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Chapter 1: Corporate Chains Unravel

Isabelle sat at her desk, the glow of her laptop screen casting sharp shadows across her face. The event planning spreadsheet stared back, a maze of deadlines and budgets for the company’s annual gala. Her fingers hovered over the keys, trembling from too much coffee and too little sleep.

Her phone buzzed again.

Another email from corporate, demanding updates on an event she’d already triple-checked. Her jaw tightened. She was the best at her job, the one who made every detail perfect, but the weight of it all pressed down harder each day.

She rubbed her temples.

The office around her hummed with late-night activity—colleagues whispering over cubicle walls, the distant clack of a printer. She felt their eyes on her, the unspoken expectation that Isabelle, the unflappable planner, would never crack. Her perfect smile hid the exhaustion eating at her bones.

She wanted to let go.

Just for a moment, to stop being the one in charge. Her chest tightened at the thought, a secret she’d never dare speak aloud. But the craving lingered, sharp and raw, beneath her tailored blazer.

Her phone buzzed once more.

A reminder this time, not an email. “Mandatory Wellness Check – The Private Clinic – 8:00 PM.” She groaned under her breath.

Corporate nonsense.

They’d rolled out this new policy last month—every executive had to complete a “comprehensive health assessment” to ensure peak performance. Isabelle scoffed. It was just another way to control them, to poke into their lives under the guise of care.

She didn’t have time for this.

But the email had been clear: non-compliance meant a mark on her record. Her reputation couldn’t afford a single blemish. She sighed and grabbed her purse, the weight of obligation dragging her out the door.

The drive to the clinic was a blur.

Traffic lights smeared into streaks of red and green through her windshield. Her hands gripped the steering wheel too tight, knuckles pale. She hated not knowing what to expect, hated being forced into anything.

She pulled into the clinic parking lot.

The building loomed ahead, all glass and steel, cold and clinical. A sign read “The Private Clinic – Discreet Care for Discerning Professionals.” Her stomach churned with irritation.

She stepped out of the car.

The night air bit at her skin, crisp and unforgiving. She adjusted her blazer, smoothing every wrinkle, as if control over her appearance could steady the unease inside her. Her heels clicked sharply on the pavement as she approached the entrance.

Inside, the lobby was sterile.

The scent of antiseptic hung heavy, mixed with a faint trace of lavender. Air conditioning hummed low, a constant drone that made the silence feel heavier. Isabelle’s shoulders tensed as she scanned the empty waiting area.

A receptionist glanced up.

“Ms. Crane?” The woman’s voice was clipped, professional. “Please have a seat. Dr. Holt will be with you shortly.”

Isabelle nodded curtly.

She sat on the edge of a stiff chair, her purse balanced on her lap like a shield. Every tick of the clock on the wall grated on her nerves. She didn’t belong here, didn’t need some doctor prying into her life.

The door opened.

A man stepped through, and the air in the room shifted. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a white coat that fit like it was tailored just for him. His presence filled the space, calm but commanding, like he owned every inch of it.

Isabelle’s breath caught.

His eyes locked on hers—sharp, piercing, a deep gray that seemed to see straight through her polished exterior. A faint smile curved his lips, not warm but calculated, as if he already knew something she didn’t. Her skin prickled under his gaze.

“Ms. Crane,” he said.

His voice was low, smooth, the kind of tone that didn’t need to be loud to demand attention. “I’m Dr. Holt. I’ll be handling your assessment tonight.”

She swallowed hard.

Her instinct was to stand, to assert herself, but her legs felt heavy under the weight of his stare. She managed a tight smile instead. “I’m only here because corporate requires it. Let’s get this over with.”

His smile didn’t falter.

“Of course,” he said, stepping closer. “But we do things thoroughly here. I expect your full cooperation.”

Her cheeks warmed.

The way he said “cooperation” sent a shiver down her spine, though she couldn’t place why. She gripped her purse tighter, a barrier between her and whatever this man represented. “Fine. What do I need to do?”

He gestured to the hallway.

“Follow me,” he said simply. His tone left no room for argument.

She stood, her heels clicking again.

Each step behind him felt like a surrender, though she told herself it was just procedure. His stride was unhurried, confident, the white coat shifting over his shoulders with every move. She hated how her eyes lingered on him.

They entered an exam room.

The door clicked shut behind her, the sound sharp in the small space. The room was stark—white walls, a metal exam table with a thin paper sheet, and a tray of instruments gleaming under harsh light. That antiseptic smell was stronger here, clawing at her senses.

“Sit,” he said.

Not a request, a command. She hesitated for half a second before perching on the edge of the table. The paper crinkled under her, an annoying little sound that made her flinch.

Dr. Holt turned to face her.

He held a clipboard, but his eyes didn’t leave hers as he spoke. “This assessment isn’t just physical, Ms. Crane. It’s about identifying stress points and… releasing control where necessary.”

Her brow furrowed.

“Releasing control?” Her voice came out sharper than she meant. “I’m not here for therapy. I’m fine.”

His gaze didn’t waver.

“Are you?” He set the clipboard down with deliberate slowness. “Your file shows a high-stress role. Constant pressure. I can see it in your posture right now.”

She stiffened.

Her shoulders were tight, she knew that, but hearing him point it out felt invasive. She opened her mouth to protest, but he raised a hand, cutting her off before she could start.

“We’ll begin with basics,” he said.

He stepped closer, pulling a stethoscope from his pocket. The metal glinted as he draped it around his neck. “Remove your blazer. I need to check your vitals.”

Her fingers hesitated.

It was a simple request, nothing unusual for a doctor’s visit, but something in his tone made it feel heavier. She shrugged off the blazer anyway, folding it neatly over her lap. Her blouse felt too thin without it, her skin too exposed.

He moved in.

His presence was overwhelming up close, the faint scent of clean linen mixing with the sterile air. He pressed the cold stethoscope against her chest, just above her collarbone. “Breathe deeply.”

She obeyed.

The cold metal sent a jolt through her, her breath hitching slightly. His hand steadied her shoulder, firm but not rough, and her pulse quickened under his touch. She hated that her body reacted at all.

“Good,” he murmured.

His voice was softer now, but still edged with authority. He moved the stethoscope lower, brushing against the edge of her blouse. Each breath she took felt louder, more vulnerable, under his scrutiny.

Her mind raced.

This was just a checkup, nothing more. So why did her skin flush where his fingers lingered? Why did her chest feel tight, not from stress but something else?

He stepped back.

“Heart rate’s elevated,” he said, his tone clinical but with a hint of something darker. “Stress, perhaps. Or something you’re not admitting to yourself.”

Her face burned.

“I’m not stressed,” she snapped, though the lie felt thin even to her. “Can we move on?”

His smile returned.

“We will,” he said, pulling a pair of latex gloves from a box on the counter. The snap as he tugged them on echoed in the room. “But first, I need to ensure you’re fully relaxed for the next steps.”

Her stomach dropped.

“Relaxed?” She eyed the gloves, her voice wavering just slightly. “What exactly does that mean?”

He didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he turned to a cabinet, pulling out a small, folded item. When he unfolded it, her breath stopped. It was a diaper—thick, white, with a plastic backing that crinkled faintly as he held it.

Her eyes widened.

“What… what is that for?” Her voice came out smaller than she wanted. She gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening.

He looked at her.

“It’s part of the assessment,” he said calmly, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “Stress manifests in ways you can’t control, Ms. Crane. This helps us monitor… everything.”

Her heart pounded.

“That’s ridiculous,” she said, but her voice shook. “I’m not wearing that. I’m not some child.”

His expression didn’t change.

“You’re here under corporate mandate,” he reminded her, stepping closer with the diaper still in hand. “Refusal isn’t an option. And deep down, I think you want to let go.”

Her breath hitched.

She wanted to argue, to storm out, but his words struck something raw inside her. The idea of letting go, of not having to hold everything together, clawed at her resolve. Her body betrayed her with a shiver.

“Lie back,” he instructed.

His tone was firm, leaving no room for debate. She hesitated, her mind screaming to resist, but her body moved anyway, slowly reclining on the crinkly paper. Her blouse rode up slightly, exposing a strip of skin above her skirt.

She felt exposed.

He stepped to her side, his gloved hands steady as he unfolded the diaper fully. The crinkle was louder now, obscene in the quiet room. Her face burned with humiliation, but a strange heat pooled low in her belly.

“Lift your hips,” he said.

She froze for a moment, then complied, her movements jerky. He slid the diaper beneath her, the soft padding brushing against her skin through her skirt. The sensation was alien, wrong, and yet her pulse raced faster.

He adjusted it carefully.

His gloved fingers moved with precision, smoothing the plastic backing against her thighs. “This is for your own good,” he said, his voice low, almost tender. “You’ve carried too much for too long, baby girl.”

Her breath caught.

The pet name hit her like a slap, but it wasn’t just shame that surged through her. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, a traitor to her mind’s outrage. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to squirm.

He taped the sides shut.

The sound of the adhesive ripping and sticking echoed, each strip sealing her into this humiliating role. The diaper felt bulky, heavy between her legs, forcing her thighs apart slightly. She hated how aware she was of every crinkle, every shift.

“Look at you,” he said.

His voice dropped lower, laced with something that wasn’t just clinical. “So small now, under my care. So… pathetic, in the best way.”

Her face flamed.

Pathetic. The word stung, but it also sent a jolt straight to her core. She pressed her thighs together, the diaper crinkling louder, and a soft whimper escaped before she could stop it.

He noticed.

His gray eyes darkened, a flicker of satisfaction crossing his face. He leaned closer, one hand resting on her padded hip. “Your body knows what you need, even if you fight it.”

She trembled.

His touch, even through the diaper, felt electric. Her clit throbbed, trapped beneath the thick padding, and she hated how wet she already felt. Her mind screamed to push him away, but her hips tilted toward him instead.

“Not yet,” he said.

He pulled his hand back, the denial sharp and deliberate. “We’re just beginning. You don’t get relief until I say so.”

Her chest heaved.

Frustration mixed with arousal, leaving her dizzy. She wanted to beg, to demand something, anything, but the words wouldn’t come. The diaper’s bulk mocked her, a constant reminder of her loss of control.

He stepped away.

He peeled off the gloves with a slow, deliberate snap, tossing them into a bin. His eyes never left hers, pinning her in place without a touch. “You’ve done well for now, baby girl.”

Her skin prickled.

The praise shouldn’t have felt so good, but it did, sinking deep into her chest. She lay there, diapered and helpless on the exam table, her body aching for more. Her carefully crafted control was slipping, and she couldn’t stop it.

He turned to the door.

“You’re here now, Ms. Crane,” he said, his voice a quiet promise of more to come. “Let’s begin.”


Chapter 2: Waiting Room Restlessness

Isabelle sat rigid in the waiting room of The Private Clinic, her fingers digging into the armrest of the stiff, vinyl chair. The faint antiseptic tang mixed with a hint of lavender hung in the air, a combination that already felt too familiar. She hated being here, hated the way her stomach churned with something she couldn’t name.

Her tailored blazer felt too tight across her shoulders. She’d dressed for control, for the image of the event planner who never faltered, who orchestrated perfection down to the last detail. But sitting here, waiting, she felt none of that power.

The chair creaked under her as she shifted. Every sound in this sterile space seemed amplified—the hum of the air conditioning, the distant tap of a keyboard, the rustle of her own skirt against her thighs. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, unable to settle.

She should be at her office right now, managing vendors, finalizing schedules, holding everything together. Instead, she was here, summoned for a “follow-up appointment” she hadn’t even wanted to agree to. Her hands flexed in her lap, itching for her phone, for something to do, but the receptionist had taken it at check-in with a polite, unyielding smile.

Her breath quickened. She hated this forced stillness, this loss of her usual rhythm. At work, she was the one who set the pace—everyone else followed her lead, her timelines, her rules.

But not here. Here, she was just another name on a clipboard, waiting to be called. The thought gnawed at her, a quiet erosion of the self she’d built so carefully.

She glanced at the clock on the wall. Ten minutes past her appointment time. Her jaw tightened, irritation flaring—she wasn’t used to being kept waiting, to being so utterly out of control.

The door to the inner clinic remained closed, a silent barrier mocking her impatience. She stood, unable to sit any longer, and began to pace the small waiting area. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, a sharp, defiant sound in the quiet.

Each step was meant to reclaim something, to assert that she wasn’t just a passive body in this space. But the antiseptic-lavender scent followed her, seeping into her senses, reminding her where she was. Her chest tightened with every inhale, a strange mix of resentment and something softer, something she didn’t want to face.

She stopped by the window, staring out at the parking lot without really seeing it. Her mind churned, replaying the last appointment with Dr. Ryan. His steady gray eyes, the way he’d seen through her polished exterior, had stripped her bare with just a few questions.

She’d left that day with trembling hands, gripping the steering wheel in her car, unsure why she’d agreed to come back. He’d seen her exhaustion, her need to hold everything together, and instead of judgment, he’d offered something else—something she couldn’t stop thinking about. The memory of his calm, unhurried voice saying, “You don’t have to carry it all,” lingered like a weight in her chest.

Her reflection in the glass stared back at her, sharp cheekbones and tight lips betraying none of the turmoil inside. She was Isabelle, the woman who never broke, who never let anyone see her falter. But here, in this waiting room, that version of herself felt like a costume, slipping at the edges.

She turned away from the window, her pacing resuming. Her skirt swished against her legs, a reminder of the professional shell she wore. But beneath it, her skin prickled with an awareness she couldn’t shake, a memory of his gloved hands, his clinical touch during that first exam.

Heat crept up her neck at the thought. She pressed her lips together, forcing herself to focus on the irritation instead—the delay, the rules, the way this place stripped her of her usual command. Anything but that other feeling, the one that made her shift uncomfortably even now.

The receptionist glanced up from her desk, her expression neutral but observant. Isabelle felt the weight of that gaze, as if even this minor interaction was part of some larger evaluation. She stopped pacing, forcing herself to sit again, though her body screamed to move.

The chair felt harder now, the vinyl cold against the back of her thighs. She smoothed her skirt over her knees, a pointless gesture of control. Her mind wouldn’t stop spinning—why had she come back, why hadn’t she canceled, why did her pulse quicken every time she thought of stepping into that exam room again?

She wasn’t weak. She’d built her career on being the one others leaned on, the one who fixed every crisis, who never needed saving. But sitting here, waiting, she felt the cracks in that facade, the exhaustion she’d buried for years pressing against her ribs.

The antiseptic-lavender scent seemed stronger now, wrapping around her like a quiet command to stay, to wait, to submit to whatever came next. She hated how it calmed her, even as she fought it. Her fingers curled into fists in her lap, nails biting into her palms.

A memory flashed—Dr. Ryan’s voice, low and certain, telling her to lie back during that first exam. She’d resisted for a moment, her mind screaming to take charge, but her body had obeyed, reclining on the crinkly paper. The shame of that surrender burned even now, mingling with a warmth she didn’t want to name.

She shifted in the chair again, her breath uneven. The waiting was unbearable, each second stretching her nerves thinner. She needed to get this over with, to reclaim her time, her control, her self.

The door to the inner clinic finally opened. Her head snapped up, her heart lurching in her chest. A tall figure stepped into the waiting area, his white coat pristine, his posture unhurried and commanding.

Dr. Ryan. His gray eyes found hers immediately, locking her in place without a word. The air seemed to thicken, the antiseptic-lavender scent sharpening in her awareness.

She stood, her movements stiff, as if her body needed to prove it could still act on its own. But his gaze held her, steady and unyielding, stripping away the bravado she’d clung to. Heat bloomed low in her belly, a traitor to her resolve.

“Come with me, Ms. Crane. Now.” His voice was calm, a quiet order that left no room for hesitation.

Her breath caught. She wanted to argue, to demand why she’d been kept waiting, to assert herself as the woman who didn’t take orders. But her feet moved anyway, following him toward the door, her heart pounding against her ribs.

He held the door open, his presence filling the space as she passed through. The antiseptic tang grew stronger in the hallway, mixed with that faint lavender, wrapping around her senses like a tether. She felt small next to him, her carefully constructed control slipping with every step.

They walked in silence, her heels clicking softer now, almost tentative. Her mind raced—why did his nearness make her skin prickle, why did the thought of his clinical touch send warmth tightening where it shouldn’t? She pressed her lips together, forcing the thoughts down, but they lingered like a pulse.

He stopped at an exam room door, gesturing for her to enter. The room was stark, sterile, the faint scent of baby powder joining the antiseptic-lavender mix. Her stomach twisted, a strange mix of dread and anticipation.

“Take a seat,” he said, his tone still calm but edged with something heavier. He closed the door behind them with a soft click, the sound sealing her into this space, this moment. She sat on the exam table, the crinkly paper beneath her a sharp reminder of last time.

She looked at him, trying to hold onto her usual sharpness, but his gaze was intense, more piercing than before. He stood close, his height and presence looming, making the room feel smaller. Her hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening.

“I’ve reviewed your intake from last time, Ms. Crane,” he said, pulling a clipboard from the counter. His voice was formal, distant, but his eyes never left hers, searching, evaluating. “Today’s examination will be more thorough. I need to assess your responses fully.”

Her throat tightened. Thorough. The word hung in the air, heavy with implication, and she felt her pulse quicken under his scrutiny.

“Undress to your undergarments,” he instructed, setting the clipboard down with deliberate care. His tone remained clinical, but there was a weight to it, a command that pressed against her will. “I need to check your vitals more closely.”

She froze. Her mind screamed to protest, to refuse, to walk out and reclaim her dignity. But her body betrayed her, hands moving to the buttons of her blazer before she could stop them.

