
        
            
                
            
        

    


His Baby Forever A Dark Daddy Dom ABDL Romance






A

 
daddy dom baby girl diaper dd-lg romance erotica novel






Introduction










Lena thought she was in control of her life—independent, strong, unwilling to submit. But when she signs a contract with the powerful and enigmatic billionaire Nathaniel Cross, she quickly learns

 

control is no longer hers to hold.











Nathaniel doesn’t just want a submissive. He doesn’t want a woman who follows orders in the bedroom and walks away in the morning. He wants a

 

little girl


 
—

 

helpless, dependent, and utterly owned.











Diapers. Pacifiers. Spanking. Shackles.

 

Punishments for disobedience and rewards for submission.











Lena resists at first, struggling against the rules, the discipline, the humiliation of being forced into a role she never imagined for herself. But Nathaniel is patient. He

 

breaks her slowly, piece by piece, stripping away her independence until she has no choice but to surrender.











When she has her

 

first accident in Daddy’s arms,


 
humiliation burns through her, but the soft praise in his voice

 

makes her body ache for more.











When she’s

 

bound and helpless in his dungeon,


 
the sting of the flogger

 

teaches her obedience.











And when Daddy

 

fills her, stretches her, and pushes her to the edge of pleasure and pain,


 
she finally understands the truth.










She was never meant to be a grown-up.










She was always meant to be

 

Daddy’s helpless baby girl.











But surrendering to him means giving up everything.

 

Even control over her own body.











And when Nathaniel decides she needs to be

 

cleansed, punished, and fully broken,


 
Lena realizes just how deep her submission will go.










Will she fight? Or will she become the perfect little girl Daddy always knew she could be?










A dark, taboo-filled Daddy Dom ABDL romance featuring

 

diapers, forced accidents, enema punishments, bondage, humiliation, and absolute surrender.


 
If you love

 

extreme discipline, helpless regression, and Daddies who never let go,


 
this book is for you.









Chapter 1: The Contract










Lena sat stiffly in the leather chair, fingers gripping the armrests as she stared at the thick contract on the desk before her. The paper looked normal enough—black ink on crisp white sheets—but the words printed across the page made her stomach twist.










Nathaniel Cross, the powerful and enigmatic billionaire sitting across from her, wasn’t offering her a job. He wasn’t offering her a business deal.










He was offering her

 

ownership.











His deep, rich voice cut through the heavy silence of the room. “This isn’t a traditional agreement, Lena. I don’t need an assistant. I don’t want a partner.” He leaned back in his chair,

 

his piercing blue eyes watching her like a predator assessing his prey.


 
“I want a little girl. One who will give up control. One who will surrender to me completely.”










Lena swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the hem of her skirt. “You—you want me to be your… baby?” The word tasted foreign on her tongue, making her cheeks burn.










Nathaniel smirked, clearly amused by her hesitation. He reached for the glass of whiskey beside him, swirling the amber liquid before taking a slow sip.

 

His confidence was suffocating.


 
“Yes, sweetheart. That’s exactly what I want.”










Lena’s heart pounded. This was insane. No one—

 

no one


 
—had ever suggested something like this to her. It wasn’t just submission. It was more than that.










It was

 

complete dependency.











The contract detailed everything. Rules. Expectations. Consequences.











No responsibility. No stress. No control.











Nathaniel would take care of everything—her food, her clothes, her finances.

 

Her body.


 
She would

 

live as his little girl,


 
completely cared for, completely owned.










And that meant more than just wearing cute outfits and calling him Daddy.










It meant diapers.










It meant pacifiers and bottles.










It meant

 

giving up every ounce of her adulthood.











She tried to keep her voice steady. “And if I sign this… you expect me to wear…” She couldn’t even say it out loud.










Nathaniel’s smirk widened. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk,

 

his commanding presence pressing down on her like a physical force.


 
“Diapers, Lena. Yes.”










Her stomach twisted into knots.










“You wouldn’t have to worry about anything,” Nathaniel continued, his voice deep and hypnotic. “No more stress. No more responsibilities. I’d handle everything. All you have to do is be my good girl.”










