
        
            
                
            
        

    
Daddy's Diaper Protocol

A Dark DDLG ABDL Erotica of Medical Regression, Diaper Discipline, and Total Surrender


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
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Chapter 1: The Diagnostic Stare

The Diagnostic Stare

Eris sat ramrod straight in the sleek leather chair of Dr. Soren’s private waiting room, her designer briefcase balanced on her knees like a shield. The charcoal pencil skirt hugged her narrow hips with surgical precision, the matching blazer buttoned high enough to hide the faint damp spot she’d blotted from her morning leak. Beneath the expensive silk blouse, her heart hammered against her ribs. She was twenty-eight, a mergers attorney who dismantled billion-dollar deals before breakfast, yet here she was - clutching her thighs together so tightly the muscles burned - because a single consultation had her body already betraying her.

The clinic smelled of sterile citrus and something colder, clinical. White marble floors reflected the soft overhead lighting, and the walls were lined with abstract art that probably cost more than her car. No receptionist. No forms. Just silence and the faint, rhythmic tick of a hidden clock.

She crossed her legs again, the motion deliberate, controlled. A tiny warm trickle had already escaped during the drive over, absorbed by the thin black lace panties she wore like armor. No one could know. No one ever knew. The stress incontinence was her secret shame, buried under twelve-hour workdays and ruthless pelvic-floor exercises that never quite worked when the pressure hit.

The door at the far end of the room opened without a sound.

Dr. Soren stepped inside.

He was taller than she’d expected - broad shoulders filling the crisp white coat, the fabric stretched taut across a chest that spoke of disciplined strength rather than gym vanity. Scandinavian features carved with precision: high cheekbones, a jawline sharp enough to cut glass, steel-gray eyes that settled on her with unnerving calm. His hair was dark blond, swept back with military neatness. He moved with deliberate, unhurried grace, each step measured, as if the world waited for him rather than the other way around.

Eris’s breath caught.

He didn’t speak.

Instead, he simply looked at her.

Those gray eyes swept over her pinned chestnut hair, the sharp line of her cheekbones, the way her green eyes tried - and failed - to hold his gaze. They traveled lower, tracing the rigid set of her shoulders, the white-knuckled grip on her briefcase, the subtle press of her thighs together beneath the hem of her skirt. He noted the faint tremor in her calf, the way her patent heels dug into the marble as if anchoring herself.

Heat flooded her face. She forced herself to sit perfectly still, projecting the same icy competence she brought into boardrooms. But his stare stripped layers away without a word. It saw the careful makeup that hid the shadows under her eyes from another sleepless night. It saw the way her nipples had tightened against the lace of her bra the moment he entered the room. And worse - it seemed to see straight through the fabric of her skirt to the shameful dampness between her legs.

Eris swallowed hard. Her bladder gave a warning twinge, the familiar pressure building despite the fact that she’d emptied it less than an hour ago. She squeezed her thighs tighter, the motion small but desperate. The thin lace between her folds grew warmer, a slick betrayal that made her clit throb with unwanted awareness.

Still, Soren said nothing.

He crossed the room in three unhurried strides and took the seat opposite her, the leather creaking softly under his weight. His long fingers steepled together on the glass table between them. Those steel-gray eyes never left her face, but she felt them everywhere - cataloging the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the way her tongue darted out to wet her suddenly dry lips, the involuntary clench of her pelvic muscles as another tiny spurt escaped into her panties.

She could feel it now: the warm wetness spreading, soaking the gusset of her lace thong. Not a full accident - not yet - but enough that the fabric clung uncomfortably to her smooth-shaven lips. Her cheeks burned hotter. She was a goddamn attorney. She negotiated multimillion-dollar contracts. And yet this man’s silent scrutiny had her fighting not to squirm like a child.

Minutes stretched. The clock’s ticking grew louder in her ears.

Soren’s gaze dropped briefly to her lap, then returned to her face. A faint flicker of something - recognition? - passed through those gray depths. He knew. Somehow, without a single test or question, he knew exactly what was happening beneath her power suit.

Eris’s breath hitched. Her thighs pressed together so hard the muscles quivered. Another warm trickle leaked out, longer this time, seeping past the lace and into the lining of her skirt. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from gasping. The sensation was mortifying - hot, wet, uncontrollable - and yet her clit pulsed in rhythm with each shameful spurt, a dark little throb of arousal that made her want to crawl under the chair.

She hated how her body responded. Hated the way her nipples ached against her bra. Hated the slick heat gathering alongside the urine, turning her shame into something slippery and needy.

Finally, Soren leaned forward slightly, his voice low, cultured, and impossibly calm.

“Eris Vale.”

It wasn’t a question. Just her name, spoken like a diagnosis.

She managed a tight nod, her voice steadier than she felt. “Dr. Soren. I… I was told this was a consultation for stress management and… minor incontinence issues.”

His lips curved in the barest hint of a smile - nothing warm, nothing reassuring. Clinical. Knowing.

He rose without another word and gestured toward the inner door. “Come.”

Eris stood on shaky legs. The movement shifted the wetness between her thighs, the soaked lace dragging against her swollen clit with every step. She clutched her briefcase tighter, using it as a shield as she followed him down a short, pristine hallway lined with frosted glass. Her heels clicked too loudly on the marble. Each step made the damp fabric squish faintly against her skin.

He led her into a spacious consultation room - more marble, more white, a massive oak desk, and an examination table discreetly tucked behind a privacy screen that somehow made the space feel even more exposed. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked a private garden, but heavy curtains blocked most of the light, leaving everything bathed in soft, clinical illumination.

Soren closed the door behind them with a soft click that sounded final.

“Sit.”

She lowered herself into the chair in front of his desk, knees pressed together so tightly her knuckles whitened on the briefcase handle. The wet spot in her panties had cooled slightly, but the shame burned hotter than ever. She could smell herself faintly - musky, slightly acrid, mixed with the clean scent of her expensive perfume. Did he smell it too?

Soren took his seat behind the desk, those broad shoulders filling the white coat. He studied her again in silence, letting the quiet stretch until her skin prickled.

“You hide it well,” he said at last, voice smooth as polished steel. “The leaks. The fear of being seen as weak. The way your body betrays you when the stress becomes too much.”

Eris’s stomach dropped. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, and another small spurt escaped, warm and humiliating. She felt it trickle down the crease of her ass, soaking into the back of her thong.

“I - I don’t know what you’re - ”

“You do.” He cut her off gently, without raising his voice. “Your pelvic floor is exhausted. Your bladder control is crumbling under the weight of the persona you wear like armor. And beneath all that… something else hungers.”

His gray eyes bored into hers.

“Something that craves surrender.”

Eris’s breath came faster. Her nipples were diamond-hard points against her blouse. Between her legs, the mixture of urine and slick arousal made her folds slippery, swollen. She wanted to deny it. She wanted to stand up and walk out. Instead, she sat frozen, thighs trembling, as another involuntary leak pulsed out of her - longer, warmer, soaking through the lace entirely now.

Soren watched the subtle shift in her posture, the way her hips rocked forward just a fraction, chasing friction she didn’t want to admit she needed.

“You’re already wetting yourself for me, Eris. Just from my eyes on you.”

The words landed like a slap - raw, explicit, undeniable. Heat flooded her face. Her clit throbbed viciously.

“I… it’s just nerves,” she whispered, but her voice cracked.

“No.” He leaned back, calm and utterly in control. “It’s the beginning.”

He reached into a drawer and withdrew a thick manila folder. Inside was a document - pages upon pages of dense legal text, numbered clauses, medical terminology that made her attorney brain twitch with recognition. But the title on the cover made her stomach flip.

“Regression Protocol - Level One Consent.”

Soren slid the thick contract across the polished desk toward her. The paper was heavy, expensive stock. His long fingers rested on the edge for a moment before he released it.

“Read every line, Eris. Once you sign, everything changes.”

Her hand trembled as she reached for the document. The soaked lace between her thighs clung obscenely, her body already slick with shame and dark, terrifying want. She opened the folder, the first page crisp under her fingertips, and began to read - while the warm, wet evidence of her surrender continued to seep slowly into the fabric of her power suit.

The diagnostic stare had already begun its work.


Chapter 2: Signed Away

Signed Away

Eris stared at the final page of the contract, her Montblanc pen hovering an inch above the signature line. The heavy cream paper trembled in her grip. Twenty-three meticulously numbered clauses had laid out her surrender in cold, clinical language that somehow made her clit throb harder than any filthy whisper ever could.

Clause 1: Complete transfer of bodily autonomy for the duration of the Protocol. Clause 7: Enforced regression through medical, behavioral, and physiological means. Clause 14: Mandatory use of absorbent garments at all times once initiated. Clause 22: Recognition that resistance will only deepen the subject’s arousal and accelerate loss of control.

Her thighs were slick. The thin lace thong had long since given up, soaked through with urine and the shameful nectar leaking from her swollen folds. Every time she shifted in the chair, the wet fabric dragged across her clit, sending sharp sparks of unwanted pleasure up her spine. She could smell herself now - musky, slightly acrid, mixed with the clean citrus of the clinic. The scent of a woman already coming apart.

Dr. Soren sat motionless behind the desk, steel-gray eyes fixed on her with that same unnerving calm. His broad shoulders filled the white coat, the fabric pulling slightly across his chest as he breathed. He hadn’t spoken since sliding the contract over. He simply waited, as if her trembling hesitation was part of the diagnostic.

Eris’s bladder gave another warning squeeze. She clenched hard, but a fresh, warm spurt escaped anyway - longer than the last - flooding the gusset of her panties and seeping into the lining of her pencil skirt. The wet heat spread across her ass cheeks, making the fabric cling. Her cheeks burned with humiliation, yet her nipples tightened to aching points beneath her blouse.

“You’re leaking again,” Soren observed quietly, voice low and even. “Right there in my chair. Your body already understands what your mind is still fighting.”

Eris’s breath hitched. The pen shook harder. “This… this is insane. I’m a lawyer. I negotiate contracts like this for a living. I don’t sign away my - ”

“Your control?” He tilted his head slightly. “You’ve never truly had it, Eris. Not over your bladder. Not over the darker cravings you bury under all that competence. Read Clause 23 again.”

She did. The final clause was brutally simple:

“Upon signature, the subject consents to immediate initiation of the Regression Protocol. All decisions regarding bodily functions, clothing, stimulation, and identity henceforth belong to Dr. Elias Soren.”

Her pussy clenched involuntarily around nothing, sending another trickle of slick arousal mixing with the urine already cooling between her thighs. She was disgusting. She was dripping. And the worst part was how badly she wanted to keep reading, to keep feeling his eyes on her while her body betrayed her.

The pen touched the paper.

Eris signed.

Her full name - Eris Vale - flowed across the line in her precise, elegant script. The moment the final letter was complete, something inside her chest cracked open. A rush of heat flooded her core, her clit pulsing so hard she had to bite her lip to stifle a whimper.

Soren rose without a word. He took the contract from her trembling fingers, slid it back into the manila folder, and locked it inside a heavy oak drawer. The metallic click of the lock sounded obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Stand up.”

His voice was calm, authoritative, leaving no room for refusal. Eris’s legs felt boneless as she pushed herself to her feet. The soaked thong squished audibly between her folds. A fresh bead of warm piss escaped and ran down the inside of her thigh, soaking into the sheer black stocking. She could feel it trickling toward her knee.

“Briefcase on the desk. Hands at your sides.”

She obeyed, setting the expensive leather case down with a soft thud. Her arms hung stiffly, fingers twitching.

Soren circled the desk slowly, coming to stand directly in front of her. He was so tall she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. Up close, he smelled of crisp linen, faint sandalwood, and something unmistakably masculine. His steel-gray gaze traveled down her body with clinical detachment, noting every detail.

“Strip.”

The single word landed like a scalpel.

Eris’s mouth went dry. “Here? Now?”

“Everything. Jacket, blouse, skirt, lingerie, stockings, heels. All of it. Fold each piece neatly and place it on the chair behind you. You no longer decide what covers your body.”

Her hands moved before her mind could catch up. Fingers clumsy with nerves and arousal, she unbuttoned her blazer. The fabric whispered as she slid it off her shoulders and folded it with the same precision she used in court. Next came the silk blouse. Each button revealed more pale skin, the delicate lace of her bra, the way her small, firm breasts rose and fell with shallow breaths. Her nipples were visibly hard, dark pink against the white lace.

When she reached the zipper of her pencil skirt, she hesitated. The wet spot at the crotch was unmistakable now - a dark, glistening patch that had spread.

Soren watched without expression. “Faster, little one. Your bladder is already testing how long you can hold.”

The endearment - soft, condescending - sent a shameful jolt straight to her core. She yanked the zipper down. The skirt pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of it, folding it carefully even as another hot spurt of urine escaped, this one stronger, soaking the front of her ruined thong completely. The warm liquid ran down both thighs now, darkening the tops of her sheer stockings.

She peeled the stockings down slowly, the wet fabric clinging to her skin. Her heels came next, leaving her barefoot on the cool marble. Finally, she reached behind her back and unclasped the bra. Her breasts spilled free - small, high, with tight, aching nipples. She folded the bra and placed it on the growing pile.

Last was the thong.

Eris hooked her thumbs in the waistband. The lace was heavy, sodden. As she dragged it down her hips, a thick string of her arousal stretched from the gusset to her swollen, glistening pussy lips. The cool air hit her bare, slick folds and she shivered. The thong came away with an audible wet sound. She folded the ruined garment anyway, the dark wet patch glaringly obvious against the black lace, and set it on top of the pile.

She stood completely naked in front of him.

Soren’s eyes moved over her with slow, deliberate appraisal. He took in the lean lines of her body - ruthlessly maintained by discipline and denial - the trimmed landing strip of chestnut hair above her pussy, the way her inner thighs glistened with a mixture of piss and slick. Her clit was visibly swollen, peeking from its hood. A single drop of urine still clung to her lower lips before it fell to the marble with a tiny, humiliating plink.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, though the word sounded more like a clinical observation than a compliment. “And already so wet for your new reality.”

Eris’s face flamed. She wanted to cover herself, but his earlier command kept her hands rigidly at her sides. Her bladder throbbed now, the need to release fully growing urgent after all the small leaks.

Soren stepped closer. One large hand rose, not touching her, but hovering just above her left breast. She could feel the heat radiating from his palm.

“From this moment forward, you are no longer in charge of your body, Eris. Not your bladder. Not your orgasms. Not even your shame. You will leak, you will drip, you will soil yourself exactly when and how I decide. And you will thank me for it.”

His fingers finally brushed her nipple - light, clinical, sending electricity straight to her clit. She gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Tomorrow the real intake begins - with the razor.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with promise and dread. Eris stood naked, dripping, signed away, her competent adult identity already cracking under the weight of that single, calm sentence.

And deep down, in the slick, shameful heat between her thighs, she felt the first dark thrill of surrender.


Chapter 3: Measured and Exposed

Measured and Exposed

Eris stood completely naked in the center of the examination room, the cool marble floor biting into her bare soles. The lights overhead were merciless - bright, clinical LEDs that left no shadow, no mercy for the glistening evidence of her surrender. Her arms hung stiffly at her sides exactly as Soren had ordered, shoulders back, chest out, legs slightly parted. Every inch of her lean, disciplined body was on display: the high, firm breasts with their tight pink nipples, the narrow waist flaring into slim hips, the smooth expanse of her belly, and lower - the slick, swollen folds of her pussy still shiny with a mixture of piss and arousal. A thin trail of wetness had already run down the inside of her left thigh, cooling against her skin.

Dr. Soren moved around her with deliberate calm, a sleek digital tablet in one large hand. His white coat whispered softly with each step. He hadn’t touched her yet beyond that single brush of fingers across her nipple, but his steel-gray eyes cataloged every detail as though she were a specimen under glass.

