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Chapter 1: The Bet in the Locker Room

The locker room smelled of sweat and ice, a sharp tang that clung to the back of my throat. Steam curled in the air, rising from the damp tiles after the team’s brutal practice, and I stood near the benches, clipboard clutched against my chest like a shield. My heart thundered, louder than the crinkle of equipment bags being tossed into lockers, as the towering figures of the players moved around me—massive, unyielding, their presence a physical weight.

I was Sloane, 26, the team’s new physical therapist, and I’d made my rules clear from day one: no players. No distractions. Not after what happened in Denver -- the career-shattering betrayal that had left me rebuilding from nothing, reputation in ashes, heart locked behind iron walls. I’d clawed my way to this position with the Blackridge Wolves, and no amount of locker room swagger was going to undo that.

But as I scanned the room, my hazel eyes darting beneath the tight bun of my dark curls, I felt the heat of gazes that didn’t care about my rules. Three gazes in particular, belonging to three men who made me feel like the floor had dropped out from under my sensible sneakers.

Viktor loomed first, his 6’5” frame a wall of muscle as he stepped closer, towel slung low on his hips. His blond hair was still wet from the shower, dripping onto shoulders that could crush me without effort. Even without his fitted training gear, the man radiated authority -- captain of the Wolves, every inch of him carved from ice and discipline. His pale blue eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made my knees weak. His massive hand brushed my lower back, a fleeting touch that sent a jolt straight to my core, and he leaned in, his voice a low growl against my ear.

“You’ve been watching us, malyshka. Think you can fix what’s aching?” His accent, thick and Russian, wrapped around the words like a promise.

I swallowed hard, my clipboard digging into my chest. Wet heat pooled between my thighs, betraying me before I could even form a protest. I wanted to snap back, to hold my ground, but his size, his heat, the sheer power of him made my 5’2” frame feel impossibly small.

Before I could answer, Cole sauntered over, his grin all mischief and danger. At 6’3”, he was leaner than Viktor but just as imposing, his tousled blond hair still damp, blue eyes glinting with playful intent. Where Viktor was ice, Cole was sunshine -- golden retriever energy barely contained in a 220-pound frame. He reached out, his fingers grazing my wrist as he plucked the clipboard from my hands, his touch lingering just long enough to make my breath hitch.

“Playing dirty’s more fun, don’t you think, sweetheart?” His voice was lighter, teasing, but there was an edge to it—a challenge. He stepped closer, his bare chest inches from mine, the heat of him mixing with the steam until I felt like I might melt.

My rules. My goddamn rules. They were crumbling under the weight of their combined presence, and I hadn’t even noticed Remy yet.

He stood a few paces back, silent but commanding, his 6’4” frame all sharp angles and quiet dominance. His black hair was slicked back, still wet, tattoos snaking up both forearms in dark, intricate patterns. His dark eyes pinned me in place, a predator assessing prey. His arms crossed over his chest, the muscles flexing with every slow breath, and when he finally spoke, his voice was low, unhurried, a Cajun drawl that wrapped around each syllable like smoke.

“You need to learn obedience, p’tite. We gon’ teach you.” His words cut through the steam, through the chaos of my racing pulse, and landed somewhere deep, somewhere I didn’t want to acknowledge. The Southern lilt of his accent turned the threat into something almost tender.

P’tite. The Cajun French echoed in my head, unfamiliar but electric, sparking a heat I couldn’t name. Viktor’s hand was still at my lower back, a steady pressure, while Cole’s fingers traced lazy circles on my wrist, and Remy’s stare stripped me bare without a single touch.

“I—I don’t get involved with players,” I managed, my voice weaker than I wanted. My body betrayed me, trembling under their gazes, the wet heat between my thighs growing impossible to ignore. “I’m just here to check for injuries.”

Viktor chuckled, a dark, rumbling sound that vibrated through me. “Oh, we’ve got injuries, malyshka. Ones only you can heal.”

Cole’s grin widened, and he stepped even closer, his hip brushing mine as he tossed my clipboard onto a nearby bench with a clatter. “We’re gonna make you forget those rules, sweetheart. Every. Single. One. What do you say? Let us play?”

My breath caught, my mind screaming to step back, to run, but my feet wouldn’t move. Remy uncrossed his arms, closing the distance in two measured strides, his presence a storm I couldn’t escape. He didn’t touch me, not yet, but his gaze alone felt like a physical thing, heavy and unyielding, making my skin prickle.

“You been too independent for too long, cher,” Remy said, his drawl unhurried, each word rolling off his tongue like bayou water. “Time to let us take over. Time to be taken care of.”

I shook my head, a futile gesture, my curls bouncing slightly despite the tight bun. “I don’t need—” My words faltered as Viktor’s hand slid lower, just brushing the curve of my ass through my scrubs, a possessive touch that made my core clench. Cole’s fingers tightened on my wrist, pulling my arm slightly, forcing me to look up at him, his blue eyes glinting with something wicked.

“You do need,” Cole murmured, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “And we’re gonna give it to you. Every fucking inch of it.”

My thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to quell the ache, but it only made it worse. The steam, the heat of their bodies, the crinkle of an equipment bag being dropped nearby—it all blurred into a haze of want I couldn’t shake. I was surrounded, dwarfed by their size, their power, and the unspoken promise in their eyes.

Viktor’s breath was hot against my ear again, his massive frame bending down to match my height. “We’re gonna take care of every inch of you, malyshka, until you’re begging for Daddy’s touch.” The words, delivered in that rough, accented growl, sent a shiver racing down my spine, my pussy throbbing in response. His massive hand splayed across the small of my back, fingers spanning nearly the entire width, and I felt the size difference between us like a physical weight pressing me down. Down into something soft. Something small.

Something that wanted to be held.

Daddy. The word hung there, heavy and forbidden, igniting something primal in me. I didn’t understand it, didn’t want to, but my body did—oh, it did.

Remy’s hand finally moved, reaching out to tilt my chin up, forcing me to meet his dark gaze. His thumb brushed my lower lip, a slow, deliberate motion that made my mouth part on a gasp. “Good girls don’t fight what they need, bebe,” he murmured, the Cajun endearment dripping from his lips like honey. “You gon’ be a good girl for us?”

My heart slammed against my ribs, my mind a mess of resistance and surrender. Cole’s grip on my wrist shifted, his thumb pressing into my pulse point, feeling the frantic beat there, and he smirked like he knew exactly what he was doing to me. “She’s already halfway there. Look at her tremble.”

I wanted to deny it, to snap that I wasn’t trembling, wasn’t affected, but the lie wouldn’t form. Viktor’s hand was still on my lower back, a steady anchor that felt both protective and dangerous, and Remy’s thumb lingered on my lip, a silent command to open, to yield. The heat between my thighs was unbearable now, a slick ache that begged for relief I wouldn’t allow myself to seek.

Not here. Not with them. Not when I’d built every wall I had specifically to keep men like this out.

My professional reputation. My independence. My carefully constructed armor -- all of it cracking under the weight of three men who looked at me like I was the only thing in the room worth seeing.

“I have to go,” I whispered, the words barely audible over the hum of the locker room, the distant drip of water from the showers. I tugged my wrist free from Cole, though his grip lingered for a moment longer, reluctant to let go. “I have reports to finish.”

Remy’s hand dropped from my chin, but his eyes didn’t release me. “You can run for now, p’tite. But we ain’t done. Not by a long shot.”

Viktor’s hand slid away from my back, but not before giving a gentle squeeze that made my breath hitch. “Tomorrow, malyshka. We’ll see how long you hold onto those rules.”

Cole laughed, a low, playful sound that promised trouble. “Can’t wait to break ‘em with you, sweetheart. You’re gonna look so pretty when you do.”

I grabbed my clipboard from the bench, my fingers shaky, and forced myself to turn away from them. My legs felt like water, each step a battle against the magnetic pull of three bodies that radiated heat and command and something darker -- something that whispered to a part of me I’d buried so deep I’d forgotten it existed.

Their eyes followed me, a tangible weight on my skin, and as I pushed through the heavy locker room door, the cool air of the hallway hit my flushed face like a slap. My pussy throbbed, my scrubs damp against my inner thighs, and I hated how much I wanted to turn back, to let them surround me again.

I leaned against the cinderblock wall, pressing my forehead to the cold surface, trying to steady my breathing. Three men. Three athletes. The exact species I’d sworn to avoid after Marcus had taken my career and my trust and ground both to dust. But these three weren’t Marcus. They were something else entirely -- something I didn’t have a name for yet.

Daddy. The word Viktor had used rattled around my skull like a puck ricocheting off the boards. It should have disgusted me. Should have made me march straight to HR. Instead, it made something inside me go soft, go still, go quiet in a way I hadn’t felt in years.

Tomorrow. Viktor’s gaze had lingered as I’d left, a predator’s stare I couldn’t shake. Cole’s playful challenge. Remy’s Cajun drawl, still echoing: p’tite. I wasn’t sure if I was prey or prize, but whatever game they were starting, tomorrow’s session would tell.


Chapter 2: Captain’s Orders

My hands shook as I wrapped the athletic tape around Viktor’s broad shoulder, the heat of his skin seeping through the thin barrier of my gloves. At 5’2”, I was dwarfed by his 6’5” frame, his massive body crowding my tiny office in the arena’s medical wing. The antiseptic smell stung my nose, sharp and cold, a stark contrast to the warmth radiating from him as he sat shirtless on the exam table, his pale blue eyes fixed on me with an intensity that made my stomach clench.

“Easy, Sloane,” Viktor rumbled, his voice a deep, accented growl that vibrated through me. His gaze dropped to my trembling fingers, then back to my face, a smirk tugging at his lips. “You’re wound too tight, malyshka.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I tried to focus on the task. His shoulder wasn’t even injured -- I knew it, he knew it -- but this was the excuse he’d given to get me alone after yesterday’s charged moment in the locker room. Yesterday had been all three of them, a wall of testosterone and innuendo. But this -- Viktor solo, the door closed, no Cole to lighten the mood, no Remy to share the intensity -- this was different. More intimate. More dangerous. My hazel eyes flicked to his, then away, heat creeping up my neck as I felt the weight of his stare, that commanding stare that pinned me in place.

“Deep breath,” he ordered, his tone calm but unyielding, a protector’s command that brooked no argument. “New rule. You breathe when I say, let me lead.”

My chest hitched, a shaky inhale slipping out before I could stop it. His massive hand moved, slow and deliberate, settling on my thigh just under the hem of my skirt. The weight of it—heavy, possessive—sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy clenching with a throbbing ache I couldn’t ignore.

“Viktor…” My voice was a whisper, barely audible over the hum of the fluorescent lights. I should’ve pulled away, should’ve reasserted the professional boundary I clung to like a lifeline. But his fingers pressed into my skin, a firm, grounding touch that made my legs tremble under the cheap fabric of my uniform.

“Daddy Viktor,” he corrected, his smirk deepening as his thumb brushed a slow circle against my inner thigh. His other hand reached up, tilting my chin so I couldn’t look away, his dark gaze searing into mine. “You’ve been tense since yesterday, little girl. Let me fix that.”

The words -- little girl -- hit me like a physical blow, so much more potent one-on-one than yesterday's group tension had been. In the locker room, I could pretend it was a game, a prank, three players messing with the new therapist. But here, alone with Viktor's hand on my thigh and his eyes stripping away every defense I had, the dynamic shifted into something I couldn't dismiss. This was real. This was Viktor claiming territory, and the fire it ignited low in my belly was undeniable. My body betrayed me, heat pooling between my legs, my panties growing damp as I shifted under his touch. Shame warred with need, a betrayal loop spiraling in my mind: I shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t crave the way his dominance made me feel so small, so safe.

He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear as his hand slid higher, fingers teasing the edge of my panties. “I can feel your pulse racing, malyshka,” he murmured, voice dripping with control. “You’re aching, aren’t you?”

I bit my lip, a whimper escaping despite my best efforts. My hands stilled on the tape, forgotten, as his fingers slipped beneath the fabric, brushing against the slick heat of my pussy. The contact was electric, my hips jerking forward involuntarily, seeking more of his touch.

“Good girl, malyshka, let Daddy touch you where it aches most,” he said, his voice a low growl of approval, his dominant praise washing over me like a wave. His fingers parted my folds, finding my clit with unerring precision, circling it with a slow, torturous pressure that made my knees buckle. If not for the table behind me, I’d have collapsed, my body trembling under the weight of his control.

“Daddy Viktor,” I gasped, the title slipping out unbidden as pleasure coiled tight in my core. My mind screamed to stop, to push him away, but my body arched into his hand, desperate for more. His thumb pressed harder against my clit, two thick fingers sliding into my wet heat, stretching me with a delicious burn that made me moan.

“That’s it, little one,” he praised, his free hand sliding to my lower back, holding me steady as he fucked me with his fingers, slow and deliberate. “Let Daddy take care of you. You’ve been fighting so hard, but you don’t have to.”

My head tipped back, curls spilling loose from my tight bun as I surrendered to the sensation. His fingers curled inside me, hitting that spot that made stars burst behind my closed eyes, my pussy clenching around him as I teetered on the edge. The cold antiseptic smell faded, replaced by the musky scent of his skin, the heat of his body so close to mine.

But just as I felt the orgasm building, a tight, desperate coil ready to snap, he pulled his fingers free. I whined, hips chasing his hand, but he held me firm, his grip on my waist unyielding. “Not yet, malyshka,” he said, his voice firm, a protector’s edge cutting through the haze of need. “Good girls wait for Daddy’s permission.”

Tears of frustration pricked my eyes, my body throbbing with denied release. A whimper escaped me, pathetic and small, and the sound of it -- the sound of me reduced to begging without words -- should have horrified me. Instead, it felt like relief. Like letting go of something heavy I'd been carrying for too long.

Viktor caught the tear before it fell, his thumb gentle against my cheek. His wet fingers trailed up my thigh, leaving a slick path as he adjusted my skirt back into place, his touch lingering with a promise of more. “You broke a rule yesterday, didn’t you?” he asked, his tone deceptively soft. “Running from us after we made you feel so good.”

My breath hitched, memories of the locker room flooding back—Cole’s teasing grin, Remy’s quiet intensity, Viktor’s predatory stare as they’d surrounded me. I’d fled, overwhelmed, my pussy throbbing with need I couldn’t face. Now, under Viktor’s gaze, I felt the weight of that mistake.

“Punishment, little girl,” he said, standing to his full height, towering over me as he adjusted his shorts, the bulge of his cock straining against the fabric. The word punishment sent a thrill spiraling through me -- not fear, but anticipation, raw and shameful and entirely too honest.

“You don’t run from your Daddies,” he continued, his accent thickening the way it did when he was holding back. “Next time, you stay and take what we give. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy Viktor,” I whispered, and the ease with which the title left my lips shocked me. Yesterday I would have choked on it. Today it felt like breathing.

I nodded, unable to speak, my body still humming with unspent desire. He reached into his bag, pulling out a small, discreet box, and my heart skipped as he opened it to reveal a tiny vibrating egg, the remote in his other hand. “Preparatory step,” he said, his voice calm, clinical, yet laced with heat. “You’ll wear this for me until tomorrow’s session.”

