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Chapter 1: The Diagnosis

Maren pushed through the heavy oak door of the Upper East Side wellness practice, her heels clicking sharply against the marble floor. The sterile scent of antiseptic mingled with something richer—sandalwood and warm spice—Dr. Edgar’s cologne, already threading through the air like a promise. Her body ached from another night of staring at the ceiling, heart racing with case files and courtroom deadlines that refused to quiet. Thirty years old and she felt like a frayed wire, sharp gray eyes sunken, sleek brunette hair twisted into a severe bun that did nothing to hide the exhaustion carving lines into her face. She clutched her leather briefcase like a shield.

A receptionist with a soft smile directed her down the hall. Maren’s pulse hammered. She didn’t believe in this wellness nonsense, but insomnia had hollowed her out until she was desperate enough to try anything.

The office door opened before she could knock.

Dr. Edgar stood framed in the doorway, copper hair neatly pinned, piercing blue eyes locking onto hers with calm intensity. His lab coat hung open over a tailored silk suit that screamed quiet wealth. “Maren. Come in. I’ve been expecting you.”

His voice was velvet-wrapped steel, low and measured. It settled over her skin like a caress. She stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind her with finality.

The room breathed luxury and control: deep leather chairs, a wide mahogany desk, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined with medical texts. Edgar gestured to the chair opposite his. As she sat, his fingers brushed her wrist—clinical, professional, yet the touch lingered a fraction too long. Warmth bloomed up her arm.

“Tell me about the sleepless nights,” he said, leaning back, eyes never leaving hers.

Maren crossed her legs, the motion restless. Words spilled out: the all-nighters prepping defenses, the adrenaline that never crashed, the hollow ache in her chest when the apartment fell silent. She spoke for twenty minutes, voice growing raw. Edgar listened without interruption, nodding, that soft authoritative tone murmuring occasional prompts. Each time he spoke, her shoulders loosened against her will.

He rose and circled the desk, stopping beside her chair. “Maren, your symptoms point to something deeper than simple insomnia.” His hand settled on her wrist again, thumb pressing lightly over her racing pulse. “You suffer from regression-deficit syndrome. Your mind has been forced into constant hyper-control for too long. It’s starving for release. For structure. For surrender.”

She laughed, sharp and skeptical. “Regression what? That sounds like pseudoscience.”

His smile was patient, almost pitying. “Many women fight the diagnosis at first. But the body doesn’t lie.” He kept his fingers on her wrist, the touch now stroking in slow circles. “Your pulse tells me everything. Elevated. Hungry. You need to be taken care of, little one. Completely.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She wanted to pull away, but the gentle pressure held her in place. His cologne wrapped around her, mixing with the sterile office air until her head felt fuzzy.

Edgar continued, voice dropping. “The treatment is straightforward. Custom adult diapers to provide constant physical containment and security. They will remind your nervous system that control is no longer your burden. Scheduled feedings. Weekly integration sessions here and at my private residence. Six weeks, and you’ll sleep like you’ve never slept before.”

Maren’s mouth went dry. “Diapers? You’re serious.”

“Deadly serious.” He released her wrist only to open a drawer and withdraw a sleek prescription pad. The pen scratched across paper with deliberate strokes. When he handed it to her, the weight of the single sheet felt heavier than any legal brief she’d ever carried. “Fill this at the discreet pharmacy two blocks down. They’re prepared for my patients.”

Her fingers trembled around the paper. Part of her screamed to stand up and walk out. The other part—the exhausted, control-starved part—felt a dark, traitorous flutter low in her belly.

Edgar studied her reaction, eyes gleaming. “Trust the treatment, little one. Your mind needs this more than you know.”

The words sank into her like hooks. She swallowed hard.

He stepped closer, towering over her seated form. “Before you leave, I’d like to perform a brief initial assessment. To confirm the diagnosis and ease your skepticism.”

Maren’s breath hitched. “What kind of assessment?”

His hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up. “The kind that lets your body speak.” Without waiting for full consent, though her parted lips and flushed cheeks gave it anyway, he leaned down and kissed her. Slow at first, then deeper, his tongue sliding against hers with commanding patience. She moaned into his mouth, shocked at the sound.

He pulled back just enough to murmur, “Stand up.”

She did, legs shaky. Edgar’s hands moved with clinical precision, unzipping her pencil skirt and letting it pool at her ankles. Her blouse followed. She stood in black lace panties and bra, lithe body exposed under the soft lighting, tension-carved muscles quivering.

“Beautiful,” he said, voice hypnotic. “But fighting so hard.”

He guided her to the wide leather chaise in the corner of the office. She lay back, heart pounding. Edgar shed his lab coat, then unbuckled his belt. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already hard and curving upward, the head flushed dark. Maren’s eyes widened. This wasn’t therapy. This was something far darker. And her cunt clenched with sudden, shameful need.

He hooked his fingers in her panties and dragged them down her thighs, exposing her smooth, already glistening pussy. “Look at you. Soaked from a simple diagnosis. Your body knows what it needs.”

Edgar knelt between her spread legs, strong hands gripping her thighs and pushing them wide. He dragged the thick head of his cock through her slick folds, teasing her clit until she whimpered. Then he pushed inside—slow, inexorable, stretching her open inch by inch. Maren gasped at the fullness, her walls fluttering around the invasion.

“Fuck,” she breathed, nails digging into the leather.

He bottomed out, balls pressed against her ass, and held still, letting her adjust. “That’s it. Take Daddy’s cock. This is part of the treatment—learning to accept what’s given to you.”

He started thrusting, deep and measured strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. The chaise creaked. Maren’s sharp gray eyes rolled back as pleasure built fast and brutal. His copper hair fell across his forehead, blue eyes locked on her face, watching every flicker of surrender.

“Harder,” she heard herself beg, independent attorney gone, replaced by this needy, hollow woman.

Edgar obliged. He fucked her with steady power, hips snapping, cock pounding deep into her dripping cunt. The wet sounds filled the office—obscene, slick, filthy. One hand slid up to pinch her nipple, rolling it until she cried out. The other pressed down on her lower belly, intensifying every thrust.

Maren’s orgasm crashed over her without warning. Her back arched, pussy clamping down hard around his thick shaft as waves of pleasure tore through her exhausted body. She came with a broken moan, thighs shaking, juices coating his cock and balls.

Edgar didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, pace turning punishing. “Good girl. Give me another.”

He shifted angles, hitting that perfect spot relentlessly. Maren’s second climax built faster, sharper. She clawed at his shoulders, legs wrapping around his waist as he railed her. His balls slapped against her ass with every deep stroke.

With a low growl, Edgar buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed hard inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her cunt in powerful spurts. She felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming. The sensation pushed her over again. She came a third time, shuddering violently, milking every drop from his pulsing dick while his moan vibrated against her neck.

They stayed locked together, breathing ragged. Cum leaked out around his softening cock, dripping down her ass onto the leather.

Edgar finally pulled out, watching with possessive satisfaction as his seed trickled from her well-fucked hole. He tucked himself away, then gently wiped her with a soft cloth from the side table before sliding her panties back up.

“Lesson one,” he said softly, voice velvet again. “Your body obeys when given proper structure. Now go fill that prescription.”

Maren dressed on shaky legs, the weight of his cum still warm inside her, panties already damp with it. She took the prescription paper, fingers brushing his again.

Outside on the sidewalk, the city noise crashed back in. Two blocks later she stood in the discreet pharmacy line, clutching the plain white bag that felt like a bomb. Thick adult diapers inside, custom-ordered per his specifications. The discreet package crinkled faintly as she shifted.

Her pussy still throbbed from being fucked raw on his chaise. His cum continued to leak slowly into her panties with every step.

Maren wondered, heart hammering with equal parts dread and dark, aching anticipation, if she had just made the biggest mistake of her life.


Chapter 2: First Padding

Maren locked her apartment door behind her, the click echoing louder than it should in the silent space. Her sleek brunette hair had come loose from its bun during the subway ride home, strands framing her sharp gray eyes that still carried the flush from Dr. Edgar’s office. Between her thighs, the remnants of his cum had dried into a faint, sticky reminder against her panties. She set the discreet white pharmacy bag on the kitchen counter, heart hammering. Nervous energy coiled in her stomach, but determination pushed her forward. She was a criminal-defense attorney. She faced down judges and prosecutors daily. One prescribed treatment wasn’t going to break her.

She carried the bag into her bedroom, the city lights of Manhattan glittering beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. The package crinkled as she tore it open. Inside lay two thick adult diapers—matte white, surprisingly elegant in their medical simplicity, with strong tapes and a soft inner lining. The powdered scent rose immediately, clean and intimate, flooding her senses. Her hands trembled as she stripped out of her courtroom armor: tailored blouse, pencil skirt, lace bra. She stood naked, lithe body reflected in the mirror—tension-carved abs, small firm breasts with dusky nipples already tightening, long legs that had carried her through too many sleepless nights.