“Height first,” he said, voice low and even, as if discussing the weather. “Stand straight against the wall marker.”

Eris obeyed, pressing her bare back to the cool wall. The movement made her breasts lift slightly, nipples tightening further in the chilled air. She could feel the faint dampness between her legs shift, another tiny bead of urine threatening to escape. Her bladder was full now, the earlier leaks only making the pressure more insistent.

Soren stepped close - close enough that she caught the clean scent of his aftershave - and placed the flat of his hand briefly on the top of her head to align her properly. The casual contact sent a jolt through her. He noted the measurement aloud.

“Five feet seven inches. Acceptable posture, though we’ll correct the subtle defensive hunch in your shoulders as we progress.”

He entered the data into the tablet with precise taps. Then he gestured toward the medical scale in the corner.

“Step onto the scale. Arms remain at your sides. Feet shoulder-width apart. Do not clench. I want an honest reading of your current state.”

Eris’s cheeks burned as she moved. The scale was positioned directly under the brightest light, turning her body into a stage. She stepped onto the cold metal platform. The moment her weight settled, the digital display lit up. Soren crouched slightly to read it, his face level with her hips. From this angle, he had an unobstructed view of her glistening sex, the swollen outer lips parted just enough to reveal the slick pink inner folds and the hood of her clit, still visibly engorged.

“One hundred and twenty-three pounds,” he announced calmly. “Lean muscle mass is good, but we’ll monitor fat redistribution as regression deepens. Your body will soften in all the right places once continence training is fully enforced.”

He straightened, towering over her again. “Turn slowly. Full circle. I need to assess symmetry and any existing tone issues.”

Eris rotated under the lights, feeling horribly exposed. As her back faced him, she knew he could see the faint red marks where her wet thong had dug into her skin earlier, the glistening trail along her inner thighs, even the subtle clench of her ass cheeks as she fought not to leak. When she faced him again, another involuntary spurt escaped - warm, shameful, running straight down her thigh in a visible rivulet before dripping onto the scale platform with a soft patter.

Soren’s eyes flicked down to the small puddle forming at her feet. He made no comment on it, simply noted something on the tablet.

“Current bladder control is already compromised. Expected. Now, we begin the full measurements. These will be recorded weekly to track your regression. Every change in your body belongs to the Protocol.”

He set the tablet on a nearby tray and picked up a soft measuring tape. The first touch of his fingers on her skin made her flinch. His hands were large, warm, impeccably groomed. He started at her shoulders.

“Shoulder width: forty-two centimeters.” The tape slid across her collarbones, brushing the upper swell of her breasts. “Chest circumference, under bust: seventy-eight centimeters. Over bust: eighty-four. Note the erect state of the nipples - highly responsive.”

Eris’s breath hitched as the tape circled her breasts. The slight pressure made her nipples throb. She could feel fresh slick leaking from her pussy, mixing with the urine still slowly seeping out in tiny, uncontrollable pulses.

“Waist: sixty-two centimeters. Hips: ninety-one.” His fingers grazed the curve of her hip bones, then lower, spanning the width of her pelvis. “Pelvic width suggests good capacity for stretching and accommodation. We’ll test that soon.”

He dropped to one knee in front of her. The position put his face mere inches from her dripping sex. Eris’s thighs trembled as he measured the length of her legs - inner thigh, outer thigh, calf. Each time the tape brushed the sensitive skin high on her inner thighs, she had to fight the urge to press her legs together.

“Thigh gap is present but will diminish nicely with enforced padding and reduced mobility,” he commented clinically. “Now, spread your legs wider. I need accurate crotch measurements.”

She obeyed, cheeks flaming. The movement parted her slick folds further. A thick droplet of mixed fluids clung to her clit before falling. Soren’s fingers were steady as he ran the tape from her front waist, down through the crease of her ass, up between her legs, and back to the front. The tape pressed directly against her swollen pussy lips, sliding through the wetness with an audible, slick sound.

“Crotch depth: twenty-eight centimeters. Significant natural lubrication present. Clitoral hood engorgement noted. Labia minora protrusion: moderate. All excellent indicators for responsive regression.”

Eris whimpered softly, the sound escaping before she could stop it. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock forward, chasing the brief pressure of the tape against her clit.

Soren glanced up at her, gray eyes steady. “Rule Number One of your new life, Eris: No hiding your body’s reactions. If you leak, you leak. If you drip, you drip. If your cunt throbs and begs, it does so openly. Concealment is now forbidden.”

He stood, setting the tape aside, and continued with calm authority while circling her once more.

“Rule Two: You will address me as Daddy or Dr. Soren when instructed. Any other form of address will result in immediate correction - usually in the form of extended holding time or added stimulation while denied release.”

“Rule Three: Bodily functions are no longer private. You will use the toilet only when and how I permit. Diapers, when applied, remain on until I decide otherwise. Accidents will be documented, praised, and used for further conditioning.”

Eris’s bladder pulsed sharply at his words. She was losing the battle now. Another longer spurt escaped, splashing audibly onto the scale and her own feet. The warm liquid ran down her calves. She squeezed her eyes shut, mortified, yet her pussy clenched hard around the emptiness, sending a fresh gush of arousal sliding out to join the mess.

Soren continued as if nothing had happened, his voice never rising.

“Rule Four: Your adult identity is suspended. You are Eris only when I choose to use the name. Otherwise, you are my little patient, my regressing girl, or whatever term best fits your current level of surrender. Clothing privileges are revoked until further notice. You will remain naked or in approved garments only.”

He picked up a small digital caliper from the tray. “Open your mouth.”

She did. He measured the width of her jaw, the length of her tongue, even the distance between her teeth. Then he moved lower again, gently lifting one breast to measure its weight and firmness, rolling the nipple between gloved fingers - when had he put gloves on? - until she gasped.

“Breasts are sensitive. Good. They’ll respond well to suckling protocols later.”

The caliper moved between her legs. He parted her slick folds with clinical detachment, measuring the length of her inner labia, the diameter of her vaginal opening, the prominent swell of her clit.

“Clitoris: eight millimeters engorged. Vaginal entrance: tight but elastic. Excellent candidate for progressive stretching and plug training.”

Eris was panting now, hips twitching. Every measurement felt like a violation and a caress at once. Her bladder was screaming. She could feel the heavy fullness, the inevitable loss of control building.

“Rule Five,” Soren continued calmly, still probing gently with one gloved finger at her entrance, not penetrating, just testing resilience. “Orgasms are earned and controlled. You will edge frequently. You will be denied frequently. When permission is granted, you will come hard, often while wetting or messing, so your body learns to associate surrender with pleasure.”

He withdrew his hand. A string of her arousal stretched between his gloved finger and her dripping hole before breaking.

“Turn around. Bend at the waist. Hands on your knees. Legs straight.”

She complied, ass presented to him under the bright lights. The position made her breasts hang, nipples brushing her arms, and opened her pussy and asshole completely. She felt horribly vulnerable, the cool air kissing her most private places.

Soren’s hands spread her cheeks wider. He measured the distance between her holes, the tightness of her anal ring, even the subtle quivering of her sphincter as she fought the dual urges to piss and clench.

“Posterior is toned but will benefit from enforced fullness. Anal responsiveness is high - note the involuntary flutter.”

Another spurt of urine escaped in this humiliating position, spraying backward slightly before running down her thighs in warm rivers. Eris moaned, the sound low and broken. Her clit throbbed visibly, swollen and dark pink.

Soren straightened. “Stand up straight again.”

She did, legs shaking, inner thighs shiny and wet, a small puddle glistening on the scale beneath her.

He set the tools aside and picked up the tablet once more, voice remaining perfectly composed as he delivered the final rules.

“Rule Six: Praise will be constant when you obey. Shame is permitted and encouraged - it heightens the regression. Resistance will be met with patience and escalation. Your safe word exists only for true physical danger; everything else is part of the process you signed for.”

He tapped the screen, finalizing the entry. “Your measurements are recorded. Your current state - naked, leaking, aroused, exposed - is now baseline.”

Soren stepped back, regarding her with that same unflinching gray stare. The front of his white coat showed no obvious bulge, yet his calm control only made her feel smaller, more helpless.

“The shaving comes in the morning. He wants her completely smooth.”

The sentence hung in the sterile air, simple and absolute. Eris stood there, dripping onto the marble, every measurement taken, every rule imprinted, her competent adult self already beginning to fray at the edges.

And beneath the burning shame, deep in her soaked, aching core, the dark craving whispered that tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 4: Razor's Edge

Razor's Edge

Eris lay strapped to the padded examination table, her legs elevated and spread wide in the cold steel stirrups. The position was obscene - knees bent, thighs splayed apart, her freshly exposed pussy and tight little asshole tilted upward under the merciless overhead lights. Soft leather cuffs secured her ankles, her wrists were fastened loosely at her sides, and a wide strap across her hips kept her lower body perfectly immobile. She could twitch, she could tremble, but she could not close her legs. Not even an inch.

The air felt cool against her bare skin, especially now, after the preparatory wipe-down with antiseptic that had left her entire pubic area, perineum, and the delicate ring of her anus tingling and hypersensitive. Her bladder was full again - painfully so - after the long night she had spent in the clinic’s private suite, naked on crisp white sheets, forbidden from using the toilet without permission. Small leaks had plagued her through the restless hours, each one soaking the absorbent pad Soren had placed beneath her hips. Now, the pressure throbbed low in her belly, radiating down to her swollen clit.

Dr. Soren stood between her spread thighs, towering and immaculate in his white coat. A stainless steel tray rested beside him: a bowl of warm water, a fresh can of shaving cream, a new safety razor, and several soft cloths. His steel-gray eyes moved over her with clinical detachment, cataloging the way her chest rose and fell rapidly, the faint sheen of nervous sweat on her high cheekbones, the glistening slick already seeping from her puffy outer lips despite her humiliation.

“You’re doing very well, little one,” he murmured, voice low and soothing. “Keeping your legs open for Daddy like a good patient. This is the first step toward true smoothness - inside and out.”

Eris whimpered softly. The word “Daddy” from his calm, cultured voice sent a shameful pulse straight to her core. Her nipples, already tight from the cool air, ached. Between her spread legs, her clit peeked shamelessly from its hood, dark pink and swollen.

Soren snapped on a fresh pair of black nitrile gloves with a sharp sound that made her flinch. He pumped a generous amount of thick, white shaving cream into his palm and began to work it slowly over her mound. The cool foam made her gasp. He spread it in deliberate circles, covering every trace of the neat chestnut landing strip she had maintained for years. His fingers massaged the cream down over her outer labia, then lower, coating the sensitive skin of her perineum and even brushing lightly around the tight pucker of her asshole.

“Such a pretty little cunt,” he observed calmly as he worked. “Already dripping for the razor. Your body knows what it needs even when your mind still fights.”

Eris’s hips tried to buck, but the strap held her fast. Another small spurt of warm piss escaped at his words, mixing with the shaving cream and running down the crease of her ass. The wet sound was unmistakable. She squeezed her eyes shut, cheeks burning crimson.

“None of that hiding,” Soren chided gently. “Eyes open. Watch Daddy take away the last of your adult pretense.”

She forced her green eyes open just as he picked up the razor. The first stroke was slow, steady, starting at the top of her mound and gliding downward in a long, smooth path. The blade scraped cleanly, removing the cream and the fine hairs beneath in one effortless pass. He rinsed the razor in the bowl of warm water, then returned for another stroke, then another - each one meticulous, clinical, leaving behind perfectly smooth, pale skin that immediately began to tingle with fresh sensitivity.

Eris could feel every drag of the blade. The sensation was intimate, invasive, almost gentle in its precision. When he reached the delicate folds of her labia, he used his free hand to gently stretch the skin taut. Two fingers parted her outer lips, exposing the slick inner petals and the dripping entrance to her pussy. The razor glided along the left side, then the right, shaving away every trace of hair with slow, careful strokes. Warm water and cream mixed with her arousal, creating obscene, foamy rivulets that ran down toward her asshole.

“Such sensitive skin here,” Soren noted, his breath warm against her freshly bared flesh. “Look how pink and swollen you are already. Your clit is begging for attention, isn’t it, sweet girl?”

He carefully shaved around the hood, pulling it back gently with one gloved thumb to ensure every millimeter was smooth. The direct exposure made Eris moan, a broken, needy sound. Her bladder gave another hard throb, and this time a longer, hotter stream of urine escaped - splashing against the razor and Soren’s gloved hand before cascading down over her perineum.

Soren didn’t stop. He simply adjusted his grip and continued shaving through the warm flow, his voice never losing its calm authority.

“Good girl. Let it out while Daddy works. There’s no shame in leaking for me anymore. This is what your body was made for - wet, open, and completely dependent.”

The praise made her clit throb viciously. More piss trickled out in pulses as he finished her labia and moved lower. He rinsed the razor again, then coated the area around her asshole with fresh cream. One large hand spread her cheeks wider, the cuff on her ankle preventing any attempt to close. The razor scraped delicately around the tight, quivering ring - short, precise strokes that left the wrinkled skin baby-smooth and hypersensitive.

When every trace of hair was gone, Soren set the razor aside and picked up a soft, warm cloth. He wiped her slowly, thoroughly, removing every remnant of cream and stray hair. The cloth dragged across her bare mound, over her smooth outer lips, between her folds, and finally across her freshly shaved asshole. Each pass felt electric on the newly exposed skin. Eris’s thighs trembled in the stirrups, her breathing ragged.

Soren peeled off the gloves and replaced them with a fresh pair. Then he leaned in closer, his face only inches from her denuded sex. His fingers parted her lips again, inspecting every inch with clinical care.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “Completely smooth. Not a single hair left. Feel how soft you are now, Eris.”

He traced one bare fingertip along her mound, then down the left labia, then the right - slow, teasing strokes that made her hips strain against the restraints. The absence of hair made every touch infinitely more intense. When his finger circled her clit - light, maddening - she cried out, the sound echoing in the sterile room.

“So responsive. Your little clit is standing out so proudly on that smooth pussy. And this tight hole…” He pressed the pad of his finger against her vaginal entrance, not pushing inside, just testing the smooth, slick rim. “Already fluttering for Daddy. Leaking like a needy baby.”

Another involuntary gush of piss escaped, running warm and steady over his finger and down the crack of her ass to pool on the absorbent pad beneath her. Eris’s face was scarlet, tears of humiliation pricking at the corners of her eyes, yet her arousal coated her thighs in shiny streaks.

Soren continued the inspection without hurry. He spread her cheeks again, examining the freshly shaved pucker of her asshole. One gloved finger circled the tight ring, pressing lightly, feeling it wink and flutter under his touch.

“Excellent muscle tone here as well. We’ll train this little hole to accept plugs and more very soon. You’ll learn to hold everything inside until Daddy says otherwise - or let it all go when the time comes.”

He straightened, wiping his hands on a fresh towel. The inspection complete, he released the ankle cuffs one by one, then the hip strap, helping her sit up slowly on the table. Her legs felt weak, her smooth, bare pussy tingling with every shift of air against it. The skin felt impossibly sensitive, every tiny movement sending sparks through her overstimulated nerves.

Soren helped her off the table and guided her to stand in front of a full-length mirror. He positioned her with her back to his chest, one large hand resting possessively on her smooth mound.

“Look at yourself,” he commanded softly. “See what Daddy has done.”

Eris stared. The woman in the mirror looked vulnerable, exposed, almost childlike. Her high cheekbones were flushed, her green eyes glassy with unshed tears and dark lust. Her lean body was completely hairless between her legs now - the mound smooth and pale, the puffy lips glistening, her clit visibly swollen and prominent. A thin trail of wetness still glistened on her inner thighs.