Lena’s breath hitched as his fingers brushed her wrist, his touch

 

light but undeniably possessive.












This was wrong.












It was humiliating.











But deep down, something inside her

 

ached


 
at his words.










She had spent her whole life struggling. Fighting to keep everything together. The idea of

 

letting go, of being taken care of, of being told when to eat, when to sleep—when to come—


 
sent a pulse of forbidden heat between her thighs.










Nathaniel noticed.










His smirk turned darker.










“You’re already wet, aren’t you, babygirl?”










Lena gasped, her thighs pressing together, but Nathaniel reached across the desk, gripping her chin.

 

His touch was firm. Unyielding.











“Say it,” he ordered.










Her face burned.

 

She should lie.


 
She should fight.










But she was already

 

too far gone.











“…Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.










Nathaniel’s eyes darkened with

 

pure possession.











“That’s my good girl.”










He picked up a pen,

 

placing it in her trembling fingers.











“Sign, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice silk and steel. “And let Daddy take care of everything.”










Lena’s heart pounded.










She exhaled slowly,

 

lowered the pen to the paper—











And signed her name.









Chapter 2: The First Diapering










Lena’s heart pounded as Nathaniel took her hand, leading her down the dimly lit hallway. The realization of what she had just agreed to settled deep in her stomach, a mix of fear, arousal, and something even more dangerous—

 

anticipation.











The room he brought her to wasn’t a bedroom.










It was a

 

nursery.











Lena froze in the doorway, her breath catching. Soft pastels filled the space—

 

plush stuffed animals lined the shelves, a massive white crib sat in the corner, and in the center of the room stood a changing table.











Her knees

 

went weak.











This was

 

real.











Nathaniel stood beside her, his presence

 

looming, dominant, inescapable.











His deep, rich voice wrapped around her like silk. “This is where you belong now, babygirl.”










Lena

 

shivered.











“I—” She struggled for words,

 

her body hot with shame.











Nathaniel turned to her, his blue eyes burning with amusement. “What is it, sweetheart?” He

 

tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze.


 
“You agreed to this. Signed your name. Did you think Daddy wouldn’t follow through?”










She swallowed hard. “I—”










“Shh.” He pressed a

 

single finger against her lips, silencing her.


 
“No more thinking, babygirl. No more decisions.”










Her stomach

 

fluttered.











“Come here.”










Lena hesitated for only a second before obeying,

 

her feet moving before her mind could protest.











Nathaniel smirked. “Good girl.”










He guided her gently toward the changing table,

 

his hands warm, firm, completely in control.











Lena’s breath hitched as she felt the

 

soft crinkle of the diaper beneath her.











Nathaniel leaned in,

 

his lips brushing against her ear.


 
“Lie down for Daddy.”










Her pulse

 

hammered.











This was happening.










She obeyed.










Nathaniel’s hands moved slowly, teasingly, as he slid her skirt up her thighs.










His

 

smirk deepened


 
as he traced a finger over her lace panties.










“Big girl panties,” he mused,

 

dragging the delicate fabric down her legs.


 
“You won’t be needing these anymore.”










Lena let out a

 

soft, embarrassed whimper,


 
but Nathaniel only chuckled, his voice dripping with satisfaction.










“You’re already wet for me,” he murmured, his fingers

 

ghosting over her slick folds.











She

 

bit her lip, turning her head away.











“Oh no, sweetheart,” Nathaniel said,

 

gripping her chin, forcing her to look at him.


 
“No hiding. Not from Daddy.”










Lena’s

 

cheeks burned.











Nathaniel reached for the

 

baby powder, shaking it onto his palm before rubbing it between her thighs.











His touch was

 

slow, deliberate, cruel.











Lena whimpered as his fingers

 

teased over her swollen clit, spreading the powder in slow, torturous circles.











Her hips bucked—

 

she couldn’t help it.











Nathaniel smirked. “Such a needy little baby.”










Lena

 

whimpered, her thighs trembling.











“Tell Daddy what you want,” he murmured,

 

his fingers pressing against her entrance, teasing.











