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A Dark DDLG Romance of Possession, Regression, and Permanent Little Space (Daddy's Dark Rules Book 6)


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Offer

Maren sat cross-legged on her bed, laptop balanced on her knees. Blue light washed over her pale skin, catching the freckles on her cheeks. Her copper-red hair hung loose, tangled from restless fingers.

The apartment was dark. Four ring lights loomed in the corner, unplugged for days. Her last video flopped—engagement down 23%.

She refreshed her inbox. Again. Nothing but spam and a late rent notice.

Her stomach twisted. Three weeks until she couldn’t pay. Her brand deals were gone, her anxiety spiking.

She clicked refresh one more time. An email popped up. Subject: Proposal – Viktor Calder Media.

Her breath caught.

She opened it. Six weeks at a private estate. Content creation for Viktor Calder’s streaming platform, all expenses paid.

The fee was four times her usual rate. Her hands shook as she scrolled. A lifeline when she was drowning.

She Googled him. Viktor Calder, 46, media mogul. Photos showed a tall man, silver at the temples, sharp jaw, eyes that pinned you through the screen.

Her inbox pinged again. A follow-up from Viktor. “Call me when you’re ready to discuss.”

Her heart raced.

She hesitated. Then clicked the video call link. Her messy room reflected back at her—underwear on the floor, empty coffee mugs.

The call connected. Viktor’s face filled the screen. Linen shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, a faint smile that reached his eyes.

“Maren.” His voice was low, unhurried, like warm honey through the laptop speakers. “I’ve been watching your content for a while.”

Her cheeks burned. “Oh. Thank you.”

“You look tired.” His tone wasn’t pity. It was observation, steady and sure.

She nodded, throat tight. “It’s been… rough.”

“I know.” His eyes held hers through the screen. “Your hands shake in the outtakes you cut out.”

Her stomach dropped. He’d seen the raw footage. The parts she hid.

“You’ve been performing wellness for strangers for three years, Maren.” His voice dipped lower. “What if someone actually provided it?”

Her lips parted. No words came.

“I’m offering more than a contract.” He leaned back, casual but commanding. “A reset. Six weeks where you don’t have to perform.”

Her chest ached. The idea of not pretending—it was a weight lifting. Just for a second.

“I’ll send the contract now.” His smile was small, deliberate. “Read it. Call me with questions.”

The call ended. Silence pressed in. Her laptop pinged with the attachment.

She opened the forty-page document. Her eyes blurred by page three. Terms, conditions, clauses—she didn’t care.

Her bank account screamed. Rent loomed. She scrolled to the signature line.

At 2 a.m., she clicked the e-signature box. The soft click echoed in the quiet. Done.

She exhaled. First peace in weeks. Her shoulders loosened, just a fraction.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Viktor. “Good girl. I knew you’d say yes.”

Her skin prickled. Good girl. Two words shouldn’t hit that hard.

She reread the text. Heat crept up her neck. Why did it feel so personal?

She closed the laptop. Darkness swallowed the blue light. She lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

Another buzz. Another text. “A car will be there Monday at nine. Don’t pack too much—everything you need is already here.”

Her pulse quickened. Monday. Two days away.

She rolled over, clutching her pillow. Everything you need. What did that even mean?

Her mind spun. But underneath the worry, something else stirred. Relief.

Someone else was deciding. For once, she didn’t have to. It felt… safe.

She bit her lip. Safe shouldn’t feel this good. Not from a stranger.

But it did. Her body softened into the mattress. Sleep came easier than it had in weeks.

---

Monday morning arrived too fast. Maren stood at her window, a small duffel bag at her feet. She hadn’t packed much—just a few clothes, her laptop.

The car pulled up at 9:00 sharp. Black, sleek, tinted windows. A driver stepped out, nodded, and took her bag.

She slid into the backseat. Leather smelled new, clean. Her hands fidgeted in her lap.

The city blurred past. Her phone buzzed—Viktor again. “Looking forward to meeting you, Maren.”

Her stomach flipped. Meeting him. In person.

The drive stretched on. Two hours, then three. The estate loomed into view—stone walls, iron gates, endless manicured lawns.

Her jaw dropped. This wasn’t a house. It was a fortress.

The car stopped. The driver opened her door. She stepped out, legs unsteady.

Viktor waited at the entrance. Tall, broader in person, silver hair catching the sunlight. Barefoot, linen pants, cashmere sweater—casual power.

“Maren.” That voice again, low and slow. He extended a hand.

She took it. His grip was firm, warm. Her small hand disappeared in his.

“Welcome.” His eyes scanned her, not rushed, just… thorough. “You’re exactly as I pictured.”

Her cheeks heated. She tugged at her sweater, suddenly aware of her worn jeans. “Thanks. This place is… wow.”

He smiled. Just enough to make her relax. “Come inside. Let’s talk.”

She followed him in. Marble floors, high ceilings, art on the walls she couldn’t name. It smelled faintly of lavender.

He led her to a sitting room. Plush couches, a glass coffee table, sunlight streaming through tall windows. “Sit.”

She sat. Her hands folded tight in her lap. Nerves buzzed under her skin.

“You signed quickly.” He sat across from her, one ankle over his knee. “Did you read the contract?”

Her throat went dry. “Most of it. The important parts.”

His eyebrow lifted. Just a fraction. “All of it is important.”

She shifted. “I… I needed the money. I trust you.”

His smile returned. Warmer this time. “Good. Trust is where we start.”

Her chest loosened. His approval—it hit deeper than it should. She didn’t know why.

“I’ve arranged everything.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “Your room, your schedule, even your wardrobe.”

Her brow furrowed. “Wardrobe?”

“It’s in the contract.” His tone stayed even. “Clause 14. I provide what you wear here.”

Her mouth opened. Closed. She hadn’t seen that clause.

“It’s about focus.” He stood, stepping closer. “You’re here to create, not to worry about details.”

She nodded slowly. It made sense. Kind of.

He reached out. His hand rested on her head, fingers threading through her hair. “You’ll get used to it.”

Her scalp tingled. His touch was light, but it pinned her in place. She couldn’t move.

“Good girl.” His voice dropped, a murmur. “You’re already doing well.”

Her breath hitched. Heat bloomed low in her belly. Two words again—why did they hit so hard?

He stepped back. The warmth of his hand lingered. “Let’s see your room.”

She stood, legs shaky. Followed him down a long hallway. Her sneakers squeaked on the marble.

He opened a door. A bedroom—huge, soft pastel walls, a canopy bed with white lace. It looked… innocent.

“This is yours.” He gestured inside. “Everything you need is here.”

Her eyes scanned the room. A desk for her laptop, a vanity, a wardrobe. But something felt off.

She couldn’t place it. Not yet. But her gut churned.

“Rest for now.” He stood in the doorway, filling the frame. “We start tomorrow.”

She nodded. “Okay. Thank you, Viktor.”

His smile was small, knowing. “Call me something else, Maren. You’ll figure it out soon.”

Her brows knit. Something else? What did he mean?

He turned to leave. Paused. “One more thing.”

She looked up. Waited.

“Tonight, I’ll check on you.” His eyes held hers. “Make sure you’re settling in.”

Her skin prickled. Check on her? The way he said it felt… heavy.

He left. The door clicked shut. She stood alone in the pastel room.

Her duffel bag sat by the bed. She unzipped it, pulled out her laptop. Needed to ground herself.

But her mind kept drifting. His hand in her hair. Good girl.

Her thighs pressed together. Heat lingered where it shouldn’t. She hated how much she liked it.

She shook her head. Focused on unpacking. But the wardrobe caught her eye.

She opened it. Soft fabrics, pale colors—dresses, skirts, nothing like her usual style. All chosen for her.

Her fingers brushed a silky top. Clause 14. He controlled even this.

Her stomach twisted. Not fear. Something else.

She sat on the bed. The mattress was soft, too perfect. Her body sank in.

Her phone buzzed. Viktor’s text. “Rest well, little one. Tomorrow, we begin.”

Little one. Her breath caught. Another name, another hit to her core.

She lay back. Stared at the canopy above. Her heart wouldn’t slow.

Tomorrow. What did that even mean? Her mind raced, but her body craved rest.

She closed her eyes. His voice echoed. Good girl. Little one.

Heat pooled again. She pressed her thighs tighter. This wasn’t supposed to feel good.

But it did. Shame burned her cheeks. She couldn’t stop it.

Her hand drifted down. Under her jeans, under her panties. She was wet already.

Her fingers moved. Slow at first. His voice played on loop in her head.

Good girl. Her breath hitched. She rubbed faster.

Little one. Her hips bucked. She was close—so close.

Her phone buzzed again. She froze. Pulled her hand away.

Another text. “Don’t touch yourself without permission, Maren. That’s a rule.”

Her face burned. How did he know? Was he watching?

Her pussy throbbed. Denied, aching. She clenched her fists.

Another buzz. “Be good. I’ll know if you disobey.”

Her body trembled. Shame and want twisted together. She couldn’t touch herself now.

She rolled over. Buried her face in the pillow. The ache wouldn’t leave.

His control was already here. Invisible, but real. And she hated how much she craved it.

Tomorrow. Her mind clung to the word. What would he do?

Her thighs squeezed. No relief. Just need.

She whispered into the pillow. “Please.” She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

But he did. She knew he did. And that scared her most of all.

---

The evening crept in. Maren sat at the vanity, brushing her hair. Trying to feel normal.

A knock at the door. Her heart jumped. She stood, smoothing her jeans.

“Come in.” Her voice was small.

Viktor entered. Still barefoot, still effortless. His presence filled the room.

“Settling in?” He stepped closer. Eyes scanning her, then the room.

“Yes.” She nodded too fast. “It’s… nice.”

He stopped in front of her. Too close. His hand lifted, tilted her chin up.

“You’re tense.” His thumb brushed her jaw. “I can feel it.”

Her breath stopped. His touch was electric. She couldn’t look away.

“I’ll help with that.” His hand dropped to her shoulder. Squeezed lightly.

Her knees weakened. Help. What did he mean?

“Sit on the bed.” His tone was soft, but firm. Not a request.

She sat. Her hands gripped the edge of the mattress. Waiting.

He sat beside her. His thigh brushed hers. Heat radiated from him.

“Close your eyes.” His voice was a murmur. “Trust me.”

She hesitated. Then obeyed. Darkness behind her lids.

His hand moved to her back. Rubbed slow circles. “Breathe, little one.”

Her chest rose. Fell. His touch steadied her.

“Good girl.” His breath was warm near her ear. “Just like that.”

Her pussy clenched. Those words again. She was wet—too wet.

His hand slid lower. Rested at the small of her back. “You’re safe here.”

Safe. Her body believed it. Her mind didn’t know how to argue.

She kept her eyes closed. His hand stayed there, grounding her. Minutes passed.

Her breathing slowed. The tension melted. But the heat between her legs didn’t.

“You did well.” His voice broke the silence. “Open your eyes.”

She did. His face was close. Too close.

His hand lifted. Brushed her hair from her face. “Tomorrow, we set rules.”

Her stomach flipped. Rules. What kind?

He stood. Looked down at her. “Sleep now. I’ll see you in the morning.”

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Her body hummed.

He left. The door clicked shut. Silence returned.

She lay back on the bed. Her skin still burned where he touched. Rules. Tomorrow.

Her fingers itched to slip down again. But his text echoed. Don’t touch without permission.

She groaned. Rolled onto her side. The ache pulsed, unrelenting.

Tomorrow. Her mind clung to it. Whatever he planned, she wasn’t ready.

But her body was. And that scared her more than anything.


Chapter 2: The Estate

Maren stared out the tinted window. The highway blurred into a streak of gray, then vanished as the car turned onto a narrow private road. Birch trees lined the path, their white trunks stark against the overcast sky.

Gravel crunched under the tires. The sound was steady, almost hypnotic. Her phone buzzed once in her lap, then went silent.

She didn’t notice. Not yet. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of her sweater, anxiety a familiar knot in her chest.

The car slowed. A tall iron gate loomed ahead, intricate swirls of metal curling like vines. It opened without a sound, and the estate came into view.

Her breath caught. Stone and glass stretched across the horizon, a sprawling masterpiece of modern design. Gardens rolled out in waves of green, a pool glinting at the edge of a tree line.

It was too much. Too big. Her mind scrambled for a frame of reference, but nothing in her life compared.

The car stopped. The driver, a quiet man in a black suit, stepped out and opened her door. Cool air hit her face, carrying the scent of damp earth.

She stepped onto the gravel. Her sneakers crunched, unsteady. Then she saw him.

Viktor. Barefoot on the warm stone path, linen shirt rolled to his elbows, hands in the pockets of tailored slacks. He looked like he belonged here, like the estate was an extension of him.

“Welcome, Maren.” His voice was low, unhurried. It wrapped around her like a blanket.

Her stomach flipped. She managed a nod. “Hi.”

He smiled. Just enough to reach his eyes. “Come. I’ll show you around.”

She followed. Her suitcase rolled behind her, a faint rattle on the uneven ground. Every step felt heavier under his gaze.

The entrance hall was cavernous. Polished marble floors reflected the soft light from a chandelier that looked like falling rain. She felt small, out of place.

He led her through rooms that bled into each other. A library with leather-bound books, a sitting area with plush cream sofas, a dining room with a table that could seat twenty. Each space was quiet, too quiet—no traffic, no neighbors, no notifications.

Her phone. She patted her pocket. No signal bars stared back at her.

A flicker of unease. Then his hand touched her lower back. “This way, little one.”

The unease melted. His touch was light, guiding. She let it steer her.

They reached her suite. The door opened to muted pastels—lavender walls, a bed with a thick white comforter, weighted blankets folded at the foot. Blackout curtains framed a window overlooking the garden.

She stood still. It was softer than anything she’d ever had. A sanctuary she didn’t deserve.

“Sit.” Viktor’s voice pulled her to the bed. She obeyed, the mattress sinking under her.

He handed her a binder. ‘Brand Guidelines’ was embossed on the cover in gold. Then a single sheet—her daily schedule.

“Wake at 7:30. Meals at set times. Content blocks from 10 to noon, then 2 to 4. Mandatory rest periods at 1 and 8.”

Her eyes scanned the page. Every hour was accounted for. Her chest tightened.

“This is… a lot.” Her voice was small. She looked up at him, expecting pushback.

He didn’t flinch. “Your only job here is to create and rest. I’ll handle everything else. That’s what this arrangement is for.”

Her shoulders dropped. The knot in her chest loosened, just a fraction. Structure. Something she hadn’t had in months.

He watched her. His gaze was steady, peeling back layers she didn’t know she wore. “You’ve been running on empty, Maren. I see it.”

She swallowed. Her hands gripped the schedule. He was right, and she hated that he knew.

“Let me show you the rest.” He turned, expecting her to follow. She did.

The tour continued. A recording studio with state-of-the-art equipment. A garden path lined with roses. A locked corridor in the east wing.

“What’s down there?” She pointed, curiosity cutting through the haze.

“Under renovation.” His tone was smooth, final. “You won’t need to worry about it.”

She nodded. Didn’t push. Something in his voice told her not to.

Back in her suite, she unpacked. Her clothes looked cheap against the backdrop of luxury. She tucked them into the dresser, fingers lingering on the soft wood.

The schedule sat on the nightstand. She read it again. Every minute planned, every decision made for her.

It felt intrusive. For thirty minutes, she paced. Then, like a switch, it felt like relief.

No choices to make. No notifications to chase. Just… rest.

She sat on the bed. The weighted blanket called to her. She pulled it over her lap, the heaviness grounding her.

Silence pressed in. No city noise, no endless pings. Her mind slowed, almost against her will.

Viktor’s words echoed. I’ll handle everything else. Her body softened, surrendering to the quiet.

She checked the time. 8:45 PM. The schedule said rest at 9.

Her eyes grew heavy. She hadn’t slept before midnight in years. But here, it felt possible.

Something caught her eye. On the pillow, folded neatly, was a pastel pink sleep shirt. Softer than anything she owned.

She touched it. The fabric slipped through her fingers like water. Snaps lined the collar, small and delicate.

She didn’t think about them. Didn’t question why it was there. Just slipped it on, the cool material kissing her skin.

Her head hit the pillow. The weight of the blanket pinned her gently. Her mind drifted.

9 PM. She was asleep. For the first time in two years, she didn’t fight it.

But even in sleep, a thread of tension lingered. Viktor’s voice, his touch, the locked corridor. Tomorrow would bring more.

She didn’t know what. Not yet. But her body hummed with something new—anticipation.

---

The next morning came too soon. Light filtered through a crack in the curtains. Maren blinked, disoriented.

7:30 AM. The schedule. She sat up, the pink sleep shirt bunched around her thighs.

Her suite was still quiet. Too quiet. Her phone sat on the nightstand—no signal, no notifications.

A knock at the door. Her heart jumped. “Come in.”

Viktor entered. Barefoot again, carrying a tray. A glass of water, a small plate of fruit, a steaming mug.

“Morning, little one.” His voice was a caress. He set the tray on the bed.

She shifted. The sleep shirt felt too short under his gaze. “Morning… Daddy.”

The word slipped out. Her face burned. She hadn’t meant to say it, not yet.

His smile deepened. “Good girl.” His hand brushed her hair, a fleeting touch that set her skin alight.

Her pussy clenched. Shame and want twisted together. Those words—good girl—hit deeper than they should.

“Eat.” He nodded to the tray. “Then we’ll talk rules.”

Rules. Her stomach flipped. She nodded, picking up a strawberry.

He watched her eat. Every bite felt like a performance. His gaze never wavered.

She finished the fruit. Sipped the water. The mug stayed untouched—her nerves wouldn’t let her.

“Ready?” He took the tray, set it aside. His presence filled the room, pressing against her.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Her hands fidgeted in her lap.

He sat on the bed. Too close. His thigh brushed hers, heat radiating through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“First rule.” His voice was low, deliberate. “You follow the schedule. Every minute.”

She swallowed. Her mind raced. But her body stayed still, waiting.

“Second rule.” His hand rested on her knee. “You don’t touch yourself without permission. You know that already.”

Her face burned. Last night’s text flashed in her mind. Her thighs squeezed together, involuntary.

“Third rule.” His fingers tightened on her knee, just enough. “You call me Daddy. Always.”

Her breath hitched. Daddy. The word felt heavy, loaded with something she couldn’t name.

“Say it.” His tone was soft, but firm. A command wrapped in velvet.

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was a whisper. Her pussy throbbed, betraying her.

“Good girl.” His hand slid up her thigh, stopping just under the hem of the sleep shirt. “You’re learning.”

She trembled. Heat pooled low, aching. She hated how much she wanted more.

He felt it. His fingers lingered, teasing the edge of her skin. “You’re already wet, aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her silence was answer enough.

He chuckled. Low, knowing. “I’ll check later. Be good until then.”

Her body screamed. Check. What did he mean?

He stood. Looked down at her. “Get dressed. Content block starts at 10.”

She nodded. Her voice was gone. Her skin burned where his hand had been.

He left. The door clicked shut. Silence returned, heavier now.

She sat there. Frozen. The ache between her legs pulsed, unrelenting.

No touching. His rule echoed. She groaned, falling back onto the bed.

Her fingers itched. Slipped to the edge of her panties. Then stopped.

She couldn’t. Not after his warning. Not with his eyes still on her, even when he wasn’t here.

The schedule stared at her. 9:45 AM. Fifteen minutes to dress, to pull herself together.

She stood. Legs shaky. The pink sleep shirt clung to her, a reminder of last night.

Content block at 10. Rules in her head. Daddy’s touch on her skin.

Her anxiety was still there. But quieter. The structure, his control—it was working.

She hated that. Hated how much she craved it. But her body didn’t lie.

She dressed. Simple jeans, a soft sweater. Her reflection in the mirror looked… calmer.

10 AM approached. She left the suite, schedule in hand. Ready to create, to obey.

But that locked corridor lingered in her mind. Under renovation. A mystery she wasn’t allowed to touch.

And Viktor’s promise. I’ll check later. Her thighs clenched at the thought.

She wasn’t ready. Not for his rules, not for his touch. But her body was already saying yes.

The estate was silent as she walked. Gravel crunched outside. Her new world, his world, closed around her.

Later. That word hung heavy. Whatever he planned, it would change her.

She knew it. Feared it. Wanted it.

---

The content block went smoothly. Too smoothly. Maren sat in the studio, camera rolling, script memorized.

Her voice was steady. Her hands didn’t shake. For the first time in months, she felt… competent.

Viktor watched from the corner. Arms crossed, barefoot on the cold floor. His presence was a weight, a tether.

She finished the video. Clicked stop. Looked to him, waiting.

“Well done, little one.” His voice was warm. “You’re already settling in.”

Her chest bloomed. Praise. It hit like a drug, sharper than she expected.

He stepped closer. Stopped behind her chair. His hands rested on her shoulders, thumbs pressing gently.

Her breath caught. Heat spread from his touch. She leaned back, just a fraction.

“You’re tense again.” His thumbs worked deeper, slow circles. “Let Daddy help.”

Her pussy throbbed. Daddy. The word in his voice was a weapon, cutting through her resistance.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. His hands were too much, too good.

He kneaded her shoulders. Each press melted her further. Her eyes fluttered shut.

“Good girl.” His breath was near her ear. “Just relax.”