“Beautiful,” Soren praised, his breath warm against her ear. “So smooth and ready for what comes next. No more hiding behind that grown-up trim. From now on, this pretty little pussy stays bare for me. Always.”

His fingers stroked lightly over the freshly shaved skin, making her knees buckle. He caught her easily, one arm around her waist, the other hand cupping her smooth sex possessively.

“You’re already soaking my hand again, sweet girl. Such a wet, leaky little thing.”

Eris leaned back against his broad chest, trembling. The praise and the exposure twisted together into a dark, intoxicating knot low in her belly. She wanted to protest, to reclaim some shred of her old competent self, but all that came out was a soft, needy whimper as another small leak pulsed out against his palm.

Soren held her there for a long moment, letting her feel the new smoothness, the vulnerability, the utter loss of control. Then he pressed a soft kiss to the top of her pinned chestnut hair - almost tender - and stepped back.

“Time for lunch, little one. You’ll eat from my hand today. After that…”

He let the sentence hang, gray eyes gleaming with quiet promise.

The first plug arrives after lunch.


Chapter 5: Gloved Invasion

Gloved Invasion

Eris’s bare, freshly shaved pussy still tingled from the razor’s lingering kiss as Soren guided her back onto the examination table. The smooth skin between her legs felt impossibly exposed - every whisper of air, every tiny shift of her thighs sent electric sparks racing across hypersensitive flesh. She was still naked, her lean body flushed and gleaming under the bright clinical lights. Her legs were once again lifted into the cold steel stirrups, ankles secured with soft leather cuffs, knees bent and spread wide. The wide strap across her hips pinned her firmly in place, tilting her smooth mound and tight holes upward like an offering.

Her bladder throbbed with urgent fullness. The small leaks during lunch - fed bite by bite from Soren’s fingers while she knelt naked at his feet - had only made the pressure worse. Now, a constant warm dampness coated her inner thighs, mixing with the slick arousal that refused to stop leaking from her swollen folds.

Soren stood between her spread legs, towering and composed in his crisp white coat. A fresh pair of black nitrile gloves snapped into place over his large hands with a sharp, clinical sound that made her clit twitch visibly. On the stainless steel tray beside him lay a large tube of thick, clear medical lubricant, a packet of sterile wipes, and a small handheld mirror positioned so she would have no choice but to watch everything.

“Deep breath, little one,” he said calmly, voice low and steady. “Daddy is going to examine you thoroughly now. Every inch inside that smooth little cunt and that tight bottom. You will keep your eyes open and watch. No hiding from what your body needs.”

Eris whimpered, her green eyes already glassy. “Please… it’s too much. I’m too full - ”

“You’re exactly as full as you need to be,” Soren interrupted gently. He squeezed a generous dollop of lube onto his gloved fingers. The clear gel was visibly cold, thick and viscous. He rubbed it slowly between his palms to warm it slightly, but not enough to take away the shock. “This is the first real invasion, sweet girl. Your adult control ends here.”

He placed one warm hand on her smooth, hairless mound, pressing down lightly just above her pubic bone. The pressure made her bladder scream. A hot spurt of piss escaped immediately, splashing against his wrist and running down the crack of her ass in a shameful golden rivulet.

“Good girl,” he praised without pause. “Let it leak while Daddy opens you up.”

With deliberate slowness, he pressed two gloved fingertips against her slick entrance. The cold lube made her gasp sharply as it touched her overheated, freshly shaved lips. He circled the tight ring of muscle first, spreading the slippery gel in lazy strokes that coated every smooth fold. The absence of hair made every sensation sharper, more intimate. Her clit throbbed visibly, standing out proud and dark pink on the bare mound.

“Such a pretty, smooth pussy,” Soren murmured, eyes fixed on her glistening sex. “Look how it’s already trying to suck Daddy’s fingers in.”

He pushed forward. The two thick fingers breached her entrance with a wet, obscene sound. The cold lube squelched inside her as he sank deeper - slow, methodical, stretching her tight walls. Eris moaned loudly, her hips straining uselessly against the strap. The invasion felt huge, clinical, and devastatingly arousing. Her inner muscles fluttered around the intrusion, trying to clench and push at the same time.

“Relax for me,” he coached calmly. “Let Daddy feel how deep you can take it.”

His fingers curled, pressing upward against the front wall of her vagina. The pressure hit her bladder directly. Another powerful gush of warm piss sprayed out around his invading fingers, soaking his glove and the pad beneath her. The relief was brief and humiliating, only making her clit pulse harder.

Soren didn’t stop. He scissored his fingers gently, stretching her open while his thumb brushed lightly over her swollen clit in slow, teasing circles. The dual sensation - cold lube deep inside, warm thumb on her most sensitive nub - made her cry out. Fresh slick gushed around his fingers, mixing with the urine in a messy, slippery flood.

“Excellent tone,” he observed clinically, voice never rising. “But your pelvic floor is exhausted from years of hiding leaks. We’re going to retrain it completely. Feel that, little one? Feel how easily you’re opening for Daddy’s fingers?”

He added a third finger, working more cold lube in with steady thrusts. The stretch burned sweetly, the wet squelching sounds filling the room as he pumped deeper, curling and pressing against her G-spot with ruthless precision. Eris’s thighs trembled violently in the stirrups. Her smooth, bare pussy lips were stretched taut around his thick knuckles, glistening with lube, piss, and her own copious arousal.

“Look at the mirror,” Soren commanded softly.

The small mirror had been angled perfectly. Eris forced her eyes down and saw everything in explicit detail: her own smooth, hairless mound, puffy and flushed; her clit engorged and twitching; the three thick gloved fingers disappearing into her dripping hole with each slow thrust. The sight was obscene - her competent adult body reduced to a leaking, stretched, whimpering thing.

“I can’t… oh god, I’m leaking so much - ” she gasped, another hot stream of piss squirting out around his fingers as he pressed firmly on her bladder again.

“Yes, you are,” Soren praised, his free hand stroking her smooth inner thigh. “Such a good, wet girl for Daddy. Your body is already learning to let go. Now, deeper.”

He sank his fingers to the hilt, rotating them slowly inside her. The cold lube had warmed from her body heat, turning into a slick, messy glide. He probed every inch of her vaginal walls, pressing, stroking, mapping her most sensitive spots with clinical thoroughness. When he found the spongy area behind her pubic bone, he rubbed firmly in rhythmic circles.

Eris’s back arched as much as the restraints allowed. A broken moan tore from her throat. The pressure was unbearable - pleasure and the desperate need to piss blending into one overwhelming wave. Her clit throbbed under his thumb, and she could feel the first edges of an orgasm building despite the humiliation.

“Not yet,” Soren said calmly, slowing his movements just enough to keep her teetering on the edge. “You don’t come until the Protocol says you may. This exam is for assessment only.”

He withdrew his fingers almost completely, then added a fourth, stretching her wider than before. The burn was intense. Cold lube squirted deeper as he worked them in, the wet sounds growing louder, filthier. Her smooth pussy lips clung to his gloved hand, stretched thin and shiny. More piss leaked out in uncontrollable spurts with every thrust, running down over her freshly shaved asshole and soaking the pad beneath her.

Soren’s other hand moved lower. While three fingers continued their deep, methodical invasion of her cunt, his pinky - generously coated in lube - circled the tight pucker of her asshole.

“This little hole needs attention too,” he murmured. “Nice and smooth after the razor. So tight and innocent.”

He pressed the tip of his pinky inside her ass at the same moment he drove his other fingers deep into her pussy. The dual penetration made Eris scream - a raw, needy sound that echoed off the sterile walls. The cold lube in her ass felt even more invasive, the stretch foreign and overwhelming. Both holes fluttered and clenched around his invading digits as he worked them in slow, coordinated strokes.

“Feel that, sweet girl? Daddy’s inside both your needy little holes now. You’re completely open for me. No secrets left.”

He finger-fucked her with steady, clinical rhythm - three thick fingers plunging into her dripping cunt, one in her ass - curling and pressing until she was babbling incoherently. Tears of overwhelming sensation ran down her flushed cheeks. Her smooth, bare pussy squelched loudly with every thrust, piss and arousal spraying out in messy spurts that coated his forearm and dripped onto the floor.

Soren watched her face the entire time, gray eyes steady and knowing. “Your body is betraying you so beautifully. Leaking. Squirting. Clenching like it never wants me to stop. This is only the beginning of your regression, Eris. Soon you won’t even remember how to hold anything back.”

He kept her on the razor’s edge for long, torturous minutes - deep, invasive strokes that mapped every inch of her insides while denying her the release she desperately craved. Her hypersensitive, shaved skin made every glide of his gloved fingers feel ten times more intense. The mirror reflected it all back to her: the stretched, glistening holes, the constant drip and squirt, the way her clit pulsed angrily with denied need.

Finally, Soren slowed and withdrew his fingers with a wet, sucking sound. Both her pussy and ass gaped slightly for a moment before clenching shut on nothing, shiny with thick lube and her own fluids. A final heavy gush of piss followed his exit, splashing onto the pad in a warm puddle.

He peeled off the soiled gloves and wiped his hands calmly. Then he picked up the handheld mirror and held it closer so she could see her own ruined, leaking sex up close - smooth, puffy, dripping, and utterly exposed.

“Perfect response,” he said softly, voice laced with dark approval. “Your holes are healthy, responsive, and already learning to surrender. We’ll deepen the exams as we progress.”

Eris lay there panting, thighs trembling in the stirrups, every inch of her shaved skin tingling and slick. Her mind spun with shame and dark, aching want.

Soren set the mirror down and stroked one large, warm hand over her smooth mound possessively.

“The beginner plug goes in next - while she watches in the mirror.”


Chapter 6: Plug Locked In

Plug Locked In

Eris’s legs were still shaking as Soren helped her down from the stirrups. Her freshly shaved pussy and ass felt raw and hypersensitive, every nerve ending screaming from the deep, invasive digital exam. Thick, cold lube mixed with her own piss and slick arousal coated her inner thighs in shiny, sticky trails. Both holes twitched and fluttered openly, clenching around nothing after being so thoroughly stretched and probed. The constant leaks had left a warm, wet puddle on the absorbent pad beneath where she had lain, and fresh dribbles continued to escape her throbbing bladder with every small movement.

“Turn around, little one,” Soren commanded calmly, his large hands steady on her narrow waist. “Bend over the end of the table. Chest down, ass up. Legs spread wide. Daddy needs full access to lock that beginner plug inside you.”

Eris whimpered, her green eyes glassy with overwhelmed lust and shame. She obeyed, folding her lean body over the padded table. Her small, firm breasts pressed against the cool surface, nipples hard and aching. She arched her back as instructed, pushing her smooth, bare ass upward. The position spread her cheeks naturally, exposing the tight, freshly shaved pucker of her asshole - still winking and twitching from the pinky that had invaded it minutes earlier. Below it, her smooth pussy lips hung puffy and glistening, a steady trickle of mixed fluids dripping onto the floor between her spread feet.

Soren moved behind her with deliberate grace. He snapped on a fresh pair of black nitrile gloves, the sharp sound making her flinch. On the tray beside him rested the beginner plug: a thick, smooth silicone toy, slightly tapered, with a flared base designed to sit snugly between her cheeks. It wasn’t enormous, but for a virgin ass like hers it looked intimidating - black, glossy, and unyielding. Next to it lay a roll of strong medical tape and a small bottle of additional thick lubricant.

“Such a pretty, smooth little bottom,” Soren praised softly, one gloved hand stroking over her freshly depilated cheeks. The touch made her skin prickle with heightened sensitivity. “Still fluttering from Daddy’s fingers. Look how eager your tight hole is to be filled.”

He spread her ass cheeks wider with both hands, exposing the quivering pink ring completely. A fresh spurt of warm piss escaped her pussy at the humiliating exposure, running down her smooth folds and dripping audibly onto the tile. Soren simply hummed in approval.

“Leaking again already. Good girl. That’s exactly what your body is learning to do - let go for Daddy.”

He squeezed a generous amount of thick lube directly onto her twitching asshole. The cold gel made her gasp and clench involuntarily. Soren circled the tight pucker with one gloved fingertip, spreading the slippery fluid in slow, teasing strokes until the entire area was shiny and dripping. Then he pressed the tip of his finger inside, just to the first knuckle, working more lube deeper with gentle twists.

Eris moaned brokenly, her hips shifting despite the firm grip he kept on her waist. The lube squelched obscenely as he added a second finger, scissoring gently to reopen the tight ring that had already begun to close after the earlier exam. Her ass clenched and released around the invasion, the smooth, hairless skin making every sensation feel raw and overwhelming.

“Relax, sweet girl,” he murmured, voice low and soothing. “Daddy’s going to put the plug in nice and slow. You’re going to take every inch while you watch yourself in the mirror.”

He nodded toward the large wall mirror positioned directly in front of the table. Eris lifted her head, forced to confront her own reflection: bent over like a needy slut, ass high in the air, smooth pussy dripping, tight asshole glistening with lube and already stretched around two of Soren’s thick fingers. Her pinned chestnut hair was coming loose, strands framing her flushed, high-cheekboned face. Her green eyes were wide and desperate.

Soren withdrew his fingers with a wet pop. He picked up the beginner plug and coated it liberally with more lube until the entire toy glistened. The thick, rounded tip pressed against her lubed pucker.

“Breathe out for me,” he instructed calmly.

Eris exhaled shakily. The plug began its slow, relentless invasion.

The thick head stretched her tight ring open, the burn sharp and immediate. She cried out, fingers clawing at the padded table. Inch by thick inch, Soren fed the toy into her ass with steady, controlled pressure. The smooth silicone slid deeper, stretching her virgin channel wider than his fingers had. The fullness was overwhelming - foreign, heavy, intrusive. Her asshole clenched desperately around the invading girth, trying to push it out even as her body produced more slick arousal that dripped freely from her pussy.

“Look at the mirror, little one,” Soren ordered softly. “Watch Daddy’s plug disappear into your smooth little bottom.”

Eris stared, mesmerized and horrified, as the black toy sank deeper between her pale cheeks. Her tight ring stretched thin and shiny around the thickest part, then suddenly swallowed the remainder with a wet, sucking sound. The flared base nestled snugly between her ass cheeks, holding the plug firmly in place. The sudden fullness made her bladder spasm violently. A long, hot stream of piss gushed out of her cunt, splashing onto the floor in an uncontrollable flood while the plug sat heavy and unyielding inside her ass.

Soren praised her immediately, his voice warm with approval. “That’s my good girl. Taking the plug so beautifully while you wet yourself for Daddy. Feel how it fills you? How it presses against all those sensitive spots inside?”

He pressed firmly on the base of the plug, seating it even deeper. The movement made the toy shift inside her, rubbing against the thin wall separating her ass from her dripping pussy. Eris moaned loudly, the dual sensations - full ass and leaking cunt - driving her mad with dark, shameful pleasure.

Soren kept one hand on the base, holding the plug in place while his other hand reached between her legs to stroke her smooth, swollen pussy lips. Two fingers slid easily through her slick folds, circling her throbbing clit with teasing pressure.

“Such a wet, messy little thing already,” he murmured. “The plug is going to train you to hold everything - your piss, your messes, your orgasms - until Daddy decides you can let go.”

He worked her clit with slow, deliberate strokes while gently rocking the plug in her ass. The combined stimulation had Eris panting and whimpering, her hips rocking back instinctively despite the overwhelming fullness. The plug felt enormous inside her, pressing relentlessly against her prostate-like spot and making her pussy clench and leak even more.

After several long minutes of teasing, Soren finally released her clit and picked up the roll of medical tape. He tore off several long strips with sharp, decisive sounds.

“Time to lock it in, sweet girl. This plug stays exactly where it is until Daddy removes it. No pushing it out. No hiding the fullness.”

