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There she was, lying on the ground, playing with her teddy bear—she never expected her life would take such a turn. The last thing thirty-year-old Anne Joy expected was to be with a handsome Army General calling her “little sweetheart” and “honey pie.” But Alex Hummington could see that this woman was in need of a daddy.

Joy soon realized that Alex wasn’t playing around—she truly needed discipline for being naughty. Little did she know that he would put her in diapers after giving her a firm spanking. Despite the lingering sting, she couldn’t help but enjoy the punishment her daddy gave her.

But can she handle being his little girl in public, too?





Chapter 1





It was a quiet Tuesday afternoon, and Anne Joy was sitting alone at the bar, sipping her cocktail. She casually glanced around, hoping for a pleasant evening with good company. She wasn’t exactly looking for love—just a bit of friendship or maybe something casual.



Her more mischievous side entertained the idea of meeting a handsome man, perhaps even getting lucky. As her mind drifted into playful fantasies, she was startled by the sound of someone sitting down beside her.



“Don’t be startled,” came a deep, steady voice that radiated quiet authority and warmth. Something about it felt instantly calming to Anne.



The man turned toward her, offering a friendly smile. “Can I get you a drink? Name’s Alex Hummington.”



Anne smiled back, trying to regain her composure. “I’m Anne Joy. Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Hummington. I’d love a gin and tonic with ice.”



As they chatted, Anne couldn’t help but feel a lingering heat from her earlier daydream. Her cheeks flushed, but Alex remained composed, keeping the conversation light. They exchanged stories, laughed, and discovered a surprising ease between them.



Feeling playful and emboldened by the atmosphere, Anne flirted a little, subtly flashing her panties when she adjusted her skirt. Her rebellious side sparked, curious to see how he might react.



Alex’s expression darkened—not with anger, but with unmistakable dominance. “You shouldn’t be doing that,” he said firmly. “Not unless I tell you to.”



Surprised by her own reaction, Anne blushed and quickly smoothed down her skirt, obeying without hesitation.



Alex leaned in, his voice low and commanding. “I think you need someone to keep you in line… someone who knows how to handle a rebellious little thing like you. Otherwise, you might end up with the wrong man.”



Anne’s breath caught, her heart pounding with both curiosity and anticipation.






Chapter 2




The dim glow of the bar lights cast a soft shimmer on Anne’s glass as she swirled the last of her gin and tonic, still feeling the heat of Alex’s words lingering in her chest. His commanding presence unsettled her in a way that excited her more than she cared to admit.

“So, Anne,” Alex said smoothly, resting his strong hands on the edge of the bar, “do you always play games like that with strangers, or am I special?”

Anne smirked, determined not to let him see how much control he already seemed to have over her. “Maybe you just caught me on a playful night.”

Alex’s sharp gaze met hers, unyielding but not unkind. “Good. I like playful. But there’s a fine line between teasing and asking for trouble.”

Anne tilted her head, intrigued. “And what happens if I cross that line?”

His lips twitched in the hint of a smile. “You don’t want to find out… unless you’re ready.”

Before she could respond, the bartender approached, offering another round. Alex ordered whiskey neat, while Anne requested another gin and tonic. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, a current neither of them seemed eager to break.

They continued talking, shifting between light banter and something far more charged. Alex spoke with confidence and precision, revealing hints of a life lived with discipline and purpose. His military past was evident in his bearing—straight-backed, steady-eyed, completely in control.

Anne found herself leaning in, hanging on every word. She felt safe yet dangerously drawn in, as though being near him peeled back her layers of defense.

After a while, Alex glanced at his watch. “It’s getting late,” he said, his voice softer now but still firm. “Walk with me.”

Anne hesitated, then nodded. Something about his tone made saying no seem impossible—and truthfully, she didn’t want to.

They stepped outside into the cool night air, the city’s quiet hum surrounding them. He rested a protective hand on the small of her back, guiding her gently but purposefully down the street.

“Where are we going?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Alex glanced down at her with that same piercing gaze. “Someplace where we can talk… without interruptions.”

Anne’s breath quickened as possibilities swirled in her mind. For the first time in a long while, she felt entirely out of control—and she liked it.



Chapter 3: Surrender




“Let’s go to my place,” Alex said, his voice low and commanding.

Anne nodded, her heart pounding with anticipation. As they drove through the city’s quiet streets, she stole glances at him—his steady grip on the steering wheel, his sharp, focused eyes. Every inch of him radiated control, making her pulse race with both excitement and nervous curiosity.

When they arrived at his penthouse, Anne’s breath hitched. The towering building exuded sophistication, much like Alex himself—imposing but irresistibly inviting. The private elevator whisked them to the top floor, and when the doors opened, she was greeted by a luxurious space framed by floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the glittering city lights.

Anne could barely take it all in—her mind spinning with arousal and a yearning she couldn’t quite place. As the heavy door clicked shut behind them, something inside her snapped. Without thinking, she began slipping her dress straps off her shoulders, eager to surrender herself completely.

Before she could tug her dress down further, Alex’s sharp voice cut through the quiet:

“Did I say you could undress?”

His words struck her like lightning—firm, steady, and unyielding. She froze, dress half-off, feeling suddenly exposed and thrillingly vulnerable.

“No… you didn’t,” she whispered, her cheeks burning. “Am I… a bad girl now?”

Alex took two measured steps forward, his intense gaze locking onto hers. “Yes, you are.”

