
        
            
                
            
        

    


His Little Captive: A Dark ABDL Daddy Dom BDSM Romance




Forced Regression, Diaper Training & Complete Submission




Introduction










Olivia thought she was in control.










She had spent years carving out a name for herself, exposing the

 

secrets of powerful men


 
, bringing criminals to their knees with nothing but

 

the truth and sheer determination


 
. She had outplayed politicians, billionaires, men who thought they were untouchable.










Then she went after

 

Damien Wolfe


 
.










And she lost.










She had been so sure of herself. So sure she could slip into his world undetected, gathering the evidence that would finally bring

 

the infamous kingpin to his knees


 
.










But Damien didn’t kneel.










He watched.










Waited.










And the moment she got

 

too close


 
, he

 

snatched her from the world she knew


 
and dragged her into

 

his.











She had expected

 

torture, interrogation, perhaps even a bullet in the head.











Instead, she woke up in a

 

nursery.











Soft pink walls. An oversized crib. A

 

changing table stocked with diapers


 
.










It was

 

a joke, a mind game, a twisted humiliation tactic.











But when Damien walked in,

 

calm, controlled, patient


 
, she realized this was

 

no game


 
.










He wasn’t just

 

punishing


 
her.










He was

 

erasing her.











She wasn’t his prisoner.










She was his

 

baby girl.











And Damien Wolfe? He wasn’t just her

 

captor


 
.










He was

 

her Daddy.











A man who didn’t just want

 

her silence, her obedience, her body.











He wanted her

 

mind


 
.










Her

 

complete and total surrender.











No more power. No more choices.










Only

 

rules and punishments


 
.











Diapers and pacifiers.












Spankings and orgasms she never wanted to crave.











She fought. She screamed.










He

 

smirked.











She begged. She swore she would never break.










And then—one morning—she

 

woke up soaked, trembling, desperate for his touch, her body betraying her with every breath.











She had

 

lost.











Now, when she opens her eyes, it isn’t to a cold cell.










It’s to

 

Daddy’s arms


 
, a

 

bottle pressed to her lips


 
, a

 

thick, crinkling diaper wrapped snugly around her waist


 
.










And the worst part?










She doesn’t want to leave anymore.









Chapter One: The Abduction










Olivia never should have gotten involved.










She knew who Damien Wolfe was. A ruthless billionaire. Untouchable. The kind of man whose name alone made powerful people

 

shut their mouths


 
and

 

walk the other way


 
.










But Olivia wasn’t one of those people. She was a journalist, and she had spent months investigating

 

his empire, his secrets, the trail of bodies left in his wake


 
. She had been

 

so close


 
to exposing him.










Until

 

he caught her first


 
.










Now, she was

 

waking up in the dark


 
.










A thick fog clouded her mind. Her limbs felt sluggish, heavy, like they weren’t her own. The scent of

 

leather, expensive cologne, and something faintly sweet


 
filled her senses.










She tried to

 

move


 
.










Couldn’t.










Her wrists were

 

bound


 
.










Panic surged through her. Her breathing turned ragged as she yanked against

 

the silk cuffs securing her to something soft—something too soft to be a chair.











A bed.










Her pulse thundered.










The last thing she remembered was

 

stepping into her apartment, locking the door—then the gloved hand over her mouth. The chemical scent. The darkness.











Now, she was

 

somewhere else.











And she wasn’t alone.










A soft, slow sound cut through the silence.

 

Ice clinking against glass.











Then—

 

footsteps.











Olivia’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.










A shadow loomed at the edge of the dimly lit room, stepping into the golden glow of a nearby fireplace.










Damien Wolfe.










She had spent

 

months


 
studying his face in photographs. Now, he was

 

right here


 
.










The sharp-cut suit. The

 

raven-black hair swept back in perfect precision


 
. The

 

predatory glint in his storm-grey eyes


 
. He was

 

bigger


 
than she imagined.

 

More terrifying


 
in real life.










He took a slow sip of whiskey, his gaze dragging over her

 

bound form


 
like he was

 

assessing a new possession.











“I was wondering when you’d wake up.”










His voice was

 

silk and steel


 
. Dark. Smooth.

 

Dangerous.











Olivia swallowed

 

hard


 
.










“You—you can’t do this,” she rasped,

 

her throat dry


 
.










Damien chuckled.

 

“I already have.”











He set his glass down, stepping closer, his presence

 

suffocating


 
.










She

 

pulled at the cuffs


 
,

 

kicked out


 
—but her legs wouldn’t move. She gasped, realizing why.










Her

 

ankles were bound too.











“Let me go,” she snarled, thrashing.










Damien’s smirk deepened. “You’re adorable when you struggle.”










Olivia’s heart slammed against her ribs. “You won’t get away with this.”










Damien tilted his head, as if

 

amused


 
. “Sweetheart, I own half the world. Do you really think anyone is coming for you?”










A chill

 

rippled down her spine


 
.










He was

 

right


 
.










The weight of it crashed over her.

 

No one was coming.











She was

 

alone with him.











A fresh wave of panic surged. “Please,” she whispered. “You don’t have to do this.”










Damien reached down,

 

tracing a finger along her jawline


 
.










His touch was

 

deceptively gentle


 
.

 

Intimate.


 
Like he was already

 

claiming her.











“You should have stayed out of my business,” he murmured.










His hand

 

slid lower


 
, brushing against

 

her throat, her collarbone


 
. A slow,

 

possessive caress


 
.










