” he commanded, and my body obeyed before my mind could protest. His massive hand reached down, fingers curling around my chin, tilting my face up to meet that searing gaze. His touch was firm, calloused, sending a jolt through me that made my thighs clench. “Feel that tremble, little one? Your body already knows it belongs to Daddy.”

The words hit like a strike, igniting something raw and desperate inside me. I wanted to argue, to snap back with the defiance that had kept me alive for twenty-five years in a broken world, but my lips parted, and only a whimper escaped. His thumb brushed over my jaw, slow, deliberate, and I felt myself melting under it—wetness seeping into my panties, my breath shallow.

“You’ve crossed into my domain,” Oberon continued, his voice a dark caress. “There are rules here, and you will learn them. First, you belong to me—and soon, to my brothers. Second, you obey without question. Third, your body is ours to command, to pleasure, to punish.”

Punish. The word sent a shiver down my spine, my mind flashing to images I couldn’t suppress—his hands on me, not just holding but claiming. I squirmed, and his grip tightened just enough to still me, his other hand sliding to my shoulder, the weight of it grounding and terrifying all at once.

“Stand,” he ordered. My legs shook as I obeyed, rising to my full height—which was nothing compared to his. My head barely reached his chest, and his hand slid from my chin to my waist, fingers splaying wide, nearly spanning the entirety of my small frame. I gasped at the contact, the heat of his palm burning through my thin shirt, my nipples hardening against the fabric.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise hit deeper than it should have, a warmth spreading through me that I couldn’t fight. His silver eyes darkened, tracking the flush on my cheeks, the way my chest rose and fell too quickly. “But you’ve already broken a rule by entering without permission. That requires correction.”

My stomach twisted, fear and anticipation tangling into something I didn’t understand. “Correction?” My voice was barely a whisper, but he heard it, a faint smirk curling his lips.

“Yes, little one.” His hand at my waist tightened, pulling me closer until I could feel the hard planes of his body through his robes, the sheer power radiating from him. “But first, I inspect what is mine.”

Before I could process the words, his other hand moved, sliding under my jacket to push it off my shoulders. It fell to the stone with a soft thud, leaving me in just my thin tank top, the cool air of the cavern prickling my skin. His gaze raked over me, lingering on the curve of my breasts, the way my nipples strained against the fabric, and I felt exposed, raw, under that unyielding stare.

“Arms up,” he commanded. I hesitated, and his brow arched, a silent warning. My hands lifted, trembling, and he gripped the hem of my tank, pulling it over my head in one smooth motion. The air hit my bare skin, and I instinctively crossed my arms over my chest—until his hand caught my wrists, pulling them down to my sides with effortless strength.

“No hiding,” he said, his voice low, dangerous. “Daddy sees all of you.” His massive hands moved to my shoulders, thumbs brushing over my collarbones, sending shivers racing through me. Then lower, tracing the edges of my simple bra, his touch lingering, teasing, until my breath hitched audibly.

My body betrayed me. Wet heat slicked between my thighs, my pussy clenching as his fingers dipped just under the edge of the fabric, not quite touching where I ached, but close enough to make me squirm. His smirk widened, and I knew he could sense it—the way I was unraveling under his control.

“Turn around,” he ordered. I obeyed, my bare feet cold against the stone, my back now to him. His hands slid down my spine, slow, deliberate, until they reached the waistband of my jeans. My breath caught as his fingers deftly unbuttoned them, the sound of the zipper loud in the silent chamber. He tugged them down, along with my panties, in one firm motion, leaving me bare from the waist down, the cool air kissing my exposed skin.

I heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the weight of his gaze on my ass, my thighs, the most intimate parts of me. “Beautiful,” he growled, and the word sent a thrill through me, even as shame burned my cheeks. His hand cupped one cheek, squeezing lightly, and I jolted, a whimper escaping my lips as his thumb brushed closer to the wet heat of my pussy.

“You’re already so wet for Daddy,” he said, his voice thick with something primal. His finger slid between my folds, just a teasing stroke, collecting my slickness before pulling away. I heard the wet sound of him bringing that finger to his mouth, a low groan rumbling from his chest. “So sweet, little one. But you don’t get to cum yet—not until you’ve learned your place.”

My knees nearly buckled. The ache between my thighs was unbearable, my clit throbbing with need, but his words held me in place—denial as sharp as any touch. His hand returned to my hip, guiding me to turn back to face him, and I saw the hunger in his silver eyes, the way his robes strained over what I knew was a massive cock beneath.

“On your knees,” he commanded, and I dropped instantly, the stone biting into my skin. My eyes were level with the bulge in his robes, and my mouth watered despite myself, my body aching to please him, to earn that release he’d denied. His hand tangled in my hair, tilting my head back to meet his gaze, and the sheer dominance in his expression made my pussy clench harder.

“You’ll learn to serve, to submit,” he said, his thumb brushing over my lower lip, parting it slightly. “But first, a small taste of punishment for crossing into my realm unbidden.” He reached into the folds of his robe, producing a small, gleaming object—a vibrator, no bigger than his thumb, but its surface shimmered with an unnatural light. My eyes widened, my pulse racing as he activated it, the low hum filling the air.

“Spread your thighs,” he ordered. I hesitated, and his grip in my hair tightened, a silent warning. My legs parted, trembling, exposing my dripping pussy to his view, and he knelt before me, his massive frame still towering even at this level. He pressed the vibrator against my clit, the sudden sensation making me cry out, my hips jerking forward.

“Stay still,” he growled, his free hand clamping onto my thigh, holding me in place. The vibrations pulsed, relentless, driving me toward the edge in seconds, my breath coming in desperate pants. I was so close, so fucking close—but just as I felt the orgasm building, he pulled the toy away, leaving me whimpering, my body shaking with denied need.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, his voice laced with dark amusement. “You cum when Daddy says.” He stood, tucking the vibrator away, and pulled me to my feet with one hand, my legs barely supporting me. His arm wrapped around my waist, holding me against his chest, the hard length of his cock pressing against my stomach through his robes, a promise of more to come.

“You did well,” he murmured, his tone softening just enough to make my heart stutter. His hand stroked my back, a tender contrast to the punishment, and I melted into the touch, craving more of that warmth. “But we’re not done. Tomorrow, little one, you meet the others—and your true training begins.”

The words hung in the air, a threat and a promise, as my body still thrummed with unspent need. I didn’t know who the others were, didn’t know what training meant in this dark, enchanted place—but I knew, deep in my trembling core, that I was already caught, already theirs. And some traitorous part of me couldn’t wait to find out what came next.


Chapter 2: Shadowed Throne

The cold stone bit into the soles of my feet, each step echoing in the vast, cavernous throne room. My tattered mortal clothes clung to my skin, damp with sweat and the chill of this otherworldly place, offering no protection against the weight of the air—or the gaze that pinned me where I stood. My chest ached, tightness coiling there as if my own body knew something my mind hadn’t yet grasped.

He was there before I even saw him. Oberon. The Shadow King Daddy, his presence a storm contained in flawless form, broad shoulders draped in midnight silk that shimmered with faint, unholy light. Antlers of black bone crowned his head, rising like jagged sentinels in the dim torchlight. His eyes, molten silver and piercing, raked over me with a precision that stripped me bare, not just of fabric but of every defense I’d ever built. I shivered, my breath hitching, as he stepped closer, his boots silent on the stone—a predator’s grace.

“You’ve wandered far, little one,” he murmured, his voice a thunderous timbre that vibrated through the cavern and straight into my bones. His hand rose, fingers tracing the line of my jaw with a touch so deliberate it felt like a command. My skin burned under it, shamefully hungry, as his thumb lingered just above my collarbone, teasing the edge of where my ragged shirt gaped open.

I wanted to pull away. I should’ve. But my body locked in place, my nipples hardening under the thin fabric as his gaze dropped to them, a faint smirk curling his lips.

“Already responding,” he said, his tone low, laced with dark amusement. His fingers dipped lower, brushing just above the swell of my breasts, and a pulse of heat throbbed between my legs, unbidden and undeniable. I bit my lip, hating how my core clenched, wet and aching, under the mere weight of his scrutiny.

“First rule,” Oberon continued, his hand stilling as his eyes locked with mine, that Blik van de Autoriteit piercing through every layer of defiance. “You belong to us. Your body, your mind, your submission—it’s ours to claim.”

I swallowed hard, the words sinking into me like a brand. His touch resumed, a slow drag of fingertips down my sternum, stopping just short of where my heart hammered. My breath came in shallow gasps, the cold stone underfoot forgotten as heat pooled low in my belly.

“Second rule,” he said, his voice a velvet blade. “You obey. Disobedience earns correction, little one, and I promise you’ll feel every inch of it.”

His hand slid to my hip, gripping with a firmness that made me gasp, my body arching instinctively toward him. I hated it—the way I leaned into his touch, the way my pussy throbbed with need I didn’t want to name. But his presence was a cage, and my willing flesh was already begging for the key.

“Third rule,” Oberon purred, his other hand cupping my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. “You call me Daddy. Always. Say it now.”

My lips parted, trembling. I wanted to resist, to spit defiance, but the weight of his command pressed down on me, and my voice came out a whisper. “Daddy.”

“Good girl,” he said, and those words hit me like a wave, warmth flooding through me, deeper than it should’ve. My knees weakened, and he caught me, one arm sliding around my waist, pulling me against the hard plane of his chest. I could feel the heat of him through his silk, the sheer size of his frame dwarfing mine, and my breath stuttered as my resistance crumbled, a slick heat seeping into my tattered panties.

“Your body’s already wet for Daddy, isn’t it, little one? We’ll see how long you fight.” His words, delivered with that unshakable certainty, sent a jolt straight to my clit, and I whimpered, unable to deny the truth of it.

He stepped back, just enough to let his gaze roam over me again, assessing every inch. “Strip,” he commanded, the single word a decree I couldn’t ignore. My hands shook as I reached for the hem of my torn shirt, pulling it over my head, the cold air biting at my exposed skin.

Oberon’s eyes darkened, a predator’s hunger flashing in them as my breasts came into view, nipples peaked and aching under his stare. I hesitated at the waistband of my pants, and his brow arched, a silent warning. Swallowing my pride, I pushed them down, stepping out of the fabric until I stood bare before him, vulnerable and trembling.

“Turn,” he ordered, his voice a low growl. I obeyed, spinning slowly, feeling the weight of his gaze on every curve, every inch of my skin. My face burned with shame, but my body—oh, my body—thrummed with a need I couldn’t suppress, my pussy slick and pulsing as I faced him again.

He approached, circling me like a hunter, his fingers brushing my shoulder, then trailing down my spine. I shivered, goosebumps erupting under his touch, and he chuckled, the sound dark and rich. “So responsive, little one. We’ll have such fun breaking you in.”

His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of my ass, squeezing with a possessiveness that made me gasp. My knees buckled, but he held me steady, his other arm banding around my waist again, pulling me back against him. I could feel the hard length of his cock through his silks, pressing against my lower back, and a fresh wave of heat surged through me, my core clenching with desperate want.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear, sending shivers down my neck. “You haven’t earned it. But I’ll give you a taste of what obedience feels like.”

He guided me forward, toward the obsidian throne at the center of the room, its sharp edges glinting in the dim light. My bare feet stumbled on the cold stone, but his grip was unrelenting, steadying me as he sat, pulling me onto his lap. My thighs spread instinctively over his, my back pressed to his chest, and I felt the heat of him everywhere, overwhelming and inescapable.

His hands roamed, one sliding up to cup my breast, thumb brushing over my nipple until I moaned, my head tipping back against his shoulder. The other hand dipped between my thighs, fingers parting my folds with a deliberate slowness that made me squirm. I was so wet, so ready, and he groaned softly against my ear as he felt it, his cock twitching against my back.

“Look at you, little one,” he said, his voice thick with approval. “Soaking for Daddy already. Such a good girl.”

Those words again. They shattered something in me, my body arching into his touch as his fingers circled my clit, slow and teasing. I whimpered, hips bucking, but his arm tightened around me, holding me still.

“No moving,” he commanded. “You take what Daddy gives you.”

I bit my lip, fighting the urge to grind against his hand, my pussy aching for more. His fingers pressed harder, stroking with a rhythm that built pressure inside me, coiling tight and hot. My breaths came in pants, my hands gripping his thighs for any kind of anchor as pleasure spiraled through me.

“Daddy, please,” I gasped, the words slipping out before I could stop them. I felt him smile against my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there.

“Please what, little one?” he asked, his voice a dark tease as his fingers slowed, dragging out the torment. “Tell Daddy what you need.”

“I—I need to come,” I whispered, shame burning my cheeks even as my body screamed for release. My mind was slipping, overwhelmed by sensation, regressing into a space where only his touch, his voice, mattered.

“Not yet,” he said, and I whined, frustration and need clawing at me. His fingers pulled away entirely, leaving me throbbing and empty, and I nearly sobbed at the loss. “You’ll come when I say, little one. That’s a rule.”

His hand returned, slick with my arousal, sliding down to tease my entrance, one finger pushing inside with agonizing slowness. I moaned, my walls clenching around him, desperate for more, but he held me still, controlling every movement. His thumb brushed my clit again, a featherlight touch that drove me to the edge, only to pull back before I could tip over.

“Daddy,” I pleaded, my voice small, broken. My mind was hazy, slipping further into that little space where I was just his, where fighting felt impossible. My body shook, every nerve alight with denied need.

“Pathetic,” he murmured, but the word was laced with warmth, with possession, and it sent another pulse of heat through me. “So desperate for Daddy’s touch. You’ll learn patience, little one.”

He added a second finger, stretching me, curling them inside to hit that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. I cried out, my hips twitching despite his command, and his grip tightened, a silent reprimand. “Break the rules again, and I’ll stop entirely,” he warned, his voice a low growl.

I stilled, trembling, as he fucked me with his fingers, slow and deep, building me up only to pull back again. My pussy wept around him, the wet sounds of my arousal filling the cavern, and shame mixed with pleasure in a dizzying spiral. I was so close, so fucking close, but he wouldn’t let me fall.

Finally, he pulled his fingers free, slick and glistening, and brought them to my lips. “Taste yourself,” he ordered, and I obeyed, my tongue darting out to lick the salt and sweetness from his skin. His groan of approval vibrated through me, and I felt his cock pulse against my back, hard and insistent.

“Good girl,” he said again, and I nearly came from the praise alone, my body shuddering in his lap. He shifted me, turning me to face him, my legs straddling his thighs as his hands gripped my hips, holding me just above the bulge in his silks. I could feel the heat of it, the promise, and my core ached to be filled.

But he held me there, suspended, his gaze burning into mine. “You’ve done well for your first inspection, little one,” he said, his voice softer now, but still threaded with command. “But this is only the beginning. There are others who will claim you, shape you, as I have.”

My breath hitched, the thought of more—of Lysander, of Morcant—sending a fresh wave of need through me. Oberon’s hands slid up my sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts, and I whimpered, still teetering on the edge of release. “Rest now, for Lysander awaits to tend to you at dawn.”

The promise lingered, a hook sinking deep as he lifted me from his lap, setting me on unsteady feet. My body still thrummed, unspent and aching, as his gaze followed me, a silent reminder of the rules, the claim, the pleasure yet to come. I didn’t know what dawn would bring, but I knew I’d be waiting, trembling, for whatever Lysander had in store.


Chapter 3: Moonlit Springs

The air was thick with the scent of night-blooming jasmine as I followed the winding path to the glowing spring. My bare feet pressed against cool moss, and I shivered, not just from the chill of the midnight breeze but from the weight of anticipation curling tight in my belly. Lysander had promised to tend to me at dawn, but the fae realm bent time in ways I couldn’t grasp, and now, under a moon too bright to be real, I felt the pull of his presence before I even saw him.

He stood at the edge of the spring, his silhouette framed by the shimmering water that glowed with an otherworldly light. Lysander, the Thorn Prince Daddy, was all sharp elegance—tall and lithe, with golden hair cascading over his shoulders in silken strands and emerald eyes that gleamed with mischief and hunger. His presence was a quiet storm, nurturing yet possessive, and I felt the first stirrings of heat between my thighs as he turned, his gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that made my knees weak.

“Come, petal,” he murmured, his cruel, sensual mouth curving as his voice wrapped around me like a vine. He extended a hand, long fingers beckoning, and I stumbled forward, my thin shift clinging to my skin in the humid air. “Daddy’s been waiting to care for you.”

I reached him, my breath hitching as his hand closed around mine, cool and firm. Around us, the night-blooming jasmine unfurled wider, as if my emotions fed the garden itself -- the Underrealm responding to my quickening pulse. He guided me to the water’s edge, the warmth of the spring rising in gentle waves of steam that kissed my bare legs. His eyes never left me, and I felt the weight of his stare—the Blik van de Autoriteit—stripping me bare before his touch even began.

“Strip,” he commanded softly, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. My fingers trembled as I tugged at the shift, letting it fall to the mossy ground, baring my pale skin to the moonlight and his unrelenting gaze. My flesh answered before my mind could, nipples hardening in the cool air, a flush creeping up my chest as I stood vulnerable before him.

“Good girl,” Lysander purred, stepping closer, his fingers trailing along my collarbone, a featherlight touch that sent shivers racing down my spine. He knelt, his face level with my waist, and I gasped as he pressed a soft kiss just below my navel, his breath hot against my skin. “Step into the water, baby girl. Let Daddy wash away the day.”

The spring enveloped me as I stepped in, the enchanted water warm and silky, lapping at my calves, then my thighs, until I sank deeper at his gentle nudge. It felt like a thousand tiny hands caressing me, the heat seeping into my bones, and I sighed, my head tipping back as Lysander followed me in, fully clothed in his silken tunic, the fabric clinging to his lean frame as the water soaked through. He moved with deliberate grace, a predator in caretaker’s guise, and I felt the first tendrils of regression tugging at my mind, a yearning to let go, to be small and safe in his hands.