Laying a towel on the bed, she positioned herself on her back, knees bent. The crinkle of the plastic backing filled the room as she unfolded the first diaper. She lifted her hips, sliding the thick padding beneath her ass. The material felt impossibly bulky, soft yet firm, cradling her cheeks and mound with unexpected security. She sprinkled the provided powder liberally over her pussy and between her thighs, the cool talc-like dust making her skin tingle. The scent intensified—sweet, powdery, clinical—wrapping around her like a secret.

She pulled the front up between her legs. The soft bulk pressed firmly against her still-sensitive cunt, the padding molding to every fold. Taping the sides snugly, she heard the distinct plastic crinkle with every adjustment. The diaper hugged her hips, thick between her thighs, forcing them slightly apart. She ran her palms over the front, feeling the smooth, padded mound where her pussy now hid. Warmth bloomed instantly. Shame and arousal twisted together in her chest.

This is ridiculous. I’m thirty years old. A goddamn attorney. And here I am, taped into a diaper like some helpless... The thought fractured as she squeezed her thighs together. The padding compressed, rubbing deliciously against her clit. Her body betrayed her with a fresh rush of wetness soaking into the inner lining.

Maren’s breath grew ragged. She slid one hand down the front of the diaper, pressing the thick material against her pussy lips. The barrier made every touch muffled yet intense. She rubbed in slow circles, the crinkle growing louder with each movement. Psychological resistance cracked. Why does this feel good? Why does the bulk make me feel held? Her sharp gray eyes fluttered half-closed as she dipped two fingers under the leg cuff, finding her slick folds already dripping again. She pushed inside herself, fucking her own cunt with shallow thrusts while the diaper crinkled around her wrist.

The dual sensation overwhelmed her—thick padding cradling her ass, fingers plunging into wet heat. She added a third finger, stretching herself, imagining Edgar’s thick cock from earlier that day. Her free hand pinched a nipple hard. Pleasure coiled tight and fast. She rubbed her clit furiously over the padding while finger-fucking herself deeper, hips rocking, the diaper rustling obscenely.

Orgasm hit her like a courtroom gavel. Maren cried out, body arching off the bed as her pussy clenched violently around her fingers. Waves of sharp, shameful pleasure ripped through her. Juices flooded the diaper lining, soaking the padding in hot, slick release. Her thighs shook, toes curling, the bulk amplifying every spasm until she was gasping, sweat-slick and trembling.

She lay there afterward, chest heaving, the warm, wet diaper now even heavier between her legs. Unexpected security washed over her. For the first time in months, her racing mind felt quieter. The padding held her, contained her, like strong arms she refused to admit she craved.

Night fell. Maren tried to work—case files open on her laptop—but the constant awareness of the diaper made focus impossible. Every shift in her desk chair produced soft crinkles. The powder scent clung to her skin. She gave up and crawled into bed wearing only an oversized silk shirt and the diaper. The bulk forced her onto her back, legs slightly spread. Security turned into restless heat. Sleep refused to come.

She tossed for an hour, the unfamiliar thickness rubbing her clit with every frustrated movement. Her pussy throbbed again, needy despite the earlier orgasm. Psychological conflict raged. I shouldn’t want this. I’m independent. I control everything. Yet her hand drifted down once more, slipping under the waistband of the diaper. The powdered interior felt warm and inviting now. She found her swollen clit and circled it slowly, savoring the soft, padded resistance.

Interior monologue deepened as she edged herself. Edgar’s voice echoed in her memory—Trust the treatment, little one. She plunged three fingers back into her cunt, the diaper crinkling wildly as her hand worked. The padding compressed and released with each thrust, heightening every sensation. She imagined his piercing blue eyes watching her, his copper hair falling forward as he claimed her again. The fantasy pushed her higher.

Maren came a second time, harder than before. Her sharp cry filled the dark bedroom. Her asshole clenched in rhythm with her spasming cunt, juices squirting lightly into the already-damp padding. She rode the waves, hips bucking, the thick diaper absorbing everything while she shuddered through aftershocks. Cum leaked warmly around her fingers, creating a slick, messy heaven inside the plastic barrier. The unexpected warmth and security deepened, wrapping around her exhausted mind like a blanket she never knew she needed.

Panting, she withdrew her hand and stared at the ceiling. The diaper felt heavier, soggier, perfectly cradling her used pussy. For the first time in years, her body felt truly contained. Peace teased at the edges of her thoughts, battling the independent woman who still screamed this was insane.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. The screen lit up with an unknown number, but she knew instantly who it was.

Dr. Edgar: Send proof of compliance. Daddy needs to see how well you follow instructions.

Maren’s fingers trembled as she held the phone. Shame burned her cheeks even as fresh arousal stirred in the soaked padding. She switched on the bedside lamp, angled the camera down, and pulled up the hem of her silk shirt. The thick, obviously wet diaper filled the frame—tapes secure, front slightly discolored from her orgasms, the crinkle visible even in stillness. She snapped the photo, heart pounding, and hovered over send.

Her thumb pressed down before she could stop herself.

The message whooshed away into the night, proof of her first padded surrender now in his hands. Maren stared at the screen, wondering how deep this treatment would pull her—and how desperately she already wanted more.


Chapter 3: Bottle and Bedtime

Maren stepped into Dr. Edgar’s office for her evening appointment, the thick diaper crinkling softly with every movement under her professional skirt. All day at the firm she had worn it—through depositions, client calls, and a tense courtroom appearance—ashamed of the constant bulk between her thighs yet strangely calm. The padding had absorbed her nervous leaks and two discreet orgasms in the restroom stalls, leaving her pussy warm, slightly sore, and contained. Her sharp gray eyes carried a new haze of surrender as she closed the door behind her.

Edgar rose from behind his desk, copper hair perfectly pinned, lab coat open over his silk suit. His piercing blue eyes swept over her with possessive approval. “Maren. You’ve followed through. Good girl.”

The praise sent unwanted heat flooding her cheeks and straight to her core. She stood there, lithe body tense beneath her blouse, the powdered scent of her diaper faint but unmistakable in the sterile office air mixed with his rich cologne.

He guided her to the wide leather chaise where he had fucked her raw two days earlier. “Sit with me. It’s time for your first scheduled feeding.”

Maren hesitated, then allowed him to pull her onto his lap, her padded ass settling against his strong thighs. The diaper compressed, pressing firmly against her swollen pussy lips. Edgar’s heartbeat thumped steady and powerful against her back as he wrapped one arm around her waist, holding her close like a treasured possession.

He reached for a large, unmarked bottle filled with warm, creamy formula on the side table. The nipple was adult-sized, soft silicone. “Open for me.”

She parted her lips. The first warm flow hit her tongue—sweet, slightly nutty, rich with calories designed to calm. She suckled instinctively, the liquid sliding down her throat in rhythmic gulps. Edgar’s free hand stroked her sleek brunette hair with slow, hypnotic passes, fingers threading through the strands and massaging her scalp. Each gentle stroke melted another layer of her resistance.

This is humiliating. I’m thirty, a sharp criminal attorney, and I’m sitting in a grown man’s lap drinking from a bottle while wearing a soaked diaper. Yet her body betrayed her completely. The warm flow filled her belly with soothing heaviness. His heartbeat against her cheek anchored her racing thoughts. For the first time in months, true calm washed through her exhausted mind. She suckled harder, eyes fluttering half-closed, the sweet taste coating her mouth as more formula slid down.

Edgar murmured against her hair, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “That’s it. Drink it all down like a good girl. This is how we begin your healing.”

Maren moaned softly around the nipple, thighs pressing together. The diaper crinkled. Fresh wetness bloomed inside the padding as her cunt throbbed in response to his words and the rhythmic stroking of her hair. Shame twisted with dark pleasure. She was surrendering, and it felt terrifyingly right.

He continued feeding her until the bottle was nearly empty, his hand never stopping its gentle caresses. When the final drops were gone, he set the bottle aside and cradled her head against his chest, letting her listen to the strong, steady thump of his heart while his fingers traced lazy circles on her neck.

The calm shattered into fresh hunger. Maren shifted on his lap, feeling the unmistakable hardness of his cock pressing up through his trousers against her padded ass. Her breath hitched.

Edgar’s hand slid down, cupping the front of her diaper and pressing the thick, warm material firmly against her clit. “You’ve been wet all day for me, haven’t you? Leaking into your padding like a needy little patient.”

“Yes,” she whispered, voice hoarse from the formula.

He stood, lifting her effortlessly and laying her back on the chaise. With clinical precision he removed her skirt and blouse, leaving her in nothing but the heavily used diaper. The tapes ripped open with loud crinkles. Cool air hit her soaked pussy as he peeled the front down, exposing her glistening folds, swollen clit, and the mess of her earlier arousal.

“Look at this pretty cunt,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Dripping from a simple bottle. Your body is learning fast.”

Edgar freed his thick cock from his trousers. It sprang out heavy and veined, the flushed head already leaking precum. He stroked it once, then pushed Maren’s thighs wide apart. Without preamble he dragged the fat head through her slick pussy lips, coating himself in her juices, then thrust forward in one smooth, powerful stroke.