“I could have killed you,” he said, his voice

 

calm, casual, terrifying


 
. “I still could.”










Her breath hitched.










“But I have a better idea.”










He reached for something beside the bed. A

 

folder


 
. Thick. Black.










He dropped it onto the sheets

 

next to her bound body


 
.










Her name was on it.

 

Printed in bold.











Her

 

stomach twisted


 
.










“What is this?” she breathed.










Damien smirked. “Your future.”









Chapter Two: The Contract










The folder sat

 

heavy


 
on the bed beside her.










Olivia couldn’t

 

look away


 
.










Her name was

 

printed in bold


 
across the cover.











Wolfe Industries.











Her stomach twisted.










This wasn’t just some

 

kidnapping


 
. This wasn’t about

 

getting rid of her


 
.










Damien Wolfe had

 

a plan for her.











And whatever it was—it was

 

worse than death


 
.










She

 

swallowed hard


 
, forcing steel into her voice. “I’m not signing anything.”










Damien sighed, as if

 

disappointed but not surprised


 
.










“Why do you journalists always think you have a choice?” he murmured, flipping the folder open.










His fingers—

 

long, strong, precise


 
—slid a page toward her.










The first

 

sentence


 
sent ice through her veins.











GUARDIANSHIP CONTRACT











Her

 

chest constricted


 
. She skimmed the words,

 

disbelief strangling her breath


 
. It wasn’t

 

a nondisclosure agreement. Not a gag order.


 
It was

 

a complete, legal transfer of her rights.


 
Guardianship.

 

Ownership.











Damien Wolfe wouldn’t just be

 

controlling her life.


 
He would be

 

controlling her.


 
Her heart pounded as she read:










●

 
       

 

She would forfeit all financial and legal independence.












●

 
       

 

She would be reclassified as a dependent under his care.












●

 
       

 

She would obey, without question.












●

 
       

 

She would be trained. Disciplined. Controlled.












And then, the part that made her

 

stomach drop


 
:










●

 
       

 

All personal agency will be relinquished to the Guardian, including but not limited to bodily functions, personal hygiene, and sexual activity.












The room

 

spun


 
.










Her voice was

 

barely a whisper


 
. “You’re insane.”










Damien took a sip of his whiskey, utterly

 

unbothered


 
.










“Insane?” He raised an eyebrow. “You went after the most powerful man in the country, trying to ruin him, and now you’re surprised that there are consequences?”










She clenched her fists. “You can’t make me sign this.”










Damien’s

 

smirk sharpened


 
. “Sweetheart, you already did.”










She

 

froze


 
.










“What?”










He slid another paper toward her—this one with her

 

signature


 
at the bottom.










Olivia’s blood turned to

 

ice


 
.










Her signature.

 

Her handwriting.











“Bullshit,” she hissed. “I never—”










Her breath

 

caught


 
.










She had signed something.










That

 

night at the gala


 
. She had been there

 

undercover


 
, disguised as an investor, trying to get close enough to

 

dig up dirt on him


 
.










The waiter had come with

 

papers to sign


 
—a standard

 

waiver


 
before entering the private lounge.










She hadn’t

 

read it


 
.










Had just

 

signed her name


 
, smiling at the server, distracted by the feeling of

 

Damien Wolfe’s eyes on her from across the room.











Oh.

 

God.











“You forged—”










“No,” Damien cut her off,

 

his voice silk and steel


 
. “You were sloppy. You signed without reading.”










She

 

felt sick


 
.










Her hands

 

shook


 
as she stared at the contract.










“You set me up.”










His smirk deepened. “Of course I did.”










She

 

wanted to scream


 
.










Wanted to

 

fight, claw, kill him


 
—










But what the

 

hell


 
could she do?










She was

 

bound to a bed


 
.










And she had already

 

signed herself away.












The Terms of Her Surrender











Damien

 

tilted his head


 
, watching her

 

fall apart


 
.










“Tell me, Olivia,” he murmured, fingers tapping against his whiskey glass.

 

“Do you understand what this means?”











She

 

could barely speak


 
. “You want to… adopt me?” she spat, the word

 

sickening


 
on her tongue.










He laughed,

 

low and dark


 
. “Not quite.”










He leaned in closer, his scent

 

wrapping around her


 
—

 

expensive cologne, leather, whiskey, and something darker.











“I don’t want a daughter, Olivia.”










His fingers

 

traced down her cheek, her throat, her collarbone.











She

 

flinched


 
.










“I want a baby.”










Her breath

 

hitched


 
.










His fingers

 

trailed lower


 
, brushing

 

dangerously close


 
to her breasts, his touch

 

possessive, claiming.











“Helpless. Dependent. Utterly owned.”










Her

 

stomach churned


 
.










Damien gripped her chin, forcing her to

 

look at him


 
.










“You will eat when I feed you.”




“You will speak when I allow it.”




“You will wear what I choose.”










His grip

 

tightened


 
.










“You will

 

wear diapers.


 
”










She

 

stopped breathing.











Damien watched her reaction

 

closely


 
, his smirk slow and satisfied.










“You won’t have to worry about anything, baby girl,” he murmured,

 

stroking his thumb over her trembling lips.


 
“No responsibilities. No decisions.”










He leaned in,

 

his breath warm against her ear


 
.










“All you have to do is be

 

Daddy’s good little girl.


 
”











Rage exploded inside her.











