
        
            
                
            
        

    
Regressed by the Boss

A Dark ABDL Romance of Diaper Discipline, Daddy Dom, and Little Space


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 Unseen Contract

The glass-topped desk in Amelia’s corner office reflected the cold, antiseptic air of the corporate world she dominated. Her fingers danced over the quarterly reports, each number a testament to her unrelenting drive, her tailored navy suit a second skin of control. At 28, she was a senior executive, a force of nature with sharp green eyes that sliced through bullshit, her posture rigid as if the weight of another flawless performance rested on her shoulders.

Her heel clicked against the polished floor as she shifted, the sound a sharp echo in the sterile silence.

She exhaled, a barely audible release of tension, her gaze flicking to the city skyline beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. Power was her currency—multimillion-dollar deals, a team of subordinates who jumped at her word, a life curated to scream independence. Yet, beneath the surface, a flicker of something unnamed gnawed at her, a longing she refused to name or face.

Her jaw tightened as the door swung open without a knock.

Damien entered, his presence a sudden storm in the controlled climate of her office. At 35, the new managing partner was a towering figure, his bespoke charcoal suit clinging to a broad, imposing frame that seemed to shrink the room. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that pinned her to her chair, a predator’s gaze wrapped in the velvet of charm.

Her pulse quickened, betraying her before she could school it.

He didn’t smile, didn’t soften the edge of his approach, his polished shoes silent against the floor as he closed the distance. A manila folder rested in his hand, its contents hidden but heavy with implication, and his voice—low, unshakable—cut through the air. “Amelia, we need to discuss your future here.”

Her fingers stilled on the report, a defensive shield of paper.

“What’s this about?” Her tone was sharp, a blade honed by years of boardroom battles, but her eyes flicked to the folder, curiosity warring with unease.

Damien’s lips twitched, a ghost of amusement, as he placed the folder on her desk with deliberate care. “A mentorship contract. I’ve been watching your performance, and I believe you’re ready for… deeper guidance.”

Her stomach twisted, a coil of suspicion tightening.

She leaned back in her chair, arms crossing over her chest, a barrier against whatever game he was playing. “I don’t need a mentor. My numbers speak for themselves.”

He stepped closer, his physical size a silent power play, looming over her desk as the cold office air seemed to thicken. “Numbers are one thing, Amelia, but I see potential beyond them—potential you haven’t tapped because you’re too busy hiding.” His voice dropped, a velvet threat. “I see everything, Amelia. Don’t think you can hide from me.”

Her breath caught, a sharp hitch she couldn’t suppress.

His gaze didn’t waver, stripping away her carefully constructed facade with every passing second. She hated how her body responded, a traitor to her mind, heat creeping up her neck as she fought to hold her ground. Colleagues milled beyond the glass walls, cameras blinked in the corners—her reputation hung in the balance of this moment.

She gripped the edge of her desk, knuckles whitening.

“Open the contract,” Damien instructed, his tone leaving no room for defiance, a quiet command that vibrated through her. He didn’t move, didn’t need to, his sheer presence a physical force that pressed against her resolve.

Her hand hesitated, hovering over the folder.

With a tight swallow, she flipped it open, her eyes scanning the formal language—mentorship, growth, commitment—but certain phrases leapt out, vague yet loaded. “Personal development protocols” and “unquestioned adherence” sat like landmines on the page. Her brow furrowed, a silent question forming, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of asking.

He watched her, unblinking, a hunter waiting for the flinch.

“You’ll sign it,” he said, not a question, his voice a low rumble that seemed to stroke her skin despite the distance between them. “This is the next step for you, Amelia, whether you see it now or not.”

Her lips parted, a protest ready, but her throat closed around it.

The office buzzed faintly beyond her walls, a reminder of the world she’d built, the power she wielded—yet under his gaze, it felt like sand slipping through her fingers. She shifted in her seat, the fabric of her suit suddenly too tight, her mind racing to find a foothold against his unspoken dominance. But her fingers lingered on the paper, as if drawn to the danger of it.

Damien’s hand moved, slow and deliberate, sliding a pen across the desk toward her.

Her gaze dropped to it, a simple object turned weapon in this silent war.

“Tomorrow,” he said, his voice dipping into a softer, more dangerous timbre, “we begin the real terms of your growth, Amelia—be ready.” He straightened, his frame casting a shadow over her desk, before turning toward the door with the same unhurried menace he’d entered with.

Her chest heaved as the door clicked shut behind him.

Alone again, the antiseptic air felt colder, her office a cage of glass and steel that no longer felt like hers. She stared at the contract, the pen still untouched, her mind a battlefield of defiance and a darker, unacknowledged pull. Her fingers twitched, itching to tear the paper to shreds, but instead, they traced the edge, a silent betrayal.

The rest of the day crawled by, each tick of the clock a hammer against her nerves. She buried herself in reports, in emails, in the mundane armor of her role, but Damien’s words echoed, a relentless intrusion. By the time the office emptied, the city lights flickering beyond her window, she was still at her desk, the contract glaring up at her like a dare.

Her phone buzzed, a sharp intrusion—his name on the screen.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

“Meet me in my office. Now.” His text was curt, a command that brooked no argument, and her thumb hovered over the screen, torn between fury and something hotter, deeper.

She stood, smoothing her suit, her heels clicking with purpose as she strode down the empty corridor. The firm was a ghost town this late, the hum of the HVAC system the only sound beyond her own footsteps. Damien’s office loomed at the end, the door ajar, a sliver of dim light spilling out like a trap.

Her hand hesitated on the frame.

Inside, Damien sat behind his massive desk, his suit jacket discarded, tie loosened, the top button of his shirt undone to reveal a hint of hard chest. His eyes snapped to hers, that same piercing intensity, and he gestured to the chair across from him without a word. The air was thick, charged, the scent of leather and his subtle cologne curling around her.

She sat, spine straight, a shield of defiance.

He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, his gaze a physical weight. “Did you sign it yet?”

Her lips pressed into a thin line. “I’m still reviewing.”

A slow, dangerous smile curved his mouth. “You’re stalling, little one.”

Her breath stuttered at the pet name, a jolt of heat shooting through her core.

He stood, circling the desk with predatory grace, stopping just behind her chair. His presence was a heat at her back, his voice dropping to a whisper near her ear. “I know what you need, Amelia, even if you fight it.”

Her hands clenched in her lap, nails digging into her palms.

He reached over her shoulder, a single finger tracing the edge of the contract she’d brought with her, the touch not on her skin but close enough to make her shiver. “Sign it, or I’ll show you what happens when you disobey.” His tone was soft, almost tender, but laced with a promise of control she couldn’t ignore.

Her pussy clenched, a traitor to her anger.

“I’m not your toy,” she snapped, turning her head to glare up at him, but the angle left her vulnerable, his face too close, his breath warm against her cheek.

His chuckle was low, dark. “Not yet.”

Her skin flushed, a wildfire spreading under her suit.

He straightened, stepping back to retrieve something from a drawer, and her eyes widened as he produced a small, folded item—white, crinkly, unmistakable. A diaper, the plastic backing glinting under the dim light, the faint scent of baby powder wafting as he unfolded it with deliberate slowness. “This is part of your training, Amelia. A reminder of who’s in charge.”

Her mouth went dry, horror and a shameful heat warring within her.

“You can’t be serious,” she hissed, but her voice trembled, her eyes locked on the diaper as he laid it flat on the desk like a perverse offering.

His gaze pinned her again. “I’m always serious, little girl. Now, stand up.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up, a reflex to his command that made her want to scream.

He stepped closer, his size dwarfing her, the heat of him suffocating as he reached for the button of her suit pants. “You’ve been running this show too long. It’s time to let go.”

Her hands shot to stop him, but his grip on her wrists was iron, effortless, pinning them to her sides.

His fingers worked the button free, the zipper sliding down with a slow, torturous rasp. Her pants dropped to her ankles, leaving her in black lace panties, her thighs trembling as the cold air hit her skin.

Her breath came in shallow gasps, humiliation burning through her.

Damien’s eyes darkened, raking over her exposed lower half with a hunger that made her clit throb despite herself. “Good girl,” he murmured, the babytalk slipping into his tone, a knife of arousal straight to her core. “Now, step out of those pants, baby.”

Her face burned, but she obeyed, kicking the fabric aside.

He guided her to the desk, bending her forward slightly, her hands bracing against the wood as he tugged her panties down, exposing her bare pussy to the cool air. The diaper crinkled as he slid it under her, the plastic cool against her heated skin, and she bit her lip hard enough to taste blood. “This is wrong,” she whispered, but her hips twitched, a silent plea she hated herself for.

His hand pressed against her lower back, holding her in place. “Shh, little one. Daddy’s got you.”

Her core pulsed, wet and aching, at the word ‘Daddy.’

He fastened the diaper around her, the tapes ripping loud in the silence, the snug fit pressing against her swollen clit with every shift. The scent of powder filled her nose, the crinkle obscene as he smoothed his hand over the front, a deliberate rub that made her gasp. “Feel that, baby? That’s your new reality.”

Her knees buckled, a whimper escaping her lips.

He turned her to face him, his hand cupping the front of the diaper, pressing just hard enough to tease her through the padding. “You’re already wet for me, aren’t you?” His voice was a growl, his thumb circling over the plastic, the friction maddening.

She nodded, unable to stop herself, shame and need crashing together.

His other hand slid to her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “Say it, little girl. Tell Daddy you’re wet.”

Her voice broke, barely a whisper. “I’m wet, Daddy.”

His smile was feral, triumphant. “Good baby.”

He pressed harder against the diaper, the crinkle mixing with her ragged breaths as he worked her clit through the layers, the barrier only heightening her desperation. Her hips rocked into his hand, chasing the friction, her mind a haze of submission she couldn’t fight. “Please,” she gasped, the word slipping out unbidden.

His eyes gleamed. “Please what, baby?”

“Please… make me cum.” Her voice was small, broken, a surrender she couldn’t take back.

He growled, increasing the pressure, rubbing faster over the diaper as her body tensed, her thighs trembling under the onslaught. Her orgasm hit hard, a wave of heat and shame crashing through her, her pussy clenching against nothing as she soaked the padding, the warmth spreading with every shudder. She cried out, muffled against her own bitten lip, collapsing against the desk as he held her steady.

Her chest heaved, aftershocks rippling through her.

Damien’s hand lingered, a possessive weight over the wet diaper, his voice a dark promise in her ear. “Tomorrow, we begin the real terms of your growth, Amelia—be ready.”

She couldn’t look at him, her body still trembling, the crinkle of the diaper a humiliating reminder as she stood there, broken open under his control.


Chapter 2: Whispers of Control

Amelia sat rigid in her high-backed leather chair, the late-night meeting stretching into unbearable hours. The conference room was a sterile cage of glass and chrome, her team droning on about quarterly projections while her mind spiraled elsewhere. Her thighs pressed together under the table, the faint crinkle of the diaper beneath her tailored skirt a constant, humiliating reminder of last night’s surrender.

Her fingers gripped the edge of her portfolio, knuckles whitening.

Damien’s voice from the previous evening echoed in her skull, low and commanding, calling her ‘baby’ as his hand pressed against the padded front, working her clit through the plastic until she shattered. The memory sent a pulse of heat straight to her core, her pussy already damp despite the layers. She shifted in her seat, the crinkle louder in her ears than it could possibly be to anyone else.

Her breath hitched, a quiet betrayal.

She glanced around, paranoid, certain someone must hear it—must see the flush creeping up her neck. No one looked her way, their eyes glued to spreadsheets and screens, oblivious to the war raging inside her. Still, the weight of hidden cameras in the corners pressed down on her, a silent threat to her meticulously built reputation.

Her palms dampened with sweat.

Last night, she’d cum under his touch, the diaper soaking with her shame as she broke apart on her own desk. Now, sitting here in the fluorescent glare, she felt the padding cling to her skin, the warmth of her own arousal trapped against her. Every small movement rubbed the plastic against her swollen clit, a torment she couldn’t escape.

Her jaw tightened, teeth grinding.

She wanted to rip the damn thing off, to reclaim some shred of control, but his words—‘Tomorrow, we begin the real terms’—kept her frozen. The idea of facing him again, of what ‘real terms’ might mean, sent a shiver down her spine that wasn’t entirely fear. She hated how her body responded, how her mind kept slipping back to the scent of powder and the sound of his voice.

Her heart thudded too loud.

The conference room door opened with a soft click, and the air shifted. Damien entered, his presence a physical force that sucked the oxygen from the space. His bespoke suit hugged his broad frame, his piercing blue eyes scanning the room before landing on her with predatory precision.