Her breath caught.

 

Her entire body begged for more.











“Please…” she whispered.










Nathaniel’s eyes darkened.










“Please what?”










She swallowed her pride.










“Please, Daddy…”

 

her voice cracked.


 
“Please let me come.”










Nathaniel

 

groaned.


 
“Fuck, you’re perfect.”










His fingers

 

disappeared.











Lena gasped.










Nathaniel grabbed the

 

front of the diaper, pulling it snug against her soaked folds.











"You don’t get to come yet, sweetheart," he murmured.

 

"Not until you learn how to be a proper little girl."











Tears

 

pricked her eyes.











Nathaniel fastened the diaper securely around her,

 

sealing in her arousal, trapping the heat.











"There we go," he murmured, stroking her thigh. "Much better."










Lena’s

 

face burned with humiliation.











She was soaked.

 

Throbbing.


 
Completely

 

owned.











And worst of all…








She wanted more.







Chapter 3: First Accident & Daddy’s Discipline








Lena sat curled up on the oversized couch in Nathaniel’s penthouse, her fingers gripping the hem of her dress as she tried to ignore the soft, constant crinkle of the thick diaper wrapped around her waist. Every small movement made the humiliating garment rustle, a quiet but inescapable reminder of what she had become. She had spent the last hour pretending she could resist this, that she could hold onto some shred of control, but the dull ache in her bladder was growing unbearable. 






Nathaniel sat across from her in his leather chair, sipping whiskey as he watched her with quiet amusement. He had barely spoken since diapering her, content to let the tension build, to let her squirm under his gaze. The longer she sat there, the more she understood that this was a test. He wanted her to fail. He wanted to break her. 






“You’ve been very quiet, sweetheart,” Nathaniel finally said, his deep voice shattering the silence. “Is there something on your mind?” 






Lena swallowed hard, refusing to meet his eyes. “I’m fine,” she muttered, even though the pressure in her bladder told a very different story. 








Nathaniel chuckled softly, setting his glass down. “Oh, babygirl,” he mused, standing from his chair and walking toward her with slow, deliberate steps. “You’re not fine. You’re

 

holding it.









Lena’s heart pounded as she pressed her thighs together instinctively. She should have known he would see through her. He always did. 






Nathaniel stopped in front of the couch, towering over her. He reached down, tilting her chin up with two fingers, forcing her to meet his gaze. “That’s not very little of you,” he murmured, his voice silk and steel. “Good girls don’t hold it. Good girls **let go** and trust Daddy to take care of them.” 






Lena’s entire body tensed at his words, a fresh wave of shame burning through her. She shook her head quickly, a desperate attempt to regain some control. “I—I can’t,” she whispered. 






Nathaniel exhaled slowly, his smirk deepening. “Oh, sweetheart. You will. 








Before she could react, his hands were on her, gripping her waist and

 

pulling her onto his lap in one swift motion


 
.








Lena let out a soft gasp, her breath hitching as she felt the thickness of the diaper pressing against her. Her entire body was trembling, torn between humiliation and an arousal she didn’t want to acknowledge. 






Nathaniel’s hands roamed slowly, possessively, as he palmed the thick padding between her thighs, rubbing it firmly against her soaked folds.** The friction was maddening, sending a sharp pulse of pleasure through her, making her whimper. 






"You’re so wet already," he murmured against her ear, his breath warm and teasing. "Is it from embarrassment, babygirl? Or do you like knowing that you have no control anymore?" 






Lena whimpered, shifting in his lap, but Nathaniel’s grip on her tightened, holding her in place. "You’re going to wet for me," he whispered, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her diaper, grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. "And when you do, you’re going to thank Daddy for making the decision for you." 






Lena shook her head again, her pride still fighting, but her body was betraying her. The pressure was too much. The ache in her bladder too strong. 






Nathaniel smirked as he felt her thighs trembling. "You can’t hold it forever, sweetheart," he murmured. "And the longer you fight, the harder your punishment will be." 








His fingers slid lower, teasing her clit through the soaked fabric, pressing just enough to send another sharp wave of pleasure through her.