My eyes widened, but before I could protest, he was kneeling, his massive hands pushing my skirt up again, sliding my panties down just enough to expose my pussy. The cold air hit my wet folds, making me shiver, and then his fingers were there, slick with my arousal, pressing the egg inside me. It nestled deep, a foreign weight that made me gasp, my inner walls clenching around it instinctively.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling my panties back up and smoothing my skirt down with deliberate care. He stood, pocketing the remote, his smirk returning as he leaned in close. “Every time it buzzes, you think of Daddy Viktor. You don’t touch, don’t cum, until I say.”

The first vibration hit as he spoke, a low hum that sent a shockwave through my core, my knees nearly giving out. I gripped the edge of the table, a moan slipping free, and his hand steadied me, large and warm on my hip. “Breathe,” he commanded, and I obeyed, a shaky inhale filling my lungs as the vibration stopped, leaving me aching and empty.

He stepped back, his gaze raking over me one last time, taking in my flushed cheeks, my trembling legs, the way my hands clenched the table for support. “Tomorrow, malyshka,” he said, his voice a dark promise. “You face me again, and we see if you’ve learned to obey.”

My mind spun, his rule echoing in my head as he turned to leave, his broad frame filling the doorway for a moment before he was gone. The egg inside me pulsed once more, a teasing reminder of his control, and I bit my lip hard to stifle a whimper. Tomorrow. I wasn’t sure I wanted to resist, wasn’t sure I could, and the thought of facing him—of facing all of them—sent a fresh wave of heat through my betraying body.

I slid down to sit on the exam table, legs trembling too badly to stand. My thighs were slick with arousal, the weight of the egg a constant, throbbing reminder of what I’d agreed to -- what I’d wanted, if I was honest. My pussy ached, desperate for release he’d denied me, and I knew sleep would be impossible tonight. Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough, and yet the anticipation was a delicious kind of torment I couldn’t escape.

The cold antiseptic smell lingered, grounding me as I tried to steady my breathing, but my thoughts were a whirlwind of need and shame. Viktor’s touch, his words, his rules -- they’d stripped away the walls I’d built, leaving me raw and exposed.

Yesterday in the locker room, three of them had circled me. Verbal. Teasing. Testing. But today, Viktor had gone further. Solo. Physical. The thigh touch, the fingers, the vibrating egg still humming inside me. Each one a rung on a ladder I was climbing without meaning to.

And somewhere, deep down, I knew I craved more. Not just Viktor’s ice. Cole’s warmth. Remy’s steel. All of it. I needed to see how far this game with my Daddies would go.


Chapter 3: Playtime Surprise

I slumped into my chair, the weight of the day pressing down on my shoulders like a physical force. The office was quiet, the hum of the rink’s ice machines a distant echo through the walls, but my mind was a storm of exhaustion and unresolved tension from last night’s encounter with Viktor. My hazel eyes caught on something unexpected—a plush gray wolf stuffed animal sitting on my desk, its beady little eyes staring right at me.

I blinked, confusion cutting through the fog. My fingers hesitated, then reached out, brushing the soft fur. The texture was comforting, almost too much so, and a tiny crack split open in the armor I’d built around myself.

“Who…?” My voice was a whisper, barely audible in the empty room. I turned the wolf over, looking for a tag, a note—anything. Nothing.

Footsteps approached, steady and unhurried, and my pulse ticked up. I knew that rhythm. Cole.

“Found my little surprise, did ya, baby girl?” His voice was warm, teasing, a playful lilt that always made my chest flutter. He leaned against the doorframe, all 6’3” of him filling the space, tousled blond hair falling into his blue eyes, his broad shoulders and easy grin making the room feel smaller. Where Viktor commanded a room with silence, Cole did it with sunshine -- that golden retriever energy that made you want to trust him right before he destroyed you.

I clutched the wolf tighter, my cheeks heating under his gaze. “You left this here, Daddy Cole?” My words came out softer than I intended, the exhaustion stripping away my usual sharpness.

He stepped closer, his boots quiet on the carpet, and I felt the air shift with his presence. “Thought you could use a friend after a long day, Sloane. Something to cuddle while I make you feel better.”

My breath hitched. His words weren’t just sweet—they dripped with suggestion, a promise lurking beneath the playfulness. I shifted in my chair, suddenly hyper-aware of how close he was, how his massive frame towered over my 5’2” self.

He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a thermos, unscrewing the cap with a slow, deliberate twist. The rich scent of hot chocolate wafted up, warm and sweet, wrapping around me like a blanket. “Made this just for you, little one. Drink up.”

I took the thermos, our fingers brushing, and a spark of heat shot through me at the contact. The liquid was warm against my lips, the sweetness melting on my tongue, grounding me even as my body betrayed me with a shiver. Cole watched, his warm blue eyes darkening, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

“Better?” he asked, but his tone wasn’t just caring—it was loaded, heavy with intent. He dragged a chair over, sitting so close his knee brushed mine, and I felt the size of him, the sheer physicality, like a wall of heat beside me.

“Much,” I murmured, clutching the wolf against my chest. My voice sounded small, and I hated how vulnerable it made me feel—but I couldn’t stop it. Not with him looking at me like that.

His hand reached out, fingers grazing the nape of my neck as he adjusted a stray curl of my dark hair. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent a jolt straight down my spine, pooling heat between my thighs. “I’d love to see you play, baby girl,” he whispered, his breath warm against my ear. “Let go for Daddy Cole, just a little.”

My lips parted, a soft gasp escaping before I could stop it. His words wrapped around me, coaxing something deep inside to unfurl, a need I’d buried under layers of control. My body reacted without permission, a throb building low in my core as his fingers lingered, tracing lazy circles on my skin.

“Play… how?” I barely recognized my own voice, so breathy, so needy. The wolf’s plush fur pressed against me, a stark contrast to the tingling heat of his touch, and I felt myself slipping, my usual defenses crumbling.

Cole’s grin widened, wicked and knowing. “Every little girl needs a toy, don’t she? Daddy’s got plenty to make you squirm.”

The words hit like a physical touch, my pussy clenching at the promise in them. I squirmed in my seat, the heat of the hot chocolate forgotten as my mind raced with images of what he might mean. My breath came faster, shallow, and I knew he saw it—the way my body betrayed me, the flush creeping up my neck.

He leaned back, just enough to pull something from his pocket—a small, velvet pouch. My eyes locked on it, anticipation and nerves twisting in my gut. He dangled it between his fingers, teasing, letting the tension build.

“Curious, little one?” His voice was a low purr, and I nodded before I could stop myself. He chuckled, the sound dark and warm, and tipped the pouch into his palm. A small, silver vibrator gleamed under the office light, no bigger than a finger but loaded with intent.

“Oh,” I breathed, my thighs pressing together instinctively. The room felt too small, too hot, and Cole’s massive hand dwarfed the toy as he held it up, letting me see every detail.

“Thought we’d start small,” he said, his tone playful but his eyes sharp, watching every twitch of my expression. “But don’t worry, baby girl. Daddy Cole’s got bigger surprises if you’re good.”

My heart pounded, a mix of shame and raw need warring inside me. I shouldn’t want this—not here, not like this—but my body didn’t care. Heat pooled where it shouldn’t, my panties already damp, and I clutched the wolf tighter, as if it could anchor me.

“Stand up for me,” he commanded, his voice still light but threaded with authority. Not Viktor's steel. Not Remy's quiet threat. Something uniquely Cole -- playful on the surface, iron underneath. I hesitated, my mind screaming to resist, but my legs moved on their own, pushing me up from the chair. His height loomed over me even more now, his broad chest and thick arms a reminder of how small I was next to him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and those two words sent a shudder through me, my clit throbbing in response. He stepped closer, one hand sliding to my hip, his grip firm but gentle, while the other held the vibrator. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

I whimpered, the sound pathetic even to my own ears, but Cole’s smile only grew. His hand on my hip tightened, pulling me flush against him, and I felt the hard bulge in his jeans press against my stomach. The size of him, the raw power, made my knees weak.

“Feel that, baby girl?” he whispered, his lips brushing my temple. “That’s what you do to Daddy Cole. Now let me see what I do to you.”

His free hand slid under my skirt, fingers brushing the edge of my panties, and I gasped, my body arching into his touch without thought. He tugged the fabric aside, his calloused fingers grazing my wet folds, and a low growl rumbled in his chest. “Fuck, you’re soaked already. Such a needy little thing.”

“Daddy Cole,” I whined, my voice breaking as his thumb found my clit, circling slowly, teasingly. My hands gripped his shirt, the wolf falling to the floor forgotten, and I felt myself slipping deeper, my mind fogging with pleasure.

He clicked the vibrator on, the soft buzz cutting through the air, and my eyes widened. “Shh, just relax,” he soothed, but there was a wicked edge to it. He pressed the toy against me, right over my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, and I cried out, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure through my core.

“Oh god—Daddy!” My hips bucked, and his arm wrapped around my waist, holding me steady against his massive frame. He moved the toy in slow circles, each pass making my pussy clench, my body trembling in his grip.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he murmured, his lips against my ear. “Let go for Daddy. Show me how good it feels.”

I couldn’t hold back, couldn’t fight the wave building inside me. His praise, his touch, the relentless buzz against my clit—it was too much. My orgasm hit hard, a sharp cry tearing from my throat as I came, my pussy pulsing, wetness soaking through my panties.

“Good girl,” he growled, and the words triggered another shudder, prolonging the pleasure until I was limp against him. He held me up, his massive hands steadying me, and turned off the vibrator, slipping it back into his pocket. His fingers lingered, brushing over my sensitive clit one last time, making me gasp.

I panted, my face buried against his chest, the scent of him -- clean sweat and cedar and something uniquely Cole -- grounding me even as shame crept in. My thighs were trembling, my panties ruined, and the aftershocks still pulsed through me in lazy, devastating waves.

What had I just done? In my office, no less?

He tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet his gaze, and his smirk was all playful mischief. “Don’t overthink it, little one. Daddy Cole’s just getting started.”

My breath caught, the promise in his words sending a fresh wave of heat through me. He bent down, picking up the wolf and pressing it back into my arms, his fingers brushing mine. “Keep this close, baby girl. It’ll remind you of me until the next surprise.”

I clutched the plush toy, my mind reeling, my body still humming from his touch. His wink was pure mischief, a silent vow of more to come.

Each of them was different, I was beginning to understand. Viktor stripped me bare with authority, with rules and commands that made my walls crumble from the outside in. But Cole? Cole dismantled me with softness. With stuffed animals and hot chocolate and praise that made me want to be exactly what he called me.

His baby girl.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it made my chest ache with a longing I didn’t know how to name. Would I let myself play along? The thought alone made my pulse race, anticipation a delicious torment I couldn’t escape. And somewhere, in the back of my mind, I wondered what Remy would bring to this equation -- what his brand of discipline would feel like after Viktor’s ice and Cole’s warmth.

I hugged the wolf tighter and pressed my thighs together, still feeling the ghost of Cole’s touch.


Chapter 4: Manners Matter

I stood in the empty gym, the air thick with the scent of rubber mats and lingering sweat, my hands balled into fists at my sides. The overhead lights buzzed, fluorescent and unforgiving, illuminating every corner of the cavernous space. Weight racks lined the far wall. A heavy bag hung motionless in the corner. And I was alone, fuming, my patience fraying with every passing second. My dark curls were pulled tight into a ponytail, but a few rebellious strands stuck to my damp neck as frustration churned in my chest. I’d been waiting for Remy for twenty minutes now, the scheduling mix-up gnawing at me, and when he finally sauntered in, all calm and unbothered, I snapped.

“You couldn’t text me you’d be late, Remy?” My voice sliced through the quiet, sharp and biting, hazel eyes narrowing as I glared at him. “I’ve been standing here like an idiot.”

The click of his boots on the gym floor echoed, deliberate and slow, each step a measured beat that made my pulse spike despite my anger. Remy’s broad frame filled the space, his fitted black training shirt stretched tight across shoulders tattooed with dark, intricate ink that disappeared beneath the fabric. At 6’4”, he moved like something dangerous -- all Roman features and quiet menace, the kind of man who didn’t need to raise his voice to make you obey. His dark eyes locked onto mine, unreadable, but the weight of his gaze pinned me in place, heavier than any restraint.

“Careful, cher.” His Cajun drawl rolled through the air, slow as bayou current, each syllable unhurried. “That tone ain’t gon’ fly with me.”

I opened my mouth to retort, but before I could, he closed the distance between us in two long strides. His hand shot out, firm fingers gripping my chin, tilting my face up to meet his piercing stare. The roughness of his thumb brushed my lower lip, a jolt of heat surging straight to my core, my thighs clenching instinctively as I imagined what that touch promised.

“Mind your manners, little girl, or Daddy gon’ bend you over and make that pretty ass red.” His Cajun drawl turned the threat into something almost musical, each word deliberate, sinking into me like a brand. My breath hitched, the threat igniting a wet heat between my thighs, my pussy already aching at the thought of his hand coming down hard.

I swallowed, my defiance crumbling under the intensity of his gaze, that commanding authority searing through me. My body betrayed me, heat pooling where it shouldn’t, my mind racing with images of being bent over, his massive hand striking my bare skin while he murmured those degrading, affectionate words. Shame twisted with desire, a familiar loop I couldn’t escape, and I felt my cheeks flush as I squirmed under his hold.

“Daddy Remy, I’m sorry,” I whispered, my voice small, barely audible, the fight draining out of me under the weight of his Southern authority. His thumb pressed harder against my mouth for a moment, a silent command to hush, before sliding down to rest at the base of my throat. The weight of it, the control, made my knees weak, and I hated how much I craved more.

“You will be, p’tite, if you keep pushin’ me.” He released my chin, stepping back, but his eyes never left mine, assessing, calculating, always one step ahead. “Strip down to your panties. Now.”

My heart thudded, loud in the silence of the gym, as I hesitated, fingers trembling at the hem of my tank top. No one had ever spoken to me like that -- not Viktor with his commands, not Cole with his teasing. Remy's authority was something else entirely. Quiet. Immovable. Like the roots of an old cypress tree.

The air felt colder suddenly, prickling my skin, but the heat in my core only grew, a traitor to my stubborn mind. I pulled the fabric over my head, letting it drop to the floor, my sports bra following with a shaky breath, until I stood there in nothing but my thin cotton panties, vulnerable under his scrutiny.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting deeper than it should, a warm wave that made my chest tighten and my pussy throb. He circled me slowly, boots clicking again, the sound a rhythm that synced with my racing pulse. “But you’ve got a lesson to learn about respect.”

He stopped behind me, his presence a wall of heat at my back, and I felt his fingers hook into the waistband of my panties, tugging them down just enough to expose the curve of my ass. My breath caught, anticipation and dread twisting together as his other hand slid up my spine, pressing me forward until I was bent slightly, hands bracing on my thighs. The cool air kissed my skin, a stark contrast to the fire building inside me, and I bit my lip to stifle a whimper.

“Count for me, bebe.” His voice was calm, controlled, that Cajun drawl as steady as if he were discussing the weather, not preparing to discipline me. I braced, fingers curling against my thighs, breath held tight behind my teeth.

