
        
            
                
            
        

    
Diaper Doctor Daddy

A Dark DDLG ABDL Erotica Story of Medical Regression, Incontinence Training, 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 Piercing Look

The Piercing Look

Zara stepped through the frosted glass doors of the Regenerative Clinic, her Louboutins clicking sharp against marble that looked too clean to be real. The air smelled of crisp linen and something faintly medicinal, sterile yet warm. At twenty-eight she still carried the boardroom like armor - tailored black blazer hugging her athletic frame, pencil skirt slicing just above the knee, green eyes narrowed against the exhaustion that had clawed at her for months.

She was here by choice. Burned out. Hollowed out. Needing something she couldn’t name in any investor pitch.

A receptionist with a soft, knowing smile directed her down a silent corridor. No waiting room chatter. No other patients. Exclusive. Private. Exactly what the discreet website had promised.

Dr. Ronan’s office door stood ajar. She pushed it open without knocking - old CEO habits died hard.

He was already watching her.

Broad shoulders filled the white coat without strain. Steel-gray eyes lifted from a tablet, locking onto hers with an intensity that punched straight between her legs. One slow blink. Nothing more. Yet her thighs pressed together involuntarily, a slick heat blooming she refused to acknowledge.

“Miss Zara Vale,” he said, voice low, measured, like he was tasting her name. “Please sit.”

She crossed the room, spine straight, and lowered herself into the leather chair opposite his desk. The fabric whispered against her stockings. His gaze followed the motion, tracing the line of her crossed legs without shame.

“You look tired,” he observed.

“I am tired,” she snapped, sharper than intended. “That’s why I’m here. The program promised regenerative therapy. Stress relief. Full reset.”

Ronan leaned back, steepled his fingers. The coat pulled slightly across his chest. “It does. But our methods are… specific. Intensive. Once you begin, there is no halfway.”

Her pulse kicked. She lifted her chin. “I don’t do halfway, Doctor.”

A faint smile touched his lips. Not warm. Knowing. Like he could already see the cracks in her perfect control.

He slid a thick folder across the polished desk. The contract. Heavy paper. Gold embossed seal. “Read it carefully. Every clause.”

Zara opened it. Standard intake language at first - medical history, consent to examinations, liability waivers. Then deeper sections. Behavioral modification. Sensory recalibration. Dependency protocols. She skimmed, heart beating faster, but the words blurred under the weight of his stare.

He never looked away.

She shifted in the chair. The seam of her panties pressed against her suddenly sensitive clit. Fuck. Not now.

“Something wrong?” he asked softly.

“No.” Her voice came out huskier than she liked.

Ronan stood, circling the desk with deliberate steps. He stopped beside her chair, close enough that she caught the clean scent of his skin - sandalwood and something darker. His hand rested on the back of her chair, fingers inches from her shoulder.

“Many women come here thinking they want control back,” he murmured. “They discover they crave the opposite.”

Her breath hitched. She forced her eyes to the page. Clause 17. Temporary regression elements. Clause 22. Incontinence management training. Her thighs clenched again, harder. A tiny pulse throbbed between her legs.

She should stand up. Walk out. This was insane.

Instead she kept reading, pulse hammering in her ears.

Ronan’s fingers brushed a loose strand of hair from her cheek. Clinical. Possessive. “Your body already understands what your mind is fighting, Zara.”

She jerked her head away, but the touch lingered like electricity. Heat flooded her cheeks. Lower, too. Her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra.

“Sign when you’re ready,” he said, returning to his seat. “Or leave. No judgment.”

The room felt smaller. The air thicker. She could hear her own breathing - shallow, quick.

She flipped pages. More clauses. Medical diapering. Anal training. Total surrender protocols. Hidden in legalese, but unmistakable.

Her pussy clenched wetly. Shame and arousal twisted together, sharp and undeniable.

Why the fuck was this turning her on?

Ronan watched. Silent. Unhurried. Those steel-gray eyes stripping her layer by layer without a single touch.

She reached the final page. Signature line. Date.

Her hand trembled as she picked up the pen.

Memories flashed - board meetings where she commanded rooms full of men twice her age. Late nights coding while her body screamed for rest. The deep, secret ache she’d buried under ambition: the need to let go. Completely.

Here it was. Offered on pristine paper.

She looked up. Ronan’s gaze held hers. No smirk. Just absolute certainty.

“You’re already wet, aren’t you?” he said quietly.

Zara’s breath caught. Denial rose and died on her tongue. She pressed her thighs together again, feeling the slickness soak into her panties.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Good girl.”

The words hit like a slap and a caress at once. Her clit throbbed.

She lowered the pen to the paper.

The tip hovered.

Ink waited.

Her mind raced - last chance to run, to stay the sharp, untouchable CEO.

But her body betrayed her. Heat pulsed low in her belly. Her nipples ached. The exhaustion, the control, the endless pressure - it all screamed for release.

She signed.

Zara Vale.

Clean, decisive strokes.

Ronan exhaled slowly, satisfied. “Tomorrow the real intake begins.”

Her pen lifted. The contract slid back across the desk into his waiting hand.

She stood on shaky legs, thighs slick, cheeks burning.

He rose too, towering, controlled. “Sleep well, Zara. You’ll need your strength.”

As she turned to leave, his voice followed her to the door.

“And leave the panties at home tomorrow. You won’t be needing them anymore.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

Zara leaned against the corridor wall, breath ragged, heart pounding.

What the hell had she just done?

Her hand drifted down, pressing against her soaked crotch through the skirt. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped.

Tomorrow.

The real intake.

She was already aching for it.

The drive home blurred. Streetlights streaked past as she gripped the wheel too tight. Her mind replayed every second in his office - the weight of his stare, the brush of his fingers, the way her body had responded like a traitor.

At home she stripped slowly in front of the mirror. Athletic body, toned from years of yoga, small firm breasts, narrow waist flaring to hips that still drew stares in meetings. But her eyes looked haunted. Exhausted.

She touched herself that night. Hard. Fast. Imagining steel-gray eyes watching her fall apart.

She came with his name on her lips, shame and need twisting together until she couldn’t tell them apart.

Morning came too soon.

She dressed carefully. Sleek blouse. No panties, as ordered. The absence made her feel exposed even before leaving the house. Cool air kissed her bare pussy with every step. By the time she reached the clinic she was already damp again.

The same receptionist smiled. “Dr. Ronan is expecting you, Miss Vale.”

This time the corridor felt longer. Her heels clicked louder. No armor left.

She entered his examination room without knocking.

Ronan stood beside an exam table covered in crisp white paper. Instruments laid out with precision. A stack of thick white pads waited on a side tray - diapers, unmistakable even from across the room.

Her stomach flipped. Her clit pulsed.

“Undress completely,” he said, voice calm, professional. “Then lie back on the table, knees up, feet in the stirrups.”

Zara’s hands shook as she unbuttoned her blouse. The fabric whispered down her arms. Bra next. Her nipples pebbled instantly in the cool air.

Skirt followed. She stood naked before him, yoga-toned body on full display. Shaved legs. Tight ass. Smooth, bare pussy already glistening.

His eyes drank her in. Slow. Thorough. Clinical.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now on the table.”

She climbed up. The paper crinkled under her. Cold metal stirrups accepted her feet. She spread her thighs, exposing everything.

Ronan stepped between her legs. Gloved hands warm through latex. He parted her folds without preamble, examining her with detached precision.

“Already aroused,” he noted. “Clitoris swollen. Labia slick. Good.”

A single thick finger traced her entrance. She bit her lip to stifle a moan.

“Relax, Zara. This is only the beginning.”

He pressed inside. One finger. Then two. Slow, deep, curling against her front wall.

Her hips twitched. Wet sounds filled the room - obscene, intimate.

“Such a responsive little cunt,” he said softly. “It’s going to learn to let go so beautifully for Daddy.”

The word hit her like lightning. Daddy.

Her walls clenched around his fingers.

He withdrew, holding up glistening digits. “Taste.”

She opened her mouth. He slid them between her lips. She sucked obediently, tasting herself, cheeks burning.

“Good girl.”

He moved to her breasts next. Palpating. Pinching nipples until they stood hard and aching.

Then lower again. This time a speculum - cold metal spreading her wide.

He shone a light inside. “Healthy. Tight. We’ll fix that.”

Zara’s breath came in short gasps. Humiliation burned through her, but so did raw, desperate need.

He removed the speculum. Replaced it with his fingers once more, scissoring, stretching.

“Tomorrow we begin shaving. Then the first padding. But today…”

He reached for a small device. A camera on a flexible arm.

“Documenting baseline.”

Flash after flash. Close-ups of her spread pussy. Her clit. Her dripping hole.

Each click made her wetter.

“Perfect,” he said at last. “You may dress. Or not. Your choice.”

She slid off the table on trembling legs. Cum slicked her inner thighs.

As she pulled her skirt back on, bare underneath, Ronan stepped close.

His hand cupped her pussy possessively through the fabric. One firm press.

“Mine now,” he whispered. “Tomorrow the real work starts. Diaper discipline. Regression. Total surrender.”

Zara whimpered.

He released her. Stepped back. Professional mask back in place.

“See you at eight sharp.”

She left the clinic flushed, leaking, mind reeling.

That night she barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes she saw steel-gray eyes. Felt gloved fingers. Heard the word Daddy.

Her hand slipped between her legs again and again.

She came repeatedly, whispering it.

Daddy.

By morning her thighs were sticky. Her resolve cracked wide open.

She drove back to the clinic without panties. Again.

Ready.

The receptionist greeted her with the same soft smile. “Dr. Ronan is waiting in Exam Room Three. Full undress this time. Everything off.”

Zara’s heart hammered as she walked the corridor.

She pushed open the door.

Ronan stood there, white coat immaculate. Steel-gray eyes piercing straight through her remaining defenses.

“On the table, little one. Knees wide.”

She obeyed.

The paper crinkled loudly beneath her naked body.

He stepped between her spread thighs, gloved hands resting on her knees.

“Today we begin breaking you down. Slowly. Thoroughly. Until the only thing left is a wet, dependent baby girl who needs her Daddy for everything.”

Zara’s pussy clenched visibly. A trickle of arousal slid down her ass crack.

His gaze dropped to it. He smiled.

“Already leaking. Good.”

The examination began in earnest.

Fingers. Lights. Probes. Measurements.

Every touch clinical.

Every touch devastating.

By the time he finished, she was shaking, edges of orgasm denied, mind fogged with need.

Ronan wiped his hands, then cupped her cheek gently.

“Tomorrow the contract’s hidden clauses activate fully. Shaving. First diaper. And after that…”

He leaned close, breath warm against her ear.

“You won’t be Zara the CEO anymore. You’ll be my little girl. Padded. Plugged. Learning to wet and mess like the baby you were always meant to be.”

Her breath hitched on a sob of pure, filthy want.

He straightened.

“Get dressed. Or crawl out naked. Either way, you’re mine now.”

Zara slid off the table.

Legs weak.

Pussy dripping.

Mind fracturing beautifully.

She signed the intake log with a trembling hand.

Tomorrow.

The real beginning.

Her pen hovered one last moment over the final line.

Then signed.

The piercing look in his eyes followed her all the way home.

And deep into her dreams.

Where she wore nothing but thick, crinkling diapers.

And called him Daddy with every helpless, surrendering breath.


Chapter 2: Hidden Clauses

The Hidden Clauses

Zara sat on the edge of the exam table, the thin paper gown crinkling with every tiny shift of her body. It barely covered her. The hem rode high on her toned thighs, threatening to expose the bare, still-damp lips of her pussy. Cool air kissed her nipples through the flimsy material, making them stiff and obvious. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to reclaim some dignity, but the attempt felt ridiculous under Dr. Ronan’s steady gaze.

He stood across the small room, contract folder open in his large hands. White coat immaculate. Posture perfect. Steel-gray eyes flicked over the pages with clinical detachment, as if he weren’t about to dismantle her entire adult life clause by clause.

“Comfortable?” he asked without looking up.

“No,” she muttered. Her voice came out smaller than she wanted.

“Good.” A faint smile touched his lips. “You won’t be for a while.”

He pulled a rolling stool closer and sat, knees brushing the edge of the table. Close enough that she could smell the faint sandalwood on his skin again. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the paper gown whispering against her bare ass.

“Let’s begin,” Ronan said calmly. “Section One: Consent to Full Bodily Autonomy Transfer.”

Zara’s stomach tightened.

“You agree to surrender all decisions regarding your elimination functions, hygiene, and genital care to me - your designated caregiver - for the duration of treatment. This includes mandatory diapering, cleaning after accidents, and any necessary plugs or inserts.”

Her breath caught. She remembered skimming those lines yesterday, but hearing them read aloud in his deep, unhurried voice made them real. Heavy. Her pussy gave a traitorous throb.

“Accidents?” she whispered.

“Wetting. Messing. Uncontrolled release. All of it will be managed. Encouraged, eventually.” He turned the page. “You will not be permitted to use a toilet without explicit permission. Any attempt will result in immediate disciplinary padding and extended regression sessions.”

Heat flooded her face. She imagined herself begging, then failing, warm piss flooding thick padding while he watched. Her clit pulsed harder. Shame curled low in her belly, mixing with slick arousal.

Ronan continued, voice never rising. “Section Three: Permanent Regression Protocols. You consent to progressive age regression. Loss of adult privileges. Use of pacifiers, bottles, onesies, cribs. Verbal address as ‘little one,’ ‘baby girl,’ or ‘Daddy’s diapered slut’ when appropriate.”

Zara squirmed. The paper gown rode higher. She tugged it down, but it only exposed more of her upper thighs. “I… I didn’t think it would be this detailed.”

“You signed it,” he reminded her gently. “Twice.”

His eyes lifted, locking onto hers. That piercing look again. She felt stripped naked even with the gown on.

“Section Four: Diaper Discipline. All elimination will occur in medical-grade diapers. No exceptions after today. Initial thickness level: moderate. Progressing to overnight ultra-absorbent as control diminishes. Changes will be performed by me or designated staff. You will thank me after each one.”