He pressed the first strip of tape horizontally across her ass cheeks, directly over the flared base of the plug. The strong adhesive stuck firmly to her smooth skin, securing the toy in place. He added more strips in a crisscross pattern, taping the base down securely so the plug could not shift or be expelled no matter how hard she clenched. The tape pulled slightly on her sensitive skin with every movement, a constant reminder of her new imprisonment.

When he was satisfied the plug was locked tight, Soren stepped back to admire his work. Eris remained bent over the table, ass high, the thick black base of the plug clearly visible beneath the shiny medical tape that decorated her pale cheeks like a perverse gift wrap. Her smooth pussy continued to drip steadily onto the floor, her bladder still releasing small, involuntary spurts around the relentless pressure from the plug.

Soren stroked one large, warm hand over her taped ass, pressing on the plug through the tape and making her gasp.

“Perfect. It looks so pretty locked inside you, little one. Your tight little bottom is learning to accept what Daddy gives it. Every step of the Protocol will make you fuller, wetter, and more dependent.”

He helped her straighten slowly, keeping one supportive arm around her waist as her legs trembled. The plug shifted heavily inside her with the movement, pressing deeper and making her knees buckle. The tape pulled taut across her cheeks, a constant, crinkling sensation that only heightened her awareness of the thick intruder.

Eris stood on shaky legs, completely naked except for the taped-in plug stretching her ass. Her smooth, hairless mound glistened with arousal and piss. Her nipples were diamond-hard. Strands of loose chestnut hair stuck to her flushed face. She felt utterly exposed, reduced, and horrifyingly aroused.

Soren cupped her smooth mound possessively, one finger slipping between her slick folds to tease her clit again.

“You’re doing so well, my regressing girl. Feeling that plug with every breath? Good. That’s only the beginning of how full Daddy will keep you.”

He leaned down, pressing a soft, almost tender kiss to her forehead while his fingers continued their slow torment between her legs.

The diaper comes next. The first of thousands.


Chapter 7: First Crinkle

First Crinkle

Eris lay on her back atop the padded changing table, legs elevated and spread wide in the built-in stirrups once again. The thick silicone beginner plug remained locked firmly inside her ass, the medical tape pulling taut across her smooth cheeks with every shallow breath. Each tiny shift of her hips made the heavy intruder press deeper, rubbing relentlessly against her sensitive inner walls and sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through her core. Her freshly shaved pussy was completely exposed - puffy, glistening, and still leaking slow, warm dribbles of piss and arousal onto the soft vinyl surface beneath her.

The room smelled of baby powder, antiseptic, and the faint, unmistakable musk of her own helplessness. Bright overhead lights bathed her naked body in unforgiving clarity, highlighting every inch of her lean, trembling form: small firm breasts with tight pink nipples, the smooth pale expanse of her belly, the hairless mound above her dripping slit, and the thick black base of the plug peeking from between her taped cheeks.

Dr. Soren stood beside the table, towering and immaculate in his white coat. A large, thick medical diaper - pristine white with pastel blue accents and prominent leak guards - lay unfolded on the tray next to him. The padding looked obscenely bulky, the plastic outer shell shiny and crinkly even before it touched her skin. Bottles of baby powder and lotion waited beside it.

“Time for your first diaper, little one,” Soren said calmly, his steel-gray eyes tracing over her exposed, plugged body with clinical approval. “From this moment forward, your adult underwear is gone forever. This is what will hold your leaks, your messes, and your surrender.”

Eris’s breath hitched. “I… I can’t. Not yet. Please - ”

“You already have,” he interrupted gently, one large hand resting possessively on her smooth, hairless mound. His thumb brushed lightly over her swollen clit, making her hips jerk. The movement shifted the plug inside her ass, pressing it firmly against her front wall. A fresh spurt of warm piss escaped her pussy, splashing onto the changing pad with a wet patter.

Soren smiled faintly, the expression calm and knowing. “See? Your body is already asking for it. Now lift your hips for Daddy.”

She obeyed with a broken whimper, raising her ass as much as the stirrups allowed. The plug shifted heavily again, making her moan. Soren slid the thick diaper beneath her with practiced ease. The soft, padded interior felt cloud-like against her smooth skin - thick, cushioned, and slightly cool. He lowered her hips gently, settling her bare ass and plugged hole directly onto the bulky padding. The crinkle of the plastic backing was immediate and loud in the quiet room, an unmistakable sound that made her cheeks burn with fresh humiliation.

“Such a good girl,” he praised softly, unfolding the front panel upward between her spread thighs. The thick padding pressed firmly against her dripping pussy and the taped base of the plug, squishing the silicone toy even deeper into her ass. Eris gasped at the sudden pressure, her clit grinding against the soft inner lining.

Soren took his time, making sure the diaper sat perfectly. He smoothed the thick material over her smooth mound, tucking it snugly around her hips. The leak guards - soft, raised plastic barriers - cupped her pussy lips and the curve of her ass, trapping the plug and her leaking fluids inside. Then he reached for the baby lotion.

“First, we make sure that sensitive skin stays protected,” he murmured.

He squeezed a generous amount of thick white lotion onto his gloved palm and began to rub it slowly over her freshly shaved mound. His fingers worked the creamy lotion into every inch of her smooth skin, massaging it over her outer lips, between her folds, and even around the base of the plug where the tape met her skin. The lotion was cool at first, then warming, turning her hypersensitive flesh slippery and tingling. Eris whimpered and squirmed as his fingers circled her clit with deliberate, teasing strokes - never enough to let her come, just enough to keep her throbbing and desperate.

The plug shifted again with every small movement of her hips, the thick base pressing against the diaper’s padding and sending deep, full-body pulses through her.

Next came the powder. Soren shook the bottle liberally over her diapered area, the sweet, powdery scent filling the air as fine white clouds settled onto the lotion-slick skin. He rubbed it in thoroughly, the combination of lotion and powder creating a soft, protective barrier that made her feel even more infantile. The crinkling of the diaper grew louder as he worked, the plastic shell rustling with every brush of his hands.

“Listen to that sound,” he said softly, almost reverently. “That’s the sound of your new life, sweet girl. Every step, every wiggle, every leak will announce exactly what you are now.”

He folded the front of the diaper up firmly between her legs, pressing the thick padding snugly against her pussy and the plugged ass. The bulk was enormous between her thighs, forcing them slightly apart even in the stirrups. The padding compressed around the plug, locking it in even tighter and creating a constant, heavy pressure that made her bladder throb with renewed urgency.

Soren taped the first tab on the right side - strong, refastenable adhesive that pulled the diaper tight around her narrow waist. Then the left. He adjusted the leg cuffs carefully, ensuring the leak guards sealed perfectly around her smooth thighs. Finally, he added two more tapes at the waist for extra security, pulling the thick diaper snug until it hugged her hips and bottom like a bulky, crinkling second skin.

When he was finished, he stepped back to admire his work.

Eris lay there in nothing but the thick medical diaper, legs still spread in the stirrups. The padding was so voluminous it rose prominently between her thighs, the white plastic shell shiny under the lights. Every tiny breath made the diaper crinkle loudly. The plug felt even more pronounced now - trapped deep inside her ass by the tight, padded prison, pressing relentlessly against her most sensitive spots with every shift of her body.

Soren ran his hands over the front of the diaper, pressing firmly on the bulky padding right over her mound. The pressure pushed the plug deeper and ground the soft lining against her swollen clit. Eris moaned loudly, hips rocking involuntarily.

“Feel that, little one?” he asked, voice low and soothing. “That thick, crinkly padding is going to hold every drop you can’t control. Every accident. Every shameful release. You don’t have to fight anymore. Daddy’s diaper will take care of it all.”

He helped her sit up slowly on the changing table, the thick diaper compressing noisily beneath her weight. The plug shifted again, making her gasp as it rubbed deep inside. Standing was even worse - the heavy bulk forced her legs into a slight waddle, the crinkle loud and constant with every small movement. The tape pulled at her smooth skin, a constant reminder of her new captivity.

Soren guided her to the full-length mirror once more. He stood behind her, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other hand cupping the front of the thick diaper possessively.

“Look at yourself,” he commanded gently. “See what you are now.”

Eris stared at her reflection. The competent, sharp-suited attorney was gone. In her place stood a naked woman in nothing but a bulky, crinkling medical diaper, legs slightly spread by the padding, cheeks flushed, green eyes wide with humiliated arousal. The prominent bulge between her thighs made her look small, helpless, and utterly dependent. The plug’s presence was unmistakable in the way she shifted uncomfortably, the crinkle announcing every tiny motion.

“So beautiful,” Soren murmured against her ear, his broad chest warm against her back. “My perfect little regressing girl. Already leaking into her very first diaper like the good baby you’re becoming.”

His hand pressed rhythmically on the front of the diaper, massaging the padding against her clit while the plug continued its relentless internal teasing. Eris’s knees buckled, but he held her upright easily, letting her feel the full weight of her new reality - the thick padding, the loud crinkle, the heavy plug locked inside her, the complete loss of control.

Tears of overwhelming shame and dark, throbbing need pricked at her eyes. Yet her hips rocked forward into his hand, chasing the friction against her diapered pussy.

Soren kissed the top of her head softly, then turned her to face him.

“You’ve done so well today, sweet girl. Daddy is very proud.”

He stroked her cheek, wiping away a stray tear with his thumb.

“In two hours she will use it - on command.”


Chapter 8: Warm Flood

Warm Flood

Eris paced slowly across the soft nursery floor, the thick medical diaper crinkling loudly with every awkward step. Nothing else covered her naked body - no blouse, no skirt, no shred of her former power suit. Just the bulky white padding hugging her hips and forcing her thighs apart in a humiliating waddle. The beginner plug remained taped securely inside her ass, its thick base pressing firmly against the diaper’s cushioned interior. Every movement made the heavy silicone toy shift deeper, rubbing relentlessly against her inner walls and sending constant, distracting pulses of fullness through her core.

The nursery was softly lit, decorated in soft pastels with a large crib, a changing table, and oversized stuffed animals that only deepened her sense of regression. Two hours had passed since Soren had taped her into her very first diaper. Two hours of constant, building pressure in her bladder. Two hours of the plug teasing her, the thick padding squishing against her smooth, shaved pussy, and the loud, incessant crinkle announcing her new status with every breath.

Her bladder was agonizingly full now. The earlier leaks during the changing had only made the urgent need worse. Warm, heavy fullness throbbed low in her belly, radiating down to her plugged ass and swollen clit. Small, involuntary dribbles had already escaped into the diaper - tiny warm spots that made the padding grow slightly heavier between her legs - but she had fought desperately to hold the rest back.

Soren sat calmly in a large armchair in the corner, legs crossed, steel-gray eyes tracking her every movement with quiet intensity. His white coat was unbuttoned at the top, revealing the strong column of his neck. He looked utterly relaxed, utterly in control, while she paced like a trapped animal in nothing but her crinkling diaper.

“Stop fighting it, little one,” he said, voice low and even. “You’ve been holding for hours. Your body is ready to let go. Daddy wants you to wet your diaper now. Right here, right now, while you walk for me.”

Eris froze mid-step, the crinkle echoing in the sudden silence. Her cheeks burned crimson. Her thighs pressed together as much as the bulky padding allowed, the plug shifting deeper with the motion and making her whimper.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Not on command. Not like this. I’m not… I’m not a baby.”

Soren’s lips curved in the faintest, knowing smile. “You signed the contract, Eris. You’re already wetting yourself in front of me. The only difference now is that you’ll do it deliberately, into the thick padding Daddy chose for you. Walk. Feel the plug press deeper with every step. And when you can’t hold anymore, you will flood that diaper for me.”

She resumed pacing, each step louder and more humiliating than the last. Crinkle-crinkle-crinkle. The thick diaper rustled and squished between her thighs. The plug rocked inside her ass with every stride, pressing firmly against the thin wall separating it from her throbbing bladder and dripping pussy. Her smooth, shaved mound felt hot and swollen beneath the padding. Another involuntary spurt escaped - warmer this time - spreading slowly through the absorbent core and making the front of the diaper grow noticeably heavier.

Eris moaned softly, one hand instinctively pressing against the bulky front of the diaper as if she could somehow stop the inevitable. The pressure only ground the padding harder against her clit, sending sharp sparks of unwanted pleasure through her.

“Please, Daddy…” The word slipped out before she could stop it, and she hated how needy it sounded. “I’m trying so hard to hold it. It hurts.”

“Good,” Soren replied calmly. “The harder you fight, the sweeter the surrender will feel. Keep walking. Let me hear that pretty crinkle. Let me see your body learn that it no longer decides when or where it releases.”

She paced faster, desperate circles around the nursery. The plug seemed to grow thicker with every step, stretching her tight ring and rubbing deep inside. Her bladder spasmed violently, sending a longer, hotter leak into the diaper. The warm wetness spread across her smooth pussy lips, soaking into the padding and making it swell slightly between her legs. The crinkle changed subtly as the absorbent material grew damp - becoming softer, heavier, more intimate.

Tears of frustration and dark arousal pricked at her green eyes. Her nipples were tight, aching points on her bare breasts. Her clit throbbed angrily beneath the wet padding, begging for friction she refused to give.

“I can’t… I’m going to… oh god, it’s coming - ”

“Then let it come,” Soren said, voice steady and commanding. “Wet your diaper for Daddy, little one. Flood it. Soak it through like the helpless baby you’re becoming. Now.”

The command broke something inside her.

Eris stopped pacing, legs trembling, thighs slightly spread by the bulky diaper. She stood in the center of the nursery, completely exposed in nothing but her first thick padding. Her body finally surrendered.

The warm flood began as a hesitant trickle, then surged into a powerful, uncontrollable gush. Hot piss erupted from her smooth, shaved pussy in a heavy, hissing stream, soaking instantly into the diaper’s core. The absorbent padding swelled rapidly between her thighs, growing heavier and warmer as it drank up the flood. The crinkle turned into a soft, squishing sound as the wetness spread - first across her mound, then back between her legs, surrounding the taped base of the plug and seeping toward her ass.

Eris moaned loudly, the sound raw and broken. Her knees buckled slightly as the release continued, wave after wave of hot urine pouring out of her. She could feel every detail through the padding: the rapid swelling of the diaper, the way the leak guards held most of it in, the warm, heavy sag as the material became saturated. Some of the flood escaped the leg cuffs anyway, trickling down her smooth inner thighs in shiny rivulets.

The plug pressed even deeper as her body relaxed into the release, the thick silicone shifting and rubbing against her prostate-like spot with the force of her wetting. Pleasure twisted sickeningly with the shame, her clit pulsing hard against the soaked padding.

“That’s it,” Soren praised, rising from his chair and approaching her slowly. “Such a good girl. Flooding your very first diaper for Daddy. Listen to how heavy and wet it’s becoming. Feel how the padding is swelling between your legs, holding every drop you couldn’t control.”

He circled her, one large hand resting on the small of her back while the other cupped the front of the sagging, soaked diaper. He pressed gently, squishing the warm, swollen padding against her pussy and making her gasp. The wet material squelched audibly under his palm.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, voice low and approving. “So warm and heavy now. Your body obeyed so perfectly. No more fighting. No more hiding. This is where your leaks belong - from now on, every drop goes into Daddy’s diaper.”

Eris stood there panting, tears slipping down her flushed cheeks as the final spurts trickled out. The diaper hung noticeably lower and bulkier between her thighs, the plastic shell slightly distended and warm against her skin. The plug felt even more pronounced inside her filled, relaxed ass, the combination of heavy wet padding and deep anal fullness leaving her dizzy with dark, overwhelming sensation.