Her fingers trembled as she shrugged the blazer off, folding it neatly over the chair. The cool air of the room brushed her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. She felt exposed already, even in her blouse and skirt, under his unwavering gaze.

“Continue,” he said, his voice steady, but his eyes darkened slightly, a flicker of something raw beneath the professionalism. He stepped closer, pulling a stethoscope from his pocket. The metal glinted under the fluorescent lights, a cold promise of contact.

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, each movement deliberate, as if delaying could save her from this vulnerability. Her breath hitched as she slid it off, leaving her in a simple bra, her skin prickling under the weight of his observation. The antiseptic-lavender scent mixed with baby powder seemed to close in, grounding her in this humiliating moment.

“Skirt too,” he added, his tone still even, but there was a quiet intensity now, a shift she couldn’t ignore. He stood just a step away, the stethoscope dangling from his hand. Her hands hesitated at her waist, then complied, unzipping the fabric and letting it pool at her feet.

She stood there, in just her bra and panties, the exam table paper crinkling under her as she shifted. Her face burned, shame flooding her, but beneath it, a warmth tightened low, an awareness that made her thighs press together. She hated how her body responded, how it betrayed her under his calm, calculating stare.

“Sit back,” he said, stepping forward. His presence was overwhelming now, his broad frame filling her field of vision. She obeyed, reclining slightly, the paper loud beneath her, her heart hammering in her chest.

He placed the stethoscope’s cold metal against her chest, just above her bra. The shock of it made her gasp softly, her skin flinching under the touch. His face remained impassive, but his eyes flicked to hers, holding her in place as he listened.

“Your heart rate is elevated, Ms. Crane,” he said, his voice low, almost a murmur. He moved the stethoscope lower, brushing the edge of her bra, the contact sending a jolt through her. “Much higher than last time. Interesting.”

Her cheeks flamed. She wanted to snap at him, to demand he stop pointing out what she couldn’t control, but her voice wouldn’t come. The warmth low in her belly grew, a humiliating pulse she couldn’t ignore.

He lingered there, the metal sliding slightly against her skin, each movement deliberate, clinical, yet charged with something more. Her breath came faster, shallow, as if she couldn’t get enough air. The antiseptic-lavender and baby powder scent wrapped tighter around her, a pavlovian tether to this space, this surrender.

“Relax,” he said, his tone softer now, almost tender, but still a command. His hand rested briefly on her shoulder, the warmth of it searing through her shame. “Your body is telling me more than you are.”

She trembled under his touch. The words cut deep, exposing her in a way that went beyond the physical. Her mind screamed to pull away, to rebuild her walls, but that warmth tightened further, an ache she couldn’t deny.

He stepped back, removing the stethoscope, his gaze still locked on hers. The loss of contact left her dizzy, her skin still tingling where the metal had been. She sat there, exposed, vulnerable, her chest rising and falling too quickly.

“We’re not done,” he said, his voice returning to that calm authority. He turned to a drawer, pulling out a small device—a pulse oximeter, she guessed—but the unknown made her stomach twist. “I’ll need to monitor you further. Your responses are… significant.”

Her breath hitched again. Significant. The word echoed, a quiet threat of more to come, more exposure, more loss of the self she’d clung to for so long.

“I recommend another visit soon,” he continued, his tone formal again, but his eyes held that same intensity, pinning her in place. He clipped the device to her finger, the small pressure a reminder of his control. “Next time, we’ll follow a specific protocol. You’ll be prepared for it.”

She swallowed hard, the antiseptic-lavender and baby powder scent grounding her in this moment of powerlessness. Prepared for what, she didn’t know, but the promise in his voice sent a shiver down her spine. Her mind spun, caught between dread and that traitorous warmth, as she nodded faintly, unable to speak.

He watched her for a long moment, his expression unreadable but heavy with intent. Then he stepped back, giving her space to dress, though the weight of his gaze never lifted. “You may get dressed now, Ms. Crane. But we’ll see each other again soon.”

Her hands shook as she reached for her blouse, the fabric feeling foreign against her still-flushed skin. The exam room felt smaller now, the walls pressing in with the promise of what was to come. She didn’t know why she’d agreed, why her body kept betraying her, but as she buttoned her blouse, she knew she’d be back.


Chapter 3: Gown Under Command

Isabelle stood in the exam room, the door clicking shut behind her with a sound that echoed in her chest. The antiseptic-lavender scent lingered, sharp and grounding, but a new hum filled the space—a low, steady buzz of medical equipment against the tiled walls. Her blouse was already off, folded neatly on the chair, her skin prickling in the cool air as she waited for Dr. Holt.

Her name had been called moments ago, the nurse’s voice curt through the hallway speaker. She’d walked down that sterile corridor, heels clicking, feeling every eye on her even if no one looked. Now, here she was, vulnerable again, her control slipping before he even stepped in.

The exam table was bare except for one thing—a thick, white diaper, unfolded and waiting, its plastic backing glinting under the fluorescent lights. Her stomach twisted tight. She wanted to turn away, to pretend she hadn’t seen it, but the crinkle of it in her memory already pulsed through her.

The door opened.

Dr. Holt entered, his shoes clicking on the tile with deliberate weight, each step a reminder of his presence. He was impeccable—white coat crisp, broad shoulders filling the room, his dark eyes locking on her with that unyielding calm. A thin paper gown dangled from his hand, and something else—a small, silver device—rested in his other palm.

“Ms. Crane,” he said, voice low and measured. “Change into this. I expect compliance.”

Her breath caught. The gown looked flimsy, barely enough to cover anything, and his tone left no room for argument. She wanted to snap back, to tell him she wasn’t some child to be ordered around, but her hands hesitated at her waist.

He stepped closer, the click of his shoes sharper now. “I won’t repeat myself, baby girl,” he added, the intimate name slicing through her defenses. Her knees weakened at the sound, a traitor to her pride.

She reached for the gown, fingers trembling. The paper was rough, thin against her skin, crinkling louder than she expected as she unfolded it. Her face burned under his gaze, but she couldn’t look away from those eyes.

“Good girl,” he said softly, the praise hitting her harder than it should. Her chest tightened, a warmth spreading she couldn’t stop. “Now, strip down. Everything.”

Her hands froze on her skirt. Everything? The word echoed, heavy with exposure, but his stare pinned her in place.

She slid the skirt down, stepping out of it, her bare legs prickling in the cool air. Her bra and panties were all that remained, and she hesitated, fingers hovering at the clasp. Her mind screamed to stop, but her body ached to obey.

“Look at you,” he murmured, stepping closer, his voice warm but commanding. “So pathetic, trembling already, and we’ve barely started.” The word—pathetic—should’ve stung, but it wrapped around her, igniting heat low in her belly.

Her bra fell to the floor. She hooked her thumbs into her panties, sliding them down, the fabric catching on her thighs before dropping. Naked now, she stood there, skin flushing under the clinic’s cold air.

He handed her the gown, his fingers brushing hers briefly. The contact jolted her, a spark she couldn’t ignore. She slipped the paper over her shoulders, the texture scratching against her bare skin, barely covering her.

“Sit on the table,” he ordered, his tone shifting back to clinical. “We’re following a specific protocol today, Ms. Crane.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She perched on the edge, the paper beneath her loud, the diaper still there beside her, mocking her with its presence. The crinkle of it, even untouched, sent a shiver through her.

He stepped forward, holding the silver device—a small, sleek vibrator, she realized with a jolt. “This is for monitoring responses,” he explained, his voice calm but heavy with intent. “Spread your legs, baby girl.”

Her thighs clenched instinctively. Spread her legs? Here, in this sterile room, with that thing waiting beside her?

“Do it now,” he said, sharper this time, his eyes narrowing. Her resistance flared, but her body betrayed her again, thighs parting slowly, the gown riding up to expose her. The cool air hit her bare pussy, and she bit her lip to stifle a sound.

“Good girl,” he said again, the praise sinking deep, melting her defiance. Her chest heaved as he stepped between her legs, his presence towering. “You’ll address me as Doctor during our sessions. Understood?”

“Yes, Doctor,” she whispered, the words slipping out before she could stop them. Her hands gripped the edge of the table, fingers curling tight like a scared child’s, and she hated how natural it felt. A small, involuntary sound escaped her throat—a soft whimper she couldn’t hold back.

He noticed. His lips curved slightly, not a smile but an acknowledgment. “That’s better,” he said, his voice softening.

He pressed the vibrator against her inner thigh first, the cold metal shocking her skin. She gasped, hips twitching, but he held her gaze, unyielding. Slowly, he moved it higher, brushing just beside her clit, the vibration humming low but insistent.

Her breath hitched. Wetness gathered, humiliatingly fast, and she felt it slick between her thighs. Her mind screamed to close her legs, but her body stayed open, trembling under his control.

“Feel that, baby girl?” he asked, his tone almost tender now. The device circled closer, grazing her clit, and her hips bucked involuntarily. “Your body’s already telling me everything.”

She moaned softly, the sound slipping out despite her clenched jaw. The vibration pulsed, steady and torturous, edging her closer but not enough. Her fingers tightened on the table, knuckles white.

“Look at you,” he said again, voice warm with that degrading edge. “So pathetic, dripping for me on this table like you don’t want to fight it.” The words burned through her, shame and arousal twisting tight together.

He pulled the device back suddenly, leaving her aching, empty. Her pussy throbbed, desperate for more, and she hated herself for the whine that escaped her lips. Her eyes flicked to him, seeking permission without meaning to.

“Not yet,” he said, setting the vibrator aside. His hand moved to the diaper beside her, fingers brushing the plastic backing, the crinkle loud in the silence. “We have other protocols to follow first, Ms. Crane.”

Her stomach dropped. Other protocols. The words hung heavy, a promise of more exposure, more surrender.

“Lie back,” he ordered, his tone clinical again. “Lift your hips for me, baby girl.”

She hesitated, her mind clawing for control, but her body obeyed. She lay back, the paper gown shifting, barely covering her as she raised her hips. The cool table pressed against her skin, and she felt utterly exposed.

He unfolded the diaper fully, the crinkle echoing in her ears, a Pavlovian trigger that sent heat rushing through her. “This is part of your care,” he said, sliding it under her with practiced ease. “You’ll wear it during sessions. No arguments.”

Her face burned as the padding settled between her thighs. The plastic was smooth, thick, forcing her legs apart slightly, and the faint scent of baby powder hit her, wrapping her in a haze of humiliation. She wanted to protest, but her voice wouldn’t come.

He taped it shut, the sound of the adhesive ripping loud in the quiet room. His fingers pressed firmly, securing it, grazing her inner thighs as he worked. Each touch sent a jolt through her, her pussy clenching under the bulk.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting her again, deeper this time. Her chest warmed, a confusing mix of shame and pride. “Now, sit up. We’re not done.”

She pushed herself up slowly, the diaper crinkling with every move. The weight of it sagged slightly, heavy between her legs, a constant reminder of her surrender. Her hands fidgeted, wanting to cover herself, but she stopped, remembering his rule.

He stepped back, watching her, his eyes dark with intent. “You’ll keep this on until I say otherwise,” he said, his voice firm. “And you’ll return tomorrow for further monitoring, baby girl.”

Her breath caught. Tomorrow. The word echoed, a threat and a promise, her body already tingling at the thought.

“Stand up,” he commanded, his tone shifting to that unyielding authority. “I want to see how it fits.”

She slid off the table, legs shaky, the diaper loud with every step. It bulked between her thighs, forcing an awkward waddle, and her face flamed as she stood before him. She felt small, pathetic, and yet her pussy throbbed under the padding.

“Look at you,” he said, circling her slowly, his shoes clicking on the tile. “So pathetic, waddling like that, and yet you’re still wet for me, aren’t you?” His voice was warm, almost affectionate, cutting deeper than any cruelty could.

She nodded before she could stop herself, a tiny, childlike gesture. Her hands gripped at her sides, nails digging into her palms. The shame burned, but so did the heat between her legs.

He stopped in front of her, towering, his presence suffocating. “Good girl,” he said one last time, the words sinking into her bones. “But I expect more tomorrow. We’ve only just begun.”

Her heart raced as he turned, walking to the door. The click of his shoes faded as he stepped out, leaving her alone in the room. She stood there, the diaper crinkling with her shallow breaths, the gown barely covering her shame.

Instructions lingered in the air, unspoken but heavy—wear it, return, comply. She glanced at the closed door, then down at the bulk between her thighs. The surrender clung to her, heavier than the padding, and she hadn’t even stepped back into the hallway yet.

Her fingers brushed the edge of the gown, the paper rough against her skin. The hum of the equipment buzzed on, a reminder of this space, this control. Tomorrow loomed, and her body already ached for it.

She moved to the chair, gathering her clothes, but the diaper shifted with every step. The crinkle followed her, a sound she couldn’t escape, each rustle igniting that traitorous warmth. She dressed over it, the fabric of her skirt straining against the bulk, hiding nothing from herself.

The door remained shut, but his presence lingered. She felt it in the weight of the padding, in the rules he’d imposed. Her mind spun, caught between dread and need, as she prepared to leave.

Stepping into the hallway would mean facing the world like this. The thought made her tremble, her pussy clenching under the diaper. She gripped the doorknob, hesitating, knowing she’d be back.

Her breath came faster, the crinkle loud in her ears. The clinic’s silence pressed in, broken only by a faint sound through the wall—a muffled whimper, another patient, another surrender. It sent a shiver down her spine, a reminder she wasn’t alone in this.

She turned the knob slowly, the click echoing. Her body moved forward, but her mind stayed in that room, tethered to his commands. Tomorrow wasn’t just a promise—it was a cage she already wanted to step into.


Chapter 4: Battlefield of Sterility

Isabelle sat at the edge of the chair in the waiting area, her fingers gripping the armrests. The clinic’s sterile silence pressed against her, broken only by the faint hum of the air conditioning. Her skirt felt too tight, her blouse too stiff, a costume of control she no longer believed in.

She hadn’t slept well. The weight of yesterday’s surrender clung to her, heavier than she expected. Her mind kept replaying his voice, his commands, the way her body had betrayed her.

Her nails dug into the chair. She was Isabelle, the event planner who could manage a gala for hundreds without breaking a sweat. Yet here, in this cold, fluorescent-lit space, she felt like a fraud waiting to be exposed.

The door to the exam room clicked open.

Dr. Holt stood there, his white coat pristine, his frame filling the doorway. His eyes locked on her, calm and unyielding, a predator sizing up prey. Her stomach twisted, heat already pooling where it shouldn’t.

“Ms. Crane,” he said, his voice low, deliberate. “Come in.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She hated that automatic response, the way her body obeyed without her permission.

Inside, the room was a battlefield of sterility. Harsh fluorescent lights glared off the tiled walls, and a metal table sat in the center, its edges cold and sharp against the air. The scent of antiseptic stung her nose, a reminder of how little control she had here.

She stopped near the table, her heels clicking on the floor. Her hands fidgeted at her sides, wanting to smooth her skirt, to hide. But his gaze pinned her in place, stripping away every defense.

“Undress,” he said, his tone flat, clinical. He turned to a tray of instruments, not even looking at her. “There’s a gown on the table. Put it on.”

Her breath caught. Undress. Here, under these lights, with him so close.

She opened her mouth to protest, to say something sharp, something like the old Isabelle would. But the words died in her throat. Her hands trembled as they reached for the buttons of her blouse.

The fabric slid off her shoulders, cool air brushing her skin. She felt the weight of his presence, even with his back turned. Her skirt followed, pooling at her feet, leaving her in just her bra and panties.

Her face burned. She was a professional, a woman who commanded boardrooms, not someone who stripped on command. Yet here she was, exposed, her body already tingling with shameful heat.

She grabbed the gown from the table. The paper was thin, rough against her fingers, crinkling as she unfolded it. It barely felt like protection, more like a mockery of modesty.

She slipped it on, the ties at the back impossible to reach fully. The gown gapped open, cold air kissing her spine, making her shiver. It hung just past her thighs, flimsy and useless, the crinkle echoing with every breath she took.

Her hands clenched into fists. She shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t be standing half-naked in a paper gown, waiting for his next order. But the thought of walking out, of defying him, made her chest tighten in a way that wasn’t just fear.

He turned, his eyes raking over her slowly. The calm in his gaze was worse than any smirk, worse than any cruelty. It was the look of someone who knew they’d already won.

“Ms. Crane,” he said, stepping closer, his shoes clicking on the tile. “You look… helpless.”

Her knees weakened. Helpless. The word cut deep, igniting a flush across her chest.

She wanted to snap back, to tell him she wasn’t helpless, that she was still in control. But her body betrayed her again, her thighs pressing together under the gown. The paper crinkled, loud in the quiet room, a sound that humiliated her further.

He stopped inches away, his height towering over her. The scent of his cologne mixed with the antiseptic, a strange, heady combination. Her pulse raced, her skin prickling under his gaze.

“Lie back,” he said, his voice steady, commanding. “We’re starting now.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Starting. The word hung in the air, heavy with threat and promise.

She hesitated, her hands gripping the edge of the table. The cold metal bit into her palms, grounding her for a moment. She didn’t want to lie down, didn’t want to give up that last bit of control.

But his eyes didn’t waver. They pierced through her, stripping away every excuse, every protest. Her body moved before her mind agreed, lowering herself onto the table.

The paper gown crinkled under her, the sound obscene in the sterile room. The table was hard, cold against her back, the chill seeping through the thin material. Her legs dangled over the edge, the gown riding up, exposing more of her thighs.