Her nipples ached against the paper. She could feel wetness starting to leak onto the table beneath her. The thought of being laid out, wiped like an infant, powdered, taped shut in crinkling plastic - it made her dizzy with unwanted lust.

“Public elements?” she asked, voice cracking.

“Supervised outings once you’re properly padded. Activation of internal toys during walks. Display at clinic windows if progress warrants.” He flipped another page. “You will learn to associate the crinkle with safety. The bulk between your legs with submission. The warm, heavy sag of a used diaper with deep, helpless pleasure.”

Zara bit her lip. Hard. A soft whimper escaped anyway.

Ronan set the folder aside and rested one gloved hand on her knee. The touch was warm, steady. Possessive. “Your body already knows this is what you need, Zara. The exhaustion. The constant control. You’re desperate to let it all go. To wet without thinking. To mess without shame. To crawl and coo and suck on Daddy’s fingers while your diaper fills.”

She shook her head, but her hips rocked forward slightly, seeking pressure against the table edge.

He noticed. Of course he did.

“Spread your legs for me, little one. Let’s check how wet the clauses are making you.”

Her cheeks burned crimson, but she obeyed. Knees parting. Paper gown falling open. Her smooth pussy glistened under the bright lights - lips puffy, clit peeking out swollen and shiny.

Ronan hummed approvingly. Two fingers traced her slit without entering, spreading the slickness up to her clit. Slow circles. Teasing.

“Soaking already. Good girl. Your cunt is honest even when your mouth lies.”

A single thick finger dipped inside her, curling. She gasped, hips jerking.

“Clause Twelve,” he continued calmly while slowly finger-fucking her. “Incontinence training begins immediately after shaving. Diuretics and mild laxatives will be administered to accelerate loss of control. You will fight it at first. Then you will beg for release. Then you will thank Daddy when the mess pushes out into your padding.”

Wet sounds filled the room - obscene squelches as he added a second finger. Her walls clenched greedily around him.

“Fuck…” she breathed.

“No swearing like an adult, baby. Say ‘please, Daddy’ if you want more.”

She shook her head again, stubborn even as her pussy dripped down his wrist.

He withdrew his fingers abruptly. She whined at the loss.

“Section Seventeen: Orgasm Control. All climaxes belong to Daddy. You will be edged. Denied. Ruined. Permitted release only while heavily diapered and performing regressive acts - wetting, sucking a bottle, or after a messy accident.”

Zara’s thighs trembled. She was so close already, just from his words and two fingers.

He wiped his hand on a cloth, then stood. Towering over her seated form.

“Stand up. Drop the gown.”

She slid off the table. The paper rustled loudly as the gown pooled at her feet. Naked again. Athletic body on full display - firm breasts, flat stomach, yoga-toned legs, and that dripping, needy cunt.

Ronan circled her slowly. His hand trailed over her ass, squeezing one cheek. Then between her legs from behind, cupping her soaked sex.

“Such a pretty little executive pussy. Soon it’ll be locked behind thick padding. Unable to touch. Unable to hold anything back.”

He pressed two fingers inside her again, this time from behind. Deep. Possessive. His other hand reached around to pinch a nipple.

“Imagine it, Zara. Waking up in a crib. Thick diaper swollen between your thighs. Heavy with your own piss and shit. Daddy changing you while you suck your thumb and whimper. No more decisions. No more meetings. Just crinkles and bottles and Daddy’s voice telling you what a good baby you are when you mess yourself.”

Her knees buckled. He held her up easily, fingers pumping steadily.

“Please…” she gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please… Daddy.”

The word tore out of her, raw and broken. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers.

He stopped moving instantly. Pulled out. Left her hanging on the edge.

“No coming today. Not until the first diaper is taped on and you’ve wet it like a proper little girl.”

Zara sobbed softly, frustration burning through her veins.

Ronan guided her back onto the exam table. On her back this time. Knees drawn up and spread wide in the stirrups once more. Completely open.

He took his time reviewing the remaining clauses while she lay exposed.

“Anal training. Daily plugs increasing in size. Eventually Daddy’s cock while you’re padded and helpless.”

“Public declaration of baby status once regression is complete.”

“Permanent contract option at the end - full surrender of legal adulthood in exchange for lifelong care.”

Each line landed like a stroke against her clit. She dripped steadily onto the paper beneath her ass. The wet spot grew.

Ronan finally closed the folder.

“Everything clear, baby girl?”

She nodded, throat tight.

“Say it.”

“Everything is clear… Daddy.”

He smiled, slow and satisfied. One gloved finger tapped her swollen clit once, making her jolt.

“Tomorrow we begin the physical work. Complete genital shaving under full observation. Then the first medical diaper. You’ll feel the padding. Hear the crinkle. Understand how helpless you’re about to become.”

Zara’s breath came in shallow pants. Her entire body thrummed with need and terror and dark, delicious anticipation.

Ronan removed his gloves with a snap. He helped her sit up, steadying her when she swayed.

“Get some rest tonight. No touching that needy little cunt. If I find you’ve disobeyed, the first diaper will stay on for twenty-four hours straight - no changes, no matter how full it gets.”

She whimpered at the threat. Her pussy clenched hard.

He walked her to the door, one hand possessively on the small of her bare back. She hadn’t bothered dressing fully - just the blouse and skirt, no panties, no bra. The fabric teased her sensitive nipples and bare slit with every step.

At the threshold he stopped her. Tilted her chin up with one finger.

“You’re going to be such a good little diaper baby for me, Zara. I can already see it in your eyes. That sharp CEO is fading. The needy, wet, dependent girl is waking up.”

She swallowed hard.

He smiled faintly.

“The shaving starts in the morning.”


Chapter 3: Shaved Bare

Smooth and hairless now. The first diaper awaits.

Zara’s heart hammered against her ribs as she lay strapped to the exam table. Soft leather cuffs circled her wrists and ankles, holding her open but not cruelly tight. Just enough to remind her she couldn’t close her legs. Couldn’t hide. The paper sheet beneath her crinkled with every shallow breath.

Completely naked.

Her athletic body stretched out under the bright clinical lights - firm breasts rising and falling, flat stomach quivering, yoga-toned thighs spread wide in the stirrups. Her pussy already glistened, lips slightly parted, clit peeking out swollen and flushed.

Dr. Ronan stood between her legs, white coat crisp, gloves snapped on. A stainless steel tray held everything: warm shaving cream, a fresh razor, antiseptic wipes, and a small bowl of water. His steel-gray eyes moved over her exposed sex with detached appreciation.

“Such a pretty little cunt,” he murmured. “Neatly trimmed before. But today we take it all. Baby smooth. Nothing to hide behind.”

Zara’s breath hitched. She tugged lightly at the cuffs. Not to escape - just feeling the restraint. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks.

Ronan dipped a soft cloth into the warm water and pressed it against her mound. Heat bloomed across her skin. He wiped slowly, thoroughly, letting the moisture soften the short dark hairs.

“Relax, little one. This is only preparation. Your body needs to learn it belongs to Daddy now. Every inch.”

He squeezed a generous swirl of thick white lather onto his palm and spread it over her pubic mound. Warm. Creamy. The scent of mild antiseptic mixed with something faintly sweet. The lather coated her, hiding her folds for a moment, turning her sex into an innocent white blank.

Zara whimpered. The cool air had already made her wet. Now the warm foam made her clit throb beneath the layer.

Ronan picked up the razor. Single blade. Precise.

“First pass. Stay very still.”

He started at the top of her mound, just above her clit. Long, slow strokes downward. The razor scraped gently, removing the hair in clean lines. Each stroke revealed pale, sensitive skin underneath.

“Beautiful,” he commented clinically. “Your skin is so soft here. Perfect for padding. It will feel every crinkle, every squish.”

Zara’s hips twitched involuntarily. A trickle of arousal leaked out, mixing with the shaving cream.

Ronan wiped the razor clean on a cloth and continued. Down the left side of her outer labia. Careful. Methodical. The blade glided, leaving nothing but smooth, glistening flesh.

“Feel that? How exposed you’re becoming? No more adult grooming. No more pretending you’re in control. Just a bare little baby pussy ready to be diapered.”

She moaned softly. The straps held her open as he worked around her clit hood. The vibrations from the razor sent tiny shocks of pleasure straight to her core.

“Responsive,” he noted. “Clitoris swelling nicely. Your body likes being prepared for regression.”

He rinsed her with warm water, then applied more lather between her cheeks. The cool touch of his gloved fingers spreading her ass made her gasp.

“Even here. Everything smooth. Daddy will want clear access for plugs and cleaning after messy accidents.”

The razor moved carefully along her perineum, then around her tight little hole. Slow circles. Scraping away every trace of hair. Zara’s face burned with humiliation, but her pussy clenched rhythmically, leaking steadily onto the table.

“Such a greedy little bottom,” Ronan said. “Already winking at me. It knows it’s going to be plugged soon.”

He finished the backside, then returned to her front. Final passes over her outer lips. The razor whispered across her most sensitive skin, leaving her completely bald. Pink. Shiny. Vulnerable.

When he was satisfied, he set the razor down and wiped her thoroughly with warm, damp cloths. No hair remained. Just smooth, hypersensitive flesh.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice low. “Shaved bare like a proper little girl. No more hiding that needy cunt. Every drop of wetness will show. Every twitch. Every desperate clench when you need to pee but can’t hold it.”

Zara’s thighs trembled in the stirrups. She was dripping. A thin string of arousal stretched from her hole to the paper beneath her ass.

Ronan parted her smooth lips with two fingers, examining his work up close. His breath ghosted over her clit.

“Perfect. Not a single hair left. This pussy is going to feel the diaper so intensely. The soft padding against bare skin. The plastic backing crinkling with every waddle. The way it swells when you finally let go and flood it.”

He pressed a single fingertip against her clit and circled slowly. Teasing. Not enough to let her come.

“Please…” Zara whispered, hips trying to buck.

“Please what, baby?”

“Please… touch me more, Daddy.”

He chuckled softly, withdrawing his hand. “Not yet. Good girls earn their pleasure after they’ve wet their first diaper.”

He released the ankle straps first, then the wrists. Helped her sit up on the edge of the table. Her bare, freshly shaved pussy felt obscenely exposed even sitting. Cool air kissed the smooth skin, making her shiver.

Ronan stood in front of her, gloved hands resting on her knees.

“You did well. Trembling, leaking, but you stayed open for me. That’s the first step toward surrender.”

Zara looked down between her legs. The sight hit her hard - no dark curls, just smooth, puffy pink folds glistening with her own juices. It looked so innocent. So helpless. Like a little girl’s cunt ready for protection.

Her face burned hotter.

Ronan tilted her chin up. “Tomorrow morning we apply the first medical diaper. Thick padding. Strong tapes. You’ll feel it hug your bare skin, crinkle with every movement. And then the real training begins - learning to let go. Learning to wet without fighting. Learning to need Daddy for every change.”

Zara’s breath came fast and shallow. Her smooth pussy throbbed visibly.

He helped her off the table. She stood on shaky legs, naked, freshly shaved, arousal trickling down her inner thighs.

Ronan handed her only a thin robe. Nothing underneath.

“Wear this home. Feel how bare you are. Think about how the diaper will feel tomorrow. How it will hold all your messes. How you’ll lose control in it while Daddy watches.”

She pulled the robe on. The fabric brushed her sensitive nipples and teased her naked mound. Every step made her aware of the smooth, hairless skin between her legs.

At the door he stopped her, one hand cupping her bare ass possessively.

“Sleep well, little one. Tomorrow you stop being the CEO. You start becoming Daddy’s padded baby girl.”

Zara whimpered.

He smiled faintly.

Smooth and hairless now. The first diaper awaits.


Chapter 4: First Crinkle

The First Crinkle

Zara lay on the exam table, freshly shaved pussy still tingling from yesterday’s razor. The smooth, hairless skin felt obscenely sensitive - every whisper of air made her clit throb. Her legs were strapped wide again, knees bent in the stirrups, bare ass resting on the crinkling paper. The thin robe had been taken away the moment she entered. Nothing shielded her now.

Dr. Ronan stood between her spread thighs, calm and commanding in his white coat. On the tray beside him lay the first diaper - thick, medical-grade, pristine white with pale blue tapes and a faint plastic sheen. It looked enormous.

“Today you stop pretending, little one,” he said quietly. “Today your pussy learns what it means to be padded.”

Zara’s breath came fast. “I… I don’t know if I can do this.”

“You already signed. You’re already wet.” His steel-gray eyes dropped to her glistening, bald slit. “Look at that smooth little cunt. Dripping before the diaper even touches you.”

He picked up the diaper and unfolded it with deliberate movements. The loud, unmistakable crinkle filled the room. Plastic backing rustled. The thick padding unfolded like a promise and a threat.

Zara’s thighs tensed against the straps. “Wait - please. This is too much. Too fast.”

Ronan ignored the protest, lifting her hips easily with one strong hand. He slid the open diaper beneath her, positioning the thick core right under her ass and smooth mound. The material felt cool and foreign against her bare skin.

“Such a good girl, already lifting for Daddy.”

The crinkle intensified as he adjusted it. Zara whimpered at the sound - loud, babyish, impossible to ignore. Her face burned.

He reached for the powder. A large container of unscented baby powder. He shook it generously over her exposed sex. White clouds puffed across her bald pussy, settling into every fold, coating her clit and the smooth lips. Then lower, between her cheeks, powdering her tight hole.

“Feel that?” he asked clinically. “Soft, dry protection. This bare skin is going to feel every bit of the padding. Every squish. Every warm flood when you can’t hold it anymore.”

Zara squirmed. The powder tickled and soothed at once. Her clit pulsed under the fine dust. “I’m not a baby. I don’t need this.”

Ronan’s lips curved faintly. “Your body disagrees. You’re leaking through the powder already.”

He rubbed the powder in with gentle, thorough strokes. Gloved fingers massaged it over her mound, down her slit, circling her clit until she gasped and bucked. Then between her cheeks again, pressing lightly against her puckered hole.

“Stop - fuck - please…”

“No swearing, baby girl. Only little sounds from now on.”

He folded the front of the diaper up between her legs. The thick padding pressed firmly against her powdered pussy. The bulk was immediate - fat, cushiony, forcing her thighs slightly apart even before he taped it.