Soren pulled her gently against his broad chest, one arm wrapping around her waist while his other hand continued to gently knead and squish the soaked front of her diaper. The wet crinkle and squish filled the room as he massaged the evidence of her surrender.

“You did so well, my sweet regressing girl,” he whispered against her hair. “Daddy is very proud. This is only the beginning. Soon you’ll wet without hesitation. Soon you’ll mess without thinking. And you’ll crave the thick, warm padding that holds it all.”

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his steel-gray eyes. The calm authority in them made her pussy clench around nothing, sending another small trickle into the already saturated diaper.

“Tomorrow the vibrating egg joins the plug.”


Chapter 9: Egg Inside

Egg Inside

Eris lay on her back on the changing table once more, legs elevated and spread wide in the stirrups. The thick medical diaper from earlier had been removed - sagging, heavy, and thoroughly soaked with her warm flood. Soren had wiped her clean with cool, clinical wipes, leaving her smooth, shaved pussy and plugged ass tingling and hypersensitive again. A fresh, even thicker diaper now waited unfolded beneath her hips, its extra padding and higher absorbency designed for longer wear and heavier use. The plastic backing crinkled softly as she shifted, the beginner plug still taped firmly inside her ass, a constant, heavy presence that made her inner walls flutter with every breath.

Her bladder was already refilling, a dull, insistent throb that reminded her how quickly her body was losing its old discipline. The warm residue from her previous wetting still lingered in her mind - the heavy sag, the squishing warmth, the humiliating relief of letting go on command.

Soren stood between her spread thighs, calm and commanding in his white coat. In his gloved hand rested the new toy: a sleek, egg-shaped vibrator, smooth silicone, slightly smaller than the plug but designed to sit deep. Its surface was glossy and black, with a thin retrieval cord and a wireless remote that Soren had already synced to his tablet. The egg looked innocent enough, but the low hum it emitted when he tested the lowest setting sent a shiver through Eris’s core.

“Today we add the egg, little one,” Soren said, voice low and steady. “It will rest inside that tight, smooth cunt right alongside the plug in your bottom. You’ll feel both at all times - full, controlled, and ready for Daddy’s commands.”

Eris whimpered, her green eyes wide. “It’s too much… I’m already so full back there. Please, Daddy, I - ”

“Shh.” He placed one large, warm hand on her smooth mound, pressing lightly just above her pubic bone. The pressure made her bladder pulse and a small dribble of fresh piss escape, running down toward the waiting diaper. “Your body is learning to hold more, not less. The egg will train your pretty little pussy to clench and leak exactly when I want it to.”

He squeezed a generous amount of thick, clear lube onto the egg, coating it until it glistened. Then he spread more lube over her smooth, shaved pussy lips, his gloved fingers parting her folds with clinical care. The cool gel made her gasp as it touched her overheated flesh. Her clit was already swollen, peeking shamelessly from its hood after hours of teasing and denial.

Soren pressed the rounded tip of the egg against her slick entrance. “Breathe out for me, sweet girl. Let Daddy slide it inside.”

Eris exhaled shakily. The egg began its slow invasion, stretching her tight vaginal walls as Soren pushed it deeper with steady, deliberate pressure. The smooth silicone glided in easily thanks to the lube, but the fullness was immediate and overwhelming. The egg settled alongside the thick plug in her ass, separated only by the thin membrane between her holes. The dual intrusion made her moan loudly - the plug pressing from behind, the egg filling her cunt from the front, both toys creating a relentless, stuffed sensation that made her hips twitch involuntarily.

“Perfect,” Soren murmured, seating the egg fully inside her. Only the thin retrieval cord dangled from her smooth pussy lips. “Feel how nicely they sit together? Your holes are learning to stay full for Daddy now.”

He reached for the remote on the tray and tapped the screen once.

The egg hummed to life on the lowest setting.

A gentle, steady vibration bloomed deep inside her pussy, radiating outward and pressing against the plug in her ass through the shared wall. Eris’s back arched sharply, a broken cry escaping her lips. The sensation was maddening - subtle enough to tease, strong enough to make her clit throb and her inner muscles flutter desperately around both toys. Fresh slick gushed around the egg, mixing with the lube and making her pussy even wetter.

“Oh god… it’s vibrating… I can feel it everywhere - ” she gasped, thighs trembling in the stirrups.

Soren watched her reaction with calm approval, one hand resting on her inner thigh. “Yes, you can. And it will stay on whenever Daddy chooses. Now, let’s get you properly padded again.”

He folded the thicker diaper up between her spread legs, the extra-bulky padding pressing firmly against her filled pussy and the base of the plug. The egg’s vibrations traveled through the soft lining, amplifying the sensation as the thick material squished the toys deeper inside her. Soren taped the diaper securely - strong adhesive tabs pulling the heavy padding snug around her waist and hips. The leg cuffs sealed tightly, trapping the dual fullness and the growing wetness inside.

When he was finished, the new diaper was noticeably thicker than the first, forcing her thighs even farther apart. The crinkle was louder, the bulk more pronounced. The egg continued its low, insistent hum, making the soaked front of the diaper (still slightly warm from her earlier wetting) vibrate against her swollen clit with every pulse.

Soren helped her sit up, then stand. The combined weight of the thick diaper, the plug, and the vibrating egg made her waddle even more obviously. Every step sent the toys shifting inside her, the vibrations traveling through her core in relentless waves. The crinkle of the fresh padding mixed with the soft, wet squish of the absorbent core as she moved.

“Walk for me, little one,” Soren commanded softly. “Feel how full Daddy has made you. Feel the egg buzzing deep in that needy cunt while the plug keeps your bottom stretched and ready.”

Eris paced the nursery on shaky legs, the thick diaper rustling and crinkling loudly. The egg’s vibrations increased slightly as Soren tapped the remote again, moving to the second setting. The stronger buzz made her knees buckle. She had to brace herself against the crib rail, moaning as the dual toys worked together - vibrating egg pressing against the plug, both stimulating her from the inside while the heavy, warm padding hugged her leaking pussy.

Another small leak escaped into the diaper, the warm wetness spreading through the thick core and making the padding swell slightly. The vibrations turned the growing dampness into a slick, squishing massage against her clit.

Soren approached from behind, wrapping one arm around her waist and pressing his broad chest to her back. His free hand cupped the front of the thick diaper, massaging the vibrating bulge in slow, firm circles.

“Such a good, wet girl already,” he praised, voice low against her ear. “Leaking into your fresh diaper while the egg buzzes inside you. Listen to how heavy and warm it’s becoming. Your body is surrendering so beautifully.”

He kept the vibrations steady as he guided her to the mirror. Eris stared at her reflection: naked except for the bulky, crinkling diaper, legs spread by the padding, face flushed, chestnut hair messy around her sharp features. The prominent bulge between her thighs hid the vibrating egg and the taped plug, but she could feel every pulse, every shift, every humiliating crinkle and squish.

Soren increased the setting once more. The egg buzzed harder, deep rhythmic vibrations that made her clit throb violently and her ass clench around the plug. Eris cried out, hips rocking forward into his hand as the first edges of an orgasm built rapidly.

“Not yet,” Soren said calmly, dialing the vibration back down to a teasing hum. “You’ll edge for Daddy many times today. But release only comes when the Protocol allows it.”

He kept her there for long minutes, alternating the settings while she stood diapered and trembling in front of the mirror. Each time the vibrations intensified, she leaked more - warm spurts soaking deeper into the thick padding, making it heavier and soggier between her legs. The plug shifted with every clench, the egg buzzed relentlessly, and the crinkling diaper announced her growing mess with every tiny movement.

By the time Soren finally turned the egg off, Eris was panting, sweat-slicked, and desperately aroused. The diaper sagged noticeably now, warm and swollen from multiple leaks, the dual fullness still stretching her holes deliciously.

Soren kissed the top of her head softly, one hand still possessively cupping the heavy, wet front of her diaper.

“You’re progressing so well, my sweet regressing girl. Daddy is very pleased.”

He stroked her flushed cheek, gray eyes steady and promising.

Lunch tomorrow will be in public.


Chapter 10: Restaurant Humiliation

Restaurant Humiliation

Eris sat stiffly in the plush velvet booth of the upscale restaurant, the thick, heavily padded diaper crinkling loudly beneath her with every tiny shift of her hips. The elegant black dress Soren had chosen for her fell just above her knees, its flowing fabric doing nothing to hide the bulky secret between her thighs. Beneath the dress, the fresh ultra-thick medical diaper hugged her hips tightly, its plastic shell warm and slightly swollen from the slow leaks that had already begun during the car ride over. The beginner plug remained taped deep in her ass, a constant heavy fullness, while the smooth silicone egg nestled inside her smooth, shaved pussy - silent for now, but ready.

Across the small table, Dr. Soren looked impeccably composed in a tailored charcoal suit, steel-gray eyes calm as he studied the menu. The soft lighting of the restaurant cast elegant shadows across his sharp Scandinavian features, making him appear every bit the successful physician rather than the man who had systematically stripped her of control.

Eris’s heart hammered against her ribs. The restaurant was busy but intimate - white tablecloths, crystal glassware, the low murmur of conversations from other well-dressed patrons. No one could possibly know what she wore beneath the sophisticated dress, yet every crinkle of the diaper sounded deafening to her own ears. The thick padding forced her legs slightly apart, making her sit with an awkward, infantile posture she couldn’t correct.

A waiter approached, smiling politely. “Good evening. May I take your drink order?”

Soren didn’t even glance at her. “The lady will have sparkling water with lemon. I’ll have the 2018 Cabernet.”

As the waiter nodded and moved away, Soren’s hand slipped discreetly beneath the table. A moment later, the egg inside her pussy hummed to life on the lowest setting.

Eris’s breath caught sharply. The gentle vibration bloomed deep in her core, pressing against the thick plug in her ass through the thin wall between her holes. Her smooth pussy lips swelled instantly around the toy, slick arousal mixing with the faint dampness already soaking into the diaper’s core. She pressed her thighs together as much as the bulky padding allowed, but the motion only ground the vibrating egg harder against her G-spot and made the crinkle of the diaper louder.

“Easy, little one,” Soren murmured without looking up from the menu, his voice pitched low enough for only her to hear. “Daddy is ordering for you tonight. You will sit quietly and feel everything.”

The waiter returned with their drinks. Soren ordered without hesitation - seared scallops for himself, a delicate risotto for her - while casually increasing the vibration to the second setting with his thumb on the hidden remote.

The egg buzzed harder. Eris’s fingers tightened around the stem of her water glass until her knuckles whitened. A hot flush crept up her neck and across her high cheekbones. The dual fullness - the thick plug stretching her ass and the vibrating egg tormenting her pussy - created an overwhelming, rhythmic pressure. Her clit throbbed visibly beneath the thick padding, begging for more friction. Another involuntary leak escaped her, warm and shameful, soaking deeper into the already slightly swollen front of the diaper. The absorbent core squished softly as it absorbed the fresh wetness.

“Beautiful,” Soren said softly, eyes finally lifting to meet hers. “Your cheeks are flushing so prettily. Are you getting wet for Daddy already, sweet girl?”

Eris bit her lower lip hard, fighting back a whimper. The vibrations intensified again, moving to a pulsing pattern that made her inner muscles clench desperately around both toys. The plug shifted with every flutter, pressing deeper as her body tried to accommodate the stimulation. The thick diaper crinkled audibly with each tiny squirm she couldn’t suppress. She was certain the couple at the next table could hear it.

“Please… Daddy…” she whispered, voice barely audible. “It’s too strong. I’m going to - ”

“Not yet,” he interrupted calmly, taking a slow sip of his wine. “You will edge for me right here, surrounded by all these people who have no idea that my perfect little regressing girl is sitting in a soaked, crinkling diaper with her holes stuffed full. Hold it. Feel every pulse.”

The egg ramped higher. The strong, steady buzz drilled directly into her most sensitive spots. Eris’s thighs trembled under the table. Fresh slick gushed around the egg, turning the inside of her diaper into a warm, slippery mess. The padding grew noticeably heavier between her legs, the leak guards doing their job but unable to stop the growing sag. Every subtle shift of her weight made the crinkle louder, the wet squish more obvious to her own hyper-aware senses.

The waiter returned with their appetizers. Soren thanked him politely while casually dialing the vibration even higher. Eris had to grip the edge of the table to keep from crying out. The intense buzzing made her clit pulse violently. Her nipples tightened painfully against the thin fabric of her dress, clearly visible if anyone looked closely. Another longer spurt of piss leaked out, hissing softly into the thick diaper as the vibrations forced her body to surrender control.

She was right on the edge now - teetering dangerously close to an orgasm in the middle of the elegant restaurant. Her green eyes were glassy, breath coming in short, shallow pants. The plug and egg worked in cruel harmony, the vibrations traveling through her stuffed holes and making the heavy, warm diaper vibrate against her swollen mound.

Soren leaned forward slightly, voice a low, intimate murmur. “You’re doing so well, little one. Look at you - sitting so properly in your pretty dress while your diaper grows heavier and warmer with every leak. Everyone sees a composed young woman. Only Daddy knows you’re a dripping, plugged, vibrating little baby fighting not to come in public.”

The praise twisted the knife deeper. Eris’s hips rocked forward involuntarily, grinding the soaked padding against her clit. The crinkle was constant now, soft and rhythmic as she squirmed. She was seconds away from shattering when Soren suddenly dialed the egg back down to the lowest teasing hum.

The denial was devastating. A broken whimper escaped her before she could swallow it. Tears of frustration pricked at the corners of her eyes as the intense build-up receded, leaving her throbbing and desperate, the heavy, wet diaper sagging even more noticeably between her thighs.

Soren continued eating as if nothing had happened, occasionally increasing the vibrations again in short, cruel bursts that kept her perpetually edged and leaking. By the time their main courses arrived, the diaper was thoroughly soaked - warm, swollen, and squishing audibly with every tiny movement. The plug pressed relentlessly inside her ass, the egg continued its maddening low buzz, and Eris sat there flushed, trembling, and utterly humiliated in the middle of the busy restaurant.

Dessert was declined. Soren paid the bill with calm efficiency, then helped her to her feet. The walk out of the restaurant was pure torment. The thick, soaked diaper sagged heavily between her legs, forcing an obvious waddle. The crinkle and wet squish were unmistakable with every step. The egg buzzed intermittently as Soren played with the remote in his pocket, keeping her right on the edge as they moved through the lobby and into the cool night air.

In the privacy of the car, Soren finally turned the egg off completely. Eris collapsed against the seat, panting, face burning with shame and unspent arousal.

“You were perfect tonight, my sweet girl,” he said softly, reaching over to stroke her flushed cheek. “Leaking and edging so beautifully for Daddy in public. No one knew what a wet, helpless little thing you truly are.”

He started the engine, his voice dropping to that calm, authoritative tone she was learning to crave.

The spreader bars come out when they return.


Chapter 11: Strapped Open

Strapped Open

Eris stood trembling in the center of the brightly lit nursery as Soren removed the soaked, sagging diaper from her hips. The heavy, warm padding peeled away with a loud, wet squelch, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy - puffy, glistening, and still leaking slow, clear strands of arousal mixed with the remnants of her public wetting. The thick silicone plug remained taped securely in her ass, its flared base nestled between her pale cheeks, while the vibrating egg sat deep inside her cunt, silent for the moment but still coated in her slick.

“Arms up, little one,” Soren commanded calmly.

She obeyed instantly, wrists raised. He fastened soft leather cuffs around each one, then clipped them to a chain hanging from the ceiling. The cuffs held her arms stretched high above her head, forcing her lean body into a vulnerable arch that lifted her small breasts and exposed every inch of her naked torso. Her nipples were already tight, dark pink peaks begging for attention.

Next came the spreader bar.