She

 

spat


 
in his face.










His expression didn’t change. He just

 

sighed


 
and wiped his cheek with the back of his hand.










And then—











CRACK.











The slap came

 

so fast, so sharp,


 
she barely processed it.










Her

 

head whipped to the side


 
, her cheek

 

stinging


 
.










She gasped,

 

stunned


 
, her breath

 

shaking


 
.










Damien exhaled

 

slowly


 
, as if

 

regaining patience


 
.










“That,” he said, voice

 

calm, lethal


 
, “was a mistake.”










Before she could react, he was

 

undoing the cuffs


 
at her wrists.










For a

 

split second


 
, hope

 

surged


 
—










Was he letting her go?










Then—

 

he grabbed her.











Flipped her onto her stomach.










Shoved a

 

pillow under her hips


 
, raising her ass into the air.










Her

 

blood ran cold.











“No,” she gasped. “No, no, you can’t—”










His hand

 

pressed against the back of her neck, pinning her down.











His

 

other hand


 
—strong, merciless—

 

slid over her ass, gripping, squeezing, preparing.











“I can,” Damien murmured.










The first

 

spank


 
landed

 

hard


 
.










She

 

screamed


 
.










He

 

groaned


 
, rubbing the stinging flesh before delivering

 

another.











And another.










Until she

 

stopped fighting


 
.










Stopped

 

begging


 
.










Until

 

she was whimpering


 
, her body

 

trembling


 
.










Until her

 

pride was in ruins


 
.










Damien smirked, dragging his fingers

 

down the curve of her ass


 
, pleased with the way her

 

skin burned under his touch


 
.










“Good girl,” he murmured.










She

 

sobbed


 
.










He leaned down,

 

his lips brushing her ear


 
.










“Tomorrow, you’ll start learning.”










He

 

stood up


 
,

 

fixing his cuffs


 
like nothing had happened.










“Sleep well, baby girl.”










Then he was gone.










Leaving Olivia

 

broken, exposed, and trembling on the bed.











And she knew—










This was

 

only the beginning


 
.









Chapter Three: The First Night & The Dream She Shouldn’t Have Had










Olivia lay still, her body aching from Damien’s punishment, her wrists sore from struggling. The sting in her backside pulsed with every breath, a constant reminder that she had lost. She should have felt nothing but rage, but the worst part was the warmth that still lingered between her thighs.










She squeezed her eyes shut, hating herself for the way her body had betrayed her. This was his plan. Break her. Make her submit.

 

She wouldn’t.











The bed beneath her was too soft, the silk sheets too smooth against her bare skin. The restraints were gone, but there was no mistaking the truth—

 

this was her cage.











Damien had left her there after her spanking, his smirk carved into her mind, his words still burning in her ears.











"Tomorrow, you’ll start learning."











She shuddered.










Exhaustion pulled at her, but she fought it. If she slept, she’d wake up deeper in his world. Still, her body gave in before her mind, dragging her into darkness.










And then she was

 

somewhere else.












The Dream











She lay in Damien’s arms, pressed against the solid warmth of his chest. He stroked her hair, his touch gentle, his breath slow and steady.










“There’s my good girl,” he murmured, his voice softer than she had ever heard it.










A sense of peace settled over her, drowning out the usual chaos in her mind. No stress, no expectations, no need to fight. She melted into him, letting him hold her.










He shifted, adjusting the thick padding between her legs. The

 

crinkle


 
made her whimper, but not in protest. His hand lingered,

 

possessive, claiming


 
, rubbing slow circles over the front of her diaper.










“You don’t have to worry about anything, sweetheart.” His lips brushed against her forehead, his touch warm, reassuring. “Daddy will take care of you.”










A sharp pang of need curled low in her stomach.










No.










This was wrong.










But in the dream, she didn’t resist. She

 

couldn’t


 
.










Her body trembled as his fingers pressed firmer, teasing the heat between her thighs. The thick padding only intensified the sensation, forcing her to grind against his touch.










“That’s it, baby,” he whispered, sliding his fingers lower, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race. “Does my little one need something?”










She gasped, pressing closer, her body reacting before she could think.










She was wet.

 

Soaked.











Not just from the dream.

 

From something else.











The warmth spread, uncontrollable, undeniable.










Damien groaned, his grip tightening. “That’s my girl.”










Shame and pleasure tangled into something she

 

couldn’t fight


 
.










And just as she reached the edge—










She woke up.











Waking Up in Wet Shame











Her heart pounded as her eyes flew open. The room was dark, silent except for the sound of her

 

ragged breathing


 
.










Something was wrong.










She shifted, the sheets cool against her skin, but something else was

 

warm.











Too warm.











No.











She didn’t move. She didn’t want to check, didn’t want to confirm what her body was already telling her.










But she had to.










With shaking hands, she pushed the blanket aside and ran her fingers over her inner thighs.











Wet.











Her breath hitched.










Not from arousal.










Not from the dream.










She had—











No. No, no, no.











Her body went rigid, her hands clenching into fists.










This wasn’t happening.

 

This couldn’t be happening.











Tears burned in her eyes, rage and humiliation twisting inside her.










Then she heard it—

 

the door unlocking.











The room flooded with dim light as Damien stepped inside,

 

already dressed for the day


 
, his sharp eyes locking onto her.










He

 

stopped.











Then he smiled.

 

Slow. Knowing. Amused.