Lena let out a desperate whimper, her body arching against him, her walls clenching around nothing. She was going to lose this fight. She could feel it.






"Relax," Nathaniel murmured, his other hand sliding up to cup the back of her neck, keeping her close. "Let go for Daddy." 








Lena gasped as his fingers pressed harder against her clit, circling slowly, teasing her body into surrender. She tried to hold on, tried to resist, but it was

 

too much.


 
 








Her orgasm hit hard, the pleasure slamming through her, making her body shudder in his lap. And as she **came undone,** the last thread of her control snapped. 








The first warm rush spread through the thick padding beneath her.










Lena

 

froze, horror and humiliation crashing over her as she realized what was happening.











Nathaniel groaned, his fingers tightening around her waist as he felt the diaper

 

grow warm


 
, wet, and heavy in his hands.** 








"That’s my good girl," he praised, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You didn’t even notice it, did you? So lost in pleasure, so completely mine, that you let it all go without even thinking." 






Lena let out a strangled sob, **her face burning as she buried herself against his chest, unable to handle the shame of what she had just done.** 






Nathaniel chuckled softly, stroking her hair as he rocked her gently. "Shhh, babygirl," he soothed, kissing the top of her head. "There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. This is exactly what I wanted. This is what **you** needed." 








Lena shook her head weakly, but she couldn’t deny the overwhelming relief that flooded her.










Nathaniel pressed a firm kiss against her temple before tilting her face up to meet his gaze. "Now," he murmured, his smirk turning darker as his fingers ran over the soaked padding. "I think it’s time Daddy

 

changes his messy little girl.









Lena whimpered as a fresh wave of arousal pulsed through her. 







She was completely ruined.







And worst of all? 






She never wanted it to stop.







Chapter 4: The Changing Table










Lena’s entire body trembled in Nathaniel’s lap, the

 

warm, soaked padding


 
pressing against her in a way that made her

 

squirm with shame and something even more dangerous—arousal.


 
She should have been mortified, should have been begging him to let her clean up, to forget this had ever happened, but instead, she

 

clung to him


 
, her face buried against his chest,

 

waiting for his next move.











Nathaniel’s fingers traced slow, deliberate circles over the front of her

 

wet diaper,


 
the pressure teasing,

 

reminding her that she had lost control.


 
"Such a good girl," he murmured, his voice deep with satisfaction. "You finally let go for me, just like Daddy wanted."










Lena

 

whimpered,


 
her cheeks burning, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. The way he

 

held her, touched her, praised her


 
made her feel something she had never felt before—

 

completely helpless, completely owned.











Nathaniel chuckled softly, his lips grazing the shell of her ear. "But now," he murmured, "my little girl is messy, and that means it’s time for Daddy to change you."










Her breath

 

hitched.











She should have refused. She should have said no, should have

 

begged for her dignity back.











But her body

 

betrayed her.











Nathaniel didn’t wait for permission.

 

He didn’t need it.


 
He stood effortlessly,

 

lifting her in his arms


 
, one hand beneath her damp bottom, the other around her back, carrying her toward the

 

changing table.











Lena’s heart

 

pounded


 
as he set her down on the soft, cushioned surface. The cool air against her damp skin made her shudder, made her

 

hyper-aware


 
of what was about to happen.










Nathaniel leaned over her, his blue eyes dark with authority.

 

"Little girls don’t change themselves, do they?"











Lena bit her lip, shaking her head.










His smirk deepened.

 

"That’s right."











His hands moved with slow,

 

deliberate care,


 
undoing the tapes one by one, the soft ripping sound making her thighs clench.










He pulled the

 

soaked, heavy diaper


 
away from her, his eyes locked on hers the entire time. He didn’t look away. He didn’t act like this was something dirty or disgusting. He made it feel…

 

normal.











Expected.










Inevitable.










"Look at you," he murmured,

 

running a warm cloth between her trembling thighs.


 
"So perfect. So obedient."










Lena

 

whimpered,


 
her body betraying her as he cleaned her with slow, gentle strokes.