Her face flamed. She was Isabelle, the woman who planned every detail, who never let anything slip. Now she lay here, vulnerable, the gown barely covering her, her body on display for him.

He stepped to the side, pulling on a pair of latex gloves. The snap of the material echoed, sharp and clinical, making her flinch. Her pussy throbbed under the gown, a traitor to her every thought.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out the lights, the room, him. But her mind wouldn’t stop, replaying every moment that led her here. She was supposed to be stronger than this, better than this trembling mess.

“Keep your eyes open, Ms. Crane,” he said, his voice cutting through her thoughts. “I want you to see everything.”

Her eyes snapped open. The fluorescent lights burned, harsh and unforgiving, reflecting off his calm, controlled face.

He moved closer, standing at the side of the table. His gloved hand hovered near her arm, not touching yet, but the threat of contact made her skin tingle. Her breath came faster, shallow, the gown crinkling with each rise of her chest.

She hated this. Hated how exposed she felt, how the paper gown shifted with every movement, how the cold table made her shiver. But most of all, she hated the heat building between her legs, the way her body ached for whatever came next.

“I’m going to check your vitals,” he said, his tone all business. But his eyes told a different story, dark with intent, watching every twitch of her face. “Stay still.”

Her body froze on command. Stay still. The words sank into her, heavy, binding.

His gloved fingers brushed her wrist, checking her pulse. The latex was cold, slick against her skin, sending a shiver up her arm. Her pulse raced under his touch, betraying her further.

She bit her lip, hard. She wasn’t this person, wasn’t someone who melted under a doctor’s touch, who craved the next order. Yet her clit pulsed, her thighs trembling under the flimsy gown.

His hand moved to her neck, fingers pressing lightly, checking her pulse there too. The contact was clinical, detached, but it felt like a claim. Her breath hitched, the crinkle of the gown loud in her ears.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice low, a quiet command.

Her eyes met his. The intensity in his gaze pinned her, made her feel smaller, more exposed than the gown ever could.

Her chest tightened. She was a professional, a woman who controlled every aspect of her life. But under his stare, she felt like nothing, like a trembling little thing waiting for his next move.

His hand slid away from her neck, trailing down to her collarbone. The latex dragged against her skin, cool and deliberate, making her gasp softly. The sound embarrassed her, but her pussy clenched, wet under the gown.

“You’re reacting already,” he said, his voice warm now, almost approving. “Good girl.”

The praise hit her like a wave. Her body warmed, a mix of shame and need flooding her.

She wanted to look away, to hide from the truth in his words. But his gaze held her, locked her in place. She couldn’t escape the way her body responded, the way she craved more.

He stepped back, pulling off the gloves with a slow, deliberate snap. The sound echoed, making her flinch again. Her skin still tingled where he’d touched her, a ghost of contact she couldn’t shake.

“Stay there,” he said, turning to the tray of instruments. “We’re not done with the initial assessment.”

Her stomach dropped. Not done. The words lingered, a promise of more exposure, more surrender.

She lay still, the cold table biting into her back. The gown crinkled with every shallow breath, a constant reminder of her vulnerability. Her mind spun, caught between who she was outside this room and the woman trembling under his command.

Her hands gripped the sides of the table, knuckles white. She’d orchestrated events with military precision, managed crises without blinking. Now, she couldn’t even control her own body’s reactions, the heat pooling between her thighs.

He turned back, holding a stethoscope, his movements precise, unhurried. The metal glinted under the lights, cold and intimidating, just like him. Her breath caught, anticipating its chill against her skin.

“I need to listen to your heart,” he said, stepping close again. His voice was calm, but his eyes burned with something darker. “Breathe normally, Ms. Crane.”

Her chest rose and fell, the gown shifting, crinkling loudly. Normally. As if anything about this was normal.

The stethoscope touched her chest, cold through the thin paper. She gasped, her body jerking slightly, the reaction involuntary. Her face burned, shame mixing with the heat spreading lower.

“Steady,” he murmured, his voice almost gentle now. His hand pressed the metal firmer against her, the chill biting into her skin. Her nipples hardened under the gown, another betrayal she couldn’t hide.

She stared at the ceiling, trying to focus on anything but him. The lights glared down, merciless, reflecting every inch of her humiliation. She was Isabelle, damn it, not this pathetic mess reacting to every touch.

His face hovered near hers as he listened, his breath warm against her ear. The contrast of his warmth and the cold metal made her dizzy, her body caught in a war of sensations. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, desperate for something she refused to name.

“Heart rate’s elevated,” he said, pulling back slightly. His eyes met hers again, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. “Interesting, Ms. Crane.”

Her face flamed hotter. Interesting. The word mocked her, pointed out what she couldn’t deny.

She wanted to snap at him, to tell him to stop, to get off this table and walk out. But her body stayed put, trembling, the gown crinkling with every shaky breath. The heat between her legs grew, a shameful ache she couldn’t ignore.

He set the stethoscope aside, his movements slow, deliberate. Every action felt calculated, designed to keep her on edge. Her eyes followed him, unable to look away, dreading and craving what came next.

“Relax,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “You’re doing fine, baby girl.”

The name hit her like a slap, shattering what little composure she had. Her body melted under it, a wave of need crashing through her.

She bit her lip harder, tasting blood. She wasn’t his baby girl, wasn’t this weak, needy thing. Yet the words sank into her, warming her in ways she hated to admit.

He stepped back, watching her, his gaze piercing through every layer of her defenses. The real test was coming—she could feel it in the air, in the way his eyes darkened. Her body tensed, caught between fear and a desperate, humiliating want.


Chapter 5: Vitals Under Scrutiny

Isabelle shifted in her seat at her apartment desk, the crinkle of the diaper under her skirt slicing through the quiet. She’d worn it overnight, just as Dr. Holt implied. The bulk between her thighs felt alien, heavy, a constant reminder of her surrender.

She couldn’t focus on the event spreadsheets glowing on her laptop screen. Her fingers hovered over the keys, useless. The plastic backing rustled with every tiny move, mocking her.

Her face burned. She’d planned galas for hundreds, commanded vendors with a glance. Now, a diaper controlled her every thought.

The clock ticked closer to her morning appointment at The Private Clinic. She stood, wincing at the loud crinkle. Her skirt hid the bulk, but she felt exposed, raw.

What if someone heard it? What if the receptionist caught the sound as she walked in? Her stomach twisted, heat pooling low despite her shame.

She grabbed her purse, her movements stiff. The diaper shifted, pressing against her, the padding warm from her body. Her breath hitched, hating how her pussy throbbed at the sensation.

The drive to the clinic was torture. Every bump in the road made the diaper crinkle louder, echoing in her ears. Her hands gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white.

She parked, sitting still for a moment. Her heart raced. She had to walk in like this, past strangers, past judgment.

Stepping out, she smoothed her skirt, praying the outline wasn’t visible. Her thighs rubbed together, the bulk forcing her gait wider. Shame burned hotter, but so did the ache between her legs.

Inside, the receptionist barely looked up. Isabelle’s face flamed anyway. Did she hear it? Did she know?

“Room three, Ms. Crane,” the woman said, voice flat. Isabelle nodded, her steps slow, the crinkle deafening in her mind. Her pussy clenched, wet and traitorously eager.

The exam room door clicked shut behind her. She stood, frozen, the diaper sagging slightly under her skirt. Her hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the table.

The door opened. Dr. Holt stepped in, his presence filling the room. Broad shoulders, tailored coat, that unyielding calm in his eyes.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was smooth, low, a command wrapped in care. Her knees weakened instantly.

He didn’t wait for her to speak. He crossed the room, his steps deliberate. Her breath caught as he stood close, his scent sharp and clean.

“Lift your skirt,” he ordered, tone firm but quiet. Her hands shook as she obeyed, revealing the diaper’s white bulk. The crinkle sounded obscene in the silence.

His eyes darkened, scanning her. “You wore it. Good girl.”

Her face burned at the praise. Her body melted, hips shifting forward without permission. She hated how much she craved his approval.

He stepped closer, his hand reaching for her wrist. His grip was firm, unyielding, checking her pulse. Her skin tingled under his touch.

“Your stress is evident. Stay still,” he said, voice cold but authoritative. Her heart pounded harder, betraying her further.

He released her wrist, grabbing the stethoscope from the tray. The metal glinted, cold and intimidating. Her chest tightened, anticipating its bite.

“Sit on the table,” he instructed. She climbed up, the diaper crinkling loudly under her. Her thighs pressed together, the bulk humiliatingly obvious.

He pushed her blouse up, exposing her bra and skin. The stethoscope touched her chest, icy against her warmth. She gasped, body jerking slightly.

“Steady, baby girl,” he murmured. His hand pressed the metal harder, the chill making her nipples peak under the thin fabric. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching.

Her hands gripped the table’s edge. She stared at the ceiling, desperate to hide her reaction. But her breath came in short, shaky bursts.

He moved the stethoscope lower, just above her stomach. The cold trailed down, each touch a shock. Her hips twitched, the diaper rubbing against her clit.

“Heart rate’s still high,” he noted, pulling back. His eyes met hers, a smirk playing on his lips. “And you’re flushed. Interesting.”

Her face flamed hotter. She wanted to snap at him, to reclaim some control. But her body stayed put, trembling under his gaze.

He set the stethoscope aside, his movements slow. Then he reached for the diaper’s tabs, his fingers brushing her inner thigh. Her breath hitched, heat spiking through her.

“Let’s see if you’ve used it,” he said, voice low. He pulled the first tab free, the ripping sound echoing. Her stomach clenched, shame mixing with need.

He peeled the front down, exposing her. The cool air hit her wet pussy, making her shiver. His eyes lingered, calculating, judging.

“Not yet,” he said, almost disappointed. His fingers traced the edge of the padding, teasing her skin. Her hips bucked, desperate for more.

“You’ll learn to let go when I tell you,” he said. He reached for a small bottle of baby powder on the tray. The scent hit her, sweet and humiliating, as he shook some onto his hand.

He rubbed it over her skin, his touch clinical but intimate. The powder’s silkiness made her squirm, her clit throbbing harder. She bit her lip, holding back a moan.

Her knees curled up slightly, instinctively, like a child seeking comfort. Horror flashed through her—she noticed it, hated it. But her body wouldn’t stop.

“Look at you. So pathetic. So perfect,” he said, his tone warm, almost loving. The words hit her core, making her pussy drip onto the padding.

His fingers lingered, pressing the powder in, circling closer to her clit. Her breath came in gasps, her body trembling on the edge. She needed to come, needed release.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away. Her whine escaped before she could stop it, pitiful and raw. Her hips rocked, chasing nothing.

“You don’t get to come until I say so,” he warned, voice firm. Her body ached, denied, the heat unbearable. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes.

He pulled the diaper back up, securing the tabs tightly. The crinkle sounded again, sealing her humiliation. The powder’s scent clung to her, a constant taunt.

Her hands reached for the table’s edge, gripping hard. She whimpered instead of speaking, the sound small and broken. Shame burned hotter—she couldn’t stop it.

He stepped back, watching her with that piercing gaze. Her body stayed curled slightly, knees up, a pose she couldn’t shake. Her mind screamed, but her body obeyed him.

“Relax, baby girl,” he said, voice softer now. His hand rested on her knee, a brief warmth. Her skin tingled, craving more of his touch.

She lay there, chest heaving, the diaper tight around her hips. The bulk pressed against her aching clit, a cruel tease. Every crinkle reminded her of her state.

He turned to the tray again, picking up a small clipboard. His movements were precise, controlled, as always. Her eyes followed him, dreading and wanting what came next.

“Your vitals show more than stress,” he said, not looking at her. His pen scratched against the paper, the sound sharp. Her stomach dropped, fear mixing with heat.

“I’m scheduling you for an overnight observation,” he continued, voice calm but final. “You won’t be going home tonight.”

Her breath stopped. Overnight. Here, under his control, no escape.

Her mind raced, panic surging. She wanted to argue, to demand her freedom. But her body stayed still, the diaper crinkling with her shallow breaths.

She pictured herself trapped here, in this room, under his rules. No phone, no clients, no control. Just his voice, his hands, his commands.

Her pussy throbbed again, wetter at the thought. She hated herself for it. The heat wouldn’t stop, no matter how much she fought.

He turned back, his eyes locking with hers. That smirk returned, faint but knowing. He saw everything, every betrayal of her body.

“You’ll be prepped after lunch,” he said, tone matter-of-fact. “A thicker diaper, restraints if needed. We’ll address your resistance fully.”

Her chest tightened, fear and need warring inside her. A thicker diaper. Restraints. The words burned into her mind.

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t protest. Her knees stayed curled, her whimper echoing in her ears. She was slipping, and he knew it.

His hand reached out, brushing her cheek briefly. The touch was warm, almost tender. Her body leaned into it before she could stop herself.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking deep. Her heart raced, her pussy aching harder. Shame and want twisted tighter inside her.

He stepped toward the door, clipboard in hand. “Rest now. You’ll need it for tonight.”

Her eyes followed him, wide and desperate. The door clicked shut behind him. She was alone, the diaper’s crinkle the only sound.

Her hands gripped the table, trembling. She couldn’t move, couldn’t shake the pose. Her body wasn’t hers anymore—it was his.

The powder’s scent lingered, sweet and mocking. Her clit throbbed against the padding, denied and aching. She bit her lip, holding back another whine.

Overnight. The word echoed, a threat and a promise. She couldn’t escape what was coming.

Her mind spun, picturing the thicker diaper, the restraints. Her thighs pressed together, the bulk rubbing her clit. A moan slipped out, soft and broken.

She lay there, caught in the war of her own body. The clinic’s silence pressed down, heavy and unyielding. Tonight would break her further—she felt it.

Her breath came faster, the diaper crinkling with each shift. She couldn’t stop the heat, the need. Her fingers twitched, wanting to touch, to relieve.

But his voice echoed in her mind. “Not until I say so.” The command held her, even alone.

She whimpered again, knees curling tighter. Her body obeyed him, not her. The realization burned, hot and humiliating.

The clock on the wall ticked, slow and relentless. Lunch would come soon, then prepping. Her stomach clenched, dread and desire mixing.

She stared at the ceiling, chest heaving. The diaper sagged, heavy with her shame. She couldn’t fight what he’d planned.

Her pussy dripped, the heat unbearable. Denied, edged, trapped. She was his baby girl, whether she admitted it or not.

The thought made her tremble harder. Overnight. There was no going back now.


Chapter 6: Boundaries Begin Breaking

Isabelle lay on the exam table, knees curled tight to her chest. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, the plastic backing rubbing against her skin. Her body ached, denied and trembling, the heat between her legs a cruel reminder of his control.

She couldn’t move. Not because she was restrained, but because his presence lingered even when he wasn’t here. The scent of baby powder clung to her, sweet and mocking, mixing with the sterile air of the clinic.

Her mind spun, caught between who she used to be and who she was becoming. She’d built a life of precision—every event planned to the minute, every smile calculated to charm. Now, curled up in a diaper, waiting for him, she felt that woman slipping away, replaced by something small, needy, helpless.

Her breath hitched. The crinkle of the diaper echoed in the quiet room, a sound that made her cheeks burn. She hated how it felt—thick, heavy, pressing against her most sensitive places—but she couldn’t ignore the heat it stirred, low and insistent.

The door opened, slow and deliberate. She froze, heart pounding in her chest. Her eyes flicked to the doorway, and there he was.

Dr. Ryan stood still, filling the frame with his broad shoulders and unyielding calm. His gaze swept over her, taking in every detail—her curled knees, the flush on her skin, the way she hadn’t dared to move since he left. Those eyes, sharp and knowing, pinned her in place without a word.

Her stomach twisted. She felt exposed, cataloged, like a patient under a microscope. Yet, beneath the shame, a forbidden warmth bloomed, spreading through her core.

He didn’t speak at first. He just watched, letting the silence stretch until it pressed down on her. Then, with that same unhurried grace, he stepped inside, closing the door with a soft click.

“Good to see you haven’t moved, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and steady. Each word wrapped around her, warm but commanding. Her skin prickled at the pet name, half comfort, half humiliation.

She wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of her old self. But her lips stayed sealed, her body still under his gaze. The heat clenched low in her belly, betraying her again.

He crossed the room, his steps slow, deliberate. The tray beside the table gleamed with tools—latex gloves, a small jar of cream, and a folded stack of thicker diapers. Her eyes caught on them, and her breath shortened.

“Relax,” he said, pulling on a pair of gloves with a snap. The latex stretched over his hands, smooth and clinical. “This is necessary.”

Her chest tightened. Necessary. The word echoed, stripping away her choice, her control.

He stood over her now, his presence towering. She could hear his steady breathing, calm where hers was ragged. The scent of antiseptic mixed with the faint musk of his cologne, grounding and dizzying all at once.

“I’m going to check you over before we prep for the night,” he said, his tone matter-of-fact. His gloved hand hovered near her chest, not touching yet. “Unsnap the onesie. Now.”

Her fingers trembled, but they moved to obey. The snaps popped open one by one, the sound loud in the quiet room. Cool air hit her skin, making her shiver.

She bared her chest, feeling the weight of his gaze again. Her nipples hardened instantly, not just from the cold. Shame burned her face, but she couldn’t look away from him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the praise sinking deep. Her body pulsed with need at the words, a reaction she couldn’t stop. She bit her lip, holding back a whimper.

His gloved hands moved then, cool and precise. He cupped her left breast first, fingers pressing gently but firmly, testing the weight. The latex texture dragged against her skin, smooth but foreign, sending a jolt straight to her core.