She did. Her body obeyed before her mind could protest. Wetness pooled between her legs.

His hands slid down. Brushed the tops of her arms. “You’ve earned a break.”

She whimpered. A small, pathetic sound. She couldn’t stop it.

He heard it. His chuckle was dark, pleased. “So needy already.”

Her face burned. Needy. The word stung, but her body agreed.

He stepped back. The loss of his touch was sharp, painful. “Rest period at 1. Be in your suite.”

She nodded. Her voice was still gone. Her skin ached for more.

He left the studio. She sat there, camera off, room empty. The ache didn’t fade.

1 PM. Rest period. She didn’t know what he planned, but her body did.

She stood. Legs unsteady. The schedule was her anchor now.

Back to her suite. The weighted blanket waited. So did his rules.

She lay down. Closed her eyes. The pink sleep shirt was still on the pillow, a reminder.

Rest. His voice in her head. I’ll check later.

Her thighs squeezed. No touching. She groaned, hands fisting the blanket.

The estate was silent. Too silent. But under it, a hum of something darker.

Later. Always later. Viktor’s control was a slow burn, and she was already caught.

She drifted. Not asleep, not awake. Just waiting for him.

Tomorrow, more rules. More touch. More of whatever he decided she needed.

And she would take it. She knew she would. That scared her most of all.


Chapter 3: Comfortable

Maren woke to silence. Too much silence. The estate hummed with a quiet that pressed against her skin.

She rolled over. Her pink sleep shirt bunched under her hips. Yesterday’s heat lingered in her mind—Viktor’s hands, his voice, Daddy.

A tray sat outside her door. She blinked at it. Warm oatmeal with honey, fresh berries, a glass of milk in a cup with no handle.

She lifted the cup. It felt odd, childish. But the milk was warm, soothing as it slid down her throat.

She ate slowly. The oatmeal was perfect, sweet. Her anxiety was still there, but muted, like background noise.

The schedule waited on her nightstand. Content block at 9 AM. Rest period after.

She stood. Her legs felt steadier today. Day four, and the estate was already sinking into her bones.

Her suitcase sat by the closet. She needed to dress, to feel like herself for the camera. Jeans, a soft sweater—something normal.

She opened the closet. Her clothes were gone. Replaced with pastel stacks of… something else.

Onesies. Rompers with snap crotches. Oversized shirts with ruffled hems, all in soft lavender, baby pink, mint green.

Her stomach dropped. A note sat on top, folded neatly. Viktor’s handwriting, sharp and precise.

Per Clause 14 — brand wardrobe for all on-site hours. Your personal items are stored safely.

She stared at the note. Clause 14. She’d signed that contract without a second thought, desperate for the money.

Her fingers brushed a lavender onesie. The fleece was impossibly soft. Softer than anything she owned.

She stepped back. No. She wasn’t wearing this.

But her jeans were gone. Her sweaters, her identity—stored away. Viktor’s rules closed around her like a cage.

She sat on the bed. The tray was still there, the handleless cup empty. Her mind spun, but her body craved comfort.

An hour passed. She paced. The camera waited, and content was due.

She grabbed the lavender onesie. Just for now. Just to get through the day.

She slipped it on. The fleece hugged her skin, warm and plush. Her bare thighs peeked out, vulnerable.

She snapped the crotch closed. The sound was sharp, intimate. Her face burned.

She caught her reflection in the mirror. Petite, freckled, copper-red hair loose. She looked… small.

Her hands shook. This wasn’t her. But the softness, the warmth—it was already working.

She tied her hair into pigtails. Didn’t think about why. It just felt right.

Content block at 9. She set up the camera in the studio. Her script was memorized, her voice ready.

The onesie crinkled as she moved. Not loud, but enough. Enough to remind her.

She started recording. Her soft-girl aesthetic matched the outfit perfectly. Too perfectly.

Her followers would love this. She hated that she knew it. Hated how easy it was to smile for them.

She finished the video. Clicked stop. Her body felt lighter, looser, wrapped in fleece.

She didn’t notice the small camera in the corner. Didn’t see the red light. Didn’t know Viktor watched.

On his private monitor, he leaned forward. His silver-templed head tilted. His eyes traced her every move.

She looked relaxed. More than in any video he’d studied. This was her, unperformed, unscripted.

He made a note. Wardrobe transition: successful. Escalation to Rung 3 complete.

Back in the studio, Maren packed up. Her mind drifted. The onesie felt less strange now.

She walked to her suite. Bare feet on cool floors. The estate’s silence wrapped around her again.

Rest period at 1 PM. She lay on the bed. The weighted blanket pressed her down, grounding her.

Her phone buzzed. A notification—views already climbing. Her content was working.

But her reflection haunted her. Lavender fleece, pigtails, bare feet. Who was she becoming?

She laughed. A short, sharp sound. Then stopped.

It didn’t matter. It was comfortable. Too comfortable.

She closed her eyes. Rest period. Her body softened into the fleece, into the weight.

Footsteps outside her door. Slow, deliberate. Her breath caught.

Viktor didn’t knock. Never did. The door opened, and there he was.

Tall, linen shirt rolled to his elbows, barefoot. Silver at his temples glinting in the light. His presence filled the room.

“Little one.” His voice was low, unhurried. “I saw the footage.”

Her heart skipped. Footage. She sat up, the onesie crinkling under her.

“You look more relaxed than any of your content has ever shown.” He stepped closer. “This is what you actually look like when you stop performing.”

Her face burned. Relaxed. The word hit deep, exposing her.

He sat on the edge of the bed. His hand rested on her knee, warm through the fleece. “You’ve done well today.”

Her chest bloomed. Praise. It was a drug she couldn’t resist.

His thumb traced a slow circle. Heat spread from his touch. Her thighs clenched.

“Daddy’s proud.” His eyes locked on hers. “But I need to check something.”

Her breath hitched. Check. The word carried weight, promise, threat.

He slid his hand up. Under the hem of the onesie, brushing her bare thigh. Her skin prickled.

“Lay back.” His tone was soft, inevitable. She obeyed before she could think.

Her head hit the pillow. The fleece bunched under her. Her heart pounded.

His fingers found the snaps at her crotch. Pop. Pop. Pop. Each sound was a confession.

Cool air hit her skin. She was exposed, vulnerable. Her pussy throbbed, already wet.

“Good girl.” His voice was a murmur, warm against her shame. “Let Daddy see.”

His hand slid between her legs. Not touching her core, not yet. Just close enough.

She whimpered. A pathetic, needy sound. She couldn’t stop it.

“You’re so tense, baby girl.” His fingers brushed her inner thigh. “Let Daddy help.”

Her hips twitched. Traitorous, desperate. Heat pooled where his hand lingered.

He pressed closer. His breath was near her ear. “No cumming until Daddy says.”

She nodded. Couldn’t speak. Her body was his to command.

His fingers moved higher. Grazed her folds, light and deliberate. Wetness slicked his touch.

“So needy already.” His chuckle was dark, pleased. “My little one.”

Her face burned. Needy. The word stung, but her pussy clenched.

He teased her clit. Slow, torturous circles. Her breath came in gasps.

Pleasure built fast. Too fast. She was close, teetering on the edge.

“No.” His hand pulled back. “Not yet.”

She groaned. The denial was sharp, painful. Her body ached, empty.

He snapped the crotch closed. Pop. Pop. Pop. Each sound sealed her frustration.

“Good girl.” His hand rested on her stomach, grounding her. “You’ll wait for Daddy.”

Her thighs squeezed. The fleece rubbed against her, a cruel reminder. She needed more.

He stood. His presence loomed, tall and controlled. “Rest now. We’re not done.”

Her chest heaved. Not done. The words hung heavy, a promise of more.

He left the room. The door clicked shut. Silence pressed in again.

She lay there. Body buzzing, mind spinning. The onesie felt tighter now, suffocating.

Her reflection flashed in her mind. Lavender, pigtails, small. She didn’t recognize herself.

But she felt it. The comfort, the control. Viktor’s rules were sinking deeper.

Her phone buzzed again. More views, more likes. Her brand was thriving.

But at what cost? She touched the fleece, soft under her fingers. Too soft.

Rest period ticked by. Her body wouldn’t settle. His touch lingered, a ghost on her skin.

She stood. Walked to the bathroom. Needed to splash water on her face, to wake up.

She caught herself in the mirror. Lavender onesie, bare feet, pigtails she didn’t remember putting up.

She laughed again. Short, hollow. Then stopped.

It didn’t matter. It was comfortable. And comfort was winning.

Her mind flickered to the contract. Clause 14. What else had she signed away?

She didn’t know. Not yet. But Viktor did.

He watched from his office. Monitor glowing, her reflection frozen on screen. His smile was slow, deliberate.

“Tomorrow, little one.” His voice was a whisper to no one. “Tomorrow, we go deeper.”

She didn’t hear him. Didn’t see the red light on the camera. Didn’t know what was coming.

But her body did. It hummed, waiting. Ready for whatever Daddy decided next.

Her rest period ended. She returned to the bed. The weighted blanket pressed her down.

Her pigtails brushed her shoulders. The onesie crinkled with every move. She sighed.

Comfort. Control. She was already caught in the middle.

She closed her eyes. Tomorrow loomed. Viktor’s rules, Viktor’s touch.

Her thighs clenched again. No touching, his voice echoed. She obeyed.

But the ache didn’t fade. It grew. A slow burn she couldn’t escape.

She drifted. Not asleep, not awake. Just waiting for him.

The estate was silent. Too silent. But under it, a hum of something darker.

Tomorrow. Always tomorrow. Viktor’s control was tightening, and she was already his.

She knew it. Feared it. Wanted it.

Her fingers brushed the fleece. So soft. Too soft.

Her breath slowed. Rest period. But rest was a lie.

She was waiting. Always waiting. For Daddy to decide what came next.

And she would take it. She knew she would. That scared her most of all.

But it also felt right. Too right. And that was the worst part.

She sighed again. The onesie hugged her tighter. Comfortable, inescapable.

Tomorrow, more rules. More touch. More of whatever he wanted.

Her body hummed. Ready. Already his.


Chapter 4: The Bottle

Maren couldn’t sleep. Day eight at Viktor’s estate, and her mind wouldn’t shut off. She paced the room, barefoot, the lavender onesie soft against her skin.

The crinkle of the pull-up underneath echoed with every step. She hated it. But she didn’t take it off.

Her eyes darted to the corners of the ceiling. Cameras. Viktor had said they were for security, standard for an estate this size.

Standard. Right. Her stomach twisted.

She stopped pacing. Sat on the edge of the bed. The weighted blanket felt too heavy tonight, suffocating.

Her phone was on the nightstand. No notifications. Her followers hadn’t noticed her absence yet, but the anxiety gnawed at her.

What if they did? What if her brand tanked? What if she lost everything?

Her hands shook. She pulled her copper-red hair out of its messy bun, letting it fall over her shoulders. A distraction, but it didn’t help.

Midnight. The estate was silent. Too silent, like it was holding its breath.

She stood again. Walked to the window. The grounds outside were dark, endless, a reminder of how far she was from her old life.

Something caught her eye. On the nightstand. A bottle.

Not just any bottle. A baby bottle, large, with a clear silicone nipple. Next to it, a handwritten note.

She froze. Her heart thudded. She didn’t want to read it, but her feet moved anyway.

She picked up the note. Viktor’s handwriting, careful and personal. “Hydration protocol — warm milk with magnesium and lavender extract. Per your wellness plan.”

Wellness plan. Her lips pressed tight. A bitter laugh escaped.

A baby bottle. Really? This was too far.

She set the note down. Stared at the bottle. The milk inside looked warm, a faint steam curling from the top.

Her fingers hovered over it. Just a delivery method, right? That’s all it was.

She shook her head. No. She wasn’t doing this.

But her body ached. Exhaustion pulled at her bones. Sleep hadn’t come easy since she got here.

She sat on the bed again. The bottle was still there, taunting her. She picked it up, just to feel the weight.

Warm in her hands. Heavy. The silicone nipple was soft, almost inviting.

Ridiculous. She was a grown woman. Not a child.

But her mind spun. Anxiety clawed at her chest. What if she just… tried it?

No one would know. No one was here. Just her and the cameras she pretended not to see.

She lay back on the bed. Pulled the weighted blanket over herself. A cocoon, safe and hidden.

The bottle was still in her hand. She brought it closer. Just to see.

The nipple brushed her lips. Soft, strange. Her breath caught.

She hesitated. Then pressed it closer. The silicone yielded, warm against her mouth.

A small sip. Sweet milk flooded her tongue. Warmth spread through her chest.

She closed her eyes. Another sip. Then another.

The taste was comforting. Lavender, subtle and calming. Her body relaxed, muscles unwinding.

She drank more. Lying on her side, blanket tucked tight. The bottle tilted, milk flowing steady.

Her mind quieted. The anxiety faded, just for a moment. Warmth filled her, like a sedative.

She finished it. Every drop. The empty bottle rested against her chest.

Her eyes grew heavy. Sleep pulled at her, soft and inevitable. Ten hours later, she woke, dazed but rested.

The bottle was still there on the nightstand. Empty. A silent witness to her surrender.

She sat up. Shame crept in. What had she done?

But her body felt… good. Rested for the first time in weeks. She couldn’t deny it.

That night, it was there again. Another bottle, warm and waiting. No note this time.

She stared at it. Her hands twitched. She didn’t hesitate as long.

She lay down. Took the nipple between her lips. Drank.

The warmth flooded her again. Sweet, soothing. Her eyes fluttered shut.

She didn’t fight it. Not tonight. It was easier to give in.

On the third night, the bottle was empty on her nightstand before she even realized she’d been waiting for it. Her heart skipped. She needed it now, didn’t she?

On the fourth night, she whispered into the dark room. “Thank you.” Not knowing if anyone could hear her.

Someone could. Viktor watched from his office. The monitor glowed, her small form curled under the blanket.

He paused the recording. Right at the moment her eyes closed. The exact moment she stopped fighting.

His smile was slow, deliberate. “Good girl,” he murmured to the screen. His voice was low, unhurried.

He leaned back in his chair. Tall, silver-templed, his presence even in solitude commanding. The estate was his domain, and so was she.

His fingers tapped the desk. He’d seen the data. Her sleep patterns, tracked through the cameras and sensors.

Remarkable improvement. Just as he’d planned. The bottle was only the beginning.

He stood. Walked to the window of his office. The grounds stretched out, dark and endless.

Tomorrow, more. Always more. His little one was falling deeper, and he was guiding every step.

Back in her room, Maren stirred. The pull-up crinkled under her onesie. A reminder of her new reality.

She didn’t wake fully. Just shifted, clutching the empty bottle. Her lips parted in sleep, a faint sigh escaping.

Viktor returned to the monitor. Watched that sigh. His cock twitched, a slow heat building.

Not yet. Timing was everything. He controlled the pace, the escalation.

But soon. Very soon. He’d touch her again, feel her tremble under his hands.

He adjusted himself. Hard, aching, but patient. Control was his power, and hers to crave.

The next morning, Maren woke to sunlight streaming through the window. She felt… different. Rested, but uneasy.

The bottle was gone. Someone had taken it. Her cheeks burned at the thought.

She stood. The pull-up sagged slightly, a faint warmth between her legs. Shame hit her hard.

She hadn’t meant to. Not again. But her body betrayed her every time.

She changed herself quickly. Hid the evidence under the bed. Her hands shook the whole time.

Breakfast was waiting in the dining room. Viktor was there, linen shirt open at the collar, barefoot as always.

“Morning, little one.” His voice was warm, smooth. It wrapped around her like a touch.

“Morning, Daddy.” The word slipped out. She blushed, but didn’t correct herself.

He smiled. Just enough to reach his eyes. “Sit.”

She did. The chair felt too big, her body too small. The pull-up crinkled, quiet but there.

He poured her orange juice. Watched her sip. His gaze was heavy, assessing.

“Your sleep data is remarkable this week.” He leaned back, casual but commanding. “Whatever we’re doing is working. Don’t you think?”

Her face burned. Sleep data. He knew.

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was small. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

“Good girl.” His hand reached across the table, brushed her knuckles. A fleeting warmth, but it lingered.

Her breath hitched. Heat pooled low. She hated how much she wanted more.

He stood. Moved behind her. His hands rested on her shoulders, firm and grounding.

“You’ve been so good, baby girl.” His voice was close, lips near her ear. “Daddy’s proud.”

She melted. Her body softened under his touch. The praise hit deeper than it should.

His fingers slid down her arms. Slow, deliberate. Her skin prickled, alive under his hands.

“Finish your juice.” He stepped back. The warmth of him vanished, leaving her cold.

She obeyed. Sipped the juice. Her hands trembled, but she didn’t spill.

He watched. Always watching. She felt it, even with her eyes down.

Breakfast ended. He guided her to the living room. A soft blanket was waiting on the couch.

“Rest here, little one.” His tone was gentle, a suggestion that felt like a command. “Daddy has work, but I’m close.”

She nodded. Curled up under the blanket. The pull-up crinkled again, a constant reminder.

He left. The room felt emptier without him. But his presence lingered, heavy and inescapable.

Her mind drifted. Sleep data. Cameras. Bottles.

She should be angry. Should fight this. But her body hummed, craving his rules, his touch.

She closed her eyes. The blanket cocooned her. Soft, safe, suffocating.

Her fingers brushed the edge of the pull-up. No touching, his voice echoed. She pulled her hand away.

The ache grew. A slow burn between her thighs. She squeezed them together, desperate for relief.

Nothing helped. Denial was her punishment, her need. She whimpered, soft and pathetic.

Hours passed. She stayed there, curled up, waiting. Always waiting for him.

Late afternoon. He returned. His shadow filled the doorway, tall and unyielding.

“Miss me, baby girl?” His voice was low, teasing. A smile played on his lips.

“Yes, Daddy.” She sat up. Her voice was small, needy.

He crossed the room. Sat beside her. His thigh pressed against hers, warm through the blanket.

His hand found her hair. Stroked gently. “You look tired, little one.”

She leaned into his touch. Couldn’t help it. “I’m okay.”

“Are you?” His fingers tilted her chin up. Forced her to meet his gaze.

Her breath caught. His eyes were dark, knowing. They saw everything.

“I think you need more rest.” His thumb brushed her lip. “And Daddy knows how to help.”

Her heart raced. Heat flooded her. She knew what was coming.

He stood. Pulled her up with him. His grip was firm, guiding her back to her room.

The bed was waiting. Blanket already turned down. Another bottle on the nightstand.

Her stomach flipped. Shame and want warred inside her. She didn’t speak.

“Lie down.” His voice was calm, inevitable. She obeyed.

He sat beside her. Picked up the bottle. “Open, baby girl.”

Her lips parted. The silicone nipple pressed against them. Warm, familiar now.

She sucked. Milk flooded her mouth. Sweet, soothing, wrong.

His hand rested on her stomach. Grounding her. “Good girl. Drink for Daddy.”

She did. Eyes half-closed, body relaxing. His touch was everything.

His fingers moved lower. Slipped under the onesie. Found the waistband of the pull-up.

She tensed. He didn’t stop. “Let Daddy check.”

His hand slid inside. Warm against her skin. Lingering, deliberate.

“Wet again.” His voice was low, pleased. “My little one can’t help it, can she?”

Her face burned. Shame hit hard. But her pussy clenched, traitorously needy.

His fingers grazed her clit. Light, teasing. She gasped, milk dribbling from her lips.

“No cumming yet.” He pulled back. Tucked the blanket tighter around her.

She groaned. The denial ached, sharp and deep. Her body throbbed, desperate.

“Finish the bottle.” He guided the nipple back to her mouth. Watched her suck.

She obeyed. Drank every drop. Her eyes locked on his, pleading without words.

He smiled. Slow, controlled. “Soon, baby girl. When Daddy says.”

Her thighs squeezed. The pull-up crinkled, bulk heavy between her legs. She hated it, wanted it, needed him.

He stood. Adjusted himself, hard and obvious through his trousers. Her eyes lingered there, hungry.

“Rest now.” His hand brushed her forehead. “We’re not done, little one.”

Her chest heaved. Not done. The promise hung heavy, electric.

He left. The door clicked shut. Silence pressed in, but her body buzzed.

She lay there. Bottle empty, pull-up wet, mind spinning. Waiting for tomorrow.

Always waiting. For Daddy to decide what came next. And she would take it, every time.


Chapter 5: Debrief

Maren sat in Viktor’s study, legs crossed at the ankles, hands fidgeting in her lap. The pink romper with white trim clung to her, soft and snug, a choice she hadn’t questioned this morning. She barely noticed the pull-up underneath anymore, its bulk a quiet constant.

The room was heavy with his presence, even before he entered. Dark wood shelves lined the walls, filled with books she hadn’t touched. A wide desk separated her from his empty chair, a throne of polished mahogany.

Her laptop sat open, numbers glaring back at her. Engagement down another 4%. Her chest tightened, a familiar claw of anxiety digging in.

The door opened. Viktor stepped in, barefoot as always, linen shirt rolled to his elbows. His silver-templed hair caught the light, and his gaze pinned her instantly.

“Good afternoon, Maren.” His voice rolled over her, low and unhurried. He didn’t sit yet, just stood, watching.

“Hi, Viktor.” Her words came out small. She hated how they trembled.