Soren knelt between her legs, his broad shoulders brushing her inner thighs. He locked heavy leather cuffs around each ankle, then attached them to the cold metal bar. With a firm pull, he spread her legs wide - wider than the stirrups had ever forced them. The bar locked into place with a metallic click, holding her ankles nearly three feet apart. Her smooth pussy lips parted obscenely with the stretch, revealing the thin retrieval cord of the egg and the glistening pink inner folds. The plug in her ass became even more prominent, the taped base pulling slightly as her cheeks spread.

Eris was completely immobilized - wrists cuffed high, ankles locked wide, body stretched and open like a specimen on display. The plug and egg kept her relentlessly full. Every tiny involuntary shift made the toys rub together through the thin wall separating her holes, sending jolts of deep, aching fullness through her core.

Soren stepped back to admire his work, steel-gray eyes tracing slowly over her exposed form. “Look at you, sweet girl. Strapped open for Daddy. No diaper to hide behind now. Just your leaking little cunt and plugged ass on full display.”

He picked up a powerful wand vibrator from the tray - thick, white, with a large rounded head. The toy hummed to life on its lowest setting as he pressed it lightly against the inside of her spread thigh, letting her feel the vibration travel upward.

Eris whimpered, hips twitching uselessly against the restraints.

Soren moved closer, towering over her. One large hand cupped her left breast, thumb brushing across the stiff nipple while he brought the wand to her smooth, swollen mound. He pressed the buzzing head firmly against her clit - direct, unrelenting contact.

The sudden intense vibration ripped a sharp cry from her throat. Her body jerked hard in the cuffs, the spreader bar rattling as her legs strained. The egg and plug shifted violently inside her with the movement, amplifying every sensation. Slick arousal gushed from her open pussy, dripping in long, shiny strands onto the padded floor beneath her.

“Oh god - Daddy - please - ” she gasped, already teetering on the edge after the long public edging at the restaurant.

Soren kept the wand pressed exactly where she needed it, his voice calm and merciless. “Not yet. You will edge for Daddy until you sob. Until your body understands that pleasure belongs to me now.”

He held the vibrator steady, letting the strong, steady buzz drill into her swollen clit. Eris’s head fell back, a broken moan tearing from her lips. Her hips rocked as much as the spreader bar allowed, chasing the intense pleasure. The plug pressed deeper into her ass with every desperate clench, the egg vibrating faintly in sympathy inside her cunt. Her inner walls fluttered wildly around both toys.

Just as the orgasm began to crest, Soren pulled the wand away.

Eris sobbed instantly, the denial hitting her like a physical blow. “No - no, please! I was so close - ”

“Shh. Breathe through it, little one.”

He waited until her breathing slowed, then pressed the wand back to her clit - harder this time, on a higher setting. The vibrations were devastating. Her smooth pussy lips quivered visibly around the egg, slick pouring out in messy rivulets that ran down her spread inner thighs. The plug in her ass felt enormous, stretching her tight ring as her muscles spasmed.

She climbed again - faster, sharper - tears already spilling down her flushed cheeks. Her small breasts bounced with her frantic breaths, nipples aching. The spreader bar kept her completely open, forcing her to feel every humiliating drip and flutter.

Soren pulled the wand away again at the last possible second.

Eris cried out in pure frustration, tears streaming freely now. “Daddy - please let me come - I can’t - I need - ”

“You need to learn,” he replied evenly, circling her slowly while she hung there sobbing and dripping. He trailed the still-buzzing head of the wand along her inner thigh, up over her hip, across her belly, then back down to tease the sensitive skin just beside her clit - never quite touching.

Each time he brought the vibrator back to her swollen nub, he kept her there longer, pushing her closer to the edge before denying her again. Five times. Six. Seven. Each denial left her more frantic, more desperate, more broken. Her pussy was a dripping, puffy mess - inner lips dark pink and swollen, clit standing out angrily, a constant stream of slick and piss leaking from her in small, uncontrollable spurts that puddled beneath her spread legs.

By the tenth edge, Eris was openly sobbing - deep, heaving cries that shook her entire strapped-open body. “Please… Daddy… I’ll do anything… I’ll wet… I’ll mess… just let me come - please - ”

Soren finally set the wand aside. He stepped in close, one large hand cupping her soaked, throbbing pussy possessively while the other tilted her tear-streaked face up to meet his calm gray eyes.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice soft with dark approval. “Strapped open, dripping, sobbing for release. Your competent little adult self is crumbling so beautifully. The plug in your ass, the egg in your cunt, and still you leak like the helpless baby you’re becoming.”

His fingers slid through her slick folds, circling her clit with slow, teasing strokes while the toys inside her continued their relentless internal pressure. Eris whimpered and bucked, but the spreader bar and wrist cuffs held her completely at his mercy.

“You’ve done so well tonight, my sweet regressing girl,” he praised, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead while his fingers continued their cruel torment. “Daddy is so proud of how openly you surrender now.”

He kept her there for several more agonizing minutes - edging her twice more with just his fingers until fresh tears poured down her face and her voice grew hoarse from begging.

Finally, he stepped back, leaving her hanging limp and trembling in the restraints, pussy swollen and dripping, ass still stretched around the thick plug, the egg still buried deep inside her.

Soren stroked her sweat-damp chestnut hair back from her face, his expression calm and possessive.

Her bowels will not be denied tomorrow.


Chapter 12: The Mess

The Mess

Eris lay on her back in the oversized crib that now dominated one wall of the nursery, her body curled slightly on her side as cramps twisted deep in her belly. The heavy overnight diaper Soren had taped her into after the brutal edging session was already slightly damp from the slow leaks that had continued through the night. Its extra-thick padding rose prominently between her spread thighs, the plastic shell crinkling softly with every restless shift. The beginner plug had finally been removed hours earlier, but the vibrating egg remained locked deep inside her smooth pussy, silent now but a constant reminder of her helplessness.

She had been left alone for what felt like hours, wrists lightly cuffed to the crib rails, legs free but weighed down by the bulky diaper. The room was dimly lit by a soft nightlight shaped like a moon, casting gentle shadows over the pastel walls, the changing table, and the rows of neatly stacked diapers on the shelves. The sweet scent of baby powder still lingered in the air from her last change.

Another sharp cramp seized her bowels, making her whimper and draw her knees up as much as the thick padding allowed. The pressure was intense - hot, heavy, and impossible to ignore. She had been holding since the previous afternoon, Soren’s calm commands echoing in her mind: “No toilet privileges anymore, little one. Everything stays inside until Daddy decides it comes out.”

Her bladder was full again too, adding to the overwhelming fullness low in her abdomen. Small, warm spurts of piss had already escaped into the diaper throughout the night, creating a faint warm patch at the front that made the padding cling wetly to her swollen clit and smooth pussy lips.

Eris squeezed her eyes shut, trying desperately to clench against the growing urge in her bowels. “I can’t… not like this… not in the diaper…”

But her body was no longer hers to command.

The cramps intensified, rolling through her in powerful waves that made her gasp and rock in the crib. The heavy overnight diaper crinkled loudly with the movement, the thick padding compressing between her legs. The egg inside her shifted slightly with each clench, pressing against her front wall and sending unwanted sparks of arousal through the building shame.

She heard the soft click of the nursery door opening.

Soren stepped inside, tall and composed in a simple black shirt and pants, his steel-gray eyes immediately finding her curled, struggling form in the crib. He approached without hurry, lowering the side rail with a quiet metallic sound.

“Good morning, sweet girl,” he said calmly, voice low and soothing. “Daddy’s here. Let me see how you’re doing.”

He reached through the bars and placed one large, warm hand on her belly, pressing gently. The pressure made the cramps spike violently. Eris whimpered, thighs pressing together around the bulky diaper as a hot, urgent wave rolled through her bowels.

“I… I have to go,” she whispered, voice cracking with humiliation. “Please, Daddy… the toilet… just this once - ”

“No, little one.” Soren’s tone was gentle but absolute. “Your messes belong in the diaper now. Just like your wet leaks. Daddy wants to watch you fill it for the first time. Let it happen. There’s no fighting anymore.”

Another powerful cramp hit, making her cry out softly. Her face burned with shame as she felt the inevitable push begin. She tried to hold it back one last time, clenching hard, but her exhausted muscles betrayed her completely.

The first thick, warm log began to push out of her tight asshole, stretching her ring open as it emerged into the waiting diaper. The sensation was mortifying - slow, heavy, and unstoppable. Eris sobbed quietly as the mess filled the seat of the heavy overnight diaper, the soft padding compressing and bulging outward as the warm, firm waste pushed against it. The crinkle changed to a muffled, squishing sound as the mess spread across her smooth cheeks, the weight pulling the diaper downward.

“Oh god… I’m messing… I’m actually messing myself - ” she gasped, tears slipping down her flushed cheeks.

“Yes, you are,” Soren praised softly, his hand still resting on her belly, rubbing slow, encouraging circles. “Such a good girl. Let it all out for Daddy. Fill that thick diaper like the helpless little baby you’re becoming. Don’t hold anything back.”

The praise made something dark and shameful twist low in her belly. Another cramp rolled through her, and a second, softer wave of mess pushed out, adding to the growing bulge in the seat of the diaper. The warm, heavy mass squished between her cheeks, spreading upward toward her plugged - no, empty now - hole and pressing against the base of the egg still buried in her pussy. The sensation was overwhelming: the sticky warmth, the way the padding expanded to accommodate her accident, the loud, unmistakable crinkle and squelch as the mess settled.

Her bladder gave way at the same time, a hot, hissing flood of piss surging into the front of the diaper. The absorbent core drank it up greedily, swelling and growing even heavier between her thighs. Warm wetness spread across her smooth mound and down around the egg, mixing with her arousal until the entire diaper felt sodden and swollen.

Eris lay there sobbing quietly as the accident continued - mess after mess pushing out in uncontrollable waves, each one accompanied by Soren’s calm, steady praise.

“That’s it, sweet girl. Push it all out. Feel how the diaper is swelling and sagging with your mess? So warm and heavy now. Daddy is so proud of you for letting go completely. No more fighting. No more adult control. Just messy, wet diapers and complete surrender.”

He lowered the crib rail fully and helped her roll onto her back, the heavy, bulging diaper squishing loudly beneath her as the mess compressed between her cheeks and spread further. The thick padding sagged heavily between her spread thighs, the plastic shell distended and warm. The combined weight of the piss and mess made the diaper hang low, the leak guards straining but holding.

Soren stood beside the crib, watching her with quiet approval as she lay there in the aftermath - face tear-streaked, breathing ragged, body trembling from the intensity of the release. He reached down and gently pressed on the front of the massively swollen diaper, squishing the warm, wet padding against her clit and making her whimper.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Your very first full messy accident, and you did it so perfectly for Daddy. The smell, the weight, the way it bulges between your legs - everything is exactly as it should be now.”

Eris turned her face into the soft crib sheet, sobbing with overwhelming shame and the dark, twisted pleasure that came with his praise. Her bowels felt empty for the first time in hours, but the heavy, squishy evidence of her surrender remained trapped against her skin inside the ruined overnight diaper.

Soren stroked her loose chestnut hair tenderly, then leaned down to press a soft kiss to her forehead.

“You’re home now, little one. This is where you belong.”

The nursery is now her permanent room.


Chapter 13: Nursery Change

Nursery Change

Eris lay curled on her side in the oversized crib, the heavy overnight diaper sagging heavily between her thighs like a warm, swollen burden. The thick padding was thoroughly ruined - saturated with hours of piss and the thick, warm mess from her first full accident. The plastic shell bulged outward noticeably, the seat distended and squishy where the soft, sticky waste had spread across her smooth cheeks and pressed up toward her lower back. Every tiny shift made the diaper crinkle and squelch obscenely, the warm, earthy scent of her own mess rising thickly in the pastel-colored nursery.

She had been left there for what felt like an eternity after the accident, wrists lightly clipped to the crib rails, the vibrating egg still nestled deep inside her smooth pussy. The combination of the heavy, soiled diaper and the constant low hum of shame had left her drifting in a hazy, humiliated fog. Her cheeks burned even now, tears dried on her high cheekbones, chestnut hair messy and loose around her face.

The nursery door clicked open.

Soren entered, tall and composed, the sleeves of his crisp white shirt rolled up to reveal strong forearms. The soft nightlight cast a gentle glow across his Scandinavian features as he approached the crib, steel-gray eyes warm with quiet approval.

“There’s my good girl,” he murmured, lowering the side rail with a soft metallic sound. “Look at that heavy, messy diaper. You filled it so completely for Daddy. Such a big, brave release.”

Eris whimpered, instinctively trying to close her legs, but the bulky, sagging padding made it impossible. The squish of the mess between her cheeks was unmistakable as she moved.

Soren reached in and unclipped her wrists, then scooped her effortlessly into his arms. She felt small and helpless against his broad chest, the heavy diaper hanging low and squelching with every step as he carried her to the changing table. He laid her gently on her back atop the padded surface, the cool vinyl a stark contrast to the warm, soiled padding beneath her.

“Legs up, sweet girl,” he instructed calmly, guiding her ankles into the soft stirrups attached to the table. The position lifted her hips and spread her thighs wide, presenting the thoroughly used diaper like an offering. The thick, bulging seat was clearly visible now - yellowed at the front from multiple wettings, the back heavily padded and discolored where the mess had settled.

Soren snapped on a fresh pair of black nitrile gloves with a sharp sound. He took his time, first running his hands over the front of the swollen diaper, pressing gently to feel the full weight of her accident.

“So warm and heavy,” he praised softly. “Daddy can feel how much you let go. The padding is completely soaked and squishy. You did exactly what your body needed, little one. No more holding. No more shame about what belongs in your diaper.”

He peeled the tapes open one by one - loud, deliberate rips that filled the nursery. The front panel of the diaper folded down, releasing a stronger wave of the warm, musky scent of piss and mess into the air. Eris’s face flamed as he exposed her completely: her smooth, shaved pussy glistening with residual slick and urine, the egg’s retrieval cord dangling from her swollen folds, and the thick, smeared mess coating her ass cheeks and the crease between them.

“Such a messy little bottom,” Soren said, voice low and soothing. He reached for the wipes and a bottle of gentle cleanser, squeezing a generous amount onto a thick stack of soft cloths. “But that’s okay. Daddy is here to clean his baby properly.”

He began the elaborate cleaning with slow, thorough strokes. First, he wiped the front of her mound, carefully cleaning around the egg still buried inside her. The cool, damp cloths dragged across her hypersensitive, shaved skin, making her whimper and twitch. He parted her puffy pussy lips gently, wiping every fold and crease with meticulous care, removing every trace of dried piss and slick. The egg shifted as he worked, pressing against her front wall and sending fresh sparks through her core.

“Feel how smooth and pretty you are here,” he murmured, praising her constantly. “Even after all that leaking and messing, your little cunt stays so responsive for Daddy. Look at how it glistens when I touch it.”

Eris moaned softly as he cleaned deeper, the cloths brushing her swollen clit repeatedly. Each pass made her hips jerk in the stirrups, the mess in the open diaper squishing beneath her.

Soren moved to her bottom next. He lifted her hips slightly with one strong hand, using the other to wipe away the thick, sticky mess from her smooth cheeks. The cloths came away heavily soiled, but he continued without pause - slow, methodical strokes that cleaned every inch of her freshly shaved skin. He spread her cheeks wider, exposing the tight pucker of her asshole, still slightly puffy from the earlier plug and the forceful release. He cleaned there thoroughly, circling the sensitive ring again and again until it was pink and glistening, completely free of any trace of her accident.

“So clean now,” he praised, voice warm with approval. “Your pretty little bottom is all fresh for Daddy again. No more mess hiding there. Just soft, smooth skin ready for whatever comes next.”