He cupped water in his palms, letting it trickle over my shoulders, the warmth cascading down my breasts, teasing my already sensitive nipples into tight peaks. “So beautiful,” he whispered, his thumbs brushing just under the swell of my breasts, a teasing graze that made me whimper. My body arched toward him instinctively, seeking more, but he pulled back, a faint smirk playing on his lips as he reached for a vial of shimmering oil from the spring’s edge.

“Arms up, little one,” he instructed, and I obeyed, lifting them as he poured the oil into his hands, the floral scent intoxicating. His fingers glided over my skin, starting at my wrists, working down my arms with slow, deliberate strokes that left me trembling. When he reached my underarms, his touch lingered, teasing, before moving to my sides, skimming the edges of my breasts without giving me what I craved.

“Please, Daddy Lysander,” I whispered, my voice small, the heat between my legs throbbing now, a desperate ache that pulsed with every brush of his hands. He chuckled, low and dark, as he moved behind me, his chest pressing against my back, the wet silk of his tunic a maddening texture against my bare skin. His hands slid down to my hips, gripping them lightly as he guided me to lean back against him.

“Look at you, little one, dripping for Daddy’s touch—such a needy mess,” he said, his voice a velvet blade cutting through my defenses. The words hit like a physical caress, my pussy clenching at the raw truth of them, and I felt the slickness between my thighs mix with the warm water, my desire a confession my mouth refused to make. He knew—he always knew—and the humiliation of being so exposed only made the heat burn hotter.

His fingers dipped lower, tracing the curve of my inner thighs, spreading them slightly under the water as I gasped, my head falling back against his shoulder. Vines—his enchanted vines—slithered from the spring’s edge, curling around my wrists with a gentle but unyielding grip, holding my arms out to the sides as if offering me up to him. The restraint sent a jolt of arousal through me, my breath coming in shallow pants as his hands continued their torturous exploration, brushing closer to my aching core but never quite touching where I needed him most.

“Daddy, please,” I begged, my voice breaking, the regression pulling me deeper into little space as the overwhelming need consumed me. I wanted to be his good girl, to earn his praise, but the denial was a punishment in itself, every teasing stroke a reminder of his control. His lips found the shell of my ear, his breath hot as he murmured, “Not yet, baby girl. Daddy decides when you get to feel good.”

One hand slid up, cupping my breast, his thumb circling my nipple with agonizing slowness while the other hand pressed against my lower belly, just above the place I ached most. The pressure made me squirm, the vines tightening around my wrists as I tried to push against him, desperate for more friction. He held me still, his grip firm, his voice a soothing command. “Be still, little one. Let Daddy take care of you.”

The water lapped around us, amplifying every sensation—the silky warmth against my skin, the hard planes of his body behind me, the throbbing heat between my legs that pulsed with every word he spoke. He kneaded my breast, pinching my nipple just hard enough to make me cry out, the sharp pleasure shooting straight to my clit. My hips bucked, water splashing as I sought relief, but he pulled his hand away, leaving me whining, on the edge of tears.

“Pathetic little thing,” he said, his tone warm with affection despite the degrading words, and the contradiction sent another wave of heat through me. He reached for a cloth of fae silk from the spring’s edge, the fabric shimmering like liquid moonlight, and began to drape it over my shoulders, dressing me even as I stood trembling in the water. The silk clung to my wet skin, molding to every curve, the texture a sensual torment as it brushed against my oversensitive nipples.

“Stand,” he ordered, guiding me up with a hand under my elbow, the vines releasing my wrists as I rose, water streaming off me. The silk shift was nearly transparent, hiding nothing, and I felt his eyes on me again, drinking in the sight of my body on display for him. My pussy throbbed, slick and aching, and I pressed my thighs together, trying to ease the need, but his sharp gaze caught the movement.

“Legs apart, baby girl,” he said, his voice firm, and I whimpered as I obeyed, spreading them slightly, the cool air hitting my heated skin through the wet silk. He stepped out of the spring, water dripping from his own soaked tunic, and retrieved a small, enchanted object from a pouch at his waist—a tiny, vibrating egg that pulsed with a faint glow. My eyes widened, a mix of fear and anticipation flooding me as he approached, kneeling before me once more.

“Daddy’s going to make sure you feel taken care of,” he said, his tone deceptively gentle as he parted the silk at my hips, exposing my bare pussy to his gaze. His fingers brushed my folds, spreading my wetness with a slow, deliberate touch that made me gasp, and then he pressed the egg against my clit, the sudden vibration tearing a moan from my throat. My knees buckled, but his free hand gripped my thigh, holding me steady as the toy buzzed relentlessly against me.

“Oh, Daddy Lysander, I can’t—” I sobbed, the pleasure too intense, building too fast, my body shaking as I teetered on the edge of release. He looked up at me, his emerald eyes glinting with possessive delight, and shook his head. “No cumming yet, little one. You hold it for Daddy.”

The denial was torture, the vibrations pushing me higher, my clit throbbing under the toy’s relentless assault as my hands fisted at my sides, desperate to grab onto something, anything. He slid the egg lower, teasing my entrance, and then pushed it inside me, the intrusion stretching me just enough to make me whimper, the vibrations now pulsing deep within my core. My walls clenched around it, every nerve alight, and I felt the first tears of frustration spill down my cheeks.

“Good girl,” he praised, standing to tower over me, his hand cupping my face as he thumbed away a tear. The words hit deep, a trigger that made my pussy clench harder around the toy, and I nearly came right then, only his command holding me back. He adjusted the silk shift, covering me again, the fabric rubbing against my oversensitive skin as the egg continued its torment inside me.

He led me from the spring, the moss cool under my feet, my body a trembling mess of unfulfilled desire as the vibrations kept me on the razor’s edge. Every step was agony, the silk brushing my thighs, the toy shifting inside me, and I clung to his arm, my breaths coming in ragged gasps. “Daddy, please, I need to—” I started, but he silenced me with a finger to my lips, his expression both tender and unyielding.

“You’ll wait, baby girl,” he said, guiding me to a soft bed of moss near the spring, laying me down as he sat beside me. His hand rested on my belly, the pressure making the egg’s vibrations feel even more intense, and I squirmed, my hips lifting off the ground in desperate need. He held me down with that single hand, his strength effortless, and leaned in to kiss my forehead, a gesture so gentle it contrasted sharply with the torment between my legs.

“Rest now, little one,” he murmured, his voice a soothing balm even as my body screamed for release. “You’ve been such a good girl for Daddy Lysander, but your training isn’t over.” His hand slid up to cup my cheek, his thumb brushing my lower lip as he added, “Tomorrow, Morcant will show you what discipline truly means.”

The promise sent a fresh shiver through me, fear and anticipation tangling with the unrelenting pleasure of the toy still buzzing inside me. I lay there, panting, slick with unmet desire, the moonlight casting shadows over Lysander’s flawless features as he watched me, a guardian and a tormentor all at once. Whatever Morcant had planned, I knew it would push me further, break me open in ways I couldn’t yet imagine—and I couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 4: Iron Forge

The air in the forge was heavy, thick with the acrid tang of molten metal and the primal scent of sweat. My bare feet scuffed against the rough stone floor as Morcant guided me forward, his massive hand firm on the small of my back. My heart thudded wildly, each beat echoing the hammer strikes that rang out earlier, now silent as if the very walls held their breath for what was to come.

I glanced around, eyes wide, taking in the dimly lit space. The forge glowed like a beast’s heart in the center, casting flickering shadows over anvils and tools that looked more like instruments of torment than craft. Anxiety coiled tight in my chest, but beneath it, a shameful heat pulsed between my thighs, betraying me before I could even form a protest.

I dared to look up at him, and the sight stole my breath. His face was a map of battles survived -- a jagged scar bisected his left brow, another traced his jaw like a river through stone. But it was his eyes that pinned me. One silver, pale as moonlight on steel. One black, depthless as a well with no bottom. The mismatched gaze held me with an intensity that made my pulse stutter.

Morcant stopped me near a rough-hewn bench, its surface scarred and darkened from years of use. His presence loomed behind me, a wall of muscle and iron will, his breath hot against my neck as he leaned in close. “You’ve been testing boundaries, little one,” he rumbled, his voice low and gravelly, each word a hammer strike of its own. “Daddy Morcant doesn’t tolerate disobedience.”

I shivered, my body reacting before my mind could catch up. His calloused fingers trailed down my arms, raising goosebumps, and I felt the weight of his control settle over me like a cloak. There was no escaping this, no hiding from the discipline he’d promised—and part of me didn’t want to.

He stepped to the side, retrieving something from a nearby shelf. The clink of metal made my stomach flip, and when he returned, I saw them: iron cuffs, forged by his own hands, their surfaces etched with faint, shimmering runes. They looked heavy, unyielding, and my pulse raced as he held them up, his mismatched eyes -- one silver, one black -- locking onto mine with an intensity that stole my breath.

“These are for you,” he said, his tone carrying the weight of a decree. “Spelled to bind more than just your wrists. They’ll teach you to submit, to crave Daddy’s rules.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, as he took my wrists in his massive hands. His grip was firm but not cruel, guiding my arms in front of me as he fastened the cuffs with a deliberate slowness. The cold metal bit into my skin, heavy and unyielding, and a soft whimper escaped my lips as the runes glowed briefly, a tingle of magic seeping into my bones.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and those words hit me like a wave, warmth flooding my core despite the chill of the iron. My resolve dissolved, a slick heat gathering between my thighs as he adjusted the cuffs, ensuring they were secure. I felt small under his gaze, fragile against the sheer size of him, and the contrast only made me ache more.

Morcant’s hands moved to my shoulders, guiding me forward until my hips pressed against the edge of the bench. “Bend over,” he commanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated through me. I hesitated for only a moment, but the weight of his expectation—and the unspoken promise of punishment—made me comply, leaning forward until my chest rested on the rough wood, my cuffed wrists pinned beneath me.

His hands slid down to my hips, gripping them with a possessive strength that made me gasp. The heat of the forge seemed to seep into my skin, mirroring the fire building inside me as his thumbs pressed into my flesh, holding me in place. “You feel that heat, little one? Soon you’ll beg Daddy to fill you with more than iron,” he said, his voice dark and deliberate, each word stoking the flames in my core.

I moaned softly, unable to stop myself, the roughness of the bench scraping against my sensitive skin through the thin fabric of my dress. Morcant’s hands tightened, and I felt the hard press of his body behind me, the unmistakable bulge of his arousal against my backside. My mind spun, caught between shame and desperate need, as he leaned over me, his breath hot on my ear.

“You’ve been naughty, haven’t you?” he growled, one hand sliding down to lift the hem of my dress, exposing my bare thighs to the warm air. “Testing Daddy Oberon’s patience, squirming under Daddy Lysander’s care. Now it’s my turn to set you straight.”

His fingers brushed the edge of my panties, teasing the sensitive skin there, and I bucked against the bench, the iron cuffs clinking as I moved. The weight of them grounded me, a constant reminder of his control, and I felt myself slipping, my mind regressing to that soft, needy place where I was just his little girl, desperate for his approval. “Please, Daddy Morcant,” I whispered, barely recognizing my own voice, so small and plaintive.

“Please what, baby girl?” he asked, his tone laced with dark amusement as his fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, tugging them down slowly. The fabric slid over my hips, leaving me bare and vulnerable, and I felt the heat of his gaze on my exposed skin. My pussy clenched, already wet and aching, as the air kissed my slick folds.

“Please… touch me,” I begged, my face burning with shame but my body screaming for more. The betrayal loop spun in my mind—humiliation, arousal, self-loathing, then deeper need—and I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to.

Morcant chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through me. “Not yet, little one. Discipline first. Pleasure comes when Daddy says.”

His hand left my hip, and I heard the faint clink of metal again before something cold and smooth pressed against my inner thigh—a tool from the forge, perhaps, or something else he’d crafted just for this. My breath hitched as he dragged it upward, teasingly close to my aching core but never touching where I needed it most. The anticipation was torture, my hips twitching involuntarily, seeking contact.

“Hold still,” he ordered, his voice sharp, and I froze, trembling under the weight of his command. The cold object circled my entrance, slick with my own arousal now, and I bit my lip to stifle a moan. Then, with a slow, deliberate push, he slid it inside me—a small, smooth metal plug, its weight heavy and foreign, stretching me just enough to make me gasp.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his free hand stroking my lower back as I adjusted to the intrusion. “Feel Daddy’s iron inside you. You’re mine to shape, to forge into the perfect little submissive.”

The plug settled deep, its cold surface warming to my body, and every slight movement sent sparks of sensation through me. I was panting now, my cuffed wrists pressing into the bench, my body caught between the heat of the forge and the fire in my veins. Morcant’s hand moved to my ass, kneading the flesh there before delivering a sharp, stinging slap that made me cry out.

“Count for Daddy,” he said, his voice calm but unyielding. “Every strike is a lesson.”

“One,” I whimpered, the sting fading into a warm ache that only heightened the pulsing need between my thighs. Another slap landed, harder this time, and I gasped, “Two,” as my pussy clenched around the plug, the dual sensations driving me to the edge.

By the fifth strike, I was trembling, tears pricking my eyes but my body alight with desperate arousal. Morcant paused, his hand soothing over the heated skin of my ass, and I felt his breath against my neck again. “Good girl,” he whispered, and those words shattered me, a wave of warmth crashing through me as my core tightened, so close to release but not quite there.

“Not yet,” he growled, sensing my nearness, and I sobbed in frustration as he pulled back, denying me the orgasm that hovered just out of reach. His fingers brushed against the plug, adjusting it with a slight twist that made me moan, my hips bucking against the bench despite myself. “You cum when Daddy says, little one. Not before.”

I nodded weakly, my mind hazy, lost in the overwhelming mix of pain, pleasure, and submission. The iron cuffs weighed on my wrists, a constant reminder of his control, and I felt myself slipping deeper into little space, craving nothing more than to please him, to be his perfect girl. My body was his to command, and the betrayal of my own arousal only deepened as I felt the slickness dripping down my thighs.

Morcant stepped back, his calloused fingers dragging once, slowly, along the crease where my thigh met my ass. The touch was barely a whisper, but it made my hips buck, my body chasing something he had no intention of giving.

“Please, Daddy Morcant,” I whimpered, my voice broken and small. “I need -- I need more.”

His chuckle was low, vibrating through the forge air like heat itself. “More?” He gripped the back of my neck, holding me down against the bench, his thumb pressing into the knot of tension there. “You haven’t earned more, baby girl. You haven’t earned anything yet.”

His free hand traced down my spine, over the small of my back, and then lower -- not touching where I burned for him, just circling, mapping the sensitive skin of my inner thighs while the plug shifted with every involuntary clench. I was trembling, my whole body a live wire, slickness coating my thighs as the denied need twisted tighter and tighter.

“Feel that ache, little one?” His voice dropped to a growl, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “That’s mine. That need belongs to Daddy Morcant. And I decide when it gets satisfied.” His mismatched eyes -- silver and black -- burned into mine as he turned my face toward him, his scarred features carved in stone resolve. “Not today.”

He lifted me from the bench as if I weighed nothing, my cuffed wrists still heavy with spelled iron, my thighs trembling and slick. He settled into a chair by the forge and pulled me onto his lap, my back against his broad, leather-clad chest. One arm banded around my waist like a vise of muscle, and his other hand stroked my hair with a tenderness that almost broke me worse than the denial.

“You did well, baby girl,” he murmured against my temple, his rough voice softening at the edges. “So responsive for Daddy. So brave.”

The praise sank into me like warm honey, and I felt tears prick my eyes -- not from pain, not from frustration, but from the overwhelming safety of being held by someone who could crush me and chose to cradle me instead. The plug was still inside me, a constant, maddening weight, and every tiny shift of my hips sent sparks through my core. But his arm held me still, held me together, and I let myself sink into the aftercare, my mind going soft and small.

He unfastened the cuffs with careful precision, his rough thumbs rubbing circles into the red marks they’d left on my wrists. I nuzzled into his chest, breathing in forge smoke and iron, and felt something crack open inside me -- not breaking, but loosening. A wall I hadn’t known I could lower.

“This is only the beginning,” Morcant said, his voice a low rumble against my hair. “Daddy Oberon has deeper lessons for you.”

My breath caught, the promise settling into my bones alongside the ache he’d left unsatisfied. The plug shifted as I pressed closer to him, a reminder that even in tenderness, he was training me, shaping me. And some desperate, newly awakened part of me couldn’t wait to find out what came next.


Chapter 5: The First Symbol

I stood in the shadowy chamber, the air thick with the scent of ancient stone and cold antiseptic. My bare feet pressed against the icy floor, sending shivers up my legs, but it was the storm raging outside that mirrored the chaos in my chest. Thunder cracked, and lightning illuminated the towering figure before me—Oberon, the Shadow King Daddy, antlers of black bone rising from his crown like dark spires, his presence as unyielding as the obsidian walls around us.

His silver eyes locked onto mine, a gaze so piercing it stripped away every layer of defiance I’d built over years of solitude. I wanted to snap at him, to tell him I didn’t belong here in this strange, enchanted realm, but my tongue felt heavy, my limbs answering his presence with a tremor I couldn’t hide. Oberon stepped closer, his tailored black robes whispering against the floor, every movement deliberate, controlled, flawless.

“Little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me, “you’ve fought long enough. It’s time to surrender.”

I shook my head, my raven-black hair spilling over my shoulders, but the storm outside roared louder, as if echoing his command. My hands clenched into fists at my sides, hazel eyes narrowing in stubborn resistance. Yet, beneath it all, a heat pooled low in my belly, a forbidden ache I couldn’t deny under the weight of his authority.

He didn’t flinch at my defiance. Instead, he turned to a low table carved from dark wood, retrieving something that made my breath catch. A diaper. Thick, white, with a faint sheen under the flickering torchlight, its crinkle echoed in the silent chamber as he unfolded it with deliberate care.

“No,” I whispered, stepping back, but my voice wavered, weak against the storm and his unshakeable calm. My mind screamed rebellion, but my body—damn it—itched with a curiosity I hated. Oberon knelt before me, his massive frame somehow even more imposing from this angle, and his large hands reached for the hem of my thin silk shift.