Then his hand came down, a sharp smack against my bare cheek, the sting blooming hot and immediate. The sound cracked through the empty gym like a starter pistol.

“One,” I gasped, the word escaping on a shudder, pain and pleasure colliding as heat spread across my skin. His palm was enormous, covering almost my entire cheek, and the warmth radiated outward from the impact like ripples in water. My pussy clenched, already slick, and I felt the dampness in my panties grow, humiliating and undeniable. Remy’s hand lingered, rubbing the spot he’d struck, his touch both soothing and possessive, making my head spin.

“Keep goin’,” he murmured, and another strike landed, harder this time, the sound echoing in the empty gym. “Two,” I choked out, my voice breaking, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes even as my body arched into the sensation, craving more. His fingers dipped lower, brushing the edge of my panties, teasing the wetness there, and I couldn’t hold back the moan that slipped free.

“Such a pathetic p'tite thing,” he said, the Cajun endearment warm, affectionate, despite the degrading context, and that contradiction sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. His hand struck again, the third spank making my ass burn, and I stuttered out the count, “Three,” my legs trembling now. He chuckled, low and dark, as his fingers slipped fully beneath the fabric, finding my soaked pussy, stroking my clit with agonizing slowness.

“Look at you, cher, so wet from bein’ punished.” His drawl was a caress, laced with amusement, as he circled my clit, pressure building until I was rocking into his touch, desperate. “You gon’ be a good girl now, or does Daddy need to keep goin’?”

“I’ll be good, Daddy Remy,” I whimpered, the Cajun nickname feeling natural now in a way that would have shocked me days ago. The words spilled out as my body tensed, so close to the edge I could barely think. But he pulled his hand away just as I teetered there, leaving me aching, empty, a frustrated sob escaping my throat. Denial stung worse than the spanks, my pussy throbbing with need, and I felt the tears spill over, hot on my cheeks.

“Not yet, p’tite.” He tugged my panties back up, the fabric sticking to my wetness, and turned me to face him, his massive hands cupping my face, thumbs wiping away the tears with a tenderness that made my chest ache. “You cum when Daddy says, bebe. And you ain’t earned it yet.”

My chest heaved, body still humming with unspent desire, as I nodded, lost in the tenderness of his touch after the harshness of his discipline. He pulled me against his chest, one arm wrapping around my waist, the other hand stroking my hair, grounding me even as my mind reeled. The scent of his cologne, sharp and masculine, filled my senses, and I melted into him, craving the safety of his control.

“You gon’ learn, Sloane,” he murmured against my hair, his drawl softer now, the Cajun lilt almost gentle. “Manners matter, cher. And Daddy’s gon’ make sure you remember that.” His hand slid down to grip my still-stinging ass, a reminder of the lesson, and I shivered, caught between comfort and the lingering threat.

He stepped back, retrieving my clothes from the floor and handing them to me with a nod. His movements were unhurried, deliberate -- everything about Remy was deliberate, from the cadence of his drawl to the precise way he’d placed each strike.

“Dress yourself, p’tite. We ain’t done, but I got other plans for you later.” His eyes gleamed with something dark, promising, and my stomach flipped, knowing he meant every word.

I pulled on my tank top and sports bra with shaky hands, the fabric clinging to my damp skin. My ass throbbed with every movement, a phantom echo of his palm, and the ache between my thighs -- the unfulfilled orgasm he’d denied me -- pulsed like a second heartbeat. Remy watched, arms crossed, his posture as unflinching as ever, a silent reminder of who held the power here. My mind raced, wondering what “later” would bring, the anticipation a delicious torment I couldn’t shake.

As I adjusted my ponytail, trying to regain some semblance of composure, he stepped closer again, his hand tilting my chin up once more. “Next time, p’tite, words ain’t gon’ be enough.” His warning hung heavy in the air, that Cajun drawl turning the promise into something that felt like a prayer. Something harder. Deeper. And my body reacted instantly, a fresh wave of wetness soaking my panties as I stared into his unyielding gaze.

I nodded, mute, my heart pounding as he released me, turning to stride toward the gym door with that same measured pace. The click of his boots faded, but the weight of his words lingered -- p’tite, cher, bebe -- Cajun endearments that felt like brands on my skin. Viktor had his Russian commands. Cole had his golden warmth. But Remy? Remy had the bayou in his blood, and every drawled syllable felt like rope tightening around me.

What would he do next time? The question burned, and I knew I’d be counting the minutes until I found out.


Chapter 5: Protection’s Price

The treatment room was a sterile cage after hours, the fluorescent lights casting harsh shadows on the tiled floor. Everyone else had left -- the arena was tomb-quiet except for the distant hum of the ice machines and the occasional groan of pipes in the walls. My body ached from the day’s sessions, muscles tight and trembling as I sat on the padded table, still in my damp workout shorts and tank top.

Viktor loomed near the door, his 6’5" frame filling the space, arms crossed over his broad chest. He’d changed from his practice gear into a fitted black training shirt that stretched across his shoulders like a second skin, the fabric doing nothing to hide the raw power underneath. He watched me with that unreadable intensity that always made my stomach twist -- pale blue eyes like chips of Arctic ice.

“Malyshka,” he said, voice low, a growl wrapped in velvet, the Russian endearment rolling off his tongue like it was made for me. “You’re too tense. Daddy needs to take care of you tonight.”

I swallowed hard, my hazel eyes flicking up to meet his piercing blue ones. His gaze pinned me, heavy as a physical touch, and heat pooled low in my belly despite the exhaustion. I knew that look—it meant he’d already decided what I needed, and there’d be no arguing with him.

“Come here,” he ordered, stepping closer, his boots clicking with deliberate slowness on the tile. I slid off the table, my bare feet cold against the floor, and moved toward him, each step making my heart race faster. His massive hands—hands that could crush or comfort with equal ease—reached for me, one settling on my hip, the other tilting my chin up.

“You’ve been pushing too hard, Sloane,” he murmured, thumb brushing my lower lip. “Daddy’s rules are there to protect you. Tonight, we’re adding a new one.”

My breath hitched. A new rule. From Viktor, that always meant something intense, something that would strip away another layer of my control.

He turned, pulling a small, folded package from a drawer behind him. The drawer that was supposed to hold gauze and medical tape and nothing more. When he unfolded it, my stomach dropped.

A diaper. White, soft, with pastel patterns along the edges, the plastic crinkling audibly in the quiet room. My first instinct was to laugh -- it had to be a joke. But Viktor never joked. His face was carved from the same stone as always, and the way he held it -- careful, reverent almost -- told me this was premeditated. Planned.

“Viktor -- Daddy, no,” I whispered, stepping back, my thighs brushing the table. My mind screamed objections -- this was too far, too intimate, too much. But beneath the shame burning my cheeks, a traitor pulse of heat throbbed between my legs. My body betrayed me, reacting before my mind could catch up.

The diaper crinkled in his hands as he held it up, letting me see it fully -- the pastel patterns, the soft inner lining, the tabs that would seal me inside it. Something about the deliberateness of the gesture, the way he let me absorb what was about to happen, made it worse. And better.

“Yes, malyshka,” he said, voice unwavering, stepping forward to close the distance. At his full height, he blocked out the fluorescent lights, casting me in his shadow. “This is for your stress. Protection. You let Daddy handle everything now.”

His hands moved with clinical precision, setting the diaper on the table before reaching for my shorts. I froze as he tugged them down, the fabric sliding over my hips, exposing my damp panties to the cool air. His fingers hooked into the waistband of those too, peeling them off with agonizing slowness, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Step out,” he commanded. I did, trembling, my bare skin prickling under his gaze. He lifted me effortlessly onto the table, my ass hitting the cold padding as he spread my legs with a firm nudge of his knee.

The diaper crinkled again as he unfolded it fully, the sound sharp in the silence, each rustle sending a jolt through me. He slid it beneath me, the plush padding soft against my skin, and I bit my lip to stifle a whimper. Viktor’s hands were methodical, adjusting the material, but his touch lingered at the edges of my thighs, massive fingers brushing my inner skin, sending sparks of heat straight to my core.

“Lift your hips, baby girl,” he said, softer now, but still a command. I obeyed, my body shaking as he secured the tabs, the diaper snug around me, the bulk between my thighs foreign and humiliating. The crinkle echoed with every tiny movement, amplifying my shame—and my arousal.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and those words hit deeper than they should have, warmth spreading through me, mixing with the heat already pooling in my padded core. His hand rested on the front of the diaper, pressing lightly, the pressure teasing against my clit through the layers. I gasped, hips jerking involuntarily.

“You feel that, don’t you?” Viktor’s voice was a dark purr, his thumb circling slowly over the padding, the friction maddeningly indirect. The diaper rustled with every micro-movement of my hips, the sound amplified in the empty treatment room until it felt deafening. “Your body knows what it needs, malyshka, even if you fight it.”

I shook my head, but the denial was weak, my hands gripping the edge of the table as he continued to tease. The diaper crinkled louder with each shift of my hips, the sound a constant reminder of my vulnerability. His other hand slid up my tank top, palming my breast through my sports bra, thumb flicking over my hardened nipple until I moaned softly.

“That’s it, malyshka,” he said, leaning down, his breath hot against my ear. “Let Daddy take care of his little girl.”

He pulled back just enough to kneel between my spread thighs, the sight of his massive shoulders lowering before me sending a fresh wave of heat through my body. His fingers traced the edge of the diaper, dipping beneath the waistband, and I tensed as he retrieved a small bottle of lube from his pocket. The cap clicked open, the sound sharp, and then the cold slickness of it touched my skin as he spread it over my clit, his touch slow, deliberate.

“Oh—fuck, Daddy Viktor,” I gasped, my head tipping back as his thick fingers slid over my sensitive bud, circling with torturous precision. The diaper crinkled with every twitch of my hips, the padding rubbing against my skin, amplifying every sensation. His other hand pressed down on my lower belly, holding me still, the weight of his touch grounding and possessive.

“You’re so wet already, baby girl,” he growled, his fingers slipping lower, teasing my entrance through the lube, then back up to my clit. “Look at you, squirming in your little diaper for Daddy. So pathetic, so perfect.”

The words stung, but they fueled the fire building inside me, my shame twisting into raw need. His strokes quickened, pressure building, my pussy clenching around nothing as the padding absorbed every drip of my arousal. I was close—so fucking close—my breaths coming in short, desperate pants.

“Come for Daddy, malyshka,” he said, voice a dark command, his accent thickening the way it always did when control slipped. “Let it all go in your little diaper. Every drop. Every ounce of control you've been holding onto.”

His fingers were relentless now, rubbing tight circles over my clit. The praise, the pressure, the crinkle of the padding—it all crashed into me, and I shattered, a sharp cry tearing from my throat as my orgasm ripped through me. Wet heat spread through the diaper, the warmth of my release soaking into the padding, the sensation humiliating and overwhelming as my body trembled under his touch.

“Good girl,” Viktor murmured, and God, those two words from his mouth were a drug I'd never recover from. He slowed his fingers but didn't stop, drawing out the aftershocks until I whimpered, every nerve ending screaming, my body oversensitive and shaking. He pulled his hand free, the diaper crinkling as he adjusted it, the heavy, sagging weight of the wet padding a stark reminder of what I’d just done. His massive hands slid under my thighs, lifting me slightly to check the tabs, his touch now tender but still firm.

“You did so well, malyshka,” he said, standing to tower over me again, his blue eyes softening just a fraction -- the only crack in his fortress of control. He pulled me into his chest, one hand cradling the back of my head, the other resting on the bulk of the diaper, a grounding weight. I melted into him, exhaustion and shame warring with the warmth of his praise, my body still buzzing from the intensity of my climax.

But even as I nestled against his broad frame, a nagging thought crept in. Viktor’s protection—his rules, his control—felt like a cage tightening around me. The diaper, the orgasm, the way he’d stripped me bare in every sense—it was only the beginning.

I shifted, the wet padding crinkling loudly, and his grip on me tightened, a silent promise of more. “Rest now, baby girl,” he murmured, lips brushing my forehead. “But remember -- Daddy decides what’s best. And next time, we go deeper.”

The diaper was heavy between my thighs, warm and sagging, and I should have been mortified. Part of me was. But there was something else underneath the shame -- a stillness I hadn’t felt in years. Like the anxious static that had hummed through my brain since Denver had been turned off, replaced by the steady rhythm of Viktor’s heartbeat under my cheek.

He’d stripped me. Padded me. Made me come so hard I’d soaked through the protection he’d put me in. And somehow, I felt safer than I had since the day my world fell apart.

My heart stuttered at the thought. Viktor’s protection felt like a cage -- but what if the cage was exactly what I needed? The weight of the soaked diaper, the memory of his fingers, the echo of his words -- they all pressed into me, hooks sinking deeper. How far would Viktor take this? I didn’t know, but the question burned, and I knew I’d be trembling with anticipation until I found out.

And underneath that anticipation, quieter but no less insistent: what would Cole and Remy think when they learned about tonight?


Chapter 6: Cocoa and Cuddles

I shivered against the biting chill of the arena, the cold seeping into my bones even through my thick coat. The game had ended, the roar of the crowd fading into echoes, but the icy air clung to me like a second skin. Cole’s massive frame loomed beside me, a wall of warmth blocking the wind as his shadow swallowed mine.

“Little one, you’re trembling,” he said, voice low and teasing, a playful lilt curling around each word. He draped a heavy blanket over my shoulders, the fabric soft and warm, smelling faintly of his cologne. His broad hands lingered, tucking the edges around me with deliberate care, fingers brushing my neck and sending a jolt of heat through my shivering body.

I looked up at him, all 6’3” of solid muscle and effortless charm, his blue eyes glinting with mischief, tousled blond hair still damp from the post-game shower. At 5’2”, I felt impossibly small next to him, a fact he never let me forget. “Let’s get you warmed up, baby girl,” he murmured, guiding me toward the locker room lounge with a hand at the small of my back.

The lounge was quiet, the distant hum of the arena barely audible as he shut the door behind us. A thermos of hot cocoa sat on the counter, steam curling from the lid, and the sight of it tugged at something soft inside me. Cole caught my gaze and grinned, that boyish smile making my chest ache with a need I couldn’t name.

“Sit, sweetheart,” he said, patting the cushioned bench. I obeyed, the blanket still cocooning me as he poured a mug of cocoa, the sweet, rich scent filling the air. He handed it to me, his fingers brushing mine, and I felt the heat of the drink and his touch all at once.

“Small sips, baby girl,” he instructed, sitting beside me, his thigh pressing against mine. The warmth of the cocoa spread across my tongue, thick and sugary, melting away the last of the arena’s chill. I sighed, leaning into him instinctively, and his arm slid around my shoulders, pulling me closer.

“You’re so good for Daddy Cole, aren’t you?” he whispered, his lips grazing my ear. My breath hitched, the praise sinking deep, stirring something needy in my core. I nodded, clutching the mug tighter, my hazel eyes meeting his as a shy smile crept across my face.

He chuckled, the sound warm and rumbling, and reached into a bag beside him. He pulled out a stuffed wolf—my favorite, the one he’d bought me weeks ago—and pressed it into my arms. “Hold onto Mr. Howl, little one. He’ll keep you safe while Daddy takes care of you.”