Zara’s protests grew weaker. “This is humiliating. I’m a CEO. I run companies. I can’t… I can’t wear a diaper.”

“You were a CEO,” Ronan corrected calmly. “Now you’re Daddy’s little patient. And little patients wear diapers because they can’t control their bodies anymore.”

He pulled the left tape snug, then the right. The plastic wings stretched and stuck with loud ripping sounds. Another crinkle as he smoothed the sides. Then the leg cuffs - tight, leak-proof gathers hugging her toned thighs.

The diaper hugged her like a second skin. Thick between her legs. Puffy. The plastic outer layer crinkled with every tiny movement. She could feel the heavy padding squishing gently against her bare, powdered cunt.

Ronan stepped back to admire his work. “Look at you. All padded up. Legs spread, diaper taped nice and tight. That smooth little pussy is locked away now. No more touching without permission. No more holding your pee like a big girl.”

Zara stared down at herself. The white bulk dominated her lap. The tapes were bright against her skin. Every breath made the diaper rustle softly. She tried to close her legs. The padding prevented it, forcing her into a slight waddle even while lying down.

“I hate this,” she whispered. But her voice cracked. Her hips rocked once, involuntarily grinding the thick padding against her clit.

Ronan noticed. “No, you don’t. Your cunt is already trying to hump your new diaper. Greedy baby.”

He placed a hand on the front of the padding and pressed firmly. The bulk compressed, pushing the soft inner lining against her powdered sex. Zara moaned, loud and broken.

“Feel how it holds you? How safe it feels? This is where you belong now. Padded. Protected. Ready to let go.”

He rubbed slow circles over the diaper front. The plastic crinkled loudly under his palm. The pressure teased her clit through the thick layers - muffled, frustrating, perfect.

“Please… I need to come.”

“Not yet. Good girls wet their diapers first. Then maybe Daddy will let you grind against the soggy padding until you explode.”

Zara’s head fell back against the table. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes even as fresh arousal soaked into the diaper’s core. She could feel the wetness starting - her own juices mixing with the powder, turning the inner lining slick.

Ronan unstrapped her ankles and wrists but kept her lying there, legs still spread around the bulky diaper.

“Stand up for me. Let’s see how it looks when you move.”

She slid off the table on shaky legs. The moment she stood, the full weight and bulk hit her. The diaper sagged slightly between her thighs, forcing them apart. Every step made loud, unmistakable crinkles. The padding rubbed against her smooth, sensitive pussy with every motion.

Ronan watched her take a few awkward steps. “Waddle for Daddy. Show me how the first crinkle feels.”

Zara’s face flamed. She took small steps across the room. Crinkle-crinkle-crinkle. The thick bulk bounced lightly. Her bare breasts swayed. Powdered pussy trapped and teased inside the diaper.

“It’s so thick,” she breathed. “I can feel it… everywhere.”

“Good. You’ll feel it even more when it’s warm and heavy with your piss.”

He guided her back to the table and had her lie down again. This time he produced a small mirror and held it between her legs so she could see herself.

“Look. See how puffy it is? See how the tapes hold everything snug? That smooth, shaved cunt is gone now. Hidden behind baby padding. Safe. Controlled.”

Zara stared. The sight was devastating. A grown woman - athletic, sharp-featured - reduced to this. Thick white diaper taped around her hips, crinkling with every breath. Her green eyes wide with shock and dark, unwilling arousal.

Ronan set the mirror aside and leaned over her. One hand rested possessively on the front of her diaper.

“Tomorrow we begin the real training. A small plug to start stretching that tight little bottom. Something to remind you that even your ass belongs to Daddy now. And after that…”

He pressed down again, making the diaper crinkle loudly.

“Something thicker goes inside tomorrow.”


Chapter 5: Plugged Up

Plugged Up

Zara waddled down the clinic corridor, each step a loud, humiliating crinkle. The thick medical diaper from yesterday sagged heavily between her thighs, warm and slightly damp from nervous sweat and the constant low leak of arousal she couldn’t stop. The padding rubbed insistently against her freshly shaved pussy with every awkward movement. Her athletic legs were forced apart, making her gait clumsy and infantile. The white coat she’d been given barely covered the bulky outline, and every nurse she passed offered the same soft, knowing smile.

She hated how wet the diaper already felt. Hated how the crinkle seemed to announce her new status to the entire building.

Dr. Ronan waited in the exam room, gloved and ready. The table was freshly papered. A new diaper lay unfolded beside a small tray holding a beginner anal plug - smooth silicone, modest size, flared base, glistening with anticipation.

“Up on the table, little one,” he said calmly. “Time for your first change.”

Zara climbed up, cheeks burning. The diaper crinkled loudly as she lay back, legs spreading automatically into the stirrups. The warm, used padding squished beneath her ass.

Ronan peeled the tapes open one by one. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The front flap fell away, revealing her smooth, powdered pussy now glistening with fresh slick and a faint yellow tint at the crotch from her nervous leaks.

“Look at that,” he murmured. “Already wetting like a baby. The padding is damp right over your little hole. Good girl.”

Zara whimpered, trying to close her legs. The stirrups held her open. “I couldn’t help it… I was walking and it just… trickled.”

“Exactly as it should be.” Ronan wiped her thoroughly with cool antiseptic cloths, cleaning every fold of her bare sex and between her cheeks. The touch was clinical yet intimate, making her clit swell visibly.

He unfolded the fresh diaper and slid it beneath her lifted hips. Thick padding cradled her ass once more. He powdered her generously - clouds of white dusting her mound, her slit, her tight pucker. The scent filled the air, babyish and overwhelming.

Zara’s hips twitched as he rubbed the powder in. “Please… not the plug. Not today.”

Ronan ignored the plea. He squeezed a generous dollop of cold, clear lube onto his gloved fingers. The gel glistened.

“Deep breath, baby girl.”

He pressed two slick fingers against her asshole. The cold made her gasp and clench. He circled slowly, then pushed inside - gentle but relentless. One knuckle. Two. Stretching the tight ring.

“So tight,” he observed. “This little bottom has never been trained. It’s going to learn to stay open for Daddy.”

Zara moaned, the intrusion foreign and humiliating. Her pussy leaked openly onto the fresh diaper beneath her. A wet spot bloomed immediately.

Ronan scissored his fingers, working more lube deep inside. “Feel that? Your cunt is dripping while I open your ass. Your body already knows it needs to be plugged and padded.”

He withdrew his fingers and picked up the beginner plug. The silicone toy was small but unyielding. He coated it thickly with more cold lube until it dripped.

“Relax your bottom, little one. Push back gently like a good baby.”

The tip pressed against her puckered hole. Zara whimpered, trying to squirm away, but the straps and his firm hand on her thigh held her in place. He pushed steadily. The cold, slick head breached her ring with a soft pop.

“Ah - fuck - it’s cold - ”

“No big-girl words,” Ronan corrected, voice steady. He twisted the plug slowly, working it deeper inch by inch. The widest part stretched her open, burning sweetly. Her sphincter fluttered around the invading silicone.

Her pussy clenched hard in response. A sudden spurt of hot piss escaped her control, splashing into the fresh diaper. The padding absorbed it with a faint hiss. The warmth spread across her smooth mound.

Ronan chuckled softly. “There it is. Leaking into your nice clean diaper while Daddy plugs your ass. Perfect.”

He kept pushing until the flared base nestled snugly between her cheeks. The plug seated fully. Her hole clenched rhythmically around the neck, holding it inside. The fullness was immediate and constant - pressing against her inner walls, making her feel stuffed and owned.

Zara’s breath came in short, desperate pants. The plug shifted with every tiny movement, rubbing against sensitive nerves. Her clit throbbed visibly, swollen and slick.

Ronan folded the front of the new diaper up between her legs. The thick padding pressed the plug even deeper as he taped it snugly around her hips. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The crinkle returned, louder now with the added bulk of the plug.

He smoothed his hand over the front of the diaper, pressing the padding firmly against her leaking pussy and the base of the plug.

“Feel how it holds everything in place? Your little bottom is plugged. Your cunt is padded. No escaping either. Every waddle will remind you who owns these holes now.”

Zara lay there, freshly diapered, plugged, and trembling. The combination was devastating. The thick padding hugged her smooth sex. The plug filled her ass with steady pressure. Every breath made the diaper crinkle and the plug shift inside her.

“Stand up,” Ronan ordered.

She slid off the table on shaky legs. The moment she stood, the full effect hit. The diaper bulk forced her thighs apart. The plug pressed deeper with gravity. Every step sent crinkles echoing and the toy rubbing against her prostate-like nerves. Her pussy leaked steadily into the fresh padding, turning the crotch warm and squishy.

She took a few awkward steps across the room. Crinkle-crinkle-squelch. The wet spot grew. The plug made her hips roll in an unmistakably babyish waddle.

Ronan watched with calm approval. “Beautiful. Look at you waddling in your first plugged diaper. Leaking like a helpless little girl. Tomorrow we’ll increase the size. And the day after that, something even thicker will stretch you while you’re heavily padded.”

Zara stopped, thighs trembling. A fresh trickle of piss escaped without warning, soaking deeper into the diaper. The warmth spread, making the padding swell slightly against her clit. She moaned, grinding helplessly against the bulk.

“Please… I need to come. It’s too much.”

Ronan stepped close, cupping the soggy front of her diaper in his large hand. He pressed and rubbed slowly, mashing the wet padding against her swollen clit while the plug shifted inside her.

“Not yet, baby. Good girls hold their orgasms until they’ve earned them with proper accidents. Your body will betray you soon enough.”

Her body will betray her soon enough.


Chapter 6: The Wetting

The Wetting

Zara lay on the small nursery cot, knees drawn up, thick diaper already sagging between her spread thighs. The beginner plug nestled deep in her ass, pressing insistently with every tiny shift of her hips. The padding felt warm and heavy from earlier leaks, the plastic outer layer crinkling softly against the soft sheets. Her smooth, shaved pussy throbbed inside the damp confines, trapped and teased by the swollen core.

She had been fighting it for nearly an hour.

The pressure in her bladder built relentlessly, a hot, urgent ache that made her whimper and rock side to side. The plug only made it worse - every clench of her muscles pushed the silicone toy deeper, sending confusing sparks of pleasure through her core.

“Daddy… please,” she whispered, voice small and cracked. “I need the toilet. Just once. I can’t - ”

Ronan sat in a chair beside the cot, legs crossed, white coat open at the collar. Steel-gray eyes watched her with calm, unyielding patience. “No toilets anymore, little one. Babies use their diapers. That’s what the padding is for.”

Zara’s green eyes filled with desperate tears. She pressed both hands over the bulky front of the diaper, squeezing the soggy material against her clit as if that could somehow hold back the flood. The crinkle grew louder under her frantic fingers. “I’m a grown woman. I run companies. I don’t… I don’t piss myself like this.”

“You did yesterday. And the day before.” Ronan’s voice remained soft, clinical. “Your body is learning. Fighting only makes the release sweeter when it finally happens.”

Another sharp spasm hit her bladder. Zara gasped, thighs clamping together around the thick bulk. A tiny hot spurt escaped anyway, soaking into the already damp padding. The warmth spread across her bare mound, making the inner lining slicker. She moaned in shame, hips twitching.

“No - no - no - ” She rocked harder, the plug shifting inside her ass, rubbing against sensitive walls. Her clit pulsed with unwanted arousal. The mix of desperation and fullness was driving her insane.

Ronan leaned forward, resting a large hand on her knee. “Let it go, baby girl. Daddy’s right here. Let the hot piss flood your diaper while I watch. You’ll feel so much better once it’s all out.”

Zara shook her head violently, tears spilling down her sharp cheekbones. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Her athletic body trembled on the cot, muscles taut with resistance. The diaper sagged heavily between her legs, the leg gathers digging into her toned thighs.

The pressure crested. Unbearable.

A longer spurt shot out, hissing loudly into the padding. Then another. She cried out, trying to clench, but her body betrayed her completely.

The dam broke.

A long, hot stream erupted from her smooth pussy, flooding the diaper in a powerful gush. The absorbent core swelled instantly, soaking up the piss with wet, squelching sounds. Warmth bloomed across her entire crotch, spreading back toward her plugged ass and up the front of the padding. The plastic backing grew taut as the diaper expanded, heavy and sagging between her thighs.

“Oh god - oh fuck - it’s coming out - ” Zara sobbed, unable to stop. The stream continued, strong and endless, hissing and splashing inside the thick layers. She could feel every second of it - the heat, the wetness, the way the padding turned heavy and mushy against her clit.

Ronan watched with quiet approval, eyes never leaving the sagging diaper. “That’s it. Such a good girl. Flooding your diaper like a helpless baby. Listen to that hiss. Feel how warm and heavy it’s getting? That’s all your control soaking into the padding where it belongs.”

Zara’s hips bucked involuntarily as the last powerful spurts tapered into weak trickles. The diaper was soaked - swollen, yellow-tinted at the crotch, sagging heavily between her spread legs. Every tiny movement made the wet padding squish obscenely against her bare, sensitive folds.

She lay there panting, face flushed crimson, tears streaming. The plug felt even more pronounced now, pressed deeper by the heavy, wet bulk. Her clit throbbed painfully, aching for friction she couldn’t reach properly through the soggy mess.

Ronan stood and approached the cot. He placed a hand on the front of the ruined diaper and pressed gently. The saturated core compressed with a loud squelch, forcing warm piss to shift around her pussy and clit. Zara moaned loudly, hips grinding up into his palm despite herself.

“Feel that? All that hot piss you couldn’t hold. Your smooth little cunt is swimming in it now. The padding is doing exactly what it’s meant to - holding every drop while you learn to let go.”

He rubbed slow circles over the soggy front, mashing the wet material against her swollen clit. The friction was muffled but intense, the squishy warmth driving her higher.

“Please… Daddy… I need to come. It feels so wrong… so good…”

“Not yet,” he said calmly. “Babies don’t get to come until they’ve accepted their accidents. You’re still fighting inside that pretty head.”