Before she could react, he gripped her wrist and guided her to the edge of the couch, effortlessly pulling her over his lap. His large hands pinned her firmly in place as she gasped, pulse roaring in her ears.

“You don’t take what isn’t given,” he growled, his breath warm against her ear. “You wait until I say.”

The first sharp slap landed on her bare skin, sending a fiery jolt through her body. Anne whimpered but pressed her thighs together, heat pooling between them. Each firm swat left her more breathless, her skin tingling and glowing under his unyielding hand.

“You need to learn patience,” Alex said between measured strikes, his tone unwavering yet controlled. “And what happens when you don’t listen.”

Anne writhed against his knee, gasping with each stinging slap, the ache blending into something far more intense. She could feel how wet she’d become, her arousal dripping against his tailored slacks—a fact Alex surely noticed.

He paused, fingers gently tracing the tender, flushed skin of her reddened cheeks, making her shiver. “You’re dripping on me, sweetheart,” he murmured, amusement lacing his otherwise dominant tone. “Is this what you wanted all along?”

“Yes, Daddy…” she whispered, the words tumbling out before she could stop them.

Alex stilled, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “Good girl,” he said, his voice softer but no less commanding. “But we’re just getting started.”

He helped her stand, holding her steady as her knees wobbled. His intense gaze pierced hers, filled with control but also something deeper—something protective.

“Now,” he ordered firmly, “go stand in front of the mirror and wait for me.”

Anne’s breath hitched again, but she obeyed, her body trembling with need and anticipation. She was completely at his mercy—and she had never felt more alive.



Chapter 4: The Unexpected




Anne waited anxiously, her heart pounding in anticipation as she stood in front of the massive mirror. The silence of Alex’s penthouse only amplified her restless thoughts. She wondered what he had in store, still tingling from the intensity of their earlier encounter.

Suddenly, she heard Alex’s steady, deliberate footsteps approaching. When he entered the room, her eyes widened in shock. He carried a carefully arranged bundle of items: an oversized, frilly princess-themed onesie with delicate lace trim, thick diapers adorned with castles and stars, a large pacifier on a ribbon, soft pink cuffs, a sleek wand vibrator, and more.

Anne’s mouth fell open as heat rushed to her face. “What the hell...?” she gasped, barely able to process what she was seeing. “Is that… a baby outfit?”

Alex’s expression remained calm and commanding. “Yes,” he said simply, his tone steady yet unyielding.

She swallowed hard. “What are you going to do with me?”




He took a slow, deliberate step toward her, closing the distance between them. “You’re

 

my


 
little baby girl now,” he said firmly, his voice dark and authoritative. “I’m going to dress you properly… and then you’ll come for Daddy, my sweet diaper girl.”




Anne’s breath hitched as she felt her knees weaken. There was no escape—not that she wanted one. She was caught in the pull of his dominance, trapped between shock, curiosity, and an undeniable, growing desire she couldn’t explain.

Without another word, Alex lifted the soft, bulky diaper and unfolded it with practiced ease, the crinkling sound filling the room. His eyes never left hers, holding her captive with his intense, knowing gaze.

“Lie down,” he ordered softly but firmly.

Anne hesitated for only a moment before slowly lowering herself onto the soft, luxurious mattress. Her body trembled with a mixture of vulnerability, excitement, and complete surrender.

As Alex carefully secured the diaper around her, she couldn’t deny the rush of emotions coursing through her—embarrassment, arousal, and an inexplicable sense of safety she had never felt before.




“You’ll learn how to be good for Daddy,” Alex murmured as he adjusted the frilly onesie over her, snapping it securely into place. “And by the time I’m done with you… you’ll

 

beg


 
to be my little diaper girl.”







Anne whimpered softly, completely consumed by the intensity of the moment—and by the overwhelming realization that she

 

wanted


 
everything he promised.






Chapter 5: Heated Surrender




Alex couldn’t hold back any longer. Desire burned through him as he watched Anne cuffed and helpless, her cheeks flushed with arousal and submission. His dominant side surged to the surface, driven by her complete surrender.

With a low growl, he unbuckled his belt and freed himself, his thick, throbbing need straining with urgency. He grabbed her hips firmly, shifting her thick diaper just enough to give him access, teasing her sensitive skin as she whimpered in anticipation.

“Look at you… already so needy,” he muttered, voice deep and commanding.

Before she could respond, he thrust into her with deliberate force, earning a sharp gasp from her parted lips. Her body arched, overwhelmed by the sudden intensity.

Anne cried out in pleasure, her moans echoing through the room. “Aahh… uuhhh… ohhh!” Each deep, powerful movement sent shockwaves through her, making her mind spin with lust and helpless surrender.

Alex gripped her thighs tighter, driving deeper, his control unshakable even as his own arousal built to a fever pitch. She bucked against him, utterly lost in the rhythm, her pleasure intensifying with every thrust.

“You’re mine,” he growled possessively, voice rough with need.

“Yes… Daddy… I’m yours,” she gasped, barely able to speak through her ecstasy.

Minutes stretched into blissful eternity as she came again and again, shuddering helplessly beneath him. He pushed her beyond her limits, making sure she felt just how completely she belonged to him.

When they finally collapsed together, breathless and trembling, Alex traced slow, soothing circles on her heated skin.

“You’re such a good girl… Daddy’s perfect little one,” he whispered, possessive yet tender.

Anne melted against him, utterly spent yet more satisfied and secure than she had ever felt before.
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