I hugged the plush toy to my chest, the softness grounding me as Cole’s hand slid under the blanket, finding the hem of my shirt. His fingers danced along my skin, teasing the curve of my waist, and I squirmed, heat pooling low in my belly. “Daddy…” I whispered, voice small, already slipping into that hazy, vulnerable space he always coaxed me into.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he purred, lifting the mug from my hands and setting it aside. He shifted me effortlessly onto his lap, my legs straddling his thick thighs, the blanket pooling around us. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me down until I could feel the hard ridge of his cock pressing against my core through our clothes.

I gasped, clutching Mr. Howl tighter, my curls falling into my face as I rocked against him. Cole’s fingers dug into my skin, guiding my movements, his breath hot against my neck. “Feel that, little one? Daddy’s so hard for you already.”

My pussy clenched at his words, a desperate ache building as I ground down harder. His hands slid up my back, under my shirt, tracing every inch of my skin with deliberate slowness. The contrast of his massive palms against my small frame made me shiver, a reminder of how easily he could control me.

“Open wide, baby girl,” he murmured, and I thought he meant for more cocoa until his thumb brushed my lower lip. My mouth parted on instinct, and he slipped two fingers inside, pressing down on my tongue. I whimpered, sucking lightly, my eyes fluttering shut as the taste of his skin mingled with the lingering sweetness of chocolate.

“Good girl,” he praised, and the words sent a pulse of heat straight to my clit. He pulled his fingers free, slick with my saliva, and smeared them across my lips before kissing me deep and slow. His tongue claimed mine, the taste of cocoa and him overwhelming, and I melted into his chest, my body pliant under his command.

Cole broke the kiss, his gaze dark and hungry as he adjusted me on his lap. “Time to make Daddy feel good, little one,” he said, voice dropping to a growl. He guided my hands to his waistband, and I fumbled with the zipper, my fingers trembling as I freed his cock—thick, hard, and already leaking at the tip.

I swallowed hard, my mouth watering at the sight of him. He was huge -- thick and flushed, the veins prominent against the shaft, and the size of him was always a shock. My jaw ached in anticipation, remembering how it felt to stretch around him, how the fullness filled my mouth the way his presence filled every room. His hand wrapped around the base, stroking once before guiding my head down, my curls brushing his thighs as I hovered above him.

“Suck Daddy nice and slow, baby girl, while you come for me,” he commanded, the exact words sending a shiver down my spine. I whimpered, clutching Mr. Howl with one hand as I lowered my mouth, my lips stretching wide to take him in. The salty taste of his precum hit my tongue, and I moaned around him, the vibration making him groan.

His other hand slid between my legs, pushing under my leggings and panties to find my soaked pussy. Two thick fingers pressed inside me, curling against that perfect spot, and I cried out, the sound muffled by his cock filling my mouth. He thrust his fingers deeper, his thumb circling my clit with ruthless precision, and I rocked against his hand, desperate for more.

“That’s it, little one,” he murmured, his voice a soothing rumble even as he pushed me closer to the edge. “Take Daddy’s cock while I make this pretty pussy come. Be a good girl for me.”

My body betrayed me, heat spiraling out of control as his words and fingers worked me over. I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around his tip, the stretch of my mouth aching as I took him deeper. His hips bucked slightly, fucking into my mouth with controlled thrusts, and I clung to Mr. Howl, the softness of the stuffed animal a stark contrast to the raw intensity of Cole’s dominance.

“Fuck, baby girl, you’re so tight around my fingers,” he growled, adding a third digit and stretching me further. The pressure was too much, my clit throbbing under his thumb, and I felt the orgasm building, unstoppable. I whined around his cock, tears pricking my eyes from the overwhelming sensation, but I didn’t stop, couldn’t stop.

“Come for Daddy,” he ordered, and those magic words—paired with “good girl” echoing in my mind—shattered me. My pussy clenched around his fingers, a gush of wetness soaking his hand as I came hard, trembling and sobbing around his cock. The pleasure was blinding, forcing me deeper into Little Space, my mind hazy and small as I clung to him.

He didn’t let up, fucking my mouth through my orgasm, his grip on my hair tightening. “Keep sucking, little one. Daddy’s close,” he rasped, and I obeyed, my lips and tongue working him even as aftershocks rippled through me. His cock pulsed, hot and heavy, and with a guttural groan, he spilled down my throat, the salty heat filling my mouth as I swallowed every drop.

I pulled back, gasping, my lips swollen and slick, chin wet with saliva and his release. My eyes were glassy, tears clinging to my lashes, and I must have looked wrecked. But Cole's expression as he tugged me up into his arms was nothing but adoration. He kissed my forehead, his massive hands cradling me against his chest as I clutched Mr. Howl, my body still trembling. “Such a good girl for Daddy,” he whispered, the praise wrapping around me like the blanket still draped over us.

He reached into his bag again, pulling out a pacifier—bright pink and adorned with a tiny heart—and pressed it to my lips. I took it without hesitation, sucking gently, the rhythm soothing as my mind floated in that soft, safe space only he could create. His fingers stroked through my curls, untangling them with care, and I sighed, melting against him.

“You did so well, baby girl,” he murmured, his voice a warm caress. He adjusted the blanket around me, tucking it tighter, and I felt the lingering heat of his body, the sweetness of cocoa still on my tongue, the ache in my jaw a reminder of how fully I’d given myself to him. His hand rested on my thigh, possessive and comforting all at once.

But even as I nestled closer, a thought flickered through the haze -- Cole’s warmth, his playfulness, it was a balm, but it was only part of what I craved. Viktor had shown me ice and control. Remy had shown me discipline and fire. And Cole had shown me this -- tenderness wrapped in dominance, cocoa and cum and a pacifier that made me feel like the smallest, most cherished thing in the world.

Three Daddies. Three completely different ways of unraveling me.

Tomorrow, would I let myself sink deeper with him, or would Viktor and Remy pull me into their own orbit of control and discipline? The question lingered, a quiet burn in my chest, promising more heat, more surrender, more of everything I couldn’t resist.

The pacifier bobbed gently between my lips as I drifted, Cole’s heartbeat steady beneath my cheek, Mr. Howl soft against my chest. For the first time in longer than I could remember, I felt completely, terrifyingly, safe.


Chapter 7: Consequences Sting

I knew I was in trouble the moment I saw Remy waiting for me outside the locker room. His 6'4" frame filled the doorway, arms crossed, tattoos visible beneath the rolled sleeves of his fitted training shirt. The sharp lines of his Roman features were set in that quiet, unyielding way that made my stomach twist with both dread and anticipation. He didn't tap his foot. Didn't check his watch. Just stood there, still as a cypress in dead air, and somehow that was worse. I was late—again—despite his explicit warning yesterday to be on time for our private session, and the way his dark eyes locked onto mine told me he’d already decided my punishment.

“Ten minutes past, Sloane,” he said, voice low, that Cajun drawl turning each word deliberate and unhurried, like he had all the time in the world to make me pay. “You think Daddy’s rules are optional, cher?” I opened my mouth to protest, but the look he gave me—piercing, calculative, utterly unshakable—silenced me before I could start.

My sneakers scuffed the tiled floor as I followed him inside, the locker room empty except for us, the air heavy with the faint tang of sweat and chlorine from the nearby showers. Remy didn’t rush. He never did. Every movement was deliberate, his massive hands flexing as he pointed to the wooden bench in the center of the room.

“Over the bench. Now.” His drawl didn't rise -- it never did. Remy's commands didn't need volume. They had gravity. The kind that pulled you in whether you wanted to go or not.

My heart thudded, a mix of defiance and surrender warring inside me as I hesitated, just for a second. One second too long. His gaze darkened, and I felt the weight of his disappointment like a physical touch -- heavier than any hand.

I moved. Bent over the bench, my palms flat against the cool wood, my ass tilted up in the tight leggings I’d worn for training. My curls spilled over my shoulder, and I could feel the heat of Remy’s presence behind me, his shadow looming as he stepped closer.

“You know why this is happenin', p'tite,” he said, his drawl softer now but no less firm. “Breakin' rules has consequences. Daddy warned you.”

I nodded, my throat tight, my body already trembling with the anticipation of what was coming. His hand—large, calloused, impossibly strong—rested on my lower back, pinning me in place. The first strike landed without warning, his palm cracking against my ass with a sharp sting that made me gasp, the sound echoing off the locker room walls.

“Count,” he ordered, and I choked out a shaky “One,” as the heat bloomed across my skin. Another strike, harder this time, the burn spreading like wildfire, and I whimpered, “Two.” My legs shook, but Remy’s hand on my back kept me steady, grounding me even as he delivered the punishment.

Three. Four. Five. Each spank was measured, precise, the rhythm as steady as his drawl. Six. Seven. My ass burned, the skin going from pink to angry red under his relentless palm, and each strike drove me forward against the bench, the wood pressing into my hips. Eight. Nine. Tears pricked my eyes, not from pain alone but from the overwhelming mix of shame and need pooling in my core. My body betrayed me, heat slicking between my thighs even as I squirmed against the bench.

“Ten,” I gasped finally, my voice breaking, my skin throbbing with a fiery ache. Remy paused, his hand lingering on the curve of my ass, rubbing gently over the tender flesh. The contrast of his tenderness after the harshness made me shiver, my breath hitching.

“Good girl, cher,” he murmured, and those words -- spoken in that Cajun drawl, warm as bourbon and twice as intoxicating -- hit me harder than any strike. Warmth flooded through me, making my clit pulse with desperate need. I felt small under his touch, vulnerable, and yet so utterly safe. His approval was everything.

But he wasn’t done. I heard the faint sound of a bag unzipping, the rustle of something being retrieved, and then the cool drip of lube against my overheated skin as his fingers tugged my leggings and panties down to my thighs in one swift motion. My pussy clenched, exposed to the air, to him, and I couldn’t suppress the whimper that escaped me.

“Stay still, p'tite,” Remy said, his drawl a dark promise as he spread the lube over my entrance with one thick finger, circling slowly, teasingly. The sensation was maddening, my hips twitching despite his command, and then I felt it—the blunt tip of a dildo pressing against me, slick and unyielding. My breath caught, anticipation and nerves tangling in my chest.

“Take this toy deep, bebe, while Daddy spanks that naughty ass,” he said, his Cajun drawl laced with both authority and affection, and I nearly came undone right then. The dildo slid in, stretching me with a slow, deliberate push, filling me inch by inch as I moaned, my fingers gripping the edge of the bench. The fullness was overwhelming, my walls clenching around the toy as Remy held it in place with one hand.

Then his other hand came down again, a sharp slap to my already burning ass, and I cried out, the pain merging with the pleasure of being filled. He thrust the dildo deeper, matching the rhythm of his spanks, each movement calculated to drive me to the edge. My body rocked forward with each hit, the toy sliding in and out, slick and relentless, hitting that spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes.

“Feel that, cher?” Remy growled, his drawl rougher now, the Cajun thickening as his control frayed at the edges. He spanked me again, harder, the sting radiating through me. “This is what happens when you disobey Daddy. Pain and pleasure, all at once.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think, my world narrowing to the sharp burn of his palm, the deep thrust of the dildo, the way my pussy dripped with need. My moans turned to desperate sobs, my body trembling as the pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter until I thought I’d shatter.

“Please, Daddy Remy,” I whimpered, my voice small, broken, as I teetered on the brink. “I’m sorry—I’ll be good—”

“You’ll come when I say,” he said, his hand pausing mid-air, the dildo still buried deep inside me, unmoving. The denial was torture, my clit throbbing, my entire body screaming for release. I squirmed, desperate, but his grip on my hip tightened, holding me still.

“Beg for it, p'tite,” he commanded, and I didn’t hesitate, the words spilling out in a rush.

“Please, Daddy Remy, please let me come—I need it, I’ll follow the rules, I promise—” My voice cracked, raw with need, and I felt his approval in the way his thumb brushed soothingly over my hip.

“Good girl,” he said again, the Cajun tenderness in those two words cracking something open inside me that I didn't know was locked. And that was all it took. He thrust the dildo hard, one final spank landing on my ass, and I shattered, my orgasm ripping through me with a force that stole my breath. My pussy clenched around the toy, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over me as I cried out, my cries echoing in the empty room, my body shaking uncontrollably.

Remy didn’t stop, working the dildo through my climax, drawing out every shudder, every gasp, until I was a trembling mess over the bench. Only then did he ease the toy out, the slick sound of it leaving me making my cheeks flush with a fresh wave of shame and arousal. My legs gave way entirely, and I would have slid off the bench if not for his hands catching me -- always catching me. His hands were gentle now, pulling my panties and leggings back up, smoothing over my tender skin with a tenderness that made my heart ache.

“Up, baby girl,” he said softly, helping me stand on shaky legs, his massive hands steadying me as I turned to face him. His dark eyes searched mine, checking, always checking, and I felt myself slip into that soft, hazy space where I was just his little one, safe and cared for. He pulled me against his chest, one hand cradling the back of my head, the other rubbing slow circles on my back.

“You took your punishment well, bebe,” he murmured, his lips brushing my forehead, and I melted into him, the sting of my ass and the ache between my thighs a reminder of his control, his care. “But you need to remember, Sloane. Daddy’s rules ain’t just for show.”

I nodded against him, my curls sticking to my damp skin, my body still buzzing from the intensity of it all. “I’ll try, Daddy Remy,” I whispered, my voice small, and I meant it—even if a tiny, defiant part of me wondered how far I could push before breaking again.

He tilted my chin up, his gaze locking onto mine, and I saw the flicker of something darker there, a promise of more. “Next time, p’tite, the punishment escalates,” he said, his Cajun drawl quiet as a prayer but heavy as an anvil. “And I won’t be the only Daddy teachin’ you that lesson.”

My breath hitched, the thought of Viktor and Cole joining Remy in whatever came next lighting a fresh spark of heat in my core. Viktor with his ice-cold commands and diaper rituals. Cole with his golden warmth and toys and pacifiers. And Remy -- Remy with his bayou drawl and leather-hard hands and the way he could make punishment feel like the safest thing in the world.

I was already in deep, surrendered to their control, their care, their possession. Three Daddies, three completely different ways of owning me, and I craved every single one. As Remy held me close, his heartbeat steady against my ear, I knew I’d crave every consequence they had in store.

"Daddy Remy?" I whispered against his chest.

"Mm?"

"Thank you."

His arms tightened around me, and I felt his lips press against the top of my head. "Always, p’tite. Always."


Chapter 8: Game Night Gamble

It started in the locker room, thirty minutes before the game.

Cole had been waiting for me, leaning against the exam table with that golden retriever grin that always meant trouble. His tousled blond hair fell across his forehead, blue eyes bright with mischief as he held up a folded diaper in one hand, the crinkling plastic obscenely loud in the empty room.

“No,” I said immediately, even as heat pooled low in my belly. “Not here. Not for a game.”

“Daddy Cole says yes, baby girl.” His voice was light, teasing, but the steel underneath was unmistakable. He patted the exam table. “Up.”