Her breath caught. She wanted to pull away, to hide, but her body arched into his touch instead. The betrayal stung, sharp and hot.

“Sensitive,” he noted, voice clinical but with an edge of satisfaction. His thumb brushed over her nipple, slow and deliberate. A gasp slipped from her lips, unbidden.

Her mind screamed at her to stop this, to fight. But the sensation overwhelmed her—his steady hands, the cool glove, the way he watched her every reaction. She was melting under him, and she hated how much she craved more.

He moved to her other breast, repeating the slow, methodical exam. His fingers kneaded, pressed, explored with a precision that made her squirm. The diaper crinkled beneath her, a humiliating reminder of her state.

Her clit ached against the padding, desperate for more than this clinical touch. The warmth spread, slick and undeniable, as her body answered for her. She clenched her thighs, trying to hide it, but his smirk told her he knew.

“You’re responding well,” he said, his tone almost tender. His hand lingered, thumb circling her nipple one last time. Her back arched, a moan breaking free before she could stop it.

Shame flooded her, hot and heavy. She wasn’t supposed to feel this way—not here, not like this. But his control, his calm authority, unraveled her piece by piece.

He pulled back, stripping off the gloves with a slow, deliberate tug. The latex snapped as it came off, the sound sharp in her ears. Her chest heaved, skin still tingling from his touch.

“We’re moving to overnight prep now,” he said, turning to the tray. He unfolded a thicker diaper, the plastic crinkling loudly as he smoothed it out. Her eyes widened, dread and heat mixing in her gut.

Her heart raced. Overnight. No escape, no control, just his rules wrapping tighter around her.

“Lift your hips,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. She hesitated, her mind clawing for some last shred of defiance. But her body obeyed, hips rising before she could stop them.

The old diaper came off with a loud rip of the tapes. Cool air hit her skin, making her shiver again. She felt bare, vulnerable, utterly at his mercy.

He cleaned her with slow, careful wipes, the scent of baby powder blooming again as he dusted her skin. Each touch was intimate, clinical, but it stoked the fire in her belly. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling under his hands.

The new diaper slid beneath her, thicker, heavier than the last. The plastic crinkled as he positioned it, the padding pressing against her sensitive skin. Her clit throbbed against the bulk, the sensation maddening.

He secured the tapes one by one, each rip echoing in the room. The diaper hugged her tightly, the weight a constant reminder of her surrender. She couldn’t close her thighs fully, the bulk forcing them apart.

Her face burned. She was an adult, a professional, not this helpless thing. Yet the heat between her legs tightened, her body craving the very control she fought.

“You’ll stay in this tonight,” he said, his hand resting on the front of the diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through her, her hips twitching involuntarily. “It’s for your own good, baby girl.”

Her breath hitched at the name again. Baby girl. It stripped her down, made her small, and yet it warmed something deep inside her.

He reached for a set of soft restraints on the tray, the velvet lining glinting under the light. Her eyes widened, panic flaring for a moment. But beneath it, a forbidden excitement pulsed.

“Arms up,” he ordered, calm as ever. She swallowed hard, her mind racing with a thousand protests. But her arms lifted, trembling, as if they belonged to someone else.

He secured her wrists to the sides of the table, the velvet soft but unyielding. The click of the buckles sent a shiver down her spine. She was trapped now, truly his to command.

Her chest rose and fell, fast and uneven. The diaper crinkled with every tiny movement, the sound a humiliating soundtrack to her state. Yet the ache between her legs grew, her body reveling in the loss of control.

He stepped back, surveying her—wrists bound, diaper thick and crinkling, onesie still open at the chest. His gaze lingered, heavy and possessive. She felt it like a touch, burning her skin.

“You look perfect like this,” he said, voice low and warm. The words hit her hard, sinking into her core. Her body pulsed again, need and shame twisting tighter.

She wanted to argue, to snap that she wasn’t perfect, not like this. But her lips stayed shut, her breath shallow. Deep down, a part of her preened under his approval, craving more of that warmth.

He adjusted the table, tilting it slightly so she lay at an angle, still bound. Then he pulled a thin blanket from a shelf, draping it over her legs. The fabric brushed against the diaper, the crinkle muffled but still there.

“Rest now,” he said, his hand brushing her forehead. The touch was brief, almost tender, but it sent a shiver through her. “You’ll need your strength for what’s ahead.”

Her eyes followed him as he moved to the door, his presence still filling the room even as he turned away. Her heart pounded, the restraints holding her in place, the diaper a heavy weight between her thighs. She couldn’t escape, not physically, not emotionally.

The door clicked shut behind him. She was alone again, bound and diapered, the clinic’s silence pressing down. Her body hummed with need, the ache between her legs a constant torment.

She tested the restraints, the velvet rubbing against her wrists. No give, no freedom. She was his, utterly, and the thought burned hot in her mind.

Her breath slowed, but the heat didn’t fade. She stared at the ceiling, the diaper crinkling with every tiny shift. Her old self—the planner, the controller—felt like a distant memory, slipping further with every moment under his care.

A whisper escaped her lips, soft and broken. “Daddy.” She froze, the word hanging in the air, a truth she hadn’t meant to speak.

Her chest tightened, shock and surrender crashing over her. She couldn’t take it back, couldn’t deny what it meant. Deep down, in a place she couldn’t hide from, she didn’t want to leave this—not him, not this control, not this warmth.


Chapter 7: Humiliation Takes Hold

Isabelle woke in the dark, the restraints holding her wrists tight to the sides of the exam table. The diaper between her thighs felt heavy and warm, soaked from what she’d done in her sleep.

Her face burned with shame.

She tugged at the velvet-lined buckles, but they didn’t budge. The padding shifted under her, the plastic rustling softly, a humiliating reminder of her state. Her mind flashed to that whispered word before she’d drifted off—Daddy. Had she really said it out loud? Her stomach twisted, mortified at the thought.

The door opened, a sliver of light cutting through the dim room.

“Good morning, baby girl.” Ryan’s voice was calm, controlled, as always. He stepped inside, his white coat crisp, his broad frame filling the space with authority.

Her breath caught. She wanted to shrink away, to hide from his gaze.

He approached the table, his eyes locking onto hers with that piercing intensity. “I heard something interesting through the monitor last night.” His lips curved into a faint, knowing smile.

Her heart stopped. He knew. He’d heard her.

“You called for me,” he said, his tone low and warm, but laced with power. “Say it again, Isabelle. I want to hear it.”

She shook her head, lips pressed tight. No way would she repeat it. Not now, not ever.

His smile didn’t waver. He reached for a tray beside the table, pulling out a small device—a thermometer, sleek and cold under the faint light. “We’ll get to that later. First, I need your temperature.”

Her eyes widened. “What? No, not like that—”

“Quiet,” he cut in, his voice firm but not loud. “You’ll do as I say, baby girl. Turn over.”

Her body froze, defiance surging. She wasn’t some child to be ordered around. But the restraints held her wrists, and his gaze pinned her just as tightly.

He adjusted the table, tilting it slightly, then unbuckled one wrist just long enough to guide her onto her stomach. Her chest pressed against the padded surface, her hips elevated by the angle. The soaked diaper clung to her skin, the bulk pressing between her thighs.

She hated how exposed she felt.

Ryan’s hand rested on her lower back, steady and unyielding. “Hold still. This won’t take long.”

Her face burned hotter. She wanted to snap at him, to demand he stop. But her body stayed still, trembling under his touch.

He unsnapped the onesie at the crotch, the fabric peeling away with a soft tug. Then his fingers hooked into the waistband of the diaper, pulling the tapes free with a slow, deliberate rip. The cool air hit her bare skin, making her shiver.

She bit her lip, fighting the urge to protest.

He spread her cheeks gently but firmly, his gloved hand cool against her warmth. “Relax, baby girl,” he murmured. “This is for your own good.”

A cold droplet of lubricant touched her, sending a sharp chill through her core. She gasped, her body tensing against her will. The slickness spread as he worked it in with one finger, slow and invasive.

Her breath hitched. Shame flooded her, but so did a forbidden pulse deep inside.

The thermometer pressed against her, cold and unyielding. She whimpered as it slid in, the intrusion small but overwhelming. Her hips twitched, trying to pull away.

“Stay still,” Ryan ordered, his hand pressing harder on her back. “Tell me what you feel.”

“It’s… cold,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “It’s too much.”

“It’s necessary,” he said, his tone calm but firm. “You’re doing well, even if you don’t want to admit it.”

Her body clenched around the device, every nerve on edge. She’d organized charity galas. She’d fired vendors who couldn’t meet deadlines. And now she was bent over, exposed, with a thermometer inside her, trembling under a man she’d called Daddy. What had she become?

Ryan adjusted the angle, his movements precise. “Almost done. Breathe for me.”

She tried, but her breaths came shallow and fast. The pressure lingered, humiliating and intimate. Her clit pulsed despite herself, a traitor to her mind.

He pulled the thermometer out slowly, the sensation dragging a soft moan from her lips. She hated that sound, hated how it betrayed her.

“Look at you. Pathetic. So vulnerable and still reacting like this,” he said, his voice warm with a dark edge. The words cut deep, but they also lit a fire in her core.

Her face pressed into the table, hiding her shame. She wanted to disappear.

Ryan wiped her clean with a soft cloth, the touch gentle but clinical. Then he reached for something else on the tray—a small plug, sleek and black. “We’re not done yet, baby girl.”

Her eyes shot open. “No, please—”

“You don’t decide,” he interrupted, his tone sharp now. “This stays in until I say otherwise. Understood?”

She swallowed hard, her throat tight. Her mind screamed no, but her body stayed still, pliant under his command.

He applied more lubricant, the cold slickness making her shiver again. Then the plug pressed against her, slow and firm. She gasped as it stretched her, the intrusion deeper than the thermometer.

“Breathe,” he commanded. “Take it for me.”

Her hands clenched into fists within the restraints. The plug settled inside, heavy and undeniable. Her body trembled, caught between shame and a growing ache.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting her harder than she expected. “You’re learning to obey.”

Her chest tightened. She hated how much she craved those words.

He pulled the diaper back up, securing the tapes with practiced ease. The padding pressed the plug deeper, making her whimper. The plastic rustled as he smoothed it into place.

“Feel that?” he asked, his hand resting on the front of the diaper. “Tell me how full you feel.”

“It’s… heavy,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible. “I can’t move without feeling it.”

“That’s the point,” he said, his thumb tracing a slow circle over the padding. “You’re mine to control, baby girl. Every part of you.”

Her body reacted, slickness gathering despite her resistance. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to press into his hand.

He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Say it again. Who do you belong to?”

Her lips parted, but no sound came. She couldn’t. Not again.

His thumb pressed harder, the pressure sending a jolt through her. “Say it, Isabelle. Louder this time.”

“Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out before she could stop it. Her face burned, but her body pulsed harder.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. His hand moved faster, rubbing through the diaper, the friction building a tight heat inside her.

Her hips rocked forward, desperate for more. The plug shifted with every movement, intensifying the sensation. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

Then he stopped.

“No,” he said, pulling his hand away. “You don’t get to come. Not tonight.”

She whimpered, her body aching painfully. The denial stung worse than the humiliation.

He adjusted the onesie, snapping it back into place. “You’ll stay like this, plugged and diapered, until I decide you’ve earned release.”

Her breath came in ragged gasps. She wanted to beg, to plead for relief. But her lips stayed shut, shame holding her silent.

Ryan stepped back, his gaze heavy on her trembling form. “Tell me how much you need this. Be honest, baby girl.”

“I… I need it,” she admitted, her voice small. “I hate it, but I need it.”

“Good,” he said, his smile returning. “You’re starting to understand.”

Her chest rose and fell, the plug a constant weight inside her. The diaper clung to her, a reminder of her surrender. She couldn’t escape, not from him, not from herself.

He adjusted the table, laying her flat again, then secured her wrists once more. “Rest now. You’ve got a long day ahead.”

Her eyes followed him as he moved to the tray, cleaning up with precise movements. Every action of his was controlled, deliberate. She felt small under his presence, utterly owned.

“Who takes care of you?” he asked, his voice cutting through the silence.

“You do,” she whispered, the words heavy with truth. “Daddy does.”

“That’s right,” he said, his tone warm but firm. “And I’ll keep taking care of you, whether you fight it or not.”

Her body shivered, the ache between her legs a torment she couldn’t ignore. She’d never felt so exposed, so powerless. And yet, a part of her craved more.

Ryan turned to the door, pausing before he left. “Tomorrow, we start internal exams. Be ready, baby girl.”

Her heart pounded at the threat, specific and looming. Internal exams. What did that mean for her?

The door clicked shut behind him. She lay there, bound and plugged, the diaper a heavy bulk against her skin. Her mind raced, but her body stayed still, trapped in his control.

She tested the restraints, the velvet rubbing her wrists. No give, no freedom. She was his, completely.

Her breath slowed, but the need didn’t fade. The plug pressed inside her, a constant reminder of her submission. She couldn’t fight it, not anymore.

Her old self—the planner, the controller—felt like a ghost now. She’d spent years building that image, commanding every detail of her life. And now she lay here, diapered and denied, aching for a man who ruled her every move.

What had she become?

Her eyes stared at the ceiling, the clinic’s silence pressing down. The ache pulsed harder, her body begging for release he wouldn’t give. She whispered to herself, soft and broken, “I’m his.”

The truth of it settled over her, heavy as the restraints. She couldn’t deny it, not to herself. Not anymore.

Her hips shifted, the padding rubbing against her sensitive skin. The plug moved slightly, drawing another soft gasp from her lips. She was trapped in this cycle of shame and need, and she didn’t know how to stop.

Did she even want to?

The question hung in her mind, unanswered. Tomorrow loomed with his promise of internal exams, a new level of exposure she couldn’t escape. Her body clenched at the thought, fear and anticipation twisting together.

She lay there, bound and helpless, waiting for whatever he’d do next. Her breath came slow, but her heart raced. She was his baby girl, whether she admitted it or not.

And deep down, in a place she couldn’t hide, she didn’t want it to end.


Chapter 8: Defiance Starts Cracking

Isabelle shifted on the exam table, the plug inside her a relentless weight. Every tiny movement made it press deeper, a dull ache spreading through her core. The diaper hugged her hips, thick and crinkling with every squirm, a constant reminder of her helplessness.

Her wrists tugged at the velvet restraints. No give. She was still bound, still trapped in this sterile room at The Private Clinic.

The plug shifted again as she adjusted her hips. A sharp gasp escaped her lips. Her body throbbed, the ache from last night’s denial still raw and pulsing between her legs.

She remembered standing in a boardroom, commanding a team of planners, her voice sharp and sure. That woman felt like a stranger now. Her nails dug into her palms, the sting grounding her for a fleeting second.

The door opened with a soft click. Ryan stepped in, his white coat pristine, his broad frame filling the space. His eyes locked on hers, calm and unyielding, a predator assessing his prey.

Her heart raced, the sound loud in her ears. She hated how her skin flushed under his gaze. Heat bloomed across her chest, betraying her before she could even speak.

“Morning, baby girl,” he said. His voice was low, steady, a command wrapped in care. He moved to the tray beside the table, his movements precise, deliberate.

The scent of baby powder hit her as he opened a container. Sweet and soft, it filled the air, mixing with the antiseptic sting of the room. Her nose twitched, the smell pulling her deeper into this humiliating space.

She clenched her jaw, trying to hold onto some shred of control. But her body softened, hips shifting despite herself. The plug pressed harder, and a soft whimper slipped out.

He turned, a small smile curling his lips. “Struggling already?” He stepped closer, his hand brushing the front of her diaper, the crinkle obscenely loud.

Her face burned. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but the thick padding stopped them. Shame clawed at her, but heat pooled low in her belly, undeniable.

“This response is expected,” he said. “Don’t fight it.”

She wanted to snap back, to tell him he was wrong. But her body trembled, her pussy throbbing against the soft padding. Anger mixed with need, and she couldn’t untangle them.

He unsnapped the onesie at her crotch, the sound sharp in the quiet. Cool air hit her skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of her flushed body. Her breath hitched.

The diaper tapes ripped open, one by one. He peeled it back, the plastic backing rustling as he exposed her. Her hips twitched, the plug shifting again, drawing a moan she couldn’t stop.

Her mind screamed at her to resist. This isn’t me. This isn’t— But the thought broke as her body arched slightly, craving more of his touch.

“Look at you,” he said. His fingers brushed her inner thigh, clinical yet intimate. “So wet already.”

Shame burned hotter, her cheeks flaming. She hated herself for reacting like this. But her pussy clenched, the need growing sharper, more desperate.

He reached for a fresh glove, snapping it on with a loud pop. “Today’s internal exam will show me everything I need to know.” His eyes met hers, unblinking, pinning her in place.

Her heart pounded louder, a drum in her chest. Fear spiked, but so did the heat between her legs. Her body was a traitor, and she couldn’t stop it.

“Spread your knees,” he said. No question, just a command. He adjusted the table, tilting her hips up, exposing her further.

She hesitated, her thighs trembling. But her knees parted, slow and reluctant. The air felt cold against her wet skin.

“Good girl,” he said. His hand rested on her thigh, warm through the glove. The praise hit deep, a wave of warmth she didn’t want to feel.

Her breath came faster. Shame stung her, sharp and bitter. But her clit throbbed harder, begging for his touch despite everything.

He reached for a small tube of lube, squeezing it onto his gloved fingers. The slick sound filled the room as he rubbed it in. Her eyes followed every move, dread and anticipation twisting together.

“Relax, baby girl,” he said. His fingers moved to her entrance, circling slowly, teasing the sensitive skin. “This is necessary.”