Maren gasped sharply as his thick dick split her open, stretching her walls around his girth. He buried himself to the balls in her dripping cunt, the sudden fullness punching the air from her lungs. The remnants of formula in her belly sloshed warmly with the impact.

“Fuck—Edgar,” she moaned, nails digging into his shoulders through his shirt.

He set a deep, deliberate rhythm, hips rolling as he fucked her with long, claiming strokes. Each thrust bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against her ass, the wet sounds of her soaked pussy filling the office. Edgar kept one hand in her hair, stroking gently even as he railed her, the contrast of tenderness and raw possession making her head spin.

Maren’s sharp gray eyes locked onto his piercing blue ones. The sweet taste of formula still lingered on her tongue while his cock pounded her cunt, dragging perfectly against her g-spot with every stroke. Pleasure coiled fast and vicious in her core.

“You’re going to come on my cock while that formula settles in your belly,” he ordered, voice hypnotic. His free hand reached between them and rubbed tight circles over her swollen clit.

The dual stimulation shattered her. Maren came hard, pussy clamping down like a vice around his thrusting dick. Her back arched off the chaise, a broken cry tearing from her throat as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her body. Her inner walls milked him rhythmically, juices squirting around his shaft and soaking the open diaper beneath her.

Edgar fucked her through every spasm, pace turning brutal. “Good girl. Give me everything.”

He gripped her hips and drove deeper, the wet squelching sounds obscene. Maren’s second orgasm crashed right on the heels of the first, sharper and longer, her thighs shaking violently around his waist. She sobbed with pleasure, body surrendering completely.

With a deep growl, Edgar slammed to the hilt. His cock swelled and pulsed hard inside her spasming cunt. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted from him in powerful spurts, flooding her depths. Maren felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming—painting her walls and filling her until it leaked out around his thick shaft with each final thrust. His moan vibrated against her neck as he emptied his balls completely, hips jerking with each spurt.

They stayed locked together, his cum leaking steadily from her well-fucked hole onto the ruined diaper. Edgar stroked her hair through the aftershocks, murmuring soft praise while her body trembled beneath him.

Finally he pulled out, watching with dark satisfaction as his seed dripped from her stretched pussy. He carefully wiped her with a warm cloth, then taped a fresh diaper snugly around her hips, the clean padding cradling her cum-filled cunt with firm warmth.

Maren lay there boneless, belly full of formula, pussy throbbing and leaking his cum into the fresh padding. The combination of physical fullness and mental calm left her floating.

Edgar buttoned his suit, then leaned down to kiss her forehead. “You did beautifully tonight. I’m booking your first integration visit at my mansion for this weekend. We’ll go much deeper with the treatment there. Expect overnight stay and full supervision.”

Maren’s heart fluttered with equal parts fear and aching anticipation as she nodded, already craving whatever came next in his padded empire.


Chapter 4: Mansion Integration

Maren’s black town car pulled up the long private drive of Dr. Edgar’s mansion just after sunset. The sprawling Upper East Side estate loomed behind iron gates, all dark stone, warm golden windows, and manicured gardens that whispered money and absolute privacy. Her stomach fluttered with anxiety even as fresh heat pooled between her thighs. The thick diaper she had worn all day was heavy and warm, swollen with multiple changes and her own arousal. She stepped out, sleek brunette hair loose over her shoulders, sharp gray eyes scanning the imposing facade. The night air felt cool on her flushed skin.

A uniformed attendant led her inside without a word. Marble floors, rich wood paneling, the faint scent of leather and sandalwood. Edgar waited at the top of the grand staircase, copper hair catching the light, lab coat discarded for a crisp black silk shirt and trousers that did nothing to hide his powerful frame. His piercing blue eyes drank her in like she already belonged to him.

“Welcome to your first integration night, Maren.” His velvet-wrapped voice slid over her. “You’ve done well coming this far.”

He took her hand and led her up the stairs to a large, softly lit bedroom suite. A massive four-poster bed dominated the room, fitted with crisp white sheets and discreet leather restraint straps already attached to the headboard. A changing table stood against one wall, stocked with thick diapers, powders, wipes, and lubricants. The sight made her cunt clench inside the soggy padding.

Edgar closed the heavy door. “Strip.”

Maren’s fingers trembled as she obeyed, peeling off her dress, bra, and finally the used diaper. Cool air kissed her exposed skin—bare pussy still slick, nipples tight. She stood naked, lithe body tense, heart hammering.

He guided her onto the changing table. The padded surface was cool beneath her ass. Edgar secured her wrists above her head with soft silk ties first, then added wider leather restraint straps around each wrist, buckling them snugly. The click of the buckles sent a dark thrill through her. She tested them instinctively—immobile, helpless, completely at his mercy.

“Good girl,” he murmured, voice hypnotic. “No more fighting tonight.”

He began the diaper change with deliberate, possessive touches. Warm wipes glided over her inner thighs, cleaning away the dried remnants of her day’s leaks. The intimate wiping made her shiver as he parted her folds gently, wiping her swollen clit and dripping cunt with slow strokes. Cool air followed every pass of the cloth, making her exposed holes twitch. Powder dusted over her skin next, the sweet scent rising thickly. He lifted her hips and slid a fresh, thick diaper beneath her, but didn’t tape it yet.

Maren’s breathing grew ragged. I’m strapped down on a changing table like one of his patients. This is insane. This is everything I’ve been craving. Her body betrayed her with fresh slickness leaking from her cunt onto the open diaper.

Edgar’s strong hands spread her thighs wider. “You belong in my care now. No more fighting what your body craves.”

He leaned down and dragged his tongue slowly through her exposed pussy, tasting her. Maren moaned, hips trying to buck against the restraints. His tongue circled her clit, then dipped lower to rim her tight asshole before returning to devour her cunt. The possessive licks built her fast.

But he stopped before she could crest, leaving her panting and aching.

He stood, unbuckling his trousers. His thick cock sprang free—veined, heavy, already rock-hard with the flushed head glistening. He coated the shaft liberally with clear lube from the table, stroking himself while staring down at her restrained, naked form.

“Tonight we begin real integration,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you exactly how your body needs it.”

Edgar climbed onto the changing table, positioning himself between her spread legs. He pressed the fat head of his cock against her dripping cunt and thrust forward in one powerful stroke, burying half his length inside her tight heat.

Maren cried out at the sudden stretch, walls fluttering around the thick invasion. He didn’t pause. He drove deeper, inch by inch, until his heavy balls rested against her ass and his cock was fully sheathed in her spasming cunt. The fullness was overwhelming—possessive, claiming.

He began fucking her with deep, measured strokes, hips rolling as the changing table creaked beneath them. Each thrust dragged perfectly along her g-spot, his pelvis grinding against her clit. The leather restraints held her wrists firm, forcing her to take every powerful plunge. Cool air still kissed her skin wherever his body wasn’t pressed against hers, heightening every sensation.

“Fuck—your cunt is gripping me so perfectly,” Edgar growled, voice low. He leaned down, copper hair falling forward, and captured one of her nipples between his teeth while pounding harder.

Maren’s sharp gray eyes rolled back. The combination of restraint, exposure, and his thick cock splitting her open pushed her to the edge fast. “Please—harder—”

He obliged. His pace turned brutal, hips snapping as he railed her cunt with long, punishing strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of her soaked pussy being fucked filled the room—slick squelching, skin slapping, her moans growing louder. His balls slapped rhythmically against her ass.

Maren came first, violently. Her back arched off the table, wrists straining against the leather straps as her cunt clamped down hard around his pistoning cock. Pleasure exploded through her in shattering waves, juices squirting around his shaft and soaking the diaper beneath her. She screamed through the orgasm, thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Edgar fucked her through it without mercy, chasing his own release. His thrusts grew erratic, deeper, bottoming out with every stroke. With a deep, guttural moan he slammed to the hilt and came hard. His cock pulsed violently inside her, thick ropes of hot cum erupting in powerful spurts, flooding her cunt until it overflowed. Maren felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming—painting her walls and leaking out around his buried shaft in creamy rivulets.

He stayed buried deep through the aftershocks, grinding slowly as the last spurts emptied his balls inside her. When he finally pulled out, a thick gush of his cum poured from her stretched hole onto the open diaper.

Edgar took his time cleaning her again with warm wipes, the intimate touch possessive and tender. He powdered her thoroughly, then taped the fresh diaper snugly around her hips, sealing his cum against her well-fucked pussy. The thick padding cradled her leaking cunt with firm, warm security.

He released the restraints and carried her to the massive bed, laying her down and pulling her against his chest. Maren floated in exhausted bliss, body humming, mind quiet for the first time in years.

Later, as she drifted toward sleep, Edgar’s phone rang on the nightstand. He answered quietly, believing her asleep.