He moved to his chair, finally, each step deliberate. The air shifted as he settled, elbows on the desk, fingers steepled. “Let’s start with the metrics. What do you see?”

She swallowed. Pushed the laptop toward him. “Not great. Engagement’s still dropping.”

His eyes flicked to the screen, then back to her. No judgment, just assessment. “We expected this. You’ve been off your game.”

Her face burned. Off her game. He said it like he knew every crack in her facade.

“I’m trying.” Her voice cracked. She looked down, fingers twisting the romper’s hem.

“I know you are.” His tone softened, just enough. “But numbers don’t lie. Something’s holding you back.”

She bit her lip. The claw in her chest tightened. She didn’t want to say it, but his gaze dragged it out of her.

“It’s the anxiety.” The confession slipped, raw and jagged. “It’s worse. I can’t sleep, can’t focus. I’m drowning.”

Silence. Then, the scrape of his chair as he stood. He rounded the desk, closing the distance.

She froze. Her heart slammed against her ribs. He stopped beside her, towering, close enough to feel his warmth.

“Look at me.” His voice was quiet, but it wasn’t a request. She lifted her eyes, meeting his.

Tears prickled, unbidden. She hated crying, hated showing this much. But his gaze didn’t flinch, didn’t judge.

“You’ve been taking care of everyone’s experience except your own.” His hand reached out, thumb brushing a tear from her cheek. “That stops now. I’ll take care of you, baby girl. That’s what I’m here for.”

Baby girl. The words hit like a shockwave. Her breath caught, but she didn’t pull away.

His thumb lingered, wiping another tear, slow and deliberate. Then his hand cupped her face, tilting it up. His eyes darkened, intent clear.

She should stop this. Should say something. But her body leaned into his touch, traitorously hungry.

He bent down. His lips met hers, slow, controlled, inevitable. A kiss that wasn’t asking, but claiming.

Her lips parted. His tongue slipped in, warm and sure, tasting her. A soft moan escaped her, pathetic and needy.

His other hand found her waist. Pulled her up from the chair. She stumbled into him, hands grasping his shirt for balance.

He deepened the kiss, possessive, unhurried. Her knees weakened. The pull-up crinkled softly, a humiliating reminder.

He didn’t care. His hand slid down, gripping her hip, pressing her against him. She felt him, hard through his trousers, against her stomach.

Heat pooled low. Her pussy throbbed, aching under the padding. Shame burned, but want burned hotter.

He broke the kiss. His mouth moved to her neck, lips grazing, then sucking lightly. She gasped, head tilting back.

“You need this, baby girl.” His voice vibrated against her skin, low and rough. “Let go.”

Her hands tightened on his shirt. Let go. She didn’t know how, but she wanted to.

His fingers found the snaps at the romper’s crotch. Pop. Pop. The sound was loud in the quiet study.

She tensed. Her breath hitched. He didn’t stop, just tugged the fabric aside, exposing the pull-up.

His hand pressed against the front of it. Warm, firm, deliberate. “Still dry. Good girl.”

Her face flamed. Good girl. The praise hit deep, twisting shame into something else.

His fingers slipped under the waistband. Found her pussy, already wet, clit throbbing under his touch. She whimpered, hips jerking.

“Shh.” His other hand cradled her head, lips brushing her ear. “Daddy’s got you.”

Daddy. The word sent a jolt through her. She didn’t correct him, couldn’t, not with his fingers circling her clit.

He eased her back, guiding her to sit on the edge of the desk. Her legs spread instinctively. The romper hung open, pull-up pushed aside.

His touch was slow, deliberate. One finger slid inside her, then two, stretching her. She moaned, loud and desperate.

“That’s it, baby girl.” His voice was a growl now, controlled but hungry. “Feel it. Let Daddy take care of you.”

Her head fell back. Her body arched, pushing against his hand. The pull-up crinkled with every move, obscene and grounding.

His thumb found her clit again, rubbing in tight circles. Pressure built, fast and relentless. She was close, so close.

“Please.” The word slipped out, a plea. She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

“Not yet.” His fingers slowed, teasing, keeping her on the edge. Her thighs trembled, frustration clawing at her.

She whined. Her hands gripped the desk, knuckles white. Denial ached, sharp and cruel.

He chuckled, low and dark. “You’ll cum when Daddy says. Not before.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers. The words, the control, pushed her higher. She was his, completely.

He leaned in. Kissed her again, hard and deep, swallowing her moans. His fingers sped up, just enough to torture.

Her body shook. Heat coiled tight, unbearable. She was going to break, rules or not.

“Now, baby girl.” His voice was a command, rough against her lips. “Cum for Daddy.”

She shattered. Her pussy pulsed around his fingers, wet and tight, waves of pleasure crashing through her. A cry tore from her throat, raw and helpless.

He didn’t stop. Kept stroking, drawing it out, until she was twitching, oversensitive. Her cum coated his hand, slick and warm.

She collapsed against him. Her chest heaved, breaths ragged. The aftermath buzzed through her, soft and heavy.

His hand withdrew. He wiped it on a handkerchief from his pocket, casual, like this was routine. Then he pulled her into his lap, right there on the desk chair.

She curled into him. Head on his chest, listening to his steady heartbeat. The romper was still unsnapped, pull-up exposed, but she didn’t care.

His hand found her hair. Stroked gently, fingers threading through copper strands. “Good girl. You did so well.”

Her heart warmed, pathetically eager for more praise. She pressed closer. His warmth, his scent, grounded her.

They stayed like that. Minutes stretched, maybe twenty, maybe more. She didn’t ask to move, didn’t ask what this meant.

He didn’t either. But his hand never left her hair, his grip never loosened. They both knew what this was, even if only one of them planned it.

Her mind drifted. Baby girl. Daddy. The words echoed, heavy with new weight.

The pull-up crinkled as she shifted. A reminder of how far she’d fallen. And how much further she might go.

His lips pressed to her forehead. A soft kiss, almost tender. But his voice, when it came, carried a promise.

“We’re not done, little one.” His tone was quiet, certain. “This is just the beginning.”

Her stomach flipped. Just the beginning. She didn’t know what that meant, but her body already craved it.

She stayed in his lap. Didn’t move, didn’t speak. Waiting, always waiting, for Daddy to decide what came next.

Her anxiety, her metrics, her crumbling brand—they faded under his touch. He’d take care of her. He said so.

And she believed him. Believed the safety, the control, the surrender. Even if it scared her.

Especially because it scared her. Her thighs pressed together, a faint ache lingering. She was his, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to be anything else.

The study was quiet. Just their breathing, the faint crinkle of the pull-up, the weight of his hand. A cocoon, suffocating and perfect.

She closed her eyes. Let herself drift in his hold. Tomorrow would come, with more rules, more surrender.

But for now, she was here. In his lap, in his control. And it felt like enough.

Her mind replayed his words. Baby girl. Daddy. Each one a hook, sinking deeper.

She didn’t fight it. Didn’t want to. Not anymore.

His fingers tightened in her hair, just slightly. A reminder of who held the reins. She sighed, soft and small.

The pull-up felt heavier now. Not wet, not yet. But a symbol of what she was becoming.

His voice broke the silence, low and deliberate. “Rest now, baby girl. Daddy’s got bigger plans for you.”

Her eyes snapped open. Bigger plans. Her pulse quickened, fear and want twisting together.

She nodded against his chest. Didn’t speak. Just waited, as always, for him to show her what came next.

And she knew, deep down, she’d take it. Every step, every rule, every fall. Because he was Daddy, and she was his.

The thought should terrify her. It did, a little. But mostly, it felt like coming home.

Her body relaxed, melting into him. The romper hung open, the pull-up crinkled softly. She was exposed, vulnerable, owned.

And for the first time in weeks, her chest didn’t ache. No claw, no panic. Just him.

She let out a breath. Long, slow, surrendering. Whatever came next, she’d face it in his shadow.

His hand stroked her hair again. Steady, possessive. “That’s my girl.”

Her heart swelled. My girl. She clung to the words, pathetic and desperate.

The study clock ticked. Time moved forward, inevitable as his control. And Maren, curled in his lap, let herself fall deeper.


Chapter 6: The Toolkit

Maren woke clawing at the sheets. Her chest burned, lungs tight, the nightmare still clawing at her mind. Live-streaming, endless comments, her voice cracking on camera—her skin crawled with invisible eyes.

She sat up, gasping. The room was dark, only the faint glow of the baby monitor on the nightstand. Her hands shook, reaching for the bottle of water she kept there.

Empty.

Her throat closed tighter. 3 a.m., and the panic was a living thing, chewing through her ribs. She pressed her palms to her eyes, trying to breathe, but the air wouldn’t come.

The door opened. No knock, no warning. Viktor stepped in, barefoot, linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar.

“Baby girl.” His voice cut through the fog, low and steady. He crossed the room in three strides, bed dipping as he sat beside her.

She couldn’t speak. Her body trembled, small and pathetic under the oversized t-shirt she slept in. The pull-up crinkled faintly as she curled into herself.

He pulled her against his chest. One hand cradled her head, the other pressed firm against her back. His heartbeat was a slow drum, vibrating through her shaking frame.

“Breathe, little one.” His lips brushed her hair. “Daddy’s here.”

The words hit deep. Too deep. She clung to his shirt, fingers digging into the fabric, desperate for something solid.

Her breaths came ragged. Still too fast, still too shallow. The panic wouldn’t let go.

Viktor shifted. Reached for the nightstand drawer without letting her go. Pulled out a small pastel-green box, labeled in neat cursive: Anxiety Management Toolkit.

She blinked at it, confused. Her mind spun, but her body stayed locked in his hold. He opened the box with one hand, revealing a soft silicone pacifier and a stuffed bunny with long velvet ears.

“These help,” he said, voice calm, clinical almost. “The sucking motion activates your parasympathetic nervous system. Slows everything down.”

Her brow furrowed. A pacifier? She wasn’t a child, wasn’t that far gone—but her chest ached, and she’d try anything to make it stop.

He lifted the pacifier, holding it near her lips. Not forcing, just offering. His eyes locked on hers, patient, unhurried.

She hesitated. Then parted her lips. Let him slip it in.

The silicone felt strange against her tongue. Smooth, soft, foreign. But she sucked once, twice, and her jaw relaxed, breaths slowing just a fraction.

“There.” His hand stroked her hair, slow and deliberate. “Breathe through it, baby girl. You don’t have to fight everything. Some things are designed to help you let go.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. The panic ebbed, not gone but quieter, dulled by the rhythmic motion. She sucked harder, clutching the bunny he pressed into her arms.

The velvet ears brushed her cheek. So soft, grounding. She buried her face against it, inhaling the faint lavender scent.

Viktor rocked her gently. His chest vibrated as he hummed, a low tune she didn’t recognize but needed. Her body melted into his, the trembling fading bit by bit.

Minutes passed. Maybe hours. Time blurred in his hold, the pacifier still between her lips, the bunny clutched tight.

“You’re safe,” he murmured. His hand never left her hair. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her heart warmed, pathetic and needy. Safe. She hadn’t felt that in so long.

She drifted. Not fully asleep, but close, her body heavy against him. The pacifier stayed, a strange comfort she didn’t want to question.

He stayed until her breathing evened out. Until the panic was just a shadow. Then he laid her back against the pillows, tucking the bunny beside her.

“Keep it close, little one.” His voice was a whisper now, lips brushing her forehead. “We’ll talk more tomorrow.”

Her eyes stayed closed. Too tired to reply, too tired to fight. The pacifier stayed in, and she let it.

---

The next evening, the study felt different. Charged. Maren sat on the couch, laptop open, editing a video from the content session earlier—soft pastel backgrounds, her voice overly bright, pretending everything was fine.

Her metrics were still dropping. Comments trickled in, fewer each day. Her chest tightened just looking at the numbers.

Viktor watched from his desk. Always watching. His gaze was a weight, steady and unblinking, even as he typed on his own laptop.

“Close it,” he said finally. Not a command, but it felt like one. “You’re done for tonight.”

She hesitated. Her fingers hovered over the keys. But his tone left no room for argument.

She shut the laptop. Set it aside. The pull-up crinkled under her skirt as she shifted, a constant reminder of what she’d become.

“Come here, baby girl.” He leaned back in his chair, patting his thigh. An invitation, inevitable as always.

She stood. Walked over, heart picking up. His presence pulled her in, a gravity she couldn’t escape.

He guided her onto the couch beside him. Not his lap this time. His hand rested on her knee, warm through the fabric of her skirt.

“You’ve been tense all day.” His thumb traced small circles on her skin. “I don’t like seeing my little one stressed.”

Her cheeks flushed. She wanted to argue, to say she was fine, but the words wouldn’t come. Not under that gaze.

He reached into his desk drawer. Pulled out the pastel-green pacifier from last night. Held it up, letting it dangle between his fingers.

Her stomach flipped. Not again. Not here, not now.

“It helped last night,” he said, voice smooth, reasonable. “It’ll help now. Open.”

She shook her head, just slightly. “I don’t… I don’t need it.” Her voice was small, unconvincing even to herself.

His eyes softened, but his tone didn’t waver. “You don’t decide what you need, baby girl. Daddy does.”

Her lips parted to protest. But his hand was already moving, slipping the pacifier between them. Gentle, but firm.

She sucked once. Reluctant, embarrassed. The silicone felt familiar now, and her body betrayed her, relaxing just a little.

“Good girl.” His hand slid up her thigh, under her skirt. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

Her breath hitched. His fingers brushed the edge of the pull-up, lingering at the waistband. Checking, always checking.

“Not wet,” he murmured. His touch moved inward, pressing through the padding. “But you will be.”

She whimpered around the pacifier. Her hips shifted, involuntary, seeking more. Shame burned her cheeks, but the heat pooled low anyway.

He chuckled, low and dark. Slid the pull-up down just enough, exposing her. His fingers found her pussy, already slick, and curled inside without hesitation.

Her moan was muffled. The pacifier stayed in, her tongue pressing against it as she sucked harder. Her hands gripped the couch, knuckles white.

“That’s it.” His fingers thrust slow, deliberate, curling just right. “Suck and feel, baby girl. Let go.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. The sensation overwhelmed—his fingers deep, the silicone in her mouth, the crinkle of the pull-up around her thighs. Pleasure built fast, too fast.

She rocked against his hand. Desperate, pathetic. Her body didn’t care about shame anymore.

He added a third finger. Stretched her, filled her. His thumb brushed her clit, circling slow, dragging her to the edge.

She bit down on the pacifier. Hard. The silicone gave, splitting under her teeth as her orgasm slammed through her.

Her pussy clenched around his fingers. Wetness spilled, hot and messy, her thighs trembling as she gasped around the broken pacifier. Her moan was raw, broken, echoing in the quiet study.

He didn’t stop. Kept thrusting, slower now, drawing out every shudder. Her body jerked, oversensitive, but she couldn’t pull away.

Finally, he withdrew. Wiped his fingers on a handkerchief, casual as ever. Her chest heaved, the ruined pacifier still in her mouth.

He pulled it out. Inspected the bite marks, one brow raised. Then reached into his desk drawer and produced a replacement, identical, pastel-green.

Her eyes widened. He had backups. Of course he did.

“Open,” he said simply. Slipped the new one in before she could protest. Her lips closed around it, body too spent to fight.

“Good girl.” He adjusted the pull-up, snapping it back into place. His hand patted the front, a possessive little tap.

She sucked on the new pacifier. Dazed, humiliated, still trembling from the aftershocks. Her pussy throbbed, empty now, but the warmth lingered.

He pulled her against his chest. Let her rest there, head tucked under his chin. His hand stroked her back, slow and steady.

“You bit through the last one,” he murmured, amusement in his tone. “We’ll get stronger ones next time, little one.”

Her face burned. Stronger ones. As if this was normal, as if this was just the start.

She didn’t reply. Couldn’t, with the pacifier in her mouth. Just nestled closer, the crinkle of the pull-up loud in the silence.

Her mind spun. The orgasm, the pacifier, his control—it all tangled together. Shame and comfort, arousal and surrender, impossible to separate.

He hummed again. That same low tune from last night. It vibrated through her, soothing even as it owned her.

She clutched the couch cushion. Didn’t want to move, didn’t want to think. Just wanted to stay here, in this strange, suffocating safety.

Time stretched. Her breathing slowed, matching his. The pacifier stayed in, a reminder of how far she’d fallen.

And how much further she might go.

---

Breakfast the next morning was quiet. Maren sat at the kitchen island, a plate of fruit and toast in front of her. The bunny from last night sat beside her plate, velvet ears flopping over the edge.

Viktor poured coffee across from her. Watched her pick at a strawberry, his gaze steady as always. The pull-up crinkled under her pajama shorts, a constant weight.

She glanced at the bunny. Hesitated. Then spoke, voice soft, almost shy.

“His name is Mr. Hops.” She pushed the bunny’s ears back, fingers lingering on the softness. “I… I named him.”

Viktor didn’t smile. Didn’t react at all for a long moment. Then he nodded, slow and deliberate, like she’d given the correct answer to a question he’d asked a long time ago.

Her stomach fluttered. That nod felt heavier than it should have. Like she’d crossed another invisible line, stepped deeper into his world.

He sipped his coffee. Set the mug down with a soft clink. “Mr. Hops suits him, baby girl.”

Her cheeks warmed. She looked down, focusing on the fruit, but her heart raced. His approval, even over something so small, hit too hard.

The pacifier was upstairs, tucked in the nightstand. But she could still feel it, the ghost of silicone against her tongue. And the way her body had shattered with it in her mouth.

She shifted on the stool. The pull-up crinkled louder. A reminder, always a reminder.

Viktor stood. Walked around the island, stopping behind her. His hand rested on her shoulder, warm and heavy.

“You’ve done well with Mr. Hops,” he said, voice low, close to her ear. “But Daddy’s got more tools to help you, little one. We’re just getting started.”

Her breath caught. More tools. Her mind flashed to the pacifier, the bunny, the pull-up—and what else might be waiting in those drawers.

She nodded, barely. Didn’t speak, didn’t dare. Just waited, as always, for Daddy to show her what came next.

His hand squeezed her shoulder. A promise, a warning. Then he stepped away, leaving her with the weight of his words and the crinkle of her surrender.

She stared at Mr. Hops. Clutched his velvet ear. And wondered, with a mix of fear and want, what tool Daddy would introduce tomorrow.


Chapter 7: Sleep Optimization

Maren lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling. The estate was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning. Day eighteen, and her body still felt like it wasn’t hers.

The pull-up crinkled under her pajama shorts. A constant reminder of last night. Of Viktor’s voice, his hands, the pacifier she’d bitten through.

Her cheeks burned. She shifted, trying to ignore the bulk between her thighs. But it was impossible.

The door opened without a knock. Viktor stepped in, tall and unhurried, linen shirt open at the collar. He held something folded in white and pink, his grip casual but deliberate.

Her stomach dropped. Her mind raced before she even saw it clearly. What now?

“Evening, baby girl.” His voice was low, smooth as always. He sat on the edge of her bed, close enough that she felt the heat of him.

She sat up, knees pulling to her chest. Defensive, instinctive. The crinkle sounded louder in the silence.

He set the folded item between them. White with pink trim, soft-looking, thicker than the pull-up she wore. Her breath caught as recognition hit.

A diaper. A full, adult diaper. Not a pull-up, not a halfway measure—something meant for total surrender.

“No.” The word slipped out, sharp and quick. Her hands clenched the blanket.

Viktor didn’t flinch. Didn’t argue. His eyes held hers, steady and patient, like he’d expected this.

“I’ve been tracking your sleep data, Maren.” He unfolded the diaper slowly, letting the plastic crinkle fill the room. “You wake three times a night, minimum. Bathroom trips disrupt your cycles.”

Her face burned hotter. She wanted to look away, but couldn’t. The diaper sat there, a challenge she didn’t ask for.

“This is a sleep optimization garment.” His tone was clinical, almost gentle. “No interruptions, no stress on your body. Just rest.”

She shook her head. “I don’t need that. I’m fine.”

“Are you?” His gaze dropped to her hands, trembling on the blanket. “You’re exhausted, little one. Let Daddy help.”

Her throat tightened. Let Daddy help. Those words always cut deeper than they should.

He shook the diaper open fully. A faint scent of baby powder drifted up, mixing with the sterile air of the room. Her stomach twisted—shame and something hotter, something she hated herself for feeling.

“I’m not asking you to be anything, Maren.” His voice dropped lower, intimate. “I’m giving you permission to stop pretending you don’t want to be taken care of completely.”

Her breath hitched. She stared at the diaper, at the pink tabs, the plush padding. It was humiliating, wrong, and yet her body was already betraying her.

Wetness pooled, not in the pull-up, but deeper. Her clit throbbed, unbidden. She pressed her thighs together, and the crinkle mocked her.

Viktor didn’t push. He set the diaper on the bed, right beside her knee. “It’s your choice, baby girl. I’ll be downstairs if you need me.”

He stood. His hand brushed her hair, a fleeting touch of warmth. Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

She stared at the diaper. Alone now, the silence pressed in. Her mind screamed no, but her body hummed with something else.

Minutes ticked by. Maybe an hour. She couldn’t tell, couldn’t focus.

Her hand moved, almost on its own. Fingers touched the plastic backing, smooth and cool. The crinkle sounded again, sharp in the quiet.