Zara whimpered, grinding harder against his hand. The wet diaper crinkled and squelched with every desperate roll of her hips. The plug shifted rhythmically inside her ass, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

Ronan finally pulled his hand away, leaving her panting and denied on the edge. He checked the diaper tapes, ensuring they still held despite the heavy load.

“Such a beautiful first real wetting. Your body is starting to understand. Soon you won’t even fight it. You’ll just spread your legs and let the piss flow whenever the urge hits, warm and helpless into your thick padding.”

Zara turned her face into the pillow, sobbing softly with shame and need. The heavy, sagging diaper clung to her like a constant reminder. Every breath made it squish. Every tiny movement sent warm piss shifting around her trapped pussy.

Ronan stroked her hair gently, then stood.

“Rest now, little one. The egg comes next. In public.”


Chapter 7: Secret Egg

The Secret Egg

Zara lay on the nursery cot, the heavy, piss-soaked diaper sagging obscenely between her spread thighs. The warm wetness clung to her smooth, shaved pussy like a constant, humiliating reminder. The beginner plug remained firmly seated in her ass, pressing deeper every time she shifted in the soggy padding. Her athletic body trembled with aftershocks of the long, uncontrollable wetting, clit still throbbing from Ronan’s teasing rubs.

Dr. Ronan stood over her, peeling the drenched tapes open one by one. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The saturated front flap fell away with a wet squelch, revealing her bare mound glistening with residual piss and fresh arousal.

“Such a good little wetter,” he murmured, voice calm and approving. “Look at all that mess your body made. The core is swollen and yellow right over your needy cunt.”

Zara whimpered, turning her face away in shame. “I couldn’t stop it… it just kept coming.”

“That’s the point, baby girl.” He wiped her thoroughly with cool cloths, cleaning every fold of her smooth pussy and around the base of the plug. The touch made her clit twitch visibly. Then he lifted her hips and slid a fresh, noticeably thicker diaper beneath her. This one was bulkier, with extra absorbent layers and stronger leg cuffs.

He powdered her liberally again - thick white clouds dusting her mound, her slit, and deep between her cheeks around the plug. The babyish scent filled the room as he rubbed it in, fingers lingering on her swollen clit until she moaned.

“Time to add something new inside that greedy little hole.”

Ronan reached for the remote egg. Smooth, egg-shaped silicone, slightly larger than the plug in her ass, with a thin retrieval cord. He coated it generously with clear lube until it glistened.

Zara’s eyes widened. “Wait - no. Not inside me. Not while I’m already plugged - ”

“Shh. Daddy decides what goes where.” He parted her slick folds with two fingers and pressed the lubed egg against her dripping entrance. The cool, slippery toy nudged inside easily - her pussy still loose and wet from the earlier desperation.

He pushed steadily. The egg slid deeper, stretching her inner walls, settling heavy and full against her g-spot. Zara gasped, hips bucking as the fullness joined the plug in her ass. Both holes now occupied. Stuffed. Owned.

“Feel that, little one? Deep in your cunt where it belongs. No one will know it’s there once the diaper is taped on. But Daddy will.”

He demonstrated with the small remote in his other hand. A single low pulse buzzed to life inside her.

The vibration was gentle at first - soft, rhythmic throbbing against her most sensitive spot. Zara’s eyes rolled back. A fresh gush of arousal leaked out around the egg, soaking into the clean diaper beneath her.

“Ah - fuck - it’s buzzing - ”

The pulse intensified for three seconds, then stopped. Her pussy clenched hard around the toy, trying to milk it. Another involuntary spurt of piss escaped, hissing into the fresh padding.

Ronan smiled faintly. “Already leaking again. Perfect response. This egg is going to train that cunt to drip on command.”

He folded the thick front of the new diaper up between her legs. The extra bulk pressed the egg even deeper inside her, trapping it firmly against her g-spot while the plug stayed seated in her ass. The combined fullness made her feel impossibly stuffed.

Rrrrip. Rrrrip. He taped the diaper snugly around her hips, smoothing the plastic with deliberate strokes. The crinkle was louder now with the thicker padding. The leg gathers hugged her toned thighs tightly, sealing everything in.

Zara lay there panting, freshly changed, double-stuffed, and vibrating with residual sensation. The thick diaper felt even heavier than before, the padding compressing both the egg and the plug with every breath.

“Stand up and waddle for Daddy,” Ronan ordered.

She slid off the cot on shaky legs. The moment she stood, the full weight hit. The thick, dry padding forced her thighs wide. The egg shifted inside her pussy with every step, pressing deliciously. The plug rubbed in her ass. Crinkle after loud crinkle echoed as she took awkward, infantile steps across the nursery.

Every movement made the remote egg tease her. She could feel it rolling slightly, rubbing her inner walls. Her clit throbbed against the soft lining, already leaking fresh slick into the core.

Ronan watched her waddle, remote in hand. He triggered another low pulse.

The vibration surged inside her cunt - stronger this time, steady throbbing that made her knees buckle. Zara moaned loudly, grabbing the edge of the cot for support. Her hips rocked involuntarily, grinding the thick diaper against her swollen clit.

A hot trickle of piss escaped again, soaking into the fresh padding with a faint hiss. The warmth spread, turning the crotch squishy once more.

“See how easily you leak now?” Ronan said approvingly. “The egg makes your body betray you. One little buzz and that smooth little pussy starts flooding the diaper like a helpless baby.”

He turned the vibration off. Zara whimpered in frustration, thighs trembling, the heavy diaper sagging slightly from the new wetness.

“Please… Daddy… turn it on again. I was so close.”

“No coming yet. The egg stays inside until tomorrow. You’ll wear it all night, plugged and padded, learning to drip and leak without permission.”

He guided her back onto the cot, laying her down on her back. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as she settled. Ronan rested his hand possessively on the bulky front, pressing down so the egg shifted deeper.

“Tomorrow you wear it outside this room. In the hallways. During supervised walks. Where anyone might notice the way you waddle and blush when Daddy activates it.”

Zara’s breath hitched at the thought. Public. Stuffed. Vibrating. Leaking into her thick diaper while strangers passed by.

Her smooth pussy clenched hard around the secret egg.

The thick padding held every shameful secret.

Tomorrow she wears it outside this room.


Chapter 8: Public Buzz

The Public Buzz

Zara stood in the clinic’s private garden path, heart hammering against her ribs. The thin cotton dress barely reached mid-thigh, its soft fabric doing almost nothing to conceal the thick, bulky diaper taped snugly around her hips. Every breeze lifted the hem slightly, threatening to expose the white padding and the loud crinkle that accompanied her every movement. Beneath the diaper, the remote egg nestled deep inside her smooth, shaved pussy, while the beginner plug remained firmly seated in her ass. Both toys made her feel impossibly full, stretched, and owned.

Dr. Ronan walked beside her, one hand resting lightly on the small of her back. His white coat fluttered in the gentle wind. Steel-gray eyes scanned the garden with calm authority. A few clinic staff moved along distant paths - nurses in soft scrubs, another patient in a similar loose gown waddling slowly with her own caregiver.

“Walk normally, little one,” Ronan said quietly. “Or as normally as that thick diaper allows.”

Zara took a tentative step. The crinkle was immediate and loud - plastic rustling against plastic, the heavy padding shifting between her toned thighs. The egg rolled slightly inside her, pressing against her g-spot. She bit her lip, cheeks already flushing.

They had only gone twenty paces when Ronan’s hand slipped into his pocket.

The first buzz hit.

Low. Steady. A gentle throb deep in her cunt.

Zara’s knees nearly buckled. She grabbed his arm for support, a soft whimper escaping her throat. The vibration traveled straight to her clit, making the smooth, bare lips swell against the powdered lining of the diaper.

“Easy,” he murmured. “Staff are watching. Smile like a good girl out for fresh air.”

A nurse passed nearby, offering a polite nod. Zara forced a tight smile, but her thighs trembled. The egg pulsed again, stronger now, rhythmic waves that made her pussy clench hard around the toy. Fresh slick leaked out, soaking into the diaper’s core. She could feel the wetness starting to warm the padding.

“Daddy… please… not here,” she whispered frantically.

Ronan increased the intensity with a subtle click. The buzz deepened, stronger vibrations rolling through her inner walls, grinding against her g-spot with merciless precision.

Zara’s breath hitched sharply. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily, grinding the thick diaper against her swollen clit. The crinkle grew louder with the tiny thrusts. Another hot trickle of piss escaped without warning, hissing softly into the padding as the egg drove her higher.

A second patient and her caregiver walked closer along the parallel path. The woman - another regressing adult, clearly padded herself - glanced over with knowing eyes. Zara’s face burned crimson. She tried to walk straighter, but the bulky diaper forced her into a pronounced waddle. Crinkle-crinkle-crinkle. Each step made the egg shift and buzz harder.

The vibration surged again. Medium intensity now. Relentless throbbing that made her clit throb in time. Her nipples hardened visibly against the thin dress fabric. A moan bubbled up; she swallowed it desperately.

“Feel that, baby girl?” Ronan whispered close to her ear. “Your cunt is dripping into the diaper while people walk right past. They can probably hear the crinkle. They can see how you’re struggling not to hump the air.”

Zara’s legs shook. She leaned heavily against him, pretending to admire the flowers while her pussy spasmed around the egg. The plug in her ass added constant pressure, making every buzz feel like it was fucking both holes at once. Another spurt of piss flooded the padding, the warmth spreading across her mound and back toward her plugged bottom.

“Please - turn it off - I’m going to - ”

“No coming,” he said calmly, voice carrying just enough for her to hear. “You hold it. Babies don’t orgasm in public until they’ve learned perfect control. Or perfect loss of it.”

He clicked the remote again. High intensity.

The egg exploded into furious vibration inside her. Strong, pulsing waves slammed against her g-spot, sending shockwaves through her entire pelvis. Zara’s eyes widened. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry. Her knees buckled; Ronan’s strong arm around her waist kept her upright.

The wet sounds started - obscene squelching as her pussy gushed around the toy, soaking the thick diaper. Piss mixed with slick, turning the core heavy and mushy. The padding swelled noticeably between her thighs, sagging with the fresh flood.

A male orderly walked past only ten feet away, carrying supplies. He glanced at her flushed face and awkward stance but said nothing. Zara could feel his eyes on the way her dress clung slightly to the bulky outline.

The buzz continued without mercy. She was right there - teetering on the edge of a shattering orgasm. Her clit throbbed painfully against the wet padding. Her ass clenched around the plug. Every muscle in her athletic body strained to hold back the climax.

“Daddy - Daddy I’m so close - please let me - ”

Ronan reduced the intensity to a teasing hum, keeping her right on the brink without pushing her over. Zara sobbed softly, hips rocking in tiny, desperate circles that made the diaper crinkle and squish loudly.

They continued walking. Another nurse passed, smiling kindly. “Beautiful day for a stroll, Doctor.”

“Indeed,” Ronan replied smoothly, while inside Zara’s cunt the egg kept buzzing at that maddening low level. Her slick poured steadily now, the diaper growing heavier with every step. The leg gathers dug into her skin, containing the mess but making the bulk even more obvious.

She waddled beside him, dress fluttering, face a mask of strained pleasure and humiliation. Sweat trickled down her spine. Her green eyes were glassy, unfocused. Every crinkle announced her shame to the garden.

Ronan triggered another spike - short, sharp bursts that made her gasp out loud. She stumbled. He caught her, pulling her close so her face pressed against his chest.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Holding it so well while the whole clinic sees you struggle. Your diaper must be soaked by now. Heavy and warm between those pretty legs.”

Zara nodded frantically against him, biting back another moan as the egg pulsed harder. Her pussy fluttered wildly around the toy, milking it desperately. Another uncontrollable spurt of piss hissed into the already saturated padding.

They reached the end of the garden path. Ronan finally switched the egg off completely.

Zara sagged against him, breathing ragged, thighs slick with sweat and leaked juices beneath the dress. The thick diaper sagged heavily, squishing with every tiny shift. She was right on the edge - body screaming for release that he denied.

“Back inside now,” he said softly, guiding her toward the clinic doors. “You did beautifully, little one. Leaking and desperate in public like a proper padded baby.”

Zara’s legs felt like jelly as they re-entered the building. The crinkle seemed even louder in the quiet corridors. Staff glanced at her flushed cheeks and awkward waddle but offered only professional smiles.

Ronan led her straight to the examination room.

He closed the door behind them with a soft click.

“The restraints come out for the next exam.”


Chapter 9: Strapped Down

Strapped Down

Zara’s legs still trembled as Ronan led her back into the brightly lit examination room. The thick diaper sagged heavily between her thighs, soaked from the garden walk and the relentless teasing of the remote egg still buried deep inside her smooth, shaved pussy. Every step produced a loud, wet squelch and crinkle that echoed off the sterile walls. The beginner plug remained firmly seated in her ass, adding constant pressure that made her waddle even more pronounced. Her thin dress clung slightly to the bulky outline, damp patches forming where fresh leaks had escaped.

She was still buzzing - literally. Ronan had left the egg on a low, maddening setting after they re-entered the clinic. Soft, rhythmic pulses throbbed against her g-spot with every heartbeat, keeping her right on the aching edge of orgasm without letting her tip over.

“Up on the table, little one,” Ronan ordered calmly, steel-gray eyes tracking her every shaky movement.

Zara climbed onto the exam table with difficulty, the heavy, soggy diaper making her movements clumsy and infantile. She lay back, the wet padding squishing loudly beneath her ass. Her athletic body trembled with denied need, nipples hard against the dress fabric, green eyes glassy with lust and humiliation.

Ronan didn’t waste time. He peeled the soaked diaper open, the tapes ripping loudly. The saturated core fell away, revealing her bare, glistening pussy still stretched around the vibrating egg. Slick and piss coated her smooth folds. The retrieval cord dangled obscenely from her hole.

He left the egg buzzing inside her as he prepared the restraints.

Thick padded leather cuffs for her wrists and ankles. Medical grade. Designed for complete immobilization.

“Wrists first,” he said.

Zara’s arms were guided above her head and locked into the cuffs attached to the top of the table. The padding was soft against her skin, but the click of the locks was final. She tugged experimentally. No give.