Her stomach dropped.

“Good evening, everyone,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her bones. “I’ll be joining to oversee the final points of this project.” He took the seat directly across from her, his gaze never wavering, a silent challenge etched in the curve of his smirk.

Her thighs clenched instinctively.

The meeting dragged on, but his eyes stayed locked on hers, peeling away her corporate armor layer by layer. Every time she spoke, presenting figures with a forced steadiness, his stare burned hotter, as if he could see the diaper beneath her skirt, as if he knew her pussy was already wet for him. The warmth pooled between her legs, the padding growing heavier with her arousal, and she cursed her body for betraying her.

Her voice faltered mid-sentence.

“Amelia,” Damien interjected smoothly, his tone deceptively professional. “I’d like to discuss your schedule after this. There are… adjustments to be made.”

Her skin prickled at the word ‘adjustments.’

The team nodded, oblivious to the undercurrent, as the meeting finally wrapped. Colleagues filtered out, murmuring about deadlines and drinks, leaving the room empty except for the two of them. The glass walls offered no privacy, the threat of being seen—or recorded—heightening the tension in her chest.

She stayed seated, frozen.

Damien rose, his movements deliberate, and rounded the table to stand behind her chair. His shadow loomed, the heat of his body radiating against her back, and she felt the weight of his presence like a physical touch. “Stand up, little one,” he murmured, his voice dropping into that intimate, babytalk timbre that made her clit throb.

Her hands trembled on the armrests.

She wanted to snap at him, to tell him to fuck off, but her body was already moving, standing on shaky legs. The crinkle of the diaper echoed in the silence, obscene and undeniable, and her face burned as she faced him. His height towered over her, his blue eyes glinting with something dark and possessive.

Her breath came shallow.

“Good girl, following so well already,” he purred, the praise slicing through her resistance like a blade. His hand brushed her arm, a fleeting touch that sent electricity racing down her spine. “We need to talk about your attire, baby. That skirt hides too much of what’s mine.”

Her core pulsed at the word ‘mine.’

She opened her mouth to protest, but his finger pressed against her lips, silencing her before a sound could escape. “Shh, no arguments. Daddy knows best, doesn’t he?”

Her knees weakened.

The babytalk should have repulsed her, but it wrapped around her like a tether, pulling her mind into a hazy, submissive space she couldn’t fight. Her pussy ached, the diaper pressing tighter against her as her arousal soaked into the padding. She hated how badly she wanted to hear him call her ‘baby’ again.

Her eyes darted to the glass walls, panic flickering.

“Someone could see,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. His smirk widened, and he stepped closer, his body shielding her from the empty hallway beyond the glass.

“Let them,” he growled softly.

His hand slid down her arm, fingers curling around her wrist with a grip that wasn’t painful but unbreakable. He tugged her closer, her chest brushing against his suit, the scent of his cologne mixing with the faint powder smell clinging to her skin. “I want you to feel this, Amelia. Feel how much you’re already mine.”

Her clit throbbed painfully.

He guided her hand down to the front of her skirt, pressing her palm against the hidden diaper beneath. The crinkle was deafening in her ears, the plastic backing warm and slick with her wetness trapped inside. Her breath hitched as he moved her fingers in slow circles, forcing her to feel her own arousal through the layers.

Her hips twitched forward.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Feel how wet you are for Daddy.”

Her whimper escaped before she could stop it.

He released her wrist but didn’t step back, his hand now sliding to her lower back, anchoring her in place. “Tomorrow night, we’ll discuss your compliance in private—don’t be late.” His voice was a dark promise, laced with heat that made her pussy clench against the padding.

Her mind reeled, dizzy with need.

But he didn’t push further, not yet. Instead, he straightened, adjusting his tie with a casual air that belied the tension crackling between them. “For now, I want you to sit back down, little girl. Finish your notes while I watch.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could resist.

She sank into the chair, the diaper crinkling loudly as she shifted, the warmth of her arousal spreading further with every movement. Damien sat across from her again, his eyes never leaving her face, a silent command to continue as if nothing had happened. But the weight of his stare, the memory of his touch, kept her on edge, her clit pulsing with every second that ticked by.

Her pen shook in her hand.

The room felt smaller, the glass walls closing in, and she knew he was enjoying this—watching her squirm under the threat of exposure. Her reputation, her career, everything she’d built, hung in the balance, and yet her body craved more of his control. The conflict tore at her, but she couldn’t look away from him, couldn’t stop the heat pooling deeper.

Her thighs pressed tighter together.

“Focus, baby,” he said softly, the babytalk slipping in again, a trigger that made her slip further into that hazy littlespace. Her mind fought it, clawing for control, but her body surrendered, her pussy aching for more of his commands. She scribbled nonsense on her notepad, anything to keep her hands busy, anything to distract from the need building inside her.

Her chest tightened with frustration.

Damien leaned back in his chair, his posture relaxed but his eyes predatory, tracking every twitch of her body. “You’re doing so well, little one. Daddy’s proud of how you’re trying to stay big for me.”

Her core clenched hard at the praise.

The humiliation burned, but so did the arousal, a twisted cocktail that left her dizzy. She wanted to scream at him, to storm out, but the diaper, the crinkle, the weight of his voice—they anchored her to the chair, to him. Her fingers faltered on the pen, dropping it with a soft clatter, and his smirk told her he noticed.

Her face flamed.

“Pick it up, baby,” he said, his tone deceptively gentle. She bent forward, the movement shifting the diaper against her swollen clit, a sharp jolt of pleasure making her gasp quietly. His eyes darkened as she straightened, the pen trembling in her grip.

Her breath was ragged now.

He stood again, slowly, and walked to her side, his hand resting on the back of her chair. The proximity was suffocating, his heat seeping into her, and she felt the diaper grow heavier as her arousal leaked further into the padding. “You’re struggling, aren’t you, little girl?” he murmured, his voice a caress.

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Good,” he whispered, his hand brushing her shoulder, a fleeting touch that lit her nerves on fire. “I want you to struggle. I want you to feel every second of this until you’re ready to beg Daddy for relief.”

Her pussy throbbed painfully at the word ‘beg.’

He stepped back, breaking the contact, and she nearly whimpered at the loss. “Finish your work, Amelia. We’ll continue this tomorrow night.”

Her body screamed for more, but he was already moving toward the door.

She stared after him, her heart pounding, the crinkle of the diaper a constant reminder of her submission. The warmth between her legs was unbearable now, her clit aching for release, but she knew he’d denied her on purpose, leaving her on the edge. Tomorrow night loomed like a threat and a promise, and she couldn’t decide which scared her more.

Her hands clenched into fists.

The glass walls reflected her flushed face, a woman unraveling under a control she couldn’t escape. Colleagues passed by in the hallway beyond, unaware of the diaper, the arousal, the battle raging inside her. But Damien knew, and that knowledge was a chain she couldn’t break.

Her resolve wavered, cracking at the edges.

She shifted again, the plastic backing sticking to her skin, the scent of powder faint but persistent. Her mind slipped further, picturing his hands on her, his voice calling her ‘baby,’ and she hated how much she wanted it. The corporate mask she wore felt flimsier by the second, and she wasn’t sure how long she could keep it up.

Her throat tightened with unshed frustration.

Tomorrow night, he’d said. Private. Compliance. The words spun in her head, a dark melody that kept her teetering on the brink. She didn’t know what he’d demand, but her body already ached to find out, even as her mind screamed to run.

Her fingers dug into her palms.

The conference room was empty now, save for her and the ghost of his presence. The diaper clung to her, a humiliating weight, and she knew she wouldn’t sleep tonight, not with her pussy so wet, her clit so desperate. Damien had planted the seed of need, and it was already growing, wild and uncontrollable.

Her breath shuddered out.

She stood, the crinkle deafening in the silence, and gathered her things with unsteady hands. The hallway beyond the glass was empty now, but the cameras weren’t, and she felt their invisible eyes on her as she left the room. Tomorrow night couldn’t come fast enough—and she hated herself for thinking it.

Her steps faltered, heavy with anticipation.

The elevator ride down was torture, every shift of her hips rubbing the diaper against her swollen clit, keeping her on edge without release. She bit her lip hard, tasting the metallic tang of restraint, and forced herself to focus on the numbers ticking down. But Damien’s voice—‘Good girl, following so well already’—looped in her mind, a siren call she couldn’t silence.

Her body burned for tomorrow.


Chapter 3: After Hours Ritual

Amelia sat at her desk in the empty office, the glow of her laptop screen casting sharp shadows across her face. The clock on the wall ticked past 7 PM, each second a hammer against her nerves. Her tailored suit jacket hung over the back of her chair, her crisp blouse clinging to her skin with a faint sheen of sweat.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, unmoving.

The crinkle of the diaper beneath her pencil skirt was a constant, humiliating whisper. She shifted slightly, the plastic backing sticking to her inner thighs, a reminder of last night’s torment. Her pussy throbbed faintly, still raw from the unresolved ache Damien had left her with.

She clenched her jaw.

The office was silent, save for the distant hum of the air conditioning and the occasional creak of the building settling. Beyond the glass walls of her corner office, the city skyline glittered, indifferent to the war raging inside her. She knew the security cameras were still active, their unblinking eyes a threat to her carefully curated reputation.

Her pulse quickened at the thought of being caught.

She forced her hands to type, finishing a meaningless email to a client, but her focus splintered with every rustle of the padding between her legs. The scent of baby powder lingered, faint but persistent, mocking her corporate facade. Her green eyes darted to the door, expecting—dreading—his arrival.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway.

Her breath caught.

Damien appeared in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space with an effortless menace. His bespoke suit was pristine, dark fabric hugging his chiseled form, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto her immediately. A slow, predatory smile curled his lips as he stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click.

“Working late again, Amelia?” His voice was low, a velvet threat.

She straightened in her chair, her spine rigid.

“I have deadlines,” she snapped, her tone sharper than she intended. But her voice wavered at the end, betraying the heat pooling between her thighs.

He chuckled, a sound that vibrated through her bones.

“Deadlines,” he repeated, as if tasting the word. He crossed the room with deliberate steps, stopping just behind her chair. His presence was suffocating, his cologne mixing with the faint powder scent clinging to her.

Her hands tightened on the edge of the desk.

“Stand up, little one,” he commanded softly, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her stomach twisted, a cocktail of defiance and need.

She hesitated, her nails digging into the cold, smooth surface of the desk. The crinkle of the diaper seemed deafening in the charged silence. But her body betrayed her, rising slowly from the chair before her mind could catch up.

Her legs trembled.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. His hand brushed her lower back, a fleeting touch that sent a jolt straight to her clit.

She bit her lip, suppressing a gasp.

His eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as he circled her, inspecting her posture like a general appraising a soldier. “Stand still, little one. Let me see how you hold up.”

Her cheeks burned.

The words ‘little one’ slithered under her skin, unraveling her control. She wanted to snap at him, to shove him away, but her body stood frozen, obedient. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding pressing against her pussy with every shallow breath.

His gaze dropped to her skirt.

“Lift it,” he said, his voice a quiet order.

Her hands shook.

She stared at him, green eyes flashing with a final flicker of resistance. But his unyielding stare bore into her, stripping away her defenses. Slowly, her fingers gripped the hem of her skirt and pulled it up, exposing the white diaper underneath.

The crinkle was obscene in the silence.

His smile widened, a predator’s grin. “Look at that,” he purred, stepping closer. “My little executive, all padded up and ready for Daddy’s inspection.”

Her pussy clenched at ‘Daddy.’

She hated how wet she was already, the warmth seeping into the diaper’s absorbent core. Her clit throbbed painfully against the soft padding, desperate for friction. But she stood still, skirt bunched at her hips, letting him look.

His hand reached out.

He pressed his palm against the front of the diaper, the pressure firm and deliberate. The plastic crinkled loudly under his touch, and her breath hitched as his fingers traced the edge near her inner thigh.

Her hips twitched forward.

“Already so needy,” he teased, his voice dripping with mock pity. His thumb brushed lower, grazing the padding over her clit, and a whimper escaped her lips.

Her face flamed with shame.

He stepped back, leaving her trembling, and pulled a small object from his pocket. It was a pacifier, pastel pink with a tiny bow on the guard. Her eyes widened, horror and arousal crashing together.

“No,” she whispered.

“Yes,” he countered, his tone final. He stepped close again, lifting the pacifier to her lips. “Open, baby girl. Daddy’s rules.”

Her lips parted against her will.