"Does this make you feel little, sweetheart?" Nathaniel’s voice was teasing, knowing. "Does it make you feel like Daddy’s helpless little girl?"










Lena

 

moaned softly, her thighs twitching as he rubbed her slick folds just a little too slowly.











Nathaniel’s chuckle was

 

low and wicked.


 
"You’re still so sensitive," he mused. "I think my little girl liked making a mess for me."










Lena’s face

 

burned,


 
but she couldn’t deny it.










Nathaniel reached for a

 

fresh diaper,


 
unfolding it slowly,

 

dragging the soft padding between her thighs, pressing it against her soaked heat.











Her breath caught.










"Such a good girl," he praised, taping it snugly around her waist. "All clean now."










Lena let out a

 

shaky exhale,


 
her body melting into the table, her limbs relaxed, her mind hazy.










Nathaniel leaned down, brushing a

 

slow, possessive kiss


 
against her lips.










"You’re mine now," he whispered. "And Daddy always takes care of what belongs to him."










Lena’s stomach clenched, her body

 

already aching for more.











She

 

never wanted to leave.











Never wanted to be anything but

 

his.










Chapter 5: Bound and Broken










Lena lay trembling on the leather bench, her wrists bound in

 

thick, unyielding cuffs


 
, her ankles spread wide and locked into a steel bar that kept her completely exposed. The room smelled of leather, of control, of

 

Daddy.


 
She tried to shift, to move just a little, but there was no give. She was

 

trapped. Shackled. Helpless.











Nathaniel stood beside her,

 

towering, dominant, patient, and completely in control.


 
His fingers grazed along the soft padding of her diaper,

 

teasing, testing, reminding her


 
that no matter how much she resisted, she was his to command.










"You’re so quiet now, babygirl," he mused, his voice low, indulgent. "But I remember how stubborn you were earlier. Fighting me. Holding back. Refusing to let go like a proper little girl." He let out a soft chuckle, dragging his fingertips along the inside of her thigh. "You thought you could resist me, didn’t you?"










Lena whimpered,

 

her body betraying her.











Nathaniel leaned down, his breath warm against her ear. "But look at you now," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple before straightening. "Strapped down, legs spread, padded and desperate for whatever I decide to give you. Just like a proper little girl should be."










Lena clenched her eyes shut,

 

humiliation burning through her.


 
He was right. She was

 

completely at his mercy, completely his.


 
She had fought for control her whole life, and now it was being

 

stripped away from her, one humiliating moment at a time.











Nathaniel smirked, reading her thoughts as easily as if she had spoken them aloud. "No more decisions, sweetheart," he murmured, running a hand over the soft diaper between her legs. "You don’t get to decide when you wet. You don’t get to decide when you come. You don’t get to decide

 

anything.


 
Daddy makes all those choices for you now."










She whimpered as he pressed his palm against the thick padding,

 

forcing pressure against her already swollen clit.


 
The friction was maddening, teasing, almost enough to push her over the edge but not quite.










Nathaniel hummed in approval. "Still so sensitive. I think my little girl likes being helpless."










Lena bit her lip,

 

desperate to deny it,


 
but the way her body

 

arched into his touch, the way her thighs trembled beneath his hand, told a different story.











Nathaniel pulled away, stepping back just enough for her to hear the soft rustle of fabric—the unmistakable sound of

 

leather against skin.


 
Her breath hitched as she realized what he had picked up.










The

 

flogger.











"You’ve never been punished like this before, have you?" His voice was dark amusement, smooth and rich like the finest whiskey. He dragged the soft tails of the flogger over her bare shoulder, down her back, across the

 

curve of her ass.


 
"Never been spanked properly. Never been taught how to behave."










Lena’s stomach

 

clenched with anticipation.











"Answer me, babygirl."










"N-no, Daddy," she whispered.










His smirk was

 

pure sin.


 
"That’s what I thought."










The first strike landed

 

hard,


 
the

 

sting blooming through her body like fire.











Lena gasped,

 

her wrists straining against the cuffs, her fingers clenching into fists.