Next, her ankles. He spread her legs wide, securing each ankle cuff to the stirrups and then locking them in place. Her knees bent, thighs splayed obscenely open. The thick, used diaper still half-taped beneath her provided no modesty. Her plugged ass and egg-filled pussy were completely exposed under the bright lights.

The egg continued its torment - low, steady pulses that made her inner walls flutter and her clit throb visibly. A fresh trickle of arousal leaked out around the toy, running down toward her plugged hole.

Ronan stepped between her restrained legs, gloved hands warm and deliberate. “Look at you. Strapped down like a proper little patient. Soaked diaper, plugged ass, vibrating cunt. No escape. No hiding. Daddy’s going to probe deep now while the egg keeps you right on the edge.”

He didn’t remove the egg. Instead, he picked up a long, flexible medical probe - smooth, lubricated, with a small camera at the tip. He turned on the monitor so both of them could see the live feed.

“Deep breath, baby girl.”

The probe pressed against her slick entrance, sliding in alongside the still-buzzing egg. Zara gasped sharply, the dual fullness stretching her pussy wider than ever. The egg’s vibrations traveled through the probe, amplifying everything.

Ronan pushed slowly, steadily, feeding the long tool deeper into her cunt. The camera showed glistening pink walls clenching around the intrusion. The egg appeared on screen as a dark shape being nudged deeper by the probe.

“Such a tight little hole even after all the leaking,” he commented clinically. “Walls fluttering beautifully around the egg. G-spot swollen and sensitive.”

He twisted the probe gently, pressing it firmly against her front wall. Zara cried out, hips trying to buck against the restraints. The straps held her firmly in place. The egg buzzed harder for a moment - Ronan had increased the intensity with the remote in his pocket.

Intense throbbing filled her pussy. The probe rubbed in time with the vibrations, driving her mad. Her clit pulsed untouched, swollen and shiny. Another gush of slick squirted out around the toys, soaking the half-open diaper beneath her ass.

“Daddy - please - I can’t - too full - too much - ”

“You can and you will,” Ronan said calmly. He continued the deep probing, sliding the tool in and out in slow, deliberate strokes while the egg tormented her without mercy. “This is intensive examination. We need to make sure your body is learning proper dependence.”

He angled the probe deeper, pressing against her cervix. The pressure combined with the egg’s relentless buzzing sent sharp sparks of pleasure-pain through her core. Zara’s head thrashed side to side, wrists pulling uselessly at the padded cuffs. Her toned stomach clenched visibly with every pulse.

The egg surged to a higher setting. Furious vibrations slammed against her g-spot, the probe grinding right against it. She was right there - orgasm roaring toward her like a freight train.

Ronan pulled the probe back slightly, denying the final pressure she needed.

“Not yet, little one. No release until you’ve earned it with a proper messy accident.”

Zara sobbed with frustration, tears spilling down her sharp cheeks. Her pussy gushed around the egg and probe, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. The diaper beneath her grew wetter by the second, the core swelling with fresh piss and slick that she couldn’t control.

Ronan finally withdrew the probe, leaving the egg buzzing inside her at a teasing medium level. He checked her plugged ass next, pressing two gloved fingers around the base of the beginner plug, twisting it slowly.

“Your bottom is adjusting nicely to the plug. Soon we’ll size up. But first…”

He reached for a syringe filled with a clear liquid - mild laxative mixed with something to accelerate bowel activity.

“This will help your body learn the next lesson.”

He injected it carefully through the side of the diaper, the needle pricking her hip. Zara barely felt it over the constant torment of the egg.

Ronan taped the thick, soaked diaper back around her hips, sealing the buzzing egg and the plug inside the heavy, sagging padding. The crinkle returned, louder now with the saturated material.

He stood back to admire his strapped-down patient. Wrists and ankles locked. Legs spread wide. Thick, piss-heavy diaper taped snugly. Face flushed, body trembling with denied orgasm and building pressure in her bowels.

“Beautiful. Completely helpless. The egg will keep buzzing while the medicine works. You’ll stay strapped down until your body decides to let go.”

Zara whimpered, pulling at the restraints. The egg throbbed inside her soaked cunt. The plug shifted in her ass. The heavy diaper squished with every tiny struggle.

The pressure in her lower belly was already starting to build - warm, insistent, impossible to ignore.

Ronan sat on a stool beside the table, remote in hand, watching her with quiet satisfaction.

“Her bowels won’t stay empty much longer.”


Chapter 10: The Mess

The Mess

Zara thrashed weakly against the padded restraints, wrists and ankles locked tight to the exam table. The thick, piss-soaked diaper sagged heavily between her spread thighs, the core swollen and yellow from the garden walk and the endless torment of the remote egg still buzzing deep inside her smooth, shaved pussy. Every low pulse made her inner walls flutter and fresh slick leak out around the toy, turning the already saturated padding even mushier.

Her belly cramped hard.

The laxative had done its work. Pressure built low in her bowels, heavy and urgent, pressing against the beginner plug still seated in her ass. The combination of the vibrating egg in her cunt and the fullness in her bottom left her gasping, sweating, and whimpering like a broken little girl.

“Daddy… please… take the plug out,” she begged, voice small and trembling. “I can’t hold it. It’s coming - ”

Ronan stood between her restrained legs, calm and unhurried in his white coat. Steel-gray eyes studied her flushed face, her heaving chest, the way her athletic body strained against the straps. “Not yet, little one. You’re going to release everything while the plug is still inside. Then Daddy will remove it and watch the rest push out into your nice thick diaper.”

Zara shook her head frantically, tears spilling down her sharp cheekbones. Another cramp hit, making her cry out. Her stomach tightened visibly. The plug shifted as her sphincter clenched desperately around it, trying to keep the mess inside.

The egg surged to a higher setting.

Furious vibrations slammed against her g-spot. Zara’s hips jerked hard against the restraints. A fresh spurt of piss hissed into the soggy padding while her bowels cramped again, harder this time.

“I’m gonna - oh god - I’m gonna mess myself - ”

“That’s the idea, baby girl,” Ronan said softly. “Babies don’t hold their messes. They push them out into their diapers where Daddy can see and smell everything.”

He reached down and slowly twisted the base of the plug, pulling it out inch by inch. The silicone slid free with a wet pop, leaving her asshole gaping slightly, twitching and empty for only a moment.

The loss of the plug was immediate relief and instant disaster.

The first heavy cramp rolled through her. Zara’s eyes widened in panic. “No - no - no - please not like this - ”

“Push, little one,” Ronan commanded, voice firm but approving. “Let it all out. Fill your diaper while Daddy watches.”

She couldn’t stop it.

Her sphincter gave way with a soft, wet sound. The first warm, soft log pushed out slowly, crackling as it slid into the back of the thick diaper. The mess was thick and heavy, spreading across her bare ass cheeks inside the padding. The plastic backing bulged outward noticeably.

Zara sobbed in humiliation, face burning crimson. “It’s coming out… I’m messing my diaper… oh fuck…”

Another push. More mess forced its way out in a long, continuous stream - soft, warm, and mushy. It squelched loudly as it filled the seat of the diaper, the weight pulling the padding downward. The smell rose immediately - earthy, intimate, unmistakably infantile.

Ronan watched with clinical approval, eyes fixed on the sagging rear of the diaper. “Good girl. Keep pushing. Let Daddy see how much your body needs to let go. Feel it spreading? All that warm, sticky mess coating your smooth little bottom while the egg keeps buzzing in your cunt.”

The egg continued its relentless vibration, amplifying every sensation. Zara’s pussy clenched hard around the toy as another wave of mess pushed out. The diaper grew heavier, the back swelling and sagging with the load. Wet piss mixed with the soft shit, turning the entire core into a warm, squishy nightmare.

She was crying openly now, hips twitching uselessly in the restraints. Every cramp forced more out - loud, wet squelches filling the room as the mess expanded inside the diaper. The leg gathers held most of it, but the bulk was obscene, the padding distended and lumpy between her spread thighs.

“Such a big messy accident,” Ronan praised quietly. “Look at that sagging diaper. Your pretty athletic ass is covered in your own shit now. The padding is doing its job - holding every bit of your helplessness.”

Zara’s head fell back against the table, broken moans mixing with sobs. The combination of the vibrating egg driving her toward orgasm and the humiliating mess filling her diaper left her shattered. Her clit throbbed painfully against the soggy front, denied any real friction.

One final, long push emptied her bowels completely. The last soft, warm load settled heavily into the seat of the diaper with a loud, squelching plop. The entire back was swollen, lumpy, and sagging low between her legs. The smell was thick in the air - rich, dirty, and deeply regressive.

Ronan reached forward and pressed a gloved hand firmly against the bulging rear of the diaper. He squished the mess around, spreading it across her ass cheeks and up toward her plugged - no, now empty - hole. The warm, mushy load squelched obscenely under his palm.

“Feel that, baby? All that mess you couldn’t hold. Your diaper is properly full now. Heavy and warm and stinky like a real little baby’s.”

Zara whimpered, grinding weakly against the restraints as the egg kept buzzing. She was so close to coming from the sheer overwhelming humiliation and fullness.

Ronan finally switched the egg off, leaving her panting and denied on the very edge once again.

He stood back, admiring his strapped-down, mess-filled patient. The thick diaper sagged dramatically - front soaked with piss, back massively loaded with soft shit. Her face was tear-streaked, eyes glassy with surrender and desperate need.

“Beautiful work, little one. Your first real messy accident while restrained and observed. You did so well.”

Zara could only sob softly, the heavy, warm mess shifting with every tiny breath.

Ronan began unstrapping her wrists and ankles with slow, deliberate movements.

“The change will be thorough. And public.”


Chapter 11: Change Ritual

The Change Ritual

Zara lay on the exam table in a haze of shame and lingering arousal, the thick diaper massively swollen and sagging between her spread thighs. The back was heavy with warm, soft mess - her own shit spread across her bare ass cheeks and up toward her lower back. The front was soaked with multiple piss accidents and slick from the egg’s torment. The entire padding squelched with every shallow breath she took. The smell hung thick in the air, earthy and intimate, impossible to ignore.

Her face burned crimson. Tears dried on her sharp cheekbones. She couldn’t meet Ronan’s steel-gray eyes.

He stood over her, calm and unhurried, gloved hands steady. “Look at you, little one. Lying in your own heavy mess like a proper baby. No fighting. No hiding. Just warm, stinky padding holding everything you couldn’t control.”

Zara whimpered, hips shifting slightly. The mess squished louder, spreading further inside the diaper. Fresh humiliation washed over her.

Ronan began the ritual slowly, deliberately. He first released the ankle restraints, then the wrist cuffs, but kept her lying flat on her back. “Don’t move. Daddy’s going to clean you up nice and thorough. You’re going to feel every wipe, every sprinkle of powder, every crinkle of the fresh diaper.”

He peeled the tapes open one by one. Rrrrip… rrrrip… rrrrip. The loud sound filled the room. The heavily soiled front flap fell forward with a wet, heavy plop, revealing the full extent of her accident. Thick, soft brown mess coated her smooth, shaved pussy lips, smeared across her mound, and caked heavily between her ass cheeks. The inner lining of the diaper was stained dark, the core swollen and lumpy.

Zara turned her face away, sobbing softly. “It’s everywhere… I’m disgusting…”

“You’re beautiful,” Ronan corrected gently, voice warm with praise. “Look how much you let go for Daddy. Such a big, messy girl. Your body trusted the diaper completely. That’s perfect submission.”

He lifted her hips with one strong arm and slid the ruined diaper out from under her, folding it carefully and setting it aside. The cool air hit her messy skin, making her shiver. Mess clung to her toned thighs, her perineum, and deep in the crease of her ass.

Ronan picked up a stack of thick, warm wipes. He started at her front, wiping her smooth mound in slow, careful strokes. The wipe dragged through the soft shit, cleaning her bare pussy lips inch by inch. Each pass revealed more of her pink, sensitive skin underneath.

“Such a pretty little cunt even when it’s messy,” he murmured. “All smooth and bare for Daddy. You kept it so nice and clean-shaven so the padding could touch every bit of you.”

Zara moaned in embarrassment as he parted her folds with the wipe, cleaning deep inside her slit where piss and slick had mixed with stray smears of mess. The cloth was gentle but thorough, rubbing over her swollen clit until she twitched and whimpered.

He moved lower, lifting her legs higher, folding her almost in half so her messy ass was fully exposed. The wipes worked between her cheeks, scooping away the thick load that had spread everywhere. Wet, squelching sounds accompanied every stroke. He wiped again and again, using fresh wipes each time, until her tight little hole and the surrounding skin were clean and glistening.

“Feel how dependent you are now?” he asked softly. “Lying here while Daddy wipes your dirty bottom like a helpless infant. No toilet. No privacy. Just warm wipes and Daddy’s hands taking care of every messy accident.”

Zara’s breath hitched. Despite the humiliation - or because of it - her pussy leaked fresh arousal. Ronan noticed and smiled.

“Yes, that’s right. Your body loves this. It loves being cleaned and cared for after a big mess. Good girls get praised for filling their diapers.”

He reached for the powder. Shook it generously over her entire lower body - thick white clouds dusting her mound, her clean slit, deep between her cheeks, and across her toned thighs. The sweet baby scent overpowered the lingering smell of her accident.

Ronan rubbed the powder in with slow, massaging strokes. His gloved fingers worked it into every crease, circling her clit until she moaned, then sliding back to powder her freshly cleaned asshole.

“So soft now. So dry and protected. This bare little pussy is going to feel the next diaper so intensely. Every crinkle. Every squish when you wet or mess again.”

He slid a fresh, extra-thick diaper beneath her lifted hips. This one was even bulkier than before - maximum absorbency, with extra padding in the seat and crotch. The loud crinkle of the plastic backing filled the room as he positioned it perfectly.

Zara watched through half-lidded eyes as he folded the front up between her legs. The thick, soft padding pressed firmly against her powdered pussy and ass. It felt enormous - puffy, cushiony, and impossibly babyish.

Ronan taped it snugly. Left side. Right side. Then the leg cuffs, pulling them tight so the gathers hugged her thighs securely. He ran his hands over the finished diaper, smoothing the plastic, pressing the bulk against her sensitive skin.