The silicone nipple slipped into her mouth, the guard pressing against her lips. She bit down instinctively, the click of it against her teeth echoing in her ears. Her tongue pressed against it, a humiliating reflex, and she felt herself slipping, her mind fogging into a softer, smaller space.

Her clit pulsed harder.

Damien’s hand returned to the diaper, rubbing slow circles over the front. “That’s it, little one,” he cooed, his voice a dark lullaby. “Suck on your paci while Daddy checks how wet you are.”

Her moan was muffled by the pacifier.

The pressure of his hand intensified, grinding the padding against her swollen clit. Her hips bucked, chasing the friction, and the crinkle of the diaper filled the room like a filthy symphony. Wetness soaked deeper into the core, the warmth spreading as her arousal leaked out.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“Look at me,” he snapped, his tone sharp now.

Her eyes snapped open.

His blue gaze pinned her in place, unrelenting. “You don’t get to hide from this,” he said, pressing harder against her diaper. “I want to see every twitch, every blush, while Daddy takes care of his baby.”

Her body shuddered.

The pacifier clicked against her teeth as she sucked harder, unable to stop. His fingers worked the diaper against her pussy, the plastic backing slick with her juices now. Every stroke sent sparks through her clit, building a pressure she couldn’t contain.

Her knees buckled.

“Stand up straight,” he ordered, his free hand gripping her hip to steady her. His touch burned through her, and she whimpered around the paci, drool slipping down her chin.

Her mind screamed in humiliation.

But her body didn’t care, grinding against his hand through the diaper. The crinkle grew louder, frantic, as her hips moved faster. She was so close, her clit throbbing painfully, her pussy dripping into the padding.

“Not yet,” he growled.

Her whimper was desperate.

He pulled his hand away, leaving her on the edge, her body trembling with unspent need. The pacifier muffled her frustrated cry, and she glared at him, green eyes wet with unshed tears. He smirked, stepping back to admire her disheveled state—skirt hiked up, diaper exposed, paci in her mouth.

Her chest heaved.

“You don’t get to cum until Daddy says,” he said, his voice cold now. He adjusted his suit jacket, as if they’d just finished a board meeting. “This was just an inspection, little girl. To see how well you hold up under pressure.”

Her pussy ached unbearably.

He reached out, tugging the pacifier from her lips with a wet pop. Drool clung to it, glistening in the dim office light. “Keep this close,” he said, slipping it into her skirt pocket. “You’ll need it soon.”

Her lips trembled.

He stepped closer, his breath hot against her ear. “Next time, we won’t just inspect—we’ll prepare you fully.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, promise and threat intertwined.

Her body burned for more.

She stood there, skirt still bunched at her hips, diaper crinkling with every shaky breath. The cold desk pressed against her thighs, grounding her in the reality of the office—the cameras, the glass walls, the risk. But her pussy didn’t care about risk, only the denied release clawing at her insides.

Her hands clenched into fists.

Damien turned toward the door, pausing to glance back at her. His blue eyes glinted with dark amusement, a predator savoring the hunt. “Finish your work, baby girl. Daddy will see you tomorrow.”

Her heart pounded.

She watched him leave, the click of the door echoing like a gunshot in the silence. Her legs gave out, and she sank back into her chair, the diaper crinkling loudly under her weight. The warmth between her thighs was unbearable, her clit still throbbing, her body a live wire of need.

Her fingers twitched toward her skirt.

But she stopped herself, knowing he’d somehow know if she touched herself. The pacifier in her pocket felt like a weight, a reminder of her submission. She bit her lip, tasting the lingering silicone on her tongue, and forced her hands back to the keyboard.

Her mind reeled.

The city lights outside mocked her, indifferent to the unraveling of Amelia, senior executive, into something smaller, needier. Colleagues might still be lingering in the building, unaware of the diaper, the paci, the wet heat pooling inside her. But Damien knew, and that knowledge was a leash she couldn’t snap.

Her breath shuddered out.

She typed a single line of nonsense, her focus shattered. The crinkle of the diaper followed every shift of her hips, a humiliating soundtrack to her torment. Her pussy ached, her clit begging for relief, but she knew she’d wait—because Daddy said so.

Her resolve fractured.

Tomorrow loomed, a shadow she couldn’t escape. The promise of ‘preparation’ hung in the air, a dark lure that terrified and thrilled her. She didn’t know what it meant, but her body already craved it, even as her mind clung to the last threads of control.

Her fingers stilled on the keys.

The office was empty, save for her and the ghost of his touch. The diaper clung to her, heavy with her arousal, the plastic backing slick against her skin. She hated how much she wanted tomorrow—hated how much she wanted him.

Her throat tightened.

She stood, smoothing her skirt down with unsteady hands, the crinkle deafening in the silence. The hallway beyond her office was empty, but the cameras weren’t, and she felt their gaze as she gathered her things. Her steps faltered, heavy with anticipation, as she headed for the elevator.

Her body buzzed.

The ride down was torture, every shift of her weight rubbing the diaper against her swollen clit. She bit her lip hard, restraining herself, and stared at the numbers ticking down. But Damien’s voice—‘Next time, we’ll prepare you fully’—looped in her mind, a chain she couldn’t break.

Her hips twitched.

She stepped out into the cool night air, the city buzzing around her, oblivious to the storm inside. The diaper crinkled with every step, a secret shame she carried under her corporate armor. Her pussy throbbed, her clit desperate, and she knew sleep would be impossible tonight.

Her grip tightened on her bag.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough, and she loathed herself for the thought. But the pacifier in her pocket, the lingering taste on her lips, the wet heat in her diaper—they all whispered the same truth. She was slipping, and Damien was waiting to catch her when she fell.

Her breath hitched.

She walked toward her car, the crinkle a constant companion, her mind a battlefield of need and defiance. The city lights blurred as her focus narrowed to one thing: tomorrow night, and whatever ‘preparation’ meant. Her body ached to find out, even as her mind screamed to resist.

Her steps quickened.

The parking lot was empty, the silence amplifying the rustle of her diaper. She unlocked her car, sliding into the driver’s seat, the padding shifting against her pussy with a cruel tease. Her hands gripped the steering wheel, white-knuckled, as she fought the urge to touch herself.

Her clit pulsed.

She drove home in a haze, the crinkle of the diaper a relentless reminder of her submission. Every red light felt like a taunt, prolonging her torment, her pussy dripping into the padding with no relief in sight. Damien’s control lingered, a phantom hand keeping her on edge.

Her chest tightened.

She pulled into her driveway, the quiet of her house a stark contrast to the chaos in her body. The diaper clung to her as she stepped inside, the scent of powder and arousal mixing in the air. She dropped her bag, leaning against the wall, her breath ragged.

Her knees weakened.

Tomorrow, he’d said. Preparation. The word echoed, a dark promise that kept her teetering on the brink, her body screaming for release she couldn’t have—not yet.

Her eyes closed.

She stood there, trembling, the diaper a heavy weight between her thighs. The pacifier in her pocket felt like a brand, marking her as his, even miles away from the office. And deep down, beneath the shame and resistance, a small, traitorous part of her couldn’t wait to be ‘prepared.’


Chapter 4: First Surrender

Amelia sat at her desk, the morning light cutting through the blinds of her corner office, casting sharp shadows across her polished mahogany surface. Her tailored blazer hugged her frame, a shield of control she’d meticulously built, but beneath it, her body hummed with a restless heat she couldn’t silence. The memory of last night’s diaper, damp with her arousal, clung to her mind like a second skin.

Her fingers hesitated over her keyboard.

The office buzzed beyond her glass walls—colleagues darting between cubicles, phones ringing, the hum of corporate life she’d mastered. Yet every sound felt amplified, as if the world could hear the phantom crinkle she swore still echoed between her thighs. She shifted in her chair, her pussy clenching at the thought of Damien’s voice, his promise of “preparation.”

Her jaw tightened.

She’d arrived early, hoping to bury herself in work, to drown out the ache that pulsed through her core. But every email, every spreadsheet, blurred into the same dark fantasy—his hands, his commands, the shameful thrill of surrender. Her reputation loomed like a guillotine; one misstep, and the cameras or a stray glance could unravel everything.

Her breath caught.

The clock ticked toward 9:00 a.m., each second a hammer against her resolve. She knew he’d come for her today—his schedule aligned with hers, a predator’s precision she couldn’t outrun. Her hands smoothed her skirt, a futile gesture to steady herself, but her clit throbbed, betraying her.

A knock shattered the silence.

Damien stood in her doorway, his broad frame filling the space, his piercing blue eyes locking onto hers with unyielding intent. He wore a charcoal suit, the fabric clinging to his powerful build, and his lips curved into a faint, knowing smirk. “Good morning, Amelia. Ready for our meeting?”

Her stomach twisted.

She stood, her legs unsteady, and gestured to the chair across her desk. “Of course, Mr. Blackwood. What’s on the agenda?”

He didn’t sit.

Instead, he stepped inside, closing the door with a deliberate click, the sound sealing her fate. His gaze swept over her, dissecting every inch, and she felt stripped bare despite the layers of her corporate armor. “Lock it,” he ordered, his voice low, a velvet blade.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the lock.

The click echoed like a gunshot in the quiet space.

Damien moved closer, his presence a suffocating heat, and leaned against her desk, mere inches from her. “You’ve been thinking about last night, haven’t you, little one?” His words dripped with a dark tenderness, slicing through her defenses.

Her cheeks burned.

“I… I have work to do,” she stammered, her voice thinner than she intended. She turned to her monitor, a desperate bid for control, but her fingers fumbled on the keys. His chuckle, deep and predatory, sent a shiver down her spine.

“You can’t hide from me, Amelia.” He straightened, circling behind her chair, his breath warm against her ear. “I see the way you shift in that seat, the way your thighs press together.”

Her pussy clenched hard.

She wanted to snap at him, to reclaim her authority, but her body betrayed her with a rush of wet heat. He placed a hand on her shoulder, the weight grounding her, and her resistance wavered under the touch. “Please,” she whispered, unsure if she meant stop or more.

“Shh, baby girl,” he murmured, his tone slipping into that infantilizing lilt that made her skin prickle. “Daddy’s here to take care of you now. We’ve got preparations to make.”

Her heart pounded.

He reached into his briefcase, pulling out a thick, white diaper, the plastic backing glinting under the fluorescent lights. The sight of it stole her breath, a wave of shame crashing over her, but her clit pulsed with traitorous need. “No,” she breathed, shaking her head, even as her hips twitched.

“Yes,” he countered, his voice firm, unyielding. He held the diaper up, letting the crinkle fill the air, a sound that made her pussy drip. “You’re going to wear this for me, right here, in your precious office.”

Her hands gripped the armrests.

“Stand up,” he commanded, stepping back to give her space, his eyes never leaving hers. She hesitated, her mind screaming to resist, but her body obeyed, rising on shaky legs. The crinkle of the diaper in his hands was deafening, a taunt she couldn’t ignore.

“Skirt off,” he said, his tone clinical, detached, yet laced with hunger.

Her fingers fumbled at the zipper.

The fabric slid down her thighs, pooling at her feet, exposing her black lace panties to his gaze. His eyes darkened, a predator’s glint, and she felt the weight of the cameras outside her glass walls, the risk of exposure heightening every sensation. “Panties too,” he added, his voice a low growl.

Her hands shook as she hooked her thumbs into the lace.

She slid them down, the cool air hitting her wet pussy, making her gasp. Damien’s gaze dropped between her legs, and she saw the bulge straining against his trousers, his cock clearly hard for her. “Good girl,” he purred, the praise cutting through her shame like a knife.

Her knees buckled slightly.

“Lay back on the desk,” he instructed, folding the diaper open with practiced ease, the crinkle obscene in the sterile office. She hesitated, her eyes darting to the locked door, but his stare pinned her in place. Slowly, she perched on the edge, then reclined, her bare pussy exposed, her breath ragged.

He stepped between her legs.

The scent of baby powder hit her as he shook a small bottle, dusting it over her skin, the silky coolness making her shiver. His fingers brushed her inner thighs, spreading the powder, and her clit throbbed under the near-touch, desperate for more. “So wet already,” he noted, his voice a mix of mockery and approval.

Her hips jerked.

He unfolded the diaper fully, the plastic crinkling louder, and slid it under her ass with a firm hand. The padding felt thick, foreign, as it pressed against her skin, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. “Lift your hips, little one,” he cooed, and she did, powerless to resist.

The diaper settled into place.

He pulled the front up between her legs, the padding brushing her swollen clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. The tabs stretched with a loud rip, sealing her in, and the crinkle echoed as he smoothed the plastic over her hips. “There we go,” he murmured, patting the front, the pressure teasing her aching pussy.