Nathaniel hummed in approval, dragging the flogger down her spine before bringing it down again, harder this time. The

 

soft crack


 
of leather against her skin sent a

 

sharp jolt of pain and pleasure straight through her core.











"Color?" he asked, voice steady, watching her carefully.










Lena shuddered. "G-green, Daddy."










Nathaniel

 

groaned.


 
"Good girl."










The next strike landed directly on the

 

thick padding of her diaper,


 
the impact sending

 

a sharp pulse of heat straight to her swollen, aching clit.











Lena let out a

 

choked moan,


 
her hips bucking into the leather bench, her entire body

 

betraying her need.











Nathaniel smirked. "You like that, don’t you?"










Lena

 

whimpered, unable to answer.











Nathaniel pressed the flogger between her thighs, rubbing it against the

 

damp padding, pressing, teasing, reminding her who owned her body.


 
"You’re such a mess already," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "And we’ve barely started."










Lena

 

let out a desperate sob,


 
her body trembling.










Nathaniel set the flogger aside, his fingers replacing it as he

 

rubbed slow, deliberate circles over the thick, crinkling fabric.











"You’re soaked, aren’t you?" His tone was teasing, indulgent,

 

like he already knew the answer.











Lena’s

 

face burned,


 
but she couldn’t stop the way her body

 

responded to his touch.











Nathaniel leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

 

"I think it’s time Daddy makes sure you’re properly ruined."











She barely had time to process his words before he reached for the table beside him, picking up a

 

small, wireless vibrator.











Lena tensed as he

 

slipped it beneath the snug fit of her diaper, pressing it directly against her swollen clit.











The second he turned it on, her body

 

jerked, her breath catching in her throat.


 
The vibrations were

 

soft at first, teasing, just enough to send sharp pulses of pleasure radiating through her body.











Nathaniel groaned. "You’re already squirming. So desperate for Daddy to let you come."










Lena whimpered,

 

her thighs trembling against the restraints.











"You’re drooling," Nathaniel murmured, smirking as he pressed a

 

pacifier between her lips.


 
"Let’s see how long you last, sweetheart."










The vibrations

 

grew stronger, pulsing against her sensitive bud, sending wave after wave of pleasure rolling through her.











Nathaniel stroked a hand down her back,

 

his touch possessive, firm, grounding.











"You belong to me now," he whispered, watching her

 

writhe under his control.


 
"And Daddy is never letting you go."










Lena’s body

 

shuddered, broken and owned, lost in the pleasure that only he could give her.










Chapter 6: Cleansed and Corrected










Lena’s body was

 

wrecked, trembling, completely undone


 
beneath Nathaniel’s touch. The relentless vibrations still hummed between her thighs, pressing against the

 

thick, damp padding


 
of her diaper, overstimulating her until she was

 

a sobbing, desperate mess.


 
She had lost track of how long she had been

 

on the edge, denied, used, owned.











Nathaniel’s hand stroked over her

 

bare back


 
, soothing and cruel all at once. “You’ve done so well for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice dripping with

 

dark satisfaction.


 
“But we’re not done yet, sweetheart.”










Lena

 

let out a shaky whimper,


 
her body too weak to resist as he

 

undid the cuffs binding her wrists and ankles.


 
The relief was brief. The moment she was free, he lifted her

 

effortlessly


 
, cradling her against his chest like

 

she was nothing more than his fragile little doll.











She was too weak to fight him as he carried her to a

 

different part of the dungeon,


 
one she hadn’t seen before. Her breath hitched when she realized what was waiting for her—a

 

medical chair, sleek and menacing, its leather surface cool beneath her bare skin as he laid her down.











Lena’s heart pounded. “D-Daddy?” Her voice was small, broken, still thick with the

 

humiliation and pleasure


 
he had already put her through.










Nathaniel smirked, brushing his knuckles along her

 

tear-streaked cheek.


 
“Hush, sweetheart,” he murmured, buckling

 

a thick leather strap across her chest, then another across her waist.


 
“Daddy needs to make sure his little girl is properly cleansed.”










Her stomach

 

dropped.











She struggled, but the

 

restraints held firm.