I climbed on with trembling legs. His hands were gentle as he slid my skirt up, peeled my panties down, and unfolded the padding beneath me. The crinkle echoed off the tiled walls as he dusted baby powder across my skin, his fingers lingering at my inner thighs. He taped the diaper snug around my hips, adjusting the fit with practiced ease, and the bulk between my legs made me feel impossibly small.

“Perfect,” he murmured, smoothing my skirt back down. “No one will know but Daddy.”

Twenty minutes later, I stood on the sidelines, the roar of the crowd vibrating through my bones. The hockey game was in full swing, players slicing across the ice with brutal precision, but my focus wasn’t on the rink. It was on Cole, leaning against the barrier a few feet away, his playful smirk cutting through the chaos like a blade.

His blue eyes locked on mine, glinting with mischief under the stadium lights. At 6’3”, he towered over everyone nearby, his broad shoulders filling out his team jacket, his presence a quiet command even off the ice. “Having fun, baby girl?” he asked, voice low and teasing, barely audible over the crowd’s cheers.

I shifted, hyper-aware of the diaper’s crinkle beneath my short skirt -- the secret he’d sealed around my hips with his own hands just minutes ago. “Yes, Daddy Cole,” I whispered, my cheeks heating at the vulnerability of it all. At 5’2”, I felt impossibly small next to him, my hazel eyes darting away as his smirk widened.

He stepped closer, his massive hand brushing my hip, hidden from view by the angle of his body. “Good. I’ve got a little game for us tonight,” he murmured, slipping something small and smooth into my hand. I glanced down—a vibrating egg, its sleek surface cool against my palm, attached to a tiny remote he kept in his pocket.

My breath caught, heat pooling low in my belly. “Here?” I hissed, my voice barely a whisper as I glanced at the sea of fans around us. The thought of being so exposed, so controlled, in this semi-public chaos made my heart race.

“Right here,” Cole confirmed, his tone playful but unyielding. He guided my hand under my skirt, past the crinkling padding of the diaper, until the egg nestled against my clit through the thin inner lining. “Keep it there, little one. Daddy’s in charge now.”

I bit my lip, the cool toy pressing into my sensitive flesh, already sending tiny shivers through me. The crowd roared again as a goal was scored, but all I could feel was the weight of Cole’s gaze, the promise of what was coming. My body betrayed me, a warm ache spreading despite my nerves.

Cole’s fingers brushed my cheek, tilting my chin up to meet his eyes. “You’re gonna be a good girl and take what Daddy gives you, aren’t you?” His voice was a purr, laced with that teasing edge that always pulled me into Little Space.

“Yes, Daddy Cole,” I mumbled, my mind already softening, the noise of the stadium fading as his words wrapped around me. I felt small, safe, and utterly at his mercy—a feeling only my Daddies could ignite. The diaper crinkled louder as I shifted, the sound a humiliating reminder of my surrender, yet it only deepened the heat between my thighs.

He grinned, pulling the remote from his pocket, his thumb hovering over the button. “Let’s see how quiet you can be,” he said, and with a click, the egg buzzed to life against my clit.

A gasp slipped out, my knees buckling at the sudden vibration, sharp and insistent. Cole’s arm shot around my waist, steadying me against his side as the crowd cheered obliviously around us. “Easy, baby girl,” he chuckled, his breath hot against my ear. “Don’t let anyone know what Daddy’s doing to this sweet little pussy.”

The buzz intensified, a low hum that pulsed through my core, driving me to the edge in seconds. My hands gripped the barrier, knuckles white, as I fought to keep my face neutral. Every nerve was on fire, the toy relentless against my swollen clit, the diaper’s padding rubbing against my thighs with every tiny squirm.

Cole watched me, his smirk never faltering, his thumb rolling the remote’s dial to turn the vibration down just as I neared the peak. “Not yet,” he teased, his voice a playful taunt. “Daddy decides when you come, little one.”

I whimpered softly, the denial aching worse than the stimulation, my pussy clenching around nothing as the buzz dulled to a frustrating whisper. The crowd’s noise crashed over me again, amplifying the exposure, the risk of being seen trembling under Cole’s control. My body screamed for release, but I knew better than to beg—not yet.

He leaned in, his lips brushing my temple. “Look at you, so pathetic and desperate already,” he murmured, the words dripping with affectionate heat. That word—pathetic—hit deep, sparking a shameful thrill that made my clit throb harder against the egg.

The vibration kicked up again, sharper this time, a staccato pulse that had me biting my lip until I tasted blood. My legs shook, the diaper crinkling audibly as I shifted, the heavy padding a constant reminder of Cole’s dominance. “Daddy Cole, please,” I whispered, barely audible, my voice trembling with need.

“Please what?” he teased, turning the intensity down again just as my hips started to jerk. His hand slid to my lower back, pressing me closer to the barrier, hiding my tremors from prying eyes. “Use your words, baby girl.”

“Please let me come,” I begged, my voice a broken whisper, my mind slipping further into that hazy, regressed space where only my Daddies mattered. The crowd’s roar felt distant, the world narrowing to the buzz against my clit, the crinkle of my diaper, and Cole’s unyielding presence.

“Not yet,” he said, his tone firm but playful, the remote clicking as the vibration dropped to a torturous hum. My body ached, the edge so close I could feel it in every pulse, every breath, but denied again. Tears pricked my eyes, frustration mixing with arousal, my pussy dripping into the padding beneath me.

Cole’s massive hand cupped my cheek, thumb brushing away a stray tear. “Such a good girl, holding on for Daddy,” he praised, and the words sent a warm rush through me, deeper than the toy’s buzz. That praise—it was everything, a trigger that made me feel owned, cherished, even as he tormented me.

The game on the ice blurred into nothing as the egg buzzed harder again, Cole’s thumb rolling the dial to a punishing intensity. My clit throbbed under the relentless vibration, my hips twitching despite my efforts to stay still. The diaper’s bulk pressed against my inner thighs, the crinkle louder now, wet warmth spreading as my arousal soaked through, amplifying my shame and need.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” Cole murmured, his voice a dark tease as he watched my face contort with desperation. He leaned closer, his broad frame shielding me from the crowd, his breath hot on my neck. “Come quietly, baby girl, or everyone’ll hear how Daddy owns this pussy.”

That line, delivered with such possessive heat, shattered me. The vibration peaked, a brutal wave against my clit, and I came hard, my knees buckling as a silent scream caught in my throat. My pussy clenched, waves of pleasure crashing through me, hot and overwhelming, my juices soaking the diaper as I trembled against the barrier.

Cole’s arm tightened around my waist, holding me up as I shook, my orgasm ripping through every nerve. “Good girl,” he whispered, the words a trigger that dragged another shuddering aftershock from me, my clit hypersensitive against the still-buzzing egg. I bit my lip raw to keep quiet, the crowd’s cheers drowning out the tiny whimpers I couldn’t hold back.

He turned the toy off, the sudden silence almost as jarring as the vibration had been. My body sagged against him, spent and trembling, the wet, heavy diaper sagging between my thighs, a humiliating weight that grounded me in my submission. Cole’s hand rubbed slow circles on my back, his touch tender now, pulling me back from the edge of Little Space into his care.

“You did so well, baby girl,” he murmured, kissing my forehead, his massive frame a shield against the world. “Daddy’s proud of you.” The praise warmed me from the inside out, my hazel eyes fluttering up to meet his, finding nothing but affection in his gaze.

I nestled into his side, the crinkle of the diaper louder now with the added wetness, a reminder of how completely I’d surrendered to his control. The crowd’s energy still pulsed around us, oblivious to the intimate game we’d just played, but my world was just Cole—his scent, his warmth, his dominance. My mind drifted, hazy and soft, the regression lingering as I clung to him.

He tilted my chin up, his smirk returning, though softer now. “We’re not done, little one,” he said, his voice a quiet promise as he pocketed the remote. “Just wait until Viktor and Remy hear about how well you took Daddy’s toy in front of all these people.”

My breath hitched, a fresh spark of heat igniting at the thought of my other Daddies joining in, their distinct brands of control weaving into Cole’s playful dominance. Viktor’s protective intensity, Remy’s stern discipline—how would they react to this? The anticipation curled low in my belly, mixing with the lingering ache of my orgasm.

Cole’s hand lingered on my hip, possessive and steady, as the game on the ice neared its end. “How long before they join the game, baby girl?” he teased, his tone laced with a dark promise that made my pulse race all over again. I knew then, as I stood trembling in his hold, that this was just the beginning—and I’d be craving every wicked rule, every shared moment, they had in store.


Chapter 9: Captain’s Care

I sat curled in the corner of my office, the sterile fluorescent lights casting harsh shadows over the cluttered desk. My cheeks burned with mortification, the weight of what had just happened pressing down on me like a physical force.

Viktor’s rule. Not Cole’s game-night-only padding, but Viktor’s standing order -- "You wear protection every day now, malyshka. Daddy decides when it comes off." He’d instituted it after our session in the treatment room, and I’d been wearing his diapers under my work clothes for three days now. Part of his strict rules for my safety and grounding. Part of his cage tightening around me one notch at a time.

The diaper felt heavy and warm now, the padding sagging between my thighs after the accident I couldn’t control.

I’d been rushing through paperwork, my mind scattered after the intensity of last night’s game and the lingering ache of Cole’s touch, when it happened. A slow, hot stream escaped me, spreading through the plush padding with a soft crinkle that echoed in the quiet room. My hands had flown to my face, horror mixing with a traitorous heat pooling low in my belly as my body betrayed me.

The door creaked open, and I froze, my heart slamming against my ribs. Viktor stepped in, his 6'5" frame filling the doorway, broad shoulders squared and his pale blue eyes scanning the room with that unerring precision. He moved with deliberate calm, his fitted training shirt stretched tight over his chest, every step a reminder of the control he wielded over me -- over everything.

“Malyshka,” he said, his deep voice rolling over me like a wave, thick with his faint Russian accent. “Why are you hiding?”

I couldn’t meet his gaze, my hands twisting in my lap as the crinkle of the diaper sounded louder in my ears with every breath. “I—I didn’t mean to,” I whispered, my voice small, regressing under the weight of his presence. “It just… happened.”

Viktor knelt before me, his huge hands resting on my knees, the warmth of his palms seeping through my thin stockings. His eyes softened, but there was no mistaking the authority behind them. “Accidents happen, little one. Daddy’s not angry.”

My breath hitched, shame and relief warring inside me as he tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet his steady gaze. That look—calculating, protective, possessive—sent a shiver down my spine, my body reacting before my mind could catch up. Heat pooled between my legs again, despite everything, and I squirmed under his touch.

“Come,” he commanded, standing and offering a hand, his tone leaving no room for argument. “We take care of this now.”

I let him pull me up, my legs shaky as the heavy diaper shifted with every step toward the small couch in the corner of my office. Viktor moved with purpose, retrieving a fresh diaper, wipes, and a small bottle of baby powder from the discreet bag he always kept nearby. The ritual of it—the crinkle of the packaging, the faint scent of lavender—sent me spiraling deeper into Little Space, my mind softening at the edges.

“Lay down, baby girl,” he instructed, his voice a low rumble as he unfolded a soft blanket over the couch. I obeyed, my skirt riding up as I settled on my back, the wet padding clinging to my skin. His hands were gentle but firm as he lifted my hips, sliding the tabs of the used diaper open with a slow, deliberate rip that made my cheeks flush hotter.

The cool air hit my exposed skin, a stark contrast to the warmth I’d felt moments before, and I whimpered, my hands covering my face. Viktor’s fingers brushed mine away, his touch grounding as he murmured, “No hiding from Daddy. You’re perfect, even like this.”

He worked with clinical precision, wiping me clean with slow, careful strokes, the damp cloth cool against my heated skin. My breath came in short gasps, the intimacy of his care mixing with the humiliation until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. My body trembled, arousal building unbidden as his massive hands moved over me, dwarfing my small frame.

“Good girl,” he said, sprinkling baby powder over me, the silky texture and faint scent wrapping me in a haze of comfort. He unfolded the fresh diaper, sliding it under my hips with a crinkle that made my core clench. His fingers lingered, brushing my inner thighs as he taped it securely, each touch sending sparks through me.

But Viktor wasn’t done. He reached into the bag again, pulling out a small silver butt plug, the metal gleaming under the harsh office lights, and a bottle of lube. My eyes widened, a mix of fear and anticipation twisting in my gut as he held it up for me to see.

“We’re going to try something new, malyshka,” he said, his voice a dark promise, his Russian accent thickening the way it always did when he was in full Daddy mode. He held the plug up, letting me see it -- the tapered tip, the flared base, the way it gleamed under the harsh fluorescent lights. “Daddy needs to make sure you feel full. Taken care of in every way. You understand?”

My mouth went dry. But I nodded, because with Viktor, I always nodded.

I nodded, my voice caught in my throat as he positioned himself behind me, easing my legs apart. He lifted my hips again, the fresh diaper crinkling under me, and I felt the cold drizzle of lube against my tight hole. My breath hitched, my body tensing as he worked a finger in first, slow and deliberate, stretching me with a tenderness that belied the raw dominance in his eyes.

“Relax for Daddy,” he murmured, his free hand stroking my thigh as he added a second finger, the stretch burning in the best way. I whimpered, my hands clutching the blanket beneath me, my mind slipping further as the sensation overwhelmed me. His fingers moved with purpose, preparing me, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he pressed the cold tip of the plug against me.

“Breathe, little one,” Viktor said, his voice steady as he pushed it in, inch by inch, the metal stretching me wide until it settled deep inside. The fullness was intense, a constant pressure that made my pussy clench around nothing, my arousal soaking into the fresh padding. His hand slid forward, fingers finding my clit through the diaper, rubbing slow circles that had my hips bucking against him.

“Oh—Daddy Viktor,” I gasped, my voice breaking as pleasure spiraled through me, the combination of the plug and his touch pushing me to the edge. He leaned over me, his massive body caging mine, his breath hot against my ear as he worked me harder, faster, the crinkle of the diaper mixing with my desperate moans.

“Squirt for Daddy, malyshka, while I fill this tight little hole,” he growled, his voice thick with command, the exact words sending a shockwave through me. My body obeyed before my mind could process, a gushing release tearing through me, soaking the fresh diaper as I squirted hard, the warmth spreading through the padding with every shuddering wave of my orgasm. My cries filled the room, my hands reaching for him, needing to feel his strength as I came apart.

Viktor didn’t stop, his fingers drawing out every last tremor, his other hand pressing against the base of the plug to keep it seated deep inside me. “Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting deeper than the pleasure itself, wrapping me in a warmth that felt like home. My body sagged against the couch, spent and trembling, as the aftershocks rippled through me, the heavy, wet diaper a constant reminder of how completely I’d surrendered.

He shifted, sitting beside me and pulling me into his lap, his massive arms enveloping my small frame as I curled against his chest. The crinkle of the diaper was softer now, the warmth of my release mingling with the lingering stretch of the plug, grounding me in a way I couldn’t explain. Viktor’s hand stroked my hair, his lips pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead as he whispered, “Daddy’s got you, baby girl. Always.”

I nestled closer, my mind still hazy from the intensity, the shame of the accident fading under the weight of his care. His heartbeat was steady under my cheek, a rhythm I could lose myself in, and I felt the last of my resistance melt away. Being this vulnerable, this taken care of -- it was everything I didn’t know I needed.