“Well, well,” he drawled, stepping forward,

 

his gaze never leaving hers.











She wanted to

 

shrink away


 
, but she forced herself to glare at him, her pulse hammering.










“I didn’t—”










He raised a brow. “Didn’t what, sweetheart?”










She swallowed, heat rising to her cheeks. “I—I didn’t—”










She couldn’t say it.










His smirk deepened.










“You wet the bed.”










Her breath caught, her stomach twisting in a violent knot.










“No,” she snapped, her voice shaking. “You did something to me.”










He crouched beside the bed, his presence suffocating. “I didn’t have to,” he murmured. His fingers ghosted over her flushed cheek. “Your body is already learning, baby.”










She jerked away, but he caught her chin,

 

forcing her to face him


 
.










“Tell me,” he said, his voice smooth, dark. “What were you dreaming about?”










She clenched her jaw, refusing to answer.










But his eyes gleamed. He already knew.










His thumb brushed over her lips, slow,

 

teasing


 
.










“You were dreaming about me, weren’t you?”










She shuddered.










His hand trailed lower, brushing over the damp sheets. He hummed,

 

mocking, pleased.











“What a mess.”










Her breath hitched as he pulled the covers back,

 

exposing her fully


 
.










“I should be angry,” he murmured, tracing a finger over her thigh. “But I think my little girl just had her first accident.”










Her entire body burned.










“This is your fault,” she hissed.










He tilted his head, amused. “Is it?” His fingers pressed against the wet fabric,

 

testing the damage


 
, rubbing slow circles. “Or did you do exactly what you were supposed to?”










Her pulse

 

roared


 
.










“Don’t touch me,” she bit out, but her voice

 

lacked conviction


 
.










He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “But that’s not what you said in your dream, was it?”










She went rigid.










He chuckled, deep and knowing. “You don’t have to tell me, baby girl.” He dragged his fingers down her stomach, stopping just above the soaked sheets. “I already know.”










She couldn’t breathe.










His fingers gripped the edge of her shirt, slowly rolling it up, exposing more of her trembling body.










“I think it’s time for your first diaper change.”










She whimpered.










He smiled.

 

Dark. Triumphant.











“Don’t worry, sweetheart.”










He patted the damp fabric, his touch

 

possessive


 
.










“Daddy will take care of everything.”









Chapter Four: A Punishment She’ll Never Forget










Olivia

 

thrashed


 
.










“No—stop—”










Her wrists strained against

 

Damien’s grip


 
, but he didn’t budge. His fingers were

 

iron


 
, effortlessly restraining her as she

 

kicked, twisted, fought for her life


 
.










But there was no escape.










He loomed over her,

 

calm, controlled, completely unshaken by her rebellion.


 
His smirk was razor-sharp, amusement flickering in his stormy eyes.










“You can fight all you want, baby girl,” he murmured, dragging the damp sheets away from her body. “It won’t change what happened.”










She

 

sucked in a breath


 
,

 

humiliation clawing at her throat


 
.










He didn’t need to remind her. She could feel it—

 

the dampness clinging to her skin, the lingering warmth between her thighs, the undeniable proof of her shame.











“I didn’t—” she gasped,

 

her voice raw, desperate.


 
“I didn’t mean to—”










He

 

chuckled


 
, low and indulgent. “That’s the whole point, sweetheart. You didn’t mean to.”










His fingers trailed over the

 

soaked fabric


 
, pressing gently,

 

testing the mess she had made


 
.










She

 

choked on a sob


 
, thrashing harder.










“Get away from me!”










His

 

grip tightened


 
, pinning her wrists above her head in

 

one swift motion


 
.










“You don’t tell me what to do, little one.” His voice was

 

smooth, patient, terrifying.


 
“You don’t get to fight me.”










His free hand slid down her stomach,

 

pausing just above her soaked core.











“You don’t get to control this.”










Her breath hitched.










His fingers curled around the waistband of her wet panties,

 

peeling them away, slow and deliberate


 
.










She

 

screamed


 
, but it only made him

 

smirk


 
.










“Messy girl,” he murmured, lifting the ruined fabric, holding it up for her to see. “Look at what you did.”










Her

 

stomach twisted


 
.










Her

 

body burned


 
.










Because

 

she had done it.











Not just wet herself.










Not just

 

soaked through her panties like some helpless little girl.











She had

 

come in her sleep.











Over him.










Over

 

his voice, his hands, his control.











And he

 

knew it.











His smirk deepened, eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. “I should spank you just for that.”










She

 

froze


 
.










He rolled her over,

 

forcing her onto her stomach, her bare ass exposed, vulnerable.











“Wait—”










His

 

hand cracked down


 
.











Hard.











The sound

 

echoed through the room


 
, sharp and unforgiving.










She

 

gasped


 
, the sting

 

ripping through her like fire


 
.










His hand came down again.

 

Harder.











A sob

 

broke from her lips


 
.










But he wasn’t finished.










He grabbed her hips, pulling her up onto

 

all fours


 
, her face pressed into the mattress, her

 

ass high in the air


 
.










Her body

 

tensed


 
.










“You want to act like a helpless little girl?” he murmured, kneeling behind her. “Then you’ll be treated like one.”










She

 

shook her head, tears slipping down her cheeks


 
. “Please—”










His hand

 

slid between her legs, pressing against her slick folds


 
.










She

 

jerked


 
, a

 

choked gasp


 
escaping her throat.