Her breath hitched.

“Feel that, baby girl?” His hand lingered, pressing lightly, and the warmth of her own arousal spread through the padding. The sensation was humiliating, intoxicating, a mix of shame and need that made her squirm. “You’re already soaking it,” he said, his tone dripping with dark delight.

Her cheeks flamed.

He stepped back, admiring his work, his cock visibly straining harder against his suit pants. “Such a pathetic little thing, but you’re mine now,” he said, his words a brand that seared into her soul. She whimpered, the diaper crinkling with every tiny shift, her pussy throbbing beneath the thick barrier.

Her resolve shattered.

“Stand up,” he ordered again, and she slid off the desk, her legs wobbly, the diaper a heavy weight between her thighs. The crinkle was relentless, a constant reminder of her submission, and she felt the warmth of her wetness spreading further into the padding. “Turn around,” he added, his voice a quiet command.

She obeyed instantly.

“Bend over the desk,” he said, and she did, her hands bracing against the cool surface, her ass lifted, the diaper crinkling loudly. She heard the clink of his belt, the rustle of fabric, and then the heat of his body pressed against her. His cock, hard and thick, nudged against the plastic backing, teasing through the layers.

Her pussy clenched.

“Feel that, little one?” he growled, grinding against her, the diaper shifting with each thrust, rubbing her clit through the padding. “Daddy’s cock wants to fuck you, but not yet—not until you’ve earned it.” His hand slapped her padded ass, the sound muffled but sharp, sending a shockwave of need through her.

She moaned softly.

He leaned over her, his breath hot on her neck, and reached around to press the front of the diaper harder against her pussy. “You’re going to cum like this, baby girl, right in your diaper, right here in your office,” he whispered, his fingers working the padding in slow, firm circles. Her clit pulsed under the pressure, the crinkle amplifying every sensation.

Her hips bucked.

The pleasure built, sharp and relentless, her body trembling as the diaper rubbed against her swollen flesh. “That’s it, let go for Daddy,” he urged, his voice a dark lullaby, and she shattered, her orgasm ripping through her, soaking the padding further. Her cry was muffled against her arm, her body shaking as waves of release crashed over her.

Her mind blanked.

He held her there, his hand still pressed against the diaper, letting her ride out the aftershocks. “Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking deeper than ever before, wrapping around a part of her she hadn’t known existed. It wasn’t just shame or arousal this time—it was a quiet, terrifying comfort, a need to be his that she couldn’t shake.

Her chest tightened.

He stepped back, adjusting his trousers, his cock still hard but untouched, a deliberate denial of his own release. “Get dressed,” he said, his tone returning to that clinical edge, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her. She straightened slowly, the diaper crinkling with every move, her pussy still pulsing faintly beneath it.

Her hands shook as she pulled her skirt back on.

The fabric hugged the bulk of the diaper, a secret shame hidden beneath her corporate facade. She smoothed it down, her breath uneven, and turned to face him, her green eyes meeting his blue ones. His smirk returned, sharp and knowing, cutting through her lingering haze.

“Tomorrow, you’ll wear it under your power suit—let’s see if anyone notices,” he said, his voice a dark promise that sent a fresh shiver through her.

Her lips parted, but no words came.

He picked up his briefcase, casting one last glance over her trembling form. “Don’t forget, baby girl—Daddy’s always watching.” Then he turned, unlocking the door and stepping out, leaving her alone with the crinkle of her diaper and the weight of her surrender.

Her knees weakened.

She sank into her chair, the padding shifting against her still-sensitive pussy, the warmth of her orgasm lingering in the diaper. The office hummed beyond her walls, oblivious to the storm inside her, but she felt the cameras, the risk, the fragile thread of her reputation. And beneath it all, that new, unsettling comfort pulsed—a need for Damien’s control she couldn’t deny.

Her fingers gripped the desk.

The rest of the day stretched before her, meetings and emails and facades, all while the diaper clung to her, a constant reminder of her fall. She shifted, the crinkle faint but inescapable, and her clit twitched again, already hungry for more. Tomorrow, under her suit, in front of everyone—she’d wear it, and she hated how much the thought thrilled her.

Her breath steadied, but her resolve did not.

She turned back to her monitor, forcing herself to focus, but Damien’s final words looped in her mind, a chain she couldn’t break. The diaper’s warmth spread with every small movement, a secret she’d carry through every interaction, every glance. And deep down, in a place she couldn’t name, she knew she’d already begun to crave this—his rules, his praise, his ownership.

Her heart raced.


Chapter 5: Hidden Beneath

Amelia stood before the boardroom mirror, her fingers trembling as she adjusted the tight pencil skirt over her hips. The bulk between her thighs pressed against the fabric, an undeniable secret that made her stomach churn. Her sharp green eyes stared back at her, a mask of control over the chaos brewing inside.

She shifted slightly, and the crinkle of the diaper echoed in the empty room. Her breath hitched. The sound was obscene, a taunt that threatened to unravel her carefully curated facade.

Her tailored suit hugged her frame, the navy blazer and crisp white blouse a shield of professionalism. But beneath it, the thick padding clung to her skin, the plastic backing slick with the heat of her body. Every step felt like a betrayal, a reminder of Damien’s control.

She smoothed the skirt again, her hands lingering over the faint outline of the diaper. Her clit throbbed at the pressure, a traitor to her resolve. The warmth pooling between her legs made her bite her lip hard enough to sting.

The boardroom door swung open behind her, and she jolted, spinning to face the intrusion. Damien stood there, his towering frame filling the doorway, his piercing blue eyes locking onto hers with predatory precision. His bespoke suit accentuated every hard line of his body, a silent promise of dominance.

“Looking sharp, baby girl,” he said, his low timbre sliding over her like a caress. His smirk curled, cutting through her defenses as he stepped closer. The scent of his cologne mixed with the faint powder aroma of the diaper, dizzying her.

Her jaw tightened, and she forced her voice steady. “I can’t do this, Damien. Not here, not in a meeting with the entire executive team.”

He tilted his head, his gaze sliding down her body, lingering on the subtle bulk beneath her skirt. “You can, and you will,” he murmured, his tone unshakable. “No one will know—unless you give yourself away.”

Her hands clenched into fists at her sides. She wanted to snap, to tear the diaper off and throw it at him, but the heat pooling in her core betrayed her anger. The padding shifted as she moved, rubbing against her pussy, and she swallowed a gasp.

Damien closed the distance, his fingers brushing her chin, tilting her face up to meet his eyes. “Keep smiling, baby girl. No one knows—yet.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. His words hung like a threat, a promise of exposure that made her thighs clench despite herself. The crinkle of the diaper sounded louder in her ears, a secret screaming to be heard.

Footsteps echoed in the hall outside, and her head whipped toward the door. Colleagues were arriving, their voices a murmur of corporate jargon and forced laughter. Panic clawed at her chest, but Damien’s hand dropped to her lower back, guiding her toward the table with a deceptively gentle push.

“Sit,” he ordered under his breath, his tone leaving no room for argument. She lowered herself into the chair, the padding compressing against her pussy, sending a jolt of unwanted arousal through her. The crinkle was faint but piercing, and she prayed no one heard it over the shuffle of papers.

The room filled quickly, executives taking their seats, their eyes on her as the lead for this presentation. She forced a smile, her voice steady as she began, but every shift in her seat made the diaper rustle, a constant reminder of her vulnerability. Sweat beaded at the nape of her neck, her clit pulsing with every subtle friction.

Damien sat across from her, his gaze unyielding, a smirk playing at the corner of his lips. He leaned back, casual but commanding, his eyes flicking to her skirt as if he could see straight through to the padding beneath. Her fingers gripped her pen tighter, the plastic creaking under the pressure.

Halfway through her pitch, she stood to point at the projected figures on the screen. The movement made the diaper crinkle louder, and she froze for a split second, her voice faltering. A colleague raised an eyebrow, and her stomach dropped, but she pushed through, her words clipped and sharp.

She sat back down, the padding shifting again, pressing hard against her wet pussy. Her breath came shorter. The heat between her legs was unbearable, a slick warmth that soaked into the diaper, amplifying every sensation.

Damien’s foot nudged hers under the table, a deliberate touch that made her flinch. His eyes gleamed with dark amusement, and she knew he could sense her struggle, her body betraying her in front of everyone. She crossed her legs, desperate to hide the bulk, but the motion only made the plastic backing slide against her clit, and she bit the inside of her cheek to stifle a moan.

The meeting dragged on, every minute a test of her crumbling control. Her colleagues droned on about quarterly projections, oblivious to the storm beneath her skirt, but Damien’s stare never wavered. It stripped her bare, a silent command to surrender even here, in the heart of her professional world.

Finally, the room emptied, leaving just the two of them behind. She sagged in her chair, her hands trembling as she gathered her notes. The crinkle of the diaper was deafening now, a sound that seemed to echo off the glass walls.

Damien rose, circling the table with predatory grace. “You did well, baby girl,” he purred, stopping behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, her body leaning into it despite her mind’s protest.

She turned her head, glaring up at him, but her voice came out weaker than intended. “This is insane. I can’t keep doing this.”

His fingers tightened, massaging the tension from her neck as he leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “Oh, you can, and you’re dripping for it,” he whispered, his words slicing through her resolve. “I bet that diaper’s soaked already, isn’t it?”

Her face burned, and she shifted in her seat, the padding squishing audibly between her thighs. Shame and arousal twisted together, a knot in her core that tightened with every word he spoke. She hated how right he was, how her pussy clenched at the thought of him knowing.

Damien’s hand slid down her arm, pulling her to her feet with effortless strength. He spun her to face the boardroom table, pressing her hips against the edge, the diaper crinkling loudly with the movement. Her breath caught as his body pressed against hers from behind, his hard cock evident through his trousers.

“Feel that, baby girl?” he growled, grinding against her padded ass. “That’s what you do to Daddy, even in a room full of suits.”

Her hands gripped the table, knuckles white, as the diaper rubbed against her clit with every push of his hips. She bit her lip, stifling a whimper, but the heat pooling in her core was undeniable. The plastic backing was slick with her wetness, the sensation driving her closer to the edge.

He reached around, his fingers pressing the front of the diaper harder against her pussy. “You’re gonna cum right here, in your little diaper, where anyone could walk in,” he murmured, his voice a dark command. The crinkle amplified every touch, the padding soaking up more of her arousal.

Her hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the pressure, and she hated herself for it. The boardroom door was still ajar, the hum of the office beyond it a constant threat, but her body didn’t care. Her clit throbbed under his touch, the diaper a maddening barrier and stimulant all at once.

“That’s it, let Daddy make you feel good,” he cooed, slipping into that babytalk that made her mind haze. Her resistance crumbled further, a part of her slipping into littlespace against her will, craving his praise. “Such a good wittle girl, wetting your diapee for Daddy.”

Her moan escaped, low and desperate, as his fingers worked the padding faster. The scent of powder and her own arousal filled her senses, dizzying her. Her legs trembled, the edge so close she could taste it.

He pressed harder, his other hand gripping her hip, holding her in place. “Cum for me, baby girl,” he ordered, and her body obeyed, shattering under the pressure. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching as waves of pleasure soaked the diaper further, the warmth spreading against her skin.

She gasped, her head dropping to the table, her body shaking with aftershocks. The crinkle of the diaper was obscene now, a wet, heavy sound that echoed in the quiet room. Shame burned through her, but so did a twisted relief, a need for more of his control.

Damien stepped back, adjusting his trousers, his cock still hard and straining against the fabric. “Good girl,” he said, his tone returning to that clinical edge, as if he hadn’t just undone her in the boardroom. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze, her green eyes glassy with lingering need.

Her chest heaved, the diaper still clinging to her, a constant reminder of her surrender. She straightened slowly, smoothing her skirt with shaky hands, the bulk even more noticeable now with the added wetness. Her clit twitched faintly, already hungry again, and she cursed her body for it.

He picked up his briefcase, his smirk sharp and knowing as he headed for the door. “Next time, I’ll make sure you can’t hide it so easily,” he said, his voice a dark promise that sent a fresh shiver through her. The words lingered, a chain wrapping tighter around her, as the door clicked shut behind him.

She stood there, alone in the boardroom, the crinkle of the diaper a quiet taunt with every small movement. Her reputation hung by a thread, the cameras in the corners a silent threat, but beneath it all, a new ache pulsed—a longing for Damien’s next rule, his next touch. Her fingers gripped the table, steadying herself, as the weight of her surrender settled deeper than ever before.