She hated herself for even considering it. Hated the heat building between her legs. Hated how safe his words made her feel, even now.

She unfolded it. Laid it flat on the bed. The powder scent hit stronger, clean and infantilizing.

Her pajama shorts came off. The pull-up followed, sliding down her thighs with a faint rip of tapes. She was bare now, exposed to her own decision.

She lay back. Positioned the diaper under her hips. The bulk felt foreign, wrong, but also… heavy in a way that grounded her.

She pulled the front up, over her stomach. Taped one side, then the other. The snugness hugged her, tighter than the pull-up, more complete.

The crinkle was deafening now. Every tiny shift amplified it. She squeezed her thighs together, and the padding pressed against her, thick and unyielding.

Her face burned. Humiliation crashed over her, wave after wave. But so did the heat—wetness spreading, her pussy aching against the soft inner layer.

She grabbed the pillow. Humped it once, hard, desperate for friction. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, a shameful soundtrack.

Her clit throbbed, so close already. But she stopped. She didn’t want to cum like this, not alone.

She wanted him. Wanted Daddy to see her, to praise her, to take her over the edge. The thought made her whimper, pathetic and needy.

She lay there, trembling. The diaper held her, a prison of her own making. Sleep tugged at her, heavy and inevitable.

Her eyes closed. The bulk between her legs was a constant weight, a reminder. She drifted off, humiliated, aroused, and safer than she’d felt in weeks.

Morning came too soon. She woke, disoriented, the diaper still on. And wet—not just from arousal.

Her face flamed. She’d used it, actually used it, without meaning to. The warmth spread through the padding, undeniable.

She didn’t move. Didn’t get up to change. Just lay there, waiting, knowing he’d come.

At exactly 7:30, the knock came. Soft, precise, like everything about him. Her heart raced.

She slid out of bed. The diaper sagged slightly, heavy with her shame. She shuffled to the door, legs awkward with the bulk.

She opened it. Viktor stood there, expression unreadable. His eyes flicked down, taking in the diaper, the way she stood, small and uncertain.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t ask. Just took her hand, his grip firm and warm.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, baby girl.” His voice was a low murmur, a promise. He led her toward the bathroom, her crinkling steps echoing in the hall.

Her stomach fluttered. Shame battled with want, as always. She let him lead her, knowing what came next would be worse—and better.

The bathroom was bright, sterile. He guided her to the counter, lifting her easily to sit on the edge. The diaper crinkled louder under her weight.

“Lie back.” His tone left no room for argument. She obeyed, trembling, as her back hit the cool surface.

He untaped one side. Then the other. The sound of ripping tapes made her flinch, but her pussy throbbed harder.

He pulled the front down. Exposed her, wet and messy, to his gaze. His face didn’t change, but his eyes darkened.

“Look at you.” His voice was quiet, almost reverent. “So helpless for Daddy.”

Her cheeks burned. She wanted to hide, to disappear. But her hips shifted, just slightly, begging without words.

His fingers brushed her inner thigh. Not touching where she needed, not yet. Just close enough to make her whimper.

“You did this yourself, didn’t you?” He folded the used diaper, setting it aside. “Chose to wear it for me.”

She nodded, barely. Couldn’t speak. Her throat was too tight, her body too tense.

“Good girl.” The words hit like a drug, flooding her with warmth. She moaned softly, unable to stop it.

He grabbed a wipe from the counter. Cold against her skin, it dragged slow over her thighs, her folds. Too slow, too deliberate.

Her clit pulsed. Every swipe teased her, edged her closer. She bit her lip, trying to stay still.

He noticed. Of course he did. His hand paused, resting just above where she ached most.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His voice was firm, a wall she couldn’t climb. “You cum when Daddy says.”

She whined. Her hips bucked, desperate. But his hand didn’t move, didn’t give in.

He grabbed a fresh diaper. Unfolded it with that same crinkle, that same powder scent. Her body reacted instantly, wetness pooling again.

He slid it under her. Pulled the front up, taping it snug. The bulk pressed against her, trapping her arousal inside.

“There.” He patted the front, a possessive little tap. “All clean and safe for Daddy.”

Her face burned hotter. The diaper felt heavier now, a cage for her need. She squirmed, and the crinkle mocked her again.

He lifted her off the counter. Set her on her feet, steadying her with a hand on her waist. His touch lingered, warm through the padding.

“You slept better, didn’t you?” His lips brushed her forehead, a fleeting kiss. “Daddy knows what you need, even when you fight it.”

She nodded, small and defeated. Her body hummed, still on edge, denied. The diaper held her, a constant reminder of her surrender.

He stepped back. Looked her over, from her messy bun to the pink-trimmed padding. His smile was faint, but it reached his eyes.

“We’ll adjust the routine tonight, little one.” His voice dropped, a promise wrapped in threat. “Daddy’s got more ways to optimize you.”

Her breath caught. More ways. Her mind spun, fear and want tangling tighter.

He turned toward the door. Paused, glancing back. “Come downstairs when you’re ready, baby girl. Breakfast is waiting.”

She stood there, diapered and aching. The crinkle followed her every tiny move. She clutched the counter, knowing she’d follow him soon.

Because she always did. Because Daddy’s rules weren’t suggestions anymore. They were her reality.

Her pussy throbbed, trapped in the padding. No release, not yet. Just the weight of his control, heavier than the diaper itself.

She took a shaky step. Then another. Each crinkle was a confession she couldn’t take back.

Downstairs, he’d be waiting. With breakfast, with praise, with more tools she didn’t want to need. But did.

Her hand brushed the front of the diaper. Felt the bulk, the warmth. Her face burned, but her body begged for more.

She walked toward the stairs. Toward him. Toward whatever came next in Daddy’s dark rules.


Chapter 8: The Changing Table

Maren woke up to dampness. Not just a little. The diaper sagged heavy between her thighs, warm and clinging to her skin.

She froze under the soft sheets. Her face burned. Day twenty at Viktor’s estate, and this was the first time she’d actually wet herself without control.

The door wasn’t locked. Hadn’t been for days. She didn’t hear him enter, but she felt his presence before she saw him.

Viktor stood at the foot of her bed. Linen shirt open at the collar, barefoot as always. His silver-templed hair caught the morning light, and his eyes pinned her in place.

“Morning, little one.” His voice was low, unhurried. A trap she couldn’t escape.

Her hands clutched the blanket. She wanted to hide. But his gaze already knew—saw right through the sheets, through her shame.

“Did my baby girl have an accident?” Not a question. A statement, wrapped in quiet care.

Her throat tightened. She nodded, barely. Couldn’t speak, couldn’t look away.

He stepped closer. Pulled the blanket down with one slow tug. The crinkle of the wet diaper filled the room, obscene and loud.

“Look at that.” His eyes dropped to the padding, swollen and yellowed. “Soaked.”

Her cheeks flamed. She squirmed, and the bulk shifted, pressing against her. Wetness clung, humiliating and undeniable.

“Don’t be shy.” He sat on the edge of the bed, his hand resting on her thigh. “Daddy’s here to take care of you.”

Her heart thudded. That word—Daddy—hovered in her mind, unspoken. It had been creeping closer, heavier, every day.

He slid his hands under her. Lifted her like she weighed nothing. Her wet diaper crinkled louder as he carried her toward the bathroom.

She clung to his shoulder. His scent—clean linen, faint cedar—filled her nose. Safety, even in this mess.

The bathroom suite was bright, all white tile and glass. The padded table sat in the corner, a ‘massage station’ she’d ignored since arriving. Until now.

He set her down on it. The padding was soft under her back, but cold. She shivered, diaper sagging more as she shifted.

“Lie still, baby girl.” His tone was firm, a quiet command. Her body obeyed before her mind caught up.

He opened the cabinet underneath. She heard rustling, then saw it—stacks of fresh diapers, wipes, a jar of cream, a bottle of powder. Her stomach dropped.

“No—” The word slipped out, weak. Her hands moved to cover herself, useless against the soaked padding.

“Yes.” His eyes met hers, calm but unyielding. “Daddy knows what you need.”

Her breath hitched. Shame burned hotter, but so did something else. Heat pooled low, traitorous and wet in a different way.

He untaped the sides. Rip, rip. The sound echoed, each tear stripping her bare.

The front fell open. Cool air hit her skin. She was exposed, messy, helpless under his gaze.

“Good girl.” His voice was a caress, even as her face burned. “Look how much you needed this.”

She whimpered. Her hips twitched, involuntary. She hated how much she wanted his approval.

He grabbed a wipe. Warm, not cold, as it dragged over her thighs. Slow, too slow, cleaning every inch.

Her clit throbbed. The wipe brushed closer, teasing her folds. She bit her lip, holding back a moan.

“Shh.” His hand paused, resting just above where she ached. “Let Daddy take care of everything.”

Her body trembled. The warmth of the wipe lingered. She was dripping now, not from the diaper.

He took another wipe. Cleaned her deeper, fingers guiding the cloth. Every swipe was deliberate, edging her closer.

She gripped the table edge. Her knuckles whitened. Her pussy clenched, desperate for more.

“Not yet.” His voice cut through her haze. A wall she couldn’t push past.

He set the wipes aside. Grabbed the powder. A soft cloud drifted down, landing on her skin, silky and cool.

The scent hit her—baby powder, sharp and sweet. It made her dizzy. Made her feel smaller, softer.

His fingers spread the powder. Brushed over her, lingering where she was most sensitive. Her hips bucked, just once.

“Stay still.” His hand pressed her thigh down. Firm, controlling, keeping her in place.

She whined. Her body screamed for release. But his touch retreated, leaving her aching.

He unfolded a fresh diaper. The crinkle was louder now, a Pavlovian trigger. Her pussy throbbed harder at the sound.

He slid it under her. Pulled the front up, smoothing it over her. Taped it snug, the bulk pressing against her need.

“There.” He patted the front. “All clean for Daddy.”

Her face burned. The diaper trapped her arousal, heavy and humiliating. She squirmed, and the crinkle mocked her.

His eyes darkened. He leaned closer, hands gripping the table on either side of her. “You’re dripping, aren’t you?”

She couldn’t answer. Her breath was shallow. Her body answered for her, hips shifting again.

He slid a hand under the waistband. Checked her, fingers brushing her clit. She gasped, loud and desperate.

“So wet.” His voice was a growl now, low and hungry. “Not from the diaper, baby girl.”

Her moan broke free. His fingers lingered, circling slow. She was unraveling, right there on the table.

He pulled the diaper aside. Just enough. His other hand freed his cock, hard and thick, already leaking for her.

Her eyes widened. She wanted it. Needed it, shame be damned.

He pushed in. Slow at first, stretching her. The diaper crinkled with every thrust, obscene and loud.

She moaned again. Her hands gripped the table harder. Her pussy clenched around him, greedy and helpless.

“Fuck, little one.” His voice was rough now, raw. He thrust deeper, the table rocking under them.

The bulk of the diaper rubbed her thighs. Plastic backing slid against her skin. Every crinkle pushed her closer.

Her body tightened. Heat coiled low, ready to snap. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

“Say it.” His hand gripped her hip, possessive. “Say what I am to you.”

Her mind blanked. Then it came, unbidden, from somewhere deep. “Daddy!”

The word vibrated in her throat. Erupted before she could stop it. Raw, real, a surrender she hadn’t planned.

His eyes flared. He thrust harder, deeper. Came inside her the second she said it, hot and filling her up.

Her orgasm hit. Hard, shattering. Her pussy clenched around him, pulsing, spilling over as she screamed.

“Daddy—” It slipped out again, softer, broken. Her body shook, aftershocks rippling through her. Cum dripped, warm and messy, mixing with her own wetness.

He stayed inside her. Breathing hard, his forehead pressed to hers. His cock twitched, still buried deep.

“Say it again.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in need. “Not because I told you to—because you need to hear yourself say it.”

She swallowed. Her throat was raw. “Daddy.”

It felt bigger this time. Heavy, like a lock clicking shut. Her chest tightened, but her body melted under him.

He pulled out slow. Fixed the diaper back in place, taping it over the mess they’d made. The crinkle was quieter now, but still there.

Her face burned. Cum and wetness soaked into the padding. A reminder of everything she’d just given up.

He lifted her off the table. Cradled her against his chest, her legs weak and useless. His heartbeat thudded under her cheek.

She pressed her face to his neck. Inhaled his scent again—cedar, warmth, safety. Her body was limp, spent.

He carried her back to bed. Laid her down gentle, tucking the blanket around her. The fresh diaper crinkled under the sheets.

Her eyes fluttered. Exhaustion pulled at her. But that word—Daddy—echoed in her mind, louder than ever.

He sat beside her. Brushed a strand of copper hair from her face. His touch was soft, but his eyes held a promise.

“You’re mine, baby girl.” His voice was quiet, but it sank into her bones. “And Daddy’s just getting started with you.”

Her breath caught. Fear and want twisted tighter. What came next in his dark rules?

She didn’t know. Didn’t want to know. But her body already craved it.

She shifted under the blanket. The diaper pressed against her, heavy with their mess. A cage she couldn’t escape.

“Daddy,” she whispered again. Just to test it. Just to feel that weight one more time.

It felt bigger. Stronger. Like a truth she couldn’t take back.

He smiled. Faint, but it reached his eyes. “Good girl.”

Her heart stuttered. That praise hit deep, a drug she’d never stop chasing. She closed her eyes, letting it wash over her.

The crinkle followed her into sleep. A reminder of her surrender. A promise of more to come.

Downstairs, the estate was quiet. But Viktor’s world never stopped moving. Never stopped tightening around her.

She’d wake up to new rules. New tools. New ways to break her down until she begged for it.

And she would beg. She knew it now. Because Daddy always knew what she needed.

Her last thought before sleep claimed her was simple. Terrifying. True.

She was his. Completely. And she didn’t want it any other way.

Her breath evened out. The diaper held her, warm and snug. A trap she’d walked into willingly.

Viktor stood. Watched her sleep for a moment longer. Then turned toward the door, already planning the next step.

“Tomorrow, little one,” he murmured, too quiet for her to hear. “Daddy’s got something even better for you.”

The door clicked shut. The estate settled into silence. But the air was thick with what was coming next.

Maren slept, unaware. Diapered, marked, owned. Lost in a surrender she couldn’t fight anymore.

And Viktor smiled to himself. He always knew. Always planned three steps ahead.

She’d call him Daddy again tomorrow. Louder. Needier.

He’d make sure of it. His baby girl wasn’t just kept. She was his to reshape.

Forever. Crinkle by crinkle. Rule by rule.


Chapter 9: The Word

Maren sat in the content studio, hunched over her laptop. The screen glowed, casting sharp shadows across her freckled face. Her copper-red hair spilled loose over her shoulders, forgotten in the haze of editing.

She clicked through footage from yesterday. A vlog clip, her smiling at the camera, soft-girl filter on full blast. Then, off-camera, her voice—small, unguarded.

“Thanks, Daddy.”

Her finger froze on the trackpad.

She blinked. Played it again. Her own voice, clear and sweet, saying that word.

“Thanks, Daddy.”

Her stomach dropped. She didn’t remember saying it. Not like that, not so easy.

She hit replay. Once. Twice. Four times total. Each time, the word sank deeper, a hook in her chest.

Her face burned. How had it slipped out? When did it stop being a game?

She rubbed her palms against her thighs. The diaper crinkled under her skirt. A reminder of how far she’d fallen.

Day twenty-two at Viktor’s estate. She was diapered full-time now, pull-ups long gone. Every morning, he taped her into fresh padding, his hands deliberate, lingering.

She hated how safe it felt. Hated how her body leaned into his touch. Hated that word echoing in her head.

Daddy.

She slammed the laptop shut. Her breath came fast. She needed to stop this—stop saying it, stop feeling it.

She stood, pacing the studio. The diaper bulked between her legs, a constant weight. She’d call him by his name today. Viktor. Nothing else.

Her jaw set. She’d reclaim something—anything. Even if it was just a word.

---

Breakfast was quiet. Viktor sat across from her, linen shirt open at the collar, silver at his temples catching the morning light. He sipped his coffee, eyes on her over the rim.

“Pass the jam, Viktor,” she said, voice tight.

His gaze flicked up. Cool, assessing. He slid the jar over without a word.

Her chest tightened. No warmth, no smile. Just compliance.

She spread jam on her toast. Her hands shook a little. “Thanks, Viktor.”

He nodded. Barely looked at her. The air felt thinner, colder.

She swallowed hard. The diaper crinkled as she shifted. Why did this feel worse than any punishment?

---

Later, in the content studio, she tried again. Cameras rolling, she forced a smile. “Viktor, can you grab that ring light?”

He moved behind the lens, adjusting the stand. “Of course, Maren.” His tone was neutral, distant.

Her smile faltered. No “baby girl,” no hand on her head. Just her name, flat and empty.

She pushed harder. “Thanks, Mr. Calder.” A joke, testing the water.

His eyes met hers. No amusement, no spark. Just a void where his warmth should be.

Her throat closed. The diaper felt heavier, the crinkle louder in the silence. She turned back to the camera, pretending to adjust settings.

Her hands trembled. Why did his distance hurt more than his control? Why did she ache for that word to come back?

---

By afternoon, she was unraveling. Every “Viktor” she forced out felt wrong, like a lie. His responses stayed cold—polite, detached, a wall between them.

She sat in the garden, knees to her chest, skirt hiding the diaper’s bulk. The estate’s roses bloomed around her, their scent heavy. She didn’t care.

Tears pricked her eyes. Frustration burned hot in her chest. She couldn’t keep this up—couldn’t fight what her body already knew.

Footsteps crunched on the gravel path. She didn’t look up. She knew it was him.

He crouched beside her. His shadow fell over her, broad and steady. “What’s wrong, baby girl?”

Her breath hitched. That name—baby girl—cracked her open. Tears spilled over.

“I can’t—” Her voice broke. “I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it.”

He tilted her chin up. His eyes were soft now, but piercing. “Stop what, little one?”

Her lips trembled. Resistance crumbled, futile and humiliating. Arousal coiled low, traitorously.

“I need you, Daddy.” The word burst out, raw and desperate.

His face changed. Warmth flooded back, a tidal wave. He scooped her up, lifting her like she weighed nothing.

“Good girl,” he murmured into her hair. Her body melted against him. The diaper crinkled as he held her tight.

She clung to him. Shame burned, but so did want. She’d lost this fight before it even started.

---

He carried her to his suite. Not her room—his. The door clicked shut behind them.

Dark wood, crisp sheets, his scent everywhere—cedar and control. He set her down on the edge of his bed. Her skirt rode up, exposing the diaper’s white padding.

“You can call me Viktor if you want to.” His voice was low, unhurried. “But we both know that’s not who I am to you anymore.”

Her face flushed. She looked away, but his hand caught her chin. Forced her to meet his gaze.

“Say it again.” A command, soft but iron. “Who am I?”

Her lips parted. Her heart pounded. “Daddy.”

His smile reached his eyes. “Good girl.”

Heat surged through her. Her pussy throbbed under the diaper. She hated how much she needed this.

He pushed her back onto the bed. Her legs spread instinctively, the diaper crinkling loud. His hands slid up her thighs, slow and deliberate.

“Daddy’s going to take care of you now.” He untaped the diaper, peeling it back. Cool air hit her wet skin.

She whimpered. Exposed, vulnerable. His fingers brushed her clit, light but intentional.

Her hips bucked. A moan slipped out. “Daddy, please.”

He smirked. “That’s it, baby girl.” His fingers circled, teasing, building her up.

Her body trembled. Wetness dripped, her pussy aching for more. She gripped the sheets, desperate.

He stopped. Pulled his hand away. Her whine was pathetic, needy.

“Not yet,” he said. He stood, unbuttoning his shirt. His chest was broad, dusted with silver hair.

She stared. Hunger burned in her. The diaper lay open beneath her, a humiliating frame.

He shed his pants. His cock was hard, thick, already glistening. He climbed over her, caging her in.

“Say it again.” His breath was hot on her neck. “Who do I belong to?”

“Daddy,” she gasped. Her voice broke on the word. It felt permanent now, etched into her.

He groaned. Pushed her legs wider. His cock pressed against her pussy, teasing her entrance.

“Good girl.” He thrust in, deep and hard. She cried out, filled completely.

Her walls clenched around him. Every thrust rocked her, the bed creaking under them. “Daddy—oh, fuck, Daddy.”

His pace quickened. He gripped her hips, pulling her into each stroke. “That’s right, baby girl. Say it.”

“Daddy!” Her voice was raw, pleading. Pleasure built, tight and unbearable. She was close—so close.

He slowed. Pulled out. Her whimper was desperate, almost a sob.

“Not yet, little one.” He flipped her over, onto her stomach. Her face pressed into the sheets, ass up.

The diaper crinkled beneath her. Humiliation stung, but arousal drowned it. She needed him back inside her.

He spread her cheeks. His cock nudged her entrance again. “Who’s fucking you, baby girl?”

“Daddy,” she moaned into the mattress. The word was everything now. Her surrender, her need.

He thrust in. Harder this time. Her body jolted with each stroke, pussy dripping around him.

“Daddy—please—let me—” Her words fragmented. Pleasure coiled tight, ready to snap.

“Cum for Daddy,” he growled. His hand slid under her, finding her clit. He rubbed, fast and rough.