“Listen to that crinkle,” he praised. “So loud and clear. This is your new normal, little one. Thick padding between your legs at all times. No more big-girl panties. No more control. Just diapers, messes, and Daddy’s approval.”

He helped her sit up on the edge of the table, the fresh diaper crinkling loudly with the movement. The bulk forced her thighs apart. She looked down at herself - athletic body, sharp features, now dominated by the enormous white diaper taped around her hips.

Ronan cupped her cheek gently, thumb brushing away a stray tear.

“You did so well today. Wetting without fighting. Messing while restrained. Letting Daddy clean every dirty inch of you. Your submission is deepening beautifully. The competent CEO is fading. The needy, dependent baby girl is taking over. And Daddy is so proud.”

Zara leaned into his touch, a broken whimper escaping her lips. The praise sank deep, warming her even through the lingering shame. Her powdered pussy throbbed inside the thick padding.

He helped her stand. The fresh diaper was so bulky she could barely walk normally - only a wide, exaggerated waddle that made the crinkle echo with every step. The heavy padding swayed between her legs, a constant reminder of her new reality.

Ronan guided her toward the door, one possessive hand on her lower back, right above the swollen seat of the diaper.

“You’ve earned a proper nursery now. No more exam table. No more temporary cot.”

He opened the door to an adjoining room.

Soft pastel walls. A large wooden crib with high rails. Changing table stocked with diapers, wipes, and powder. Mobile above the crib. Stacks of thick nighttime diapers. Onesies folded neatly.

Everything ready.

“The nursery is ready for permanent occupancy.”


Chapter 12: Nursery Lock

The Nursery Lock

Zara waddled slowly behind Ronan, the thick, freshly taped diaper crinkling loudly with every clumsy step. The extra-bulky padding forced her toned thighs wide apart, making her gait unmistakably infantile. Powdered skin tingled beneath the soft inner lining, still hypersensitive from the thorough change ritual. Her smooth, shaved pussy throbbed gently inside the cushioning bulk, remembering every praising word he had spoken while wiping her messy bottom clean.

The corridor they entered was different - warmer lighting, soft pastel walls decorated with faint cloud patterns and cartoon animals. No clinical white anymore. This part of the clinic felt softer. More final.

Ronan opened a heavy door at the end of the hallway and stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter first.

“Welcome to your new home, little one.”

Zara stepped inside and froze.

The nursery was fully equipped and overwhelmingly complete. Soft pink and pale blue walls. A large wooden crib with tall, sturdy rails and a pastel mobile of floating stars and teddy bears hanging above it. A wide changing table stocked with stacks of thick diapers, bottles of powder, wipes, and creams. A rocking chair in the corner. A low play mat with soft blocks. Shelves lined with pacifiers, sippy cups, and rows of neatly folded onesies in various sizes.

Everything smelled faintly of baby powder and clean linen.

Her stomach twisted with a mix of dread and dark, shameful excitement.

“This… this is permanent?” she whispered, voice small.

Ronan closed the door behind them with a soft click. The lock engaged automatically.

“For the rest of your stay, yes. No more exam rooms. No more adult clothing. This is where you will sleep, eat, play, and learn to be Daddy’s perfect padded baby girl.”

He guided her toward the changing table first. “Up you go. Lie back.”

Zara obeyed, climbing onto the padded surface. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as she settled onto her back. Ronan stood over her, steel-gray eyes warm with possession.

“Arms up.”

He produced a soft pastel-pink onesie with snap closures at the crotch and short sleeves. The fabric was thick cotton, decorated with tiny white lambs. He slipped it over her head, guiding her arms through the sleeves. The material hugged her athletic frame, stretching slightly over her firm breasts.

“Now the important part.”

He pulled the bottom half down between her legs. The thick diaper bulged obviously beneath the onesie. Ronan snapped the crotch closed - one snap, two, three, four - each click locking the bulky padding firmly against her powdered pussy and ass. The onesie pulled the diaper even tighter, emphasizing the puffy outline between her thighs and making the crinkle louder when she moved.

Zara looked down at herself. The onesie was snug, the snaps straining slightly over the massive diaper. She looked exactly like what she was becoming: a grown woman dressed as an oversized, helpless baby.

Ronan ran his hands over the front of the onesie, pressing the padding underneath. “Perfect fit. The diaper is locked in now. No taking it off without Daddy. No pretending you’re still a big girl. Just soft fabric and thick, crinkly protection.”

He helped her down from the table. The onesie made the waddle even more pronounced - the snaps tugged with every step, keeping constant pressure on the bulky padding. Crinkle-crinkle-crinkle echoed through the nursery.

Next, he led her to the crib.

The wooden rails were high and solid. A soft mattress waited inside, covered with a waterproof sheet and a pastel fitted sheet printed with little ducks. Ronan lowered one side rail with a smooth mechanical click.

“In you go, baby girl.”

Zara hesitated only a moment before climbing inside. The mattress gave slightly under her weight. She sat in the center, knees drawn up, the thick diaper and onesie making her look small despite her twenty-eight years.

Ronan raised the rail back into place. It locked with a loud, final click. Then he activated the second rail on the other side. Both sides were now up and secured. She was trapped inside the crib, surrounded by high wooden bars.

He stood outside, looking down at her with quiet satisfaction. “Locked in your crib. Onesie snapped tight over your thick diaper. No escape. No decisions. This is your bed now. Your safe space. Where you’ll wake up wet and messy and wait for Daddy to change you.”

Zara gripped the bars with both hands, testing them. Solid. Unyielding. The realization sank in deep - she was literally locked in a crib, dressed like a baby, padded like an infant.

Her face burned, but her pussy clenched hard inside the diaper. Fresh wetness soaked into the padding.

Ronan reached through the bars and stroked her hair gently. “Feel how the onesie holds everything? How the thick padding hugs your bare little cunt and your soft bottom? Every time you move, you’ll hear the crinkle and remember who you belong to now.”

He activated the mobile above the crib. Soft music began to play - gentle lullaby notes - while the stars and teddy bears spun slowly overhead.

Zara lay back against the small pillow, staring up at the turning mobile. The crib rails cast long shadows across her body. The thick diaper crinkled with every breath. The onesie felt soft and constricting at the same time.

Ronan dimmed the nursery lights, leaving only a soft night-light glowing in the corner.

“You’ve done so well today, little one. The change ritual. The messy accident. Letting Daddy lock you into your proper nursery clothes. Your old life is slipping away faster now. The sharp CEO who walked in here is almost gone. In her place is a sweet, dependent baby who needs her Daddy for everything.”

Zara whimpered softly, thighs pressing together around the bulky padding. The praise made her ache with need and surrender.

Ronan leaned over the rail, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead.

“Rest now. Tomorrow the real nursery routine begins. Feeding. More training. Deeper regression.”

He turned toward the door, pausing once to look back at her locked in the crib, pastel onesie stretched over the obvious diaper bulge.

“Bottle time will break what remains of her pride.”


Chapter 13: Bottle Time

Bottle Time

Zara lay on her back inside the locked crib, pastel onesie snapped tight over the thick, crinkly diaper. The wooden rails rose high on both sides, trapping her completely. Soft nursery light glowed from the corner, casting gentle shadows across her athletic body now dressed like an oversized infant. Every tiny shift made the heavy padding rustle loudly beneath the soft cotton onesie. The snaps at the crotch tugged constantly, pressing the bulky core firmly against her smooth, powdered pussy.

She couldn’t stop moving. Couldn’t stop listening to the crinkle.

The mobile spun slowly overhead, lullaby music playing in a soft loop. Her green eyes stared up at the floating stars and teddy bears, mind fogging deeper with every rotation.

The door opened quietly.

Ronan stepped in, carrying a large warm bottle filled with creamy white liquid. He wore a soft smile that didn’t reach the steel-gray control in his eyes. The white coat was gone; instead he wore a simple dark shirt that stretched across his broad shoulders.

“Bottle time, little one.”

Zara’s stomach fluttered. Part of her - the last sharp fragments of the CEO - wanted to protest. The rest of her, the part already softening and leaking into the diaper, only whimpered with needy anticipation.

Ronan lowered one crib rail with a smooth click and sat on the edge of the mattress. He lifted her easily, cradling her head in the crook of his arm so she lay half in his lap, thickly padded bottom resting on the soft sheet. The diaper crinkled loudly as he adjusted her.

“Open wide for Daddy.”

He pressed the large nipple to her lips. Warm milk scented with vanilla touched her tongue. Zara hesitated only a second before latching on, sucking slowly at first, then with deeper, rhythmic pulls. The liquid was rich, slightly sweet, and strangely comforting as it filled her mouth and slid down her throat.

“Good girl,” Ronan murmured, voice low and intimate. “Suck nice and steady. Big babies need their bottles to grow soft and dependent.”

While she nursed, his free hand drifted down to her lap. He pressed his palm firmly over the front of the onesie, right where the thickest padding bulged between her thighs. Slow, deliberate circles began, mashing the soft diaper against her bare, sensitive mound.

Zara moaned around the nipple, the sound muffled and babyish. The crinkle grew louder under his rubbing hand. Heat bloomed instantly in her powdered pussy.

“Feel that?” he whispered, continuing the steady massage. “That thick, crinkly diaper locked under your pretty pink onesie. No more adult panties. No more control over your holes. From now on, every drop of piss, every soft mess, every orgasm belongs inside this padding.”

She sucked harder on the bottle, eyes half-lidded. Warm milk dribbled from the corner of her mouth as his fingers pressed deeper, finding the outline of her swollen clit through the layers.

“Your new life is so simple now, baby girl. You wake up wet and heavy. Daddy changes you on the table, powders that smooth little cunt, tapes you back up tight. You spend your days in the crib or on the play mat, waddling in thick diapers while the egg or bigger plugs keep your holes stretched and ready. No meetings. No decisions. Just crinkles, bottles, and learning to let go whenever the urge hits.”

Zara’s hips rocked weakly against his hand. The diaper squished softly. Fresh slick leaked into the core, mixing with the powder. The onesie snaps strained as she tried to grind harder.

Ronan kept the rhythm slow and teasing, never giving her enough pressure to cum. “You’ll forget how to hold it. You’ll forget what a toilet even looks like. One day soon you’ll just spread your legs in the crib and flood your diaper without a single thought. Warm piss soaking the front while you suck your pacifier and coo for Daddy.”

He tilted the bottle higher, forcing her to swallow faster. Milk filled her belly, making her feel full and sleepy and small.

“Imagine it,” he continued, voice dropping lower. “Waking up every morning with a heavy, sagging mess in the seat of your diaper. The smell rising while Daddy unsnaps your onesie and wipes your dirty bottom clean. You’ll thank him with little baby sounds. You’ll lift your legs high and beg for more powder. Then you’ll get a fresh, extra-thick nighttime diaper and another plug to stretch that greedy ass while you nap.”

Zara whimpered loudly around the nipple. Her clit throbbed painfully under the relentless, padded rubbing. The crinkle never stopped. The onesie felt tighter. Her mind slipped further with every swallow and every press of his hand.

Ronan slipped two fingers under the leg gather of the diaper, not removing it, just reaching inside to stroke her slick, bare folds directly while the thick padding still pressed down from above. His fingertips circled her swollen clit, then dipped shallowly into her dripping hole.

“So wet already. Nursing and humping your diaper like a desperate little baby. This is what you were always meant for, Zara. Not boardrooms and stress. Just thick padding, warm bottles, and Daddy’s fingers teaching your cunt to leak on command.”

She sucked frantically now, milk spilling down her chin onto the onesie. Her hips bucked harder, chasing the teasing touch. The diaper crinkled and squelched obscenely with every desperate movement.

Ronan withdrew his fingers and returned to rubbing firmly over the outside of the padding, keeping her right on the edge. “No big-girl orgasms tonight. Only edging. Only denial. You’ll stay locked in this crib, diapered and onesie-snapped, while Daddy plays with you for hours. Every time you get close, I’ll stop. You’ll cry and beg in little baby whimpers. And when you finally can’t take it anymore, you’ll flood the diaper again - piss, slick, maybe even another messy accident - while I watch and praise my perfect regressing girl.”

The bottle was almost empty. Zara’s belly felt warm and full. Her mind floated in soft, hazy submission. The sharp CEO felt distant, blurry, replaced by the needy, crinkling baby sucking desperately on her bottle.

Ronan pulled the empty nipple from her lips with a soft pop. A thin string of milk and drool connected her mouth to the bottle for a moment before breaking.

He wiped her chin gently with a soft cloth, then leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“Such a good little bottle baby. Drinking every drop like an obedient infant. Your regression is accelerating so beautifully. Soon there won’t be anything left of the old you except the constant need to be padded, plugged, and cared for.”

Zara gazed up at him with glassy green eyes, lips parted, breathing fast. The thick diaper felt heavier, warmer, more necessary than ever. The onesie held her like a second skin. The crib rails kept her safe and trapped.

Ronan stood, raising the crib rail back into place with a decisive click. He looked down at her locked inside - pastel onesie stretched over the obvious bulky diaper, face flushed, mouth still seeking the nipple that was no longer there.

He smiled faintly, remote for the hidden egg already in his hand.

“He will edge her for hours tonight.”


Chapter 14: Edged in Padding

Edged in Padding

Zara lay helpless in the crib, thick diaper already warm and slightly heavy between her spread thighs. The pastel onesie remained snapped tightly over the bulky padding, but Ronan had lowered the crib rail and now stood over her with calm, predatory patience. The remote egg still buzzed deep inside her smooth, shaved pussy on a low, maddening setting. Every pulse made her inner walls flutter and fresh slick leak steadily into the absorbent core.

Ronan unsnapped the crotch of the onesie with slow, deliberate clicks. One… two… three… four. The soft fabric parted, revealing the swollen, crinkly diaper beneath. He peeled the front flap down just enough to expose her powdered mound while leaving the thick padding still taped securely around her hips.

“Arms up, little one. Keep them there.”

She obeyed instantly, wrists resting against the padded crib rails. Her athletic body trembled with anticipation and denial. The warm milk from the bottle sloshed gently in her full belly.