“So wet,” he murmured,

 

stroking her gently, teasingly.











His touch was

 

soft, careful


 
, completely at odds with the brutal punishment he was about to deliver.










And then—










She heard it.










The

 

click of a bottle cap


 
.










Something

 

cool and slick dripped down the curve of her ass.











She

 

went still.











Her

 

heart slammed against her ribs.











No.










Not that.










He wouldn’t—










A finger

 

pressed against her tight, untouched hole


 
.










She

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
,

 

thrashing violently.


 
“No—please—”










His

 

free hand gripped the back of her neck


 
, pressing her down,

 

holding her still


 
.










“Be still, baby,” he murmured, rubbing the slick liquid against her

 

virgin hole


 
,

 

preparing her


 
.










She

 

fought


 
, but it was

 

useless


 
.










He was

 

too strong


 
.










Too

 

determined.











Too

 

in control.











She

 

screamed


 
as the first

 

inch of his finger pressed inside


 
, the foreign intrusion sending a

 

shockwave through her entire body


 
.










Her body

 

clenched


 
around him, her mind screaming

 

this isn’t supposed to happen


 
.










He

 

shushed her


 
, his voice soothing,

 

mocking


 
.










“Relax, baby girl,” he murmured,

 

stroking slow, rhythmic circles over her clit


 
as he pushed his finger

 

deeper, stretching her open.











She

 

sobbed


 
, her body

 

betraying her again


 
.










Because it wasn’t just pain.










It was

 

pleasure.











Humiliation clawed at her, but

 

her thighs trembled, her clit throbbed, heat spiraling low in her stomach


 
.










“No,” she whimpered. “No, no, no.”










His

 

finger slid deeper


 
, pressing against something

 

devastatingly sensitive


 
.










She

 

jerked


 
, her

 

breath hitching in a broken moan


 
.










He

 

chuckled


 
, his grip on her

 

tightening


 
.










“You’re such a needy little thing,” he murmured,

 

stroking her harder


 
,

 

forcing her to feel it


 
.










She

 

couldn’t stop it.











Her body was

 

burning


 
,

 

shaking


 
,

 

pleasure surging through her with every slow, torturous movement.











She was going to—










No.










She

 

refused


 
.










She

 

bit her lip, clenching her fists, shaking her head.











But Damien knew.










He always

 

knew


 
.










“Be a good girl,” he whispered,

 

pressing a soft kiss against the back of her neck, his voice a dark, soothing command.











“Come for Daddy.”










She

 

broke.











A scream

 

ripped from her throat


 
as pleasure

 

crashed over her, wave after humiliating wave, her body convulsing, her slick thighs trembling.











She

 

sobbed, shaking, completely ruined


 
.










His

 

finger slipped out


 
, his grip easing.










He

 

leaned down, brushing his lips over her ear.











“You’re mine now,” he whispered.










She couldn’t move.










Couldn’t breathe.










She

 

was his


 
.










And she had never been more

 

ashamed of how much she wanted it.










Chapter Five: Public Humiliation










Olivia

 

had no strength left to fight


 
.










She lay limp on the bed, her body

 

trembling from the orgasm Damien had ripped from her


 
. Every nerve still buzzed with the aftershocks, her thighs sticky, her breath ragged. But it wasn’t just the exhaustion that had broken her.










It was the

 

humiliation


 
.










She had

 

come on his fingers


 
, whimpering like some desperate little thing. And he had made sure she felt every second of it.










Her eyes

 

fluttered open


 
, still glassy with exhaustion.










Damien stood beside the bed,

 

rolling up his sleeves, his smirk dark and satisfied


 
.










“Messy girl,” he murmured,

 

brushing his fingers over the inside of her thigh, feeling the wet evidence of her betrayal


 
.










She

 

flinched


 
, her cheeks

 

burning


 
.










She wanted to

 

shrink away, disappear, hide from his gaze


 
, but she was

 

exposed


 
, still trembling in the aftermath of his punishment.










And he wasn’t done with her yet.










Not even close.















The Changing Table











Damien lifted her effortlessly, cradling her

 

like a child


 
.










She

 

whimpered


 
, curling against him out of instinct, but the moment she realized what she was doing, she stiffened.










He chuckled. “There you go, baby girl. Learning already.”










She bit her lip,

 

hating how her body betrayed her, how the warmth of his arms sent an unwelcome comfort through her.











Then she saw

 

where he was carrying her


 
.










A

 

changing table


 
.










No.










She thrashed,

 

kicking weakly


 
, but he

 

tightened his grip


 
, pinning her effortlessly.










“Shhh,” he hushed,

 

laying her down on the padded surface


 
, his hands pressing firmly on her wrists, holding her still.










“Let me go,” she gasped,

 

her breath shallow, panic rising again


 
.










“You’re not going anywhere, sweetheart,” he murmured, fastening

 

thick leather straps over her wrists and ankles


 
, securing her

 

helplessly in place


 
.










She

 

pulled against them


 
, her stomach twisting.










This wasn’t happening.










This

 

couldn’t


 
be happening.










Damien reached for a

 

diaper


 
—thick, crinkling, humiliatingly infantile.










She turned her head away, her body

 

burning with humiliation


 
as he spread her legs, the cool air brushing over her

 

exposed, sensitive skin


 
.










She bit her lip

 

hard


 
, forcing back a sob.










“Poor thing,” Damien cooed,

 

mocking, indulgent


 
. “You really thought you had control, didn’t you?”