A soft cry escaped her. Her body tensed, then melted under his touch. Heat surged, her pussy dripping despite the humiliation.

She bit her lip, hating herself for this. Her mind flashed to a memory of her old self, standing tall in stilettos, commanding a room. But the image shattered as her hips pushed toward him, needing more.

“Expected,” he murmured. His finger pressed inside, slow and deliberate, stretching her alongside the plug. The fullness was overwhelming, a sharp edge of pleasure and pain.

Her breath caught. Her walls clenched around him, involuntary and desperate. Shame burned, but the heat grew, her body begging for release.

He moved deeper, his touch clinical but precise. “I need to check everything,” he said. His other hand pressed down on her lower belly, pinning her in place.

Her moan was loud, echoing in the sterile room. Her face flamed with embarrassment, but her pussy pulsed harder. She couldn’t stop this, couldn’t fight her own body.

Another finger joined the first, stretching her further. The sensation was too much, the plug and his fingers filling her completely. Her hips bucked, a desperate move she couldn’t control.

“There we are,” he said. His voice stayed calm, detached, even as her body writhed under him. “Let it happen.”

Her chest heaved. Shame clawed at her again, whispering she shouldn’t want this. But her clit throbbed, her wetness slick against his gloved hand, undeniable.

He pressed deeper, curling his fingers inside her. A jolt of pleasure shot through her, raw and electric. Her cry was sharp, her body trembling on the edge.

“You’re close,” he said. His thumb brushed her clit, a feather-light touch that made her gasp. “But not yet.”

Her whimper was pathetic, needy. Her body screamed for release, every nerve alight. But he controlled this, controlled her, and she hated how much she craved it.

He moved his fingers slowly, dragging out the torment. “I decide when you come, baby girl.” His eyes locked on hers, piercing through every defense she had left.

Her thighs shook. Shame stung again, bitter in her throat. But her pussy clenched tighter, the need so sharp it hurt.

“Feel that?” he asked. His fingers pressed a spot inside her, sending a wave of heat through her core. “That’s your body telling me the truth.”

Her moan broke free, loud and raw. Her face burned, humiliation crashing over her. But her hips rocked, chasing his touch, desperate for more.

He pulled back slightly, slowing his pace. “Not yet,” he repeated. His thumb circled her clit again, keeping her right on the edge.

Her breath came in sobs now. She wanted to scream at him, to demand relief. But her body surrendered, melting under his command, aching for whatever he’d give.

“Look at me,” he said. His free hand tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. Those eyes saw everything, stripped her bare.

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Shame bit deep, but her pussy dripped, her body screaming for him. She couldn’t hide this, not from him, not from herself.

“You’re doing so well,” he said. His fingers moved again, slow and deliberate, building her back up. The praise sank into her, warm and dangerous.

Her whimper was soft, broken. Her mind reeled, hating this need, this weakness. But her body arched, her clit throbbing under his touch, begging for release.

He pressed harder inside her, his thumb flicking her clit with precision. “Almost there, baby girl,” he said. “But I’m not done checking you.”

Her cry was desperate, her body shaking. Shame flared again, hot and sharp. But the pleasure drowned it, her pussy clenching around his fingers, so close to the edge.

He stopped, pulling his fingers out slowly. The emptiness was a shock, her body aching for more. Her gasp was ragged, her hips lifting, seeking him.

“Not today,” he said. His voice was firm, unyielding. He peeled off the glove, tossing it aside with a snap.

Her chest heaved, frustration burning through her. She wanted to beg, to plead for him to finish. But her lips stayed shut, the humiliation too heavy to speak through.

He reached for a fresh diaper, unfolding it with a loud crinkle. The plastic backing rustled as he slid it under her hips. The sweet scent of baby powder hit again as he dusted it over her skin.

Her breath slowed, but the ache didn’t fade. Her body still pulsed, denied and desperate. She felt small, helpless, as he taped the diaper shut.

“Internal exam complete,” he said. He adjusted the onesie, snapping it back over the thick padding. “But we’re moving to a deeper assessment next time.”

Her body clenched at the promise, fear and need twisting tight. His calm acceptance of her reaction left her nowhere to hide.


Chapter 9: Exposed Under Dominance

Isabelle woke to the pale morning light streaming through the narrow window of the clinic room. Her body ached, a dull reminder of the night before, her wrists marked with faint red lines from the restraints. Hunger gnawed at her stomach, and her throat felt dry, a quiet testament to the hours that had passed since Ryan last left her.

She shifted on the padded table, the thick diaper crinkling under her hips with an obscene rustle. The plastic backing stuck to her skin, warm from her body heat, and the faint scent of baby powder lingered in the air. Her cheeks flushed hot, a wave of humiliation washing over her as she felt the bulk between her thighs, forcing them apart.

Why did that sound, that stupid crinkle, make her breath catch? Her core tightened with a sudden ache, wet heat spreading before she could stop it. Horror clawed at her chest, sharp and cold, as she realized her body had learned to answer that sound, to crave what came with it.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to push the feeling away. Memories of who she used to be flooded in—standing in a sleek conference room, heels clicking on marble, commanding a team of planners with a sharp nod. That woman wouldn’t be here, trembling at the rustle of a diaper, waiting for a man to tell her what to do. But the ache between her legs didn’t care about that woman. It pulsed, insistent, dragging her back to this moment, to this helplessness.

The door clicked open, and her eyes snapped to it. Ryan stepped in, his white coat pristine, his broad frame filling the space with quiet authority. His dark eyes found hers instantly, a calm intensity that made her heart stutter.

“Good morning, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like he had all the time in the world. He carried a clipboard, his fingers tapping lightly against it as he approached. “We’re moving to my office for a deeper assessment today.”

Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something hotter, something she didn’t want to name. She sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling louder with the movement. Her face burned as his gaze dropped to her lap, taking in the thick padding beneath the snapped onesie.

“Stand up,” he said, his tone firm but unhurried. He set the clipboard on the counter and waited, arms crossed, watching her every move.

Her legs trembled as she slid off the table, the bulk between her thighs making her steps awkward. She felt small under his stare, her usual confidence a distant memory. Without thinking, her hand reached for the edge of the table, seeking balance, but her fingers brushed his sleeve instead, a desperate little grasp.

His lips curved into a faint smile. “That’s it, little one. Let’s go.”

Her voice came out softer than she meant, higher, almost childish. “Where… where are we going?” The words felt clumsy, simpler, like her mind was slipping somewhere smaller.

He didn’t answer right away, just guided her out of the room with a hand on her lower back. The hallway was quiet, the sterile scent of antiseptic sharp in her nose. Her heart raced as they passed a closed door, knowing other staff might be behind it, might see her like this—padded, waddling, utterly exposed.

They reached his office, a smaller space with a heavy desk and a narrow exam table in the corner. Metal stirrups gleamed at the end of the table, cold and unyielding under the harsh fluorescent light. A tray of instruments sat nearby, the clink of metal against metal echoing as he adjusted them.

Her breath hitched. The sight of those stirrups, the clinical precision of the setup, sent a shiver down her spine. But her body betrayed her again, a wet heat building between her legs, answering the fear with need.

“Up on the table,” he said, his voice a quiet command. He stepped closer, his hand firm on her hip as he helped her climb up. The diaper crinkled again, loud in the small room, and her core tightened, the ache sharpening before she could stop it.

She bit her lip, her hands gripping the edge of the table. The shame was there, a heavy weight in her chest, but it wasn’t just shame anymore. It was tangled with something else, something that made her want to squirm under his gaze, to hear him call her that name again.

“Lie back,” he instructed. His hands were steady as he guided her down, the paper sheet under her crinkling almost as loud as the diaper. He moved to the end of the table, his fingers brushing her ankles as he lifted them into the stirrups.

The metal was cold against her skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth of her body. Her legs were spread wide, locked in place, the onesie snaps popping open under his quick, practiced touch. She felt the cool air on her skin as he exposed her, the diaper still taped tight but her vulnerability absolute.

Her heart pounded. She wanted to cover herself, to hide from those piercing eyes, but the stirrups held her fast. Every inch of her was open to him, and the realization made her neck flush, hot and blotchy, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice warm but edged with control. He picked up a speculum from the tray, the metal glinting as he held it up. “So helpless like this. Exactly where you need to be.”

Her core ached at his words, a sharp, desperate pull that made her hips twitch. She hated how much she wanted to hear more, how much her body craved his approval even now. Her mind screamed that this wasn’t her, that she was stronger than this, but the heat between her legs drowned out the protest.

He set the speculum down for a moment, pulling on a pair of latex gloves with a loud snap. “I’m conducting a full pelvic exam now,” he said, his tone clinical as he picked up a small recorder from the tray. “Patient presents with elevated arousal markers, responsive to restraint and verbal cues.”

Her face burned, the humiliation sinking deeper as he spoke her shame aloud. He clicked the recorder off and set it aside, his eyes meeting hers again. “Keep still. I’m in charge here.”

Her breath caught, a small whimper escaping before she could stop it. The authority in his voice wrapped around her, tight and unyielding, and her body answered with a fresh wave of wet heat. She felt pathetic, spread open like this, but the ache only grew, her clit throbbing under the weight of his control.

He reached for a tube of lubricant, squeezing a dollop onto his gloved fingers. The cold gel made her flinch as he spread it over her entrance, his touch slow and deliberate. “Relax, baby girl,” he murmured, his thumb brushing her inner thigh as he worked.

Her hips jerked slightly, the sensation too much and not enough all at once. She wanted to pull away, to close her legs, but the stirrups held her firm. Her voice cracked as she whispered, “Please…”

“Please what?” he asked, his fingers pausing just at her entrance. His eyes locked on hers, demanding an answer.

She swallowed hard, her mind spinning. The words wouldn’t come, not the ones she wanted to say—stop, let me go, give me back control. Instead, her voice came out small, needy, higher than before. “Please… don’t stop.”

His smile was small, approving. “Good girl.”

The praise hit her like a wave, warm and dangerous, sinking into her chest and spreading down to her core. Her body arched slightly, chasing his touch, and she hated how much she needed that warmth, how much it made her feel safe even in this exposed, helpless state. Her mind reeled, grasping at the edges of who she used to be, but that woman felt so far away now, buried under the weight of his words.

He picked up the speculum again, the metal cold as he pressed it against her. “Breathe,” he said, his voice steady as he eased it inside. The stretch was slow, clinical, but it sent a jolt through her, her clit throbbing harder under the invasive touch.

Her gasp was sharp, her hands gripping the table edges. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve alight as he adjusted the tool, opening her further. She felt utterly powerless, spread wide under his command, and the ache between her legs only sharpened, answering his control with raw need.

“Very responsive,” he said, his tone detached as he jotted a note on the clipboard. He set the pen down and pressed two fingers against her inner wall, a bimanual exam that made her moan before she could stop it. “Cervix healthy, elevated arousal consistent with prior observations.”

Her chest heaved, the clinical words cutting through her, making her feel like a specimen, a thing to be studied. But her body didn’t care about the shame. The ache deepened, her core tightening around his fingers, desperate for more even as her mind screamed against it.

He moved his fingers slowly, pressing deeper, testing her reactions. “Such a helpless little thing,” he said, his voice warm, almost tender, as he watched her tremble. “And that’s exactly what you needed to be.”

Her moan was broken, raw, the words sinking into her like a brand. The heat in her core flared, her clit throbbing so hard it hurt, and she felt herself slipping further, her mind going soft and small under his gaze. She wanted to cry, to fight, but her body surrendered, aching for whatever he’d give her.

He withdrew his fingers, the emptiness a sudden shock. Her hips lifted, seeking him, a pathetic little movement she couldn’t control. Her breath came in sobs, frustration and need twisting tight in her chest.

“Not yet,” he said, peeling off the gloves with a snap. He reached for a fresh diaper, unfolding it with a loud crinkle that made her core tighten again, wet heat answering before her mind could catch up. Horror flashed through her, quick and sharp, at how conditioned she’d become to that sound.

She lay there, still locked in the stirrups, as he slid the old diaper away and cleaned her with a cool wipe. The scent of baby powder hit as he dusted it over her skin, his hands gentle but firm. Her body relaxed under the touch, even as her mind spun, grappling with the tenderness of it all.

He taped the new diaper shut, the crinkle echoing in the quiet room. Then he leaned down, his hand stroking her hair, his thumb brushing a stray tear from her cheek. His breath was warm against her ear as he whispered, “You did so well, baby girl. But we’re far from done.”

Her body curled toward him, a small, involuntary movement, her hand reaching for his without thought. The warmth of his touch lingered, a cruel contrast to the promise in his words. Her mind felt softer now, words simpler, as if she couldn’t reach for the sharp edges of herself anymore.

As he stepped back to adjust the stirrups, releasing her legs, a quiet realization settled over her. It wasn’t just her body that wanted this, that craved his control. Something deeper, something she couldn’t name before, had cracked open inside her—a need to be held like this, to be small, to let go in a way she’d never allowed herself before.

That thought terrified her. It wasn’t something she could push away or deny, not anymore. It was part of her now, woven into the ache between her legs, into the way her hand still trembled where it had touched his.


Chapter 10: Control Finally Vanishes

Isabelle sat on the padded exam table, legs dangling over the edge, the thick diaper crinkling under her with every tiny shift. The plastic backing stuck to her skin, warm from her body heat, and the scent of baby powder clung to the air around her. Her hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles pale, as she fought to keep her breathing steady.

The room was too quiet. Only the faint hum of the clinic’s air system broke the silence, making her hyper-aware of the bulk between her thighs.

She’d once stood in a packed ballroom, orchestrating a gala for three hundred guests, shutting down a vendor’s meltdown with a single sharp look. Now, that memory felt like a stranger’s life.

Her gaze darted to the door. Any second, it would open, and she’d lose what little grip she had left.

The knob turned.

Dr. Ryan stepped in, his white coat crisp over broad shoulders, his presence filling the room like a weight. His dark eyes locked on her, calm and unyielding, a faint smile curving his lips. He carried a small tray, covered with a sterile cloth, and set it down with deliberate care.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was low, smooth, like he had all the time in the world. “Did you rest?”

Her throat tightened. She nodded, barely, her fingers digging harder into the table.

He stepped closer, his polished shoes clicking on the tile. The tray rattled softly as he uncovered it, revealing a coiled tube, a small bag of clear liquid, and a jar of lube. Her stomach dropped, a cold shiver racing down her spine.

“We’re doing a cleansing procedure today.” He picked up the tube, letting it dangle from his fingers, the sterile plastic glinting under the fluorescent light. “This is for your health. Trust me.”

Her lips parted, but no words came. Fear and something hotter twisted in her gut, her pulse kicking between her thighs.

He moved to her side, his hand resting on her shoulder, warm through the thin gown. “Lie back for me. Feet in the stirrups.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could argue. She eased onto the table, the diaper crinkling loud in the silence, and lifted her legs into the cold metal stirrups. The air felt sharp against her exposed skin, a stark contrast to the heat trapped under the padding.

Ryan adjusted the stirrups, spreading her wider, locking her in place. His gloved hands were steady, professional, as he tugged the gown up to her waist. The cool latex brushed her inner thigh, and she flinched, her breath hitching.

“Shh, little one.” His tone softened, but the command lingered. “Stay still.”

She bit her lip, staring at the ceiling, her heart pounding. The cold air bit at her skin, making her hyper-aware of every inch he could see.

He reached for the tray, snapping open the jar of lube with a wet pop. The scent hit her—clinical, slick—and her body tensed. He coated the tip of the tube, the motion slow, almost ritualistic, under her wide-eyed stare.

Her hands clenched into fists. She wanted to speak, to protest, but her voice felt small, buried under the weight of his gaze.

“You’re doing fine,” he said, his eyes flicking to hers, warm but firm. The lubed tip of the tube pressed against her, cold and unyielding, and she gasped, her hips jerking. “Easy now. Breathe.”

The intrusion was slow, invasive, the cold plastic sliding in with a slick push. Her breath caught, sharp and shallow, as the sensation burned through her. Every nerve felt raw, exposed, her body trembling under the stretch.

His hand rested on her thigh, warm through the glove, grounding her. The contrast of his heat against the cold tube made her gasp again, a shiver racing up her spine. Her clit throbbed, shameful and insistent, answering the violation with a pulse of need.

“There we are,” he murmured, connecting the tube to the bag of liquid. His fingers adjusted the clamp, and she felt the first trickle of warm fluid, a strange pressure building inside. “Just relax. Let it happen.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. The warmth spread, filling her, the sensation overwhelming and wrong, yet her body clenched, greedy despite the humiliation.

The pressure grew, a slow ache that made her squirm. Her hands gripped the table, nails digging into the padding. She couldn’t stop the small whimper that escaped her lips.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice a low rumble, laced with approval. His hand squeezed her thigh, the warmth cutting through the sterile cold of the room. “You’re taking it so well.”

Her face burned. The praise sank into her, twisting with the ache, her clit throbbing harder as the liquid kept coming.

The bag emptied slowly, each second stretching into eternity. Her belly felt tight, full, the pressure bordering on pain, and yet the heat between her legs only sharpened. She hated how her body responded, how it craved his voice, his touch, even now.

He turned off the flow, disconnecting the tube with a wet sound. “Hold it for me, baby girl. Not long now.”

Her breath came in short pants. The fullness was unbearable, her muscles trembling to keep control, and yet her pussy ached, slick need pulsing through her shame.

Ryan stepped back, peeling off his gloves with a snap. His eyes stayed on her, watching every twitch, every shudder, as if cataloging her surrender. He pulled a fresh pair from the box, the latex stretching over his hands with a faint squeak.