“Stand still, little one,” he ordered, his tone quiet but ironclad. My feet froze, rooted by the sheer power of his command. He lifted the shift, exposing my trembling thighs, and the cool air bit into my skin as his fingers brushed my hips, sending a jolt of unwanted heat through me.

I wanted to push him away, to run, but his gaze—the Blik van de Autoriteit—pinned me in place, a predator’s stare that saw every hidden corner of my soul. My breath hitched as he slid the diaper beneath me, the plush padding pressing against my bare skin, the crinkle loud in my ears like a drumbeat of shame. His fingers lingered on my inner thighs, tracing slow, purposeful lines as he adjusted the fit, securing the tabs with a precision that made my cheeks burn.

“Feel that padding, little one? Daddy’s going to make you soak it while you cry for me,” Oberon said, his voice a dark promise that sent a shiver down my spine. My body reacted instantly, a wet heat pooling between my legs, soaking into the very padding he spoke of, and I bit my lip to stifle a whimper.

He stood, towering over me again, and his hand tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet his eyes. “You’re mine to care for, to break, to rebuild. And this”—he tapped the front of the diaper, the crinkle sharp against the silence—“is the first symbol of your surrender.”

My knees felt weak, the weight of the padding between my thighs a constant reminder of my vulnerability. I hated how my body responded, how the humiliation twisted into something hotter, something that made my clit throb against the soft barrier. Oberon’s thumb brushed my lower lip, a tender gesture that contrasted the storm in his gaze, and I felt myself slipping, regressing under the overwhelming mix of shame and need.

“Daddy Oberon,” I murmured, the words slipping out before I could stop them, my voice small, childlike. His lips curved into a faint, approving smile, and that tiny gesture hit deeper than it should have, a wave of warmth spreading through me. I was losing myself, and I didn’t know how to stop it.

He guided me to a low chaise draped in black velvet, his hand firm on my lower back. “Lie down, little one. Let Daddy see how well you wear his gift.”

I obeyed, my body moving before my mind caught up, and the crinkle of the diaper followed every shift of my hips as I settled onto the plush surface. Oberon loomed over me, his hands sliding up my thighs, spreading them wide so the diaper was fully exposed under his scrutiny. My face burned, but the heat between my legs only grew, my pussy aching as his fingers traced the edge of the padding, teasing the sensitive skin just beneath.

“Look at you, so pathetic and perfect,” he murmured, his tone warm despite the sting of the words. My breath hitched, the humiliation sinking into my bones, but my body arched toward his touch, desperate for more. He pressed a finger against the center of the diaper, right over my clit, and the pressure through the padding made me gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily.

“Good girl,” he said, and those two words shattered me, triggering a wave of pleasure that nearly pushed me over the edge. I whimpered, my hands gripping the velvet beneath me, and Oberon’s other hand slid up to cup my breast through the silk, his thumb circling my hardened nipple until I writhed under him.

But he didn’t let me cum. Not yet. His touch withdrew, leaving me panting, aching, the diaper already damp with my arousal. “Not until you’ve soaked it properly, little one,” he said, his voice a cruel tease. “Daddy decides when you get your release.”

I whined, my body trembling with need, but his control was absolute. He knelt again, his hands sliding beneath me to adjust the diaper, his fingers brushing my ass as he checked the fit. The crinkle was louder now, the padding heavier with my wetness, and the scent of my own arousal mixed with the faint antiseptic of the room, making my head spin.

“Such a messy little girl already,” he said, his tone laced with dark amusement. He pressed a hand against the front of the diaper, rubbing slow circles over my clit through the material, and I cried out, the sensation maddening but not enough to tip me over. My hands reached for him, desperate, but he caught my wrists in one massive hand, pinning them above my head with effortless strength.

“No touching, little one. That’s a rule.” His voice was stern, and the authority in it made my pussy clench, more wetness seeping into the padding. “Break it again, and Daddy will have to punish you.”

I nodded, tears of frustration prickling my eyes, but the threat only fueled the fire in me. Oberon’s free hand continued its torment, pressing harder against the diaper, the friction driving me to the edge but never past it. My hips rocked against him, the crinkle of the padding a humiliating soundtrack to my desperation, and I felt myself slipping deeper into little space, my mind soft and pliant under his dominance.

“Please, Daddy Oberon,” I begged, my voice barely a whisper, small and needy. “I need… I need to cum.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Not yet, baby girl. First, you’ll wet for me. Let go completely.”

My body tensed at his words, shame and arousal warring within me, but the pressure building in my bladder was undeniable. I’d been holding it for hours, the tension a constant undercurrent, and now, under his command, it felt impossible to resist. His hand pressed harder, right over my lower abdomen, and I gasped as the first hot stream escaped, warmth spreading through the padding, the diaper sagging slightly under the weight.

“Good girl,” he murmured again, and the praise hit like a physical touch, making my clit pulse even as tears of humiliation slid down my cheeks. The crinkle grew louder, the diaper heavier, and Oberon’s hand never stopped its slow, torturous rhythm over me, drawing out every wave of shame and pleasure until I was sobbing, my body trembling under the weight of it all.

“Look at you, soaking for Daddy just like I said you would,” he said, his voice thick with approval. He released my wrists, his hands sliding down to grip my hips, holding me still as the last of the warmth spread through the padding. My face burned, but my body sang with a strange, twisted relief, the act of surrender pushing me deeper into his control.

He didn’t stop there. Oberon’s fingers tugged at the tabs of the diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet chamber, and he peeled it away, exposing my drenched, sensitive skin to the cool air. I whimpered, my thighs trembling as he reached for a small vial on the table, pouring a slick, cold lubricant onto his fingers.

“Time to prepare you, little one,” he said, his tone clinical yet charged with heat. His slick fingers circled my entrance, teasing my pussy with slow, deliberate strokes before sliding inside, stretching me with a tenderness that belied the raw dominance in his eyes. I moaned, my hips lifting toward him, the intrusion both humiliating and exquisite as he worked me open, his other hand pressing down on my lower belly to keep me still.

“You’re so tight, baby girl,” he murmured, adding a second finger, the stretch making me gasp. “But Daddy’s going to fill you up soon. First, though, you need something to remind you who you belong to.”

He withdrew his fingers, leaving me empty and aching, and reached for a small, sleek toy—a vibrator, its surface smooth and black. He coated it with more lube, the coldness making me shiver as he pressed it against my entrance, sliding it in slowly until it was seated deep inside me. The weight of it, the fullness, made my breath catch, and then he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through me, hitting every nerve with relentless precision.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, my hands fisting in the velvet as my body arched, the sensation overwhelming. Oberon’s hand pressed against my clit, rubbing in tight circles, and the dual stimulation drove me to the brink in seconds. But just as I teetered on the edge, he turned the vibrator off, his hand stilling, leaving me panting and desperate once more.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a dark growl. “You cum when Daddy says, and only after you’ve learned your lesson.”

Tears streamed down my face now, frustration and need twisting into a tight knot in my core. He slid the vibrator out, replacing it with his fingers again, fucking me slowly, deliberately, until I was a whimpering mess beneath him. My mind was gone, lost in little space, every thought reduced to Daddy Oberon and the aching, humiliating pleasure he wielded over me.

Finally, he leaned down, his lips brushing my forehead in a rare, tender gesture that made my heart stutter. His massive hands withdrew from between my thighs, leaving me panting, aching, every nerve screaming for a release he refused to grant.

“Not tonight, little one,” he murmured against my skin, his silver eyes soft with something that looked almost like reverence. “You’ll carry this need until I decide you’ve earned it. This is what surrender feels like -- wanting so badly you could shatter, and trusting Daddy to hold you together.”

I sobbed, my body trembling with the force of denied need, but his arms gathered me up, pulling me against his broad chest. The antlers of black bone cast sharp shadows over us both as he settled me in his lap, my head tucked beneath his chin. He cleaned me with gentle wipes, the cool antiseptic scent grounding me, and dressed me in a fresh diaper with careful, almost ceremonial hands. Each crinkle of the padding reminded me of what I’d become under his touch -- not broken, but reshaped.

“Such a brave girl,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to my temple, and I nuzzled into him, needing his warmth, his strength to anchor me through the ache that still pulsed between my thighs.

But even as I basked in his aftercare, his next words sent a fresh shiver through me, a promise of more to come. “Wear it tonight, little one—Lysander will check on you soon.” My breath caught, anticipation already building again, and I knew that whatever was next would push me even further, break me in ways I couldn’t yet fathom—and I couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 6: Enchanted Feast

The garden was a living heartbeat around me, glowing blooms pulsing faintly with enchanted light under a violet twilight sky. I sat on a mossy stone bench, knees tucked to my chest, the crinkle of the diaper beneath my silk dress a constant, humiliating reminder of my new reality. My skin prickled with shame, but beneath it, an unwanted warmth pooled—my desire awakening again as I thought of Oberon’s last words, his promise that Lysander would come for me soon.

I shifted, the padding between my thighs rubbing against my sensitive skin, and bit my lip. Every crinkle echoed in my ears, a sound that should have mortified me, yet it sent a shiver of need straight to my core. I was Elara, once fierce and untamed, now reduced to this—sitting in a fae garden, waiting for a Daddy to claim me further.

The air shifted, a whisper of roses and midnight dew, and I knew he was here before I saw him. Lysander, the Thorn Prince Daddy, stepped from the shadows of a willow tree, his presence as commanding as the vines that curled from his fingertips. He moved with a predator’s grace, his tailored emerald coat draped over his lithe, elegant frame, golden hair glinting like spun starlight, and those piercing emerald eyes locking onto me with an intensity that made my breath hitch.

“Little Elara,” he purred, his voice a velvet caress that wrapped around my spine. “Have you been waiting for Daddy like a good girl?” His gaze dropped to the hem of my dress, where the faintest outline of the diaper showed, and a slow, possessive smile curved his lips.

I nodded, words sticking in my throat, my cheeks burning as his eyes seemed to see straight through the silk to the shameful padding beneath. My fingers twisted in the fabric, trying to hide it, but Lysander was already closing the distance, his boots silent on the moss. He towered over me, the size difference stark—his massive frame making me feel even smaller, more vulnerable.

He knelt before me, one knee on the ground, his large hand reaching out to tilt my chin up. “No hiding from Daddy,” he murmured, thumb brushing my lower lip, sending a jolt of heat straight to my pussy. “Let me see how sweet my baby girl looks, waiting so patiently.”

My breath came in shallow gasps as his other hand slid down my leg, fingers tracing the edge of the dress until they brushed the crinkling edge of the diaper. Shame warred with desire, my body trembling under his touch, but when his vine—a living extension of his magic—slipped from his sleeve and curled around my ankle, I whimpered. The cool, smooth tendril tightened, anchoring me in place, and I felt my mind start to slip, the edges of Little Space tugging at me.

“Daddy Lysander,” I whispered, the name a plea, a surrender. His cruel, sensual mouth curved into a smile that was both dark and tender, and he settled beside me on the bench, his lithe frame close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from him, smell the scent of moonflowers and something sharper beneath -- the thorns that were always part of him.

He lifted my chin with one finger, studying my face the way an artist might study a canvas. “You've been carrying that tension in your shoulders, petal,” he observed, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Let Daddy fix that.”

His hands found my shoulders, kneading with surprising strength for fingers so elegant. The vines that grew from his fingertips curled against my skin with each stroke, leaving trails of warmth that made the tension dissolve. My head dropped forward, a soft moan escaping me, and I felt the regression pulling at the edges of my consciousness -- the yearning to let go, to be small, to let someone else carry the weight of existing.

Then he reached into his coat, pulling out a small, glowing fruit -- golden and dripping with sweet nectar. An enchanted peach, its scent intoxicating, promising something more than just sustenance. The garden seemed to lean toward it, blossoms turning their faces as if drawn by the same magic that pulsed within the fruit.

“Open for Daddy,” he commanded softly, pressing the fruit to my lips. I obeyed, my mouth parting, and the first taste exploded on my tongue—honeyed, rich, and laced with a tingling magic that made my head spin. Juice dribbled down my chin, and Lysander’s thumb caught it, sliding it back to my lips, his touch lingering as he watched me suck the sweetness from his skin.

“Good girl,” he praised, and the words hit deeper than they should have, a warm wave crashing through me, making my clit throb beneath the diaper. My mind regressed further, the world narrowing to just him, just Daddy Lysander, and the overwhelming need to please him. I sucked harder on his thumb, my tongue swirling, eyes locked on his. Around us, the garden responded to my regression -- moonlilies unfurled in waves, their petals opening like soft sighs, the glowing blooms pulsing brighter as my mind sank deeper into Little Space. I felt the vine at my ankle creep higher, slipping under the edge of the diaper.

I gasped, the cool tendril brushing my inner thigh, so close to where I ached most. My hips shifted instinctively, the crinkle of the padding loud in the quiet garden, and Lysander’s gaze darkened with hunger. “Suck harder, baby girl—Daddy’s going to make that little clit throb for me,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent a fresh wave of wetness pooling between my legs.

The vine moved, deliberate and teasing, tracing the sensitive skin just outside my folds, never quite touching where I needed it. I whimpered around his thumb, sucking desperately now, my body trembling as the enchanted fruit’s magic pulsed through me, heightening every sensation. My mind was gone, fully in Little Space, every thought reduced to Daddy, to need, to the aching stretch of want under his control.

He pulled his thumb free, replacing it with another bite of the peach, and I moaned as the sweetness coated my tongue again, my lips closing around his fingers. The vine finally brushed my clit through the thin barrier of the diaper, a featherlight touch that had me bucking against the restraint of his magic. “Shh, baby girl,” Lysander soothed, his free hand sliding up to cup my breast through the silk, thumb circling my nipple until it hardened under his touch. “Daddy’s got you. Let it feel good.”

My head fell back, a keening sound escaping me as the vine pressed harder, rubbing slow circles over my clit, the padding crinkling with every tiny movement. The shame of it—the diaper, the regression, the utter loss of control—only fueled the fire in my core, my surrender deepening with every shudder. I was so close, teetering on the edge, but Lysander’s vine slowed, teasing now, denying me that final push.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise as he leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Daddy wants to see you squirm a little longer, my pathetic little thing.” The words, delivered with such warm affection, made me whine, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more.

He fed me another bite of the fruit, juice dripping down my neck now, and his tongue followed, lapping at the sticky trail with a possessive hunger that made me gasp. The vine slipped lower, teasing at my entrance through the diaper, pushing just enough to hint at penetration but never giving it. My hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging into the fabric of his coat, and I felt so small under his lithe frame, his deceptive strength and elegant arms caging me in.

“Daddy, please,” I begged, my voice high and needy, fully regressed now, every word dripping with submission. My clit throbbed painfully, the constant teasing of the vine driving me mad, the crinkle of the diaper a humiliating soundtrack to my desperation. Lysander’s hand moved to my hip, gripping hard, holding me still as the vine pressed harder against my clit, finally giving me the pressure I craved.

I was certain the words would come -- the permission, the release -- but instead, the vine stilled against my clit, holding me right there, on the knife’s edge, where the pressure was unbearable and the relief nonexistent.

“Not yet, petal,” he whispered, and the denial hit harder than any touch. “Daddy’s keeping this ache inside you. You’ll carry it with you, and every time you feel it, you’ll remember who owns it.”

I sobbed, my body convulsing with the effort of holding back, the vine slowly retreating from beneath the diaper’s edge, slithering back into his sleeve as if it had never been there. The loss of contact was devastating -- my pussy clenched around nothing, throbbing with a need so acute it bordered on pain.

Lysander pulled me onto his lap, cradling me against his chest as I trembled. His golden hair brushed my cheek, soft as silk, and his emerald eyes were tender as he wiped the sticky remnants of fruit from my chin. “Such a brave girl for Daddy,” he murmured, and I nuzzled into his touch, craving the warmth, the safety of his praise even as my body still screamed for relief.

The diaper crinkled with every shift, a reminder of my vulnerability, but in his arms, it didn’t feel like shame -- it felt like belonging. His fingers traced soothing patterns on my back, and I let myself drift, safe in the cocoon of his aftercare, even as the denied ache throbbed on and on between my thighs.

But even as I melted into him, his next words sent a shiver of anticipation through me. “You’ve been so soft for Daddy Lysander tonight, little Elara,” he said, voice low and laced with something darker. “Tomorrow, Morcant will test how far this softness goes.”

My breath caught, the promise of the Iron Warden Daddy’s discipline looming on the horizon, and I knew—deep in my core—that whatever came next would push me even further into their dark, enchanted claim. I couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 7: Ritual of Correction

The stone chamber felt like a crypt, its cold seeping into my bare knees as I knelt in the center. My raven-black hair hung in wild waves over my shoulders, brushing my pale skin, and the heavy, sagging weight of the diaper around my hips pulled at me, a humiliating reminder of my place. I waited for Daddy Morcant, my heart thudding with a mix of dread and illicit heat, knowing that the Iron Warden’s discipline would be as unyielding as the walls surrounding me.

The iron door creaked open, and there he was. Daddy Morcant, towering and broad, his scarred face half-lit by the flickering torches. His mismatched eyes -- one silver, one black as a starless void -- locked on me with that calculating intensity, every movement deliberate, his leather boots clicking against the stone with a sound that made my breath hitch.

“Elara,” he said, his voice a low growl, each syllable measured. “You’ve broken a rule, little one. Do you know what happens when Daddy’s rules are ignored?”

My body trembled, heat pooling shamefully between my thighs even as shame burned my cheeks. “I—I’m sorry, Daddy Morcant,” I whispered, my voice small, barely audible over the crinkle of the diaper as I shifted. My hazel eyes darted up to meet his, and the weight of his gaze pinned me in place, stripping me bare before he’d even touched me.

“Sorry isn’t enough.” He stepped closer, his massive frame looming, and pulled a pair of leather cuffs from his belt, the iron buckles glinting in the dim torchlight. “You’ll learn through correction. Stand.”