She shattered. Her pussy pulsed, clenching hard around his cock. A scream tore from her throat.

Cum spilled, hers mixing with his as he thrust deeper. Warmth flooded her, messy and overwhelming. Her body shook, aftershocks ripping through her.

“Daddy,” she whispered. Broken, spent. The word anchored her as she came down.

He pulled out slow. His cum dripped from her, pooling on the open diaper. He didn’t tape it back yet.

Instead, he moved her. Pulled her against his chest on the bed. His arms wrapped around her, warm and possessive.

She melted into him. Her breath was ragged. The diaper lay forgotten, a symbol of her defeat.

He kissed her forehead. “You did so well, baby girl.” His voice was soft, a balm.

Her heart stuttered. That praise hit deep, addictive. She’d do anything to hear it again.

He reached for a fresh diaper from the bedside table. Taped it on her with slow, careful hands. The crinkle was quiet, intimate.

Her face burned. But her body relaxed under his touch. Safety and shame tangled together.

He pulled her closer. Moved them to the headboard, her head on his chest. His heartbeat thudded under her ear.

“Daddy,” she murmured. Testing it again. Feeling its weight.

He chuckled low. “That’s right, little one.” His hand stroked her hair, grounding her.

She sighed. Exhaustion pulled at her. His suite felt like a fortress, his body her shelter.

He shifted. Grabbed something from the nightstand—Mr. Hops, her stuffed bunny. Tucked it into her arms.

Her lips curved. A small, sleepy smile. She hugged the bunny tight, diaper crinkling softly.

He fucked her again later. On the desk in his suite, her legs wrapped around him. Every “Daddy” she gasped made him thrust harder.

“Daddy—fuck—Daddy!” Her voice broke as she came again. Her pussy clenched, cum dripping into the fresh diaper he’d taped on after.

He groaned. Spilled inside her, hot and thick. His breath was ragged against her neck.

“Good girl,” he panted. Kissed her hard, claiming her mouth. She moaned into it, lost.

Again, on the rug by the fireplace. Her on top, riding him, diaper pushed aside. “Daddy, I’m yours,” she cried as she came.

Her body shook. Wetness soaked them both. He held her hips, guiding her through it.

“Mine,” he growled. His cum filled her again. Marked her, owned her.

Two hours total. Every surface of his suite. Every “Daddy” rewired her deeper.

She was spent. Limp in his arms as he carried her back to bed. Her eyes fluttered shut.

He pulled the blanket over her. Tucked Mr. Hops against her chest again. Her diaper crinkled, a quiet reminder.

“You’re mine now, baby girl,” he whispered. His lips brushed her temple. “You were always going to be.”

She smiled in her sleep. The word—Daddy—echoed in her dreams. Permanent, unbreakable.

Her surrender was complete. For now. But Viktor’s dark rules never stopped evolving.

Tomorrow, he’d push her further. A new rung, a new tool. She’d beg for it, just like always.

Because Daddy knew best. And she couldn’t fight that truth anymore. Not even in her sleep.


Chapter 10: The East Corridor

Maren woke to sunlight filtering through heavy drapes. Her body ached in the best way, a reminder of last night—Daddy’s hands, Daddy’s cock, Daddy’s rules. She hugged Mr. Hops tighter, the soft bunny pressed to her chest.

The diaper crinkled under the blanket. Her face burned. Even after weeks, that sound still hit her like a slap.

She shifted, feeling the bulk between her thighs. Warmth lingered there, a mix of shame and safety she couldn’t untangle. Her breath caught as she remembered Viktor’s voice—low, possessive, calling her his baby girl.

Her eyes drifted to the breakfast tray on the bedside table. A glass of orange juice, a croissant, and a small silver key. A note sat beside it, folded neatly.

She reached for it, hands trembling. Unfolded the paper. Viktor’s handwriting stared back: When you’re ready.

Her stomach flipped. Ready for what? The key felt heavy in her palm, cold and certain.

She knew where it led. The east corridor. That locked door she’d passed every day for weeks, always wondering, never asking.

Her heart raced. She slipped out of bed, bare feet hitting the cool hardwood. The diaper sagged slightly, a quiet crinkle with every step.

She pulled on a loose sweater over her onesie, hiding the padding as best she could. Not that it mattered. Viktor’s estate was empty this morning, silent except for her uneven breaths.

The east corridor stretched long and dim, lined with closed doors. She’d explored most of the house by now, under Viktor’s watchful eye. But this door—always locked, always off-limits—felt different.

She stopped in front of it. The key burned in her hand. Her throat tightened.

What was behind it? Another test? Another rung on Daddy’s endless ladder of control?

She almost turned back. Almost. But curiosity—and something deeper, something needier—pushed her forward.

The key slid into the lock. Heavy. Certain.

It turned with a click. Her breath hitched. She pushed the door open.

A wave of lavender and baby powder hit her. Soft light spilled from a window, illuminating a room that stole her air. A nursery.

Not just any nursery. An adult nursery, built for her. Every detail screamed it.

A crib stood in the center, dark wood gleaming, large enough for her to lie in comfortably. A canopy of white fabric draped over it, soft and delicate. Pink sheets peeked from beneath a fluffy blanket.

A changing table sat against one wall, professional and sturdy. Drawers underneath, no doubt filled with diapers, wipes, powder. She didn’t need to check to know.

A high chair painted white with pink cushions waited near a small table. A toy chest overflowed with stuffed animals, coloring books, blocks. Baby monitors perched in every corner, unblinking eyes.

A rocking chair by the window, cushioned and inviting. The room was perfect. Too perfect.

Her knees buckled. She sank to the floor, the diaper crinkling under her. Her chest heaved.

This wasn’t a surprise. Not really. She’d felt it coming, hadn’t she?

Every pull-up, every diaper, every “good girl” from Viktor’s lips had led here. This room wasn’t new. It was the destination.

Her hands shook as she touched the soft rug beneath her. Tears pricked her eyes. Not fear, no—recognition.

This was built for her. The pink, the lavender, the toys—they mirrored every small comfort she’d clung to these past weeks. Viktor had watched, planned, designed.

Her breath came in sharp gasps. Hyperventilating. The walls seemed to close in, but they didn’t feel like a cage.

They felt like a cradle.

She didn’t hear Viktor enter. Didn’t notice until his shadow fell over her. He didn’t speak, just sat beside her on the floor.

His presence was a weight, grounding her. She smelled his cologne, felt the heat of him inches away. Her tears fell faster.

He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He waited, patient as always.

An hour passed. Maybe more. Her sobs slowed to hiccups, then to silence.

She looked at the crib again. The canopy swayed slightly, catching the light. It called to her in a way she couldn’t name.

Her body moved before her mind caught up. She stood, shaky, and walked to the crib. Climbed in.

The mattress sank under her weight, soft and plush. The canopy brushed her cheek as she lay down. Her diaper crinkled, loud in the quiet.

Viktor rose from the floor. His steps were slow, deliberate. He stood over the crib, looking down at her.

Her heart pounded. She expected words—praise, correction, something. But he only pulled the blanket over her, tucking it around her shoulders.

The fabric was warm, heavy. Safe. Her eyes fluttered shut for just a moment.

When she opened them, he was still there. His hand rested on the crib rail, steady and sure. She felt small under his gaze, smaller than ever.

“I didn’t build this room for you, Maren,” he said finally, voice low and unhurried. “I built it for who you’ve been becoming. There’s a difference.”

Her breath caught. The words sank deep, twisting something inside her. She couldn’t argue, couldn’t fight.

Because he was right. She was becoming this—his little one, his baby girl. And this crib, this room, felt like proof.

She reached through the crib bars, fingers trembling. He took her hand, his grip warm and firm. Her chest ached with something she couldn’t name.

“Good morning, little one,” he said, a small smile curving his lips. His thumb brushed over her knuckles. She melted under that touch.

But she needed more. Always more. Her body hummed with it, even now.

“ Daddy,” she whispered. Testing it in this new space. Feeling its weight.

His smile deepened. He leaned down, pressing his lips to her forehead through the bars. “That’s my girl.”

Her skin flushed. Heat pooled low, pathetic and undeniable. The diaper felt tighter, bulkier, as her arousal stirred.

He noticed. He always noticed. His hand slid from hers, trailing down the blanket to her hip.

“Let Daddy check,” he murmured. His fingers slipped under the waistband of her onesie, then into the diaper. Slow, deliberate.

She gasped. His touch lingered, pressing against her warmth. Checking, but also teasing.

“You’re wet already,” he said, voice a low growl. Not from the diaper, no—her pussy, slick and needy under his fingers. Her face burned.

“Daddy, I—” Her words cut off as he rubbed gently, just enough to make her hips twitch. She bit her lip, holding back a moan.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he said, pulling his hand free. Her body ached at the loss. He adjusted the tapes, smoothing the diaper back into place.

The crinkle filled the quiet. Her shame flared, but so did her need. She squirmed in the crib, desperate for more.

He stood, towering over her. His eyes darkened with promise. “You’ll cum when Daddy says. Not before.”

Her breath hitched. Denial stung, but it also fueled her. She wanted to please him, needed to.

He moved to the rocking chair by the window. Sat down with a book, as if he hadn’t just set her body on fire. She watched him, aching through the bars.

Her hands gripped the blanket. The crib felt like a boundary, a reminder of her place. His little one, his baby girl, waiting for Daddy’s next move.

Hours passed. She dozed off at some point, lulled by the softness, the scent of lavender. When she woke, Viktor was still there, reading in the chair.

She blinked at him, sleepy and small. Reached through the bars again. He set the book down, coming to her side.

His hand took hers, warm and steady. “Did you sleep well, princess?” His voice was a caress.

“Yes, Daddy,” she mumbled, voice thick with sleep. Her diaper crinkled as she shifted. Her body woke up, need stirring again.

He noticed. Smiled that knowing smile. “Let’s get you changed, little one.”

Her heart raced. He lowered the crib side, helping her out. Led her to the changing table with a firm hand on her back.

She climbed up, lying back on the padded surface. Her sweater rode up, exposing the onesie and diaper beneath. Her face burned as he stood over her.

He unsnapped the onesie, slow and deliberate. Peeled it back. The diaper tapes ripped open with a loud sound, echoing in the nursery.

Cool air hit her skin. She shivered. His hands were warm as they cleaned her, wiping away the lingering wetness with care.

But care wasn’t all. His fingers lingered, brushing her inner thighs, teasing close to her pussy. Her hips twitched, desperate.

“Daddy, please,” she whimpered. Her voice sounded so small, so needy. She hated it, but she couldn’t stop.

“Not yet,” he said again, voice firm. He sprinkled baby powder, the scent filling her senses. Rubbed it in with slow, torturous strokes.

Her clit throbbed. She was dripping now, she knew it. Her body betrayed her, always did.

He taped a fresh diaper on, the crinkle loud and final. Smoothed the front with his palm, pressing just enough to make her gasp. “There we go, baby girl.”

She squirmed, denied again. Her pussy ached, wet and desperate under the padding. She needed release, needed him.

He lifted her off the table, setting her on her feet. Pulled the onesie back down, snapping it in place. His hands lingered on her hips, possessive.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead. The praise hit deep, making her tremble. She’d do anything for that warmth.

But he stepped back. Returned to the rocking chair, picking up his book. Left her standing there, diapered and aching.

“Daddy,” she whispered, barely audible. Her hands fidgeted, unsure. She wanted to crawl to him, beg for more.

He looked up, eyes sharp. “Be patient, little one. Daddy has plans for you later.”

Her stomach flipped. Plans. Always more rungs, more rules.

She nodded, small and obedient. Climbed back into the crib, pulling the blanket over herself. The canopy brushed her face, soft and comforting.

Her body hummed with denied need. The diaper crinkled with every shift, a reminder of her surrender. She hugged Mr. Hops tighter, waiting.

Viktor’s gaze lingered on her from the chair. Watching, always watching. She felt it like a touch, heavy and claiming.

“Rest now, baby girl,” he said, voice a quiet command. “You’ll need your energy for what’s next.”

Her breath caught. Next. Always something next with Daddy.

She closed her eyes, heart pounding. The nursery held her, safe and suffocating all at once. She’d surrendered this far—into the crib, into his world.

But she knew it wasn’t the end. Viktor’s dark rules never stopped. And she’d beg for the next step, just like always.


Chapter 11: Nursery

Maren woke to the soft glow of the nursery. Her cheek pressed against the crib mattress, the blanket tangled around her legs. The pacifier rested on the pillow beside her, a silent invitation.

She reached for it. Slipped it between her lips before her eyes fully opened. The suckling soothed her, a reflex now.

The baby monitor glowed red on the shelf. Always watching. Always listening.

Her diaper crinkled as she shifted. Heavy, warm, a reminder of last night. Her face flushed, but her body relaxed into it.

The door opened. Viktor stepped in, barefoot, linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar. His presence filled the room like a storm cloud, heavy and inevitable.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, a rumble that made her stomach flip. He crossed to the crib, towering over her.

She sucked harder on the pacifier. Her hands gripped the blanket. Small, so small under his gaze.

“Did my little one sleep well?” His hand rested on the crib rail, casual but claiming. His eyes scanned her, taking inventory.

She nodded. Couldn’t speak around the pacifier. Didn’t want to.

He lowered the crib side with a quiet click. “Let’s get you up, princess.” His hands slid under her, lifting her like she weighed nothing.

Her body pressed against his chest. Warmth seeped through his shirt. Her diaper crinkled loudly, obscene in the quiet.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down on the padded surface. Her onesie rode up, exposing the thick padding between her thighs.

She turned her head away. Shame burned her cheeks. But her pussy throbbed, traitorously eager.

Viktor unsnapped the onesie. Slow, deliberate. The cool air hit her skin as he peeled back the fabric.

He checked the diaper. His fingers slipped under the waistband, pressing against her. Lingering just long enough to make her squirm.

“Wet already, little one.” Not a question. A statement, laced with quiet amusement.

She whimpered around the pacifier. Her hips twitched. She hated how much she wanted his touch.

He ripped the tapes open. The sound echoed, sharp and final. He cleaned her with wipes, his hands firm but gentle.

Powder came next. The lavender scent filled her nose. His fingers rubbed it in, slow circles that teased too close to her clit.

Her breath hitched. Need pulsed low, hot and desperate. She bit down on the pacifier, muffling a moan.

“Not yet, baby girl.” His voice was a command, soft but unyielding. He taped a fresh diaper on, smoothing the front with his palm.

The crinkle was loud. The bulk settled between her thighs. She felt owned, marked by the sound alone.

He snapped the onesie back in place. Lifted her off the table. Set her on her feet, but only for a moment.

“Time for your bottle.” He guided her to the rocking chair. Sat down and pulled her onto his lap.

Her diaper pressed against his thigh. She felt his cock, hard beneath her. A shiver ran through her, straight to her core.

He held the bottle to her lips. Warm milk trickled out as she sucked. His arm wrapped around her, holding her close.

“Good girl.” His murmur vibrated against her ear. Her body melted into him, craving more of that warmth.

She drank slowly. Eyes half-closed. Safe, small, his.

The bottle emptied. He set it aside. His hand rested on her diapered hip, possessive and heavy.

“Stand up, princess.” His tone shifted, darker now. A promise of something more.

She obeyed. Stood on shaky legs. Her heart raced, knowing what came next.

“Bend over the crib rail.” His words were calm, inevitable. He guided her forward, hands firm on her waist.

Her palms gripped the cold crib bars. The metal bit into her skin. Her diaper crinkled as she bent, exposed and waiting.

He stood behind her. His presence loomed, pressing against her back. She felt his breath on her neck.

“Look at you.” His voice dropped, raw and heavy. “Wet, messy, shaking, holding the crib like it’s the only solid thing in your world. It is. And I put you in it.”

Her pussy clenched. His words sank deep, branding her. She whimpered, pacifier muffling the sound.

He pulled the diaper aside. Just enough. His fingers brushed her wetness, teasing her entrance.

She pushed back against him. Desperate. Needy.

His cock pressed against her. Hard, thick, unrelenting. He slid in slow, stretching her, filling her completely.

She gasped around the pacifier. Her grip tightened on the bars. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with her stifled moans.

He thrust deeper. Slow at first, controlled. Each movement rocked her forward, her body pinned between him and the crib.

Her knees trembled. The bulk of the diaper rubbed against her thighs with every thrust. A reminder of her helplessness.

He pulled the pacifier from her mouth. “Let Daddy hear you, baby girl.” His voice was rough, hungry.

She moaned. Loud, broken, raw. The sound echoed in the nursery, captured by the glowing red monitor.

“Good girl.” He thrust harder. Faster. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place.

Her pussy tightened. Heat built, spiraling, unstoppable. She was close, so close.

“Come for Daddy.” His command pushed her over. “Now.”

She shattered. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching around his cock. Wetness soaked into the diaper, the crinkle deafening as she shook.

He groaned. Thrust once more, deep and hard. Came inside her, hot and claiming, filling her completely.

Her breaths came in gasps. Her legs buckled, but he held her up. The crib bars were slick under her sweaty palms.

He pulled out. Taped the diaper back in place. The warmth of his cum mixed with her own, trapped against her skin.

She whimpered. Overwhelmed, spent. The pacifier slipped back between her lips, a comfort she didn’t resist.

He lifted her. Cradled her against his chest. Carried her out of the nursery like she was weightless.

The high chair waited in the kitchen. He set her down, buckling her in. Her diaper crinkled against the padded seat.

She sucked on the pacifier. Eyes glassy, body still trembling. The aftermath hummed through her, soft and heavy.

He placed a small bowl in front of her. Cut-up fruit and yogurt, a tiny spoon beside it. He unfolded the newspaper, casual as if nothing had happened.

“Eat, baby girl.” His tone was gentle now. A stark contrast to moments ago.

She picked up the spoon. Her hand shook, clumsy. A piece of strawberry slipped, juice dripping down her chin.

He glanced over the paper. Smiled, small and approving. Reached out with a cloth napkin to wipe her mouth.

Her cheeks burned. Such a simple act, but it owned her. She felt smaller, more his, with every wipe.

She ate slowly. The sweet tang of fruit grounded her. The crinkle of her diaper was a constant, a tether to her new reality.

He read in silence. Pages turned with a soft rustle. His presence was enough, a quiet claim over the room.

Her bowl emptied. She set the spoon down. Waited, unsure, pacifier still in her mouth.

He folded the newspaper. Stood, unbuckling her from the high chair. Lifted her out with ease, her body limp against his.

“Content time, baby girl.” His voice was calm, but there was an edge. A promise of more.

Her stomach flipped. Content. She didn’t ask what kind anymore.

He led her toward the studio. Her diaper crinkled with every step. Her hand stayed in his, small and trusting.

She followed. Always followed. Daddy’s rules, Daddy’s world.

The nursery faded behind them. But its echoes clung to her. The crib bars, the monitor, the pacifier—all waiting for next time.

And there would be a next time. Viktor’s plans never stopped. And she’d be ready, trembling, for whatever came.

---

Maren’s mind drifted as they walked. The hallway stretched long, polished wood underfoot. Her bare feet felt cold, a sharp contrast to the warmth of her diaper.

She glanced up at Viktor. His profile was sharp, unreadable. But his grip on her hand was firm, a silent reminder.

She belonged here. With him. In this.

The studio door loomed ahead. Her heart picked up, a nervous flutter. Content time always meant exposure, one way or another.

Last week, it was a livestream. Her in a onesie, playing with blocks. Chat loved it, Viktor said. She hadn’t seen the comments.

The week before, photos. Soft lighting, her sucking a pacifier, diaper peeking out under a frilly skirt. For “private collectors,” he’d explained.

She hadn’t argued. Didn’t want to. His approval was worth more than her questions.

They reached the door. He pushed it open. The familiar setup waited—camera on a tripod, softbox lights, a pastel backdrop.

Her throat tightened. What now? What new piece of herself would she give up today?

“Sit, baby girl.” He pointed to a cushioned mat on the floor. Toys scattered around it, bright and mocking.

She sat. The diaper crinkled under her. Her hands fidgeted, waiting for instructions.

He adjusted the camera. Checked the angle, the focus. His movements were precise, calculated, always in control.

Her eyes followed him. Hungry for a hint, a clue. But he gave nothing away.

“You’ll play for a bit.” His tone was casual. “Daddy’s got a script for later.”

A script. Her stomach dropped. That meant words, actions, something planned beyond just sitting there.

She nodded. Sucked harder on the pacifier. Her fingers found a stuffed bear, clutching it for comfort.

He stepped behind the camera. Clicked it on. The red recording light blinked to life, staring at her.

Her skin prickled. Watched again. Always watched.

“Smile, princess.” His voice came through the lens, distant but commanding. “Show them how happy Daddy’s little girl is.”

She forced a smile. Small, shaky, but there. Her cheeks burned under the lights.

The bear felt soft in her hands. She hugged it tighter. Played the part, even as her mind raced.

What script? What later? Her body tensed, anticipating the next rung, the next rule.

She glanced at the camera. The red light stared back. Unblinking, like Viktor’s gaze.

Her diaper crinkled as she shifted. A sound the mic would pick up. A sound the viewers would hear.

Shame flared. But so did heat. That betrayal loop, always spinning.

She played. Moved a toy car across the mat. Made soft noises around the pacifier, childish and forced.