Her breath steadied, but her mind did not. The rest of the day loomed ahead, meetings and emails and facades, all while the diaper clung to her, soaked and heavy, a secret she couldn’t escape. And deep down, in a place she couldn’t name, she knew she didn’t want to.

She turned to gather her things, the padding shifting against her still-sensitive pussy, and a quiet whimper escaped her lips. The office hummed beyond the glass walls, oblivious to the storm inside her, but she felt the risk, the exposure, the fragile thread of her control. And yet, her body craved more—more of Damien, more of this twisted game.

Her hands paused on her laptop, her gaze drifting to the door where he’d left. The memory of his voice, his touch, his command to cum in her diaper—it looped in her mind, a tether she couldn’t break. She shifted again, the wet diaper squishing audibly, and her clit pulsed, a silent plea for the next round.

She forced herself to move, stepping toward the door, each step a reminder of the padding between her thighs. The crinkle followed her, a shadow she couldn’t shake, as she re-entered the corporate world outside. But inside, a new truth simmered—a quiet, terrifying acceptance that she was his, in ways she hadn’t yet begun to understand.


Chapter 6: Breaking Point

Amelia stood at the podium, her fingers gripping the edges of her notes with a force that turned her knuckles white. The executive boardroom buzzed with the low murmur of her colleagues, their eyes trained on her, expecting the usual razor-sharp delivery she was known for. Beneath her tailored navy blazer and pencil skirt, the diaper Damien had forced her to wear crinkled faintly with every subtle shift, a secret humiliation that gnawed at her focus.

Her voice projected confidently, detailing quarterly projections and market strategies, but her mind was elsewhere. The padding between her thighs felt thicker today, the plastic backing a constant reminder against her skin, rubbing with every movement. She adjusted her stance, praying no one heard the telltale rustle.

Damien sat at the far end of the table, his piercing blue eyes locked on her. His expression was unreadable, but the slight tilt of his head told her he was cataloging every flicker of discomfort on her face. A bead of sweat formed at the base of her neck, trailing down her spine.

She clicked to the next slide, her throat tightening as the pressure in her bladder grew. She’d been holding it for hours, determined not to give in, not to let him win this twisted game in front of everyone. But her body was betraying her, the ache building with every passing second.

Her gaze flicked to Damien, just for a moment. His lips curved into the faintest smirk, as if he could sense the storm brewing inside her. She forced her eyes back to her notes, her voice wavering for a split second.

The room felt smaller, the air heavier, as she continued her presentation. Her legs trembled slightly, the diaper’s bulk a maddening presence, the scent of baby powder lingering in her senses despite her efforts to ignore it. She could almost hear the crinkle, even if no one else could—or so she hoped.

Damien shifted in his seat, crossing one leg over the other, his gaze never wavering. The weight of it pressed into her, a silent command she couldn’t escape. Her fingers tightened on the podium, her nails digging into the wood.

She stumbled over a statistic, her mind fracturing under the dual assault of her bladder and his stare. The room didn’t notice, or at least, she prayed they didn’t, as she corrected herself quickly. But Damien’s smirk widened, and her stomach twisted with a mix of dread and something darker, hotter.

Her body screamed for relief, the pressure unbearable now. She shifted her weight again, the diaper crinkling louder in her ears, though she knew it was just her paranoia amplifying the sound. Her clit throbbed unexpectedly, a twisted reaction to the humiliation, and she bit her lip to suppress a gasp.

Damien’s eyes narrowed, catching the subtle movement. He leaned forward slightly, his presence a physical force even from across the room. She felt stripped bare, her carefully curated control unraveling thread by thread.

She couldn’t hold it anymore. The warmth spread suddenly, a hot rush soaking into the diaper, the padding swelling as it absorbed her loss of control. Her breath hitched, her hands gripping the podium for dear life as the sagging weight settled between her thighs.

The crinkle was deafening in her mind now, the wet diaper clinging to her skin, a humiliating anchor. Her face burned, but she forced her voice to remain steady, pushing through the next slide as if nothing had happened. But inside, shame and a perverse relief warred for dominance.

Damien’s gaze softened, but only just, a glint of approval flickering in those icy blue depths. He gave a slow, deliberate nod, unseen by the others, but it seared into her like a brand. Her pussy twitched against the soaked padding, her body responding to his silent praise despite herself.

She finished the presentation on autopilot, her mind a haze of heat and mortification. The executives clapped politely, oblivious to the storm beneath her skirt, as she stepped back from the podium with a forced smile. Every step made the diaper squish audibly, the sound a torment only she could hear.

Damien stood as the room began to clear, his towering frame moving toward her with predatory grace. Her heart raced, her body still buzzing from the aftermath of her surrender. She wanted to run, to hide, but there was nowhere to go under his gaze.

He stopped beside her, close enough that she could smell the faint cologne on his skin. “Good girl, letting go just for me,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble meant only for her ears. A shiver ripped through her, her clit pulsing again, betraying how much his words affected her.

She opened her mouth to protest, but no sound came out. Her hands clenched at her sides, the wet diaper a constant, heavy reminder of her defeat. His hand brushed her lower back briefly, a possessive touch that made her gasp softly.

“Meet me in my office after this,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. He stepped away before she could respond, leaving her standing there, trembling with a mix of fury and need. The soaked padding shifted with her every breath, a humiliating weight she couldn’t escape.

The last of the executives filed out, their chatter fading down the hall. Amelia stood frozen, her mind racing with the implications of what had just happened. Her reputation, her control, everything she’d built—it all teetered on the edge, and Damien held the strings.

She forced herself to move, gathering her notes with shaky hands. The diaper squished with every step toward the door, the plastic backing rubbing against her inner thighs, still warm and wet. Her pussy ached, a desperate hunger she couldn’t ignore, no matter how much she hated herself for it.

Damien’s office was only two floors up, but the elevator ride felt like an eternity. She stood rigid, hyper-aware of the cameras in the corner, praying no one could see the bulk under her skirt. The crinkle seemed to echo in the confined space, though logic told her it was just her paranoia.

The doors opened, and she stepped out, her heels clicking on the polished floor. Her heart pounded as she approached his office, the glass walls offering no privacy from the rest of the floor. She knocked once, her hand trembling, before his deep voice called, “Come in.”

He sat behind his desk, his posture relaxed but his eyes sharp as ever. The door clicked shut behind her, sealing her in with him, and the air thickened with tension. She stood there, the wet diaper sagging heavily, her body buzzing with anticipation and dread.

“Lock the door,” he ordered, his voice smooth but unyielding. Her fingers fumbled with the latch, the click sounding louder than it should have. She turned to face him, her chest heaving, the padding shifting again with a faint squish.

“Come here, little girl,” he said, pushing his chair back slightly. His tone slipped into that patronizing babytalk, and her stomach flipped, a mix of humiliation and heat flooding her. She hesitated, her feet rooted to the spot, but his gaze pinned her in place.

She took a step forward, then another, the diaper crinkling with every movement. Her face burned as she stopped in front of him, the wet padding a shameful weight between her legs. He reached out, his hand brushing her thigh through her skirt, and she flinched.

“Lift your skirt,” he commanded, his voice dropping lower. Her hands shook as she obeyed, slowly pulling the fabric up to reveal the soaked diaper, the plastic backing glistening faintly under the office lights. His eyes darkened, a predatory hunger flashing across his face.

“Look at my wittle baby, all wet and messy for Daddy,” he cooed, his fingers tracing the edge of the diaper. Her breath hitched, her clit throbbing painfully against the padding as his touch sent sparks through her. She hated how her hips tilted toward him, seeking more.

He tugged at the tabs, the ripping sound of the diaper opening obscenely loud in the quiet room. The soaked padding fell away, exposing her slick pussy, her arousal evident despite the shame burning in her chest. His gaze lingered, and she squirmed under the weight of it.

“Such a needy little thing,” he murmured, his hand sliding between her thighs. His fingers brushed her clit, and she gasped, her knees buckling slightly. The scent of her wetness mixed with the lingering baby powder, a humiliating cocktail that made her dizzy.

He pressed harder, circling her clit with deliberate slowness. Her hands gripped his desk for support, her moans slipping out despite her efforts to stay silent. The glass walls loomed in her peripheral vision, a constant reminder of the risk, but her body didn’t care.

“Pwease, Daddy,” she whimpered, the words slipping out before she could stop them. Horror flooded her, but so did a wave of heat as his fingers sped up, pushing her toward the edge. Her pussy clenched, desperate for release, as she slipped deeper into littlespace against her will.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he growled, his free hand gripping her hip to hold her steady. He slipped two fingers inside her, stretching her wet heat, and she cried out, the sound muffled by her bitten lip. Her body trembled, the orgasm building fast and hard.

He curled his fingers, hitting just the right spot. “Cum for Daddy,” he ordered, and she shattered, her pussy spasming around his fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her cries echoed in the office, her body shaking as she clung to the desk.

He didn’t stop, drawing out her orgasm until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent. Her legs wobbled, the aftershocks rippling through her, as he finally pulled his hand away. Her pussy glistened, exposed and vulnerable, and she couldn’t meet his eyes.

He reached into a drawer, pulling out a fresh diaper and a pacifier. Her stomach dropped, but her body still buzzed with need, traitorously eager for more of his control. He stood, towering over her, and she felt impossibly small.

“Lie down on the desk, little one,” he instructed, spreading a changing mat over the polished surface. Her heart raced as she obeyed, her skirt still bunched around her waist, her bare pussy on display. The cool wood against her back made her shiver.

He lifted her legs with ease, sliding the fresh diaper under her. The scent of baby powder filled the air again as he sprinkled it over her, his fingers brushing her still-sensitive clit in the process. She bit back a moan, her body arching slightly despite herself.

“There we go, all clean for now,” he said, securing the tabs with a crinkle that echoed in her ears. He pressed the pacifier to her lips, and she hesitated, but his gaze brooked no refusal. It clicked against her teeth as she took it in, the silicone a humiliating comfort.

He stepped back, adjusting his trousers, his cock visibly hard through the fabric. Her eyes lingered there, a fresh wave of heat pulsing through her, even as the diaper reminded her of her place. He smirked, catching her stare, and leaned down close.

“We’re far from done—tomorrow, you’ll learn what comfort really means,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. A shiver ripped through her, her pussy clenching again, already aching for whatever he had planned. She lay there, diapered and pacified, as he straightened, leaving her in a haze of submission and need.

He turned to his desk, picking up a file as if nothing had happened. “You can go now, little girl,” he said, his tone casual but laced with promise. She slid off the desk, the fresh diaper crinkling with every move, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

She adjusted her skirt, the bulk impossible to ignore, and moved toward the door. Her hand paused on the handle, the pacifier still in her mouth, a silent tether to her surrender. She didn’t look back as she stepped into the hall, but his presence lingered, a shadow she couldn’t shake.

The office hummed around her, oblivious to the storm inside. The diaper shifted with every step, a constant reminder of her breaking point, and her clit throbbed faintly, hungry for tomorrow. She gripped her notes tighter, her mind a battlefield of shame and desire, as she walked away from his office, already dreading—and craving—what came next.


Chapter 7: Little Space Lessons

Amelia sat on the plush carpet of Damien’s locked office, her tailored skirt bunched awkwardly around her thighs. The thick diaper beneath her crinkled with every slight shift, the plastic backing a humiliating barrier between her and any semblance of control. Her sharp green eyes darted to the door, half-expecting someone to barge in despite the lock, her reputation as a senior executive teetering on the edge of ruin.

Her fingers clutched at the carpet, nails digging into the soft fibers.

She could still feel the lingering heat from yesterday’s encounter, her pussy throbbing faintly beneath the padding. The pacifier rested on the nearby desk, a silent taunt, its silicone gleam catching the dim light. She hated how her gaze kept drifting to it, a pull she couldn’t name tightening in her chest.

Footsteps echoed outside the door, sharp and deliberate.

Her breath hitched, heart slamming against her ribs.

Damien entered, his imposing frame filling the doorway, his bespoke suit tailored to every hard line of his body. His piercing blue eyes locked on her instantly, a predator’s gaze that stripped away her carefully built walls. He shut the door behind him with a soft click, the sound sealing her fate for the next hour.

“You look small down there, little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

She clenched her jaw, refusing to respond, though her body betrayed her with a shiver. The weight of his presence pressed down on her, his sheer physical size a reminder of the power imbalance she couldn’t escape. She shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly, and her cheeks burned with fresh shame.

He crossed the room in three long strides, towering over her.

Her neck ached from looking up at him.