He held me for a long time. Longer than he needed to, longer than the aftercare required. His hand stroked my hair in a steady rhythm, and I listened to the beat of his heart -- strong, unfaltering, like the man himself.

"Daddy?" I whispered, so deep in Little Space that the word came out small and sleepy.

"Da, malyshka?"

"Do the others know? About the diapers?"

His hand paused in my hair, just for a moment. "Cole knows. He uses them too, in his own way. And Remy..." A pause. "Remy will know when the time is right."

The thought of all three of them knowing -- of all three seeing me like this, padded and vulnerable and soaked -- should have sent me running. But the woman who would have run had died somewhere between Viktor’s first "malyshka" and Remy’s first "p’tite." The girl who remained just pressed closer to his chest.

"Are you ashamed?" Viktor asked, his voice dropping low, no judgment in it.

I thought about it. Really thought about it. "No," I whispered, and the honesty of it surprised even me. "Not when you’re here."

His arms tightened around me, and for a moment, the stoic Russian captain cracked -- just enough for me to see the warmth underneath all that ice. "Good girl," he murmured, and pressed his lips to my forehead. "Daddy’s always here."

But even as I lay there, safe in Viktor’s hold, a new thought curled low in my belly, mixing with the afterglow. What would happen when all three of my Daddies claimed me at once? The anticipation of their combined hands, their voices, their shared possession -- it sent a fresh shiver through me, promising more wicked, overwhelming moments to come.


Chapter 10: Bound by Rules

I stood in the private training room of the hockey arena, the air thick with the scent of sweat and ice, my heart pounding against my ribcage. My dark curls were pulled tight into a ponytail, but a few strands had escaped, sticking to the back of my neck as I glared at Remy. At 5’2”, I felt impossibly small next to his towering frame, his broad shoulders filling the space, his presence an unyielding force that made my defiance feel both reckless and electric.

Remy’s dark eyes studied me with that quiet dominance that always unraveled me. He didn’t raise his voice -- never did. Instead, his words came in that slow Cajun drawl, each syllable deliberate, slicing through the tension like a blade through bayou fog. “You been breakin’ rules again, Sloane. Skippin’ warm-ups. Pushin’ yourself too hard. You think Daddy don’t notice, cher?”

My lips parted, a protest ready, but my body betrayed me first. Heat pooled low in my belly, my thighs clenching at the weight of his gaze. I hated how he could do this—strip me bare with just a look, make me feel like a little girl caught misbehaving.

“I’m fine,” I muttered, crossing my arms over my chest. But my voice wavered, and I saw the corner of his mouth twitch, a flicker of amusement beneath the steel.

“Fine?” Remy stepped closer, his boots heavy on the padded floor, his fitted training shirt stretching over his tattooed, muscular chest. He reached out, his massive hand tilting my chin up, forcing me to meet his dark eyes. “Little girls who lie to their Daddy get punished, p'tite. You know that.”

My breath hitched. His thumb brushed my lower lip, a gentle threat, and I felt the first stirrings of that familiar haze—Little Space creeping in at the edges of my mind. I wanted to fight it, to hold onto my sharp edges, but Remy’s control was a tide I couldn’t resist.

“Strip,” he commanded, stepping back to watch. His voice was a low rumble, each word deliberate. “Now.”

My hands trembled as I tugged at the hem of my tank top, pulling it over my head. The cool air of the training room hit my bare skin, my nipples hardening instantly under his gaze. I shoved my leggings down next, stepping out of them, leaving me in just a pair of pale pink panties, the cotton embarrassingly damp already.

Remy’s eyes darkened, raking over me, and I felt the weight of his approval—and his hunger. “Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting deeper than it should, making my core throb. “But we’re not done.”

He turned to a black duffel bag on the bench, pulling out a pair of leather cuffs, the metal buckles glinting under the harsh fluorescent lights. My stomach flipped, anticipation and nerves tangling together. I knew what was coming, and my body ached for it even as my mind screamed to resist.

“Arms up,” Remy ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument. I obeyed, lifting my arms above my head, and he stepped behind me, his chest brushing my back as he secured the cuffs around my wrists. The leather was cool and tight, biting into my skin just enough to make me gasp, and he hooked them to a bar above, stretching me taut until I was on my tiptoes, completely exposed.

“Look at you,” he said, circling me like a predator, his voice dripping with a mix of tenderness and menace. “So small. So helpless for Daddy.”

I whimpered, the words pushing me deeper into that hazy space where I wasn’t Sloane, the fierce independent woman, but his little girl, desperate for his touch, his rules. My body trembled, the strain in my arms only heightening the ache between my thighs.

Remy stopped in front of me, pulling something else from the bag—a pair of silver nipple clamps connected by a thin chain. My eyes widened, a jolt of fear mixing with desire as he held them up, letting me see the sharp little teeth. “You’ve been naughty, baby girl. Time to feel the bite.”

He didn’t wait for a response. His massive hands, rough from years on the ice, cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over my already sensitive nipples until I arched into his touch. Then, with deliberate slowness, he attached the first clamp, the sharp pinch stealing my breath, pain blooming into a dark, throbbing pleasure.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my head tipping back, but Remy’s hand caught my chin, forcing my gaze back to him.

“Language, p’tite,” he corrected, his drawl firm but warm. “Daddy don’t like hearin’ such dirty words from his sweet girl.” He attached the second clamp, the twin bite making me cry out, my body jerking against the restraints.

Tears pricked my eyes, but the heat pooling in my core was undeniable. Remy tugged lightly on the chain connecting the clamps, sending a fresh wave of sensation through me, and I moaned, my knees buckling. He caught me with one arm around my waist, his strength holding me up effortlessly.

“Shh, I’ve got you,” he murmured, his lips brushing my forehead. But there was no softness in his eyes when he stepped back, reaching for the wand vibrator from the bag. The black head of it buzzed to life in his hand, the sound a promise that made my pussy clench.

“Spread your legs,” Remy ordered, and I did, trembling as he knelt before me, his broad shoulders filling the space between my thighs. He didn’t touch me at first—just held the wand inches from my panties, the vibration teasing through the thin fabric, making my hips jerk forward. “So eager, cher. So wet for Daddy already.”

He pressed it against my clit, the sudden intensity making me scream, my body pulling against the cuffs as pleasure ripped through me. The leather bit into my wrists, the cool metal grounding me even as the vibration pushed me higher, faster. I couldn’t escape it—couldn’t do anything but take it, my toes curling against the floor.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Remy growled, his free hand gripping my hip, holding me still as he worked the wand in slow, torturous circles. “Let Daddy see how much you need this.”

My first orgasm hit like a tidal wave, tearing a cry from my throat as my pussy pulsed, soaking my panties further. I sagged in the restraints, panting, but Remy didn’t stop. He turned the vibration up, pressing harder, and I whimpered, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

“No, please -- Daddy Remy, I can’t --” My voice broke, but his dark eyes locked on mine, unyielding.

“You can, and you will,” he said, his voice a dark caress. “Come again, little girl, let Daddy see this pussy drip for me.”

The words, combined with the relentless buzz against my clit, shattered me. My second orgasm slammed into me, harder than the first, my body convulsing as I screamed his name, wetness spilling down my thighs. I felt it—felt myself dripping, just as he wanted, and the shame of it only deepened my regression, my mind slipping fully into Little Space.

“Daddy,” I sobbed, tears streaming down my cheeks now, not from pain but from the raw, overwhelming need. I was his little girl, completely at his mercy, and the thought made my core throb even as aftershocks trembled through me.

Remy didn’t let up. He kept the wand pressed against me, dragging out a third orgasm before I could even catch my breath, my body writhing against the restraints, the nipple clamps tugging with every movement. My screams turned to broken whimpers, my vision blurring as pleasure bordered on pain, but his voice anchored me.

“Good girl,” he praised, and those two words triggered a final, shattering peak, my pussy clenching around nothing as I came again, squirting this time, the hot rush of it soaking through my panties and onto the floor. I hung there, spent, trembling, my mind a fog of submission and bliss.

Remy turned off the wand, setting it aside, and stood, his massive frame towering over me once more. He unhooked the cuffs from the bar, catching me as my legs gave out, his arms wrapping around my small body like a shield. He removed the nipple clamps gently, massaging the tender flesh with his thumbs, and I hissed at the rush of blood returning, pain and relief mixing into something intoxicating.

“You did so well, bebe,” he murmured, his drawl softer now, warm with pride, the Cajun endearment wrapping around me like a worn blanket. He lifted me effortlessly, cradling me against his chest as he sat on the bench, my head resting on his shoulder. His hand stroked my back, slow and soothing, grounding me as I floated in the afterglow.

I felt small, safe, utterly owned—and I loved it. My body still hummed, the tightness of the cuffs a lingering memory on my wrists, the ache between my thighs a reminder of his control. But as I nestled closer, breathing in the scent of his cologne, a new thought sparked through the haze.

Remy’s discipline had broken me apart and put me back together in a way I hadn’t expected. His control was absolute -- not the icy command of Viktor or the playful authority of Cole, but something rooted deeper, older. Cajun steel forged in bayou fire. A force I couldn’t fight, even if I wanted to.

But what would happen when Viktor and Cole joined him -- when all three of my Daddies enforced their rules together, their hands and voices claiming every inch of me at once?

The thought sent a fresh shiver down my spine, my body already aching for more, for the overwhelming possession I knew was coming. I buried my face in Remy’s neck, hiding the flush on my cheeks, but I couldn’t hide the anticipation building inside me. Whatever came next, I knew I’d be theirs—completely, irrevocably, and in every wicked way they desired.


Chapter 11: Double the Care

Exhaustion clawed at my bones as I slumped into the plush couch in the team lounge. The game night had been brutal, a relentless storm of shouted plays and crashing bodies on the ice, and now every muscle in my 5’2” frame ached with the aftermath. My dark curls, still damp with sweat, clung to my neck as I curled into myself, hazel eyes half-lidded, desperate for a moment of quiet.

The lounge door swung open with a deliberate creak, and I didn’t need to look to know who it was. Viktor’s presence filled the room before he even spoke—broad shoulders, towering height, a fortress of a man who moved with unhurried control. His boots clicked on the tiled floor, each step a quiet command, while Cole’s lighter tread followed, a teasing rhythm that promised mischief.

“Malyshka,” Viktor’s deep voice rumbled, laced with that protective edge that always made my chest tighten. “You’re spent. Time for Daddies to take care of you.”

I lifted my head, meeting his piercing gaze, then Cole’s playful smirk. Cole, with his tousled hair and easy grin, leaned against the armrest, a stuffed bear tucked under one arm like a secret weapon. My heart stuttered—safety and joy, two halves of the same promise, staring down at me with intent.

“I’m fine,” I mumbled, though my voice wavered. My body betrayed me already, a familiar heat pooling low in my belly under their combined scrutiny. I shifted, and the faint crinkle of the padding beneath my leggings reminded me of the vulnerability I’d already surrendered to them.

“No, little one,” Cole said, his tone light but firm, dropping the bear onto the couch beside me. “You’re not fine. You’re ours to fix up.”

Viktor knelt before me, his massive hands engulfing my knees as he spread them just enough to settle between them. His touch was a shield, a grounding weight, and I couldn’t stop the shiver that raced up my spine. “Lift your hips, Sloane,” he ordered softly, already tugging at the waistband of my leggings.

I obeyed, because with Viktor, I always did. My leggings slid down, exposing the thick diaper beneath, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. Shame and need twisted together in my gut as his fingers brushed the tapes, undoing them with clinical precision—but then they lingered, grazing the sensitive skin just above my clit, and I gasped.

“Good girl,” Viktor murmured, his thumb circling that spot with agonizing slowness, sending sparks through my core. My hips jerked involuntarily, and he pinned me with a look that said I wasn’t going anywhere. “Stay still for Daddy Viktor. We’re just getting started.”

Cole moved behind me, his warmth enveloping my back as he slid onto the couch. His hands slipped over my shoulders, massaging the tension away, but there was a playful edge to every touch. “Eyes closed, baby girl,” he whispered, and before I could protest, a soft blindfold settled over my face, stealing my sight.

“Cole—” I started, but his chuckle cut me off, low and teasing.

“Trust Daddy Cole, sweetheart. Let us make you feel good.” His fingers danced feather-light down my arms, tracing patterns that made my skin prickle, while Viktor’s hands worked below, peeling the diaper away completely now, the cool air hitting my bare pussy.

I squirmed, overwhelmed already, the crinkle of the padding gone but the memory of its weight still heavy in my mind. Viktor’s fingers returned, spreading me open with a tenderness that belied his size, his thumb brushing my clit again, slick with my own wetness. “So ready for us,” he growled, and I felt the heat of his breath as he leaned closer, inspecting me like I was his to protect, to claim.

Cole’s touch shifted, one hand slipping under my shirt to cup my breast, pinching my nipple just hard enough to make me whimper. “That’s it, little one,” he cooed into my ear, his other hand still tracing maddening circles on my arm. “Feel everything. Daddies are right here.”

My head tipped back against Cole’s chest, the blindfold heightening every sensation—Viktor’s thick fingers teasing my entrance now, stretching me with deliberate care, and Cole’s warmth surrounding me, his playful touches a counterpoint to Viktor’s intensity. I was caught between them, small and fragile under their massive hands, and the thought alone made my pussy clench.

“Need more,” I whispered, my voice barely a breath, regression creeping in as the overwhelm took hold. I fumbled for something, anything, and Cole pressed the pacifier into my lips, the silicone comforting as I sucked on it, slipping deeper into that hazy, safe space.

“Good girl,” Viktor said again, and those words hit like a trigger, warmth flooding through me as his fingers pushed inside, two at once, filling me with a slow, deliberate stretch. My moan muffled around the pacifier, hips rocking despite myself, and he held me down with one hand on my thigh, his grip unyielding.

Cole’s voice was at my ear, a teasing murmur. “Look at you, baby girl, taking Daddy Viktor so well. You’re gonna come for us, aren’t you?” His fingers rolled my nipple harder, a sharp jolt of pleasure that synced with Viktor’s thrusts, and I was spiraling already, lost in the dark behind the blindfold.

Viktor withdrew his fingers, and I whined at the loss, but then I heard the rustle of his belt, the heavy sound of his pants hitting the floor. My body tensed in anticipation, knowing what came next, needing it. “Relax, malyshka,” he soothed, his massive hands lifting my hips, positioning me just right on the edge of the couch.

The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance, and I gasped around the pacifier, the stretch immediate and overwhelming as he pushed in, inch by torturous inch. He was huge, filling me completely, and my pussy clenched around him, desperate for more even as I struggled to take it all. “That’s it,” Viktor growled, his hands gripping my hips, holding me steady. “Take Daddy’s cock like a good little girl.”

Cole’s hands never stopped, one still teasing my breast, the other sliding down to stroke my clit in time with Viktor’s slow, deep thrusts. “Feel that, sweetheart?” Cole whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “Two Daddies taking care of you, making you ours. You’re so fucking perfect like this.”