Her gaze flicked to his face. The calm intensity there made her chest tighten, her mind softening further, words slipping away.

He moved between her legs again, his gloved fingers brushing the front of her diaper. The crinkle was loud, obscene, and her hips lifted slightly, seeking the pressure before she could stop herself. Her face flamed hotter, humiliation crashing over her.

“Such a needy little thing,” he said, his tone warm, almost fond. His thumb pressed through the padding, finding her clit with unerring precision, and she moaned, broken and raw. “Even now, you can’t help it.”

Her body arched, the sensation too much, the fullness inside her amplifying every touch. Her clit pulsed under his thumb, desperate, and she felt herself slipping, her mind going soft and small.

He rubbed slow circles, the diaper crinkling with each movement. The warmth of his hand through the padding, the pressure inside her—it all twisted together, pushing her closer to the edge. Her moans grew louder, helpless, her hands clawing at the table.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, pulling his hand away just as her body started to tense. The sudden loss made her sob, her hips bucking uselessly against the air. “We’re not done with the procedure.”

Her chest heaved. Frustration burned through her, mingling with the ache, her pussy clenching around nothing.

He adjusted the stirrups, guiding her legs down with gentle hands. “I’m going to help you release now. Stay calm for Daddy.”

Her breath hitched at the word, her mind reeling, but her body softened under it, craving the care. The fullness ached, unbearable, and she nodded, small and desperate.

He untaped the diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet room. Cool air hit her skin, a shock after the trapped heat, and she shivered, her clit throbbing harder. His hands were steady, clinical, as he cleaned her with a wipe, the scent of powder lingering.

The release came slowly, guided by his quiet instructions, the pressure easing bit by bit. Her body trembled, relief and shame warring inside her, but the heat between her legs didn’t fade. If anything, it grew, her slick need answering his control before she could think.

“You did so good,” he said, his voice a warm caress. He dusted fresh powder over her skin, the silky texture soothing, and unfolded a new diaper with a loud crinkle. “Almost done, baby girl.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. The sound of the crinkle, the feel of the padding sliding under her—it triggered something deep, a Pavlovian ache that made her whimper.

He taped the diaper shut, his fingers lingering on the tabs, the plastic rustling under his touch. Then he leaned down, pressing her face to his chest, his shirt soft against her cheek. “Suck for me, little one. You’ve earned it.”

Her lips parted, confused, until she felt his hand guide her to his chest, the fabric bunching as he pressed her closer. The scent of him—clean, masculine—filled her senses, and she latched onto the idea of comfort, sucking gently through the shirt, her mind going softer still. His hand stroked her hair, the warmth of his body a stark contrast to the sterile room, and she felt small, owned, safe in a way that burned.

His chest was firm, the heat of his skin seeping through the fabric, and her lips worked harder, a grown woman nursing like a baby. Shame flared, hot and sharp, but it only made her suck harder, her clit throbbing in time with each pull. His hand tightened in her hair, a low hum of approval vibrating through him, and she melted further, lost in the humiliation and the heat.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with something dark, aroused. His free hand slid down, pressing against the front of her diaper again, the crinkle loud as he rubbed her clit through the padding. “Feel how much you need this.”

Her moan was muffled against his chest, her hips grinding into his hand, desperate for more. The pressure built again, her body trembling, slick and aching under the diaper, and she felt herself tipping closer, the edge so near she could taste it.

But he stopped, his hand pulling away, leaving her gasping against him. Her body shook, frustration clawing at her, her pussy clenching with unmet need. She whimpered, small and pathetic, still latched to his chest, unable to pull away.

“Not until I say,” he said, his tone firm, cutting through her haze. He eased her back onto the table, her lips releasing with a wet sound, her face flushed and tear-streaked. “We have one more step today.”

Her breath caught. Fear and anticipation twisted inside her, her mind too soft to grasp what came next.

He stepped back, reaching for a small locked box on the counter. The click of the key turning echoed in the room, sharp and final. He opened it, pulling out a slim, curved toy—a plug, gleaming under the light, its base flared and intimidating.

Her eyes widened. Her body clenched, both dreading and craving what it meant.

“This is the next phase, baby girl,” he said, holding it up for her to see, his voice calm but laced with promise. “You’re going to wear this for me. All day.”


Chapter 11: Emotional Walls Collapse

Isabelle shuffled down the clinic hallway, each step a reminder of the plug nestled deep inside her. The diaper crinkled over it, loud in the sterile quiet, the plastic backing shifting against her skin. Her thighs pressed against the thick padding, the toy’s base nudging with every move, sending sharp, unwanted heat through her core.

She couldn’t think straight. Words slipped away. Just the crinkle. Just the pressure.

Her hands gripped the hem of the short patient gown Ryan had dressed her in. It barely covered the diaper’s bulk, her legs exposed to the cool air. A flush crept up her neck, knowing cameras lined these halls, watching her waddle like some helpless thing.

Footsteps echoed behind her. Firm. Unhurried.

She froze.

“Keep moving, baby girl,” Ryan’s voice rolled over her, low and commanding. His hand landed on her shoulder, warm through the thin gown, guiding her forward. Her body leaned into his touch before she could stop it.

They turned into a new room, glass walls on one side gleaming under harsh light. An observation window. Her stomach twisted, fresh shame spiking through her arousal.

A nurse stood near the door, clipboard in hand, her gaze flicking over Isabelle with detached curiosity. Middle-aged, sharp-eyed, she nodded at Ryan. “All set, Doctor.”

Isabelle’s face burned. Someone else seeing her like this. Diapered. Plugged.

Ryan’s hand tightened on her shoulder. “Thank you, Mara. Stay for the initial check.”

Her breath hitched. Stay? Her eyes darted to the glass, imagining more eyes beyond it.

Ryan guided her to a padded table in the center, the crinkle deafening as she sat. The plug shifted, pressing deeper, and a small gasp escaped her lips. Her pussy clenched around nothing, slick heat building under the padding.

“Look at me,” Ryan ordered. His voice cut through the haze, firm but warm. She lifted her eyes, meeting his steady gaze, that unyielding calm that always unraveled her.

Her chest tightened. Feelings bubbled up. No words to name them.

He stepped closer, his body towering over her, filling her vision. “You’ve fought so hard, haven’t you?” His tone softened, but the possession in it lingered, sharp as a blade. “No more. This body does what I tell it. Including when it feels.”

She shivered. His words sank in, heavy, claiming her. Her hands trembled in her lap.

He reached for a small bottle on a nearby tray, the label reading “formula.” Warm milk, she realized, as he unscrewed the cap and fitted a soft nipple to it. The scent hit her—sweet, comforting, wrong for a grown woman like her.

Her lips parted to protest. Nothing came out. Just a small, needy sound.

“That’s right,” he murmured, holding the bottle to her mouth. “Drink for Daddy. Let it all go.”

The nipple touched her lips, warm and smooth. She hesitated, then sucked, the milk coating her tongue, sweet and thick. Her eyes fluttered shut, shame burning hotter as Mara watched from the corner, scribbling something on her clipboard.

Ryan’s hand cupped the back of her head, guiding her. “Good girl. So perfect for me.”

Her clit throbbed at the praise, the plug’s pressure amplifying every sensation. She sucked harder, the rhythm pulling her deeper into a hazy, small space. The crinkle of her diaper faded to background noise, drowned by the wet sounds of her mouth.

Mara cleared her throat. “Vitals are stable, Doctor. I’ll step out now.”

Ryan nodded without looking away from Isabelle. “Thank you, Mara.”

The door clicked shut. Alone now, but the glass wall loomed, a silent threat of more eyes. Isabelle’s cheeks burned, milk dribbling down her chin as she sucked, unable to stop.

Ryan wiped her chin with a thumb, his touch gentle but firm. “Messy little thing. Daddy’s got you.”

Her body trembled, heat pooling under the diaper, her pussy aching with every word. She wanted to fight, to pull away, but her lips kept working the bottle, her hands limp in her lap. Surrender crept in, heavy and warm.

He set the bottle aside, empty now, and tilted her chin up. “Look at yourself, baby girl.” He turned her head toward a small mirror on the wall, angled just right to show her reflection.

She barely recognized the woman staring back. Flushed cheeks, wet lips, a diaper bulging under the gown. A grown woman, reduced.

Her breath caught. Shame stabbed deep. But her clit pulsed harder, betraying her.

Ryan’s hand slid down, pressing against the front of her diaper. The crinkle echoed, obscene in the quiet room. “Feel that? Your body knows who owns it.”

She whimpered, hips twitching into his hand. The plug shifted again, a jolt of pleasure-pain shooting through her. Her eyes stayed locked on the mirror, forced to watch her own desperation.

His fingers rubbed slow circles through the padding, teasing her clit without direct touch. “So wet under there. I can tell without even checking.”

Her moan was small, pathetic. Her body arched, chasing his hand, needing more. The reflection showed it all—her trembling, her need, her fall.

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “You’re my baby girl now. Let go.”

The words hit like a wave, breaking something inside her. Tears pricked her eyes, spilling over, hot on her cheeks. She nodded, barely a movement, but it felt huge, final.

Ryan’s hand stilled, denying her the edge she craved. Her body locked mid-arch, a choked sob tearing from her throat, his name half-formed on her lips. “Ry—please.”

“No,” he said, voice hard but warm. “This body cums when I decide. Not before.”

Her shaking wouldn’t stop. Tears streamed down, mixing with the heat of her shame. She felt small, owned, stripped of every wall she’d built.

He pulled her against his chest, her face pressing into his shirt, the scent of him grounding her. Her lips parted, instinct taking over, and she sucked at the fabric, nursing again, desperate for comfort. His hand stroked her back, slow and firm, while her body trembled through the unmet ache.

“Shh, baby girl,” he whispered, his chest vibrating under her mouth. “You’ve given up so much already. I’m proud of you.”

Her clit throbbed at the praise, the plug a constant reminder of his control. She sucked harder, the fabric wet under her lips, her mind empty of everything but him. His warmth, his voice, his rules.

He eased her back onto the table, her body limp now, too far gone to tense. He changed her with practiced efficiency—wipe, powder, fresh crinkle—and she lay still, too deep to flinch. The new diaper felt heavy, a claim she couldn’t escape.

His hand lingered on her thigh, just below the gown’s hem. “We’ve got more to do, baby girl. You’ve surrendered so beautifully.”

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his through a haze of tears. Possession stared back at her, dark and unyielding, softened by something tender. Her chest ached, needing more of it, more of him.

He stepped closer, his thumb brushing her cheek, wiping away a stray tear. “Tomorrow, you’re going to use that diaper in front of me. And you’re going to ask permission first.”

Her breath caught, fear and heat twisting together. The glass wall gleamed behind him, a silent promise of exposure. She nodded, small and broken, already his.

Ryan adjusted the gown over her, covering the diaper’s bulk, his touch lingering on her skin. “Rest now. Daddy’s got plans for you.”

Her body shivered, the plug still pressing inside, the crinkle of the fresh diaper loud in her ears. She closed her eyes, his voice echoing in the quiet, pulling her deeper into his control. Tomorrow loomed, heavy with his threat, and her pussy ached at the thought.

She lay there, trembling under his gaze, the mirror reflecting a woman she didn’t know anymore. The bottle’s sweet aftertaste lingered on her tongue, a reminder of how far she’d fallen. And yet, her body hummed, craving whatever came next.

Ryan’s hand rested on her thigh, a silent claim, as her breathing slowed. The clinic’s cool air brushed her skin, but his warmth anchored her. She felt small, safe, owned.

Her thoughts wouldn’t form. Just feelings. Just him.

The glass wall loomed, a threat of more eyes, more shame. But under his hand, she didn’t care. Not anymore.

He leaned down, pressing a kiss to her forehead, soft but firm. “Sleep, baby girl. You’ve earned it.”

Her eyes stayed closed, the crinkle of the diaper fading as exhaustion pulled her under. The plug shifted one last time, a final jolt of heat, before she drifted, his voice the last thing she heard. Tomorrow waited, heavy and inevitable.

She didn’t fight it. Couldn’t. Not with him.

Her body relaxed, the trembling easing, as his presence lingered over her. The clinic’s sterile scent mixed with the powder on her skin, grounding her in this new, small world. She was his, and that was all that mattered.

Ryan stepped back, watching her drift, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He adjusted the tray beside her, the bottle’s nipple clicking softly as he set it down. The sound echoed, a tiny reminder of her regression.

Her breathing evened out, slow and deep, as she surrendered fully to the haze. The diaper’s bulk pressed between her thighs, a constant weight, a constant claim. She didn’t stir, didn’t resist.

He crossed the room, his footsteps steady, pausing at the door to look back. “Tomorrow,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. The promise hung in the air, thick with intent.

The glass wall reflected his silhouette, towering and unyielding, as he left the room. The lock clicked behind him, sharp in the silence. She slept, unaware, already deeper under his control than she could ever understand.

Her dreams, when they came, were fragmented. Warm milk. His voice. Crinkle. Pressure. Need.

She shifted in her sleep, the plug nudging inside her, a soft moan slipping out. The diaper rustled, loud even in her haze, tethering her to this new reality. She didn’t wake, didn’t fight, just sank deeper.

Tomorrow would come. His rules would come. And she’d be waiting, ready or not.

The clinic hummed around her, cameras watching, glass walls looming. But under it all, she felt him. His claim, his care, his control.

Her lips parted, a small, unconscious suckling motion, as if seeking the bottle again. Shame didn’t touch her now, not in sleep. Just need, raw and unfiltered.

The room stayed quiet, save for her soft breaths and the occasional crinkle of plastic. The mirror reflected her still form, a grown woman made small, owned in every way. And somewhere beyond the glass, eyes watched, waiting for what came next.


Chapter 12: Protection After Storm

Isabelle woke to the ache deep inside her. The plug pressed hard, a constant reminder of her new reality, while her bladder throbbed with urgent need.

The diaper’s bulk weighed heavy between her thighs. Plastic backing crinkled with every tiny shift, the sound echoing in the sterile clinic room.

Her eyes darted to the glass wall. She felt the weight of unseen eyes, cameras or maybe Ryan himself, watching her every move.

The door clicked open. Ryan stepped in, his white coat pristine, his presence filling the small space.

She froze under his gaze. His eyes, sharp and calculating, pinned her to the exam table before he even spoke.

“Good morning, baby girl.” His voice was calm, controlled, a doctor’s steady tone. “I’ve been observing. Your body is ready for the next step.”

Her breath hitched. Heat spiked low in her belly, betraying her before she could think.

He crossed the room, slow and deliberate. His polished shoes clicked on the tile, each step a promise.

“You remember my rule.” He stopped beside her, his hand resting on the table edge. “You’re going to use that diaper. Right now.”

Her face burned. She wanted to look away, but his eyes held her.

“And you’ll ask permission first.” His tone stayed clinical, detached. “This is therapeutic. I’m documenting your progress.”

Her lips trembled. The pressure in her bladder screamed, the plug adding a cruel edge to her desperation.

“Say it.” His voice dropped, still steady but firm. “Ask Daddy.”

Her throat tightened. She hated the words forming, hated the need twisting sharp inside her.

“Please, Daddy.” Her whisper broke. “Can I… use my diaper?”

His smile was small, satisfied. “Good girl. Yes, you may.”

The shame hit first. Then the relief as she let go.

Warmth spread through the padding. Slow at first, then rushing, the heat pooling against her skin.

The crinkle turned wet, loud in the silence. Her face flamed hotter with every second.

She couldn’t look at him. Her hips shifted, involuntary, as the diaper sagged with the weight.

“Perfect.” His voice cut through her haze, clinical yet warm. “Your body is responding exactly as expected.”

Her pussy tightened with unwanted want. The humiliation burned, but so did the heat between her legs.

He stepped closer. His hand pressed against the front of her diaper, checking, the plastic rustling under his fingers.

“Soaked already.” He nodded, like a doctor confirming a diagnosis. “We’re making progress.”

Her breath came short. His touch, even through the padding, sent a jolt straight to her core.

“Now, let’s address the plug.” His tone stayed professional, but his eyes darkened. “You’ve held it long enough.”

She whimpered. The thought of him removing it, here, under his gaze, made her tremble.

“Legs up.” His command was sharp, leaving no room for protest. “Hold them.”

Her hands shook as she gripped behind her knees. She pulled her legs back, exposing herself, the diaper’s bulk shifting with her.

He snapped on a pair of latex gloves. The sound was cold, clinical, and sent a shiver down her spine.

“Relax, baby girl.” His voice softened just a fraction. “Daddy’s taking care of you.”

Her body clenched as he touched the base of the plug. The pressure shifted, a slow tug that made her gasp.

“Easy now.” He worked it out, inch by inch, his movements precise. “Almost there.”

The stretch burned, then released. She moaned, low and broken, as it slid free.

Her legs trembled in her grip. The emptiness ached, raw and vulnerable, under his steady gaze.

“Good.” He set the plug aside, his gloved hand brushing her inner thigh. “You did well.”

Her chest heaved. Heat lingered where he’d touched, her body still buzzing with need.

He peeled off the gloves, tossing them into a bin. His bare hand returned, resting on her knee, warm and firm.

“Let’s get you cleaned up.” His tone was softer now, but still commanding. “You’ve earned some care.”

Her eyes flicked to his face. The shift in him, from strict to protective, caught her off guard.

He reached for a stack of wipes, the antiseptic scent mixing with the faint baby powder on her skin. His movements were slow, deliberate, as he opened the pack.