Ronan’s large hand returned to the front of the diaper. He pressed firmly, rubbing slow circles that mashed the soft, crinkly padding directly against her swollen clit. The egg continued its low throb inside her, perfectly synchronized with his movements.

Zara moaned loudly, hips rolling up into his palm. “Please… Daddy… need to come…”

“Not tonight, baby girl.” His voice stayed calm and clinical. “Tonight you learn how good girls stay edged and desperate in their thick diapers. No release until Daddy decides you’ve earned it.”

He increased the egg’s intensity with the remote. The vibrations deepened, slamming against her g-spot in strong, rhythmic waves. At the same time, he slipped two fingers under the leg gather of the diaper and found her slick, bare folds. He circled her clit with maddening lightness, never giving enough pressure.

Zara’s breath hitched into sharp, needy gasps. The combination of the buzzing egg, his teasing fingers, and the constant crinkle of the thick padding drove her straight to the edge in under a minute. Her toned stomach clenched. Her thighs trembled around the bulky diaper.

“I’m close - Daddy - I’m so close - ”

Ronan pulled his fingers away instantly and lowered the egg to the gentlest hum.

She sobbed in frustration, hips bucking uselessly into empty air. The diaper crinkled loudly with every desperate thrust. Warm piss trickled out without warning, soaking deeper into the padding and making the front grow heavier and squishier.

“Good girl,” he praised softly. “Leaking again while you’re edged. That’s exactly what your body is learning to do.”

He waited until her breathing slowed just slightly, then started again. This time he used the flat of his palm to grind the entire soggy front of the diaper against her clit in firm, steady strokes. The wet padding squelched obscenely. The egg surged back to medium intensity.

Zara cried out, back arching off the mattress. “Please - please let me come - Daddy I’ll do anything - ”

“Anything?” Ronan’s steel-gray eyes gleamed. “You already are, little one. You’re lying in a crib wearing a thick, wet diaper while Daddy edges your needy cunt for hours. This is your life now. Constant denial. Constant crinkling. Constant dependence.”

He kept the pressure perfect - enough to keep her right on the razor’s edge, never enough to push her over. Every time her moans grew frantic and her hips started to shake, he eased off, switching the egg to its lowest setting or lifting his hand completely.

Over and over.

The first hour blurred into desperate pleas.

The second hour turned her begging incoherent.

“Daddy - please - cunt - need - come - mess - please - ”

Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks. Drool slipped from the corner of her mouth. The diaper grew heavier with every denied edge - fresh piss and slick turning the core into a warm, mushy swamp that squished loudly with every tiny movement.

Ronan slipped his fingers inside the diaper again, this time pushing two thick digits into her dripping hole alongside the still-vibrating egg. He curled them firmly against her g-spot, fucking her slowly while the toy buzzed against his knuckles.

Zara’s eyes rolled back. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream of need. She was right there - orgasm roaring toward her like a tidal wave.

He stopped everything.

Fingers withdrawn. Egg reduced to almost nothing.

She wailed, thrashing weakly in the crib, thickly padded hips grinding frantically against nothing. The onesie hung open around her waist. The heavy, sagging diaper dominated her lower body, yellowed at the front and warm with her constant leaks.

“Such a pretty mess,” Ronan murmured, stroking her hair while she sobbed. “Look at you. Full belly from your bottle. Thick diaper soaked and squishing. Cunt dripping and desperate. No pride left. Just a needy, padded baby girl who needs Daddy to decide when she gets to feel good.”

He started the cycle again.

Palm grinding over the sopping diaper front. Egg buzzing harder. Fingers occasionally slipping inside to tease her swollen clit or fuck shallowly into her clenching hole.

Each edge grew more intense. Each denial more devastating.

By the third hour Zara could barely form words. Only broken, babyish sounds escaped her lips.

“Ah - ah - Dada - pease - cum - pease - ”

Her athletic body glistened with sweat. The diaper sagged heavily between her spread thighs, the plastic backing stretched tight over the swollen, piss-filled core. Every denied orgasm made her leak more, the warm wetness spreading further back toward her ass.

Ronan leaned close, lips brushing her ear while his hand kept her teetering on the brink once more.

“Tomorrow everything changes, little one. Tomorrow Daddy takes you properly. Cock deep inside that soaked, padded pussy while you’re thickly diapered and helpless. You’ll feel every inch while the crinkle echoes and your body finally gets to come around me.”

Zara’s eyes widened at the promise. A fresh flood of slick gushed into the diaper as the words sank in.

Ronan smiled faintly, pulling his hand away for the final time that night and switching the egg off completely.

She whimpered brokenly, body shaking with exhaustion and overwhelming need, thick diaper squishing loudly as she tried to chase friction that was no longer there.

He raised the crib rail with a decisive click, locking her inside once more.

“Tomorrow Daddy takes her properly.”


Chapter 15: Daddy Claims

Daddy Claims

Zara thrashed weakly inside the crib, thick diaper sodden and heavy between her trembling thighs. Hours of relentless edging had left her a broken, leaking mess. The pastel onesie hung open at the crotch, snaps undone, exposing the swollen, piss-soaked padding. Slick and warm piss had turned the core into a mushy, squelching swamp that clung to her smooth, shaved pussy. The remote egg lay silent now, removed, but her cunt still fluttered and dripped from the endless denial.

She was beyond begging. Only soft, incoherent whimpers escaped her lips as she humped the air, desperate for any friction.

The crib rail lowered with a loud click.

Ronan stood over her, shirt gone, broad chest bare, pants already unfastened. His cock stood thick and hard, veins prominent, the head glistening. Steel-gray eyes burned with raw possession as he looked down at his completely helpless little girl.

“Tonight Daddy claims what’s his.”

He reached into the crib and lifted her easily, strong arms cradling her padded bottom. The heavy, wet diaper squished loudly in his hands. He carried her to the changing table and laid her on her back, legs spread wide around the bulky padding. The onesie remained snapped around her upper body, framing her firm breasts and keeping the thick diaper locked in place like a permanent harness.

Zara’s green eyes were glassy, unfocused, lips parted and trembling. “Daddy… please… been so good… need you…”

Ronan didn’t answer with words. He simply pulled the front of the soaked diaper down just enough to expose her dripping, puffy pussy. The smooth, bare lips glistened obscenely, swollen from hours of teasing. He lined up the thick head of his cock and pushed forward in one slow, relentless thrust.

Zara cried out sharply as he stretched her open. After the egg and endless fingering, she was slick and ready, but his size still burned sweetly. He sank deep in a single stroke, bottoming out against her cervix with the heavy, crinkly diaper bunched between them.

The first hard thrust made the diaper crinkle loudly. The wet padding squelched between their bodies as he began to fuck her in earnest.

“Fuck - Daddy - yes - ” she gasped, legs wrapping around his waist as much as the bulky diaper allowed.

Ronan gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft onesie and the swollen padding beneath. He drove into her hard and deep, each powerful stroke slamming the thick diaper against her clit. The crinkle was constant, obscene, echoing through the nursery with every brutal thrust.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he growled, voice low and rough. “Take Daddy’s cock while you’re thickly diapered. Feel how the padding squishes every time I fuck you? This is what you were made for. Padded. Helpless. Leaking around my cock like a desperate little baby.”

Zara’s head fell back against the changing table, moans turning into broken cries. Every thrust pushed her closer to the edge she had been denied for hours. The wet diaper mashed against her swollen clit with perfect, filthy friction. Her athletic body bounced with the force of his fucking, firm breasts jiggling inside the onesie.

Ronan leaned over her, one hand bracing beside her head, the other reaching down to press firmly on the front of the sagging diaper. He ground the soaked padding hard against her clit while his cock pistoned in and out of her clenching cunt.

“Come for Daddy,” he commanded. “Come while you’re leaking in your thick diaper. Come while you’re dressed like the helpless baby you are.”

The orgasm hit her like a freight train.

Zara screamed, back arching violently. Her pussy spasmed hard around his thrusting cock, gushing fresh slick that flooded the already soaked diaper. Wave after wave crashed through her, made sharper and longer by the hours of cruel denial. She squirted around him, the hot fluid mixing with piss and soaking the padding even more.

Ronan didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through her climax, hips snapping harder, the crinkle and squelch growing louder and wetter.

“Good girl - such a good fucking baby - coming so hard in your diaper for Daddy - ”

His own control started to fray. The sight of her - athletic body trapped in a baby onesie, thick diaper sagging and squishing, face twisted in helpless ecstasy - pushed him over the edge.

He slammed deep one final time and roared.

His cock pulsed hard inside her, flooding her cunt with thick, hot ropes of cum. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, grinding the messy, cum-filled pussy against the soaked diaper. The crinkle never stopped. The wet sounds were filthy and perfect.

Zara whimpered and shook beneath him, aftershocks rolling through her as she felt every spurt deep inside. Her padded ass squished against the table with every twitch of his hips.

Ronan stayed buried inside her for long moments, breathing heavy, cock still twitching. He looked down at her flushed, tear-streaked face with dark satisfaction.

“Mine,” he growled softly. “Completely mine now.”

He finally pulled out slowly, a thick trickle of his cum leaking from her well-fucked hole and immediately soaking into the front of the diaper. He pulled the wet padding back up and taped it even tighter around her hips, sealing his load and all her mess inside the heavy, sagging diaper.

Zara lay limp and panting, eyes half-closed, body twitching with afterglow. The onesie remained half-open, the thick diaper now even heavier, warm with piss, slick, and Daddy’s cum.

Ronan snapped the crotch of the onesie closed again, locking everything in place. He lifted her gently and carried her back to the crib, laying her down on the soft mattress. The heavy, cum-filled diaper squished loudly as she settled.

He raised both crib rails with final, decisive clicks, locking her inside once more.

“Sleep now, little one. You earned it.”

Zara’s eyes fluttered, already drifting into exhausted, sated sleep. The thick diaper clung heavily between her legs, warm and comforting in its filth. The crinkle accompanied every shallow breath.

Ronan dimmed the light and stood watching her for a moment, cock still half-hard at the sight of his thoroughly claimed baby girl.

“The overnight diapers are even thicker.”


Chapter 16: Heavy Overnight

The Heavy Overnight

Zara lay locked in the crib, the ultra-thick overnight diaper already hugging her hips like a massive, crinkling pillow. The padding was enormous - easily twice the thickness of her daytime diapers, with extra layers in the crotch and seat, reinforced leg gathers, and a tall, crinkly waistband that rose almost to her navel. The pastel onesie had been replaced by a soft, long-sleeved footed sleeper in pale lavender, the crotch snaps stretched tight over the bulky overnight padding. Every tiny movement produced a loud, constant rustle that filled the quiet nursery.

She was already half full.

Ronan had changed her into this monster diaper right after claiming her, taping it so snugly that the heavy core pressed firmly against her still-sensitive, cum-filled pussy. A faint warm wetness already seeped through the front from the slow leak of his seed and her own slick. The weight between her legs felt obscene, forcing her thighs apart even while lying down.

The crib rails were locked high. The night-light cast a soft glow. The mobile had stopped spinning, leaving only the gentle sound of her own breathing and the occasional crinkle.

Sleep came in fitful bursts.

The first urgent need hit around midnight.

Zara whimpered in the darkness, bladder full and aching from the bottle and the earlier fucking. She tried to hold it, clenching hard, but the thick padding and the memory of Ronan’s voice made resistance feel pointless.

A hot spurt escaped.

Then another.

She moaned softly as the flood began. Warm piss gushed into the overnight diaper in a long, powerful stream. The absorbent core swelled instantly, drinking up the liquid with wet, hissing sounds. The front of the diaper grew heavier, warmer, the plastic outer layer tightening as it expanded. Heat spread across her smooth mound and down between her cheeks.

She couldn’t stop. The stream continued for nearly a minute, turning the thick padding into a heavy, sagging weight between her legs. When it finally tapered off, the diaper sagged noticeably, the crotch bulging low and squishy.

Zara lay panting, face burning even in the empty room. The ultra-thick padding now felt even bulkier, warm and comforting in its filth. She shifted her hips. Loud squelch. Crinkle. Another small trickle leaked out as she moved.

She drifted back into uneasy sleep.

Ronan came in just after two in the morning.

The nursery door opened silently. He approached the crib, lowering one rail with a soft click. His hand pressed firmly on the front of her diaper, squeezing the swollen padding.

“Already wet, little one,” he murmured approvingly. “Such a good baby. Flooding your overnight diaper while Daddy sleeps. Feel how heavy it’s getting?”

Zara whimpered, half-asleep, as he rubbed the soggy front in slow circles. The wet padding squished loudly against her clit. Fresh arousal mixed with the piss, making the core even mushier. He didn’t change her. Just checked the tapes, made sure everything was secure, then raised the rail again and left.

The second wetting came harder, around four.

She woke with a sharp cramp in her bladder. This time she didn’t even try to fight. Legs spread wide around the massive bulk, she simply let go. A long, uncontrollable hiss filled the crib as hot piss poured out in a steady flood. The already swollen diaper drank more, swelling further, the seat growing warm and heavy as liquid wicked back toward her ass.

She moaned openly now, grinding her hips slowly into the soggy padding while she pissed. The crinkle mixed with wet squelching sounds. When the stream finally stopped, the overnight diaper was visibly sagging between her thighs, the plastic stretched tight, the crotch hanging low and full.

Ronan returned again near dawn.

He lowered the rail and stood over her, shining a small light on the massively swollen diaper. The front was yellowed and puffy. The seat had begun to sag with the weight of multiple wettings.

“Two big wettings already,” he said softly, squeezing the heavy padding. “And still hours until morning change. Daddy’s proud of his leaky little girl.”

His hand pressed harder, forcing the warm, piss-filled core against her clit. Zara whimpered and rocked into the touch, but he only teased her for a moment before stopping.

“Not yet. You still have one more accident to give me tonight.”

He left her locked in the crib once more.

The messy accident happened just as the first hints of light filtered through the nursery curtains.

Zara woke to deep, rolling cramps in her belly. The pressure was immense - the earlier laxative effects and the heavy liquid load in her system demanded release. She tried to hold it, clenching around the thick padding, but her body had learned too well.