“Today, we’re going to learn about comfort,” he continued, pulling a baby bottle from a drawer with deliberate slowness. The sight of it—clear plastic, filled with warm milk—made her stomach twist in a mix of dread and unwanted curiosity. He crouched down, his broad shoulders eclipsing the light, and held the bottle out like an offering.

She shook her head, lips pressed tight.

“No?” His tone was soft, almost tender, but his eyes glinted with unyielding authority. “Daddy knows what’s best, baby girl.”

Her hands balled into fists, nails biting into her palms.

The corporate world buzzed just beyond the locked door—colleagues typing, phones ringing, cameras in the hallway recording every move. If anyone saw her like this, diapered on the floor with a bottle in her boss’s hand, her career would implode. Yet her clit pulsed beneath the padding, traitorously eager for his control.

“Open up,” he commanded, pressing the nipple of the bottle to her lips.

She turned her head away, defiance flaring hot in her chest.

His free hand gripped her chin, firm but not painful, forcing her to face him. “Don’t make Daddy wait,” he murmured, his thumb brushing her lower lip. The warmth of his touch sent a jolt straight to her core, her pussy clenching despite her resistance.

Her lips parted, trembling, as he guided the nipple into her mouth.

The first taste of warm milk hit her tongue, sweet and soothing in a way that horrified her. She sucked instinctively, her eyes squeezing shut as humiliation warred with an unfamiliar calm spreading through her. The bottle tilted, milk flowing steadily, and she couldn’t stop herself from drinking.

“There we go, baby,” he purred, his voice wrapping around her like a chain.

Her cheeks burned, but her body relaxed against her will, sinking into the carpet. The weight of his hand on her chin, the steady rhythm of the milk, the crinkle of the diaper—it all blurred into a haze of forced regression. She hated how her mind slipped, how “little space” crept in, softening her sharp edges.

He shifted closer, his knee brushing her thigh.

A spark of heat flared where they touched.

“You’re doing so well for Daddy,” he said, his free hand sliding down to rest on her diapered hip. The plastic crinkled under his touch, obscenely loud, and her pussy throbbed harder, trapped beneath the padding. She wanted to push him away, but her hands stayed limp at her sides.

He tilted the bottle higher, ensuring she drank every drop.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense gaze.

The milk was almost gone now, and he pulled the bottle away, setting it aside with a soft clink. “Such a good girl,” he praised, his hand moving from her hip to the front of her diaper, pressing lightly. Her breath caught, a wave of arousal crashing through her as his fingers teased over the plastic.

Her hips twitched toward him, unbidden.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked, his voice a dark whisper. He pressed harder, the pressure sending a shockwave through her clit, and she bit back a moan.

Her mind screamed to stop, to fight, but her body ached for more.

He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “Daddy’s going to take care of everything,” he promised, his hand slipping under her skirt to tug at the diaper tabs.

The ripping sound of Velcro echoed, sharp and humiliating.

Her pussy was exposed now, wet and glistening, the cool air of the office a stark contrast to her burning skin. He groaned softly, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her. “So ready for me,” he said, his fingers brushing her clit with agonizing slowness.

She gasped, her back arching off the carpet.

His touch was electric, circling her clit with precision, each stroke building pressure in her core. “Tell Daddy what you want,” he demanded, his free hand pinning her wrist above her head.

Her lips moved, but no sound came out.

“Use your words, baby girl,” he pressed, slipping a finger inside her dripping pussy. The stretch made her whimper, her walls clenching around him as he pumped slowly.

“Please,” she finally gasped, voice breaking.

“Please what?” he teased, adding a second finger, curling them to hit her sweet spot.

Her mind fractured under the pleasure, words spilling out. “Please, Daddy, make me cum,” she begged, shame burning hot even as her hips rocked against his hand.

He smirked, his thumb flicking her clit. “That’s my good girl,” he growled, speeding up his thrusts.

Her body tensed, the orgasm building fast and fierce.

Every nerve screamed as she shattered, her pussy spasming around his fingers, cum coating his hand as she cried out. Her voice bounced off the office walls, raw and desperate, as waves of pleasure ripped through her. He didn’t stop, drawing out every shudder until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent.

Her chest heaved, breaths ragged.

He pulled his fingers free, slick with her juices, and brought them to his lips. “Sweet as always,” he murmured, licking them clean while she watched, mortified and aroused all over again.

Her clit twitched, already hungry for more.

He stood, adjusting his trousers, his cock straining hard against the fabric. Her eyes lingered there, a fresh wave of heat pulsing through her despite the aftershocks still trembling in her limbs. He noticed her stare and chuckled, low and dangerous.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, pulling a fresh diaper from the drawer.

Her stomach dropped, but her body buzzed with need.

“Lie still,” he ordered, spreading the diaper under her with practiced ease. The scent of baby powder filled the air as he dusted it over her sensitive skin, his fingers brushing her clit again in the process. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as he secured the tabs, the crinkle a deafening reminder of her place.

Her thighs clenched, the padding a cruel barrier.

He picked up the pacifier from the desk, pressing it to her lips. “Suck, baby,” he instructed, and this time, she didn’t fight, the silicone clicking against her teeth as she took it in. The act deepened her haze, her mind slipping further into little space, even as her pussy ached beneath the diaper.

His hand rested on her padded hip, heavy and possessive.

“You’re learning so fast,” he praised, his tone dripping with control. “But we’re just getting started.”

Her heart raced, dread and desire twisting together.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her forehead—a gesture so tender it unnerved her. “Drink up, baby. Daddy’s got you,” he whispered, the words sinking into her like a brand.

A shiver ripped through her, her body reacting despite herself.

He straightened, his towering frame casting a shadow over her diapered form on the floor. “Tomorrow, we’ll push deeper—there’s more for my little girl to learn,” he said, his promise laced with dark intent.

Her pussy clenched beneath the padding, already craving what came next.

She lay there, pacified and diapered, as he turned to his desk, picking up a file as if nothing had happened. The corporate world hummed outside, oblivious to the storm inside her, and she knew she couldn’t escape this—not his control, not her own twisted need. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, a constant tether to her surrender, and she stared at the locked door, torn between fear and aching anticipation.

---

But Damien wasn’t done with her yet, not by a long shot. He glanced over his shoulder, catching the way her eyes flickered with uncertainty, and a slow, predatory smile curled his lips. “Crawl to Daddy, little girl,” he commanded, his voice slicing through the heavy air.

Her breath caught, humiliation flooding her anew.

She hesitated, her hands pressing into the carpet, but his gaze pinned her in place. “Now,” he added, the single word a whip crack of authority that made her pussy throb despite her shame.

Her knees shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly as she moved.

Each crawl forward felt like a surrender, her skirt riding up to expose the white plastic backing of the diaper. She reached him, stopping at his polished shoes, and looked up, her neck straining under the weight of his dominance. His hand came down, petting her hair with a gentleness that contrasted the raw hunger in his eyes.

“Good baby,” he murmured, his fingers tightening briefly in her locks.

Her scalp tingled, a fresh wave of heat pooling between her legs.

He tugged her up by her arm, guiding her to straddle his lap as he sat in his executive chair. The diaper pressed against his hard cock through his trousers, the friction maddening as he settled her weight on him. “Feel that, little one?” he asked, grinding up slightly, his erection a firm promise against her padded pussy.

She whimpered around the pacifier, nodding.

His hands gripped her hips, rocking her slowly over him, the crinkle of the diaper mixing with her stifled moans. “Daddy’s so hard for his baby girl,” he growled, one hand sliding up her blouse to pinch a nipple through her bra. The sharp sting made her gasp, her pussy clenching uselessly beneath the padding.

Her hips moved faster, chasing the friction.

He chuckled darkly, pulling the pacifier from her mouth with a wet pop. “Tell Daddy how much you want his cock,” he ordered, his thumb brushing her swollen lips.

“I—I want it, Daddy,” she stammered, voice small and broken.

“Beg for it,” he pressed, his other hand slipping under her skirt to press against the front of her diaper.

“Please, Daddy, I need your cock,” she whined, desperation overtaking her pride. Her pussy ached, trapped and untouched, as she rocked harder against him. “Please, I’ll be good, I promise.”

He groaned, the sound raw and hungry.

But instead of giving in, he lifted her off his lap, setting her back on the carpet. “Not yet, baby girl,” he said, standing to tower over her again. “You haven’t earned it.”

Her chest tightened, frustration burning hot.

He adjusted his trousers, his cock still visibly straining, and picked up the baby bottle again. “Finish your milk first,” he instructed, pressing it back to her lips. “Show Daddy you can be obedient.”

Her lips trembled as she took the nipple, sucking slowly.

The warm milk coated her tongue, soothing and humiliating all at once. His hand rested on her head, guiding her rhythm, and she felt herself slip deeper into little space, her mind fuzzing at the edges. Her pussy still throbbed, denied and desperate, but his control wrapped around her tighter than any restraint.

“That’s it, drink up,” he murmured, his voice a dark lullaby.

Her eyes fluttered shut, lost in the haze.

He watched her, satisfaction etched into every line of his face, as she finished the last drop. “Tomorrow, we’ll see how much more you can take,” he promised, the words a hook sinking deep into her core. “There’s so much more for my little girl to learn.”

Her body shivered, already dreading—and craving—the next lesson.


Chapter 8: Deeper Submission

Amelia lay on the soft changing mat in Damien’s private suite, her tailored skirt hiked up to her waist, exposing the thick, crinkling diaper taped snugly around her hips. Her sharp green eyes darted to the ceiling, avoiding the mirror positioned strategically above, reflecting every humiliating detail of her position. The cool air of the room kissed her bare thighs, a stark contrast to the heat burning in her core.

Her hands clenched into fists at her sides. She could still hear the distant hum of the corporate office beyond these walls, the world where she was a senior executive, not a trembling little girl under her boss’s control. The fear of someone walking in—or worse, a camera catching this—gnawed at her, even as her pussy pulsed beneath the padding.

Damien’s polished shoes clicked on the hardwood floor as he entered the suite, locking the door with a deliberate snap. His presence filled the room, his piercing blue eyes locking onto her with predatory intent. “Look at my little girl, waiting so patiently for Daddy,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine.

Her jaw tightened. She wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of her former authority, but the words caught in her throat under his gaze. Instead, she pressed her thighs together, the diaper crinkling loudly, betraying her movement.

He chuckled, setting a small black bag on the table beside the changing mat. “Trying to hide from Daddy?” he teased, his tone dripping with mock sweetness as he knelt beside her.

Her cheeks flamed. She turned her head away, refusing to meet his eyes, but her body betrayed her with a slight tremble. The scent of baby powder lingered in the air, a humiliating reminder of her regression.

Damien’s large hand rested on her thigh, his touch firm and possessive. “No hiding, baby girl,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the edge of the diaper’s plastic backing. “Daddy’s going to take such good care of you today.”

Her breath hitched. The promise in his words twisted her stomach with a mix of dread and unwanted arousal. She hated how her clit throbbed at his touch, trapped beneath the thick padding.

He reached for the tabs on her diaper, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the quiet room. The cool air hit her exposed pussy, making her gasp. Her hands twitched, instinctively moving to cover herself, but Damien caught her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head.

“Uh-uh, little one,” he scolded, his voice firm. “Daddy decides what happens to this pretty little body.”

Her chest heaved. Humiliation burned through her, but so did a slick heat between her legs, her pussy already wet and aching under his control.

He released her wrists, only to pull a bottle of lube from the black bag, the clear liquid gleaming as he squeezed it onto his fingers. “We’re going to try something new today, baby girl,” he said, his eyes glinting with dark promise. The cold lube on his fingers made her flinch as he rubbed them together, warming it slightly.

Her heart raced. She opened her mouth to protest, but the words died as he spread her legs wider, exposing her fully. The vulnerability made her dizzy, her mind slipping despite her resistance.

Damien’s slick fingers traced down her inner thigh, teasingly close to her pussy. “Shh, relax for Daddy,” he cooed, his tone deceptively gentle. The anticipation built, her body tensing as she waited for his next move.

Then, his finger circled her tight back entrance, the cold lube making her gasp. She squirmed, the changing mat crinkling beneath her, but his other hand pressed down on her hip, holding her still. “Be a good girl,” he warned, his voice dropping to a dangerous edge.

Her lips trembled. The pressure of his finger against her hole sent a jolt through her, unfamiliar and intrusive, yet her pussy clenched with a dark thrill.

Slowly, he pushed inside, the cold lube easing his way as her body resisted. Her breath came in short, sharp pants, the stretch burning slightly before giving way to a strange, full sensation. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his finger moving deeper, preparing her.

Her mind reeled. She hated this—hated how he controlled every inch of her—but her body arched into his touch, craving more despite herself.