He sprinkled

 

baby powder over her


 
, the scent thick and sweet in the air. His

 

fingers moved deliberately


 
, teasing

 

just enough to make her body betray her again


 
.










She whimpered, squeezing her eyes shut.










She would not react.










She would not react.










He

 

patted the front of the diaper


 
, sealing it snugly around her waist.










“There we go,” he murmured. “Much better.”










Then he leaned down, brushing his lips over her

 

ear


 
, his voice a dark promise.










“Now let’s show everyone what a good little baby you are.”











The Parade of Shame











Olivia’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.










The doors

 

opened


 
, and two towering men entered—

 

security guards in dark suits, their eyes gleaming with amusement.











“Escort her to the atrium,” Damien instructed smoothly, straightening his cuffs. “I want everyone to see.”










Her

 

breath hitched


 
.










Her

 

entire body tensed


 
.










No.











No, no, no.











The guards

 

unbuckled the straps


 
, yanking her up before she could process what was happening. Her body

 

wobbled


 
, her legs

 

weak from exhaustion


 
, but the bulk between her thighs made it impossible to move normally.










She stumbled.










The guards

 

caught her


 
, gripping her arms as they

 

dragged her forward


 
.










Each step sent a

 

humiliating crinkle through the air


 
.










Panic

 

rose like bile in her throat


 
.










Damien walked ahead, leading them down a long hallway, his stride

 

unhurried, confident, utterly in control.











She twisted in the guards’ grip,

 

frantic, desperate, terrified.











“Please,” she gasped. “Please, don’t do this—”










Damien didn’t even

 

look back


 
.










“You earned this punishment, baby girl.”










Her breath

 

hitched on a sob


 
.










The hallway

 

opened into a grand atrium


 
, its marble floors gleaming, its walls lined with

 

powerful men and women dressed in sharp suits and designer gowns


 
.










All of them turned.










All of them stared.










The

 

room fell silent


 
.










And then—

 

the laughter started.











Olivia

 

wanted to die


 
.











The Display











“Look at her.”










“She actually wet herself?”










“She looks adorable.”










Humiliation

 

crashed over her in waves


 
, her skin burning, her

 

pulse hammering


 
.










The guards pulled her onto a

 

raised platform


 
, positioning her in front of the entire crowd.










She tried to

 

shrink away


 
, but there was

 

nowhere to hide


 
.










Her

 

dress barely covered the thick diaper


 
strapped around her waist. The padding

 

bulged between her thighs


 
, the infantile design

 

on full display for everyone to see.











Tears

 

blurred her vision


 
.










“Such a fussy little thing,” Damien murmured, stepping up beside her. He reached out,

 

cupping her chin


 
, forcing her to

 

face the crowd.











She

 

shook her head, trembling


 
, but he

 

tightened his grip


 
, his smirk sharp.










“Tell them what you are.”










Her

 

stomach twisted.











She

 

squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head.











Damien exhaled

 

slowly


 
, as if disappointed.










Then he gripped the

 

front of her diaper


 
, giving it a firm squeeze.










She

 

gasped


 
, her body

 

locking up in horror


 
.










The crowd

 

laughed louder


 
.










Damien

 

leaned in


 
, his lips grazing her ear.










“Say it, baby girl.”










She

 

shook harder, choking on a sob


 
.










Another

 

squeeze


 
.










“Say it.”










Her

 

pride shattered


 
.










“I—I’m a…” Her voice

 

cracked


 
, barely a whisper.










Damien’s

 

eyes gleamed


 
. “Louder.”










She

 

squeezed her eyes shut


 
.










“I’m a

 

baby


 
.”










The laughter

 

roared


 
around her.










She

 

wanted to die


 
.










Damien pressed a

 

kiss to her temple


 
, his grip on her chin

 

unrelenting


 
.










“There’s my good girl.”










She

 

sobbed


 
, her body

 

burning with humiliation, betrayal, helplessness


 
.










This was it.










She had

 

lost


 
.










She wasn’t a woman anymore.










She was

 

just his little girl


 
.










And there was

 

nothing she could do to stop it.










Chapter Six: Helpless & Exposed—Public Humiliation Taken to the Next Level














Olivia

 

couldn’t breathe.











The crowd's

 

laughter filled the massive atrium


 
, drowning her in shame.

 

Powerful men and women—business leaders, politicians, untouchable elites—stood watching


 
, their smirks razor-sharp, their eyes gleaming with amusement.










She wanted to

 

disappear


 
, to

 

sink into the floor and never be seen again


 
. But she couldn’t hide.










She was

 

on display


 
, standing on a

 

raised platform


 
,

 

her diaper thick and humiliatingly obvious


 
beneath her flimsy dress. The padding

 

bulged between her thighs


 
, the soft crinkles

 

broadcasting her helplessness


 
with every tiny movement.










Damien stood

 

right beside her


 
, his presence suffocating, his hand firm on her lower back,

 

keeping her still, keeping her in place, keeping her his.











"Such a shy little thing," he murmured, his voice dripping with amusement.










The room

 

erupted in laughter again


 
.










Olivia squeezed her eyes shut, her whole body

 

burning with shame


 
.










But Damien wasn’t done.










Not yet.











The Machine











“Strip her,” Damien ordered.










Her

 

stomach dropped


 
.










Two guards moved immediately, stepping onto the platform.