“Yes… another new patient tomorrow. Same diagnosis. She’ll be ready for integration in two weeks. Send the standard intake forms.” A pause. “Two hundred compliant girls now. Maren is progressing beautifully.”

Maren’s eyes snapped open in the dark. She wasn’t alone. She was simply the newest addition to his secret padded empire. And the realization sent a dark, shameful thrill straight to her core.


Chapter 5: Hidden Beneath Silk

Maren strode into the packed conference room of her firm, power heels clicking with practiced authority, sleek brunette hair twisted into a flawless chignon. Her tailored charcoal suit hugged her lithe, tension-carved body like armor. Beneath the silk blouse and pencil skirt, a thick adult diaper cradled her pussy and ass, the soft bulk forcing her thighs slightly apart with every step. A small remote vibrator nestled against her clit inside the padded lining, its presence a constant secret reminder of Dr. Edgar’s control. She felt empowered in the courtroom setting—sharp gray eyes scanning opposing counsel—yet the heavy, warm padding and hidden toy made her cunt throb with shameful anticipation.

She took her seat at the head of the long mahogany table, opposing counsel already launching into arguments about a high-profile acquittal case. Maren countered smoothly, voice crisp and commanding, years of experience masking the secret between her legs. The diaper crinkled faintly when she shifted, muffled by her skirt. Sweat already beaded along her spine.

Her phone buzzed silently in her lap. A single word from Edgar: Begin.

The vibrator hummed to life on the lowest setting. Subtle buzzing pressed through the thick padding, muted but insistent against her swollen clit. Maren’s breath caught mid-sentence. She forced her expression neutral, continuing her cross-examination while the gentle vibrations sent sparks through her core.

This is insane. I’m in a million-dollar meeting fighting for my client’s freedom, and I’m diapered and vibrating like one of his helpless patients. Heat flooded her cheeks. Her independent mind recoiled, but her body betrayed her instantly—fresh slickness soaking into the diaper lining, making the padding warmer and heavier.

The opposing attorney droned on. Edgar escalated the intensity. The buzzing grew stronger, rhythmic pulses that made the thick padding muffle and amplify every sensation at once. Maren clenched her thighs, sweat trickling down her inner thighs beneath the skirt. The risk of discovery—colleagues mere feet away—sent dark adrenaline surging through her.

She gripped her pen harder, knuckles whitening, and delivered a devastating rebuttal. Her voice stayed steady, but her pussy fluttered wildly around nothing, clit pulsing under the relentless toy. The diaper compressed with every subtle shift of her hips, rubbing the vibrator tighter against her sensitive nub.

Edgar’s next text appeared: Good girls stay padded and obedient no matter where they are.

Maren bit the inside of her cheek to stifle a moan. The vibrations climbed higher. Her sharp gray eyes glazed slightly as pleasure built in heavy waves. Sweat slicked her thighs, the thick padding growing sodden. She crossed her legs under the table, the crinkle barely audible, but the added pressure shoved her closer to the edge.

The meeting stretched. Opposing counsel presented evidence. Maren stood to rebut, legs trembling. The vibrator hit maximum. She leaned on the table for support, delivering her closing points while her cunt spasmed hard. The orgasm crashed over her in the middle of her sentence—silent, devastating, public. Her pussy clenched violently, juices squirting into the thick diaper in hot, shameful pulses. Her knees nearly buckled. She gripped the edge of the table, forcing her voice to remain level as pleasure tore through her lithe body in rolling waves. Sweat dotted her forehead. The thick padding muffled the worst of the shudders, absorbing every gush of her release.

She finished her argument and sat down hard, thighs quivering, the soaked diaper squelching softly beneath her. The vibrator finally stilled. Her colleagues nodded in approval, none the wiser. Maren’s cheeks burned with humiliation and dark satisfaction.

As the meeting wrapped, her phone buzzed again.

Edgar: You came in public like a perfect patient. Come straight to the mansion. Do not change. I want you still wet.

Maren excused herself quickly, heart pounding as she hailed a car. The ride to the mansion felt endless, the heavy, cum-soaked diaper squishing with every bump, the scent of her arousal faint but unmistakable in the enclosed space.

Edgar waited for her in the mansion’s private treatment room, copper hair gleaming, silk shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. The moment the door closed, he pulled her against him, kissing her possessively.

“You did well,” he murmured, voice velvet steel. “Now show me.”

He guided her to the wide leather examination bench, bending her over it so her ass presented upward. He hiked up her skirt, exposing the heavily used diaper. The tapes ripped open with loud crinkles. Cool air hit her soaked skin—pussy glistening, swollen, dripping with her public orgasm.

“Beautiful,” he growled. “Soaked through for Daddy.”

He freed his thick cock, already rock-hard and leaking. Without warning he pressed the fat head against her dripping cunt and thrust deep in one powerful stroke, splitting her open.

Maren cried out, hands fisting the leather as his thick dick stuffed her full. He bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her, and began fucking her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her padded thighs shake. The wet squelching of her cum-filled cunt filled the room as he railed her bent over the bench.

“Fuck—Edgar—yes,” she moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust.

He gripped her hips, pounding harder, cock dragging along every sensitive ridge inside her. Sweat slicked both their bodies. He reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while plowing her cunt without mercy.

Maren came again within minutes, screaming into the leather as her walls clamped down around his pistoning shaft. Her second orgasm was sharper, juices gushing around his cock and dripping down her thighs.

Edgar didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, then pulled out suddenly. She whimpered at the emptiness—until she felt the thick, lubed head of his cock press against her tight asshole.

“Relax for me,” he commanded, voice hypnotic.

He pushed forward, stretching her asshole open around his girth. Maren moaned loudly as the fat head popped past her ring, followed by inch after thick inch until he was buried balls-deep in her ass. The burn melted into dark pleasure as he held still, letting her adjust.

Then he began fucking her ass with deep, relentless strokes. Hard. Possessive. Bottoming out with every thrust, his heavy balls slapping her soaked pussy. Maren’s sharp gray eyes rolled back, mouth open in a constant moan as he railed her asshole. The sensation of being so completely filled, so utterly used, pushed her into helpless surrender.

“Take it,” Edgar growled, pounding harder. “This ass belongs to Daddy now.”

Maren came a third time from the anal fucking alone—hands-free, violent, her cunt clenching and squirting onto the floor while her asshole spasmed around his thick cock. The orgasm tore a raw scream from her throat.

Edgar roared and slammed deep one final time. His cock pulsed violently inside her ass, thick ropes of hot cum erupting in powerful spurts, flooding her bowels. Maren felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming—as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching hole. Cum overflowed, leaking out around his buried shaft and dripping down to mix with her own mess.

He stayed buried deep through the aftershocks, grinding slowly, then finally pulled out. A thick gush of his cum poured from her stretched asshole, running down her thighs in creamy rivulets.

Edgar wiped her gently with warm cloths, the intimate touch possessive, before taping her back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper that sealed both loads against her skin.

“You performed perfectly today,” he said, stroking her hair. “Good girls stay padded and obedient no matter where they are.”

Maren lay spent across the bench, body humming, mind floating in exhausted bliss, already aching for the next layer of his control.


Chapter 6: Sisterhood in Padding

Maren arrived at the mansion’s private wing with her heart hammering against her ribs. The thick diaper she wore beneath her elegant black dress rustled softly with every step, a constant reminder of her growing dependency. Curiosity and sharp jealousy twisted in her gut after Edgar’s casual mentions of his other patients. She was no longer the only one. Tonight she would see them.

The attendant led her into a spacious, warmly lit therapy lounge. Soft lighting, large sectional couches arranged in a semi-circle, and the unmistakable thick scent of baby powder hanging heavy in the air. Five other women were already present, all in various states of undress over their padding. Each wore thick, medical-grade diapers—some visibly swollen and used, tapes secure around lush hips and soft bellies. The rustle of plastic filled the room whenever they shifted. Their faces held the same dreamy, surrendered expression Maren recognized in her own mirror lately.

Edgar stood at the center in his crisp silk shirt and trousers, copper hair gleaming, commanding the space with effortless authority. His piercing blue eyes found Maren immediately. “Come sit with your sisters, Maren.”

She took a seat on the end of the large sectional. The women smiled at her with knowing warmth. One brunette with full breasts and a heavily padded ass nodded. “First group session?” she whispered. Maren nodded, throat tight.

The rustle of multiple diapers created a constant, intimate symphony. Powder scent mixed with feminine arousal and warm skin. Maren’s own cunt throbbed inside her padding as she watched Edgar move among them.

He approached a curvaceous redhead first. “Show Maren how well you’ve progressed, Lila.”

Lila stood without hesitation, turned, and bent forward, presenting her thick diaper. Edgar peeled the tapes open with deliberate care. The used padding sagged, revealing a well-fucked pussy still leaking earlier loads. He slid two fingers deep into her cunt, pumping slowly while Lila moaned openly. The wet sounds mixed with the crinkle of her diaper.