Damien withdrew his finger, only to reach into the bag again, pulling out a small, black plug with a flared base. The sight of it made her stomach drop, her thighs clenching instinctively. “This is going to stay inside my little girl,” he said, coating it generously with lube.

Her voice finally broke free. “No, Damien, please—I can’t—” she stammered, but her words faltered under his piercing gaze.

He leaned over her, his face inches from hers. “You can, and you will, because Daddy said so,” he growled, his breath hot against her cheek.

Her resolve crumbled. Tears pricked her eyes, but her pussy wept with arousal, the conflict tearing her apart as he positioned the plug at her entrance.

The cold tip pressed against her, the pressure building as he pushed it in slowly. She whimpered, her body stretching to accommodate the intrusion, the sensation overwhelming. Her hands gripped the edges of the mat, knuckles white, as the plug settled into place, the base snug against her skin.

Her breath shuddered. The fullness inside her was maddening, every tiny movement amplifying the pressure, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through her core.

Damien’s hand smoothed over her trembling stomach. “Feel that, little one? You’re mine inside and out,” he said, his voice a dark caress that made her clit pulse.

Her eyes squeezed shut. She couldn’t deny the heat pooling between her legs, the way her body responded to his complete domination over her.

He reached for a fresh diaper, the crinkle of the plastic deafening as he unfolded it. Sliding it under her hips, he powdered her skin, the scent enveloping her in a humiliating haze. Her mind slipped further, the babytalk and care pulling her into little space against her will.

“There we go, baby girl,” he cooed, taping the diaper shut with practiced ease. The thick padding pressed the plug deeper, intensifying the pressure inside her. Every shift of her body sent a jolt through her, her pussy aching for more direct stimulation.

Her hips twitched. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as the diaper crinkled with her movement, the sound a constant reminder of her submission.

Damien’s hand pressed against the front of the diaper, the pressure teasing her clit through the layers. “Such a needy little thing,” he teased, rubbing slow circles that made her gasp. Her body arched into his touch, desperate for more, even as shame burned her cheeks.

Her mind blurred. The fullness of the plug, the crinkle of the diaper, and the teasing pressure on her clit overwhelmed her senses, pulling her deeper into his control.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “Does my baby girl want to cum?” he whispered, his voice dripping with dominance.

Her whimper escaped. “Yes, Daddy,” she breathed, the words slipping out before she could stop them, her resistance shattered.

His fingers pressed harder against the diaper, the friction maddening but not enough. “Beg for it, little one,” he commanded, his other hand gripping her thigh to keep her still.

“Please, Daddy, let me cum,” she whined, her voice small and broken. Her hips rocked against his hand, chasing the release she so desperately needed. The plug shifted inside her, amplifying every sensation, driving her closer to the edge.

Damien’s eyes darkened with hunger. “Not yet, baby girl,” he said, pulling his hand away just as her body tensed, denying her release.

Her frustrated cry echoed in the room. Her pussy throbbed, trapped and untouched beneath the padding, her body screaming for relief that wouldn’t come.

He stood, towering over her as he adjusted his trousers, his hard cock straining visibly against the fabric. “Daddy’s going to make you wait,” he said, his tone laced with cruel amusement. “You’ll cum when I decide you’ve earned it.”

Her chest tightened. Frustration and arousal warred within her, her body still trembling from the near-orgasm and the unrelenting pressure of the plug.

Damien reached down, slipping a pacifier into her mouth with a soft click against her teeth. “Suck on this, little girl,” he instructed, his hand petting her hair gently. The act pushed her further into little space, her mind fuzzing at the edges as she obeyed.

Her lips closed around it. The rhythmic sucking soothed her, even as her body burned with unmet need, the diaper crinkling softly with every shaky breath.

He watched her for a long moment, satisfaction etched into every line of his face. “You’re so beautiful like this, completely mine,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise. The words sank into her, binding her tighter to his control, even as a part of her screamed to break free.

Her eyes fluttered. The weight of his gaze, the fullness inside her, and the humiliating comfort of the pacifier wrapped around her like chains, inescapable and intoxicating.

Damien knelt beside her again, his hand resting on the front of her diaper once more. “Let’s see how long you can hold out, baby,” he said, rubbing slow, teasing circles over her padded pussy. The pressure was torturous, building her arousal without offering release, her clit throbbing helplessly.

Her muffled moan vibrated around the pacifier. Every crinkle of the diaper, every shift of the plug, heightened her desperation, her body betraying her at every turn.

His fingers pressed harder for a moment, then stopped completely. “Not yet,” he repeated, standing to retrieve a baby bottle from the table. “Drink for Daddy first, then we’ll see.”

Her lips trembled around the pacifier as he removed it, replacing it with the bottle’s nipple. The warm milk coated her tongue, the act of drinking pulling her deeper into submission, her mind slipping further from the corporate warrior she used to be.

Damien’s hand rested on her head, guiding her rhythm. “That’s my good girl,” he praised, his voice a low rumble that made her pussy clench uselessly beneath the diaper.

Her body shivered. The contrast of his gentle care and the cruel denial of her orgasm twisted her emotions into knots, a new kind of vulnerability blooming in her chest.

This wasn’t just humiliation anymore. It was something softer, more dangerous—a need to please him, to be his good girl, even as it tore down every wall she’d built. The realization hit her like a wave, terrifying and undeniable.

Her eyes met his, wide and searching. He smiled, slow and knowing, as if he could see the shift in her, the moment her surrender deepened beyond mere physical control.

Damien set the empty bottle aside, his hand brushing her cheek. “You’re learning, little one,” he said, his tone laced with dark satisfaction. “Next time, we’ll test your limits in front of an audience.”

Her heart stopped. The threat—or promise—sent a fresh wave of fear and arousal crashing through her, her mind spinning at the thought of her submission being witnessed.

Her body tensed. The crinkle of the diaper, the pressure of the plug, and the lingering taste of milk on her tongue grounded her in this humiliating reality, even as her pussy throbbed with shameful anticipation.

Damien’s gaze pinned her in place. “Rest now, baby girl,” he said, his voice a command wrapped in care. “Daddy has so much more planned for you.”

Her breath caught. The weight of his words settled over her like a blanket, heavy with promise and menace, as she lay there, diapered and plugged, completely at his mercy.

Her mind swirled. The corporate world outside these walls felt like a distant dream, her reputation a fragile thing that could shatter with one wrong move, yet her body craved the next step in his game.

She closed her eyes. The crinkle of the diaper followed her into the haze, a constant reminder of her new reality, as Damien’s presence loomed over her, unyielding and inescapable.


Chapter 9: Exposed at Dinner

Amelia smoothed the fabric of her sleek black evening dress, the elegant cut clinging to her curves as she stood near the edge of the lavish dining room. Beneath the tailored sophistication, the thick diaper Damien had insisted she wear bulked awkwardly against her thighs, the plastic backing rustling with every cautious step. Her sharp green eyes darted around the room, scanning the faces of clients and colleagues, each laugh and clink of glassware amplifying the dread knotting her stomach.

Her fingers tightened around the stem of her wine glass.

The crinkle was there, always there, a constant reminder of her secret shame hidden beneath the polished exterior of a senior executive. She shifted her weight, trying to minimize the sound, but the heavy padding pressed against her pussy, sending an unwelcome heat pooling between her legs. Every movement was a gamble, a risk of exposure in this room full of people who knew her as a powerhouse, not a diapered little girl under Damien’s control.

She forced a smile as a client approached, nodding through small talk about quarterly projections. The diaper’s bulk made her hyper-aware of her posture, her thighs pressed tight to muffle any betraying noise. Her mind screamed to escape, to tear off the humiliating garment, but Damien’s rules echoed louder—disobedience meant consequences worse than this.

Her pulse quickened as she caught sight of him across the room.

Damien stood near the bar, his towering frame draped in a bespoke suit, the sharp lines accentuating his broad shoulders and predatory grace. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers, a slow smirk curling his lips as if he could sense her discomfort from twenty feet away. He raised his glass in a subtle toast, the gesture dripping with unspoken ownership, making her skin prickle with a mix of fear and forbidden arousal.

She looked away, her cheeks flushing.

The conversation around her blurred as she fought to focus, but the diaper’s crinkle seemed to grow louder in her ears with every breath. The scent of baby powder clung to her, faint but unmistakable, a humiliating tether to the little space Damien kept dragging her into. She clenched her jaw, determined to maintain her facade, even as her body betrayed her with a slow, aching throb beneath the padding.

A colleague clapped her on the shoulder, laughing about a recent deal, and she froze. The sudden movement made the diaper rustle, the sound sharp and distinct in the brief lull of chatter. Her heart slammed against her ribs, certain someone had heard, but the man just kept talking, oblivious.

Her relief was short-lived.

Damien was moving toward her now, his stride deliberate, each step closing the distance with the inevitability of a storm. He stopped beside her, his presence a physical weight, the heat of his body seeping through the air between them. “Amelia, you’re captivating tonight,” he said, his voice low and smooth, meant for her ears alone, laced with a dark promise.

Her throat tightened.

She managed a tight nod, her fingers digging into the wine glass as his hand brushed her lower back, just above the diaper’s hidden bulk. The touch was fleeting but electric, igniting a shameful spark that made her clit pulse under the thick padding. She hated how her body reacted, how it craved his control even here, surrounded by the corporate world she’d fought to dominate.

“Excuse us for a moment,” Damien said to the group, his tone polite but unyielding, guiding her away with that same hand on her back. They moved toward a quieter corner near the balcony doors, the murmur of the dinner fading behind them. Her steps faltered, the diaper crinkling audibly with each one, and she prayed the ambient noise covered it.

Her stomach twisted in knots.

He stopped, turning her to face him, his blue eyes boring into hers with an intensity that stripped away her defenses. “You’re doing so well, baby girl,” he murmured, the babytalk slipping into his voice, soft but commanding, pulling her unwillingly toward little space. Her mind recoiled, but her body softened, a traitor to her own will, heat blooming in her core at the sound of his praise.

She bit her lip, fighting the urge to whimper.

His hand slid lower, resting just above the curve of her ass, his fingers pressing lightly as if testing the diaper’s presence. “I can hear it, you know,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine. “That sweet little crinkle every time you move—do you think they heard too?”

Her breath hitched.

Humiliation burned through her, sharper than ever, as she glanced toward the crowd, terrified someone was watching, listening. The diaper felt heavier now, the plastic slick against her skin, trapping the warmth of her arousal as her pussy clenched helplessly. She wanted to scream, to run, but Damien’s gaze pinned her in place, his control absolute even in this public space.

“They almost heard, didn’t they? My perfect, pathetic girl,” he said, his voice a dark caress that made her knees weak. The words sliced through her, humiliation and desire twisting into a tight knot in her chest, her clit throbbing under the padded prison he’d forced her into.

Her hands trembled at her sides.

He stepped closer, his body shielding her from view as his hand slipped beneath the hem of her dress, fingers grazing the diaper’s edge. The contact was brief but deliberate, a reminder of her vulnerability, and she felt a rush of wetness soak into the padding, her body’s betrayal complete. “You’re so wet already, aren’t you, little one?” he purred, his tone dripping with satisfaction.

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe.

“Come with me,” he ordered softly, guiding her through the balcony doors into the cool night air, away from prying eyes. The sudden solitude amplified every sound—the crinkle of her diaper, the click of her heels, the thud of her racing heart. He led her to a shadowed corner, the city lights glittering below, and pressed her back against the stone railing, his body caging hers.

Her chest heaved.

His hands roamed now, one sliding up her thigh under the dress, fingers tracing the diaper’s plastic edge before pressing against the front, right over her aching pussy. “Feel that, baby girl?” he growled, rubbing slow, torturous circles, the padding muting the sensation but not the desperation it built. Her hips jerked forward instinctively, craving more, even as shame burned her cheeks.

A soft moan escaped her lips.

He chuckled, dark and low, his other hand tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. “Look at you, so needy in your little diaper, right where everyone could walk out and see,” he taunted, his fingers pressing harder, making the crinkle echo in the quiet night. Her clit pulsed under his touch, the barrier of the diaper a cruel tease, driving her to the edge without letting her fall.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“Open them,” he snapped, his voice sharp, and she obeyed instantly, meeting his piercing stare. “I want to see every second of your surrender,” he said, his hand moving faster now, the friction building heat through the padding. Her body trembled, the humiliation of being so exposed—diapered, desperate, on a balcony—colliding with raw need until she was a mess of want.

Her knees buckled slightly.