He applied a generous layer of thick diaper cream next, massaging the soothing ointment into her mound, between her folds, and especially around her asshole and perineum. His gloved fingers worked the cream in with slow, circular motions that bordered on teasing, making her clit throb and her inner muscles flutter around the egg.

The scent of baby powder filled the air as he shook the bottle liberally over her cleaned skin. Fine white clouds settled across her belly, mound, and spread cheeks. He rubbed it in thoroughly, the powdery sweetness mixing with the clean scent of the cream and overwhelming the last traces of her mess.

Finally, Soren reached for a fresh overnight diaper - this one even thicker than the last, with extra tall leak guards and reinforced absorbent core designed for heavy nighttime use. He slid it beneath her lifted hips, the soft padding cool against her freshly powdered skin. He folded the front panel up between her spread thighs, pressing the thick material snugly against her smooth pussy and the egg still locked inside.

“Time to tape you up again, little one,” he said softly, securing the tapes one by one with firm, decisive pulls. The strong adhesive locked the bulky diaper tightly around her narrow waist and hips, the extra padding forcing her thighs apart in that familiar, infantile waddle even while lying down. He checked the leg cuffs carefully, ensuring a perfect seal.

When he was finished, Eris lay on the changing table in nothing but the pristine, thick white diaper, legs still spread in the stirrups. The new padding rose high and prominent between her thighs, crinkling softly with every breath. The egg remained buried deep inside her, a secret fullness beneath the heavy layers.

Soren helped her sit up slowly, then lifted her into his arms once more. He carried her back to the crib, laying her down on the fresh sheet with gentle care. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as she settled, the clean, powdery scent now thick in the air around her.

He stroked her hair tenderly, gray eyes soft with possessive pride.

“You took your change so beautifully, my sweet regressing girl. All that mess cleaned away, fresh padding holding you safe. Daddy is so proud of how completely you’re surrendering.”

He leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, then to each of her flushed cheeks.

Feeding time begins tonight.


Chapter 14: Bottle Time

Bottle Time

Eris lay on the changing table in nothing but the thick, fresh overnight diaper, the heavy padding crinkling softly with every shallow breath. The nursery was warm and dimly lit, the air thick with the sweet scent of baby powder and diaper cream. Her smooth, shaved pussy and freshly cleaned bottom still tingled from the elaborate change, the new diaper taped snugly around her hips, forcing her thighs slightly apart. The vibrating egg remained locked deep inside her, a silent promise of more torment to come.

Soren lifted her effortlessly into his strong arms, cradling her against his broad chest as if she weighed nothing. She felt impossibly small and vulnerable, her lean adult body reduced to this helpless, diapered state. He carried her to the large rocking chair in the corner of the nursery and settled into it, arranging her so she lay cradled in his lap like an infant - her head resting in the crook of his elbow, her diapered bottom nestled against his thigh.

A soft pink onesie waited on the side table. Soren picked it up and slipped it over her head, guiding her arms through the short sleeves. The fabric was buttery soft, snapping securely between her legs over the bulky diaper with four strong plastic buttons. The onesie hugged her torso, the crotch panel pulling the thick padding even tighter against her swollen mound and the egg buried inside her.

“There we go, little one,” he murmured, voice low and soothing. “All snug in your pretty onesie. Now it’s bottle time. Open wide for Daddy.”

He reached for the large baby bottle filled with warm, creamy formula - thick, slightly sweet, and specially prepared. The nipple was wide and soft, designed for slow, prolonged feeding. Soren brought it to her lips, pressing the tip gently against her mouth.

Eris hesitated for only a second before parting her lips. The nipple slid in, and she began to suckle instinctively. The warm formula flowed into her mouth in steady streams, filling her with each pull. It tasted rich and comforting, making her feel even smaller, more dependent.

Soren rocked the chair slowly, one arm cradling her head while his free hand rested possessively on the front of her diapered crotch. “Good girl. Drink it all down for Daddy. Every drop. This will help you stay full and sleepy tonight.”

As she suckled, he tapped the remote in his pocket.

The egg inside her pussy hummed to life on the lowest setting.

Eris whimpered around the bottle nipple, her green eyes widening. The gentle vibration bloomed deep in her core, pressing against the thick diaper and making the padding squish softly against her clit. She sucked harder on the bottle, trying to focus on the warm formula, but the steady buzz made her hips twitch involuntarily in his lap. The onesie’s tight crotch panel held the diaper firmly in place, amplifying every subtle movement.

Soren smiled faintly, his steel-gray eyes never leaving her face. “Feel that, sweet girl? The egg is waking up while you nurse. Keep drinking. Daddy wants you nice and full on both ends.”

He increased the vibration slightly, moving to a slow, pulsing rhythm that matched the rocking of the chair. The egg buzzed deeper, rubbing against her front wall and sending rhythmic waves of pleasure through her stuffed pussy. Her clit throbbed against the soft, padded lining of the diaper, growing swollen and sensitive with each pulse. Fresh slick leaked around the egg, soaking into the absorbent core and making the front of the diaper grow warmer and slightly heavier.

Eris moaned softly around the nipple, her suckling becoming more urgent. The formula filled her belly, warm and heavy, while the vibrations built a slow, aching need between her legs. She tried to press her thighs together, but the bulky diaper and the onesie prevented it, leaving her completely at Soren’s mercy.

“That’s it,” he praised quietly, his large hand rubbing slow circles over the front of her diaper. The pressure ground the vibrating egg harder against her G-spot and made the padding squish wetly. “Such a good baby, nursing so nicely while the egg teases that pretty little cunt. You’re getting so wet for Daddy already. I can feel the diaper warming up.”

He dialed the vibration higher.

Eris’s back arched slightly in his lap, a muffled cry escaping around the bottle. The stronger buzz drilled into her most sensitive spots, making her inner muscles flutter desperately around the egg. Her nipples tightened painfully against the soft fabric of the onesie. Warm spurts of piss began to escape her in small, uncontrollable leaks, adding to the growing dampness in the front of the diaper. The combination of the heavy formula filling her stomach and the relentless internal stimulation left her squirming and desperate.

Soren kept the rhythm steady, never letting her crest. He would bring her right to the edge - hips rocking, soft whimpers turning into needy moans around the nipple - then dial the egg back down to a teasing hum, leaving her throbbing and denied.

“Drink more, little one,” he coaxed, tilting the bottle higher so she had to suckle faster. “Almost done. Daddy wants that belly nice and round tonight.”

By the time the bottle was nearly empty, Eris was a mess of desperate need. Tears of frustration pricked at her eyes. Her diaper was noticeably warmer and heavier from multiple leaks, the front swollen and squishy. The egg continued its maddening pulses, keeping her perpetually edged while the warm formula sloshed heavily in her belly.

Soren finally set the empty bottle aside and cradled her closer, his hand still massaging the front of her diaper in slow, firm strokes. The vibrations continued at a low, teasing level, enough to keep her aching but not enough to let her come.

“You’re doing so beautifully, my sweet regressing girl,” he whispered against her hair, pressing soft kisses to her forehead and cheeks. “Nursing like a perfect baby, leaking into your thick diaper while the egg keeps you desperate and empty-headed. This is exactly where you belong - cradled in Daddy’s lap, full and dependent.”

Eris whimpered, nuzzling into his chest despite the overwhelming shame and arousal. Her body felt heavy, her mind fuzzy from the formula and the endless teasing. The thick diaper crinkled and squished with every small movement in his lap, a constant reminder of her complete surrender.

Soren rocked her gently for several long minutes, letting the low vibrations of the egg soothe and torment her at the same time. Finally, he stood, still holding her cradled against him, and carried her back to the crib.

He laid her down on the soft mattress, then snapped the final buttons of the onesie into place over the bulky diaper, securing it tightly. The fabric pulled snug, locking the thick padding firmly against her leaking, vibrating pussy.

Soren stroked her hair one last time, his gray eyes dark with possessive satisfaction.

The onesie locks until morning.


Chapter 15: Locked In

Locked In

Eris lay on her back in the oversized crib, the thick onesie already snapped shut over the fresh overnight diaper. The heavy padding between her thighs felt even bulkier than usual - Soren had decided on double diapering for the night. A second, ultra-absorbent booster pad had been layered inside the first, creating an enormous, pillowy bulk that forced her legs wide apart and rose prominently under the snug crotch panel of the onesie. The soft pink fabric hugged her torso tightly, the four plastic snaps at the crotch locked in place with a small silver padlock that clicked shut with terrifying finality.

The vibrating egg remained buried deep inside her smooth, shaved pussy, silent for the moment but a constant, threatening presence. Her bladder was already refilling after the bottle feeding, a warm, insistent pressure building low in her belly. The double diaper felt impossibly thick and secure, the combined layers crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of her hips.

Soren stood beside the crib, tall and calm, a thin leather strap in his hands. His steel-gray eyes traced over her locked, diapered form with quiet satisfaction.

“Arms up, little one,” he said softly.

Eris obeyed with a whimper, raising her arms above her head. He fastened soft leather cuffs around each wrist, then clipped them to the padded headboard of the crib with short chains. The restraints allowed only minimal movement - enough to squirm, not enough to reach down or touch herself. Her small breasts strained against the onesie, nipples already tight and aching.

Next, he produced a second set of cuffs for her ankles. He spread her legs wider, attaching the cuffs to the sides of the crib so her diapered lower body remained slightly elevated and completely exposed. The double-thick padding bulged obscenely between her spread thighs, the locked onesie pulling the heavy material even tighter against her swollen mound and the egg hidden inside.

“There we are,” Soren murmured, stepping back to admire his work. “All locked in for the night. Onesie secured, double diapered, and unable to do anything but feel what Daddy has done to you.”

He tapped the remote.

The egg hummed to life on a low, teasing setting.

Eris gasped sharply, her hips jerking against the restraints. The gentle vibration bloomed deep in her core, pressing the thick double padding firmly against her clit. The heavy layers compressed around the egg, amplifying every pulse and making the entire bulky mass squish softly between her legs. She tugged at the wrist cuffs, but they held firm, keeping her arms stretched high and helpless.

“Daddy… please…” she whimpered, voice already breathy. “It’s too much. I’m already full again.”

“Good,” Soren replied calmly, pulling the rocking chair closer to the crib so he could sit and watch her struggle. “You’re going to stay right on the edge all night. No release. Just constant, aching need while your thick diapers hold everything in.”

He increased the vibration slightly, shifting it to a slow, rhythmic pulse that matched her heartbeat. Eris moaned loudly, her body arching as much as the light bondage allowed. The double diaper crinkled and squished with every desperate rock of her hips. The egg buzzed relentlessly against her G-spot, sending waves of pleasure through her stuffed pussy while the heavy padding ground against her swollen clit.

Warm leaks began almost immediately. Small spurts of piss escaped into the front of the inner diaper, soaking quickly into the booster pad and making the entire front grow warm and heavy. The added wetness only increased the squishing sensation as she squirmed, the double layers swelling and pressing the vibrating egg even deeper.

Soren watched with steady, unblinking gray eyes, his expression one of calm possession. “Look at you, sweet girl. Locked in your pretty onesie, double diapered like the helpless baby you are, leaking and throbbing for Daddy. You can’t touch yourself. You can’t close your legs. All you can do is feel the egg buzzing inside that needy little cunt while the thick padding holds every drop.”

He dialed the vibration higher.

Eris cried out, tears pricking at her eyes as the stronger buzz drilled into her most sensitive spots. Her inner muscles clenched desperately around the egg, trying to pull it deeper even as the denial built into an agonizing ache. The double diaper grew heavier with each leak, the warm wetness spreading across her smooth mound and back toward her ass. The crinkle had turned into a constant, wet squelch that filled the nursery with humiliating sound.

“Please… I need to come… I can’t take it - ” she sobbed, tugging uselessly at the wrist cuffs. Her small breasts heaved against the onesie, nipples visibly hard through the soft fabric.

“Not tonight,” Soren said gently, leaning forward to stroke her flushed cheek with one large hand. “Tonight is for denial. Tonight is for learning that your pleasure belongs entirely to Daddy. You will edge and leak and ache until morning, and the thick diapers will hold every bit of your surrender.”

He kept the remote in his hand, casually adjusting the settings every few minutes - bringing her right to the trembling brink of orgasm, then dropping the vibration back to a maddening tease just as her body began to crest. Each denial drew fresh tears and broken pleas from her lips. Her diaper grew progressively soggier, the double layers swelling into a massive, warm, squishy bulge between her spread thighs. The locked onesie kept everything pressed tightly in place, turning the heavy padding into a relentless, vibrating prison.

Hours seemed to pass in the dim nursery. Soren remained seated beside the crib, watching her with quiet intensity as she struggled - writhing, whimpering, leaking, and begging. The scent of baby powder mixed with the faint, warm musk of her repeated leaks. The egg never stopped its cruel work, keeping her in a constant state of desperate, denied arousal.

By the time the vibrations finally dropped to their lowest setting for a longer rest period, Eris was a trembling, tear-streaked mess. Her voice was hoarse from pleading, her body covered in a light sheen of sweat, the double diaper massively swollen and sagging heavily beneath the locked onesie.

Soren stood and leaned over the crib, brushing damp strands of chestnut hair from her face. His touch was gentle, almost tender, as he pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

“You’ve been such a good girl for Daddy tonight,” he whispered. “Struggling so beautifully in your locked onesie and thick, wet diapers. All that denial is making you softer, smaller, more mine.”

He straightened, gray eyes dark with promise as he looked down at her helpless, diapered form.

Tomorrow Daddy takes what is his.


Chapter 16: Daddy's Pleasure

Daddy's Pleasure

Eris lay trembling in the crib, the locked pink onesie still snapped tightly over the massively swollen double diaper. The heavy padding sagged heavily between her spread thighs, warm and soaked from hours of desperate leaks and denied edging. The vibrating egg continued its low, cruel hum deep inside her smooth pussy, keeping her right on the aching edge of release. Her wrists and ankles remained lightly cuffed, her body stretched and helpless under the soft nursery lights.

The crib rail lowered with a quiet click.

Soren stood over her, tall and imposing, his white coat discarded. He wore only dark trousers now, the fabric stretched over his obvious erection. His steel-gray eyes burned with controlled hunger as he looked down at her diapered, locked form.

“You’ve been such a patient little girl for Daddy all night,” he murmured, voice low and rough with need. “All that denial, all that leaking into your thick diapers… it’s time Daddy takes his pleasure from his sweet, regressing baby.”

He unlocked the small silver padlock on the onesie with a decisive click and unsnapped the crotch panel one by one. The fabric peeled away, revealing the hugely swollen double diaper - yellowed at the front, heavily sagging at the seat from the night’s endless leaks. Soren peeled the tapes open slowly, the loud ripping sounds filling the nursery. He folded the front panel down just enough to expose her smooth, shaved mound and the dripping, puffy lips of her pussy, but left the thick, wet padding bunched beneath her ass and around her hips. The egg’s thin cord dangled from her swollen folds, still buzzing softly.

“Keep the diaper on, little one,” he said calmly, reaching down to free his thick, hard cock from his trousers. It sprang out heavy and veined, the head already glistening with precum. “Daddy is going to use you while you stay padded and full.”

He climbed onto the crib mattress, straddling her chest. One large hand gripped her loose chestnut hair, tilting her head back as he brought the swollen head of his cock to her lips.

“Open for Daddy.”

Eris parted her lips obediently, her green eyes glassy with exhaustion and overwhelming arousal. Soren pushed forward slowly, feeding his thick length into her warm, wet mouth. The taste of him - clean, masculine, slightly salty - filled her senses as he slid deeper, stretching her lips wide around his girth.

“Good girl,” he groaned, voice deepening with pleasure. “Suck Daddy’s cock while you stay locked in your wet diaper.”