Maren’s cheeks burned. Jealousy flared hot in her chest. They all look so blissfully gone. How many times has he fucked them like this? Her independent mind recoiled, but her body responded with fresh slickness soaking her own diaper.

Edgar continued the demonstration, moving to each woman. He fingered one, made another suckle his fingers clean, praised their obedience while they gazed at him with open worship. The collective submission filled the room like thick incense. Every rustle of padding, every soft moan, every shared glance of vulnerable surrender pulled Maren deeper.

“See how happy they are?” Edgar said, voice velvet-wrapped steel as he looked directly at Maren. “Soon you will join them completely.”

The words sank into her like hooks. Her sharp gray eyes darkened with need.

Edgar beckoned her forward. “Come here, Maren. Show your sisters what a good patient you’re becoming.”

She rose on shaky legs, dress lifted, diaper exposed. The other women watched with hungry fascination. Edgar guided her to the center ottoman, bending her over it on all fours. He ripped open her diaper tapes, cool air kissing her dripping pussy and tight asshole. The scent of powder and her own arousal thickened the air.

“Tonight you share your pleasure with them,” he murmured.

He lubed his thick cock generously, the fat head nudging her puckered asshole. Maren moaned as he pushed forward, stretching her open. Inch after veined inch sank into her ass until his heavy balls rested against her soaked cunt. The fullness made her eyes water.

Edgar began fucking her ass with deep, deliberate strokes. Hard. Possessive. Each thrust bottomed out, his thick dick splitting her open, dragging along sensitive nerves. The wet slap of skin mixed with the constant rustle of her open diaper and the other women’s padding as they shifted to watch closer.

“Fuck—Edgar—your cock is so deep,” Maren gasped, pushing back to take him harder.

He gripped her hips and railed her asshole with powerful, pounding strokes. Deep. Relentless. Bottoming out with every snap of his hips, balls slapping her dripping pussy. Maren’s moans grew louder, shameless, joining the soft symphony of her sisters’ breathing.

The women watched intently, some touching themselves over their diapers, the collective vulnerability pushing Maren toward the edge faster. Edgar reached around and rubbed her swollen clit while continuing to plow her ass.

Maren came violently. Her asshole clamped down hard around his pistoning cock as pleasure exploded through her body. She screamed, thighs shaking, cunt squirting onto the ottoman in hot pulses while her ass milked him rhythmically. The orgasm tore through her in long, shattering waves, vision whitening.

Edgar didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, pounding her stretched asshole with brutal intensity. “Good girl. Let them see how beautifully you submit.”

Maren came again, harder, a broken sob escaping as her body surrendered completely. Her sharp gray eyes rolled back, mouth open, drool slipping from her lip while Edgar railed her ass without mercy.

With a deep growl, Edgar slammed balls-deep and came. His thick cock pulsed violently inside her bowels, flooding her with rope after heavy rope of hot cum. Maren felt every powerful spurt—hot, claiming, filling her until it leaked out around his buried shaft and ran down her thighs in creamy streams. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, pushing his load deeper, moaning low as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching asshole.

He finally pulled out slowly, a thick gush of cum pouring from her gaping hole. The other women sighed softly in shared appreciation, their diapers rustling as they leaned closer.

Edgar wiped Maren gently with warm cloths, the intimate touch possessive, then taped her back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper that sealed his cum inside her well-fucked ass. He kissed her forehead while she trembled in afterglow.

One of the women—Lila—leaned in close as the session wound down, whispering hot against Maren’s ear. “Resistance only makes the training sweeter. You’ll see.”

Maren shivered, body still humming from the public anal fucking, Edgar’s cum warm and heavy inside her padded ass. The sisterhood’s collective submission had hooked her deeper than she ever imagined. She was no longer just his newest patient. She was becoming one of them.


Chapter 7: Sensory Surrender

Maren stepped into the mansion’s deepest treatment suite with her body already aching for more. After watching the other padded women surrender so completely in the group session, a dark hunger had taken root inside her. She craved the same blissful emptiness they wore on their faces. The thick diaper she wore felt insufficient now—too thin, too temporary. She needed deeper.

Edgar waited in the center of the dimly lit room, copper hair catching the low light, wearing only black silk trousers. His piercing blue eyes tracked her every movement with predatory calm. The air was warm, scented heavily with powder and faint leather.

“Tonight we strip away everything except sensation and my voice,” he said, voice already slipping into that velvet-wrapped steel tone. “Are you ready to let go, Maren?”

“Yes,” she whispered, sharp gray eyes shining with need.

He undressed her slowly, peeling away her dress until she stood naked. Then he laid her on the wide, padded platform bed and began wrapping her. Thick diaper after thick diaper—layer upon layer—until her hips and ass were encased in heavy, compressing bulk. The soft padding compressed her pussy and ass tightly, forcing her thighs apart. The rustle was constant, the pressure immense. He added a final ultra-thick overnight diaper on top, taping it mercilessly snug. The weight and heat between her legs made her cunt throb.

Next came the blindfold—thick, black, total darkness. The world vanished. Only sound, touch, and Edgar remained.

His breath ghosted against her ear. “Let go of everything except my voice and your padding.”

Maren shivered as the words sank deep. The thick layers compressed her with every breath, a constant, heavy embrace. Darkness heightened everything. She felt utterly helpless, completely owned.

Edgar’s hands roamed her body with deliberate possession. He teased her nipples until they ached, then slid his fingers under the leg cuffs of the massive diaper to stroke her slick folds. He circled her clit with feather-light touches, building her slowly while whispering hypnotic commands.

“You are safe. You are mine. Your only purpose is to feel and obey.”

Maren moaned, hips trying to rock against the thick padding. The compression muffled every sensation into a deep, throbbing ache. She was already dripping, soaking the innermost layer.

Hours blurred. Edgar edged her relentlessly. He brought her to the brink with fingers, then a vibrating wand pressed firmly over the diaper, then his tongue lapping at her clit through a carefully opened panel. Each time she approached orgasm he pulled back, leaving her whimpering and desperate in the darkness. His breath stayed hot against her ear, repeating the same hypnotic phrases until her conscious mind began to dissolve.

This is too much. I’m losing myself. I want to fight it… but I don’t. Her independent self screamed faintly in the distance while her body surrendered more with every denied peak.

“Beg for release,” Edgar commanded softly.

“Please… Daddy… let me come,” Maren gasped, voice broken.

“Not yet.”

He continued the torment, edging her through what felt like an eternity of thick, compressed pleasure. Sweat slicked her skin. The heavy padding grew hotter and wetter around her desperate cunt.

Finally, when she was sobbing with need, Edgar removed the top layers just enough to free his access. He rolled her onto her stomach, ass raised high by the massive bulk beneath her. Maren heard his trousers drop. The thick, lubed head of his cock pressed against her tight asshole.

“Take all of me,” he ordered.

He pushed forward, stretching her open. Maren moaned loudly as his thick cock sank deep into her ass in one long, relentless stroke. The burn melted into overwhelming fullness. He buried himself to the balls, grinding deep while the heavy diapers compressed her clit and pussy from below.

Then he began fucking her.

Hard. Deep. Possessive strokes that bottomed out with every thrust, his heavy balls slapping against the soaked padding. The platform bed creaked. Maren’s hands fisted the sheets as he railed her asshole with powerful, rhythmic pounding. Each deep plunge dragged against sensitive nerves, the thick diapers amplifying every impact against her clit.

“Fuck—your ass is gripping me so perfectly,” Edgar growled, voice hypnotic even now. He leaned over her, chest to her back, breath hot against her ear. “Let go completely.”

Maren shattered. Her first orgasm exploded through her without warning—violent, full-body. Her asshole clamped down hard around his pistoning cock as pleasure tore through her in crashing waves. She screamed into the mattress, cunt squirting heavily into the thick padding while her ass milked him rhythmically. The blindfold made it more intense, every sensation magnified in darkness.

Edgar didn’t stop. He fucked her through the orgasm, pounding her stretched asshole harder, deeper. The wet slap of skin and constant crinkle of padding filled the room. He reached beneath her and rubbed her swollen clit through the diaper while continuing to rail her.

Maren came again, even harder. A broken, sobbing climax that left her shaking uncontrollably, asshole spasming wildly around his thick dick.

With a deep, guttural moan Edgar slammed balls-deep one final time. His cock swelled and erupted inside her. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her bowels in powerful spurts. Maren felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming—as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching ass. He ground deep through his orgasm, pushing every drop into her while groaning against her neck.

They stayed locked together, breathing ragged. Edgar finally pulled out slowly, a thick gush of his cum leaking from her well-fucked hole. He carefully cleaned her, then re-taped her into the massive, multi-layered diaper, sealing his load inside her.

Exhaustion claimed Maren completely. She drifted into deep, dreamless sleep under his hypnotic whispers.

When she woke hours later, the blindfold was gone. Morning light filtered softly into the room. She shifted and felt the incredible bulk between her legs. A new, even thicker diaper encased her—pristine white with elegant embroidery across the front: dark, scripted initials “E.D.” right over her mound.