“Stay still.” He pressed a cool wipe against her, cleaning around the edges of the soaked diaper. “I’ve got you.”

Her breath stuttered. The cold contrasted with the warmth of her skin, sending tiny shocks through her.

He worked methodically, wiping away the mess. Each touch was gentle but firm, a reminder of his control.

Her body relaxed despite herself. The shame ebbed, replaced by a strange, quiet trust.

He removed the wet diaper, the tapes ripping loud in the room. The cool air hit her bare skin, making her shiver.

“Shh, baby girl.” He dusted powder over her, the silky texture settling on her skin. “You’re safe with me.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. The scent of powder grounded her, pulling her deeper into his care.

He unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle sharp as he slid it under her. His hands lifted her hips with ease, positioning the padding.

“There we go.” He taped it snug, the bulk pressing between her thighs again. “All clean.”

Her body felt heavy, diminished under his hands. The new diaper hugged her, a constant claim on her surrender.

He pulled a thick blanket from a nearby shelf. The weight of it draped over her, warm and grounding, as he tucked it around her shoulders.

“Rest now.” His voice was low, fierce with protection. “I’ve got you now. You’re safe.”

Her heart thudded. The blanket’s warmth seeped into her, his words wrapping around her just as tight.

He sat beside the exam table, his chair close. His hand rested on her arm through the blanket, a steady anchor.

She turned her head, eyes meeting his. The intensity in his gaze hadn’t faded, but now it held something softer, something possessive.

“You did something hard today.” His thumb rubbed slow circles on her arm. “I’m proud of you.”

Her chest tightened. The praise hit deep, unraveling something inside her she couldn’t name.

He reached for a small pacifier from the tray beside him. The pastel pink plastic gleamed under the clinic lights.

“Open.” His command was gentle but firm. “Let Daddy help you relax.”

Her lips parted without thought. The pacifier clicked against her teeth as he slipped it in.

“Suck, baby girl.” His voice was a low murmur. “Let it soothe you.”

Her mouth worked around it, slow at first. The rhythm pulled her deeper, her mind slipping into a hazy, quiet space.

His hand stayed on her arm, grounding her. The steady beat of his presence beside her felt like safety, like home.

Her eyes grew heavy under the blanket’s weight. The pacifier’s click softened as her sucking slowed, her body melting into the table.

She felt his gaze still, watching her drift. The glass wall loomed beyond, a silent threat of exposure, but under his protection, it didn’t touch her.

“You’re mine to care for.” His voice broke the quiet, fierce and low. “No one else gets to see you like this.”

Her body warmed at his words. The possessiveness in them stirred something deep, a need she hadn’t expected.

He leaned closer, his breath brushing her ear. His hand tightened on her arm, just enough to feel his strength.

Her mind floated, the pacifier pulling her further into littlespace. She didn’t fight it, couldn’t, not with him so close.

The clinic’s hum faded to the background. All she felt was the blanket, the diaper’s bulk, and his unyielding presence.

Her breathing slowed, matching the rhythm of his thumb on her arm. Each circle he traced felt like a promise, binding her tighter to him.

She shifted slightly, the diaper crinkling under the blanket. The sound sent a small jolt through her, a reminder of her surrender.

His hand stilled, then resumed, firmer now. “Shh, baby girl. Just rest.”

Her body obeyed, sinking deeper. The pacifier clicked softly as she sucked, her mind empty of everything but him.

He adjusted the blanket, tucking it tighter around her shoulders. The weight pressed her down, safe and owned, under his watchful eyes.

“You’ve come so far.” His voice was a low rumble, tinged with pride. “My perfect patient.”

Her heart fluttered. The words wrapped around her, warm and heavy, pulling her deeper into his control.

She felt the shift in the air, subtle but real. His protection wasn’t just care—it was a claim, deeper than she’d realized.

Her eyes opened a sliver, meeting his. The intensity there burned, a mix of dominance and something raw, something unspoken.

Her breath caught around the pacifier. She couldn’t look away, couldn’t hide from what she saw in him.

His hand moved to her cheek, thumb brushing her skin. The touch was tender, but his eyes held a storm.

“I’ve got you.” His voice was a vow, fierce and unshakable. “And I’m not letting go.”

Her body trembled under the blanket. The weight of his words hit harder than any command, any touch.

She sucked harder on the pacifier, a desperate need for comfort. Her mind reeled, caught in the storm of his promise.

He didn’t move, didn’t break the gaze. His hand stayed on her cheek, anchoring her to the moment.

Her heart pounded, loud in her ears. Something shifted inside her, a crack in the walls she’d built so long ago.

And then she saw it—a flicker of something in his expression, a hunger that matched her own. A revelation that changed everything.


Chapter 13: Surrender Becomes Rule

Isabelle stood at the edge of the examination room, her fingers gripping the hem of her pastel onesie. The crinkle of the diaper beneath it echoed with every tiny shift of her weight. Her thighs felt heavy, the thick padding forcing them apart, a constant reminder of her new reality.

She hated how her body had started to adjust.

The room was silent except for the faint hum of the clinic’s air system. Beyond the glass wall, the hallway loomed empty, but the threat of being seen never left her. Her reputation as a flawless event planner felt like a ghost haunting every corner of this place.

Her chest tightened at the thought. Colleagues could walk by. Cameras could catch her like this—snapped up in babyish clothes, diapered and helpless.

The door clicked open.

Ryan stepped in, his white coat crisp over broad shoulders. His presence filled the room instantly, calm and commanding, with that steady gaze that always saw too much. He carried a small tray, a fresh diaper folded neatly on it, the plastic backing gleaming under the sterile lights.

Her knees weakened at the sight.

“Baby girl,” he said, voice low and unhurried. “Come here. It’s time.”

Her feet moved before her mind caught up. The betrayal stung—she couldn’t stop herself from obeying. The crinkle of her current diaper grew louder with each step, the sagging weight between her legs a humiliating anchor.

He set the tray on the table and turned to her. His eyes locked on hers, piercing through every wall she’d ever built. “You’ve been good today. But this is necessary. I decide now.”

Her breath hitched.

He gestured to the padded table. “Up you go. Lie back for Daddy.”

Her face burned, but she climbed onto the table. The cold vinyl stuck to her bare thighs as she lay down. The onesie’s snaps pressed against her skin, a promise of exposure she couldn’t avoid.

Ryan stood over her, his hands deliberate as he reached for the tray. He unfolded the new diaper, the sound of the plastic crinkling sharp in the quiet room. A faint scent of baby powder drifted up, wrapping around her senses.

Her hips shifted without permission.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his tone warm but laced with control. “My pathetic little patient, already squirming. So helpless under Daddy’s care.”

Her cheeks flamed at the words. The shame twisted with a heat that pooled low in her belly. She hated how his voice made her body react, how the word “pathetic” felt like a caress.

He unsnapped the crotch of her onesie, the clicks loud and deliberate. Cool air hit her skin as he lifted the fabric away. The wet diaper beneath clung to her, heavy and warm, a physical mark of her surrender.

Her hands twitched, wanting to cover herself.

“Don’t,” he said, sharp but quiet. His hand caught her wrist, pinning it gently to the table. “Daddy sees everything. You don’t hide from me.”

Her chest heaved. The exposure burned, but his grip grounded her. She couldn’t look away from his eyes, couldn’t escape the weight of his authority.

He peeled the tapes of the old diaper away, the ripping sound echoing in her ears. The wet padding sagged further as he lifted it off, leaving her bare and trembling on the table. Her pussy throbbed under his gaze, wet and aching despite the humiliation.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice softening for a moment. “But if you fight me again, there’ll be no paci to soothe you after.”

Her heart stuttered at the threat. The tenderness in his praise clashed with the warning, binding her tighter to his control. She nodded, small and quick, her body desperate to please him.

He reached for a wipe from the tray, the cold touch shocking against her heated skin. He cleaned her slowly, his fingers firm but careful, gliding over every inch. Each swipe sent a jolt through her, her clit pulsing under the clinical touch.

She bit her lip to hold back a moan.

His eyes flicked to her face, a small smirk curling his lips. “Your body tells me everything, baby girl. So wet for Daddy, even when you’re blushing like this.”

Her thighs trembled. The shame of his words only made the heat worse. She wanted to close her legs, to hide, but his presence kept her pinned open, vulnerable.

He sprinkled powder next, the silky texture settling over her skin. The scent enveloped her, sweet and familiar, pulling her further into littlespace. Her mind fought it, but her body softened, melting under his hands.

She hated how much she craved this.

Ryan lifted the fresh diaper, sliding it under her hips with practiced ease. The plush padding pressed against her, thick and unyielding, a new weight to carry. He pulled the front up, the plastic crinkling as he secured the tapes, each one a seal on her regression.

Her breath came faster. The bulk forced her thighs apart again, the sensation both humiliating and comforting. Her pussy clenched against the padding, the pressure teasing her already sensitive clit.

He smoothed a hand over the front, checking the fit. His palm pressed just hard enough to make her gasp. The crinkle was obscene, a sound that screamed her helplessness.

“There we are,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “All snug and safe. Daddy’s got you taken care of.”

Her body warmed at his words. The care in them hit her chest, cracking something open. But the shadow of his control lingered—she knew this wasn’t just comfort.

He leaned down, his face close to hers. His hand stayed on the diaper, a firm reminder of his rule. “You feel that bulk, don’t you? That’s your place now, under my decisions.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. The weight of the diaper, the scent of powder, his unyielding presence—it all pushed her past the last of her resistance. She nodded, a tiny movement, surrendering to the moment.

But he wasn’t done.

His hand slid lower, pressing through the padding right over her clit. The pressure was indirect, maddening, sending sparks through her core. Her hips bucked before she could stop them, a desperate plea for more.

“Oh, baby girl,” he chuckled, the sound dark and warm. “So needy already. But you don’t get to cum yet. Daddy decides when.”

Her whine slipped out, raw and pitiful. The denial burned, her pussy throbbing against the thick diaper. Every crinkle mocked her, a reminder of how close she was—and how far from release.

He pulled his hand away, leaving her trembling on the table. Her body ached, wet and desperate, the padding now a cruel barrier. She wanted to beg, to cry, but his gaze silenced her.

He adjusted the onesie back over her, snapping it closed with slow, deliberate clicks. Each one felt like a lock, sealing her into this new reality. Her mind spun, caught between need and shame.

“Sit up,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She obeyed, the diaper crinkling loudly as she moved. The bulk felt heavier now, pressing against her with every shift. Her face burned as she met his eyes, knowing he saw every reaction.

He stepped closer, towering over her even as she sat. His hand cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her skin with a tenderness that made her chest ache. “You’ve done well today. But remember, every choice is mine now.”

Her heart pounded. The warmth of his touch clashed with the weight of his words. She leaned into his hand, unable to stop herself, craving the comfort even as it scared her.

He pulled a pacifier from his pocket, the same pastel pink one from before. “Open,” he said, voice soft but firm. He slipped it between her lips, the plastic clicking against her teeth.

Her mouth closed around it instinctively. The rhythm of sucking pulled her further into that hazy, quiet space. Her body softened, even as her mind screamed at the loss of control.

Ryan watched her, his eyes dark with something raw, something hungry. His hand stayed on her cheek, grounding her as she sucked. The diaper’s bulk pressed against her, a constant reminder of her dependency.

She hated how safe it felt under his gaze.

Her mind reeled as she sucked harder on the paci. The powder scent still lingered, loosening something tight in her chest. The shame of wanting this—of needing his care—twisted with a warmth she couldn’t name.

His thumb traced slow circles on her cheek, each one a quiet claim. She felt the weight of the clinic around them, the glass wall a silent threat beyond. But under his touch, under his rule, the world outside faded to nothing.

Her eyes met his, heavy and half-lidded. The intensity there burned through her, stripping away every defense. She sucked harder, the paci’s click a desperate rhythm, as if it could hold back the storm of feelings inside her.

“You’re mine to protect,” he said, voice low and fierce. “Mine to shape. And you’ll learn to love every part of it.”

Her body trembled at his words. The possessiveness wrapped around her, heavy and warm, pulling her below every wall she’d clung to. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t protest—not with the paci in her mouth, not with his hand on her skin.

He stepped back, breaking the contact, and her chest ached at the loss. But his eyes never left her, pinning her in place as surely as any restraint. “Rest now, baby girl. We’re not done.”

Her breath caught around the pacifier. The promise in his tone—the threat of more—sent a shiver through her. She shifted on the table, the diaper crinkling under her, a sound that now felt like a tether to him.

He picked up a small, plush blanket from the tray and draped it over her shoulders. The weight pressed her down, soft and comforting, but it only deepened her sense of being owned. Her hands gripped the edges, needing something to hold onto as her mind spun.

She hated how much she wanted to stay under that blanket, under his care. Hated how the warmth of the fabric felt like his arms, even when he stood a step away. The betrayal of her own longing burned, but it didn’t stop the ache in her chest.

His hand brushed her shoulder through the blanket, a fleeting touch that made her suck harder on the paci. “You feel that, don’t you?” he asked, voice quiet but piercing. “The way my care binds you tighter to me.”

Her eyes fluttered shut again. The truth in his words hit her hard, cracking open a part of her she hadn’t known was there. The blanket, the diaper, the paci—it all wove together, a web of dependency she couldn’t escape.

And didn’t want to.

The realization stole her breath. She sucked on the paci, the rhythm frantic now, as if it could drown out the thought. But it lingered, heavy and real, a shift she couldn’t undo.

Ryan watched her, his expression unreadable but intense. He adjusted the blanket, tucking it tighter around her, each movement deliberate and possessive. Her body softened under the weight, even as her mind wrestled with the truth.

“You’ve come so far,” he said, his voice a low rumble tinged with pride. “My perfect little patient. But tomorrow, we start a new phase of your treatment.”

Her heart stuttered at the words. The promise of escalation—of something unknown—sent a jolt through her. She sucked harder, the paci clicking loudly, as her mind raced with what “new phase” could mean.

He stepped closer again, his hand resting on the front of her diaper through the blanket. The pressure was light but deliberate, a reminder of his control over every part of her. “Tomorrow, you’ll learn just how deep my authority goes.”

Her body warmed at the threat, even as fear curled in her chest. The crinkle of the diaper under his hand echoed in the quiet room, a sound that now felt like a chain linking her to him. She couldn’t look away from his eyes, couldn’t hide from the storm of his promise.

The glass wall beyond loomed in her peripheral vision, a silent threat of exposure. But under his touch, under his rule, it didn’t touch her. Not yet.

She sucked on the paci, the rhythm slowing as her body surrendered to the moment. The blanket’s weight, the diaper’s bulk, his unyielding presence—it all pressed her down, binding her tighter to his control. And as much as she hated it, she knew she’d be waiting for tomorrow, trembling with need for whatever he decided next.


Chapter 14: Strength in Regression

Isabelle sat on the exam table, the plush blanket still draped over her shoulders. The light in the room had shifted, softer now, filtering through the blinds in pale streaks. Her muscles ached from holding still too long, and the diaper under her felt warm, heavy, sagging with use.

Her tongue pressed against the paci’s shield, the plastic clicking unevenly against her teeth. The rhythm faltered as her mind drifted, caught between the weight of her surrender and the quiet of the room. The crinkle of the diaper echoed with every tiny shift, a reminder of how far she’d fallen.

The door opened without a sound.

Dr. Ryan stepped in, his presence filling the space like a storm held in check. His white coat was pristine, his posture perfect, but his eyes burned with something raw, something hungry. He carried a small tray, a bowl and spoon glinting under the sterile lights.

Her chest tightened.

“Morning, little one,” he said, voice low and steady, but thicker than before. He set the tray on the counter, his movements deliberate, almost too controlled. “We’re starting the new phase right now.”

Her breath hitched, the paci nearly slipping from her lips. A new phase. No waiting, no buildup—just his command, already in motion.

He turned to face her, his gaze pinning her in place. “From this moment, you don’t decide when to use your diaper. You ask Daddy for permission, every single time.”

Her eyes widened. The rule landed like a weight, heavy and final, stripping away another piece of her control. Her hands gripped the blanket, knuckles whitening.

“Do you understand?” His tone was calm, but the intensity in his stare made her stomach twist. He stepped closer, his broad frame looming over her. “Say it.”

She swallowed hard, the paci clicking as her lips moved around it. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she mumbled, the words barely audible, thick with shame. Her thighs pressed together, the diaper crinkling loudly.

“Good girl.” The praise hit her like a wave, warm and disarming. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, his touch lingering just a second too long. “Now, let’s feed you.”

Her brow furrowed, confusion flickering through her. Feed her? The tray, the bowl—it clicked into place, and heat rushed to her cheeks.

He pulled a chair close to the table, sitting so his knees nearly touched hers. The bowl held something warm, steam curling faintly above it, the scent of oatmeal and honey filling the air. He picked up the spoon, his movements slow, deliberate.

“Open up, little one. I’m here.” His voice softened, but the command beneath it was iron. His eyes locked on hers, daring her to resist.

Her lips parted, the paci falling to her lap with a soft clatter. Her hands twitched, wanting to pick it up, to hide behind it. But his gaze held her still.

The spoon hovered near her mouth, the warmth of the food brushing her lips. “That’s it,” he murmured, tipping it forward. The oatmeal slid onto her tongue, sweet and thick, coating her mouth with a comforting heat.

She chewed slowly, her eyes darting to his face. The hunger in his expression hadn’t faded—it deepened as he watched her, his thumb brushing the spoon’s handle like he was caressing something else. The doctor’s mask was slipping, just enough to show the man beneath, possessive and raw.