Viktor watched from behind the camera. Silent for now. But she felt his approval, heavy as a touch.

Her pussy throbbed under the diaper. Still sensitive from earlier. Still wanting, despite everything.

She hated it. Hated how much she craved his next command. But she did.

The recording light blinked. Time stretched. She played, waiting for Daddy’s script to unfold.

And it would. Soon. She knew it in her bones.

Her hands trembled on the toy car. Her diaper crinkled again. A reminder, a claim, a promise of more.

Viktor stepped out from behind the camera. Adjusted a light, casual as ever. But his eyes locked on hers, sharp and knowing.

“Almost ready, baby girl.” His smile was small, dangerous. “You’ll love what Daddy has planned.”

Her breath caught. Fear and need twisted together. She nodded, pacifier bobbing, ready for whatever came next.

Because with Viktor, there was always a next. Always deeper. And she’d follow, crinkling, trembling, straight into it.

---

The studio lights felt hot on her skin. She shifted on the mat, diaper loud in the silence. Her mind spun, caught between the nursery and now.

Earlier, the crib bars. His cock inside her. The pacifier muffling her moans.

Now, this. Toys, cameras, a script she didn’t know yet. But she’d perform it, just like always.

Her bear dropped to the mat. She picked up a block, stacking it with shaky hands. Playing the part of Daddy’s little girl.

Viktor watched. Always watched. His gaze was a weight she couldn’t shake.

Her pussy ached. Wetness spread under the diaper, a secret the camera couldn’t see. But he’d know. He always did.

“Five more minutes of play, princess.” His voice broke the silence. “Then we start the real content.”

Real content. Her chest tightened. What did that mean today?

She nodded again. Sucked the pacifier harder. Her hands moved on autopilot, stacking blocks into a wobbly tower.

The red light blinked. Recording every crinkle, every tremble. Her shame and arousal, captured forever.

She glanced at Viktor. He was back behind the camera, adjusting something. His focus was absolute, consuming.

Her tower fell. Blocks scattered. She flinched, a small sound escaping around the pacifier.

He looked up. Smiled. “That’s okay, baby girl. Daddy loves watching you try.”

Her face burned. Praise shouldn’t hit so deep. But it did, every time.

She started stacking again. Slower now. Her body buzzed, waiting for the shift, the escalation.

Because it was coming. Five minutes, he’d said. Five minutes until the next rung.

Her diaper crinkled as she leaned forward. The bulk pressed against her, a constant reminder. Owned, claimed, his.

The studio felt smaller now. The lights hotter. The camera’s gaze heavier.

She played. Waited. Trembled.

Viktor’s rules never stopped. And neither did her surrender. Not anymore.
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Chapter 12: The Cameras

Maren sat at the studio desk, the blue light of the computer screen washing over her freckled face. Her copper-red hair was tied in a messy bun, strands slipping loose as she hunched forward. The diaper under her soft pink skirt crinkled with every shift, a sound she couldn’t ignore.

Her fingers hesitated on the mouse. She was supposed to review footage for her next ‘content upload.’ Viktor had said it was important, a big step for her brand.

She clicked through folders labeled with dates and titles. Her latest video, a pastel nursery setup with her playing on the mat, sat ready for edits. But her cursor slipped, landing on a folder she hadn’t seen before.

MAREN — PRIVATE.

Her stomach dropped.

She stared at the screen. 412 files. The number burned into her vision, sharp and cold.

Her hand trembled as she clicked it open. Thumbnails loaded, each a frozen moment of her. Drinking from a bottle, eyes half-closed. Putting on a diaper alone, cheeks flushed. Crying on the nursery floor, curled small. Climaxing on the changing table, mouth open in a silent scream.

Her breath caught.

She clicked a video. The speakers hummed to life. Her own moans spilled out, raw and desperate, echoing in the quiet studio.

Her face burned. Shame clawed at her chest. But heat pooled low, traitorous and undeniable.

She clicked another. The crib, late at night. Her sleeping, pacifier bobbing gently, diaper visible under the blanket.

Her mind spun. Every camera in the estate. Every moment. Feeding to Viktor’s private server.

She scrolled, frantic now. Clips of her first night, hesitant and unsure. Clips of her surrendering, over and over. Clips of her body betraying her, again and again.

Her hands shook. She slammed the mouse down. The sound cracked through the room.

Footsteps approached. Slow, deliberate. She didn’t turn around.

“You found it.” Viktor’s voice was low, unhurried. A statement, not a question.

She spun in the chair. The diaper crinkled loudly. Her eyes burned with rage, with something worse.

“You’ve been recording me.” Her voice broke. “Every second.”

He stood in the doorway, tall and composed. Linen shirt open at the collar, silver at his temples catching the dim light. His gaze was steady, unapologetic.

“Yes.” One word. No hesitation.

Her chest heaved. “My content. My posts. Were they ever real?”

He stepped closer. Stopped just out of reach. “Your social media uploads were drafted by my team. The brand deal never existed.”

Her vision blurred. Tears of fury, of humiliation. “You lied to me.”

“I didn’t.” He tilted his head, studying her. “You signed the contract, Maren. Clause 31, content ownership. Clause 38, surveillance disclosure.”

She froze. The memory of that first day, the stack of papers, his calm explanations. She hadn’t read it all. Not really.

Her voice was small now. “You watched me. Every private moment.”

“I did.” His tone held no shame. “And you watched yourself just now. Tell me what you felt.”

Her face flamed. She wanted to scream, to deny it. But her body wouldn’t lie for her.

Wetness spread under the diaper. A slow, humiliating warmth. She clenched her thighs, hating herself.

His eyes dropped to her lap. He saw it. He always saw it.

“Rage, yes.” His voice softened, but it cut deeper. “But something else, too. Isn’t that right, baby girl?”

She shook her head. Tears fell. “No. I hate this. I hate you.”

He stepped forward now. Close enough to touch. He didn’t.

“Every door in this estate has been unlocked since day one, Maren.” His words were slow, deliberate. “Including the front gate. You never checked. Ask yourself why.”

Her breath hitched. She stared at him, trembling. His honesty was a blade, sharper than any lie.

She stood. The chair scraped back. The diaper’s bulk pressed against her, a constant claim.

“I’m done.” Her voice shook, but she meant it. “I’m leaving.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t stop her. Just watched, eyes calm and knowing.

She pushed past him. Her shoulder brushed his chest. Heat flared, unwanted, unasked for.

She stormed down the hall. Her old suite, the one she hadn’t slept in for a week, loomed at the end. She hadn’t needed it, not with the crib, not with Viktor.

Her hand gripped the doorknob. She twisted it. Unlocked, just like he said.

She slammed the door behind her. Locked it from the inside. Her knees buckled, and she sank to the floor.

No pacifier. No Mr. Hops, her soft bear. No Viktor.

Her chest ached. The absence of his structure, his rules, hit harder than the betrayal. She hated that most of all.

Hours passed. Six, maybe more. She lay on the cold floor, staring at the ceiling.

Sleep wouldn’t come. Her body craved the crib’s bars, the diaper’s weight, his voice murmuring “good girl.” She squeezed her eyes shut, but the need gnawed deeper.

She sat up. Her skirt had ridden up, exposing the diaper. White, thick, crinkling with every move.

Her fingers hovered over the tapes. She could take it off. She should.

But she didn’t. The bulk between her thighs felt safe, even now. A twisted comfort she couldn’t shake.

Her mind replayed the footage. Her own moans, her surrender on the changing table. Heat throbbed low, insistent.

She pressed her palm against the front of the diaper. The padding muffled the touch, but it was enough. Her hips rocked, desperate for more.

Shame burned through her. She was doing this to herself. Watching herself had done this.

Her other hand slipped under her shirt. Found her breast, her nipple already hard. She pinched, gasping at the sharp jolt.

Her movements quickened. The crinkle filled the room, obscene and loud. She bit her lip, muffling a moan.

Wetness soaked the diaper now. Warm, spreading, marking her. She hated it, needed it, couldn’t stop.

Her fingers pressed harder through the padding. Her clit throbbed under the layers. So close, so maddeningly close.

But she couldn’t finish. Not without him. Not without his voice, his permission.

Her hand stilled. A frustrated sob broke free. She curled into herself, trembling on the floor.

His words echoed. “Every door has been unlocked.” Freedom, right there. But she hadn’t taken it.

Why? Why hadn’t she run? Her mind screamed, but her body knew.

She needed him. His rules, his control, his warmth. Even after this, even after everything.

Her eyes drifted to the door. Still locked. Still a barrier she’d put up herself.

She stood, shaky. Walked to the mirror on the wall. Her reflection stared back, pale and hollow.

Messy bun undone now, hair spilling over her shoulders. Eyes red from crying. Diaper peeking out under the skirt.

She looked small. Lost. His.

Her fingers brushed the diaper’s edge. The plastic felt cool, the tapes tight. A reminder of every surrender.

Her pussy ached. Still wet, still wanting. She pressed her thighs together, whimpering at the pressure.

She turned from the mirror. Couldn’t face herself anymore. Not like this.

Back on the floor, she curled up again. The room felt too big, too empty. No nursery, no crib, no Daddy.

Her mind churned. 412 files. Every moment of her regression, captured forever.

She hated him for it. Hated herself more for the heat it sparked. Watching herself had lit something she couldn’t extinguish.

Her hand crept back to the diaper. Just a touch, just pressure. The crinkle sounded like a confession.

Her hips moved again. Slow, guilty. Wetness spread further, warm and heavy.

She moaned softly. No one to hear it, no camera to catch it. But it felt wrong without him.

Her fingers stopped. She couldn’t do it. Not alone.

Tears pricked again. She rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling. Sleep still wouldn’t come.

Her body buzzed. Need and anger tangled together. She wanted to storm his study, scream at him, demand answers.

But she also wanted his arms around her. His low voice telling her it was okay. His hand on her head, lips on her forehead.

She squeezed her eyes shut. Tried to block it out. Failed.

The diaper pressed against her. Bulk and warmth, a constant weight. She shifted, and the crinkle pierced the silence.

Her chest tightened. She missed the pacifier. Missed sucking on it, calming herself with its rhythm.

She missed Mr. Hops. The bear’s softness against her cheek. The way Viktor had tucked it beside her in the crib.

She missed him most. His presence, his control. Even now, after the betrayal.

Her mind flashed to the footage again. Her climax on the changing table. His fingers inside her, his cock in her mouth, diaper taped back on after.

Her breath quickened. Heat flared again. She pressed her palm against the diaper, hard.

The padding muffled her touch. Frustration built. She needed more, needed him.

Her nipple hardened under her shirt. She pinched it again, sharp and desperate. A small gasp escaped.

Her hips rocked. Crinkle after crinkle, shame after shame. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

But no release. Not without his permission. Not without “good girl” in her ear.

She stopped. Pulled her hand away. A whine broke free, pathetic and small.

She rolled onto her side. Curled tight. The diaper sagged now, heavy with her arousal.

Hours dragged. The room stayed dark. Her mind wouldn’t quiet.

She thought of the contract. Clauses she hadn’t read. Her signature, binding her to this.

She thought of the front gate. Unlocked, always unlocked. A choice she hadn’t made.

Why? His question echoed. Ask yourself why.

She had no answer. Or maybe she did, and it scared her most. She stayed because she wanted to.

Her eyes burned. No more tears left. Just emptiness, and need.

The door loomed in her vision. Locked by her own hand. A barrier she could undo.

But not yet. Not tonight. She wasn’t ready to face him, or herself.

She shifted again. Diaper crinkling, a sound that owned her now. A sound she couldn’t escape.

Sleep still evaded her. The absence of his structure gnawed deeper. Worse than any camera, any betrayal.

She lay there. Small, lost, diapered. Waiting for morning, for whatever came next.

Because with Viktor, there was always a next. Always deeper. And she wasn’t sure she could stop following.
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Chapter 13: The Gate

Maren stood at the estate’s front gate. Her suitcase dragged behind her, wheels scraping the gravel. Her old clothes—jeans, a faded sweater—felt like a stranger’s skin.

They didn’t fit. Not her body, but her. Too rough, too heavy, too wrong.

She glanced back at the looming house. Viktor’s estate sprawled in the morning mist, all stone and glass, a fortress of control. She’d been inside for thirty-one days.

Her chest tightened. No diaper today. No crinkle, no bulk between her thighs.

She’d dressed herself. No Daddy to pick her outfit, no soft onesie, no pastel rules. The freedom stung more than she expected.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. The real one, not the estate tablet. She ignored it.

The gate was unlocked. Always had been. Viktor’s voice echoed in her head—You can leave anytime, baby girl.

She pushed it open. Metal creaked, cold under her fingers. Her heart slammed against her ribs.

One step. Then another. The gravel crunched too loud.

Her suitcase caught on a stone. She yanked it free, almost tripping. Sweat beaded on her neck despite the cool air.

The road stretched empty ahead. No cars, no people, just silence. She’d ordered a ride—ten minutes out, the app said.

She sat on the suitcase. Her legs shook. The absence of structure gnawed at her, a hollow ache.

No bedtime. No bottle. No Daddy’s voice telling her it’s okay.

Her fingers twitched. She wanted Mr. Hops. Didn’t even know why she’d packed him.

The car pulled up. A gray sedan, driver barely glancing at her. She climbed in, suitcase shoved in the trunk.

“Town,” she mumbled. The driver nodded. The engine hummed, pulling her away.

Every mile felt heavier. Her chest squeezed tighter. No nursery walls, no crib bars to hold her in.

She stared out the window. Trees blurred past. Her old life waited ahead, a costume she’d outgrown.

The town came into view. Small, quaint, a postcard of normalcy. She booked the first hotel she saw.

Check-in was a blur. Keycard in hand, she dragged her suitcase to room 204. The door clicked shut behind her.

The room smelled of bleach and starch. Hotel sheets glared white, too crisp, too scratchy. Her skin crawled.

She dropped the suitcase. Sat on the bed. The mattress creaked, unfamiliar and hard.

Her phone buzzed again. Notifications piled up—DMs, emails, brand deals she didn’t want. Her metrics stared back, red and declining.

Her throat closed. Anxiety clawed up, sharp and fast. The room spun.

She stumbled to the bathroom. Gripped the sink. Her reflection looked hollow, pale, freckles stark against flushed cheeks.

Her breath came short. Heart pounded like a drum. Panic attack—she knew the signs, hadn’t felt one in weeks.

Not since Viktor. Not since his rules, his voice, his hands. She gasped, sliding to the cold tile floor.

Her hands shook. She couldn’t stop it. The walls pressed in, too tight, too wrong.

She crawled back to the bed. Dug through her suitcase. Fingers found velvet—Mr. Hops, tucked between shirts.

She clutched the bunny. Pressed his soft ears to her wet cheek. Rocked herself, small and desperate.

“Daddy…” she whispered. No one heard. Just the hum of the hotel AC.

Her body ached. Missed the diaper’s weight, the pacifier’s rhythm, the bottle’s warmth. Missed him most.

Hours dragged. Sleep wouldn’t come. She paced, bunny in her arms, old clothes chafing her skin.

Her phone sat on the nightstand. Taunting her. Old life, old stress, old Maren.

She checked it. Scrolled through messages, comments, numbers dropping. Her chest seized again.

She couldn’t do this. Couldn’t go back. The performance, the hustle, the endless grind—it wasn’t hers anymore.

Her fingers hovered over the screen. Viktor’s number stared back. Saved as “Daddy” without her realizing.

It was 4 a.m. She tapped call. Her thumb shook.

First ring. He answered. No delay, no sleep in his voice.

Silence. She couldn’t speak. Thirty seconds ticked by, her breath ragged in the receiver.

“Maren.” His voice rolled through her, calm, warm, immediate. Like he’d been waiting.

She swallowed. Tears burned fresh. Her voice broke, small and raw.

“Daddy, I want to come home.”

Her admission hung there. Heavy, undeniable. She clutched Mr. Hops tighter.

“You left because you had to know the door was real.” Viktor’s tone stayed steady, a lifeline in the dark. “Now you know. Come home, baby girl.”

Relief crashed through her. Her shoulders sagged. Tears spilled, hot and fast.

“A car will be there in twenty minutes.” His words wrapped around her, firm and sure. “Don’t pack—you don’t need anything from that room.”

She nodded, though he couldn’t see. “Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was a whisper, but it felt right.

The call ended. She sat on the bed, bunny against her chest. Heart still racing, but slower now.

She stood. Moved to the hotel entrance. Old clothes still wrong, still heavy, but she didn’t care.

The night air bit her skin. She held Mr. Hops, waiting. Streetlights cast long shadows.

Her mind churned. She’d run, and it broke her. The structure, the nursery, Daddy—it was home now.

No more old Maren. No more metrics or masks. Just his rules, his care, his control.

Headlights cut the dark. A black car slowed, sleek and familiar. The driver didn’t speak—Viktor’s man, no doubt.

She climbed in. Left the suitcase, the hotel, the costume behind. Mr. Hops stayed in her lap.

The car moved. Town faded to trees, then gravel. The estate gate loomed ahead, open and waiting.

Her pulse steadied. She was almost there. Almost safe.

The car stopped. She stepped out, bunny in her arms. The front door opened before she reached it.

Viktor stood there. Tall, silver-templed, linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar. Barefoot, as always.

His eyes met hers. Warm, calculating, possessive. Her knees went weak.

“Welcome home, little one.” His voice was low, a promise. He stepped aside, letting her in.

She crossed the threshold. The door shut behind her. Heavy, final.

Her old clothes felt heavier now. She wanted them off. Wanted his choice, his pastel, his padding.

He stepped closer. His hand found her head, fingers threading through her copper hair. She leaned into it, desperate.

“You’re safe now.” His lips brushed her forehead, warm and grounding. “Daddy’s got you.”

Her chest loosened. Tears pricked again, but softer. She nodded against him, small and his.

“Come upstairs.” His hand slid to her back, guiding her. “We’ve got things to take care of.”

Her body buzzed. Need flared low, familiar and sharp. She knew what he meant.

The nursery door was open. Pastel walls, crib, changing table—all waiting. Her safe place.

“Strip.” His tone stayed calm, a suggestion that wasn’t. “Those clothes don’t belong here.”

She obeyed. Jeans dropped, sweater tugged off. Standing in just her bra and panties, she shivered.

He watched. Eyes lingered on her freckled skin, her trembling hands. That slow inventory she craved.

“Good girl.” The praise hit deep, warmth spreading. Her pussy clenched, already wet.

He stepped to the changing table. Pulled out a diaper, thick and white. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet.

Her cheeks burned. Resistance flickered, then died. She wanted it—needed it.

“Up.” He patted the table. His hands were ready, large and sure.

She climbed on. Lay back, legs parted. Vulnerable, exposed, hers for him to claim again.

He slid her panties down. Cool air hit her skin. Her clit throbbed, aching for his touch.

His fingers lingered. Brushed her inner thighs, slow and deliberate. She whimpered, hips twitching.

“Not yet.” His voice held a smirk. “Daddy checks first.”

His hand moved. Slipped between her legs, checking her wetness. She gasped, body betraying her instantly.

“So eager.” He pressed harder, fingers circling her clit through the heat. “Missed me, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice broke. She squirmed, desperate for more.

He pulled back. Grabbed the diaper, unfolded it with a loud crinkle. Powder scent filled the air.

“Lift.” She did, hips rising. The padding slid under her, soft and thick.

His hands worked. Tapes secured, snug and tight. The bulk settled between her thighs, heavy and right.

She moaned softly. The crinkle echoed with every shift. Shame and safety tangled together.

He leaned down. Lips grazed her ear. “You’re mine, baby girl. No more running.”

Her body burned. Heat pooled low, diaper pressing against her aching pussy. She needed him.

His hand slid over the front. Pressed down, just enough. She bucked, whimpering at the muffled pressure.

“Please, Daddy.” Her voice was small, pleading. “I need it.”

He chuckled. Low, dark, knowing. “Not yet, little one. You earn it.”

Her whine was pathetic. Frustration built, sharp and hot. She wanted release, wanted him inside her.

He stepped back. Grabbed a pacifier from the shelf. Pink, soft, waiting.

“Open.” She did, lips parting. He slipped it in, her mouth closing around the rubber.

She sucked. Rhythm calmed her, even as her body ached. His eyes darkened, watching her.

“Good girl.” His hand returned, pressing the diaper again. Her hips rocked, crinkle filling the room.

He edged her. Fingers worked through the padding, slow circles driving her mad. She moaned around the pacifier.

Close. So close. Her pussy clenched, heat building, ready to spill over.

He stopped. Pulled his hand away. Her whine was muffled, desperate, raw.

“Not tonight.” His voice was firm, a wall. “You’ve got to learn—home is where you cum.”

Her body trembled. Denied, aching, wet inside the diaper. Shame burned, but so did need.

He lifted her. Carried her to the crib, strong arms cradling her small frame. She clung to him.

Bars lowered. He tucked her in, pacifier still in her mouth. Mr. Hops pressed against her side.

“Sleep now.” His hand brushed her cheek. “Tomorrow, we rebuild. Deeper this time.”

Her eyes fluttered. Exhaustion hit, mixing with unmet desire. The diaper sagged, warm with her arousal.

He raised the bars. Clicked them shut. Her cage, her safety, her home.