I obeyed instantly, my legs shaky as I rose, the sagging diaper making every movement awkward, heavy with the warmth I’d released earlier under Daddy Lysander’s gentle coaxing. Daddy Morcant’s hands were rough but precise as he fastened the cuffs around my wrists, the leather biting into my skin, the weight of them grounding me in a way that made my pulse race. He tugged the chain between them, pulling me toward a low stone bench, his control absolute.

“Bend over my knee,” he commanded, seating himself on the bench, his thighs thick and unyielding beneath his dark trousers. I hesitated for a split second, and his eyes darkened. “Now, little one. Don’t make Daddy wait.”

My body moved before my mind caught up, draping myself over his lap, my stomach pressing into his hard thighs, the diaper crinkling loudly in the silent chamber. His hand rested on my lower back, heavy and warm, holding me in place, while the other lifted the edge of the diaper, exposing my bare skin to the cool air. I shivered, my breath hitching, already feeling the betrayal of my body as wetness gathered at my core.

“You’ve been defiant, Elara,” Daddy Morcant said, his tone calm but laced with iron. He reached into a small pouch at his side, retrieving a vial of clear, cold lube and a gleaming silver butt plug, its flared base engraved with intricate runes. “This is The Warden’s Sting. It’s going to teach you to obey.”

I whimpered, my hands clenching in the cuffs, the chain rattling as I squirmed. The name alone sent a jolt through me, a mix of fear and dark anticipation. His fingers, slick with the icy lube, traced down my exposed skin, circling my tight, untouched hole, and I gasped at the chill, my body tensing instinctively.

“Relax,” he ordered, his voice a steady anchor even as his touch pushed me toward the edge of panic. He massaged the lube into me, his thick fingers relentless, stretching me slowly, the cold seeping into my most intimate place. “Daddy’s preparing you, little one. You’ll take this for me.”

My mind screamed against it, but my flesh responded without permission, heat spreading through me as his finger slipped inside, the intrusion both foreign and overwhelming. I moaned, tears pricking my eyes, the stretch burning slightly before it melted into something darker, needier. The crinkle of the diaper beneath me, still sagging with my earlier shame, only heightened the humiliation, and yet, I felt myself slipping, regressing under his control.

“Good girl,” Daddy Morcant murmured, and those words hit me like a physical touch, making my clit throb even as he withdrew his finger. He coated The Warden’s Sting with more lube, the silver glinting as he positioned it at my entrance. “Breathe for Daddy. Let it in.”

I tried to obey, drawing in a shaky breath, but the first press of the plug against my tight hole made me cry out, my body resisting even as he held me firm. His hand on my back pressed harder, pinning me over his knee, and slowly, so slowly, he pushed it inside, the cold metal stretching me wider, filling me in a way that made my toes curl and my mind blank. Tears spilled down my cheeks, mixing with the moans I couldn’t hold back, the weight of it settling deep inside me as the flared base nestled against my skin.

“There,” he said, his voice warm with approval, a stark contrast to the iron of his discipline. He adjusted the diaper back over me, the padding pressing the plug deeper, making me whimper as every tiny movement intensified the sensation. “You feel that, don’t you? Full for Daddy.”

“Yes, Daddy Morcant,” I gasped, my voice trembling, my body a live wire of sensation. The stretch, the weight, the cold that lingered inside me—it was too much, and yet not enough. My pussy ached, wet and desperate, but I knew he wouldn’t let me have release yet.

His hand came down suddenly, a light spank over the diaper, the impact jostling the plug inside me, and I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily. “No moving,” he warned, his tone sharp, and another spank followed, the crinkle of the padding loud in my ears as the sting radiated through me. “You take your punishment like a good little girl.”

I sobbed, tears streaming now, not from pain but from the overwhelming need building inside me, the plug stretching me, the diaper humiliating me, his voice controlling me. My clit pulsed with every word, every touch, and I felt myself slipping further into that soft, hazy space where I was nothing but his baby girl, desperate to please. “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice broken, small.

“I know you are,” he said, his hand resting on my diapered bottom now, rubbing gently, the contrast of tenderness and discipline unraveling me further. “But sorry doesn’t erase the rule you broke. You’ll wear this plug until I say otherwise, and you’ll feel it with every step, every thought, reminding you who you belong to.”

My body shuddered, the weight of his words sinking in as deeply as the plug inside me. I wanted to beg for relief, for his fingers or his cock or anything to ease the ache in my pussy, but I knew better. Daddy Morcant’s discipline was ironclad, and I hadn’t earned release yet.

“Clench tighter, little one—Daddy’s not letting you come until you’ve earned it,” he said, his voice a low growl that vibrated through me, making my core tighten around the plug, the sensation almost unbearable. I moaned, my hands pulling against the cuffs, the leather biting into my wrists as I fought the wave of need threatening to drown me. He spanked me again, lighter this time, but enough to make the plug shift, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my clit.

“Please, Daddy Morcant,” I begged, my voice a pitiful whine, my mind fully regressed now, lost in the haze of submission. “I’ll be good. I promise.”

“You will be,” he agreed, his hand stilling on my diaper, the weight of it grounding even as it teased. “But not yet. Daddy decides when you’ve learned your lesson.”

He lifted me then, pulling me off his lap with ease, my small frame nothing in his massive hands. I stood on shaky legs, the diaper sagging heavier now, the plug a constant, invasive reminder of my punishment as it pressed deeper with every movement. He tugged the chain of the cuffs, guiding me to kneel again on the cold stone, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Look at you,” he said, his tone softer now, but still edged with that unyielding authority. “So pathetic, so perfect. Daddy’s little one, filled and shamed, just as you should be.”

The words hit me like a caress, my body trembling with the need he denied, my pussy dripping into the padding of the diaper as I knelt before him. I wanted to touch myself, to grind against something, anything, but the cuffs held my wrists tight, and his gaze held me tighter. I was his to command, his to break, his to rebuild.

He crouched before me, his broad frame filling my vision, and tilted my chin up with one calloused finger, forcing me to meet his mismatched eyes -- that piercing silver and bottomless black. “You’ll wear The Warden’s Sting until I remove it,” he said, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “Every moment you feel it, you’ll remember why you obey Daddy. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy Morcant,” I whispered, my voice raw, tears still clinging to my lashes. The plug shifted as I nodded, a fresh wave of sensation rolling through me, and I bit my lip to stifle a moan. My need was a living thing now, aching for more even as shame burned through me.

“Good girl, little queen,” he said, and those words sent a shiver through me, my clit throbbing in response, desperate for the release he wouldn’t grant. He stood, towering over me once more, and adjusted the cuffs, ensuring they weren’t too tight, his touch clinical yet possessive. “You’ve taken your punishment well so far, little one. But this is only the beginning.”

My breath caught, the weight of the plug, the diaper, the cuffs—all of it anchoring me in this moment of surrender, even as his words hinted at more to come. He stepped back, his boots clicking on the stone, and retrieved a soft, silken cloth from his pouch, wiping the tears from my cheeks with a tenderness that made my heart ache. “Daddy takes care of his baby girl, even when she’s been bad,” he murmured, his thumb brushing my lip, and I leaned into the touch, desperate for any scrap of affection.

But the tenderness didn’t last. His hand dropped, and his expression hardened once more, the Iron Warden returning in full force. “Rest now—Oberon will see your shame tomorrow.”

My stomach twisted at the mention of Daddy Oberon, the Shadow King whose decrees were law, whose gaze would strip me even barer than Daddy Morcant’s iron discipline. I could already feel the weight of his judgment, the dark promise of whatever he’d demand of me next, and a fresh wave of heat pooled between my thighs, mixing with the shame of the diaper, the plug, the cuffs. Tomorrow would be another test, another claim, and deep in my core, I knew I craved it just as much as I feared it.


Chapter 8: Observed Shame

My cheeks burned hotter than the fae fire flickering in the grand hall’s obsidian sconces. I stood before Daddy Oberon, the Shadow King, his towering frame draped in midnight silk that seemed to drink in the light. The diaper between my thighs sagged, heavy and wet from my accident moments ago, the crinkle of the padding echoing in the vast, silent chamber with every trembling shift of my weight.

His silver eyes, piercing as forged blades, pinned me in place, and the antlers of black bone crowning his head cast jagged shadows across the marble. Not a flicker of surprise or disgust—just that unrelenting, calculating gaze that stripped me bare, peeling away every layer of defiance I’d ever clung to. “Little one,” he said, his voice a low, resonant command that vibrated through my core, “you’ve made quite the mess.”

I wanted to disappear, to sink through the cold marble floor. My hands tugged uselessly at the hem of the short, silken dress Daddy Lysander had chosen for me this morning, as if it could hide the swollen bulk beneath. But there was no hiding from Daddy Oberon—not my shame, not the warmth still lingering in the padding, not the way my desire answered him with a fresh pulse of heat under his scrutiny.

He stepped closer, each movement deliberate, his polished boots clicking against the stone. The scent of ancient forest and shadow clung to him, intoxicating and overwhelming. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice?” he asked, tilting my chin up with a single, long finger, forcing my hazel eyes to meet his abyss.

“No, Daddy Oberon,” I whispered, voice barely audible. My stomach churned with humiliation, but that shameful heat pooled deeper, my thighs clenching against the wet diaper. His touch, even this small, was a brand—marking me as his, as theirs.

A faint, approving curve touched his lips, though his eyes remained merciless. “Good. Honesty is a rule you’ll never break again, will you, little one?”

I shook my head, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. The weight of the diaper seemed to grow heavier under his gaze, the crinkle louder now, a constant reminder of my loss of control. And yet, as his thumb brushed over my trembling lower lip, a shiver of need raced down my spine, straight to my aching clit.

He stepped back, gesturing to the throne at the center of the hall—a monstrous thing of black stone and twisted vines, carved with runes that pulsed faintly with dark magic. “Sit,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. My legs moved before my mind caught up, the wet padding squishing audibly as I shuffled forward, mortification burning through me.

But Daddy Oberon wasn’t done. From the shadows behind the throne, he produced a coil of silken rope, its deep indigo hue shimmering like liquid night. My breath hitched as he approached, the rope dangling from his elegant, powerful hands—hands that could crush or cradle with equal ease.

“Arms up,” he instructed, and I obeyed instantly, lifting my trembling limbs. He bound my wrists first, the rope soft yet unyielding as it tightened, securing them above my head to a hidden hook in the throne’s high back. Then, with agonizing precision, he wove the rope around my chest, framing my small breasts, the silken bite pressing into my pale skin through the thin dress, making my nipples harden painfully.

I squirmed, the diaper crinkling louder with every futile tug against the restraints. Daddy Oberon’s gaze darkened with something primal as he stepped back to survey his work. “Perfect,” he murmured, the word sending a jolt through me, straight to the wet heat between my thighs.

From a velvet-lined box on a nearby pedestal, he retrieved a wand vibrator—a sleek, obsidian thing etched with the same runes as the throne. He called it The Shadow’s Pulse, and even before it touched me, I felt its power thrumming in the air. My heart raced as he knelt before me, his massive frame dwarfing mine, one large hand spreading my thighs apart with effortless strength.

“Look at me, little one,” he said, his voice a dark caress. My eyes snapped to his, unable to resist. The antlers of black bone rising from his crown seemed to catch every flickering light in the hall, making him look less like a king and more like a god -- ancient, terrible, and wholly focused on me.

He didn’t press the wand to me immediately. Instead, he let it hover, the hum audible but the vibration just out of reach. Close enough that I could feel the displaced air against my inner thigh, and my hips strained forward, desperate, shameless. His silver eyes tracked every micro-movement, reading my need like text in one of my old manuscripts.

“You want it, don’t you, little one?” His voice was velvet over steel. “Tell Daddy what you need.”

“Please,” I whimpered, the word torn from somewhere deeper than pride. “Please, Daddy Oberon. I need -- I need to feel it.”

“Feel what?” He tilted his head, the antlers shifting with the movement, shadows dancing. “Say it properly.”

My face burned. The hall was vast, the obsidian walls throwing back even the smallest sound, and my voice would echo. But the ache between my thighs was stronger than my shame. “I need The Shadow’s Pulse on my -- on my clit, Daddy. Please.”

The approval that flashed in his eyes was worth every shred of dignity I’d shed. He pressed the wand against me through the soaked diaper, and the vibration hit like a shockwave, muffled by the padding but still devastating. I gasped, hips jerking against the ropes, the crinkle of the wet diaper obscenely loud in the vast chamber.

He worked the toy in slow circles, the vibration pulsing through the sodden padding, each rotation dragging sensation across my swollen clit in a rhythm that built and receded, built and receded. The warmth in the diaper spread further, the wet fabric amplifying every pulse. My cries echoed off the hall’s high walls, raw and desperate, the crinkle of the padding mixing with the low hum in a symphony of my surrender.

Daddy Oberon’s free hand gripped my thigh, his fingers digging into my flesh, grounding me as the pleasure built too fast, too intense. Outside, thunder rumbled -- my emotions bleeding into the Underrealm’s sky, clouds gathering as my resistance fractured.

He increased the speed. Then slowed. Then increased again, reading my body like a map he’d memorized lifetimes ago. Each time I approached the edge, he pulled back, the denial exquisite and cruel, until tears blurred my vision and my throat was raw from begging.

“You’ve held back long enough,” he said finally, his tone unyielding, silver eyes locked on mine. “Come for Daddy right now, little one -- let everyone see you soak that diaper.” The command shattered me, his words a trigger I couldn’t fight, and I screamed as the orgasm ripped through me, wave after merciless wave, my body convulsing against the ropes.

Warmth gushed into the diaper again, the padding growing heavier, sagging between my thighs as I wet myself under the force of my release. The crinkle was deafening now, a humiliating soundtrack to my surrender, and yet Daddy Oberon’s gaze held nothing but dark approval. “Good girl,” he purred, the praise sinking deeper than the vibration still tormenting my oversensitive clit, triggering a fresh shudder of aftershocks.

Tears streamed down my cheeks, a mix of shame and relief, as the wand finally stilled. My chest heaved against the ropes, every breath a struggle, and the wet diaper felt like a weight anchoring me to this moment of utter vulnerability. But Daddy Oberon wasn’t done observing—he leaned in, his breath hot against my ear, and whispered, “Such a pathetic, perfect little thing you are.”

The words shouldn’t have made my pussy clench again, shouldn’t have reignited that dark hunger. But they did. My desire answered him over and over, and under his gaze, I felt seen—truly seen—in a way that both broke me and made me whole.

He stood, towering over me once more, and began to untie the ropes with the same deliberate care he’d used to bind me. Each loop unwound sent a shiver through my skin, the silken drag a reminder of his control. My wrists fell limp to my sides, red marks blooming where the rope had bitten, and he massaged them gently, his touch a stark contrast to the intensity of moments before.

“You’ve done well, little one,” he said, his voice softer now, though still laced with that dark promise. He lifted me from the throne, my legs too weak to hold me, and cradled my small frame against his broad chest. The wet diaper pressed against him, the crinkle a humiliating whisper between us, but he didn’t flinch—just held me tighter, one hand stroking my raven-black hair.

I melted into him, regressing under the weight of his care, my mind slipping into that hazy, safe space where I was just his baby girl. The shame of the diaper, the public exposure of my cries, all faded under the warmth of his approval. “Daddy Oberon,” I mumbled, voice small and broken, nuzzling into his silk-clad chest.

“Shh,” he soothed, his hand trailing down my back, grounding me. “You’ve given me everything I demanded today. Such a good girl for Daddy.”

My heart swelled at the praise, even as my body ached from the ordeal. The grand hall felt smaller now, less intimidating, with his arms around me. But beneath the tenderness, I felt the undercurrent of his dominance, the reminder that this was just one test, one claim among many.

He carried me to a low, cushioned dais near the throne, laying me down with a gentleness that belied the intensity of what he’d just done. His large hands lingered on my hips, framing the bulk of the diaper, and for a moment, I thought he might change me himself—strip away the soaked padding and expose me fully. But instead, he straightened, his shadow falling over me like a protective veil.

“Lysander will tend to this mess soon, little one,” he said, his tone carrying a weight that made my breath catch. There was a promise in those words, a hint of what was to come under Daddy Lysander’s tender, possessive care, and already my body hummed with anticipation. I knew I wasn’t done being tested, being claimed, and deep in my core, I craved every wicked moment of it.


Chapter 9: Springtime Cleansing

The moonlit spring shimmered like liquid silver, casting a pale glow over my trembling form. My soaked diaper sagged heavily between my thighs, the wet bulk a humiliating weight that made every step squish audibly under Daddy Lysander’s watchful gaze. Shame burned hot in my chest, but beneath it, a familiar, unwanted heat pooled low in my belly, my desire stirring as it always did in their presence.

Lysander stood by the water’s edge, his tall, lithe frame draped in silken robes that caught the moonlight. His golden hair fell in soft waves to his shoulders, and his emerald eyes held a tenderness that masked the possessive edge I knew so well. He beckoned me closer with a single, elegant finger, his voice a low, soothing murmur. “Come here, baby girl. Daddy’s going to take care of everything.”

My feet moved before my mind could protest, the crinkle of the sodden padding echoing in the still night air. I stopped before him, my head bowed, unable to meet his gaze as the warmth of my earlier accident spread anew with every shift of my hips. His hand tilted my chin up, forcing my hazel eyes to lock with his, and the intensity there made my breath hitch.

“You’re a mess, aren’t you, little one?” Lysander’s tone was gentle, but the words cut deep, igniting that shameful thrill that always came with their attention. He knelt before me, his movements deliberate and graceful, as if tending to me was a sacred ritual. His large hands, warm and steady, brushed against my trembling thighs as he began to undo the tapes of the diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet.

The cool night air hit my bare skin as the sodden padding fell away, and I whimpered at the exposure. Lysander’s gaze never wavered, his eyes tracing every inch of me with a mix of care and hunger. He reached for a silken cloth, dipping it into the warm spring water beside us, and the first touch of the damp fabric against my sensitive skin made me gasp.