Edgar’s mark.

She ran her fingers over the raised threads, a fresh wave of dark surrender washing through her exhausted, well-used body. The treatment was working. She was sinking deeper every single night.


Chapter 8: Cult of the Crinkle

Maren stood at the threshold of the mansion’s grand ritual chamber, her pulse thundering in her ears. Deep conflict raged inside her chest even as her feet carried her forward. She had tried to stay away after the sensory deprivation night—told herself this was madness, that she was a respected attorney, not some cult devotee. Yet here she was again, thick diaper already warm and slightly swollen beneath her simple black dress, cunt aching for whatever came next. She couldn’t stop returning. The pull was stronger than her pride.

The chamber was vast and candlelit, heavy velvet drapes absorbing sound. Twenty women knelt in a wide circle on thick mats, all heavily padded. The constant rustle of plastic and the sweet, pervasive scent of baby powder filled the air like incense. Their faces glowed with serene surrender. Edgar stood at the center in a black silk robe, copper hair gleaming, piercing blue eyes locking onto her the moment she entered.

“Come forward, Maren. Tonight you join the circle.”

She stepped into the ring. The women shifted to make space, their diapers crinkling collectively. Warm hands guided her down onto a central padded altar draped in soft white linen. The fabric felt cool against her skin as Edgar slowly stripped her dress away, leaving her in nothing but the thick, crinkling diaper.

The ritual began with low chanting. Soft voices rose around her—twenty women reciting in unison. “We surrender. We obey. We are padded. We are his.” The sound wrapped around Maren like velvet chains. Her sharp gray eyes darted from face to face, shame burning hot in her belly while her nipples tightened and her pussy leaked into the padding.

Edgar knelt beside her, voice cutting through the chant. “Repeat after them, little one.”

Maren’s lips moved. At first the words felt foreign and humiliating. But as the collective voices swelled, something inside her cracked. She joined them, whispering, then louder. “We surrender. We obey. We are padded. We are his.”

The chanting grew stronger. Edgar’s hands poured warm oil over her bare breasts and belly. The slick, heated liquid slid over her skin in slow rivulets. He massaged it in with firm, possessive strokes—palms gliding over her nipples, down her ribs, across her tensed abdomen. The oil soaked into her pores, leaving her skin glistening and hypersensitive. Collective sighs of pleasure rose from the watching women, their own hands moving over their padded bodies in mirrored rhythm.

This is a cult. I’m reciting vows in a room full of diapered women while he oils me like a sacrifice. The thought sent a wave of dark humiliation through her, yet her body arched into his touch, cunt throbbing harder inside the thick padding. She was unable to stop.

Edgar’s fingers hooked into her diaper tapes. With deliberate ceremony he opened them, peeling the heavy front down and exposing her glistening pussy and tight asshole to the entire circle. Cool air kissed her wet folds. The women leaned closer, their collective breathing and diaper rustles intensifying the moment.

“Communal blessing,” Edgar announced.

Two women approached with fresh oil. They massaged Maren’s inner thighs while Edgar poured more warm oil directly over her exposed cunt and asshole. The slick heat dripped down her crack. Fingers—his and theirs—rubbed the oil into her skin, circling her swollen clit, teasing her holes. Maren moaned openly, hips twitching. The shared touch, the watching eyes, the chanting voices—it all blended into overwhelming surrender.

Edgar stood and shed his robe. His thick cock stood hard and flushed, veins prominent. He climbed onto the altar, positioning himself between her spread thighs. “You are ready for full initiation.”

He pressed the fat head of his cock against her slick cunt and thrust forward, burying half his length in one smooth stroke. Maren gasped sharply at the stretch. He drove deeper, inch by thick inch, until his heavy balls rested against her ass and his cock was fully sheathed inside her dripping heat.

The chanting continued around them, louder now. “We surrender. We obey.”

Edgar began fucking her with deep, deliberate strokes—pulling almost out before slamming back in, bottoming out each time. The wet sounds of her soaked cunt mixed with the constant crinkle of her open diaper and the rustling of twenty other paddings. Oil-slick skin slapped together rhythmically. Maren’s sharp gray eyes rolled back as pleasure built fast and brutal under the collective gaze.

“Fuck—Edgar—so deep,” she moaned, legs wrapping around his waist.

He gripped her oiled hips and railed her harder, pounding her cunt with powerful thrusts that made her breasts bounce. The women watched hungrily, some touching themselves over their diapers, soft sighs and moans joining the chant. The shared vulnerability pushed Maren to the edge faster than ever.

Edgar leaned down, breath hot against her ear. “You are mine now, in body and in mind. Repeat it.”

“I’m yours,” Maren gasped, voice breaking. “In body and in mind.”

He fucked her mercilessly, cock splitting her open again and again. One hand slid between them to rub her clit in tight, slick circles while he plowed her. The orgasm crashed over her without warning. Maren screamed, back arching violently off the altar as her cunt clamped down hard around his pistoning dick. Pleasure exploded through her in shattering waves—juices squirting around his thick shaft, soaking the open diaper and dripping onto the linen. Her thighs shook uncontrollably, sharp cries echoing through the chamber as the women’s chanting swelled in approval.

Edgar didn’t slow. He fucked her through the orgasm, then flipped her onto her hands and knees, ass raised high. He pressed his cock against her oiled asshole and pushed forward, stretching her open. Maren moaned loudly as he sank deep into her ass in one long, claiming stroke, balls-deep in her tight heat.

He railed her asshole with hard, possessive strokes—deep, bottoming-out thrusts that made her cry out with every impact. The oil made every slide filthy and smooth. His heavy balls slapped her dripping pussy. The circle of women watched intently, their collective sighs and crinkling diapers amplifying every sensation.

Maren came again, harder, her asshole spasming wildly around his thick cock while her cunt gushed onto the altar. The hands-free anal orgasm tore a raw, broken scream from her throat.

With a deep growl Edgar slammed to the hilt one final time. His cock pulsed violently inside her bowels, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum. Spurt after powerful spurt filled her ass until it overflowed, creamy white leaking out around his buried shaft and running down her thighs. He ground deep through his climax, moaning low as he emptied every drop inside her twitching hole.

The chanting peaked and slowly faded as Edgar pulled out. A thick gush of his cum poured from her stretched asshole. The women sighed in collective reverence.

He and two attendants cleaned Maren with warm cloths and fresh oil, massaging it into her skin once more. Then they taped her into an extra-thick ceremonial diaper, sealing his load inside her well-fucked ass and cunt.

Edgar cupped her face, eyes glowing with possession. “You performed perfectly tonight. You are ready for permanent marking.”

Maren trembled in the afterglow, body humming, mind floating in dark, blissful surrender. The cult had claimed another piece of her, and she already craved the next.


Chapter 9: No More Adult

Maren crossed the threshold of Edgar’s mansion on Friday evening with her designer suitcase in hand and terror blooming in her chest. She was fully immersed now, the weekend stretching before her like a dark promise. No work, no phone, no adult identity. Edgar had made it clear: for the next forty-eight hours she would have zero adult rights. The thick diaper she already wore beneath her dress felt heavier than ever, its constant bulk a humiliating comfort that terrified her with how natural it was beginning to feel.

Edgar waited in the grand foyer, copper hair perfectly pinned, wearing a tailored black shirt open at the collar. His piercing blue eyes claimed her instantly.

“Welcome to your regression weekend, Maren. From this moment forward, you are my patient only. No decisions. No words unless I allow them.”

She nodded, sharp gray eyes wide with conflict. Part of her—the ruthless attorney—screamed to turn and run. The rest of her, the hollow, exhausted woman who craved this exact surrender, stepped forward and let him take the suitcase away.

He led her upstairs to the dedicated regression suite. The room was plush and clinical: massive bed with restraint points, wide changing station stocked with towering stacks of ultra-thick diapers, warm oils, and soft restraints. Edgar stripped her methodically. Suit, blouse, heels, jewelry—everything adult disappeared into a locked wardrobe. She stood naked except for her current diaper.

“Open,” he commanded.

Maren parted her lips. He slipped a large, medical-grade pacifier gag between them, buckling the soft leather strap behind her head. The thick silicone bulb filled her mouth completely, silencing her. Saliva began to pool immediately. The pacifier gag triggered a fresh wave of shame and dark arousal.

He laid her on the changing table. The crinkle of fresh padding filled the air as he opened her used diaper. Warm wipes cleaned her slick pussy and ass with possessive thoroughness. Powder dusted her skin, the sweet scent rising thickly. He lifted her hips and slid the thickest diaper yet beneath her—layers upon layers of soft, absorbent material. Tapes secured it snugly around her waist, compressing her cunt and ass in heavy, constant padding. The bulk forced her thighs apart.

Edgar lifted her into his arms like a child and carried her to the oversized rocking chair. He settled her on his lap, cradling her against his chest. Soft lullabies played from hidden speakers—deep, soothing male voices humming melodies that wrapped around her mind. His hand stroked her hair while he held a large adult feeding bottle filled with warm, nutrient-rich formula to the pacifier gag’s special port.