“I—I don’t understand,” she whimpered, her eyes

 

wide and wet as he moved toward the shelf.











Nathaniel turned back to her, holding up

 

a large enema bag, filled with a warm, soapy liquid.


 
His smirk was

 

calculated, dangerous.


 
“Oh, I think you do, babygirl.”










Lena

 

sobbed, shaking her head,


 
but there was nowhere to go, nothing she could do. The

 

spreader bar was still locked around her ankles, keeping her legs open. Keeping her vulnerable.











Nathaniel worked with

 

silent efficiency


 
, lubing the long,

 

thick nozzle


 
before pressing the tip against her

 

tight, untouched hole.











“Relax,” he murmured, his free hand

 

rubbing slow circles over her trembling stomach.


 
“This is for your own good, sweetheart.”










Lena’s

 

breath hitched


 
as the nozzle

 

slid inside her, stretching her in a way she had never felt before.


 
A

 

fresh wave of tears spilled down her cheeks,


 
humiliation burning through her veins as Nathaniel reached for the clamp on the tubing.










The moment he

 

released it


 
, the

 

warm liquid rushed into her.











Lena let out a

 

sharp cry


 
, her body

 

tensing instinctively,


 
but Nathaniel

 

shushed her gently, his hand stroking her belly as he forced her to take every drop.











“It hurts,” she

 

sobbed, squirming


 
, but the straps across her chest and waist held her in place.










Nathaniel smiled,

 

utterly unbothered by her distress.


 
“It’s supposed to, sweetheart,” he murmured, pressing a

 

soft kiss to her forehead.


 
“You’re Daddy’s little girl, and Daddy decides when you’re clean.”










Lena

 

whimpered, gasping


 
, her stomach growing

 

tight, bloated, full.











Her body

 

fought against it


 
, but there was nothing she could do. The pressure was unbearable,

 

overwhelming, stretching her from the inside out.











“You’re almost there,” Nathaniel praised, watching her fall apart. “You’re taking it so well for Daddy.”










Lena

 

sobbed harder,


 

completely broken,


 

completely lost.











When the bag was finally empty, Nathaniel clamped the tubing shut, keeping the

 

warm, soapy water trapped inside her.











Lena

 

let out a desperate whimper, her entire body shaking.


 
“P-please…”










Nathaniel smirked,

 

running his fingers through her damp hair.


 
“Shhh, babygirl,” he soothed, pressing another

 

kiss to her tear-streaked cheek.


 
“You’ll hold it for as long as Daddy says.”










Lena

 

sobbed


 
, helpless and

 

ruined.











And she knew—

 

there was no coming back from this.











She belonged to him.

 

Forever.











Epilogue: Daddy’s Babygirl Forever










Lena sat in Daddy’s lap,

 

dressed in nothing but a thick, crinkling diaper and a soft pink onesie.


 
The nursery was warm, bathed in the soft glow of the nightlight. She sucked absently on her pacifier,

 

her head resting against Nathaniel’s chest, her body pliant, relaxed, utterly dependent on him.











It had been a year since she had signed away her old life, a year since

 

Daddy had taken control, stripped her of her independence, and turned her into his perfect little girl.











And she had

 

never been happier.











Nathaniel rocked her gently, his

 

large, strong hands tracing soothing circles on her back.











"You’re never leaving me, are you, babygirl?" His voice was soft, possessive, a dark promise wrapped in silk.










Lena

 

shook her head


 
, her fingers curling into his shirt.










“I’m yours forever, Daddy,” she whispered.










Nathaniel’s

 

grip tightened


 
, his lips brushing against her

 

hairline, sealing his claim.











“Good girl.”










He reached between her thighs,

 

pressing his palm against the warm, damp padding, smirking as he felt the evidence of her latest accident.











"You’ll never be anything but mine," he murmured, tilting her chin up. "Daddy’s sweet, helpless little girl."










Lena’s

 

thighs clenched, heat pooling between her legs, her body already aching for more.











Nathaniel smiled.










And as he carried her back to the crib, she knew—

 

she never wanted to be anywhere else.
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