“Shh, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice a balm as he cleaned me with slow, deliberate strokes. The cloth glided over my inner thighs, teasingly close to my aching core, and my hips twitched involuntarily, seeking more. His free hand gripped my thigh, holding me still, and I felt the strength in his touch, the unspoken command to obey.

My body was a live wire under his care, every gentle swipe of the cloth sending sparks through me. When his fingers brushed against my clit, just the barest touch as he cleaned me, I moaned softly, my knees buckling. Lysander’s chuckle was low and warm, vibrating against my skin as he leaned closer, his breath hot on my thigh.

“You’re so sensitive, little one,” he whispered, his fingers lingering now, tracing slow circles around my clit with the silky cloth. The sensation was maddening, a tease that built pressure in my core without offering release. I squirmed, desperate for more, but his grip on my thigh tightened, a silent warning.

“Stay still, baby girl—Daddy’s going to edge that little clit until you’re sobbing for me.” His words, delivered with that tender, possessive edge, sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my pussy clench with need. He continued his torment, the cloth slipping away as his bare fingers took over, slick with the warmth of the spring water, gliding over my swollen clit with agonizing precision.

I whimpered, my hands fisting at my sides, but Lysander was relentless. His touch was feather-light one moment, pressing harder the next, building me up to the edge only to pull back just as my breath hitched in desperation. Tears pricked at my eyes, the denied release a sweet, cruel torture that left me trembling in his grasp.

“Look at you, so pathetic and needy,” he purred, his voice dripping with affection despite the degrading words. His free hand reached for something in the silken pouch at his side, and my breath caught as he produced a pair of delicate silver nipple clamps, their tips adorned with tiny, thorn-like points. “These are called Thorn’s Bite, baby girl. They’re going to make you feel every touch even deeper.”

My eyes widened, but before I could protest, enchanted vines slithered from the ground at his command, their smooth, cool tendrils wrapping around my ankles and spreading my legs wide. I gasped, the vulnerability of my position making my heart race, but Lysander’s reassuring touch on my hip steadied me. “Daddy’s got you,” he promised, his voice a soft caress as he leaned forward, his mouth brushing against my nipple.

His tongue flicked over the sensitive bud, warm and wet, before he sucked it into his mouth, drawing a sharp moan from my lips. The sensation was overwhelming, and when he pulled back, the cold metal of the first clamp closed around my hardened nipple with a sharp sting. I cried out, the pain mingling with pleasure as the thorns bit into my skin, heightening every nerve in my body.

“Good girl,” Lysander praised, his words a trigger that sent a rush of heat straight to my core. He attached the second clamp to my other nipple, the twin stings making me writhe against the vines holding me open. His fingers returned to my clit, resuming their torturous dance, and the combined sensations—the sharp bite of the clamps, the teasing strokes on my pussy—pushed me to the brink again.

“Please, Daddy Lysander,” I begged, my voice small and desperate, my mind slipping into that hazy little space where nothing mattered but their touch, their rules. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet, baby girl,” he said, his tone firm but laced with warmth. His fingers slowed, keeping me teetering on the edge, my body a trembling mess of need. “You’ll cum when Daddy decides, and not a moment before.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks now, the denied orgasm a physical ache in my core, but even through the frustration, I felt safe, cherished in his control. Lysander’s hands moved to a small vial of silky powder, the scent of lavender and baby talc filling the air as he sprinkled it over my bare skin. The texture was smooth, almost silken, as he rubbed it into my folds, his touch clinical yet intimate, preparing me for the fresh padding he unfolded with deliberate care.

The crinkle of the new diaper was loud in the quiet night, a sound that always triggered a shameful thrill in me. Lysander lifted my hips with one strong hand, sliding the plush padding beneath me, and the warmth of it against my oversensitive skin made me whimper. He taped it snugly in place, his fingers brushing against my inner thighs as he adjusted it, ensuring every inch of me was cocooned in the humiliating comfort.

“There we are, petal,” he murmured, his cruel mouth softening into a soothing smile as he stood, towering over me once more. His hand cupped my cheek, thumb brushing away a stray tear, and the tenderness in his gaze made my chest ache with a different kind of need. “All clean and safe, just how Daddy likes his little girl.”

The vines released my ankles, and I swayed on unsteady legs, the weight of the fresh diaper a grounding reminder of my submission. Lysander caught me effortlessly, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me against his broad chest. The sharp sting of the nipple clamps pressed into his silken robes, sending fresh jolts of sensation through me, and I buried my face in his shoulder, overwhelmed.

“You did so well, baby girl,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my temple as he held me close. His hands stroked down my back, one settling on the bulk of the diaper, patting it gently in a rhythm that made my cheeks burn even as it comforted me. “Daddy’s proud of you.”

We stayed like that for a long moment, the moonlight bathing us in its cool glow, the spring’s gentle lapping the only sound besides my ragged breaths. The denied release still throbbed in my core, an ache that Lysander had deliberately left unfulfilled, and I knew it was part of his game, his way of keeping me desperate for more of their touch. My body hummed with it, the need to be filled, to be claimed fully by all of them, a constant undercurrent in my hazy mind.

But Lysander’s aftercare was meticulous, his tenderness a balm to the raw edges of my submission. He adjusted the silken shawl around my shoulders, ensuring I was warm despite the night air, and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. “Rest now, little one,” he said, his voice a promise of more to come. “You’ll need your strength.”

My heart skipped at the implication, the unspoken threat of further lessons, further claiming. I clung to him, my small hands fisting in his robes, and felt the weight of the fresh padding shift with every movement, a reminder of how completely they owned me. And yet, beneath the humiliation, beneath the ache of denied release, I felt a deep, unshakable safety in his arms, in the knowledge that I belonged to them—all of them.

As Lysander guided me away from the spring, his arm a steady anchor around my waist, a shadow loomed in the distance, broad and imposing even in the dim light. My breath caught as I recognized the silhouette of Daddy Morcant, his iron-clad presence a stark contrast to Lysander’s silken care. His dark eyes glinted with purpose as he approached, and I knew whatever lesson he had planned would test me in ways I couldn’t yet imagine.

“Tomorrow, little one,” Morcant’s voice rumbled, low and commanding, carrying the weight of a decree I couldn’t escape. “I’ve got a public lesson planned for you next, and every eye in the court will witness how thoroughly you belong to us.”

My pulse raced at his words, fear and anticipation twisting together in my core, the promise of exposure and discipline already igniting that dark hunger within me. Lysander’s hand tightened on my hip, a silent reassurance, but I knew there would be no hiding from what was to come. And deep down, in that vulnerable, needy part of me, I craved every wicked moment of it.


Chapter 10: Court of Whispers

My heart thrummed like a trapped bird beneath the delicate fae silk of my dress, the fabric whispering against my skin as I stood at the edge of the grand court. The air was thick with enchantment, a hum of ancient magic that made my pale skin prickle, my raven-black hair catching the eerie glow of floating orbs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, even with the weight of Morcant’s presence behind me, his silent promise of protection—and something far darker—lingering in the way his shadow fell over mine.

The fae lords and ladies of the court moved like liquid starlight, their eyes sharp and predatory, slicing through me as if they could see every hidden thought, every trembling need. I shifted, the silk clinging to my thighs, and tried to steady my breath. But Morcant’s hand found the small of my back, a firm, unyielding pressure that sent a jolt straight to my core.

“Stand tall, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice a low growl, rough as iron scraping stone, so different from Oberon’s commanding resonance or Lysander’s silken purr. “Daddy’s got a game for you tonight, and you’re going to play it perfectly.”

I swallowed hard, my hazel eyes darting to the crowd, feeling the weight of their gazes like a physical touch. His fingers pressed harder, guiding me forward into the center of the court, where the hum of voices and the clink of crystal goblets seemed to fade under the intensity of his control. What game? My mind raced, but my body—eager despite itself—already warmed at the promise in his tone.

He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear, the scent of forge smoke and earth clinging to him. “You feel that silk against your skin, don’t you, little one? Imagine something else, something secret, just for us.”

My cheeks flushed as his hand slipped lower, a subtle movement hidden by the folds of my dress, and I felt the cool, smooth shape of something small pressed into my palm. I glanced down, my breath catching at the sight of a polished obsidian egg, no larger than a plum, its surface gleaming with a faint, enchanted shimmer. My thighs clenched instinctively, a pulse of heat pooling where it shouldn’t, even as my mind screamed at the implication.

“Daddy Morcant,” I whispered, my voice barely a thread, but he caught it, his mismatched eyes -- one silver, one depthless black -- glinting with wicked amusement.

“That’s right, baby girl. This is The Silent Thorn,” he said, naming the toy with a reverence that made my stomach tighten. “And it’s going right where it belongs. Now.”

Here? In the middle of the court? My pulse skyrocketed, but his hand was already guiding mine, slipping beneath the silk, his massive fingers dwarfing my trembling ones as he urged the egg downward. The cool surface brushed my inner thigh, and I bit my lip to stifle a gasp, the fae eyes around us seeming to sharpen, though no one could see—not yet.

“Spread for Daddy,” he commanded, his tone unyielding, and my body obeyed before my mind could protest. The egg slid higher, parting my folds, and I felt the slickness of my own arousal betraying me as it nestled against my clit, a perfect, torturous fit. My knees trembled, but Morcant’s iron grip on my waist held me steady, his strength a cage I couldn’t escape.

“Good girl,” he rumbled, the praise sinking into me, warm and heavy, as he adjusted the silk to conceal everything. “Now, you’re going to stand there, pretty and perfect, while Daddy plays with his little toy.”

Before I could process his words, a low hum vibrated through me, starting at my clit and radiating outward, a relentless pulse that made my breath hitch. The Silent Thorn buzzed to life, controlled by some unseen magic in Morcant’s hands, and I felt my pussy clench around nothing, the sensation so intense I nearly whimpered aloud. The court’s murmurs continued, oblivious, but every pair of fae eyes seemed to bore into me, as if they knew exactly what was happening beneath the silk.

“Daddy,” I gasped, my voice a desperate plea, but Morcant’s smirk was merciless, his thumb brushing my hip in a mockery of comfort.

“Don’t you dare come, little one—Daddy decides when that pretty pussy gets to release,” he said, the words cutting through me, a command forged in iron that locked my body into agonizing obedience. My thighs quivered, the vibration relentless, teasing my clit with a rhythm that built and built, pushing me to the edge but never over. I could feel the wetness slicking my inner thighs, the threat of squirting right there, in front of everyone, making my cheeks burn with shame and need.

“Look at them watching you,” Morcant whispered, his voice a dark caress as he guided me to turn, facing a cluster of fae lords whose gazes lingered too long on my flushed face. “They see how beautiful you are, baby girl, but they don’t know how close you are to breaking. Only Daddy knows that.”

The toy pulsed harder, a sudden spike that made my hips jerk, and I bit down on my lip so hard I tasted copper. My hands fisted in the silk, trying to ground myself, but the sensation was overwhelming, a constant buzz that dragged me into a haze of pleasure and desperation. I was so close, so fucking close, but his command held me back, a cruel tether on my release.

“Smile for them,” he ordered, and I forced my lips to curve, though it felt like a lie, my body screaming for relief as the vibration dipped low, then surged again. My pussy throbbed, the pressure building to a breaking point, and I knew if I came now, it would be a mess, a gush of release soaking through the silk for all to see. The thought made my clit pulse harder under the egg’s torment, shame and arousal twisting into a knot I couldn’t untangle.

“Daddy Morcant, please,” I whimpered, barely audible, but he heard me, his chuckle rough and possessive as he leaned in, his massive frame shielding me from the crowd.

“Not yet, little one. You’re going to hold it for Daddy, aren’t you? Show me how good you can be.”

The praise and the denial hit me like a physical blow, my body trembling under the weight of both. I nodded, tears of frustration pricking my eyes, as the Silent Thorn buzzed on, each pulse a reminder of his control, his ownership. The court spun around me, the fae laughter and whispers a distant roar under the hum of the toy and the heat of their gazes, and I felt myself slipping, regressing into that vulnerable, needy space where only Daddy mattered.

Minutes stretched into eternity, every second a battle to obey, to hold back the flood threatening to spill. Morcant’s hand never left my waist, his touch a grounding force even as he tortured me, his mismatched gaze scanning the crowd as if daring anyone to notice. My thighs were slick now, the silk clinging in a way that made me hyper-aware of every movement, every breath.

“You’re doing so well, baby girl,” he murmured, and the warmth of his approval almost tipped me over, my clit throbbing under the relentless vibration. “But we’re not done. Daddy wants to see you squirm a little more.”

The toy’s rhythm changed, a slow, deep pulse that dragged a moan from my throat before I could stop it. A few fae heads turned, their eyes narrowing with curiosity, and my face burned hotter, the risk of exposure making my pussy clench harder. I was a mess, a trembling, dripping mess, and Morcant knew it, his smirk widening as he adjusted his stance, blocking me from view while still keeping me on display.

“Shh, little one,” he soothed, though there was no gentleness in his tone, only raw, possessive hunger. “Keep those pretty sounds for Daddy. No one else gets to hear them.”

I nodded, biting my lip again, my body a live wire of need as the Silent Thorn pushed me closer, then eased off, a cycle of torment that left me panting. My hands gripped the silk tighter, my nails digging into my palms, anything to distract from the ache between my thighs. I wanted to beg, to plead for release, but I knew it would only make him draw this out longer.

Finally, after what felt like hours, the vibration stopped, the sudden silence almost as jarring as the sensation had been. My clit pulsed with aftershocks, my pussy still clenching, desperate for more, and I sagged against Morcant’s chest, his arm catching me effortlessly. The court’s noise rushed back, the fae eyes still lingering, but I couldn’t focus on anything beyond the ache he’d left behind.

“Good girl, my little queen,” he said, the words a balm and a promise of more to come, as he slipped the egg free with a subtle movement, the slickness of it making me shudder. “You held on for Daddy. I’m proud of you.”

The praise melted me, even as my body screamed for the release he’d denied, and I felt tears slip down my cheeks, a mix of frustration and relief. Morcant’s thumb brushed them away, his touch rough but careful, and he tilted my chin up to meet his gaze, the iron in his eyes softened for just a moment.

“But this was only the beginning, baby girl,” he warned, his voice dropping to a growl that sent fresh heat through me. “Tomorrow, Daddy Oberon will claim what’s been teased tonight, and you’ll be ready for him, won’t you?”

My breath hitched, the promise of Oberon’s dominance—the Shadow King Daddy himself—already igniting a new wave of anticipation, even as my body still trembled from Morcant’s game. I nodded, unable to speak, knowing that whatever came next, I’d be theirs, utterly and completely, with no escape from the dark, wicked devotion of my Daddies. And deep down, in that raw, needy part of me, I craved every moment of what was to come.


Chapter 11: Shadow’s Claim

My body still thrummed with the echoes of Morcant’s wicked game as I knelt in the center of Oberon’s private chamber. The air was heavy with the scent of ancient wood and dark magic, the obsidian walls gleaming under flickering torchlight. My knees pressed into the cold, smooth floor, and every nerve in me ached—desperate, raw, and trembling with need.

I could still feel Morcant’s iron grip, the way he’d pushed me to the edge without letting me fall. My skin was flushed, my raven-black hair clinging to my damp neck, and beneath the thin silk shift I wore, the diaper crinkled with every tiny shift of my hips. Shame and heat warred within me, my desire uncoiling as always, a slow warmth already pooling where it shouldn’t.

The massive door creaked open, and the weight of Oberon’s presence filled the room before I even saw him. My breath caught, my head bowing instinctively as his shadow fell over me. He moved with that deliberate, unshakable grace, every step a decree, every breath a command.

“Look at me, little one,” came his voice, thunderous yet calm, resonating deep in my bones. I lifted my hazel eyes to meet his—molten silver, sharp and consuming, framed by the dark spires of his antlers rising like a crown of black bone. He towered over me, broad-shouldered and flawless, his tailored black robes accentuating the sheer size of him, making me feel impossibly small.

Oberon’s gaze raked over me, calculating, piercing through every layer of defiance I’d ever built. “You’ve been played with tonight, haven’t you?” he murmured, a faint, knowing smile curling his lips. “But Daddy Oberon is here to claim what’s his.”

My heart stuttered, heat surging between my thighs at his words. He stepped closer, his massive hand reaching down to tilt my chin up further, forcing me to hold his stare. The betrayal loop began—shame at my need, arousal at his control, self-reproach, then more heat, unstoppable.

“Stand,” he commanded, and I obeyed instantly, my legs trembling as I rose. His hand slid to my shoulder, guiding me toward the enormous bed at the chamber’s center, its dark silk sheets shimmering like liquid night. My pulse raced as I saw the silk ties already waiting, coiled at each corner of the bed like promises of restraint.

Oberon’s touch was firm but unhurried as he lifted me onto the bed, positioning me on my back. “Arms up, little one,” he said, his voice a low growl that vibrated through me. I stretched my arms above my head, and he bound my wrists with the silk ties, the fabric cool and tight against my skin, securing me to the bedframe.

My ankles were next, each one tied to the lower corners, spreading my legs wide. The position left me utterly exposed, the silk shift riding up to reveal the padded diaper beneath, its crinkle loud in the silent room. My cheeks burned with humiliation, but my pussy throbbed, the anticipation of his touch already driving me to the edge.

Oberon stood back, his eyes drinking in every inch of me, bound and helpless before him. “Such a pathetic little thing,” he said, his tone warm with dark affection, the words igniting a fresh wave of arousal. “So desperate for Daddy’s control.”

He moved to the side of the bed, his massive frame looming as he leaned down, one hand trailing along my inner thigh. The weight of his touch, the sheer size of his palm against my small body, made me shiver. My breath hitched as his fingers brushed the edge of the diaper, the crinkle sound sending a jolt through me.

“Already so wet for me, aren’t you?” he murmured, his thumb pressing against the padding, right over my aching clit. I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily, the friction of the diaper against my sensitive flesh maddening. He chuckled, a deep, resonant sound, and slowly peeled the tapes open, the ripping sound echoing in my ears.