“Drink, my sweet padded girl.”

The warm liquid flowed steadily into her mouth. She suckled instinctively, the formula sliding down her throat in rhythmic gulps. The constant thick padding pressed against her pussy with every rock of the chair. Complete dependency settled over her like a heavy blanket. This feels too good. Too right. I’m thirty years old. I argue cases in front of judges. And right now I’m diapered, gagged, and being bottle-fed like I belong here.

Tears pricked her eyes even as her cunt throbbed with shameful need.

The weekend blurred into a haze of total care. Edgar fed her every few hours, changed her whenever she wet or soiled the heavy padding, and played with her body like a treasured possession. He carried her from room to room, never letting her walk. During one long afternoon session he laid her on a soft mat in the sunlit conservatory and gave her a full-body massage with warm oil, his strong hands gliding over every inch of her oiled skin while lullabies played. The constant thick padding never left her. Every change was intimate, deliberate, his fingers teasing her holes as he cleaned and repowdered her.

By Saturday evening Maren was floating. The pacifier gag stayed in except when he fed her or wanted her mouth for other purposes. Her sharp gray eyes had taken on a glassy, submissive sheen.

Edgar carried her back to the regression suite after dinner. He laid her on the massive bed on her back, legs spread wide by the enormous bulk of her fresh diaper. The lullabies continued, soft and hypnotic.

“You’ve been such a good patient this weekend,” he murmured, voice velvet steel. “Now Daddy is going to reward you.”

He opened the front of her diaper, folding it down to expose her glistening, swollen pussy. His thick cock was already hard, flushed dark and leaking. He climbed between her spread thighs and rubbed the fat head up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal.

Maren moaned around the pacifier gag, hips twitching helplessly.

Edgar pushed forward, sinking his cock deep into her cunt in one long, claiming thrust. The stretch was perfect, overwhelming. He bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her padded ass, and held still for a moment, letting her feel every inch.

Then he began fucking her.

Deep. Slow. Possessive strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly with every thrust, the thick padding compressing and rubbing her clit indirectly. Maren’s muffled moans grew louder around the gag. Edgar leaned over her, copper hair falling forward, breath hot against her ear as he picked up speed.

“Feel how your body accepts this. No more adult. Just my padded girl.”

He fucked her harder, hips snapping, cock pounding deep into her dripping cunt. The wet sounds mixed with the constant crinkle of the open diaper and the soft lullabies. Maren’s hands clutched at his shoulders, legs wrapping around him as best the massive padding allowed.

Pleasure coiled tight and fast. Edgar reached between them and rubbed her swollen clit in firm circles while continuing to rail her. Maren came violently, screaming around the pacifier gag as her cunt clamped down hard around his pistoning dick. Waves of shattering pleasure tore through her body, juices squirting around his thick shaft and soaking the diaper beneath her. Her thighs shook, eyes rolling back, every muscle tensing in helpless release.

Edgar fucked her through the orgasm without mercy, pace turning brutal. He gripped her oiled hips and pounded her cunt with deep, punishing strokes, bottoming out again and again. The lullabies continued, a soothing contrast to the filthy sounds of her well-fucked hole.

Maren came a second time, even harder, a broken, gagged sob escaping as her body surrendered completely. Her sharp gray eyes fluttered, tears of overwhelming pleasure slipping down her temples.

With a deep growl Edgar slammed to the hilt. His cock swelled and erupted inside her spasming cunt. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her in powerful spurts. Maren felt every jet—hot, heavy, claiming—painting her walls and filling her until it leaked out around his buried shaft in creamy rivulets. He ground deep through his climax, moaning low as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching pussy.

He stayed buried deep for long minutes, kissing her forehead while she trembled in afterglow. Then he carefully cleaned her, reapplied powder, and taped her back into an even thicker overnight diaper, sealing his cum inside her.

Sunday passed in the same blissful, terrifying haze. More feedings, more changes, more lullabies, more helpless pleasure under his complete control. By late Sunday afternoon Maren lay curled against his chest in the rocking chair, freshly changed and heavily padded, sucking on the pacifier gag while he stroked her hair.

Tears streamed down her face as the reality of returning to her old life loomed. She pulled the pacifier free for a moment, voice hoarse and desperate.

“Please… don’t make me go back. I don’t want my old life anymore.”

Edgar smiled with dark satisfaction, cupping her chin. “There is no going back, my sweet padded girl. This is who you are now.”

Maren shivered with equal parts fear and profound relief, pressing her face into his chest as the thick diaper crinkled softly between her thighs. She was lost. And she never wanted to be found.


Chapter 10: Marked Property

Maren stepped into the mansion’s private ritual chamber with her heart racing and her body already trembling with eager, broken anticipation. After the full regression weekend, something fundamental had shifted inside her. The independent attorney felt distant, almost fictional. She craved Edgar’s control like oxygen. The thick diaper she wore—freshly changed before arrival—crinkled heavily between her thighs, its constant bulk a delicious humiliation she no longer fought.

Edgar waited for her in the center of the candlelit room, copper hair gleaming, wearing a crisp black silk shirt and trousers. His piercing blue eyes softened with possessive pride as she approached.

“You’ve come so far, Maren. Tonight we make it permanent.”

He drew her close, hands sliding over her hips to press against the padded mound of her diaper. “Are you ready to wear my mark?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, voice already husky with need. The word slipped out naturally now, sending fresh heat flooding her core.

Edgar undressed her slowly, savoring every inch of revealed skin. When she stood naked except for the thick diaper, he guided her onto the wide, padded ceremonial table. Cool leather met her back. He buckled soft restraints around her wrists and ankles, spreading her legs wide so the heavy padding remained fully exposed.

From a velvet box he lifted a sleek silver collar. The metal gleamed, cool and heavy as he fastened it around her throat. The lock clicked shut with finality. The weight of it pressed against her collarbones, a constant, grounding reminder. Maren shivered, the cool metal warming quickly against her flushed skin.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, thumb tracing the lock. “This stays on during the marking.”

He opened the front of her diaper, folding it down to expose her smooth mound, swollen pussy lips, and the area just above her pubic bone. A small stencil was placed there—his personal mark, elegant and discreet, hidden perfectly beneath any future diaper line.

The tattoo artist, a silent woman from the inner circle, prepared her tools. Edgar held Maren’s hand, stroking her hair as the needle buzzed to life.

The first sting was sharp. Maren gasped, body tensing against the restraints. The needle danced over her sensitive skin in precise, burning lines. Each prick sent sparks of pain-pleasure straight to her clit. Her sharp gray eyes watered, but she kept them locked on Edgar’s face, breathing through the discomfort as the mark took shape.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “This mark means you are Daddy’s forever.”

The words sank deep, making her cunt clench visibly. Fresh slickness leaked from her exposed hole onto the open diaper beneath her. The sting of the needle mixed with the cool weight of the collar around her throat, creating a heady cocktail of ownership and surrender.

When the artist finished and bandaged the fresh tattoo, Edgar dismissed her with a nod. They were alone again.

Maren lay there trembling, diaper open, new mark burning deliciously above her pussy, silver collar locked around her neck. She had never felt more owned.

Edgar shed his shirt, revealing his powerful chest. His cock was already hard, thick and flushed, veins standing out prominently. He climbed onto the table between her spread thighs and rubbed the fat head of his dick up and down her dripping slit, coating himself in her arousal.

“Look at you,” he said softly. “So eager. So broken. So perfectly mine.”

He pushed forward, sinking his thick cock into her cunt in one long, relentless thrust. Maren moaned loudly as he stretched her open, filling her completely until his heavy balls rested against her ass. The new tattoo throbbed in time with her racing pulse.

Edgar set a deep, claiming rhythm, hips rolling as he fucked her with powerful, measured strokes. Each thrust dragged perfectly along her walls, bottoming out and grinding against her clit. The open diaper crinkled beneath them. The silver collar shifted with every movement, cool metal warming against her skin.

Maren’s interior monologue spun wildly. I’m collared. Marked. Fucked open on his table like property. And it feels like freedom. Tears of overwhelming emotion slipped down her temples even as pleasure coiled tighter in her core.

“Harder,” she begged, voice breaking. “Please, Daddy.”

Edgar gripped her hips and railed her harder. His thick cock pounded deep into her dripping cunt, wet obscene sounds filling the chamber. He leaned down, lips brushing the fresh bandage over her new mark, then kissing it tenderly while continuing to fuck her without mercy.

The contrast—gentle kiss on the stinging tattoo while his cock split her open—shattered her.

Maren came violently. Her back arched off the table, wrists straining against the restraints as her cunt clamped down hard around his pistoning dick. Pleasure exploded through her in crashing waves, juices squirting around his thick shaft and soaking the diaper beneath her. She cried out, thighs shaking, sharp gray eyes rolling back as the orgasm tore through every nerve.