She watched him leave. Door half-open, light spilling in. Her body buzzed, still wanting.

Tomorrow. Deeper. Her mind clung to his promise, even as sleep pulled her under.
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Chapter 14: Home

The car slows to a stop. It’s 5 a.m., and the estate looms ahead, all sharp lines and soft lights cutting through the pre-dawn haze. Maren’s hands twist in her lap, the old jeans and hoodie feeling like a lie against her skin.

She shouldn’t be nervous. Not after everything. But her heart hammers anyway.

The driver doesn’t speak. He doesn’t need to. The nursery window glows, a beacon in the dark, pulling her in.

Viktor stands in the doorway. Barefoot, linen shirt open at the collar, no smile. He looks like he’s been waiting—exactly as long as he expected to.

She steps out of the car. Cold air bites her cheeks. Her sneakers scuff the gravel, too loud in the stillness.

He doesn’t move. Just watches. That slow, deliberate gaze that strips her bare without a word.

Her legs shake as she walks toward him. Not from fear. From knowing what’s waiting inside.

She passes him without speaking. His scent—clean linen, faint cedar—hits her hard. It’s home, and she’s been gone too long.

The front door shuts behind her. Quiet, controlled, just like him. Her feet know the path before her mind catches up.

The nursery door is open. Pastel walls, soft carpet, crib in the corner. It’s the only place that feels real anymore.

She stops in the center of the room. Her knees buckle, and she sinks down. The carpet is plush under her, familiar, safe.

She kneels. Head bowed, hands on her thighs. Waiting for him, like she always does.

His footsteps are slow. Measured. He crouches in front of her, his large frame filling her vision.

“Look at me, little one.”

Her eyes lift. His face is calm, unreadable, but his gray eyes burn with something she can’t name. Possession, maybe.

“You’re back.” His voice is low, a rumble that settles in her chest. “Why?”

She swallows hard. Her throat is tight, words sticking. But she has to say it.

“I need this.” Her voice is small, raw. “I need you, Daddy.”

His hand reaches out. Fingers tilt her chin up, forcing her to hold his gaze. Warmth spreads from his touch, traitorously fast.

“Ask for it.” His thumb brushes her lower lip. “Tell Daddy what you want.”

Her cheeks burn. Shame claws at her, but need claws harder. She knows what he wants to hear.

“Please, Daddy.” Her voice breaks. “Put my diaper on me.”

His eyes darken. A flicker of approval, sharp and hungry. He stands, towering over her.

“Up.” He gestures to the changing table. “Let’s get you out of those clothes.”

She rises on shaky legs. The jeans feel wrong, heavy, a costume she’s ready to shed. She climbs onto the table, lying back.

His hands are gentle, unhurried. He unzips her hoodie, peels it off. Her t-shirt follows, leaving her in just a bra and jeans.

Her breath hitches. His fingers work the button of her jeans, sliding them down her legs. Cool air hits her skin, making her shiver.

He doesn’t rush. Never does. Every move is deliberate, like he’s unwrapping something precious.

Panties and bra come off last. She’s bare now, exposed under the soft nursery light. Her pussy throbs, already wet, betraying her.

“Good girl.” His voice is a caress, sinking into her bones. Heat pools low, unbearable.

He grabs a diaper from the shelf. The crinkle fills the room, loud and obscene. Her face burns, but she doesn’t look away.

“Lift your hips, baby girl.”

She does. The thick padding slides under her, soft and heavy. Powder scent hits her nose—the smell of belonging.

His hands are careful. He sprinkles the powder, rubs it into her skin, fingers lingering just long enough to make her squirm. Her clit aches, desperate for more.

He tapes the diaper snug. The bulk settles between her thighs, a constant reminder of what she is. His.

She whimpers. The crinkle echoes with every tiny shift. Shame and safety twist together, tight in her chest.

He grabs a lavender onesie from the shelf. Slides it over her head, zips it up. The fabric is soft, hugging her diapered form.

“Almost done.” He picks up a pink pacifier, presses it to her lips. “Open.”

She does. The rubber slips into her mouth, and she sucks immediately. Tears prick her eyes, spilling over without warning.

Her chest shakes. Silent sobs rack her, the pacifier muffling her gasps. She’s home, and it hurts how much she needed this.

Viktor watches. His face softens, just a fraction. Then he lifts her off the table, strong arms cradling her small frame.

She clings to him. Her face buries into his chest, his shirt warm against her wet cheeks. He carries her to the crib.

The bars are already lowered. He lays her down on the plush mattress, her diaper crinkling under her. Then he climbs in with her.

The crib is big enough. Built for this, for them. His body presses against hers, solid and certain, grounding her.

Her tears keep falling. She shakes in his arms, the pacifier still in her mouth. He holds her tight, one hand stroking her hair.

“You came back because you chose this.” His voice is a murmur against her forehead. “Not because I tricked you, not because you had nowhere else to go. Because this is where you belong. Say it.”

She pulls the pacifier out. Her lips tremble, voice thick with tears. “This is where I belong, Daddy.”

His hand tightens in her hair. A low growl escapes him, raw and possessive. He shifts, his body covering hers in the crib.

Her legs wrap around him instinctively. The diaper crinkles as he pulls the onesie’s crotch aside, exposing the padding. His fingers work the tapes, loosening just enough.

She feels his cock, hard through his trousers. He frees himself, the heat of him pressing against her inner thigh. Her pussy clenches, aching for him.

“Daddy, I’m yours.” The words spill out, desperate and true. Her voice cracks, tears still streaming.

He groans. His cock slides against her wetness, teasing her entrance through the gap in the diaper. Then he pushes in, slow, deep.

She gasps. Her body stretches to take him, tight and full. The crinkle of the diaper mixes with her moans, obscene and perfect.

He moves. Slow thrusts, deliberate, each one claiming her deeper. His hands grip her hips, holding her in place.

Her nails dig into his shoulders. Pleasure builds, sharp and overwhelming. The diaper’s bulk rubs against her with every thrust, amplifying everything.

“Mine.” His voice is rough, a growl against her ear. “My baby girl, always.”

She’s close. Her pussy tightens around him, heat spiraling. Tears mix with moans, her body shaking under his weight.

“Daddy, please.” Her plea is muffled, raw. “Let me cum.”

“Cum for me, little one.” His hand slips between them, fingers finding her clit through the padding. He rubs, hard and fast.

She breaks. Her orgasm hits, sharp and shattering, her pussy clenching around his cock. Wetness floods, soaking into the diaper as she cries out.

Her body trembles. Contractions pulse through her, each one dragging a sob from her throat. Cum and tears mix, messy and real.

He doesn’t stop. His thrusts grow harder, deeper, chasing his own release. His breath is hot against her neck, ragged.

He cums with a groan. His cock pulses inside her, filling her with heat. He holds her face, forcing her to look at him as he spills.

They stay like that. His weight pins her, their breathing uneven. The diaper crinkles softly, warm and wet between them.

Her tears slow. Exhaustion creeps in, heavy and sweet. She feels safe, owned, exactly where she’s supposed to be.

He pulls out slowly. Adjusts the diaper back into place, tapes it snug again. His hands are gentle, caring, even now.

“Sleep, baby girl.” His lips press against her forehead, lingering. “You’re home now.”

Her eyes flutter shut. The crib holds her, his warmth beside her. She drifts off, pacifier forgotten, his scent all around her.

Hours pass. She wakes to sunlight streaming through the nursery window. It’s noon, and the crib bars are still down.

Viktor sits in the rocking chair. A bottle of warm milk, cut fruit on a plate, and a note rest on the small table beside him. He watches her, calm and steady.

She sits up. The diaper sags, heavy with the aftermath of their reunion. Her cheeks flush, but she doesn’t hide.

“Welcome home, little one.” He picks up the note, holds it out for her to see. “Rule one: you don’t leave again without telling Daddy why.”

Her heart skips. A new rule, a new tether. She nods, voice soft, “Yes, Daddy.”

He smiles then. Just a flicker, but it’s enough. It’s everything.

She reaches for the bottle. Her hands tremble, but he’s there, guiding it to her lips. The milk is warm, sweet, soothing.

His hand rests on her head. Strokes her copper hair, messy from sleep. “Drink up, princess. We’ve got work to do.”

Her stomach flips. Work means rules, routines, deeper surrender. She sucks on the bottle, eyes locked on his, already waiting for what’s next.

The nursery feels smaller now. Not confining—complete. She’s home, and there’s no leaving again.
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Chapter 15: Little Day

Maren woke to the soft crackle of the baby monitor. Viktor's voice came through, low and steady, wrapping around her like a blanket. “Good morning, little one. Today is a Little Day. No screens, no content, no adult decisions. Just you and Daddy.”

She blinked, eyes adjusting to the pastel glow of the nursery. The crib bars loomed around her, painted white, soft pink blankets tangled at her feet. Her diaper sagged slightly, heavy from the night before.

Her heart skipped. A whole day with no control. No pretending to be the Maren her followers knew.

She shifted, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the quiet room. Shame prickled her skin, but beneath it, something softer stirred. Safety. His rules meant she didn’t have to think.

The door opened. Viktor stood there, tall and calm, linen shirt rolled to his elbows. Silver at his temples caught the morning light.

“Come here, baby girl.” His voice was an anchor.

She crawled to the edge of the crib, cheeks warm. He lowered the bars with one smooth motion. His hands lifted her under her arms, strong and sure, pulling her against his chest.

Her diaper pressed against his hip. She bit her lip, embarrassed. He didn’t seem to notice—or care.

“First, a change.” He carried her to the changing table, laying her down gently. The padding crinkled under her weight.

He untaped the diaper, slow and deliberate. Cool air hit her skin, making her shiver. His fingers lingered, brushing her inner thighs as he wiped her clean with a warm cloth.

Heat pooled low in her belly. She squirmed, hating how her body reacted. His touch was clinical, but it burned.

“There we go.” He powdered her, the scent of baby powder filling the air. A fresh diaper slid under her, tapes securing it snug around her hips.

She felt small. Helpless. Owned.

He dressed her in a ruffled pink onesie, snapping it closed over the diaper. The fabric was soft, the ruffles brushing her thighs. “Perfect, princess.”

Her chest tightened at the praise. She wanted more of it. Always more.

“Breakfast time.” He lifted her again, carrying her to the high chair in the kitchen. The tray clicked into place, trapping her there.

Warm oatmeal steamed in a bowl, a bottle of milk and a sippy cup of juice beside it. He tied a bib around her neck, his fingers brushing her collarbone. Her skin tingled.

“Open up, little one.” He spooned oatmeal to her lips, patient and firm. Each bite was warm, sweet, filling her with his care.

She chewed, eyes on his face. His focus was total, like feeding her was the only thing that mattered. Her heart thudded.

Next came the bottle. He held it to her mouth, tilting it just right. Warm milk flowed, soothing her, his hand cradling the back of her head.

Her diaper crinkled as she shifted in the high chair. His cock was hard—she could feel it through his trousers as he leaned close. Heat flared between her legs.

“Good girl.” His voice was a murmur, lips brushing her forehead. She melted under the words.

Breakfast done, he wiped her face with a cloth. Then lifted her out, setting her on the nursery floor. A coloring book and crayons waited there.

“Let’s make something pretty, baby girl.” He sat cross-legged beside her, his presence huge even on the floor. He drew intricate gardens, lines precise and controlled.

She scribbled over them, chaotic bursts of color. The crayons felt waxy between her fingers, the smell sharp and nostalgic. Her mind went quiet, just colors and Daddy.

Her diaper bulked between her thighs, a constant reminder. She shifted, the crinkle loud. Arousal hummed under her skin, slow and building.

“Beautiful.” He admired her messy work, hand resting on her head. Her chest swelled with pride.

Midday came. He led her to the rocking chair, a storybook in hand. She curled into his lap, head on his chest, pacifier bobbing in her mouth.

His voice read aloud, low and rhythmic, vibrating through her. Each word felt safe, wrapping her tighter in his world. Her eyes half-closed, lost in it.

The diaper pressed against his thigh. Her pussy throbbed, slow and needy. She sucked harder on the pacifier, hiding the want.

“Time for a bath, princess.” He carried her to the bathroom, undressing her with care. The onesie unsnapped, the diaper untaped in one quick motion.

Warm water filled the tub, bubbles rising. Foam toys floated—ducks, boats, stars. He lowered her in, the heat soaking into her skin.

He washed her hair, fingers massaging her scalp. She sighed, leaning into his touch. Water splashed as she played with the toys, giggling softly.

Her laughter felt foreign. Light. Real.

He watched, a small smile on his lips. “Look at you, so happy.” His hand slid down her back, possessive even now.

Bath done, he dried her with a fluffy towel. Powdered her again, the scent clinging to her. A fresh diaper taped on, snug and thick.

Nap time. He tucked her into the crib, Mr. Hops the bunny beside her. The baby monitor crackled as he left for the study next door.

She napped, the diaper a warm bulk between her legs. Dreams blurred with his voice, his hands. She woke aching for him.

Afternoon passed slow. More coloring, more cuddles. Every touch, every word, built the heat in her core.

Dinner was in the high chair again. He fed her bite by bite—mashed peas, soft chicken, applesauce. Her bib caught the mess, his care catching her heart.

Her pussy was wet now. She felt it, trapped in the diaper. Every crinkle made her squirm.

“Such a good baby girl today.” His praise hit deep, making her tremble. She wanted to be good. Always.

Evening fell. He carried her to the rocking chair again. Her onesie unsnapped at the crotch, diaper tugged down to one ankle.

His trousers were open, cock hard and waiting. He guided her onto him, hands firm on her hips. She gasped as he filled her, stretching her tight pussy.

“Daddy.” The word slipped out, raw and needy. Her face buried in his neck, inhaling his scent.

He rocked the chair, slow and steady. Each creak matched his thrusts, deep and claiming. Her diaper crinkled, dangling, the sound obscene.

Her clit throbbed, desperate. His hands gripped her tighter, controlling the pace. “You’ve been so good, little one. Cum for Daddy.”

She shattered. Her pussy clenched around his cock, waves of heat crashing through her. Wetness soaked her, spilling as she cried out, “Daddy!”

Her body shook. Contractions pulsed, dragging moans from her throat. Tears pricked her eyes, overwhelmed and owned.

He groaned, thrusts harder now. His cock pulsed inside her, cum filling her with heat. He held her close, lips on her hair.

They stayed there, rocking slowly. The chair creaked under their weight. Her breathing slowed, his warmth grounding her.

He pulled out, gentle. Adjusted the diaper back into place, taping it snug. His hands were tender, always tender after.

“You did so well today, baby girl.” He kissed her forehead, voice soft. “This is what your life looks like when you stop trying to manage it and let Daddy do it for you. Look how happy you are. That’s not an accident.”

Her heart clenched. She felt it—happiness, real and raw. No filters, no performance, just his rules.

He carried her to the crib. Tucked her in with Mr. Hops, a fresh diaper, pacifier in her mouth. Her eyes were heavy, body sated.

“You were so good today, princess.” He stroked her cheek, eyes holding hers. “Tomorrow, you can show Daddy how good you are for the cameras too.”

She nodded, pacifier bobbing. She wanted to show him. Wanted to be good.

The crib bars clicked up. His footsteps faded as he left the room. The baby monitor hummed, his presence still there.

Her mind drifted. Cameras tomorrow. Filming for him, not her old life.

Her diaper crinkled as she shifted. Warmth lingered between her legs, a reminder of tonight. She sucked on the pacifier, falling into sleep.

No decisions. No stress. Just Daddy.

Tomorrow, she’d be his on screen too. The thought made her smile. She was ready.

Her breathing slowed. The nursery held her, soft and safe. Little Day wasn’t just a day—it was her now.

[Word Count: 2031]


Chapter 16: Correction

Maren sat cross-legged on the nursery floor. The pastel rug felt soft under her, a stark contrast to the chaos in her head. Her onesie, pale pink with bunnies, hugged her small frame, the diaper underneath crinkling with every shift.

She shouldn’t have done it. But she had.

Viktor’s tablet rested in her lap, the screen glowing with her old Instagram feed. She’d found the Wi-Fi password scribbled on a note in his study. Forty-five minutes of scrolling—of her old life flooding back.

Her copper-red hair, loose in those filtered selfies, looked so different now. Back then, she was Maren, the influencer with anxiety tips and soft-girl vibes. Now, she was just Daddy’s baby girl.

Her heart raced as she tapped on a video. Her own voice, bright and curated, spilled out. A thousand likes, hundreds of comments—her old world, alive and waiting.

She missed it. The control. The performance.

The nursery door creaked open. Her breath caught.

Viktor stood there, tall and unhurried. Linen shirt open at the collar, silver at his temples catching the soft light. His eyes locked on her, calm but piercing.

“Baby girl.” His voice was low, steady. “What are you doing?”

Her mouth went dry. She fumbled with the tablet, fingers shaking. “I—I just wanted to see.”

He stepped closer. The air shifted, heavy with his presence. He didn’t rush, never did.

“Stand up.” A suggestion, but it felt like law.

She stood. The diaper crinkled, loud in the quiet room. Her cheeks burned.

He took the tablet from her hands. No force, just inevitability. He sat in the rocking chair, setting the device on the armrest.

“Come here.” His tone didn’t waver. “Stand in front of Daddy.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She stood before him, onesie snug, diaper bulk between her thighs. Her hands fidgeted at her sides.

“Your old accounts are being managed.” His eyes held hers, unblinking. “You agreed to this, little one.”

She nodded, throat tight. She had agreed. Weeks ago, when she signed his contract.

“Accessing them without permission breaks Rule Three.” He tilted his head, studying her. “You know that.”

Her stomach dropped. Rule Three: No screens without Daddy’s say-so. She’d forgotten how it felt to defy him.

“I just—” Her voice cracked. “I needed to see if it was still there. My life.”

The words felt sharp, foreign. Her own defiance startled her. She hadn’t argued in weeks.

Viktor’s expression didn’t change. No anger, no raised voice. Just a quiet weight in his gaze.

“I’m not angry, baby girl.” His words cut deeper than any shout. “I’m disappointed. And we both know which one hurts you more.”

Her chest tightened. Disappointment. It stung worse than she expected.

He patted his lap. “Come here. Over Daddy’s knee.”

Her breath hitched. She hesitated, but his eyes held her in place. She shuffled forward, lowering herself across his lap.

Her onesie stretched tight as he adjusted her. The diaper padded her bottom, a humiliating shield. His hand rested on her back, warm through the fabric.

“You need a reminder of Daddy’s rules.” His voice was calm, almost tender. “This is for your own good.”

She braced herself. His hand lifted. Then it came down.

Crack. The sound was muffled by the diaper, a dull thud echoing in the nursery. Her body jolted.

Crack. Again. Not hard enough to hurt, but sharp enough to feel.

Her face burned. Each strike was deliberate, controlled. Twenty in total—she counted, breath shallow.

Crack. Crack. Crack. The rhythm was relentless, a lesson in every hit.

Her hands gripped his leg. Shame twisted in her gut. But so did something else—heat, low and unwanted.

He stopped. His hand lingered on her diapered bottom, warm and heavy. “Do you understand why, little one?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was small, trembling. “I broke the rule.”

“Good girl.” His praise hit deep, even now. “But we’re not done.”

He lifted her off his lap, setting her on her feet. Her legs wobbled. The diaper crinkled, a constant reminder.

He stood, towering over her. His hands moved to the onesie, unsnapping the crotch with slow precision. The fabric parted, exposing the diaper beneath.

Her breath caught as he tugged the tapes free. The diaper slid down, pooling at her knees. Cool air hit her bare skin.

“Lie down.” He nodded to the changing table. “Daddy needs to make sure you learn.”

She obeyed, climbing onto the padded surface. Her bare bottom pressed against the cool vinyl. Her heart pounded.

Viktor stood over her, rolling up his sleeves. His forearms were strong, deliberate. Every move calculated.

His fingers trailed down her stomach. Slow. Teasing.

Her hips twitched. She hated how her body reacted. Betrayal, again and again.

He leaned in, breath warm against her ear. “What’s Daddy’s rule, baby girl?”

“No screens without permission.” Her voice wavered. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

“Not yet.” His lips curved, a faint smile. “But you will be.”

His fingers dipped lower, brushing her clit. A jolt shot through her. She gasped.

He circled, slow and deliberate. Pressure built, fast and unbearable. Her pussy throbbed, wet already.

She moaned. Her hands gripped the table edges. So close.

He stopped. Pulled his hand away. Her whine was pathetic, desperate.

“What’s Daddy’s rule?” His voice was a low growl.

“No screens without permission, Daddy.” Her words tumbled out, needy. “Please.”

“Not yet.” He leaned down, mouth replacing his fingers. His tongue flicked against her clit, hot and relentless.

Her back arched. Heat coiled tight, ready to snap. She was there, right there.

He pulled back. Her cry was raw, frustrated. Tears pricked her eyes.

“Rule, baby girl.” His eyes locked on hers. Unyielding.

“No screens without permission, Daddy!” Her voice broke. “Please, let me cum!”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he unzipped his trousers. His cock sprang free, hard and thick.

Her mouth watered. Shame and want twisted together. She needed him.

He pressed the tip against her pussy. Slid in halfway, stretching her. Then pulled out.

She whimpered. Her hips bucked, chasing him. Pathetic.