“No—” Olivia

 

jerked away


 
, but

 

they were too fast, too strong


 
. Hands gripped her wrists, forcing her into place.











Her dress was yanked up, torn over her head, leaving her bare except for the thick, humiliating diaper taped snugly around her waist.











The crowd gasped, then

 

cheered


 
, their laughter turning to

 

hungry whispers


 
.










“Oh, she looks adorable.”










“She really wet herself?”










“Look at her thighs shaking—she loves it.”










Olivia

 

wanted to scream, to fight, to run


 
—but she couldn’t.










The guards lifted her effortlessly, positioning her

 

on her knees in the center of the platform


 
, her arms pulled behind her,

 

strapped to the armrests of a mechanical chair


 
she hadn’t even noticed before.










A

 

machine.











The realization

 

slammed into her all at once


 
.










The chair had

 

a built-in fucking machine


 
—its mechanical arm gleaming under the bright lights, a

 

thick, ridged dildo attached at the base, glistening with lubricant, positioned perfectly between her legs.











Her

 

blood ran cold.











“No—please—” she gasped,

 

thrashing uselessly


 
as the restraints locked around her wrists and ankles, holding her open, spread wide, completely exposed.










The crowd

 

cheered louder


 
.










Damien crouched beside her,

 

tilting her chin up


 
, forcing her to look at him.










“Such a fussy little thing,” he mused. “But that’s what happens when babies misbehave.”










Her

 

pulse pounded


 
. “Don’t do this,” she whispered,

 

tears burning her eyes


 
.










He simply smiled.










And pressed a button.










The machine

 

whirred to life


 
.











Forced to Ride the Machine











The crowd

 

leaned forward


 
, watching eagerly as the mechanical arm

 

descended, adjusting its position, the thick dildo pressing against the front of her diaper.











It was

 

teasing her


 
, just like Damien always did.

 

Slow, deliberate, cruel.











A fresh

 

wave of humiliation crashed over her


 
as she felt the pressure, the firm, unyielding presence

 

grinding against the thick padding between her legs


 
.










“You see,” Damien announced, addressing the audience like she wasn’t even a person anymore, like she was just a

 

toy, an object, a helpless little thing made to be used


 
. “She fights, she resists, but her body knows the truth.”










He

 

patted the front of her diaper


 
, smirking as she

 

whimpered, the pressure sending an unwanted spark of heat through her core


 
.










“She doesn’t want to be an adult. She doesn’t want control. She wants to be a helpless, needy little thing. She just hasn’t accepted it yet.”










Olivia shook her head violently,

 

her cheeks burning with humiliation, with rage, with desperation


 
. “That’s not true—”










He simply pressed the button again.










The machine

 

jerked forward, the dildo pressing harder against the thick padding


 
,

 

grinding directly against her sensitive, swollen clit through the soaked fabric.











She

 

gasped


 
, her body

 

tensing, betraying her again.











And the audience

 

saw it


 
.










They saw her hips

 

jerk forward


 
, saw her thighs

 

quiver


 
, saw her body

 

react to the teasing pressure she couldn’t control


 
.










“She’s already responding,” one man in the crowd chuckled.










“God, she’s perfect,” another woman sighed.










Olivia bit her lip

 

so hard she tasted blood


 
,

 

her shame mixing with the unbearable sensation building between her thighs


 
.










Damien crouched beside her again, watching her closely.










“You’re already soaked, aren’t you?”










She

 

squeezed her eyes shut


 
,

 

humiliated beyond words


 
.










His fingers trailed over the

 

bulging front of her diaper, pressing down, rubbing slow, knowing circles


 
.










Her

 

hips jerked forward involuntarily


 
, chasing the friction.










The machine

 

adjusted


 
, the dildo grinding in time with Damien’s touch.










A soft,

 

helpless moan


 
slipped past her lips.










The crowd

 

exploded in cheers and laughter.











Her

 

stomach twisted


 
.










She couldn’t

 

take this


 
.










She couldn’t

 

let them see this


 
.










But her body

 

wasn’t hers anymore.











It was

 

his.











And it was

 

losing the battle.












The Final Humiliation—Forced to Orgasm in Front of Everyone











Damien

 

pressed the button again


 
.










The machine

 

surged forward


 
, the dildo

 

slamming against the padding


 
,

 

forcing more friction, more stimulation, more pressure.











Olivia

 

screamed


 
, her body

 

jerking forward, restrained but completely out of control


 
.










She was

 

drenched


 
, the soaked diaper only

 

intensifying the sensation


 
, making the grinding even more unbearable.










“Poor baby,” Damien murmured,

 

mocking, cruel


 
. “Are you gonna come in your diaper?”










Tears

 

spilled down her cheeks


 
.










She couldn’t.










Not in front of

 

them


 
.










Not like this.










Not like—










Damien leaned in, his lips brushing against her

 

ear


 
, his voice smooth and wicked.










“Come, baby girl. Right now.”










And

 

she did


 
.










Her

 

entire body locked up


 
, her

 

back arching violently, her legs shaking, her breath shattering as the most devastating orgasm of her life tore through her


 
.










She

 

screamed


 
, her mind

 

blank with humiliation and pleasure


 
, her body

 

convulsing in the restraints as she soaked through the thick, crinkling diaper


 
, the

 

squelching sound echoing through the room


 
.










The crowd

 

erupted in laughter, in applause, in praise for Damien and his perfectly broken little girl.