Damien’s other hand gripped her hip, steadying her, his control unwavering as he leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Cum for Daddy, right here, right now,” he commanded, his voice a velvet blade, slicing through her last shred of resistance. The words pushed her over, her orgasm crashing through her, a silent scream trapped in her throat as her pussy clenched and pulsed beneath the diaper, soaking it further with her release.

Her body shuddered violently.

He didn’t stop, his hand still moving, dragging out every aftershock until she was whimpering, oversensitive and raw. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured, finally pulling back, adjusting her dress to cover the evidence of her humiliation. Her legs felt like jelly, the diaper’s warmth a constant reminder of what she’d just done, where she’d just cum, under his unrelenting gaze.

Her breath came in ragged gasps.

Damien stepped back, his smirk returning as he adjusted his cufflinks, the picture of composed dominance. “We’re not done, little one,” he said, his tone heavy with promise, as he guided her back toward the dinner, her diaper crinkling with every step. The crowd’s noise washed over her again, each face a potential witness to her secret, and her heart raced with fresh fear and lingering arousal.

Her fingers clenched into fists.

Back at the table, he pulled out her chair, his touch lingering on her shoulder as she sat, the diaper pressing harder against her sensitive clit. “Behave, baby girl,” he whispered, just for her, before taking his seat beside her, his presence a constant weight. She nodded faintly, her mind reeling from the intensity of her public surrender, knowing she’d crossed a line she couldn’t uncross.

Her skin prickled with awareness.

The dinner dragged on, every clink of cutlery and murmur of conversation a potential threat, her diaper a ticking bomb of humiliation beneath her dress. Damien’s hand rested casually on her thigh under the table, a subtle claim that kept her on edge, her pussy still tingling from her earlier release. She fought to focus on the client across from her, but his touch, his scent, his control overwhelmed every thought.

Her resolve wavered.

His fingers squeezed her thigh, a silent command, and she felt another rush of heat, her body responding despite the setting, despite the risk. “You’re doing so well, my little mess,” he murmured under his breath, the babytalk slipping in again, making her slip further into that vulnerable headspace. Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t pull away, couldn’t stop the way her body leaned into his dominance, even here, surrounded by her professional world.

Her heart pounded in her ears.

As dessert was served, Damien leaned closer, his voice a dark whisper meant only for her. “This weekend, you’ll surrender everything—there’s no turning back,” he said, his words a promise and a threat, locking her into his world completely. Her breath caught, fear and anticipation twisting together, knowing that whatever came next would shatter her beyond repair, and yet, her pussy throbbed at the thought, already craving more of his control.

Her mind spun with the weight of it.

The rest of the dinner passed in a haze, her diaper’s crinkle a constant undercurrent to every word spoken, every glance shared. Damien’s hand never left her thigh, a reminder of his ownership, and she felt the eyes of the room on her, even if they didn’t know her secret. The emotional weight of this public humiliation, sharper and more invasive than any private session, carved itself into her core—a new kind of vulnerability she hadn’t felt before, a raw exposure that left her both broken and achingly alive.

Her fingers trembled around her fork.

She glanced at Damien, his blue eyes glinting with satisfaction, and knew he saw it too—the shift, the deeper surrender etched into her posture, her silence. He smiled, slow and predatory, and she felt the diaper’s warmth against her skin, the lingering wetness of her orgasm, the inescapable truth of her submission. Whatever came this weekend, she was his, in ways she hadn’t anticipated, in ways that terrified and thrilled her beyond reason.


Chapter 10: Final Regression

Amelia sat alone in the secluded retreat cabin, the faint scent of pine drifting through the cracked window, her knees pressed into the soft rug beneath her. The tailored suits and boardroom bravado of her corporate life felt a million miles away, replaced by the humiliating reality of her current state—kneeling, dressed only in a thick, crinkling diaper, the plush padding a constant reminder of her surrender. Her sharp green eyes darted around the rustic space, searching for an escape she knew didn’t exist, her heart thudding with a mix of dread and undeniable heat.

Her fingers twitched against the diaper’s plastic backing.

The crinkle echoed in the quiet cabin, obscene and inescapable.

Her breath hitched as she shifted, the warmth of the padding pressing against her sensitive clit.

She hated how her body responded, a traitor to her mind.

The door creaked open, and Damien stepped inside, his towering frame filling the space with an unshakable presence. His piercing blue eyes locked onto her immediately, a slow, predatory smile curling his lips as he took in her vulnerable position. He carried a small black bag in one hand, the contents hidden but promising further control, further humiliation.

Her stomach twisted.

“Well, well, my little baby girl,” he drawled, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Look at you, already waiting for Daddy.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but the words caught in her throat.

Her cheeks burned as she lowered her gaze, unable to meet his intensity.

Damien set the bag down on a nearby table, his movements deliberate, each step toward her heavy with intent. “You’ve fought so hard, Amelia, but this weekend is the end of that,” he said, his tone soft but laced with menace. “You’re going to let go completely—become my perfect little one.”

Her fists clenched against her thighs.

The diaper crinkled louder as she shifted, a humiliating soundtrack to her defiance.

“I... I don’t want this,” she managed, her voice trembling, barely a whisper.

Damien crouched in front of her, his large hand tilting her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Your body tells a different story, baby girl,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “I can see how wet you are, even through that diaper.”

Her pulse raced.

Shame flooded her, hot and sharp, as she felt the truth of his words.

He stood, towering over her again, and retrieved something from the bag—a bright pink pacifier, its silicone nipple gleaming under the cabin’s dim light. “Open up, little one,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Daddy’s got something to keep that pretty mouth quiet.”

Her lips parted despite herself, a reflex born from weeks of his control.

The pacifier clicked against her teeth as he pushed it in, the taste of silicone filling her mouth.

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, a wave of regression pulling at her mind.

Damien’s hand moved to the front of her diaper, pressing against the padded surface with deliberate pressure. “Feel that crinkle, baby girl,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re so helpless right now, aren’t you?”

Her hips twitched involuntarily.

The plush padding rubbed against her clit, sending a jolt of unwanted pleasure through her.

She whimpered around the pacifier, drool already forming at the corners of her mouth.

He chuckled, low and dark, his fingers tracing the diaper’s edge near her inner thigh. “That’s it, let yourself slip,” he cooed, his tone dripping with babytalk. “Daddy’s gonna take such good care of his little mess.”

Her mind screamed to resist, but her body was melting under his touch.

She sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythmic motion grounding her in a haze of littlespace.

Damien’s other hand slid up her bare back, his touch possessive, claiming. “You’re so close to breaking completely, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice a seductive growl.

Her nod was small, almost imperceptible, but it was there.

Shame burned hotter, but so did the ache between her legs.

He pulled back just enough to unzip the black bag fully, revealing an array of toys and restraints—vibrators, cuffs, a small paddle. “We’re going to play, baby girl,” he said, his eyes glinting with dark promise. “But first, let’s make sure you’re secure.”

Her breath caught in her throat.

Fear and arousal twisted together, a toxic cocktail in her veins.

Damien pulled out a set of soft leather cuffs, the metal buckles clinking as he approached her. “Hands behind your back,” he ordered, his tone firm but calm. “Daddy doesn’t want any trouble.”

She hesitated, her green eyes flickering with one last spark of resistance.

Her shoulders slumped as she complied, the fight draining out of her.

He secured her wrists with practiced ease, the leather cool against her skin. “Good girl,” he praised, his voice sending a shiver through her.

The diaper crinkled as he adjusted her position, pulling her knees wider apart.

Her pussy throbbed, exposed and vulnerable under the padding.

Damien’s fingers returned to the front of her diaper, rubbing slow circles over the plastic backing. “Feel how warm it is already?” he teased, pressing harder against her clit through the layers.

Her hips bucked, a desperate, needy motion.

A moan escaped around the pacifier, muffled but raw.

He smirked, his free hand reaching for a small vibrator from the bag. “Let’s see how much my little girl can take,” he said, switching it on, the low hum filling the cabin.

Her eyes widened, panic and desire warring within her.

The first touch of the vibrator against her diaper sent a shockwave through her core.

Her body arched, straining against the cuffs.

“Shh, baby, just feel it,” Damien murmured, holding the toy steady against her padded pussy. “Let Daddy make you feel so good.”

Her mind hazed over, littlespace pulling her under like a riptide.

The crinkle of the diaper mixed with the buzz of the vibrator, an obscene symphony.

Her clit pulsed under the stimulation, the padding amplifying every vibration.

Wetness seeped into the diaper, warm and spreading, a humiliating proof of her arousal.

Damien’s eyes darkened with satisfaction as he watched her unravel. “That’s it, wet yourself for Daddy,” he growled, pressing the vibrator harder.

Her moan was louder this time, desperate and broken.

Her hips rocked, chasing the pleasure despite her bound wrists.

The warmth in the diaper grew, a spreading heat that mirrored the fire in her core.

“Good girl, you’ve earned this. Let go for Daddy,” Damien said, his voice a command wrapped in tenderness.

Her resistance shattered at his words.

Her orgasm crashed through her, sharp and blinding, her pussy clenching under the soaked padding.

Her cry was muffled by the pacifier, but her body shook with the force of her release.

Damien didn’t stop, keeping the vibrator pressed against her overstimulated clit. “Again, baby girl,” he ordered, his tone unrelenting. “Give Daddy everything.”

Her head thrashed, overwhelmed, but her body obeyed.

A second wave hit, harder than the first, her cum soaking the diaper further.

Tears pricked at her eyes, a mix of shame and raw pleasure.

He finally pulled the toy away, letting her slump forward, breathless and spent. “Look at you, my perfect little mess,” he whispered, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Her chest heaved, each breath ragged around the pacifier.

Damien undid the cuffs, but only to reposition her, laying her back on the rug. “We’re not done, baby,” he said, his hands moving to the tabs of her diaper.

Her heart raced again, anticipation and dread mingling.

The ripping sound of the tabs echoed, loud and humiliating, as he peeled the diaper open. “Fuck, you’re so wet for me,” he growled, his eyes raking over her exposed pussy, glistening with cum.

Her thighs trembled under his gaze.

He shed his shirt, revealing the hard lines of his chest, his cock already straining against his pants. “Daddy’s gonna fuck his little girl now,” he said, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness.

Her breath hitched, her body aching for him despite everything.

The belt hit the floor, followed by his pants, his thick cock springing free, already hard and leaking. “Spread those legs wider, baby,” he commanded, kneeling between her thighs.

She obeyed, her pussy throbbing with need.

He teased her entrance with the tip of his cock, slicking it through her wetness. “So fucking ready for me,” he muttered, his voice rough with desire.

Her hips lifted, desperate for more.

He pushed in slowly, stretching her, filling her completely. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard.

Her moan was raw, the pacifier nearly slipping from her mouth.

He thrust deeper, setting a punishing rhythm, each stroke hitting her core. “Take it, baby girl,” he growled, his eyes locked on hers.

Her body rocked with each thrust, pleasure building again.

The scent of baby powder from the open diaper mingled with the raw musk of sex. “You’re mine, little one,” Damien panted, his cock driving harder into her pussy.

Her mind was gone, lost in the haze of submission and need.

Her third orgasm built fast, her clit grinding against him with every thrust. “Cum for Daddy again,” he ordered, his voice a dark command.

Her body shattered, her pussy clenching around his cock as she came.

Damien groaned, his own release hitting, hot cum spilling inside her. “Fuck, baby,” he growled, his thrusts slowing as he filled her completely.

Her body trembled, oversensitive and spent, as he pulled out.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his chest, his hand resting on her bare thigh. “You’re mine forever now, baby girl—there’s no going back,” he murmured, his voice a possessive whisper.

Her heart stuttered at his words.

She lay there, naked except for the remnants of the diaper beneath her, the warmth of his cum still inside her. The reality of her complete surrender settled in, heavier than ever, a weight she couldn’t shake. But beneath the shame, beneath the fear, a dark, undeniable part of her craved this—craved him.

Her fingers curled against his chest, a silent acceptance.

The cabin was quiet now, save for their breathing, the crinkle of the discarded diaper a lingering reminder. Damien’s hand stroked her hair, a gentle contrast to the intensity of moments before. “Rest now, little one,” he whispered, his tone softer but still commanding.

Her eyes fluttered closed, exhaustion pulling her under.

She knew, deep down, that this weekend had changed everything. Her corporate armor, her independence—it was all gone, stripped away by his control, by her own humiliating desire. And yet, as she drifted into a haze of sleep, she felt a twisted kind of safety in his arms.

Her final thought was a shiver of acceptance.

She was his, completely, irrevocably—and there was no turning back.

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.
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