The cool air hit my bare skin as he slid the diaper down, exposing my dripping pussy to his gaze. My shame burned hotter, but so did my need, my body trembling under his scrutiny. He didn’t touch me there yet, instead running his hands over my thighs, my hips, every touch deliberate, building my desperation.

Oberon reached for a small vial on the bedside table, the dark liquid within glinting as he poured it onto his fingers. “Let’s get you ready, little one,” he said, his voice a dark promise. The cold lube coated his fingers, and I gasped as he pressed them against my entrance, circling slowly, preparing me with agonizing care.

My body tensed, then melted under his touch, the slickness of the lube easing his fingers inside me. He worked me open with a patience that bordered on cruelty, each slow thrust stretching me, making me ache for more. My wrists tugged at the silk ties, my legs trembling in their restraints, but I couldn’t move—couldn’t escape the overwhelming sensation of being filled by him.

“Good girl,” he praised, and the words hit deeper than they should have, warmth spreading through me, owned and proud. His fingers curled inside me, finding that spot that made me cry out, my hips jerking against the ties. He didn’t stop, didn’t rush, just kept that steady, relentless rhythm until I was panting, teetering on the edge.

But he pulled back before I could fall, his fingers slipping out, leaving me empty and whining. “Not yet, little one,” he said, his voice firm, a reminder of his unbreakable control. My body throbbed, painfully denied, as he stood to shed his robes, revealing the hard, sculpted planes of his chest, the sheer power of his form.

My eyes widened as he freed his cock, thick and heavy, the size of it making my breath catch. He was massive, and the thought of him inside me—stretching me, claiming me—sent a shiver of fear and need down my spine. He coated himself with more lube, the wet sound of it obscene in the quiet room, and positioned himself between my spread thighs.

“Look at me,” Oberon commanded, his thunderous voice pulling my gaze to his. His hands gripped my hips, his touch bruising in its strength, and I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance. My body tensed, the stretch already overwhelming as he pushed in, slow but unyielding.

I gasped, my head falling back against the bed as he filled me, inch by agonizing inch. The burn, the fullness—it was too much and not enough all at once. His massive frame hovered over me, dwarfing me, his weight pinning me down as he bottomed out, buried deep inside my trembling body.

“Take it, little one,” he growled, his voice vibrating through me as he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts, each one dragging against every sensitive spot inside me, building a pressure I couldn’t contain. My wrists strained against the ties, my ankles pulling at their restraints, but I was his—completely, utterly his.

The diaper beneath me crinkled with every thrust, a humiliating reminder of my vulnerability, and I felt the warmth spreading as my control slipped. My cheeks burned with shame, but Oberon’s gaze held mine, dark and approving. “Come again for Daddy, little one—wet that diaper while I’m inside you,” he said, his voice a command I couldn’t disobey.

The words triggered me, praise and dominance intertwined, and I shattered. My orgasm crashed through me, my pussy clenching around his thick cock, a hot stream releasing into the padding beneath me as I cried out, “Daddy Oberon!” My body shook, waves of pleasure and humiliation mingling, leaving me a trembling mess beneath him.

He didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless, driving me straight into a second climax before the first had even faded. “Good girl,” he growled, the praise sending fresh shudders through me as I came again, my cries echoing off the obsidian walls. My vision blurred, tears of overwhelm slipping down my cheeks, but he kept going, claiming me with every stroke.

Oberon’s grip on my hips tightened, his rhythm faltering as his own release built. “You’re mine, little one,” he rasped, his voice raw with possession, and then he came, spilling deep inside me with a low, guttural groan. The heat of it, the weight of him, pushed me over the edge one final time, a third orgasm ripping through me, my body arching against the ties as I screamed his name.

He stilled, his massive chest heaving as he looked down at me, bound and broken beneath him. Slowly, he pulled out, the emptiness aching almost as much as the stretch had, and I whimpered at the loss. But Oberon was already moving, his hands gentle now as he untied the silk restraints, freeing my wrists and ankles with a tenderness that contrasted his earlier dominance.

My body was limp, spent, as he lifted me from the bed, cradling me against his broad chest. The wet diaper crinkled beneath me, heavy now, and I hid my face against him, shame and comfort warring within me. “Such a good girl for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice softer now, a balm to my raw edges.

He carried me to a small alcove in the chamber, where a basin of warm water waited, the scent of lavender filling the air. With careful hands, he removed the soiled diaper, the tapes ripping softly, and cleaned me with a warm cloth, every touch deliberate and nurturing. My body relaxed under his care, the ache in my limbs easing as he wrapped me in a fresh, soft diaper, the crinkle a quiet reminder of my submission.

Oberon held me close, his massive arms enveloping me, making me feel small and safe in a way I’d never known before. “You’ve done so well, little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble against my ear. “But this is only the beginning.”

My breath hitched, anticipation stirring even through my exhaustion, as he pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Lysander joins us next, little one—prepare yourself.” His words hung in the air, a promise of more dark, wicked devotion, and deep down, in that raw, needy part of me, I craved every moment of what was to come.


Chapter 12: Thorn and Shadow

I lay sprawled across the silken bed, my body still humming from Oberon’s unrelenting claim. My pale skin felt flushed, marked by his possessive touch, and my raven-black hair clung to my sweat-dampened neck. Exhaustion warred with a deep, aching satisfaction, but beneath it, a restless need stirred—his final words echoed in my mind, a promise of more.

The chamber around me was a cavern of shadow and enchantment, lit by flickering fae orbs that cast golden glints across obsidian walls. My padding crinkled softly beneath me, a constant reminder of my vulnerability, my surrender. I shifted, the plush silk of the sheets sliding against my thighs, and a shiver raced through me at the memory of Oberon’s dark, commanding gaze.

The heavy door swung inward without sound, and my breath caught. Oberon entered first, his presence a storm of shadow, broad shoulders cutting through the dim light with predatory grace. His silver hair fell in sharp waves, framing a face carved from cruelty and desire beneath the dark crown of his antlers, and those piercing silver eyes locked on me with an intensity that made my core clench.

“Little one,” he rumbled, his voice a velvet blade that sliced through my lingering haze. “Did you think we were done with you?”

Before I could answer, Lysander stepped in behind him, a contrast of moonlit elegance. His golden hair shimmered like spun starlight, and his emerald eyes softened as they roved over me, though a possessive edge lurked beneath that tenderness. Tall and lithe, his movements were fluid, deliberate, as if every step was a caress meant for me alone.

“Sweet girl,” Lysander murmured, his tone a soothing balm compared to Oberon’s rough edge. “You look so beautiful, all flushed and sated. But we’re going to take you deeper.”

My heart stuttered, heat pooling unbidden between my thighs despite my body’s exhaustion. Their combined presence—Oberon’s unyielding dominance and Lysander’s nurturing hunger—overwhelmed me. I felt small, caught between two forces of nature, and the crinkle of my padding only amplified that pathetic, delicious helplessness.

Oberon crossed to the bed in two long strides, his massive hand reaching down to tilt my chin up. His thumb brushed my lower lip, a silent command to meet his gaze. “You’ve been such a good girl for Daddy Oberon, haven’t you? But now you’ll please both your Daddies.”

Lysander approached from the other side, a bundle of silken vines in one hand and a carved, glistening object in the other. My eyes widened at the sight of the dildo—sleek, dark, and veined with faint emerald swirls, its name whispered in my mind as if by magic: Thorn’s Caress. A tremor of anticipation and fear shot through me, my desire surging with a rush of wet heat.

“Look at that,” Lysander said, his voice a tender tease as he knelt beside me. “Your little pussy is already eager for what Daddy Lysander has planned.”

Oberon’s grip on my chin tightened, his silver eyes blazing with the Blik van de Autoriteit, that unrelenting stare that stripped me bare. “No hiding, little one. We see every shiver, every need.”

I whimpered, my thighs pressing together instinctively, the padding crinkling louder under the movement. My mind spun, caught in the shame of my arousal, but my body ached for their control. The betrayal loop tightened—humiliation, heat, self-reproach, then more heat.

Lysander set Thorn’s Caress aside for a moment, his hands working with the silken vines. He looped them around my wrists with gentle precision, the cool, smooth texture binding me as he secured them above my head to the obsidian headboard. “These will hold you, sweet girl,” he whispered, lips brushing my ear. “So you can let go completely for your Daddies.”

Oberon’s hand slid down from my chin, tracing my throat, my collarbone, until his massive palm engulfed one breast. His thumb flicked my nipple, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, and I arched against the vines, helpless. “So responsive,” he growled, his other hand moving to the tapes of my padding, peeling them open with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the chamber.

The cool air hit my exposed skin, and I felt the weight of their gazes—Oberon’s raw hunger, Lysander’s affectionate possession. My pussy throbbed under their scrutiny, wet and aching, and I couldn’t stop the small, pathetic whine that escaped my lips. Lysander chuckled softly, his fingers brushing my inner thigh as he spread my legs wider, baring me fully.

“Look at this perfect little mess,” Lysander said, his tone dripping with Vernederende Taal Met Affectie. “So wet for us, baby girl. Such a pathetic, needy thing, and yet so beautiful.”

My cheeks burned, but the words only deepened the heat pooling in my core. Oberon’s hand moved lower, his thick fingers sliding through my slick folds, testing my readiness with a rough, claiming touch. “She’s dripping,” he said to Lysander, his voice a dark promise. “Prepare her.”

Lysander nodded, reaching for a vial of enchanted oil that shimmered with a faint green glow. He poured a generous amount onto his fingers, the cold liquid sending a shiver through me as he rubbed it between my thighs, coating my pussy with slow, methodical strokes. Each touch was a tease, building anticipation, his thumb circling my clit just enough to make me squirm against the vines.

“Shh, sweet girl,” Lysander soothed, even as his fingers dipped inside, stretching me with tender insistence. “Daddy Lysander needs to make sure you’re ready for Thorn’s Caress.”

I moaned, the stretch of his fingers igniting sparks of pleasure, but it wasn’t enough. My hips bucked, seeking more, and Oberon’s hand pressed down on my stomach, holding me still with effortless strength. “Behave, little one,” he warned, his tone cutting through my haze. “You take what Daddies give you.”

Lysander withdrew his fingers, slick with oil and my arousal, and picked up Thorn’s Caress. The dildo gleamed in the fae light, its size intimidating, and my breath hitched as he pressed the tip against my entrance. “Breathe for me, baby girl,” he murmured, his free hand stroking my thigh as he eased it inside, inch by slow, stretching inch.

The sensation was overwhelming—the cool, unyielding hardness filling me, the faint ridges of the toy dragging against my inner walls. I gasped, my wrists tugging at the silken vines, the silk whispering against my skin with every movement. Lysander’s eyes locked on mine, his gaze soft but commanding, as he pushed deeper, watching every flicker of my expression.

“So tight,” he breathed, his voice thick with desire. “You take it so well for Daddy Lysander.”

Oberon shifted above me, his broad frame looming as he unfastened his dark trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the sight of it making my mouth water despite the stretch of the toy inside me. He gripped the base, guiding it toward my lips, his silver eyes burning with intent.

“Suck Daddy harder, baby girl, while your other Daddy stretches that tight little pussy,” Oberon commanded, his voice a raw growl that sent a shudder through me.

I parted my lips obediently, my tongue darting out to taste the salty heat of him as he pushed into my mouth. His size was daunting, stretching my jaw, but the weight of him on my tongue felt right, grounding me even as Lysander began to thrust Thorn’s Caress in and out of my pussy with slow, deliberate strokes. The dual sensation—Oberon filling my mouth, Lysander working the toy deep—sent my mind spiraling into a haze of need.

Oberon’s hand tangled in my hair, guiding my movements with firm control, his hips rocking just enough to keep me struggling to take more of him. “Good girl,” he rasped, the praise hitting me like a physical touch, tightening the coil of pleasure in my core. “Suck Daddy just like that.”

Lysander’s pace quickened, the toy gliding through my slickness with wet, obscene sounds, each thrust pressing against that perfect spot inside me. His free hand moved to my clit, thumb circling with maddening precision, and I moaned around Oberon’s cock, the vibration earning a low groan from him. The crinkle of my padding beneath me, now pushed aside, mingled with the slick sounds of the toy and my muffled whimpers, a symphony of my submission.

“Look at her, Oberon,” Lysander said, his voice laced with awe and hunger. “Our baby girl, taking us both so perfectly. She’s close—I can feel it.”

Oberon’s grip in my hair tightened, his thrusts growing rougher, claiming my mouth with relentless need. “Let her feel it, Lysander. Make her squirt for her Daddies.”

The words, combined with Lysander’s unrelenting attention on my clit and the deep, stretching thrusts of Thorn’s Caress, shattered me. My body tensed, wrists straining against the silken vines, and then the wave crashed—pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, my pussy clenching around the toy as I came with a muffled scream around Oberon’s cock. Hot, wet release gushed from me, soaking Lysander’s hand and the sheets beneath, my squirting orgasm leaving me trembling and spent.

“Good girl,” Lysander purred, slowing the toy’s movements but not stopping, drawing out every aftershock as I writhed. “So beautiful when you let go for us.”

Oberon pulled back from my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva, and his hand cupped my cheek with surprising tenderness. “Perfect, little one,” he murmured, his thumb brushing away a tear I hadn’t realized I’d shed. “You’ve pleased your Daddies so well.”

Lysander carefully withdrew Thorn’s Caress, the empty ache it left behind making me whimper, but he was quick to soothe me, his hands massaging my trembling thighs. He reached for fresh padding, unfolding it with ritualistic care, the crinkle loud in the quiet chamber as he slid it beneath me. The plush texture against my oversensitive skin grounded me, and I felt myself slipping into that soft, hazy little space, regression triggered by the overwhelming pleasure and their care.

Oberon helped lift my hips, his massive hands steady as Lysander secured the tapes, each movement deliberate, intimate. “There we are, baby girl,” Lysander whispered, pressing a kiss to my forehead. “Safe and cared for, just as you should be.”

I nestled into their combined warmth, Oberon’s broad chest against my side, Lysander’s gentle hands stroking my hair. My body felt heavy, sated, but their presence kept a quiet hum of anticipation alive in me. They shared a look above me, a silent agreement, and I knew this wasn’t the end.

“Rest now, little one,” Oberon said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. “But know this—Morcant will add his iron to this dance soon.”

My breath hitched, a shiver of both fear and longing racing through me at the thought of all three Daddies claiming me together. Their wicked devotion was a promise I couldn’t escape, and deep down, in that raw, needy part of me, I didn’t want to. I craved every dark, enchanting moment of what was to come.


Chapter 13: Iron and Thorns

My body still trembled, echoes of dual touch lingering on my skin as I lay bound in the ritual chamber. The cold stone beneath me bit into my back, a sharp contrast to the heat still pulsing through my core. Iron cuffs held my wrists above my head, the heavy weight a constant reminder of Morcant’s presence, even before he’d fully joined us.

Lysander knelt beside me, his long fingers tracing the edge of the silken diaper taped around my hips. His touch was warm, deliberate, a moonlit caress that sent shivers racing down my spine. “You’ve been so good, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice soft but laced with a possessive edge that made my breath catch.

I whimpered, my hazel eyes darting to the arched doorway where Morcant’s imposing silhouette finally emerged. His broad shoulders filled the frame, the glint of iron at his belt matching the unyielding set of his jaw. He moved with the controlled grace of a warden, his mismatched eyes -- one silver, one black as the void -- sweeping over me with predatory assessment. Each step was a promise of discipline, of boundaries forged in pain and worship.

“Look at her, Lysander,” Morcant said, his voice a deep growl that reverberated through the chamber. “Trembling already, and we’ve barely begun.” He carried a spreader bar in one massive hand, the dark metal gleaming under the flickering torchlight, and my stomach clenched with a mix of fear and raw, desperate need.

Lysander’s hand slipped lower, brushing the plush padding between my thighs, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the silence. “She’s ready to be pushed, Daddy Morcant,” he said, his tone almost playful, but his eyes burned with hunger as they locked on mine. My resistance crumbled, heat pooling where it shouldn’t, a slow ache building as his fingers pressed just hard enough to tease.

Morcant knelt at my feet, his rough hands gripping my ankles with a strength that made me feel impossibly small. “Rules, little one,” he said, his gaze pinning me as effectively as the iron cuffs. “You don’t close these legs unless I say. You take what we give, and you thank your Daddies for it.”

“Yes, Daddy Morcant,” I whispered, my voice trembling as much as my body. My mind screamed against the vulnerability, but my pussy throbbed, already slick beneath the diaper, desperate for their control. The betrayal loop spun—shame, arousal, self-reproach, and then more heat, unstoppable.

Lysander leaned closer, his breath warm against my ear as he untaped one side of the diaper with agonizing slowness. The ripping sound echoed, each tiny tear amplifying the exposure, the cool air kissing my bare skin. “Such a pretty little thing,” he cooed, folding the padding back to reveal my glistening folds, already swollen with need.

Morcant attached the spreader bar with methodical precision, locking my ankles wide apart. The iron felt heavy, unyielding, forcing my thighs open in a way that left me utterly defenseless. My breath hitched, a pathetic whimper escaping as I felt their combined gazes on my most intimate parts, the weight of their dominance pressing down harder than the metal itself.

“Good girl,” Morcant rumbled, his massive palm smoothing over my inner thigh, rough calluses scraping against my pale skin. “Look at you, spread out for your Daddies.” His words hit deep, a trigger of warmth and ownership that made my clit pulse even as my cheeks burned with humiliation.

Lysander produced a small vial of enchanted oil, the scent of lavender and something darker filling the air as he poured it onto his fingers. “This will help, baby girl,” he said, his tone tender but firm, a caretaker’s promise wrapped in thorns. He circled my tight rear entrance with slick fingertips, the cold lube a shock against my overheated skin, and I gasped, hips jerking against the restraints.