Another spoonful came, the rhythm steady, unhurried. Each bite forced her to meet his gaze, to accept his care, his control. The warmth spread through her chest, down to her belly, mixing with the heat already pooling there.

“You’re doing so well,” he said, voice low, almost a growl. His free hand rested on her knee, the touch firm, grounding. Her skin burned under his fingers, even through the blanket.

Her breath quickened. The diaper felt heavier now, the bulk pressing against her inner thighs. She shifted, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and a jolt of need shot through her.

His hand tightened on her knee. “Stay still, baby girl.” The warning was soft, but it carried weight, making her freeze.

Another spoonful. The taste of honey lingered on her lips, and she licked them without thinking. His eyes darkened, tracking the movement, his jaw tightening for a split second.

“You’re mine to care for,” he said, voice rougher now. “Every bite, every need—it’s mine to give or take.” He leaned closer, the spoon pausing as his breath brushed her cheek.

Her heart pounded. Her pussy throbbed under the diaper, the padding suddenly suffocating, trapping the heat of her arousal. She wanted to squirm, to beg, but his hand on her knee kept her pinned.

He fed her again, the spoon moving with agonizing slowness. Her lips closed around it, and she felt the metal, cool against the warmth of her mouth. His thumb brushed her cheek, wiping away a stray bit of oatmeal, and the touch sent a shiver down her spine.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice dripping with possession. “So small under Daddy’s care. So perfect.”

Her chest ached at the words. The regression—the act of being fed, of being called small—should have broken her. Instead, it built something new, a quiet strength in letting go.

The glass wall to her left caught her eye. Beyond it, a shadow moved—a nurse, maybe, or another patient. Someone was there, watching, or close enough to see.

Her breath caught. Panic spiked, sharp and cold, but his hand slid up her thigh, just under the blanket. The warmth of his palm drowned out the fear.

“They don’t matter,” he said, reading her tension. “Only I do.” His fingers pressed harder, claiming her attention, her focus.

She nodded, barely, her eyes locked on his. The spoon came again, and she opened for it, the act of eating now a surrender, a bond. The oatmeal’s warmth spread, mirroring the heat between her legs.

His hand stayed on her thigh, unmoving but heavy with intent. “You feel that, don’t you?” he asked, voice low, almost a whisper. “The way my care makes you ache.”

Her cheeks burned. She couldn’t deny it—not with her pussy throbbing, not with the way her hips twitched under the diaper. The crinkle sounded again, obscene, betraying her.

He set the spoon down, the bowl nearly empty. His free hand moved to her chest, pressing lightly through the blanket, right over her heart. Her nipples hardened instantly, straining against the fabric of her thin top.

“Daddy’s going to make it better,” he said, his tone a promise. He leaned in, his lips brushing her forehead, the contact brief but electric. Her body arched toward him, desperate for more.

His hand slid down, over her belly, stopping just above the diaper’s waistband. “But first, we check if my baby girl needs to use her diaper.” His fingers pressed against the front, the padding crinkling under his touch.

Her breath hitched. The pressure sent a wave of heat through her, her clit pulsing under the bulk. She wanted to beg, to ask, but the new rule choked the words in her throat.

“Do you need to go, little one?” His voice was tender, but the edge beneath it made her tremble. His fingers traced slow circles through the diaper, teasing, testing. “Ask Daddy.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came. Shame and need warred inside her, her thighs trembling under his touch. Finally, she whispered, “Please, Daddy… can I?”

His smile was slow, predatory, but warm. “Good girl. Yes, you can.” His hand stayed there, pressing, guiding her surrender.

The warmth spread, slow at first, then faster, the diaper growing heavier, sagging between her legs. The sensation was humiliating, intimate, and her pussy throbbed harder with every second. Her eyes fluttered shut, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a caress. His hand didn’t move, just held her through it, letting her feel every moment of her loss of control. “Let Daddy take care of everything.”

Her body shook, the heat of her release mixing with the heat of her arousal. She was wet in every way now, the diaper soaked, her pussy dripping beneath it. The crinkle was constant, a soundtrack to her submission.

He pulled back slightly, his hand still on the front of the diaper. “Look at me,” he commanded, voice firm but soft. Her eyes snapped open, meeting his, and the raw possession in his gaze stole her breath.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said, his thumb brushing over the padding. “Completely mine.” His other hand cupped her cheek, tilting her face up, forcing her to hold his stare.

Her heart raced. The tenderness, the dominance—it overwhelmed her. Her lips trembled, wanting to speak, to thank him, but no words came.

He leaned down again, this time pressing his lips to hers, a kiss that was both gentle and claiming. His tongue brushed hers, tasting the lingering sweetness of the oatmeal, and she melted into it, her body soft under his control. The diaper crinkled as her hips shifted, seeking more of him.

He pulled back, his breath hot against her lips. “Daddy’s not done with you yet,” he whispered, his hand sliding lower, pressing harder against the diaper. Her clit pulsed under the pressure, a desperate ache building.

She gasped, her hands gripping the blanket. His fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, the padding rubbing against her sensitive skin. Every crinkle, every shift, amplified the sensation, driving her closer to the edge.

“You don’t cum until I say,” he growled, his voice rough with need. His other hand moved to her chest, slipping under the blanket, finding her nipple through her top. He pinched lightly, and she moaned, her back arching.

Her pussy clenched, the heat unbearable now. The diaper’s bulk trapped it, making every touch feel more intense, more maddening. She whimpered, her hips rocking despite his earlier warning to stay still.

His grip tightened on her thigh. “Be good, baby girl.” The reprimand sent a shiver through her, her body trembling on the brink.

He kept teasing, his fingers relentless through the diaper, his other hand rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Her moans grew louder, desperate, the paci forgotten on her lap. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, tasting the ghost of his kiss.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, voice breaking. “Please let me cum.” The words spilled out, raw and needy, her pride shattered under his touch.

His eyes darkened, the hunger in them flaring. “Not yet,” he said, voice a low rumble. He pressed harder against the diaper, the friction sending sparks through her, but he stopped just short of pushing her over.

Her body quaked, frustration and need twisting together. Tears pricked her eyes, but the ache in her pussy only deepened, craving his permission, his release. She bit her lip, a soft sob escaping.

He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Soon, little one. But Daddy decides when.” His breath was hot, his tone possessive, wrapping around her like a chain.

Her head dropped against his shoulder, defeated but burning. The diaper sagged, warm and heavy, a constant reminder of her surrender. His hand stayed on her, a steady pressure, keeping her on the edge without mercy.

Beyond the glass wall, the shadow moved again. Closer this time, a silhouette pausing, watching. Her stomach dropped, but his presence overpowered the fear, his touch anchoring her.

“They see my perfect baby girl,” he whispered, his voice a dark caress. “But they’ll never have you. Only I do.”

Her breath shuddered. The exposure, the possession—it pushed her arousal higher, her clit throbbing under the soaked padding. She clung to the blanket, to him, lost in the storm of his control.

He pulled back slightly, his hand still pressed against the diaper. “We’re going to change you now,” he said, voice steady again, but the hunger lingered in his eyes. “And then, Daddy has more plans for his little patient.”

Her heart skipped. The promise of more—of his plans—sent a fresh wave of heat through her. She nodded, barely, her body trembling under his gaze.

He stood, towering over her, and reached for a fresh diaper from the counter. The plastic backing crinkled as he unfolded it, the sound triggering a Pavlovian response, her pussy clenching in anticipation. The scent of baby powder wafted from the tray, mixing with the sterile air of the room.

“Lie back,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for resistance. She obeyed, the blanket slipping off her shoulders as she lowered herself onto the table. The diaper under her crinkled loudly, the weight of it pressing into her sensitive skin.

He moved with precision, his hands undoing the tabs of the soaked diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet. Cool air hit her skin, making her gasp, her pussy exposed for a moment before he wiped her clean with a warm cloth. The touch was clinical but intimate, his fingers lingering just enough to make her squirm.

“You’re so wet for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice rough again, the doctor’s mask slipping further. He powdered her, the silky dust clouding the air, settling on her skin in a soft layer. Her hips twitched, the sensation too much, too teasing.

He slid the fresh diaper under her, the padding plush and thick, and taped it snugly in place. The crinkle was louder now, fresh and crisp, and her pussy throbbed under the new bulk. His hand rested on the front, pressing lightly, a silent reminder of his rule.

“Up,” he said, helping her sit again. His touch was firm, possessive, his hands lingering on her hips. She felt small under him, fragile, but there was strength in it—a quiet power in yielding to his care.

He picked up the paci from her lap, brushing it against her lips. “Open,” he ordered, and she did, the plastic clicking against her teeth as she took it. Her tongue pressed against the shield, the rhythm slow, calming, but her body still burned.

His hand stayed on the diaper, a steady weight. “We’re not done, baby girl,” he said, voice low, laced with promise. “Daddy’s going to push you further tonight.”

Her eyes widened, the paci clicking faster. Tonight. The word hung in the air, heavy with intent, as her body trembled under his touch, waiting for whatever he would demand next.


Chapter 15: Balance of Power

Isabelle stood in the nursery wing of The Private Clinic, the soft pastel walls a stark contrast to the sterile exam rooms she’d grown used to. A crib sat in the corner, its bars painted a gentle pink, and a changing table stood against the wall, stocked with stacks of thick, crinkly diapers. Her heart raced as she adjusted the onesie Ryan had dressed her in earlier, the snaps at her crotch pulling tight over the bulky padding beneath.

She shouldn’t be here, not like this. A grown woman, 32 years old, an event planner who commanded boardrooms and orchestrated perfection. Yet, standing in this room, the weight of the diaper between her thighs felt like an anchor, grounding her in a way her old life never had.

Her fingers brushed the plastic backing, the crinkle loud in the quiet space. Heat pooled between her legs, unbidden, and her face burned with the betrayal. She hated that her body had decided long before her mind could catch up.

The door opened, and Ryan stepped in, his white coat gone, replaced by a crisp black shirt that hugged his broad frame. His presence filled the room, calm and unyielding, his dark eyes locking onto her with that familiar, piercing gaze. Her knees weakened instantly.

“Good afternoon, baby girl,” he said, his voice a low, commanding whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. He crossed the space in slow, deliberate steps, each one making her heart pound harder. “You look perfect, standing there, waiting for Daddy.”

Her breath hitched. The word—Daddy—still hit her like a punch, stirring something deep and primal. She wanted to protest, to stand tall, but her body softened under his stare.

He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of her onesie. His hand reached out, tilting her chin up to meet his eyes. “You’ve come so far, Isabelle. My perfect little patient.”

The words dripped with both tenderness and degradation, a mix that made her core clench tight. Pathetic. She felt it, and yet his tone wrapped her in warmth, making the shame burn hotter, sweeter.

His thumb brushed her lower lip, lingering there, a silent command. She parted her lips without thinking, and he slipped a pacifier into her mouth, the plastic clicking against her teeth. Her tongue pressed against it, the rhythm automatic, soothing, even as her mind screamed at the indignity.

“That’s better,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to rest on the front of her diaper. The crinkle echoed, obscene and loud, as he pressed lightly, checking her. “Still dry. Good girl.”

Her hips twitched forward, chasing his touch, and her face flushed deeper. The betrayal loop spun again—she shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t crave the way his control made her ache low in her belly. But her body had already decided, and she was powerless against it.

Ryan’s smile curled, dark and knowing, as he stepped back. “Lie down on the changing table, baby girl. Daddy’s going to take care of everything today.”

Her legs moved before her mind could resist, the diaper crinkling with every step. She climbed onto the padded surface, the plastic cover cool against her skin as she lay back. Her heart thundered, anticipation and dread mixing into a heady rush.

He stood over her, towering, his hands moving with precision as he unsnapped the crotch of her onesie. The fabric peeled back, exposing the thick diaper beneath, and cool air hit her skin, making her gasp around the paci. His fingers worked the tabs, the ripping sound sharp, and he slid the diaper off, leaving her bare for a moment.

Her pussy glistened, already wet, and she squeezed her eyes shut, humiliated by how obvious her arousal was. Ryan’s low chuckle vibrated through her, and she felt his gaze, heavy and possessive. “Look at you, so ready for Daddy. So helpless, so perfect.”

Her core tightened at the words, the mix of shame and praise igniting her further. He reached for a warm cloth, wiping her clean with slow, deliberate strokes, his touch clinical yet intimate. Every pass over her sensitive skin made her squirm, the ache building, unbearable.

He powdered her next, the silky dust settling on her skin, the scent of baby powder filling the air. Her hips lifted slightly, instinctively, and he pressed a firm hand on her belly, holding her still. “Behave, little one. Daddy’s not done.”

Her breath shuddered around the paci. She felt small, fragile, completely at his mercy. And she wanted more.

Ryan reached for a small bottle of lube from the tray, the click of the cap loud in the quiet. He squirted a generous amount onto his fingers, the cold gel making her flinch as he spread it over a small, silicone plug. Her eyes widened, recognizing the toy—the same one he’d used before, the one that made her feel so full, so owned.

“Relax,” he ordered, his voice a deep whisper as he pressed the tip of the plug against her tight entrance. She tensed, the intrusion sharp, but his other hand rubbed soothing circles on her thigh, coaxing her to yield. Slowly, he pushed it in, the stretch burning until it settled, filling her completely.

She moaned around the paci, the sound muffled but desperate. The fullness was overwhelming, pressing against every nerve, making her pussy drip with need. Her hands gripped the edges of the table, trembling.

“Good girl,” he praised, his hand sliding up to rest on her bare pussy for a moment, his fingers brushing her clit. Heat surged through her, electric, and she whimpered, hips bucking. He pulled back, denying her, his smile dark. “Not yet. You know the rules.”

Her chest heaved, frustration and arousal warring within her. He unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle deafening as he slid it under her hips. The plush padding pressed against her skin, and he taped it snugly, the bulk heavy between her thighs, trapping the plug inside her.

She felt every shift, every crinkle, the pressure of the toy and the diaper combining to keep her on edge. Her clit ached, desperate for touch, but the thick padding blocked any relief. She squirmed, helpless.

Ryan’s hand rested on the front of the diaper, pressing lightly, the crinkle loud under his palm. “You feel that, don’t you? So full, so small, all for Daddy.”

Her head nodded, barely, the paci clicking faster as her tongue worked against it. She was slipping, falling deeper into that space where words didn’t matter, where only his voice, his touch, existed. Littlespace claimed her, and she didn’t fight it.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her forehead, a tender contrast to the dominance in his tone. “Daddy’s going to feed you now, baby girl. Then we’ll see if you’ve earned your reward.”

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his, and the memory of their last kiss flashed through her mind. That moment in the exam room, when the clinical barrier shattered, his lips claiming hers with raw, hungry possession. It had changed everything, stripping away the last of her defenses.

He helped her sit up, the diaper crinkling loudly, the plug shifting inside her with every move. She whimpered, the sensation too much, too intense. He guided her to a rocking chair in the corner, settling her on his lap, her padded bottom pressing against his hard thigh.

Her face burned as she felt the outline of his cock through his pants, thick and rigid beneath her. The power he held over her, even now, made her ache deepen. She wanted him, all of him, in ways she couldn’t voice.

Ryan reached for a bottle from the side table, the warm liquid inside sloshing as he shook it. He pulled the paci from her mouth, the wet pop loud, and pressed the nipple of the bottle to her lips. “Drink, little one. Let Daddy take care of you.”

She opened her mouth, the warm formula coating her tongue, sweet and comforting. Her eyes locked on his as she sucked, the rhythm slow, intimate, her body melting into his chest. His free hand rested on the diaper, pressing lightly, reminding her of the plug, the padding, her complete surrender.

Her pussy clenched around nothing, the need unbearable as she drank. Every swallow, every crinkle, every shift of the plug pushed her closer to the edge, but she couldn’t cross it. Not without him.

He set the bottle aside when it was empty, his hand sliding up to cup her face. “You’ve been so good, baby girl. Tell Daddy what you need. Say it.”

Her breath hitched, the words heavy on her tongue. She knew what he wanted, what she had to admit to get her release. Her voice trembled, small and soft. “Please, Daddy. I’m your baby girl. I need to cum.”

His eyes darkened, raw hunger flashing through them. “That’s my girl,” he growled, his hand sliding down to press hard against the front of her diaper. The pressure on her clit, even through the padding, was electric, making her gasp.

He rubbed slow, firm circles, the crinkle deafening with every move. The plug shifted inside her, the fullness amplifying every sensation, and her hips rocked against his hand, desperate. “Cum for Daddy,” he commanded, his voice a deep, possessive whisper. “Show me how much you’re mine.”

Her body obeyed before her mind could process, the orgasm crashing through her like a wave. Her pussy pulsed, contractions hard and relentless, her clit throbbing under the padding as she cried out, the sound raw and broken. Wetness soaked into the diaper, warm and spreading, her release mixing with the shame and ecstasy of it all.

She shuddered in his lap, trembling, her breaths ragged as the aftershocks rolled through her. Cum dripped inside the padding, the warmth lingering, marking her surrender. Ryan’s hand stayed on her, grounding her, his touch firm but gentle now.

Her head dropped against his chest, exhausted, spent, but whole in a way she’d never felt before. His heartbeat was steady under her ear, a rhythm she could cling to. He pressed a kiss to her hair, soft and lingering.

“You’re mine, in every way. Always,” he murmured, his voice a quiet vow, wrapping around her like a blanket.

She felt the weight of it, the truth of it, settling into her bones. Small, owned, utterly his—and in that surrender, she’d never felt stronger. Her dual life, the corporate world and this hidden space, balanced at last in the harmony of his dominance.
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