She

 

collapsed against the restraints


 
,

 

completely ruined, completely humiliated, completely his.











Damien smirked, brushing a hand through her

 

damp, sweat-soaked hair


 
, his voice

 

silk and steel


 
.










“There’s my good girl.”










Her

 

body trembled


 
.










Her

 

thighs twitched


 
.










Her

 

dignity was gone.











She had just

 

come in her diaper, in front of a room full of strangers, under his control.











She had lost.










Completely.










And Damien?










He had won.









Epilogue: Forever His Baby Girl














The soft glow of the

 

nursery nightlight


 
bathed the room in warmth. The air smelled of

 

baby powder and leather


 
, the distinct scent of submission woven into every corner.










Olivia lay curled in the oversized

 

crib


 
, her thickly padded bottom pressing into the silk sheets. She was dressed in nothing but a

 

pastel pink onesie


 
, the soft fabric stretched over the bulky diaper secured tightly around her hips.










Her lips wrapped around the

 

silicone pacifier


 
Damien had placed between them earlier, the rhythmic motion of sucking as instinctual now as breathing.










She barely remembered what it was like to sleep without it.










A

 

year had passed


 
since that first night—the night she had thought she would fight, resist, escape.










She had done

 

none of those things


 
.










She had lost.










And she had never been

 

happier.
















A Life of Submission











The sound of the

 

nursery door opening


 
sent a shiver through her spine.










She didn’t have to look. She already knew who it was.










Damien.










Her

 

Daddy.











His slow, confident footsteps crossed the room, the weight of his presence settling over her like a warm blanket.










She trembled

 

just knowing he was near


 
.










A low chuckle rumbled in his chest as he leaned over the crib,

 

watching her with the possessive hunger that never faded.











“Awake already, little one?”










She whimpered softly, her body stirring beneath the sheets.










His

 

fingers traced her cheek, her jaw, then slid down to the pacifier in her mouth.











“Such a good girl,” he murmured, stroking her lips as she

 

suckled without thinking.











She had been trained well.










She

 

didn’t speak


 
unless Daddy allowed it.










Didn’t

 

decide when to eat, sleep, or even use her diaper.











She

 

didn’t need control anymore.











Daddy took care of

 

everything


 
.










His hand moved lower,

 

cupping the front of her diaper


 
, pressing just enough to make her

 

squirm, whimper.











“Still dry,” he murmured. “Good girl.”










His praise sent a

 

wave of warmth through her.











She

 

lived


 
for those words.










Loved them.










Needed them.










He leaned down, brushing a kiss to her forehead.










“But not for long.”















Her New Reality











Damien lifted her effortlessly, cradling her against his

 

broad chest


 
. His arms were

 

strong, secure, unshakable.











She relaxed

 

immediately


 
, melting into his warmth.










“You belong to me, don’t you?” he whispered, carrying her toward the

 

changing table


 
.










She

 

nodded


 
, her lips parting against the pacifier.










He pulled it from her mouth, his voice firm. “Say it.”










Her

 

cheeks burned


 
, but the words

 

came so easily now.











“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.










He set her down on the padded surface,

 

strapping her wrists and ankles into the leather cuffs embedded in the table.











Her pulse quickened

 

with excitement, not fear.











He

 

unfastened her onesie


 
, peeling the fabric away, leaving her

 

bare except for the thick padding between her legs


 
.










She

 

knew what came next.











Daddy had

 

rules


 
.










She wasn’t allowed to stay dry for too long.










She wasn’t

 

trusted


 
to hold it.










She was a

 

baby


 
now.










And babies

 

used their diapers


 
.










His fingers

 

pressed against the waistband


 
, tracing slow circles over her

 

most sensitive places.











“You know what to do, baby girl,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear.










She

 

shuddered


 
.










Her thighs trembled.










Her

 

body betrayed her once again


 
.










The warm rush

 

spread between her legs


 
, soaking the thick padding, drenching her in

 

humiliation and pleasure all at once.











She

 

whimpered, gasping softly, shame curling in her stomach.











Damien groaned, his eyes dark with satisfaction.










“There’s my perfect little girl.”











Owned Forever











He took his time

 

changing her


 
, his touch slow, indulgent,

 

teasing just enough to remind her of who she belonged to.











By the time he was done, her

 

new diaper was snug and thick


 
, leaving her feeling

 

helpless, small, owned.











Exactly how Daddy wanted her.










Exactly how she

 

needed to be.











He lifted her back into his arms, carrying her toward the rocking chair by the window.










She curled into him, sighing as he adjusted her in his lap.










Her

 

bare thighs straddled his hips


 
, her thick padding pressing against the

 

hard heat beneath his slacks.











She whimpered,

 

needy, desperate.











He

 

chuckled


 
, his hands sliding down to grip her

 

padded bottom, rocking her against him slowly


 
.










“You’re so needy, baby girl.”










She

 

nodded against his chest


 
, gasping softly as he

 

ground her down against him, letting her feel exactly how much he wanted her.











“Do you want Daddy to take care of you?” he murmured,

 

his voice a dark, delicious promise.











“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered,

 

clinging to him, grinding herself against his lap, helpless in his arms.











He groaned, pressing a

 

possessive kiss to her throat


 
, his grip

 

tightening


 
.










“You’re mine, baby girl.”










She shuddered,

 

her body lighting up with need.











“I’m yours, Daddy.”










And she was.










Forever.
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