“Stay still,” Morcant commanded, his other hand coming down in a sharp spank on the exposed side of my ass. The sting bloomed hot and fast, mixing with the slow, intrusive pressure of Lysander’s finger breaching me, stretching that forbidden hole. My mind blanked, overwhelmed by the dual sensation—punishment and preparation, pain and pleasure twisting into one.

Lysander worked me open with maddening patience, adding a second finger as Morcant delivered another spank, harder this time. The diaper crinkled with each strike, the padding absorbing some of the impact but not enough to dull the heat spreading across my skin. “Daddy Lysander,” I cried, voice breaking, “it’s too much—”

“It’s not, little one,” Lysander soothed, even as his fingers scissored inside me, stretching me further. “You’re made for this, for us.” His free hand brushed my clit, a featherlight touch that sent a jolt through me, my body arching despite the iron holding me down.

Morcant’s spanks grew rhythmic, each one landing with a wet smack against my barely covered ass, the diaper shifting with every blow. My pussy clenched around nothing, the ache unbearable as Lysander withdrew his fingers, leaving me empty and gasping. “Time for Thorn’s Chain,” he murmured, holding up a string of enchanted anal beads, each one larger than the last, glowing faintly with fae magic.

I whimpered, eyes wide as he coated the first bead in more oil, the slick sound of it rubbing against his fingers obscene in the quiet chamber. “Breathe, baby girl,” he instructed, pressing the first bead against my tight hole, pushing it in with a slow, deliberate pop. The stretch burned, a foreign fullness that made me squirm, but Morcant’s hand on my thigh held me steady, his strength an anchor I couldn’t escape.

“Take it for Daddy,” Morcant growled, delivering another sharp spank just as the second bead slipped inside. The sting collided with the pressure, my body trembling violently as I fought to process it all. My cries echoed off the stone walls, a desperate mix of “Daddy Morcant” and “Daddy Lysander,” my mind slipping into that hazy, regressed space where only their control mattered.

Lysander pushed in the third bead, then the fourth, each one stretching me further, the chain a heavy weight inside me that pressed against every nerve. My clit throbbed, untouched but screaming for attention as Morcant’s spanks grew harder, faster, the diaper crinkling louder with each hit. “You’re so pathetic, little one,” he said, his tone warm despite the words, a trigger that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through me.

“Almost there,” Lysander whispered, his thumb circling my clit now, a cruel tease as the final, largest bead pressed against me. I sobbed, hips bucking uselessly against the spreader bar, the iron unyielding as he pushed it in, the fullness overwhelming. My control shattered completely, a slow, hot stream of warmth spreading through the diaper as I lost control, the humiliation only fueling the fire between my thighs.

“Good girl,” Lysander praised, his voice a balm as he rubbed my clit harder, faster, while Morcant’s hand came down one last time, the hardest yet. The sting, the fullness, the praise—it was too much, my body teetering on the edge of something explosive. I couldn’t hold on, couldn’t fight it.

“Come from Daddy’s spanks, little one, while your other Daddy fills that tight ass,” Morcant commanded, his voice iron-clad, undeniable. The words shattered me, my orgasm ripping through with a force that stole my breath, my pussy clenching around nothing as I squirted, soaking the diaper further, my cries of “Daddy” echoing endlessly. My body shook, tremors wracking me as the beads shifted inside, prolonging the waves of pleasure until I was a whimpering, boneless mess.

Lysander’s hands were gentle now, stroking my trembling thighs as he slowly pulled the first bead free, each withdrawal a tiny aftershock that made me gasp. Then the second, the pop of it leaving me sending a shudder through my spine. The third, the fourth -- each one an echo of the pleasure that had shattered me, my body clenching reflexively around each departing bead as if trying to hold onto the sensation.

“Such a good girl, petal,” Lysander murmured, his emerald eyes soft with that cruel tenderness that was uniquely his. His touch was warm, grounding, as he untaped the soaked diaper completely, folding it away with the same ritualistic care he brought to everything. The cool air on my oversensitive skin made me shiver, but his vines crept forward from his fingertips, curling protectively around my calves -- not binding, just present. Holding.

He cleaned me with enchanted water he’d conjured from the spring, the warm liquid soothing against my raw skin. His fingers traced where the spreader bar had left faint red marks on my inner thighs, and he pressed his lips to each one, a benediction murmured against my flesh that made my chest ache with something deeper than desire.

Morcant unlocked the spreader bar with the same precision he’d used to fasten it, his massive hands massaging my ankles where the iron had bitten into my skin. His calloused thumbs worked circles into the pressure points, and I felt the tension draining from me, replaced by a bone-deep warmth that had nothing to do with arousal. His mismatched eyes -- that silver and that black -- softened as he looked at me, the Iron Warden’s features cracking into something almost tender.

“You took your punishment so well, little queen,” he said, his growl softer now, laced with a protective warmth that made my eyes sting with fresh tears. He lifted me into his arms effortlessly, my small frame dwarfed against his broad, scarred chest, and I melted into him, exhausted and wholly owned. His heartbeat was steady beneath my ear, a forge-hammer rhythm that slowed my own racing pulse until they synchronized.

Lysander joined us, his silken touch brushing my raven-black hair back as he pressed a kiss to my forehead. “We’re so proud of you, baby girl,” he whispered, his golden hair falling forward to brush my cheek. Their combined heat, their dual strength, held me together in the aftermath, my body still humming with the echoes of what they’d done. Lysander draped a fresh diaper beneath me with practiced hands, the crinkle familiar now -- not shameful but grounding, a cocoon of care that reminded me I was theirs to tend as well as to test.

But even in their embrace, I felt the weight of something more lingering in the air, a promise unspoken but heavy. Morcant’s iron grip tightened slightly, and Lysander’s eyes gleamed with dark anticipation as he murmured against my ear, “All three of us will see you bloom tomorrow, little one.” My breath hitched, a shiver of longing and dread racing through me at the thought of Oberon joining them, of all my Daddies claiming me together in ways I couldn’t yet fathom, but already craved with every trembling inch of my soul.


Chapter 14: Garden of Surrender

The fae nursery garden shimmered under the eternal twilight of the Underrealm, its blooms unfurling with a magic that mirrored my own unraveling -- the deeper I sank into Little Space, the wider the flowers opened, as if my surrender fed the very earth. I knelt among the oversized petals of moonlilies, their silken edges brushing against my bare arms, my raven-black hair spilling over my shoulders as I giggled softly to myself. The air was thick with the scent of enchanted nectar, and I felt small—smaller than ever—my mind slipping into that soft, hazy place where worries melted and I was just their little one, safe in a world of wonder.

I wore only the crinkling diaper they’d dressed me in, the padding thick between my thighs, and a pacifier rested between my lips, the rhythmic suckling grounding me deeper into Little Space. My hazel eyes fluttered half-closed as I played with a glowing petal, oblivious to the world beyond my tiny, sheltered Eden. Until I felt it—the weight of their gazes, heavy as iron, tender as moonlight, burning as shadow.

I froze. My breath hitched around the pacifier. They were here. All three of them.

Oberon’s presence was a dark storm rolling in, his voice a low, commanding rumble that vibrated through the garden. “Look at our little one, so lost in her play.” His tall, imposing frame loomed at the edge of my vision, tailored in midnight robes, his silver eyes piercing even from a distance.

Lysander stepped closer, his silken steps barely rustling the grass, his voice a honeyed caress laced with possession. “She’s perfect like this, isn’t she? So soft, so vulnerable for her Daddies.” His lean, elegant form bent slightly, golden hair catching the twilight as he smiled with a tenderness that hid thorns.

Morcant’s iron-clad boots thudded against the earth, his gruff tone cutting through the air like a blade. “Time to see just how much she needs us. No hiding now, baby girl.” His massive, scarred hands flexed at his sides, his presence a fortress of discipline I both feared and craved.

My body trembled under their combined scrutiny, heat pooling unbidden between my thighs. I couldn’t see them fully—Lysander had slipped behind me, his long fingers brushing my hair aside to tie the Shadow Veil over my eyes, a blindfold woven of dark fae magic that plunged me into inky blackness. My world became sound, touch, and the overwhelming sense of being watched.

“Daddy Lysander,” I whimpered around the pacifier, my voice small and shaky, “I—I can’t see.”

“That’s the point, little one,” Oberon purred, his voice closer now, a dark promise. “You don’t need to see. Just feel us.”

Their voices wove around me, a cage of sound as my hands clutched at the grass, the crinkle of my diaper loud in the quiet garden. My thighs pressed together instinctively, but Morcant’s rough hand landed on my knee, prying them apart with deliberate force. “No closing up, baby girl. Let Daddy Morcant see how much you’re already aching for us.”

I gasped, the pacifier slipping from my lips as a slow, hot warmth began to spread through the padding. I couldn’t stop it—my body surrendered under their gaze, the pressure releasing in a quiet rush, the wet heat soaking the diaper as my cheeks burned with shame. My breath came in shallow pants, the crinkle louder now, the heavy sagging between my thighs undeniable.

Lysander’s chuckle was soft, intimate, his breath warm against my ear as he knelt behind me. “Such a good girl, letting go for us. You can’t hide anything, can you?”

“Look at that mess, baby girl—wet for all your Daddies while we watch you break,” Oberon said, his voice a dark velvet command that sent a shiver racing down my spine, my clit throbbing at the raw power in his words.

My hands shook, reaching blindly for something—someone—to anchor me, but Morcant caught my wrists in one massive grip, pinning them above my head. “Not yet, little one. You take what we give.”

I whimpered, the blindfold amplifying every sensation—the warmth spreading further in the padding, the wet heat slicking my inner thighs as arousal dripped beyond the diaper’s edge, the cool grass under my knees. Lysander’s hands slid down my bare back, tracing the curve of my spine before slipping under the waistband of the soaked padding, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin just above my pussy. “So wet in every way, baby girl,” he murmured, his touch teasing, not quite where I needed it.

Oberon’s presence shifted, his shadow falling over me even through the blindfold, and I felt the air move as he knelt before me. His large, elegant hands gripped my hips, tilting me forward slightly, the crinkle of the diaper deafening as it pressed against my aching core. “You’re dripping for your Daddies, aren’t you, little one? Tell Daddy Oberon how much you need us.”

“I -- I need you,” I stammered, voice breaking as Morcant’s grip on my wrists tightened, stretching my body taut between their presences. “I need all of you, Daddy Oberon, Daddy Lysander, Daddy Morcant.”

The confession hung in the air, raw and small, and I felt something shift -- not in them, but in me. The last knot of resistance loosened, and with it, a warmth spread through the padding, my body releasing again, the quiet rush unstoppable under their combined attention. The crinkle grew louder, the diaper heavier, and shame burned through me even as something deeper -- something like relief -- settled in my chest.

“There she is,” Oberon murmured, his voice warm with approval. His thumb brushed the soaked padding over my clit, the barest pressure, and I whimpered at the sensation through the wet fabric. Not enough to push me anywhere -- just enough to remind me he could.

Lysander’s hands traced my ribs, his touch featherlight, worshipful. “So brave, baby girl. Letting go for all your Daddies. We see you.” His lips pressed against my shoulder, soft as petals, and I felt vines curl gently around my calves -- not restraining, just holding, a living embrace.

Morcant released my wrists, his scarred hands moving to cradle my face instead. “No more hiding, little queen,” he rumbled, the rare nickname sending a shiver through me. “You don’t have to hold anything back from us.”

I was trembling, blindfolded and bare except for the sagging diaper, surrounded by their warmth and weight and voices. My arousal dripped beyond the padding’s edge, slicking my inner thighs, but none of them touched me there -- not really. They let the ache build on its own, let my body wind itself tighter simply from their presence, their praise, the devastating intimacy of being witnessed in my most vulnerable state.

Oberon’s hand rested on my belly, warm and possessive. Lysander traced slow circles on my back. Morcant’s thumb brushed my cheekbone with a tenderness that made tears spill beneath the blindfold. Three sets of hands, six points of contact, and not one of them giving me what my body screamed for. The denial was exquisite. The safety was overwhelming.

My mind floated deeper into Little Space than it had ever gone, a soft, cottony place where I was nothing but theirs -- their baby girl, their little queen, trembling and wet and wholly, perfectly owned.

The blindfold slipped off, Lysander’s elegant fingers untying the Shadow Veil, and I blinked into the twilight, my vision swimming as I saw all three of them surrounding me. Oberon’s silver eyes burned with pride beneath his crown of black-bone antlers. Lysander’s emerald gaze softened with possession, golden hair haloed by twilight. And Morcant’s stern, scarred features cracked into a rare, approving smirk, his mismatched eyes -- silver and black -- the softest I’d ever seen them.

“You did so well, baby girl,” Lysander murmured, pulling me into his lap, his emerald eyes soft as fern fronds. His silken robes were cool against my overheated skin, and his vines crept forward unbidden, curling protectively around my ankles -- not to restrain, but to anchor. He cradled me close, pressing his lips to my forehead, and the garden responded to the tenderness, moonlilies closing their petals in a gentle sigh, as if settling down to sleep alongside me.

Oberon draped a blanket of woven fae silk over my shoulders, its warmth immediate and encompassing. His massive hands lingered, adjusting the fabric with a precision that spoke of centuries of caregiving. He checked the diaper with clinical tenderness, his expression unchanged by the heavy wetness of it. “Still my good girl,” he murmured against my temple, and the praise sank into me like sunlight into dark soil.

Morcant knelt beside us, his iron strength a quiet comfort as he brushed a strand of raven-black hair from my face. His scarred fingers were surprisingly gentle, tracing the tear tracks on my cheeks before wiping them clean with the rough pad of his thumb. “Our perfect little queen,” he rumbled, his voice softer now, full of a warmth that cracked through his iron exterior. “Daddies are so proud of you.”

I nestled into their combined embrace, my body still trembling from the intensity, my mind fuzzy and safe in their care. Their hands -- six of them -- stroked my skin, held me tight, soothed every ache as I floated in the afterglow. Lysander hummed a fae lullaby, low and sweet, and vines from the garden floor wove a soft nest beneath us, cushioning us from the earth. Oberon’s heartbeat was a steady drum beneath my ear. Morcant’s iron-clad arm banded around all three of us, a fortress made flesh.

For the first time since I’d fallen through that portal, since the manuscript had torn my old life away, I felt whole. Not because I’d stopped fighting -- but because the fight had brought me here, to this impossible place where three ancient beings held me like I was the most precious thing the Underrealm had ever produced.

The garden bloomed around us, responding to the peace settling in my chest. Starflowers opened one by one, their bioluminescent petals casting a constellation across the ground. A warm breeze carried the scent of honeysuckle and night-blooming roses, and somewhere in the distance, a fae bird sang a note so pure it made fresh tears prick my eyes -- not from pain or shame, but from a beauty I hadn’t known I was capable of creating.

I was theirs. Utterly and completely. And nothing had ever felt so right.

But Oberon’s silver gaze darkened as he tilted my chin up, the antlers of black bone casting long shadows over all of us as he spoke. His voice was a low, dangerous promise that sent a fresh shiver through my exhausted body. “Tomorrow, we claim you together -- fully.”

My breath caught, a mix of longing and nervous anticipation sparking in my core at the thought of all three of them taking me, filling me, claiming me in ways I could only imagine. I nodded, small and submissive in their arms, the denied ache between my thighs a reminder that the deepest surrender still lay ahead. And despite everything -- the shame, the fear, the overwhelming need -- I couldn’t wait for what tomorrow would bring.


Chapter 15: Storm of Resistance

The storm raged inside me before it ever touched the Underrealm. My chest heaved, hazel eyes wild as I stood in the cavernous hall of the obsidian palace, my bare feet cold against the stone floor. I’d fought this—fought them—for so long, the need to surrender clawing at my defiance until it tore me apart.

Outside, the sky split with violet lightning, the air howling as if the realm itself mirrored my turmoil. My raven-black hair whipped across my face, and I clenched my fists, trying to hold onto the last shred of resistance. But my body betrayed me—heat pooling low in my belly, my thighs trembling with the memory of their hands, their voices, their control.

I heard them before I saw them. The steady, deliberate tread of Oberon, the Shadow King Daddy, his presence a weight that pressed against my skin even from across the hall. Lysander, the Thorn Prince Daddy, moved with a lighter step, his silken voice already weaving through the storm’s roar, promising tenderness I didn’t deserve. And Morcant, the Iron Warden Daddy, his heavy boots striking the floor like a warning, each step a reminder of the discipline I craved.

“Little one,” Oberon called, his voice a low rumble that cut through the chaos. His towering frame emerged from the shadows, silver hair falling like liquid moonlight over his shoulders, the antlers of black bone crowning his head silhouetted against the lightning. His piercing silver eyes pinned me in place. “You’ve summoned this storm with your defiance. Let us calm it.”

I shook my head, even as my heart stuttered. “I can’t—I don’t want to need you all like this.” My voice cracked, pitiful against the tempest outside.

Lysander stepped closer, his golden hair catching the flicker of lightning through the arched windows. His slender fingers brushed my cheek, cool and gentle, but his emerald eyes held a possessive glint. “You don’t have to fight, baby girl. Let your Daddies take care of you.”

Morcant loomed behind them, his broad shoulders and scarred hands a stark contrast to Lysander’s elegance. His mismatched eyes -- one silver, one black -- raked over me, assessing, and his lips curled in a knowing smirk. “Rules, Elara. You break them by resisting, and now you’ll be punished until you submit.”

My breath hitched. Punishment. The word sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy clenching despite the storm of emotions tearing through me. I wanted to run, to hide from this overwhelming need, but their combined presence rooted me to the spot.

Oberon gestured to the center of the hall, where a low stone table gleamed under the flickering torchlight, its surface worn smooth by time. “Over there, little one. Now.”

My feet moved before my mind caught up, the betrayal of my body complete as I crossed the cold floor. Lysander’s hand rested lightly on my lower back, guiding me, while Morcant retrieved a coil of silken rope from a nearby alcove, the sight of it making my pulse race. Oberon stood by the table, his gaze never leaving me, a king waiting to claim his prize.