I was drowning in it—the stretch of Viktor inside me, the heat of Cole’s lap beneath my head, the pacifier anchoring me as pleasure built like a tidal wave. My moans were incoherent, muffled, my body trembling between them, small under their combined control. Every thrust from Viktor pushed me closer, every flick of Cole’s fingers on my clit a spark, and I couldn’t hold on.

“Come with Daddy inside you, malyshka, while your other Daddy watches you break,” Viktor said, his voice a low command that shattered me. The words, the stretch, the praise—it was too much. My orgasm crashed through me, a white-hot wave that had me screaming around the pacifier, my pussy squeezing Viktor’s cock as he groaned, spilling inside me with a final, deep thrust.

Cole’s fingers didn’t stop, drawing out every shudder, every aftershock, until I was a whimpering mess in his lap. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice soft now, full of pride, as he slipped the blindfold off. I blinked up at him, hazy, seeing the warmth in his eyes before turning to Viktor, who was already pulling out, his cum dripping from me as he grabbed a fresh diaper from the bag nearby.

My body was limp, spent, but they weren’t done caring for me. Viktor’s hands were gentle now, wiping me clean with a warm cloth, the tenderness a stark contrast to the roughness of moments before. The crinkle of the new padding filled the air as he secured it around me, his fingers lingering just enough to make me shiver again, a promise of more to come.

Cole lifted me fully onto his lap, cradling me against his chest, one hand stroking my hair as the other held the pacifier steady for me. “You did so well, little one,” he said, pressing a kiss to my forehead. “Daddies are so proud of you.”

Viktor settled beside us, his massive frame a protective wall, one hand resting on my knee as if to remind me I was still his to shield. “Rest now, malyshka,” he said, his voice softer but no less commanding. “You need it after taking us so beautifully.”

I nestled deeper into Cole’s warmth, the weight of the fresh diaper a strange comfort, the ache in my body a reminder of their claim. The pacifier bobbed gently between my lips, and I sucked on it without thinking, the rhythm as natural as breathing now.

Two Daddies had taken me apart tonight, piece by trembling piece, and put me back together with their care. Viktor’s ice and Cole’s sunshine, woven together into something that felt less like dominance and more like devotion.

But as my eyes drifted shut, a thought flickered through my hazy mind -- Remy hadn’t been here. His Cajun drawl, his quiet discipline, his "p’tite" and "cher" and the way his hands could make punishment feel like prayer -- all of it absent from tonight’s equation. And somehow, even stuffed full and spent and trembling between two massive hockey players who’d just fucked me senseless, I felt the gap.

I needed all three. Not just their bodies, not just their hands and cocks and toys. I needed what each of them gave me separately -- Viktor’s safety, Cole’s joy, Remy’s structure -- woven together into something whole.

What would it be like when all three of my Daddies claimed me at once? Their hands and voices weaving a net I’d never escape?

The anticipation coiled tight in my core, even as exhaustion pulled me under. I knew I’d wake aching for the answer. And I knew, with a certainty that terrified me, that the answer was coming soon.


Chapter 12: Public Play

The night air was sharp against my bare legs as I stood in the dimly lit parking lot outside the crowded bar. Music thudded through the walls, mixing with the distant hum of laughter and clinking glasses. A banner over the door read "WOLVES WIN -- CELEBRATION NIGHT" in black and silver.

My heart raced, not from the cold, not from the noise, but from the secrets I carried. Two of them. One tucked inside me, the other taped around my hips beneath my short black dress. Cole’s playful smirk lingered in my mind as he’d slipped the anal beads into me just an hour ago, his fingers slick with lube, whispering promises of what was to come.

“Ready, baby girl?” Cole’s voice was a teasing purr as he stepped closer, his broad frame towering over my 5’2” body, one hand resting casually on my lower back while the other toyed with the remote in his pocket. His blond hair fell into his mischievous blue eyes, and I felt that familiar heat pool between my thighs, knowing he held control over the toy nestled deep inside me. Beside him, Remy stood silent but imposing, his dark gaze raking over me with quiet intensity, a fitted black training shirt hugging his tattooed, muscular chest. His Roman features were sharp in the dim light, and those dark eyes read me like a book written in a language only he could speak.

I nodded, words caught in my throat, the crinkle of the diaper under my dress a humiliating reminder of their dominance. They’d insisted on it—Remy’s rule for added control, Cole’s twisted delight in my embarrassment. The padding felt heavy between my thighs, the silky powder they’d dusted over me still lingering on my skin, and I shifted, trying to ignore the way it made me feel so small, so owned.

“Inside,” Remy commanded, his Cajun drawl low and unyielding, a stark contrast to Cole’s playful tone. His hand brushed my arm as we moved toward the bar, a subtle claim that sent shivers down my spine. I knew that look—he was already planning how to correct me tonight, how to keep me in line amidst the chaos of the crowd.

The bar was packed with hockey players, staff, and fans, the air thick with beer and sweat and the buzz of celebration after a big win. I stayed close to my Daddies, their massive frames shielding me as we navigated to a high-top table near the back. Every step made the beads shift inside me, a subtle pressure that had my breath hitching, and I prayed no one could hear the faint crinkle of the diaper beneath my dress.

“Sit, p'tite,” Remy ordered, pulling out a stool for me with one hand, his other lingering on my thigh as I obeyed. His touch was firm, grounding, a silent reminder of his rules—no squirming, no fussing, not in public. But Cole’s grin widened as he leaned in, his breath hot against my ear.

“Feel that, little one?” he murmured, and before I could answer, he pressed a button on the remote. A low buzz vibrated through the beads, the first one tugging slightly as it began to withdraw, and I bit my lip hard to stifle a gasp. The sensation was agonizingly slow, a deep, intimate pull that made my core clench, my body betraying me right here in the middle of the crowd.

My hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white, as the murmur of voices around us seemed to fade into a dull roar. Cole’s eyes glinted with mischief, watching every twitch of my face, while Remy’s hand slid higher up my thigh under the table, hidden by the dim lighting. His fingers dug into my flesh, a warning to stay still, but then his palm lifted and came down in a sharp, discreet spank against my padded backside.

“Quiet, p'tite,” Remy whispered, his Cajun drawl a dark promise as the sting of his slap mingled with the relentless tug of the beads. My hips wanted to buck, to chase the sensation, but his grip held me pinned to the stool. Another bead slipped free, the vibration buzzing through me, and I felt the warmth of arousal pooling in the diaper, my shame and desire twisting into a tight knot.

“You’re doing so good,” Cole praised, his tone dripping with amusement as he leaned casually against the table, one hand still in his pocket, controlling the toy with cruel precision. “No one knows, do they? Just our little secret.”

But it wasn’t a secret to me. Not with the way my body trembled, the heat building between my legs, the crinkle of the diaper growing louder in my ears with every shift. Remy’s hand struck again, a second spank, harder this time, the impact vibrating through the padding straight to my core, and I couldn’t hold back the tiny whimper that escaped my lips.

“Shh,” Remy growled, his fingers tightening on my thigh, his dark eyes locking with mine. “Break the rules again, cher, and Daddy Remy gon' punish you right here. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy Remy,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the crowd, but the words sent a fresh wave of heat through me. My body was a traitor, aching for more even as my mind screamed at the humiliation of it all—sitting here, surrounded by people, with beads slipping out of me and a diaper catching every shameful drop of my arousal.

Cole chuckled softly, pressing the remote again, and the third bead began to pull free, the vibration stronger now, buzzing against my most sensitive nerves. My thighs clenched involuntarily, the padding between them growing heavier, wetter, and I felt the slow, hot spread of warmth as my control slipped further. The diaper absorbed it, the crinkle mocking me, and I dropped my head, cheeks burning, unable to meet their gazes.

“Look at us, little one,” Cole said, his voice still playful but edged with command. I lifted my eyes, meeting his, then Remy’s, and the weight of their stares—knowing, possessive—pushed me closer to the edge. Another spank from Remy, sharp and deliberate, and the combined sensations—the sting, the buzz, the pull—sent me spiraling.

“Come for your Daddies, p'tite, right here where anyone could see,” Cole said, his voice dropping to a wicked whisper, the exact words searing into me like a brand. My body obeyed before my mind could catch up, a shuddering wave of pleasure crashing through me, my pussy clenching around nothing as the final bead slipped free with a wet pop only I could hear. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, fighting to stay silent as my orgasm ripped through me, my thighs trembling under Remy’s iron grip, the diaper sagging with the evidence of my release.

“Good girl, bebe,” Remy murmured, his drawl softening on my thigh, his hand rubbing slow circles over the spot he’d spanked. The praise hit deeper than it should have, melting the last of my resistance, and I felt myself slipping into that hazy, small space where nothing mattered but their approval. Cole’s fingers brushed my cheek, tucking a stray curl behind my ear, his touch tender now, a stark contrast to the torment he’d just inflicted.

“Such a pathetic little thing, coming in a crowded bar for your Daddies,” Cole teased, but his tone was warm, affectionate, wrapping around me like a blanket. My breath came in shallow pants, the aftershocks still rippling through me, and I leaned into his touch, needing the comfort as much as I’d needed the release. The crowd around us buzzed on, oblivious, but I felt exposed, raw, every crinkle of the diaper a reminder of how completely they owned me.

Remy’s hand slid up to my waist, pulling me closer against his side, his warmth a shield against the world. “You did well, p’tite,” he said, his drawl quieter now, almost tender, the Cajun lilt softening. But underneath it, steel. Always steel. “But we ain’t done teachin’ you tonight.”

Cole’s grin returned, sharp and dangerous, as he pocketed the remote, the beads now gone but their memory lingering in every ache of my body. “Daddy Viktor’s not here yet,” he said, his eyes glinting with something dark and thrilling. “But when he joins us, little one, this game is going to get a whole lot dirtier.”

My heart stuttered at the thought, a fresh coil of anticipation tightening in my core even as exhaustion tugged at my limbs. I’d barely survived Cole and Remy’s public torment, their hands and toys and rules unraveling me in the middle of a crowd. What would happen when all three of my Daddies—Cole’s playfulness, Remy’s discipline, and Viktor’s fierce protection—came together to claim me at once?

I didn’t know. But as I sat there, cradled between their massive bodies, the wet weight of the diaper and the sting of Remy’s spanks still fresh, I knew I’d find out soon.

The bar hummed with oblivious energy around us. Teammates laughed and clinked glasses. Fans pressed closer, angling for autographs. And I sat between two towering hockey enforcers with beads slick on my thighs and a soaked diaper and Remy’s handprint branded on my ass, completely, irrevocably owned.

Viktor. The missing piece. His ice to Cole’s fire and Remy’s earth. The thought of his blue eyes taking in the evidence of what they’d done to me tonight -- the wet padding, the trembling aftershocks, the marks Remy had left -- sent a fresh bolt of heat through my exhausted body.

Soon.

The thought alone had me aching for more.


Chapter 13: Threefold Claim

My heart thundered in my chest as I sat on the plush leather couch in Viktor’s private suite, the air still buzzing with the energy of the team’s win. The room was all sleek lines and dark wood, a stark contrast to the chaos of the locker room, but the real storm was brewing around me—three towering figures, my Daddies, their eyes locked on me with a hunger that made my skin prickle. Viktor stood closest, his massive frame filling the space, arms crossed over his chest, while Cole leaned against the wall with a playful smirk, and Remy’s quiet intensity pinned me from the other side.

“You’ve been a good girl tonight, Sloane,” Viktor said, his voice a low rumble, each word deliberate as his gaze raked over me. “But Daddies have rules after a win, and you’re going to follow every single one.”

My breath hitched. Rules. I knew what that meant—surrender, control, and the kind of pleasure that shattered me into pieces. My body already hummed with anticipation, a traitor to the nervous flutter in my stomach as I shifted on the couch, feeling the lingering dampness between my thighs from earlier.

Cole pushed off the wall, his grin widening as he sauntered over, a stuffed bear tucked under one arm—a reminder of the Little Space he loved to coax me into. “Daddy Cole’s got something special for you, baby girl,” he teased, his tone light but dripping with promise. “But first, let’s make sure you can’t get too loud, hmm?”

Before I could respond, he pulled a small, black gag from his pocket, the leather straps glinting under the low lights. My eyes widened, but my pussy clenched, heat pooling low as my body betrayed me once again. Cole’s fingers brushed my chin, tilting my face up as he fitted the gag between my lips, the leather cool against my tongue, muffling my gasp.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his thumb stroking my cheek as he secured the straps behind my head. “Now Daddy can play without the whole arena hearing you scream.”

Viktor stepped forward then, his presence overwhelming, his hands—those massive, calloused hands—reaching for something on the side table. A spreader bar. My pulse skyrocketed as he knelt before me, his icy blue eyes locking with mine, a silent command to stay still. “Legs open, little one,” he ordered, his voice a gravelly caress. “Daddy Viktor needs to make sure you’re secure for us.”

I whimpered behind the gag, my thighs trembling as I parted them, the cool air hitting my overheated skin. Viktor’s hands gripped my ankles with unyielding strength, fastening the cuffs of the bar around them, forcing my legs wide apart. The stretch was immediate, exposing my dripping pussy to their gazes, and shame mixed with raw need as I felt their eyes on me—three sets of hunger, three Daddies ready to claim every inch.

Remy moved then, silent as always, but his presence was a weight I couldn’t ignore. He held a sleek, glass dildo in one hand, the other clutching a bottle of lube, his expression unreadable but his eyes burning with intent. “Daddy Remy gon’ fill you up, bebe,” he said, his Cajun drawl quiet but firm, each word slicing through the haze in my mind like a blade through still water. “You don’t get to hide nothin’ from us tonight.”

My muffled moan vibrated against the gag as Viktor’s fingers brushed over my inner thighs, teasing closer to my aching core. “Look at this wet little pussy,” he growled, his thumb circling my clit with agonizing slowness, sending sparks of electricity through me. “Already so desperate for your Daddies.”

Cole chuckled, his hands sliding up my torso to cup my breasts through my thin tank top, fingers finding my nipples and pinching just hard enough to make me arch. “She’s always desperate, aren’t you, baby girl?” he teased, rolling the sensitive peaks between his thumbs and forefingers. “Daddy Cole loves how needy you get for us.”

I squirmed, trapped between the spreader bar and their relentless touches, my mind slipping as the pleasure built too fast. Remy squeezed a generous amount of lube onto the dildo, the slick sound echoing in the quiet room, and I felt the cold tip press against my entrance. My body tensed, but Viktor’s hand on my thigh steadied me, his grip a grounding force.

“Relax for Daddy Remy,” Viktor commanded, his thumb still working my clit in slow, torturous circles. “Let him stretch this tight little cunt.”

Remy pushed the toy in, inch by deliberate inch, the cool glass stretching me open, filling me with a pressure that made my toes curl against the restraints. I moaned into the gag, drool slipping past my lips as the sensation overwhelmed me, my hips jerking uselessly against the bar. Cole’s hands tightened on my nipples, tugging harder, the sharp sting blending with the deep ache of the dildo until I couldn’t tell pain from pleasure.

“Look at her take it,” Remy said, his drawl low and approving as he thrust the toy deeper, the slick sound of lube and my wetness filling the air. “Such a good p'tite girl for Daddy Remy.”