A soft, wet crackle started.

The first warm, mushy log pushed out slowly into the seat of the ultra-thick diaper. It spread heavily across her ass cheeks, soft and sticky, filling the extra-wide seat panel. Zara sobbed quietly as more followed - a long, continuous messy load that squelched and expanded inside the padding. The smell rose slowly, thick and earthy, unmistakable.

She kept pushing, helpless, until the seat of the diaper was heavily loaded. The mess shifted and squished with every tiny movement, mixing with the gallons of piss already trapped inside. The entire overnight diaper now sagged dramatically - front swollen with urine, back massively distended with soft shit, the whole thing hanging heavy and low between her spread legs.

She lay there in the growing dawn light, face burning with shame, body trembling. The ultra-thick padding had done its job perfectly, containing every drop and every soft mess without a single leak. But the weight was overwhelming. The squishy warmth surrounded her pussy and ass completely.

Ronan entered at first light.

He lowered both rails this time and stood beside the crib, looking down at his thoroughly used baby girl. The lavender sleeper was still snapped tight, but the massive, sagging diaper underneath dominated everything. The seat bulged obscenely. The crotch hung low and yellowed. The smell was strong and intimate.

“Full night’s work,” he said with quiet approval. “Multiple wettings. One big messy accident. All held safely in your thick overnight diaper like a perfect little baby.”

He lifted her carefully from the crib, carrying her to the changing table. The heavy, loaded diaper squished and sagged in his hands with every step.

Zara hid her face against his chest, whimpering.

Ronan laid her down and began the long, thorough morning change, but not before pressing one last firm squeeze to the massively swollen, messy padding.

“Tomorrow you must declare your new self publicly.”


Chapter 17: Window Baby

The Window Baby

Zara stood barefoot in the center of the bright observation room, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. The outfit Ronan had chosen for her was deliberately humiliating: a short, baby-pink onesie with ruffled shoulders and snap-crotch, barely long enough to cover the top half of the thickest diaper she had ever worn. The overnight padding had been nothing compared to this. This diaper was massive - ultra-absorbent, snow-white with reinforced plastic backing, extra-wide seat, and a tall waistband that reached almost to her ribs. It forced her toned thighs wide apart and made even standing feel like a waddle.

The crinkle was deafening with every tiny shift.

Ronan guided her forward until her padded front pressed against the large one-way glass window that overlooked the clinic’s main courtyard and garden path. Staff and a few other patients moved outside in the distance, completely unaware they could be observed - but perfectly visible to anyone inside looking out.

“Hands on the glass, little one,” Ronan ordered softly. “Legs spread. Show the world what you’ve become.”

Zara placed her palms flat against the cool glass, leaning forward so her firm breasts pressed against the thin onesie and her massively padded ass stuck out behind her. The short onesie rode up, fully exposing the swollen, puffy seat of the diaper. She could see her own reflection faintly - sharp-featured CEO face flushed pink, green eyes wide with shame and dark arousal, athletic body reduced to this infantile display.

Ronan stepped close behind her. His hands smoothed over the enormous diaper, squeezing the thick padding, making it crinkle loudly.

“Today you declare yourself,” he murmured against her ear. “Loud and clear, so everyone who might be watching understands exactly who you are now.”

He reached into his pocket and activated the toys.

The vibrating egg deep in her pussy buzzed to life on a medium setting. At the same time, a larger anal plug - upgraded days ago - began a slow, pulsing vibration in her ass. Both toys worked in tandem, sending deep, rolling waves of pleasure through her already sensitive holes.

Zara gasped, forehead pressing harder against the glass. Her hips jerked involuntarily, grinding the front of the massive diaper against the window. The crinkle echoed sharply in the room.

“Say it,” Ronan commanded, voice calm but firm. One hand slipped between her legs from behind, pressing the thick padding firmly against her clit while the toys buzzed harder.

“I… I’m…” Her voice cracked. The egg surged stronger. A hot trickle of piss escaped immediately, hissing into the front of the diaper.

“Louder, baby girl. Tell them who you are.”

The vibrations intensified. Zara’s knees buckled slightly. She had to lock her legs to stay upright, the thick diaper forcing her stance even wider. Another longer spurt of piss flooded the padding, turning the crotch warm and squishy.

“I’m… I’m Daddy’s permanent diapered baby!” she cried out, voice trembling but carrying.

Ronan rewarded her by increasing both toys to high intensity. The egg slammed against her g-spot while the plug throbbed relentlessly in her ass. Zara moaned loudly, hips rocking, mashing the front of her diaper against the glass in desperate little thrusts.

“Again. Full sentence. Tell them what you wear. What you do. What you need.”

Fresh piss leaked steadily now, the hissing sound audible even over the loud crinkle. The massive diaper began to swell and sag between her thighs.

“I’m Daddy’s permanent diapered baby!” she repeated, louder, voice breaking with pleasure. “I wear thick diapers all the time… I wet and mess them… I can’t control myself anymore… I need Daddy to change me and feed me and fuck me while I’m padded!”

The words spilled out faster as the toys drove her higher. Her reflection showed a woman lost - cheeks crimson, mouth open in constant moans, body humping the window like an animal in heat. Outside, a nurse walked past the path. Zara imagined the woman could somehow see her and the thought made her leak harder.

Ronan’s free hand reached around and unsnapped the crotch of the short onesie. The fabric parted, fully exposing the front and seat of the enormous, already-wet diaper. He pulled the front down just enough to expose her smooth, puffy pussy lips while keeping the thick padding bunched beneath.

Two thick fingers slid through her slick folds and pushed deep inside her cunt alongside the vibrating egg. He fucked her roughly with them, curling hard against her g-spot while the toys continued their merciless assault.

“Keep talking, baby. Tell the window what you are now.”

Zara was sobbing with need, hips bucking wildly. The massive diaper crinkled and squelched with every thrust. More piss flooded out around his fingers, soaking the padding even further.

“I’m not Zara the CEO anymore!” she wailed. “I’m just Daddy’s diaper baby! I live in a crib! I drink from bottles! I mess my diapers and beg for changes! I come hardest when I’m thickly padded and helpless! Please - please let them see what I’ve become!”

Ronan growled in approval, fingers pumping faster, palm grinding the vibrating egg deeper. The plug in her ass throbbed in perfect rhythm. Zara’s entire body shook. She was right on the edge, pussy clenching desperately around his fingers and the toy.

He didn’t let her come.

Instead he pulled his fingers free, snapped the onesie back into place over the massively swollen, piss-heavy diaper, and stepped back slightly.

“Turn around. Face the window. Ass out. Tell them one more time - loud enough for the whole clinic to hear.”

Zara spun slowly, pressing her padded ass and the back of the short onesie against the glass. She arched her back, sticking her massively diapered bottom out toward the courtyard view. The toys continued buzzing at full strength. Her legs trembled violently.

“I’m Daddy’s permanent diapered baby!” she shouted, voice raw and broken. “I wear the thickest diapers every day and night! I wet and mess without control! I live in the nursery! I belong to Dr. Ronan forever!”

A powerful orgasm crashed through her the moment the last word left her lips.

Zara screamed, pressing her cheek and breasts hard against the glass as her body convulsed. Her pussy gushed around the egg, flooding the already soaked diaper with fresh slick and piss. The massive padding swelled even more, sagging heavily between her thighs while she came in long, shuddering waves. The crinkle was nonstop. The wet squelching filled the room.

Ronan stood behind her, one hand possessively cupping the swollen, leaking seat of her diaper, feeling every spasm and every new leak through the thick padding.

When the orgasm finally ebbed, leaving her shaking and panting against the window, he switched the toys off.

Zara slid slowly down the glass until she was on her knees, thick diaper squishing loudly beneath her, onesie riding up, face flushed and tear-streaked. She looked utterly destroyed - and utterly surrendered.

Ronan crouched beside her, stroking her damp hair.

“You did perfectly, little one. They all saw. They all heard. There’s no going back now.”

He helped her to her feet, the massively swollen diaper forcing her into a wide, stumbling waddle. Cum, piss, and slick sloshed warmly inside the padding with every step.

Ronan led her back toward the nursery door, one hand resting possessively on her crinkling bottom.

“One signature remains. The final one.”


Chapter 18: Permanent Surrender

The Permanent Surrender

Zara knelt in the center of the nursery, completely naked except for the final supreme diaper.

It was the thickest yet - a massive, custom overnight garment so bulky it forced her knees wide apart even while kneeling. The white plastic shell gleamed under the soft nursery lights, the absorbent core already slightly swollen from the slow, constant leak of her arousal. Tall leak guards rose high on her hips, and the waistband hugged just beneath her breasts. The crinkle was constant, loud, and final with every tiny shift of her athletic body.

No onesie. No socks. Nothing to hide behind.

Just bare skin, hard nipples, and the enormous diaper that now defined her entire existence.

The contract lay open on the low nursery table in front of her - thick cream paper, gold embossed seal, the final clause waiting for her signature.

Permanent Regression and Total Surrender of Adulthood.

Ronan stood behind her, towering, completely naked. His broad chest rose and fell steadily, cock thick and rigid, already glistening at the tip. Steel-gray eyes watched her with absolute ownership.

“Read the last line aloud, little one.”

Zara’s voice trembled, but there was no hesitation left in it.

“I, Zara Vale, hereby surrender all remaining adult rights, responsibilities, and identity. I consent to permanent regression. I will live as Daddy’s diapered baby girl for the rest of my life. I will wear diapers twenty-four hours a day. I will wet and mess without control. I will sleep in a crib, drink from bottles, and obey every command. I am no longer a CEO. I am only Daddy’s helpless, padded little girl.”

Her green eyes glistened with tears of surrender and overwhelming need.

Ronan stepped closer. His cock brushed the back of her head.

“Sign it while I fuck you. Sign it while you come harder than you ever have in your life. Sign it as my permanent baby.”

Zara picked up the pen with a shaking hand. She leaned forward, elbows on the low table, ass pushed high and back. The supreme diaper crinkled loudly as she presented herself.

Ronan dropped to his knees behind her. He gripped the thick waistband of the diaper and yanked the front down just enough to expose her smooth, dripping pussy and tight little hole. He lined up his cock and drove in deep with one powerful thrust.

Zara cried out, the pen nearly slipping from her fingers. He filled her completely, stretching her soaked cunt around his thick length while the massive diaper bunched and crinkled between them.

“Start signing, baby girl.”

She pressed the pen to the paper as Ronan began to fuck her in long, hard strokes. Each thrust slammed deep, pushing her forward so the pen scratched across the contract in shaky, desperate strokes.

“I… surrender…” she gasped, writing the first words while his cock pounded into her.

Ronan reached around, one hand sliding under the front of the supreme diaper to find her swollen clit. He rubbed firm, fast circles while he fucked her, the thick padding squishing and rustling with every movement.

“Keep writing. Every word while Daddy claims your cunt for the last time as anything close to an adult.”

Zara moaned loudly, hips rocking back to meet his thrusts. The pen moved across the paper in jagged letters.

“I consent… to permanent… regression…”

The pleasure was already overwhelming. After days of edging, public declaration, and total surrender, her body was primed beyond anything she had ever felt. Every brutal thrust mashed the heavy diaper against her clit from the outside while Ronan’s fingers worked her from the inside.

“Fuck - Daddy - harder - ”

He gave her exactly what she begged for. His hips snapped faster, cock slamming into her soaked pussy with wet, obscene sounds that mixed with the constant loud crinkle of the supreme diaper. The massive padding swayed and squished heavily between her spread knees.

Zara’s hand shook violently as she wrote the next line.

“I will wear… diapers… forever…”

Ronan growled, gripping her hip with his free hand, driving even deeper. “That’s right, baby. Forever. No more big-girl clothes. No more control. Just thick, crinkling diapers and Daddy’s cock whenever I want this greedy little cunt.”

Her orgasm began to build like a tidal wave. It started deep in her core, fueled by the relentless pounding, the fingers on her clit, the humiliating bulk of the supreme diaper slapping against her with every thrust, and the words she was writing that would end her old life forever.

She was sobbing now, tears dripping onto the contract as she scrawled the final sentences.

“I am… only… Daddy’s… helpless… padded… little girl…”

The pen dropped from her fingers mid-signature as the orgasm exploded through her.

Zara screamed, body convulsing violently. Her pussy clamped down around Ronan’s cock like a vice, gushing hard around him in powerful, squirting waves. The supreme diaper caught every drop, swelling instantly as hot fluid flooded the core. Her entire body shook uncontrollably, thighs trembling, ass pushing back desperately to take every inch of him while she came harder than she had ever come in her life.

Ronan roared and slammed deep one final time.

His cock pulsed violently inside her, flooding her spasming cunt with thick, hot ropes of cum. He kept thrusting through his own climax, grinding her through the longest, most shattering orgasm of her existence. The supreme diaper squelched and crinkled wildly between them, now heavy with her squirt, his cum, and fresh piss that she couldn’t hold back even if she tried.

Zara collapsed forward onto the table, face pressed to the signed contract, body still twitching with aftershocks as Ronan stayed buried deep inside her, pumping the last drops of his release into her ruined, surrendered pussy.

He finally pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from her well-fucked hole and immediately soak into the front of the supreme diaper. He pulled the thick padding back up and taped it even tighter around her hips, sealing everything inside the massive, swollen garment.

Zara remained on her knees, forehead resting on the signed contract, breathing in ragged sobs of pure bliss and total surrender.

Ronan stroked her hair gently, then lifted her chin so she could look up at him with glassy, adoring green eyes.

“You’re mine now. Forever.”

He helped her to her feet - or rather, into the wide, stumbling waddle the supreme diaper forced upon her. The crinkle was louder than ever, the heavy, cum-and-squirt-filled padding sagging low between her legs.

Ronan guided her to the crib, lowered the rail, and laid her down on the soft mattress. He raised both rails with final, decisive clicks, locking his permanent baby girl inside.

Zara curled onto her side, thick diaper squishing warmly beneath her, eyes already drifting shut in exhausted, blissful surrender.

There is no going back. She doesn't want to.
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