“Strip,” Oberon commanded, his tone unyielding. My fingers trembled as I tugged at the thin silk gown Lysander had dressed me in that morning, the fabric pooling at my feet until I stood bare before them. The storm outside roared louder, but the heat of their stares burned hotter, making my pale skin flush under their scrutiny.

Lysander hummed in approval, stepping close to trail a finger down my spine. “So beautiful, baby girl. Let us bind you and break that last wall down.”

Morcant approached with the rope, his rough hands deft as he began to loop it around my chest, the silken cords biting just enough to make me gasp. He tied intricate knots, framing my small breasts, the rope crisscrossing over my ribs before he bound my wrists behind my back. Each tug tightened the pressure, forcing my shoulders back, my chest out, vulnerable and exposed to their hungry eyes.

Oberon’s massive hands gripped my hips, lifting me effortlessly onto the stone table. The cold surface shocked my bare ass, and I whimpered, my bound wrists making me unsteady until he pressed me down, bending me forward so my cheek rested against the stone. My legs dangled over the edge, spread wide, my pussy already slick and aching under their combined gaze.

“Look at her,” Morcant growled, his voice rough with lust as he stood at my side, one large hand sliding over my bound wrists to test the knots. “So wet already, breaking rules by fighting us. She needs to be taught.”

Lysander knelt beside the table, his face near mine, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re safe with us, baby girl. Let go, and we’ll make it so good for you.” His words melted into me, soft and coaxing, a stark contrast to the firm pressure of Oberon’s hands holding my hips down against the stone.

I heard the low hum before I saw it—Morcant holding a sleek, black wand vibrator, its name etched into the handle: Storm’s Echo. The sound sent a shiver through me, the promise of torment already tightening my core. He pressed a button, and the hum intensified, the vibration a cruel tease even before it touched me.

Oberon leaned over me, his broad chest brushing my back as he murmured, “Don’t come yet, little one—your Daddies will edge this pussy until you’re begging for us all.” His voice, dark and commanding, made my clit throb, the need to obey warring with the desperate ache building inside me.

Morcant stepped between my spread legs, the wand’s head hovering just above my clit. The first touch was electric, a sharp buzz that made my hips jerk against Oberon’s unyielding grip. I cried out, the vibration tormenting my sensitive bud, sending waves of pleasure-pain through me as Morcant controlled the toy with ruthless precision.

“Shh, baby girl,” Lysander whispered, his fingers threading through my hair, stroking gently while his other hand traced circles on my bound arm. “Feel it. Let it break you open for us.” His tenderness only heightened the intensity, the contrast of his softness and Morcant’s cruelty driving me to the edge.

My pussy clenched around nothing, the wand’s relentless hum pushing me closer, but Morcant pulled it back just as my thighs began to shake. I whimpered, my body arching, seeking more, but Oberon’s grip tightened, holding me still. “Not yet, little one,” he growled. “You don’t get to come until you give us everything.”

Tears pricked my eyes, frustration and need twisting together as the storm outside mirrored the one inside me. Morcant pressed the wand against my clit again, harder this time, the vibration a punishing force that made me sob with desperation. My body trembled, slickness coating my thighs, and I felt the humiliating warmth spread as I lost control, a slow, hot stream escaping me, soaking the stone beneath.

“Good girl,” Morcant rasped, his free hand gripping my thigh, his thumb digging into my flesh as he watched me break. The praise hit deeper than it should have, a wave of warmth that made my pussy pulse even as shame burned my cheeks. “Look at you, wetting for your Daddies. So pathetic, so perfect.”

Lysander kissed my temple, his lips soft against my flushed skin. “Such a good baby girl, letting go like that. We’ve got you.” His voice pulled me deeper into little space, my mind regressing under the overwhelming pleasure and humiliation, the storm of resistance crumbling with every touch.

Oberon’s hand slid from my hip to my ass, spreading me open, his fingers teasing at my entrance while Morcant kept the wand on my clit, edging me mercilessly. “Beg, little one,” Oberon demanded, his voice a dark promise. “Tell us you need all your Daddies to fill you.”

“Please,” I gasped, my voice small and broken, my mind hazy with need. “Please, Daddy Oberon, Daddy Lysander, Daddy Morcant—I need you all. I can’t fight anymore.”

Lysander’s fingers tightened in my hair, his breath hitching with desire. “That’s it, baby girl. Surrender.” He kissed my cheek, then my lips, his tongue sweeping into my mouth as if claiming me while Oberon’s fingers pushed inside me, stretching my pussy with a slow, deliberate thrust.

Morcant increased the wand’s intensity, the vibration a brutal assault on my clit, and I screamed into Lysander’s kiss, my body shaking uncontrollably. Oberon added a second finger, fucking me deep and hard, the slick sounds of my wetness filling the hall over the storm’s roar. “You’re so tight, little one,” he growled. “But you’ll take us all soon.”

I was on the brink, my orgasm hovering just out of reach, every nerve alight with torment. Morcant pulled the wand away again, and I sobbed, my hips bucking uselessly against Oberon’s hold. “Please, Daddies, let me come,” I begged, tears streaming down my face. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

“Not yet,” Morcant said, his voice firm as he set Storm’s Echo aside, his massive hand replacing it, his thumb circling my clit with agonizing slowness. “You come when we say, after you’ve given us every last piece of yourself.”

Lysander’s hand slipped beneath me, finding my nipple, pinching lightly as he murmured against my ear, “Soon, baby girl. You’re doing so well for us.” The praise pushed me deeper, my mind slipping fully into that soft, safe space where I was nothing but their little girl, desperate to please.

Oberon’s fingers pumped faster, curling inside me to hit that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. Morcant’s thumb pressed harder on my clit, and Lysander’s gentle pinches sent sparks of pain-pleasure through me. I was lost, overwhelmed by their combined touch, their massive hands dwarfing my small body, owning every inch of me.

“Now, little one,” Oberon commanded, his voice cutting through the haze. “Come for your Daddies. Be our good girl.”

The words triggered me, the phrase “good girl” shattering the last of my barriers. My orgasm crashed over me, a violent wave that made me scream, my pussy clenching around Oberon’s fingers as I squirted, hot and messy, soaking Morcant’s hand and the stone beneath me. My body shook, tremors wracking me as Lysander whispered sweet nothings, Morcant growled his approval, and Oberon held me through it, their presence an anchor in the storm.

I collapsed against the table, spent and trembling, the storm outside quieting as if my surrender had quelled it. Oberon eased his fingers out of me, his touch gentle now, while Morcant untied the ropes, his rough hands massaging the marks they left on my skin. Lysander lifted my head, cradling me against his chest, kissing my damp forehead as he murmured, “You did so well, baby girl. We’re so proud of you.”

They surrounded me, their warmth and strength enveloping me in aftercare. Oberon’s arms wrapped around my waist, pulling me onto his lap as he sat on the edge of the table, his deep voice soothing. “You’re ours, little one. Always.”

Morcant knelt, cleaning me with a soft cloth, his touch reverent despite his earlier harshness. “No more fighting, Elara. Your Daddies will keep you safe.” His words grounded me, the promise of protection sinking into my bones.

Lysander brushed my hair back, his smile tender. “Rest now, baby girl. You’ve given us so much.” His kiss lingered on my lips, a silent claim that echoed the others’.

But even as I melted into their care, Oberon’s voice darkened, a low whisper against my ear that sent a fresh shiver through my exhausted body. “One last step, little one—your permanent claim awaits.”

My heart raced, anticipation and longing sparking anew at the promise of what was to come, the final act of belonging to all three of my Daddies.


Chapter 16: Crowned in Darkness

I stood in the heart of the Underrealm, my bare feet pressing against the obsidian floor, the air thick with the scent of ancient magic and something darker, something primal. My body trembled, not from fear, but from the electric anticipation coiling in my core. I knew what was coming—Oberon’s whispered promise of a permanent claim echoed in my mind, a vow that had haunted my dreams since the last time their hands claimed me.

The vast chamber was a cathedral of shadow, its walls carved with runes that pulsed faintly with violet light. A low altar of polished black stone stood at the center, draped in silken fabrics that shimmered like liquid night. My raven-black hair fell in wild waves over my shoulders, brushing against the thin, gossamer gown Lysander had dressed me in, the fabric so sheer it hid nothing from their gaze.

Oberon stepped forward first, his presence a storm of dominance that made the air itself bend. His tall, imposing frame was clad in dark leathers and a flowing cloak of shadow, the antlers of black bone crowning his head casting shadows like dark branches across the rune-lit walls, his piercing silver eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my knees weak. “Little one,” he purred, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through my bones, “tonight, you become our Queen—fully, irrevocably.”

Lysander approached from my left, his lithe, elegant form wrapped in emerald silks that accentuated the sharp angles of his face. His golden hair gleamed under the dim light, and his soft, honeyed voice washed over me as he brushed a lock of hair from my cheek. “We’ve prepared you for this, baby girl. Let us crown you with our touch.”

Morcant, the unyielding wall of muscle and iron, stood to my right, his dark armor gleaming like the obsidian beneath us. His scarred, rugged face softened only for me, but his mismatched eyes -- one silver, one black as obsidian -- burned with a possessive heat as he held up a small, velvet-lined box. “Surrender to your Daddies, Elara,” he growled, his voice rough and commanding. “Every part of you will be claimed.”

My breath hitched, heat pooling low in my belly as their words wrapped around me like chains. I nodded, unable to speak, my body already betraying me with a flush of need. The betrayal loop spun in my mind—shame at how easily I melted for them, then a rush of desire that drowned it out.

Oberon’s hand found my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. “Kneel on the altar, little one. Show us you’re ready.”

I obeyed, my movements shaky as I climbed onto the cool stone, the silk beneath me crinkling softly with every shift. The gown rode up, exposing the pale skin of my thighs, and I felt their eyes on me, a weight as tangible as their touch. Lysander knelt beside me, his fingers tracing the edge of the fabric with a tenderness that made me shiver.

“Such a pretty baby girl,” he murmured, slipping the straps of the gown down my shoulders, baring my breasts to the cool air. My nipples pebbled instantly, and he smiled, a wicked edge to his gentleness. “Look at you, already aching for us.”

Morcant opened the velvet box, revealing a set of delicate silver nipple clamps, their tips adorned with tiny black gems. He named them with a dark reverence. “The Iron Kiss, Elara. For our Little Queen to wear while we claim her.”

My heart raced as he leaned forward, his massive hands surprisingly gentle as he rolled one nipple between his fingers, coaxing it to a stiff peak. The first clamp bit down, a sharp sting that shot straight to my clit, making me gasp. He attached the second, the chain between them swaying against my chest, and I whimpered, the mix of pain and pleasure dizzying.

Oberon’s hand slid down my back, pushing me forward until I was on all fours, my ass lifted in offering. “Spread for Daddy Oberon, little one,” he commanded, his voice a dark caress. I did, my thighs trembling as I felt the warmth of his body behind me, the rustle of fabric as he freed his cock.

Lysander moved in front of me, his silks parting to reveal his hard length, already glistening at the tip. “Open that sweet mouth for Daddy Lysander, baby girl,” he cooed, his hand guiding my head down. I parted my lips, taking him in, the taste of him salty and warm as my tongue swirled around his thick shaft.

Behind me, Oberon’s massive hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he teased my entrance with the head of his cock. I was already dripping, my pussy aching to be filled, and he groaned, a low, primal sound. “So wet for your Daddies, aren’t you? Such a good little slut for us.”

Morcant knelt beside me, his rough hand stroking my back as he produced a small, slick butt plug from the box, its surface gleaming with lube. “Time to fill every hole, Elara,” he growled, circling my tight rear entrance with the cool tip. “Relax for Daddy Morcant. Let me in.”

I moaned around Lysander’s cock, the vibration making him hiss as Morcant pushed the plug past my resistance, the stretch burning in the most delicious way. My body clenched, overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled from behind while Lysander thrust gently into my mouth, his hands tangling in my hair. Oberon chose that moment to drive into me, his cock splitting my pussy open with one deep, relentless thrust.

I cried out, the sound muffled by Lysander’s length, my body rocking between them as Oberon set a punishing rhythm. His thick cock dragged against my inner walls, hitting every sensitive spot, while the plug in my ass intensified every movement, making me feel impossibly full. The clamps on my nipples tugged with each thrust, sharp jolts of pain melting into pleasure.

“Look at her, Daddies,” Morcant rumbled, his hand sliding between my legs to rub my clit in slow, torturous circles. “Our Little Queen, taking us so well. So fucking pathetic and perfect.”

Lysander’s grip tightened in my hair, his thrusts growing erratic as he fucked my mouth. “That’s it, baby girl. Suck Daddy Lysander while Daddy Oberon pounds that tight little pussy.”

Oberon’s pace quickened, his growls vibrating through me as he slammed into me harder, deeper. “You’re ours, little one. Every inch of you belongs to your Daddies.”

The pressure built, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to drown me as Morcant’s fingers worked my clit with ruthless precision. I was stretched, filled, claimed in every way, their combined heat and dominance unraveling me. My body trembled, teetering on the edge, but I knew I couldn’t let go—not yet.

Morcant sensed it, his dark chuckle sending shivers down my spine as he pulled out a small silk gag from the box. “No screaming until we say, Elara. Bite down for Daddy Morcant.”

He slipped the gag between my lips, tying it tight behind my head as Lysander pulled out of my mouth, stroking himself just inches from my face. My muffled whimpers filled the air, the fabric damp with my saliva as Oberon’s thrusts grew brutal, each one driving me closer to the brink. Morcant adjusted the plug, twisting it slightly, and the added pressure made my eyes roll back.

Oberon leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear as he delivered the line that shattered my restraint. “Come for all your Daddies, baby girl—let us fill every hole while you scream for us.”

I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, a violent, shuddering wave that made my pussy clench around Oberon’s cock, my ass tightening around the plug. My muffled scream vibrated against the gag, tears of overwhelming pleasure streaking down my cheeks as my body convulsed between them.

Oberon groaned, his thrusts faltering as he spilled inside me, his hot cum flooding my pussy in thick spurts. Lysander came next, painting my face with his release, his low moan echoing in the chamber as he marked me. Morcant pressed harder on my clit, forcing a second orgasm from me before I’d even recovered from the first, my body squirting against his fingers, the wet heat soaking the silk beneath us.

I collapsed, trembling, as Oberon pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs. Lysander removed the gag, wiping my face clean with a tender touch, his voice soft. “Such a good girl, baby girl. You took us all so perfectly.”

Morcant eased the plug from my ass, his massive hands rubbing soothing circles over my skin as he murmured, “You’ve earned your crown, Elara. Daddy Morcant is so proud of you.”

Oberon lifted me into his arms, cradling me against his broad chest as Lysander and Morcant flanked us, their hands stroking my hair, my back, my thighs. The warmth of their combined touch grounded me, pulling me back from the edge of Little Space where pleasure had sent me spiraling. I felt small, safe, owned in the best way.

Something shifted in the air. The runes on the walls blazed brighter -- violet, then silver, then gold -- cycling through colors I’d never seen in any mortal spectrum. A warmth that had nothing to do with their bodies spread through me, beginning at my chest and radiating outward, and I gasped as I felt it: magic. Not theirs. Mine.

Vines erupted from the obsidian floor, not Lysander’s this time -- these were wild, untamed, twisting with flowers that bloomed in impossible colors. The ceiling cracked open to reveal a sky full of stars that hadn’t existed moments before, constellations rearranging themselves into patterns that looked like -- like antlers, like thorns, like a crown of iron.

“The prophecy,” Lysander breathed, his emerald eyes wide with wonder, his usual composure cracked for the first time. “She’s awakening.”

Morcant’s arm tightened around me, his mismatched eyes -- silver and black -- fierce with protective awe. “Our Little Queen,” he rumbled, and the title carried a weight it never had before. Not a pet name this time. A coronation.

Oberon’s silver gaze burned with ancient recognition as he set me gently on the altar, now transformed by my magic into a throne of living vines and moonstone. The antlers of black bone on his crown seemed to glow in response, and he knelt -- knelt, the Shadow King himself -- pressing his forehead to my hand.

“Do you choose to stay, little one?” His voice was stripped of command for the first time, raw with a vulnerability that cracked something open inside me. “The portal still exists. Your library, your mortal world -- they’re still there. I could send you back.”

I looked at him. At the king who’d broken me open with rules and restraint, who’d held me through every shattered resistance. At Lysander, whose vines had cradled me through regression, whose cruel, beautiful mouth had praised me back to life. At Morcant, whose iron and scars had forged my boundaries into something I could finally trust.

The library. The dusty manuscripts. The cold, lonely apartment above a dying city.

Or this. Three Daddies who saw every shameful, desperate, needy part of me and called it beautiful.

“I choose this,” I whispered, and the words felt like the first truly free decision I’d ever made. “I choose you. All of you.”

The magic surged. Every bloom in the Underrealm opened at once -- I felt it somehow, connected to every root and stem and petal in this impossible world. The storm that had raged with my resistance stilled completely, replaced by a dawn that shouldn’t have been possible underground, warm golden light flooding through the chamber.

Oberon pressed his lips to my palm. Lysander kissed my forehead, vines curling from his fingertips to weave a crown of living thorns and moonflowers into my raven-black hair. Morcant -- gruff, iron-clad Morcant -- pulled a ring from his forge-blackened pouch, sliding it onto my finger. It was warm, the metal still carrying the heat of his making, inscribed with runes that read: Little Queen. Ours. Always.

“You are ours forever now, Little Queen,” Oberon said, rising to his full height, and his voice carried the weight of a decree that would echo through the Underrealm for centuries. “Let the world tremble.”

I nestled into their combined embrace, my body spent, my mind floating in that soft, safe space where I was nothing but theirs. The magic hummed through me, connecting me to the realm, to the earth, to the three Daddies who had claimed me not by force, but by patience, by devotion, by the wicked, beautiful certainty that I was always meant to be here.

My old life was a faded manuscript, crumbling at the edges.

This was my story now. And it was only the beginning.
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