My head spun, regression pulling at the edges of my mind as their words and touches dragged me into that hazy, safe space where I was nothing but theirs. Baby girl. Little one. The names echoed in my head, each one a tether as Viktor’s thumb pressed harder on my clit, circling faster now, driving me toward the edge.

Cole leaned down, his breath hot against my ear as he murmured, “Daddy Cole wants to see you come, baby girl. Don’t hold back.” His fingers twisted my nipples, sending a jolt straight to my core, and I felt the wave building, unstoppable.

Remy angled the dildo, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision blur, his thrusts steady and unyielding. “Come for all your Daddies, baby girl, let us feel this pussy clench around our toys,” he said, his voice cutting through the fog, the exact words searing into me.

I shattered. My scream was muffled by the gag, but my body convulsed, my pussy clamping down on the glass toy as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through me, my clit throbbing under Viktor’s relentless thumb. Wetness gushed from me, slicking my thighs, and I heard their murmurs of approval—three deep voices blending into a chorus of praise.

“Good girl,” Viktor growled, his hand stilling on my clit but not pulling away, keeping me pinned in that oversensitive haze.

“So fucking perfect,” Cole added, his hands gentling on my breasts, soothing the ache he’d caused.

Remy slid the dildo out slowly, the stretch leaving me empty and aching, but he replaced it with his fingers, two thick digits pushing into me to feel the aftershocks. “Daddy Remy’s so proud of you, little one,” he said, his tone softer now, but still edged with control. “But we’re not done.”

My chest heaved, sweat beading on my skin as I tried to process his words through the fog of my orgasm. Not done. My body was already a live wire, every nerve screaming, but the hunger in their eyes told me they were just getting started.

Viktor unfastened the spreader bar, but only to reposition me, lifting my trembling legs over his broad shoulders as he knelt between them. His massive hands gripped my hips, pulling me to the edge of the couch, and I felt the heat of his breath against my still-throbbing pussy. “Daddy Viktor’s going to taste you now,” he said, his voice a dark promise. “And you’re going to come again for me.”

Before I could even whimper, his mouth was on me, his tongue lapping at my oversensitive clit with a precision that made my back arch off the couch. Cole’s hands returned to my breasts, kneading them gently now, his playful tone back as he cooed, “Look at you, baby girl, so pretty when Daddy Viktor eats you out.”

Remy stood beside me, his fingers slick with lube as he coated them again, this time sliding them lower, teasing the tight ring of my ass. “Daddy Remy’s got another hole to play with,” he murmured, his voice a quiet threat as one finger pushed past the resistance, stretching me in a way that made me gasp behind the gag. The dual sensation—Viktor’s tongue on my clit, Remy’s finger in my ass—was too much, too fast, and I felt another orgasm building, unstoppable.

Cole’s hands moved to my hair, stroking it back from my damp forehead as he watched the other two work me over. “That’s it, baby girl, let your Daddies take care of every part of you,” he said, his voice a soothing contrast to the raw intensity of their touches. “You’re ours to ruin.”

I came again, harder this time, my body seizing as Viktor’s tongue flicked mercilessly over my clit and Remy added a second finger, stretching me further. My muffled cries filled the room, drool dripping down my chin as my pussy spasmed, squirting against Viktor’s mouth in a humiliating, uncontrollable rush. He groaned against me, lapping it up, his grip on my hips bruising as he held me through the aftershocks.

They didn’t stop. Not until I’d come a third time, Remy’s fingers fucking my ass in rhythm with Viktor’s tongue, Cole’s hands roaming my body, pinching and soothing in turn. My mind was gone, lost in Little Space, nothing but sensation and their voices calling me their baby girl, their little one, their everything.

Finally, they eased back, Viktor lifting his head, his lips glistening with my juices as he looked up at me with raw possession. Cole removed the gag, wiping my mouth with a tenderness that made my chest ache, while Remy pulled his fingers free, leaving me empty and trembling. They gathered me up, all three of them, their massive hands and broad chests surrounding me as they settled onto the couch, cradling me between them.

“You did so well, little one,” Viktor murmured, his hand stroking my back as he pressed a kiss to my temple.

“Such a good girl for your Daddies,” Cole added, tucking the stuffed bear into my arms, a reminder of the safety they offered after the storm.

Remy’s hand rested on my thigh, a quiet anchor as he said in that slow Cajun drawl, “We got you, bebe. Always.”

I melted into them, exhaustion and bliss warring in my body as their warmth enveloped me. Their claim was physical, undeniable, marked on every inch of me with their touches, their toys, their rules.

And then, in the quiet that followed, something cracked inside me. Not broke -- cracked open. Like ice thawing after a long winter.

I thought about Marcus. About the career he’d destroyed, the trust he’d shattered, the walls I’d built from the wreckage. I thought about the first day in the locker room, how I’d clutched my clipboard like a shield, how I’d sworn no player would ever get close again. And here I was -- spread open, spent, dripping with their cum and my own release, cradled between three men who’d claimed every part of me I thought I’d locked away.

Tears came. Not from pain or shame this time, but from something deeper. Something I’d been fighting since Viktor first called me malyshka. Since Cole first gave me a stuffed wolf. Since Remy first gripped my chin and told me to mind my manners.

I needed them. All three of them. Not just their hands or their rules or their toys. I needed their protection and their play and their discipline woven together into something I’d never had -- something that felt like belonging.

“I love you,” I whispered into the space between their heartbeats, so quiet I wasn’t sure they heard. “All of you. I love all of you.”

Viktor’s arms tightened. Cole pressed his forehead against mine. And Remy -- stoic, unshakable Remy -- let out a breath like he’d been holding it for weeks.

“We know, p’tite,” he murmured against my hair. “We been waitin’ for you to say it.”

The walls I’d built after Denver didn’t crumble. They simply dissolved, like they’d never existed at all, and what remained was just me -- Sloane, their little girl, finally surrendered in every way that mattered.


Chapter 14: Icebound Forever

The locker room air was heavy with the scent of sweat and steel, a sharp tang that clung to my skin as I stood before them. My dark curls, damp from the rink’s chill, spilled over my shoulders, and my hazel eyes darted between the three towering figures who owned every piece of me. Viktor, Cole, and Remy—my Daddies—watched with a weight that pressed into my chest, their gazes stripping me bare before a single touch.

I shifted on my feet, the crinkle of the diaper beneath my oversized team jersey deafening in the silence. My thighs pressed together, the padding already warm from earlier, a humiliating reminder of how my body betrayed me under their control. At 5’2”, I felt impossibly small against their bulk, their broad shoulders and thick arms promising both protection and possession.

Viktor stepped forward first, his massive frame filling my vision, those protector’s hands flexing as if already imagining me bound. “Arms out, baby girl,” he ordered, voice low and unshakable, a command that sent heat pooling low in my belly despite my trembling. I obeyed instantly, lifting my arms as he pulled a length of rope from his gear bag, the rough texture grazing my skin as he began to bind my wrists with deliberate precision.

Cole chuckled softly, circling me like a predator playing with prey, his playful edge cutting through the tension. “Look at our little one, so eager to be tied up for her Daddies,” he teased, tugging a stray curl behind my ear before fisting my hair gently, tilting my head back to meet his mischievous blue eyes. His touch was lighter than Viktor’s, but no less commanding, a promise of joy wrapped in dominance.

Remy, always the quiet storm, stood behind me, his presence a wall of discipline I could feel without seeing. His tattooed arms flexed as his firm hands gripped the hem of my jersey, yanking it up to expose the diaper taped snug around my hips. “You gon’ take everything we give tonight, cher,” he murmured against my neck, his Cajun drawl slow as honey and just as sweet. But his tone was steel beneath the sweetness, a reminder that punishment would lace every thrust he delivered.

Viktor worked the rope into a chest harness, the fibers biting into my skin as he looped it around my torso, each knot a claim. He tugged the final tie, securing my bound wrists to the bench behind me, then moved lower, spreading my ankles to bind them to the bench legs with more rope. My body arched instinctively, vulnerable and open, my diapered core on display as warmth spread through the padding from sheer anticipation.

“Such a pretty picture,” Cole purred, dropping to his knees in front of me, his hands sliding up my thighs to grip the tabs of the diaper. He tore them open with a slow, deliberate rip, the sound echoing in the locker room as cool air hit my wet pussy, making me gasp. His fingers teased my folds, spreading my slickness, before he leaned in, his mouth hovering just above my clit with a wicked grin.

Remy didn’t wait. His hands clamped onto my hips from behind, his grip bruising as he yanked my ass back toward him, the bench creaking under the strain of my bound position. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance, slick with lube he’d already prepared, and my breath hitched as he pushed in, slow but relentless, stretching me with every inch.

“Take Daddy Remy’s cock, p’tite,” he growled, his Cajun drawl a low rumble that vibrated through me as he bottomed out, my walls clenching around his thickness. His thrusts started measured, each one a correction for my earlier defiance, a reminder of who owned this body. My moans spilled out, raw and desperate, as his pace quickened, slamming into me with punishing force.

Cole’s tongue flicked over my clit at the same moment, a sharp contrast to Remy’s roughness, his playful suction pulling a cry from my throat. “That’s it, baby girl, let Daddy Cole taste how sweet you are,” he murmured against my flesh, one hand fisting tighter in my hair to hold me still while the other slipped a finger inside me alongside Remy’s cock, stretching me further. The dual sensation—Remy’s hard thrusts and Cole’s teasing mouth—sent my mind spiraling into Little Space, my thoughts fragmenting into need and surrender.

Viktor’s shadow loomed over us, his massive hands retrieving a wand vibrator from the gear bag, the hum filling the air as he switched it on. “You’re going to cum for us, Sloane, over and over until you can’t think,” he said, his protector’s tone laced with dark promise as he pressed the vibrating head directly to my clit, just above Cole’s relentless tongue. The sensation was immediate, a shockwave of pleasure that had me bucking against the ropes, my body trapped between their control and my own unraveling.

Remy’s thrusts didn’t falter, his cock driving into me with brutal precision as he leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his breath harsh in my ear. “Feel that, bebe? Every inch of Daddy Remy claimin' you while your other Daddies make you shake,” he rasped, one hand sliding around to grip my throat, tilting my head back for a bruising kiss that swallowed my cries.

Cole pulled back just enough to watch, his lips glistening with my arousal, his playful smirk cutting through the haze. “Look at her, Daddies, falling apart already,” he said, replacing his mouth with two thick fingers, curling them inside me to hit that spot that made my vision blur. He worked in tandem with Remy, their movements a choreographed assault, while Viktor’s wand pressed harder, the vibrations forcing me to the edge.

“Squirt for your Daddies, little one, while we all take turns filling you up,” Viktor commanded, his voice a gravelly anchor that snapped the last thread of my control. My body convulsed, a scream tearing from my lips as I came, a gush of wetness squirting against the wand and Cole’s hand, my pussy clenching around Remy’s cock as he groaned, spilling hot cum deep inside me. The orgasm ripped through me, wave after wave, my limbs trembling against the ropes as warmth spread through the padding beneath me, my bladder releasing in the aftermath of such overwhelming pleasure.

“Good girl,” Cole whispered, his praise a trigger that sent aftershocks through me, his fingers slowing but not stopping, drawing out every shudder. Remy pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs as he stepped back, his hands gentle now, wiping me with a cloth before reaching for a fresh diaper from the bag. Viktor turned off the wand, his massive palm cupping my cheek, thumb brushing away a tear I hadn’t realized I’d shed.

“Time for a change, baby girl,” Remy said, his disciplinarian edge softening as he unfolded the new diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet. He lifted my hips with one hand, sliding the fresh padding beneath me, the silky powder dusting my skin as he taped it snug, the warmth of the new bulk grounding me further into Little Space. His touch was clinical yet tender, a stark contrast to the roughness of moments before, and I whimpered, overwhelmed by their care.

But they weren’t done. Cole stood, unbuckling his belt, his cock already hard and glistening as he fisted it, stepping between my bound legs. “Daddy Cole’s turn to fill that pretty pussy,” he teased, rubbing the tip against my oversensitive clit before pushing in, my walls still fluttering from the first orgasm as he stretched me again.

Viktor moved to my side, his hands untying my wrists just enough to pull me forward, positioning my mouth at the perfect height. “Open for Daddy Viktor, little one,” he ordered, his massive cock nudging my lips, the taste of salt and musk filling my senses as I took him in, my tongue swirling around the thick head. His hand guided me, slow but firm, while Cole’s thrusts rocked my body, the bench creaking beneath us.

Remy watched, his dark eyes burning with quiet dominance as he adjusted the ropes on my ankles, ensuring I stayed spread for them. “Such a perfect p'tite girl, takin' all her Daddies at once,” he said, his drawl a low growl as he retrieved the wand again, pressing it back to my clit through the fresh diaper, the vibrations muted but still devastating against my raw nerves.

Cole’s pace quickened, his playful demeanor giving way to raw need, his hands gripping my thighs as he pounded into me. “Cum with me, baby girl, show Daddy Cole how much you love this,” he panted, and I did, my second orgasm crashing over me, squirting again through the padding as he groaned, emptying himself inside me with a shudder. Viktor followed, his cock twitching in my mouth as he came, hot and thick down my throat, his hand tightening in my hair as he murmured, “Good girl, swallow every drop for Daddy Viktor.”

I trembled, lost in the haze of pleasure and regression, my body no longer my own but theirs—completely, irrevocably. Remy turned off the wand, his hands joining Cole’s to untape the soaked diaper, the warmth spreading through the padding a humiliating comfort as they wiped me clean once more. Viktor lifted me from the bench, ropes falling away, his arms a fortress around me as he settled me on his lap, Cole and Remy crowding close, their hands stroking my hair, my back, my thighs.

“You’re ours, Sloane,” Viktor said, his protector’s voice a vow as he kissed my forehead, his massive hand cradling my head against his chest. “Every inch, every thought, every need—Daddies will always take care of you.”

Cole pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, his playful warmth wrapping around me like a blanket. “Our little girl forever, huh? No running from this kind of love,” he teased, but his eyes held a depth that made my heart stutter.

Remy’s hand rested on my knee, his touch firm but gentle, a silent promise of structure amid the chaos of my surrender. “Rules, care, and desire bind us, bebe,” he murmured, his Cajun drawl piercing through the last of what I’d been holding back. “And we ain’t never lettin’ you go.”

I thought about how this had started. A clipboard. A locker room. Three athletes I’d sworn to keep at arm’s length. And now I was theirs -- every inch, every thought, every vulnerable, Little part of me. Not because they’d taken me. Because I’d chosen to give myself.

Viktor’s malyshka. Cole’s baby girl. Remy’s p’tite.

Their little girl. Forever.

The thought didn’t scare me anymore. It felt like coming home. Like the ice finally thawing, like warmth spreading through padding that I no longer needed to be ashamed of, like three heartbeats syncing with mine in the quiet of the locker room.

“I’m yours,” I whispered, and meant it with every cell. “All of yours. Always.”

Cole kissed my forehead. Viktor pulled me closer. And Remy -- my quiet, immovable Cajun -- simply nodded, his dark eyes saying everything his drawl didn’t need to.

Icebound. Claimed. Loved. Forever.
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