“Rule.” One word, a command.

“No screens without permission, Daddy!” Tears spilled now. “I’m sorry!”

He pushed in again, halfway. Pulled out. Again. Again.

Her body trembled. Every nerve screamed for release. She couldn’t take it.

“What’s Daddy’s rule, baby girl?” His voice was steady, cruel in its calm.

“I don’t touch screens without permission, Daddy!” She sobbed, broken. “Please, please!”

“Good girl.” His hand gripped her hip. “Cum for Daddy.”

He thrust in fully, deep and claiming. His fingers found her clit again, rubbing hard. She shattered.

Her pussy clenched around his cock, waves of heat exploding through her. She screamed, face buried in Mr. Hops’ fur on the table beside her. The soft plush muffled her cries.

Contractions pulsed, dragging moans from her throat. Wetness soaked her, spilling as her body shook. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

He didn’t stop. Thrusting harder now, drawing out her release. Her screams turned to whimpers, overwhelmed.

Finally, he slowed. Pulled out, leaving her empty and trembling. Her chest heaved, breaths ragged.

“You’re not done, little one.” His voice was soft now, but firm. “You need to apologize properly.”

She nodded, still dazed. Slid off the table, knees hitting the floor. The diaper dangled around her ankles, onesie unsnapped and hanging open.

He stood before her, cock still hard, glistening with her wetness. Her hands reached for him, tentative. He nodded.

Her lips parted. She took him in, tongue sliding along his length. The taste of him—salt and heat—filled her mouth.

He groaned, hand resting on her head. Not pushing, just guiding. “Good girl. Show Daddy you’re sorry.”

She sucked harder, cheeks hollowing. Her tongue swirled, desperate to please. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, humiliating and grounding all at once.

His breath grew heavy. His grip tightened in her hair. “That’s it, baby girl.”

He pulsed in her mouth, hot and sudden. Cum spilled on her tongue, thick and warm. She swallowed, every drop, tasting forgiveness.

He pulled out, gentle now. His thumb brushed her cheek, wiping a stray tear. “You’re forgiven, princess.”

Her heart swelled. Forgiven. Safe.

He knelt, pulling the diaper back up around her hips. Taped it snug, hands steady and careful. Powder scent clung to the air, soft and familiar.

He lifted her, carrying her to the crib. Tucked her in with Mr. Hops, the pacifier pressed to her lips. She sucked on it, calming instantly.

The tablet sat on the dresser across the room. Visible, glowing faintly. Tempting.

“It stays there.” His voice was quiet, final. “You can look at it any time. But if you touch it without asking, the punishment is longer next time.”

She nodded, pacifier bobbing. Her eyes lingered on the tablet. But she wouldn’t touch it.

Not again.

He kissed her forehead, lips warm against her skin. “Sleep now, baby girl. Daddy’s got you.”

The crib bars clicked up. His footsteps faded as he left the nursery. The baby monitor hummed, a reminder of his presence.

Her body still hummed from the punishment, the release, the apology. The diaper felt heavy, a constant weight between her legs. A reminder of his rules.

She sucked on the pacifier, eyes heavy. Her old life sat on the dresser, glowing and untouchable. She didn’t need it.

Not anymore.

Her breathing slowed. The nursery wrapped around her, soft and safe. Daddy’s disappointment hurt, but his forgiveness healed.

Tomorrow, she’d be good. Better than good. She’d show him.

The thought carried her into sleep. No stress, no performance. Just Daddy’s rules.
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Chapter 17: The New Contract

Maren woke to the soft creak of the crib bars lowering. Her eyes fluttered open, heavy with sleep. The nursery was dim, morning light filtering through pastel curtains.

Viktor stood over her. Tall, silver at his temples, linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar. His presence filled the room like always—quiet, inevitable.

“Morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, warm. He reached down, hands sliding under her, lifting her from the crib.

She nestled into his chest. The diaper crinkled, a familiar weight between her thighs. Her onesie was soft, slightly damp with sweat from sleep.

He carried her down the hall. Barefoot steps silent on the hardwood. The estate was still, the kind of quiet that felt like a held breath.

They reached his study. The heavy oak door was already open. Inside, his desk dominated the space, a slab of polished wood under morning light.

He set her down in the leather armchair across from it. Her feet didn’t touch the floor. The diaper bulk made her squirm, a reminder of her place.

“Stay there, little one.” He moved behind the desk, pulling out a stack of papers. The sound of them sliding across the wood was sharp, deliberate.

Her eyes caught the top sheet. Bold black letters. Not a brand deal—not the flimsy contracts she used to sign with shaky hands.

This was different.

“What is it, Daddy?” Her voice was small, muffled around the pacifier still in her mouth. She didn’t take it out.

Viktor’s gaze met hers. Steady, unhurried. “A new contract, Maren. For us.”

Her stomach flipped. The pacifier bobbed as she sucked on it, a nervous reflex. Us. That word carried weight she wasn’t ready to hold.

He pushed the papers across the desk. “Read it. Every page.”

She leaned forward, diaper crinkling under her. Her fingers hesitated, then gripped the stack. The paper was heavy, smooth, real.

Her eyes scanned the first line. “Permanent Arrangement.” Her breath caught.

Permanent.

She flipped to the next page. Clauses in neat, numbered rows. Total care. Structure. Protection. She lives as his Little—in the nursery, in his bed, wherever he decides.

Her financial needs—covered. Forever. Her old apartment lease—terminated. Her social media—a joint project now. His platform, her face, their vision.

Her heart thudded. Each word sank in, heavy as stone. This wasn’t a game anymore, not a temporary escape.

This was a choice.

She looked up. Viktor watched her, hands folded on the desk. His face was calm, but his eyes burned with something she couldn’t name.

“Questions, baby girl?” His tone was patient. Inviting.

She swallowed around the pacifier. “My apartment… gone?” Her voice trembled.

“Yes.” He didn’t flinch. “You don’t need it. You’re here.”

Her chest tightened. That tiny, crumbling space had been hers. Messy, flawed, but hers.

“And my accounts?” She shifted, the diaper’s plastic backing sticking to her skin. “They’re not just mine anymore?”

“They’re ours.” His voice stayed even. “I’ll shape the content. You’ll be the heart of it. Real vulnerability, like you used to be.”

Her fingers tightened on the paper. Real vulnerability. The kind she’d faked for views, now stripped bare under his gaze.

She turned another page. Rules. Bedtimes. Diapers full-time. Permission for everything—screens, outings, even when she could cum.

Her face burned. Shame and heat twisted low in her belly. She hated how her body reacted, even now.

“Keep reading, princess.” His words weren’t a command, but they felt like one. She obeyed.

The final page. Signature line. Date. And below it, in Viktor’s precise handwriting: I will keep you safe, little one. Always.

Her breath hitched. His handwriting trembled—just slightly. The first time she’d ever seen his control waver.

She stared at the words. Safe. Always. They pressed against something raw inside her.

“The first contract was a door I opened for you.” Viktor’s voice cut through her thoughts. “This one is the door you’re choosing to walk through with your eyes open. I need you to understand the difference.”

She did. That first contract, signed in desperation, had been a trap she didn’t see coming. This one—she saw every step.

Her eyes flicked to him. He hadn’t moved. Just watched, waiting for her to decide.

The pacifier sat heavy in her mouth. Silicone and certainty, grounding her. She didn’t take it out.

Her hand hovered over the pen on the desk. The click as she picked it up echoed, sharp and final. The same sound as that first contract, months ago.

Her fingers shook. She pressed the pen to the signature line. Ink bled into the paper, her name forming slow and deliberate.

Maren.

She set the pen down. Her chest felt tight, light, empty, full—all at once. She’d chosen.

Viktor stood. Moved around the desk, slow and deliberate. He took the contract from her hands, fingers brushing hers.

Her skin tingled at the contact.

He opened a drawer. Placed the papers inside. Locked it with a small brass key, the click loud in the quiet room.

Then he did something she’d never seen before.

He knelt.

Viktor—tall, imposing, always above her—lowered himself to the floor. His knees hit the rug. He looked up at her, eyes soft, raw.

Her breath stopped.

He leaned forward. Pressed his forehead against her belly, just above the diaper’s waistband. His breath was warm through the onesie, a slow exhale against her skin.

“Thank you, baby girl.” His voice was quiet, almost broken. A crack in the control she’d thought was unbreakable.

Her heart stuttered. She lifted a hand, hesitant. Then placed it on his head, fingers threading through his silver hair.

She held him there.

The room was silent. Just their breathing, the faint crinkle of her diaper as she shifted. His weight against her felt like a promise.

Her eyes drifted to the locked drawer. The contract was inside, permanent now. No going back.

She didn’t want to.

But something stirred, low and hot, under the weight of it all. His face pressed to her, kneeling for her. The man who’d taken everything, giving her this moment.

Her thighs clenched. The diaper’s bulk pressed against her, humiliating and safe. Heat pooled, uninvited, where it always did.

He felt it. Of course he did. His hands slid to her hips, gripping through the padding.

“Baby girl.” His voice rumbled against her belly. A warning, a question.

She whimpered around the pacifier. Her body was a traitor, always had been. Heat spread, slow and damning.

He pulled back just enough to look up at her. Eyes dark now, control snapping back into place. “You need Daddy, don’t you?”

She nodded. Small, desperate. The pacifier bobbed with the motion.

He stood, towering again. His hands didn’t leave her hips. They slid down, under the onesie, finding the diaper’s waistband.

Her breath hitched.

His fingers dipped inside. Checking, slow, deliberate. The warmth of his touch made her squirm, the crinkle loud in the quiet study.

“Wet already.” Not a question. A fact.

Her face burned. Shame and need twisted tighter. She couldn’t hide it, not from him.

He didn’t pull his hand away. Fingers lingered, pressing against her through the padding. Teasing, not giving her what she craved.

“Daddy, please.” Her voice was muffled, desperate around the pacifier. She didn’t care.

“Not yet, princess.” His tone was firm, edged with heat. “You signed for me. Now you wait for me.”

She whined. Her hips moved, chasing his touch. Pathetic, needy, his.

He withdrew his hand. Stepped back. Left her trembling in the chair, heat throbbing between her legs.

Her body screamed for him. Denied, aching. The diaper felt heavier now, a cage for her want.

He adjusted himself, the bulge in his trousers obvious. Her eyes locked there, hungry. He noticed, smirked.

“Later, baby girl.” His voice was a promise, dark and heavy. “Daddy needs to take care of some things first.”

She nodded, pacifier bobbing again. Her hands gripped the armchair, knuckles white. Waiting was torture, but it was his rule.

He moved back to the desk. Sat down, pulling out a laptop. His fingers tapped the keys, casual, like he hadn’t just set her on fire.

Her eyes lingered on him. The contract was locked away, but it lived in her now. Permanent, like the heat he’d sparked.

She sucked on the pacifier harder. The silicone taste grounded her, barely. Her body hummed, denied but owned.

“Daddy?” Her voice was small, testing.

He looked up. Eyes sharp, piercing. “Yes, little one?”

“Thank you.” The words slipped out, raw. For the contract, for the safety, for the ache he controlled so perfectly.

His smile was small, real. “Good girl.” Two words, and they hit deeper than they should have.

Her chest warmed. Owned, proud. His.

She shifted in the chair. The diaper crinkled, a reminder of everything she’d signed for. Everything she was now.

He went back to his laptop. The sound of typing filled the room. She watched him, waiting, needing, burning.

But something else lingered under the heat. His handwriting on that final page, shaky for the first time. I will keep you safe, little one. Always.

She believed him.

Her old life—apartment, accounts, the endless performance—was gone. Terminated, just like the contract said. And yet, sitting here, diapered, pacifier in her mouth, she felt something she hadn’t in years.

Peace.

It scared her. It thrilled her. The duality of it made her ache even more.

Viktor glanced up, catching her stare. His eyes darkened again, knowing. “Be patient, baby girl. Daddy’s got plans for you tonight.”

Her stomach flipped. Plans. The word carried weight, a promise of escalation she couldn’t predict.

She nodded, pacifier bobbing. Her hands stayed on the armchair, gripping tight. Waiting for him, like always.

The study was quiet again. Just the tap of his keys, the crinkle of her diaper, the hum of her need. Tonight loomed, a threat and a gift.

She’d signed for this. Eyes open, pacifier in her mouth, heart in his hands. And she wouldn’t change a thing.

[Word Count: 2037]


Chapter 18: Kept

Maren woke to the soft chirp of birds outside the nursery window. The red glow of the baby monitor blinked in the dim light. Her crib bars cast shadows across the pastel blanket tucked around her.

She blinked, slow and heavy. The diaper hugged her hips, thick and warm from the night. A faint crinkle sounded as she shifted.

Her body felt soft, pliant. No sharp edges of anxiety today. Just the weight of being here, in this space Viktor built.

The door creaked open. Viktor stepped in, tall and steady, barefoot in linen trousers and a white shirt rolled to his elbows. Morning light caught the silver at his temples.

“Good morning, little one.” His voice was low, a caress in the quiet room.

Her heart fluttered. She reached for the crib bars, fingers curling around the warm wood. “Morning, Daddy.”

He smiled, slow and deliberate. Crossed the room in unhurried strides. The crib side lowered with a soft click under his hands.

She sat up, the diaper crinkling louder now. His hands slid under her, lifting her from the mattress like she weighed nothing. Her onesie bunched at her waist as he settled her against his chest.

“Let’s get my baby girl ready for the day.” His breath warmed her ear. She nodded, head resting on his shoulder.

He carried her to the changing table. Laid her down on the padded surface. The cool vinyl stuck to her skin through the thin onesie.

His fingers worked the snaps at her crotch. Pop. Pop. The fabric parted, exposing the diaper underneath.

She tensed. Even after weeks, this moment burned her cheeks. His gaze was steady, unflinching, as he peeled the tapes open.

The air hit her skin, sharp and sudden. She squirmed. His hand pressed gently on her stomach, holding her still.

“Shh, princess. Daddy’s got you.” His tone was calm, a tether.

He wiped her clean with slow, deliberate strokes. The scent of baby powder filled the air as he sprinkled it over her. Her breath hitched when his fingers lingered, brushing too close to her clit.

Heat sparked low in her belly. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to move into his touch. His smirk told her he noticed.

He taped a fresh diaper on, the plastic backing crinkling under his hands. Each tape pulled snug, sealing her in. The bulk settled heavy between her thighs.

“There we go.” He snapped the onesie back into place. Lifted her again, cradling her close.

Her arms looped around his neck. The warmth of his body seeped into hers. Safe. Owned.

He moved to the rocking chair by the window. Sat down with her on his lap. A bottle waited on the side table, already warmed.

“Open, baby girl.” He pressed the nipple to her lips.

She obeyed. The warm milk coated her tongue, sweet and familiar. Her head rested against his chest, his heartbeat steady under her ear.

His free hand stroked her hair. Slow, rhythmic. Her eyes half-closed, body melting into him.

She felt him shift beneath her. The hard ridge of his cock pressed against her diapered bottom through his trousers. Heat bloomed again, sharper now.

“Daddy…” Her voice was soft, muffled by the bottle.

“Not yet, little one.” His tone held an edge of promise. “Finish your bottle first.”

She sucked harder, needy. The crinkle of her diaper mixed with the creak of the rocking chair. Her body hummed, caught between comfort and want.

The bottle emptied. He set it aside, wiping a stray drop from her chin with his thumb. His touch lingered, warm and possessive.

“Such a good girl.” His lips pressed to her forehead.

Her chest warmed at the praise. Owned. Proud.

He carried her to the high chair in the kitchen. Strapped her in, the tray clicking into place. A bowl of oatmeal waited, spoon in his hand.

“Open wide.” He guided the spoon to her mouth.

She ate, small bites, under his watchful gaze. The routine grounded her. No choices to make, no performance to keep up.

Just him. Just this.

After breakfast, he led her back to the nursery. A camera sat on a tripod, angled toward the pastel rug. Her old life, repurposed.

“Time to film, princess.” He adjusted the lens, framing the shot. “Tell them about your wellness journey.”

She sat cross-legged on the rug, the diaper crinkling under her onesie. Her copper-red hair fell loose around her shoulders. She looked into the camera, voice soft but steady.

“I’ve found peace here.” The words felt true, not scripted. “Sometimes, letting go is the bravest thing you can do.”

Viktor watched from behind the camera. His nod was small, approving. Her heart skipped at the silent praise.

She spoke for ten minutes. About surrender, about rest, about finding a space where she didn’t have to pretend. The onesie, the nursery backdrop—none of it felt wrong anymore.

“Cut.” His voice broke the quiet. He stepped forward, shutting off the camera.

She looked up at him. Waiting. Needing his verdict.

“Perfect, baby girl.” His hand rested on her head, heavy and warm. “You’re exactly where you’re meant to be.”

Her cheeks flushed. The words sank deep, deeper than they should have. His.

He unclipped the pacifier from her onesie. Pressed it to her lips. She took it, sucking gently, the silicone grounding her.

“Let’s go outside.” He lifted her again, carrying her to the garden.

The blanket was already spread under a tree, sunlight dappled across it. He set her down, the grass cool through the fabric. Coloring books and crayons surrounded her.

He sat nearby, laptop open, working. His presence was a constant, a tether even when he wasn’t touching her. She colored, pacifier bobbing, lost in the simplicity.

The afternoon stretched on. Birds sang. The diaper crinkled every time she shifted.

She glanced at him. His focus was on the screen, but she knew he felt her stare. He always did.

“Come here, little one.” His voice pulled her like a string.

She crawled over, the bulk between her thighs making her clumsy. He scooped her onto his lap, laptop set aside. His arms wrapped around her.

“You’re so quiet today.” His lips brushed her temple. “What’s on your mind?”

She hesitated. The pacifier muffled her words. “Just… happy, Daddy.”

His smile was slow, real. “Good girl.”

Heat flared again. She pressed closer, needing more. His hand slid down, resting on the front of her diaper.

She froze. His fingers pressed through the padding, finding her. Teasing, slow.

Her breath hitched. Hips moved, chasing the pressure. The crinkle was loud in the garden air.

“Not yet, princess.” He pulled his hand away. Left her throbbing, denied.

She whined, pacifier bobbing. Needy, aching. His.

“Patience.” His tone was firm, warm. “Daddy decides.”

The day moved on. Evening came with a bath. He undressed her, diaper tapes ripping in the quiet bathroom.

Warm water lapped at her skin. His hands moved with care, washing her, steady and possessive. She leaned into him, pliant.

He dried her with a fluffy towel. Laid her on the changing table again. A fresh diaper, powder, tapes sealed tight.

Her body hummed, still denied from earlier. His fingers didn’t linger this time. Just taped her up, quick and clinical.

She pouted. He noticed, smirked. “Soon, baby girl.”

He dressed her in a soft nightie, pastel pink. Carried her to the rocking chair. A storybook rested on the armrest.

His voice wove through the nursery, low and soothing. She curled into him, head on his chest. His heartbeat grounded her again.

The story ended. He closed the book. Looked down at her, eyes dark with intent.

“You spent your whole life performing for people who watched you through a screen.” His words were quiet, heavy. “Now there’s only one person watching. And he’s never going to look away.”

Her chest tightened. Not fear, not anymore. Something deeper, permanent.

She reached for him. Not to escape, not to resist. To pull him closer.

Her small hand curled into his shirt. His eyes softened, just for a moment. Then his lips claimed hers, hard and possessive.

She melted into the kiss. The pacifier fell, forgotten. His tongue pushed into her mouth, taking, owning.

Her hands gripped tighter. Heat surged, desperate. The diaper crinkled as she pressed against him.

His hand slid down. Under the nightie, over the diaper. Pressed hard against her pussy through the padding.

She gasped into his mouth. Hips bucked, needy. The bulk made every movement clumsy, humiliating.

“Good girl.” His voice was rough now, thick with want. “Let Daddy feel you.”

His fingers worked through the padding. Found her clit, rubbed slow circles. Her body trembled, heat building fast.

“Daddy, please.” Her voice broke, raw. “I need—”

“I know what you need.” He cut her off, tone firm. “Cum for Daddy. Right here, in your diaper.”

Shame burned hot. But her body obeyed. Heat spiraled, tight and urgent.

She shattered. Wetness soaked the padding as she came, trembling in his lap. Her moans were soft, broken, muffled against his chest.

He held her through it. Hand still pressed to her, feeling every shudder. “That’s it, princess. So good for me.”

Her face burned. Cum and shame mixed, the diaper warm and heavy now. But his arms around her made it safe.

He kissed her forehead. Lifted her, carried her to the crib. Laid her down, tucking the blanket around her.

Mr. Hops, her stuffed bunny, was pressed into her arms. He adjusted the baby monitor, red light blinking again. His presence filled the room, even as he stepped back.

“Goodnight, little one.” His voice was a promise, a tether.

She watched him through the crib bars. He settled into the rocking chair, book in hand. He wasn’t leaving. He never left.

Her fingers curled around the warm wood of the bars. Contentment settled over her, heavy and real. The crib wasn’t a cage anymore—it was home.

She wasn’t asleep yet when she heard him turn a page. His whisper carried, soft, meant for her or maybe just himself. “My perfect girl.”

Her lips curved around the pacifier. A smile, small and secret. She let the dark come, warm and safe.

She was kept. She was his. She was home.
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