He began to thrust gently at first, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. Eris moaned around his shaft, the vibrations traveling straight through his cock. The egg continued buzzing inside her pussy, making her hips twitch uselessly beneath him. The heavy, open diaper squished and crinkled loudly with every small movement, the warm, soaked padding pressing against her throbbing clit.

Soren’s pace quickened. He held her head steady with both hands now, sliding deeper until the head of his cock nudged the back of her throat. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin as he used her. The wet, obscene sounds of her sucking and gagging mixed with the constant crinkle and squish of the double diaper beneath her.

“Look at you,” he growled, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Diapered and leaking, mouth full of Daddy’s cock. Such a perfect little fucktoy.”

He fucked her face harder, hips snapping forward as his breathing grew ragged. Eris’s eyes watered, tears slipping down her temples, but she kept sucking eagerly, her tongue swirling around the thick shaft as best she could. The egg’s vibrations intensified suddenly, making her moan loudly around his cock and leak fresh piss into the already ruined diaper.

Soren pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. He moved down her body, kneeling between her spread thighs. With one hand he reached down and tugged the egg’s cord, slowly pulling the still-vibrating toy from her dripping pussy. It came out with a slick, obscene sound, coated in her arousal. He set it aside, still buzzing.

“Now Daddy takes what is his,” he said, voice rough.

He pushed the thick, wet front of the double diaper down just enough to fully expose her smooth, swollen pussy lips, leaving the heavy, messy padding bunched beneath her ass and around her hips like a perverse pillow. His thick cock pressed against her slick entrance, the head nudging between her puffy folds.

Eris whimpered, hips lifting as much as the ankle cuffs allowed. “Please… Daddy…”

Soren thrust forward in one smooth, powerful stroke, burying his entire length inside her tight, dripping cunt.

Both of them groaned loudly.

The stretch was intense - his thick cock filling her completely while the heavy, soaked double diaper cradled her from below. The warm, squishy padding squelched beneath her with every thrust as Soren began to fuck her hard. The wet, messy sounds of the diaper mixed with the obscene slap of skin on skin and the slick sounds of her arousal coating his shaft.

“Fuck - so tight, even after all that teasing,” he growled, pounding into her with deep, relentless strokes. “Your little cunt is gripping Daddy so perfectly while you stay padded like a baby.”

Eris cried out with every thrust, the heavy diaper compressing and squishing loudly beneath her. The warm, wet padding rubbed against her ass and the backs of her thighs, amplifying every sensation. Her clit ground against the folded front of the diaper with each powerful snap of Soren’s hips, sending sharp sparks of pleasure through her denied body.

Soren fucked her harder, the crib creaking beneath them. His broad shoulders flexed, muscles straining as he drove into her again and again. One hand reached down to rub her swollen clit in firm circles while he thrust, the other gripping her hip for leverage.

“Come for Daddy,” he commanded suddenly, voice raw. “Come while you’re still in your thick, wet diaper.”

The permission shattered her.

Eris screamed as the orgasm crashed through her - weeks of denial, edging, and humiliation exploding in one overwhelming wave. Her pussy clenched violently around his cock, squirting clear fluid around his shaft and soaking the already ruined diaper even further. Her whole body shook in the light bondage, tears streaming down her face as the pleasure tore through her.

Soren roared with his own climax only seconds later. He buried himself to the hilt inside her spasming cunt and came hard, thick ropes of hot cum flooding deep into her. His loud, guttural groan echoed through the nursery as he pumped every drop into her, hips grinding against the squishy diaper beneath her.

He stayed buried inside her for long moments, both of them panting and trembling. Finally, he pulled out slowly, a thick trail of his cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy and dripping onto the open diaper below.

Soren gently snapped the onesie back into place over the thoroughly ruined double diaper, though he left the padlock off for now. He uncuffed her wrists and ankles, then gathered her limp, spent body into his arms, holding her close against his chest.

“You were perfect, my sweet girl,” he whispered, pressing soft kisses to her sweat-damp hair. “Daddy took exactly what he needed from his padded little baby.”

He rocked her gently, his voice dropping to a possessive murmur.

One more contract remains.


Chapter 17: Diapers Forever

Diapers Forever

Eris knelt in the center of the nursery floor, completely naked except for the sagging, ruined night diaper that hung heavily between her thighs. The double-thick padding was thoroughly soaked and swollen from the long night of denial, the massive orgasm, and the flood of Soren’s cum that had leaked out of her well-fucked pussy afterward. The plastic shell bulged obscenely, yellowed at the front and heavily distended at the seat, the warm, squishy mass pressing against her smooth ass cheeks and swollen mound with every tiny shift of her body. The loud, wet crinkle and squelch accompanied her every breath.

Her wrists were cuffed behind her back, forcing her small, firm breasts to thrust forward, nipples tight and aching. Her knees were spread wide on the soft padded mat, the heavy diaper forcing her into an awkward, infantile stance. Loose strands of chestnut hair stuck to her flushed, tear-streaked face. Her green eyes were glassy with exhaustion, shame, and overwhelming need.

Soren stood before her, towering and calm, holding the thick addendum contract in one hand. The document was simple but absolute: a permanent extension of the Regression Protocol. “Diapers Forever.” No end date. No escape clause. Total, lifelong surrender of continence, autonomy, and adult identity.

In his other hand he held the powerful wand vibrator, its thick head already buzzing on a low setting.

“Beg for it, little one,” he said softly, voice smooth as polished steel. “Beg Daddy to let you sign away the last of your adult life. Tell me how badly you need to wear diapers forever.”

He pressed the buzzing head of the wand firmly against the front of her sagging diaper, right over her swollen clit.

Eris cried out instantly, her hips jerking forward. The intense vibration traveled through the thick, wet padding, grinding the soaked material against her hypersensitive nub while the heavy diaper squished and crinkled loudly. Fresh slick and residual cum leaked from her pussy, soaking deeper into the already ruined core.

“Please… Daddy…” she whimpered, voice hoarse and broken. “Please let me sign it. I need it. I need to wear diapers forever. I can’t go back. I don’t want to go back.”

Soren increased the intensity of the wand, holding it steady as he slowly circled the thick bulge of the diaper. The wet squelching sounds grew louder, more obscene. Eris’s thighs trembled violently, the heavy padding swaying between her legs.

“More,” he commanded calmly. “Tell Daddy exactly why you need to be diapered for the rest of your life.”

Another sharp cry tore from her throat as the vibrations drilled into her clit. “Because I’m not an adult anymore! I leak. I mess. I can’t control anything. I need thick diapers to hold all my accidents. I need you to change me, to powder me, to keep me safe and padded. Please - please let me sign the addendum. I want diapers forever. I want to be your permanent baby girl.”

Soren’s lips curved in a faint, satisfied smile. He kept the wand pressed hard against her, edging her mercilessly while he held the contract in front of her face.

“Read the first line out loud while you hump your messy diaper against the vibrator.”

Eris’s voice cracked as she read, hips rocking desperately against the buzzing wand. “Permanent Addendum… Subject consents to lifelong… enforced… diaper use… no exceptions… no return to continence…”

The wand buzzed harder. She sobbed with need, the heavy diaper squishing wetly as she ground against it. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Again,” Soren ordered, voice low and relentless. “Louder. While you beg.”

“I consent to… diapers forever!” she cried out, voice breaking into a desperate moan. “I want to wet and mess in my diapers every day for the rest of my life. I want Daddy to change me, to lock me in onesies, to keep me full and helpless. Please - please let me sign! I’m so close - Daddy, I’m begging you!”

He pulled the wand away at the last possible second.

Eris wailed in pure frustration, hips still twitching forward into empty air. The heavy, sagging diaper swung between her thighs, warm piss trickling out in a fresh spurt from the denial. The wet crinkle filled the nursery as the padding absorbed it.

Soren crouched in front of her, one large hand cupping her chin and forcing her tear-filled eyes to meet his calm gray ones.

“You’re so close to the edge, sweet girl. So desperate. But you don’t get to come until the addendum is signed. Keep begging while I edge you.”

He pressed the wand back to the front of her ruined diaper, this time on the highest setting.

The sudden blast of vibration made her scream. Her whole body jerked, the cuffs behind her back rattling as she strained. The thick, soaked padding vibrated violently against her swollen clit, the egg no longer needed - every pulse of the wand sent shockwaves through her overstimulated pussy. She humped frantically against the toy, the heavy diaper squelching and crinkling obscenely with every desperate thrust of her hips.

“I need diapers forever!” she sobbed, words tumbling out between broken moans. “I need to be changed like a baby every day. I need to feel the thick padding between my legs all the time. I can’t live without it anymore. Please, Daddy - sign me into permanent regression. Make me your diapered girl for life. I’ll never wear big-girl panties again. I’ll wet and mess on command. I’ll beg for every change. Please - please let me sign!”

Soren kept the wand pressed mercilessly against her, watching her face with dark, possessive hunger as she edged closer and closer to shattering.

“Last chance, little one,” he murmured, voice calm even as her cries grew frantic. “Tell Daddy what you truly are now.”

“I’m your baby!” she screamed, tears pouring down her face. “I’m your permanent, diaper-dependent little girl! I exist to leak and mess and surrender in thick padding for you! Please - let me sign the addendum! I need diapers forever - forever!”

He finally pulled the wand away.

Eris collapsed forward, sobbing uncontrollably, the heavy, sagging diaper squishing loudly beneath her as she trembled on her knees. Her pussy throbbed violently, denied at the peak once again, fresh leaks soaking the already ruined padding.

Soren set the vibrator aside and brought the contract and a pen to her lips.

“Sign it, sweet girl. Sign away the last of your adult life. Make it permanent.”

With trembling hands and tear-blurred vision, Eris signed her name on the final line - Eris Vale - her elegant attorney’s signature now trembling and childlike. The moment the pen left the paper, a broken, relieved sob escaped her.

Soren took the signed addendum, folded it carefully, and locked it away in the same drawer as the original contract. Then he returned to her, crouching down and stroking her sweat-damp hair with gentle fingers.

“You did it, my perfect little girl,” he whispered, voice warm with pride. “Diapers forever. No going back. You belong to Daddy completely now.”

He gathered her shaking, diapered body into his arms, holding her close against his broad chest while she cried tears of overwhelming surrender and dark, aching joy.

Tomorrow she chooses to stay - completely.


Chapter 18: Baby Surrenders

Baby Surrenders

Eris stood naked except for the final, thickest diaper Soren had chosen for her. It was massive - plush, ultra-absorbent, with reinforced leak guards and a heavy plastic shell that gleamed under the nursery lights. The padding rose high on her hips and forced her thighs apart in a permanent, infantile waddle. The front panel was already slightly warm from the slow leaks that had begun the moment he taped her into it, the absorbent core swelling gently against her smooth, shaved pussy.

She faced the full-length mirror, her lean body on full display. High cheekbones flushed deep pink, sharp green eyes glassy with tears and surrender, loose chestnut hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Her small breasts rose and fell with rapid breaths, nipples tight and dark. Between her legs, the enormous diaper dominated everything - the thick white bulk making her look small, helpless, and utterly transformed.

Soren stood directly behind her, fully clothed except for the open fly of his trousers. His thick, hard cock pressed against the back of the diaper, nestled in the crease between her padded cheeks. One large hand rested possessively on her smooth belly, the other cupped the heavy front of the diaper, slowly massaging the padded mound.

“Look at yourself, little one,” he murmured against her ear, voice low and commanding. “Look at what you’ve become for Daddy.”

Eris stared into the mirror, a broken whimper escaping her lips. The woman who had once worn power suits and dismantled corporate empires was gone. In her place stood a diapered baby girl - naked, exposed, and completely dependent.

“I… I’m your baby now,” she whispered, voice trembling. “No more attorney. No more control. Just… just your padded little girl.”

Soren’s fingers pressed firmer against the front of the diaper, grinding the thick padding against her swollen clit. The wet squish was immediate and loud. “Say it louder. Tell the mirror who you are.”

“I’m Daddy’s baby,” she moaned, hips rocking forward into his hand. “I wear thick diapers every day. I wet them. I mess them. I need Daddy to change me, to feed me, to keep me safe and full. I signed the papers. Diapers forever. I belong to you completely.”

He rewarded her with a slow, deliberate thrust of his hips, sliding his bare cock up and down the padded crease of her ass while his fingers continued their relentless massage. The heavy diaper crinkled and squelched with every movement, the warm padding rubbing deliciously against her most sensitive places.

“Beg me to fuck you in your diaper,” Soren ordered softly, his steel-gray eyes locked on hers in the mirror. “Beg Daddy to take his baby while she stands in her thick padding.”

Eris’s voice cracked with desperate need. “Please, Daddy… fuck your baby girl. Fuck me while I’m still in my big, thick diaper. I need to feel you inside me while the padding holds me. Please - make me come in my diaper like the helpless little baby I am.”

Soren reached down and peeled the front tapes of the enormous diaper open just enough to expose her dripping, puffy pussy lips. He left the thick padding bunched beneath her and around her hips, the heavy material still cradling her ass and pressing against her mound. The head of his cock nudged between her slick folds, hot and insistent.

“Watch,” he commanded.

He thrust forward in one smooth, powerful stroke, burying his entire length deep inside her.

Eris cried out sharply, her hands flying up to grip his strong forearms for support. In the mirror she watched it all - his thick cock disappearing into her smooth, shaved pussy while the massive diaper hung open around her hips, the plastic shell crinkling loudly with every thrust. The sight was obscene and perfect: her competent adult body reduced to this - naked, diapered, and being fucked from behind like the baby she had chosen to become.

Soren fucked her with deep, steady strokes, one hand returning to rub firm circles over her clit while the other held her belly possessively. Every thrust made the open diaper squish and rustle, the heavy padding swaying between her spread thighs.

“Tell me again,” he growled, voice rough with pleasure. “Who are you now?”

“I’m your baby!” she sobbed, eyes locked on their reflection. “I’m Daddy’s permanent diaper girl. I leak and mess and surrender every day. I don’t want to be big anymore. I want to stay small and padded and dependent forever. Please - please let me come in my diaper for you!”

Soren’s pace quickened, pounding into her harder. The wet sounds of skin slapping against skin mixed with the constant crinkle and squelch of the thick diaper. His cock dragged perfectly against her G-spot with every thrust, his fingers rubbing her swollen clit in tight, relentless circles.

“You’re going to come for Daddy while you wear your diaper,” he rasped against her ear. “And Daddy is going to fill his baby at the same time. Ready?”

Eris nodded frantically, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Yes - yes, Daddy! I’m ready! I’m your baby - your diapered baby - please!”

He slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt.

“Come.”

The command shattered her completely.

Eris screamed as the orgasm ripped through her - harder and deeper than any before. Her pussy clenched violently around his cock, squirting clear fluid around his shaft and soaking the open diaper in a hot, messy flood. Her whole body convulsed, knees buckling as wave after wave of blinding pleasure tore through her padded, surrendered form.

Soren roared with his own climax, thrusting deep and holding himself there as thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her. He flooded her spasming pussy, pumping every drop into his baby while she watched it all in the mirror - her face twisted in ecstasy, the thick diaper hanging open around her hips, his cock buried inside her as he claimed her completely.

They stayed locked together for long moments, both panting and trembling. Soren’s arms wrapped tightly around her waist, holding her upright as her legs shook. Slowly, he pulled out, a thick trail of his cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy and dripping onto the heavy padding below.

He carefully retaped the enormous diaper back into place, sealing his cum and her release inside the thick, warm padding. Then he turned her gently in his arms so she faced him, cradling her face between his large hands.

Eris looked up at him with complete, shining surrender in her green eyes.

“There is no going back,” she whispered, voice soft and certain. “I don’t want to.”
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