Edgar fucked her through it, pace turning brutal. He pounded her spasming cunt with deep, punishing strokes, bottoming out again and again. The slap of skin and constant crinkle of padding echoed loudly.

Maren came a second time, even harder, a raw sob escaping as her body surrendered completely. Her inner walls milked him rhythmically, fresh gushes of wetness flooding around his cock.

With a deep growl, Edgar slammed to the hilt one final time. His thick cock pulsed violently inside her. Hot, heavy ropes of cum erupted in powerful spurts, flooding her cunt until it overflowed. Maren felt every jet—thick, claiming, painting her walls and leaking out around his buried shaft in creamy white rivulets. He ground deep through his climax, moaning low as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching hole.

They stayed locked together, breathing ragged. Edgar kissed the fresh mark again, lips gentle against the bandaged skin, then slowly pulled out. A thick gush of his cum poured from her stretched cunt onto the open diaper.

He cleaned her tenderly with warm cloths, reapplied powder, and taped her back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper. The silver collar remained locked around her throat. The new mark throbbed beneath the padding, a permanent brand of ownership.

Later, as they lay together on the wide bed, Edgar pulled her against his chest, fingers tracing the collar.

“You are now one of my most cherished patients,” he murmured. “Two hundred women wear my mark and my diapers. Two hundred obedient, padded girls who live for my care. You are part of something much larger than you ever imagined.”

Maren’s eyes widened, a fresh wave of dark thrill and surrender washing through her. Two hundred. The full scale of his empire finally laid bare. She pressed closer, the thick diaper crinkling between them, the collar cool and heavy around her neck, and whispered the only truth that mattered.

“I’m yours, Daddy. Forever.”


Chapter 11: Public Proof

Maren walked into the masked gathering on Edgar’s arm, her body vibrating with a toxic mix of pride and raw exposure. The grand ballroom of the mansion had been transformed into a dimly lit temple of surrender—candlelight flickering over velvet drapes, low music humming beneath the constant, collective rustle of dozens of thick diapers. Twenty select inner-circle members watched from their seats, all masked, all wearing their own heavy padding beneath elegant robes. Maren’s ultra-thick ceremonial diaper crinkled loudly with every step, the bulk forcing her thighs apart in an unmistakable waddle. The fresh tattoo above her mound throbbed beneath the padding, and the silver collar around her throat felt impossibly heavy.

She was proud—deeply, shamefully proud—of how far she had fallen. Yet her sharp gray eyes darted behind the delicate half-mask Edgar had allowed her, heart hammering at the knowledge that soon everyone would see exactly what she had become.

Edgar led her to the raised central platform. The eyes followed them. Whispers and soft crinkling filled the room as other padded women shifted in their seats.

“Tonight,” Edgar announced, voice velvet-wrapped steel that carried through the chamber, “Maren will show you how perfectly she submits.”

He turned to her, fingers tracing the lock of her collar. “Show them, little one.”

Maren’s cheeks burned beneath the mask. She was trembling, yet her cunt was already leaking into the thick padding. They’re all watching me. They know exactly what I am now. The humiliating wetness spread as she stood there, diaper crinkling with the slightest shift of her weight.

Edgar guided her onto the platform. Two masked attendants helped position her on all fours atop a padded altar, ass raised high toward the audience. He slowly lifted the back of her elegant dress, fully exposing the massive, pristine white diaper to every watching eye. The plastic backing gleamed under the lights. A soft murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd.

He ripped the tapes open with deliberate drama. Cool air kissed Maren’s exposed skin—her soaked pussy, tight asshole, and the elegant mark tattooed just above. Humiliating wetness glistened on her folds, a clear trail already running down her thigh. The diaper crinkled loudly as he folded it down completely.

“Beautiful,” Edgar said, loud enough for all to hear. “Look how wet my patient gets when displayed.”

Maren moaned softly, the sound echoing in the quiet room. The watching eyes felt like physical touches—burning, hungry, approving. Her independent mind recoiled in distant horror, but her body betrayed her completely, cunt clenching and leaking more slick arousal onto the altar.

Edgar lubed his thick cock generously, the wet sound obscene in the silence. He pressed the fat head against her asshole and pushed forward. Maren gasped sharply as he stretched her open, sinking inch after thick inch into her tight channel until his heavy balls rested against her dripping pussy. The fullness made her eyes water behind the mask.

“Show them how perfectly you submit,” Edgar commanded, voice low and hypnotic.

He began fucking her ass with deep, powerful strokes—pulling back until only the head remained inside, then slamming forward until he bottomed out. Each thrust made her massive open diaper crinkle loudly. The wet slap of skin mixed with the constant plastic rustle. Maren’s moans grew louder, shameless, as he railed her in full view of the gathering.

The audience leaned forward. Some women touched themselves over their own padded crotches, the collective crinkling adding to the filthy symphony. Maren’s sharp gray eyes fluttered, tears of overwhelming exposure and pleasure slipping down her cheeks. Everyone can see me getting ass-fucked like a padded whore. And I love it.

Edgar gripped her hips and pounded harder, deep, punishing strokes that made her breasts sway and her collar shift against her throat. His heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her soaked cunt. He reached beneath her and rubbed firm circles over her swollen clit while continuing to split her asshole open.

Maren came violently. Her back arched, a raw scream tearing from her throat as her asshole clamped down hard around his pistoning cock. Pleasure exploded through her in shattering waves—cunt squirting onto the altar in hot, humiliating gushes while her ass spasmed rhythmically around him. The orgasm seemed endless, her thighs shaking, body jerking with every powerful contraction as the audience watched in rapt silence broken only by soft, approving sighs and crinkling.

Edgar didn’t slow. He fucked her through the orgasm with brutal intensity, pounding her stretched asshole deep and hard. “Again,” he growled. “Let them see everything.”

Maren came a second time, even harder, sobbing brokenly as another explosive climax ripped through her. Her asshole fluttered wildly, milking his thick cock while fresh squirt sprayed from her untouched cunt.

With a deep, possessive roar Edgar slammed balls-deep one final time. His cock pulsed violently inside her bowels, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum. Spurt after powerful spurt filled her ass until it overflowed, creamy white leaking out around his buried shaft and dripping down to soak the open diaper beneath her. He ground deep through every jet, pushing his load as far inside her as possible while moaning low for the entire gathering to hear.

He stayed buried inside her for long moments, letting the audience admire the sight of his cum leaking from her well-fucked hole. Then he slowly pulled out. A thick gush poured from her gaping asshole, running obscenely down her thighs and into the waiting diaper.

The attendants stepped forward to clean her gently with warm cloths while Edgar addressed the room.

“Maren has proven herself beyond doubt,” he announced. “She is ready for the inner circle. Total identity surrender. Everything she owns, everything she was, now belongs to me and this family.”

Maren lay trembling on the altar, ass still twitching, collar cool and heavy around her throat, fresh cum sealed inside a newly taped ultra-thick diaper. The weight of what she had just done—and what she was about to do—settled over her like the heaviest padding yet.

She had been chosen. There was no turning back.


Chapter 12: Identity Erased

Maren arrived at the mansion just after dusk, her sleek brunette hair loose over her shoulders and her sharp gray eyes bright with final, trembling resolve. She was ready. After the public display at the gathering, the last fragments of her old identity felt like ill-fitting clothes she was desperate to shed. The thick diaper she wore beneath her simple black dress crinkled heavily with every step, already warm and slightly damp from the drive over. She carried nothing but the slim leather portfolio Edgar had instructed her to bring—containing the last pieces of her adult life.

Edgar met her in the marble foyer, copper hair perfectly pinned, wearing a tailored silk shirt that clung to his powerful frame. His piercing blue eyes drank her in with dark satisfaction.

“You’ve come to surrender everything tonight,” he said, voice velvet-wrapped steel.

“Yes, Daddy,” Maren replied without hesitation. The word felt natural now, like breathing. “I’m ready to disappear.”

He took her hand and led her through the quiet halls to his private study. The room smelled of aged leather, sandalwood, and the faint sweet powder that always clung to her skin lately. A wide mahogany desk waited, covered with neatly arranged legal documents—power of attorney, asset transfers, name change petitions, medical guardianship forms. Everything needed to erase Maren the attorney and create his permanent patient.

Edgar guided her to the large leather chair, but instead of letting her sit normally, he pulled her onto his lap so her thickly padded ass nestled against his thighs. The diaper compressed, pressing firmly against her cunt. He reached around her, one strong arm holding her steady while the other laid the first document before her.

“Sign,” he murmured against her ear. “Every page.”

Maren picked up the heavy fountain pen. The moment the nib touched paper, Edgar’s hand covered hers, guiding every stroke with firm, possessive pressure. The sensation of pen on paper while heavily padded, his warm body behind her, his breath on her neck—it was unbearably intimate. Each signature chipped away another piece of her old self: bank accounts, apartment, law license, investments, even her professional reputation. The crinkle of her diaper accompanied every shift as she leaned forward to sign.

This is it. I’m erasing myself. Thirty years of fighting, clawing, winning cases… all gone. And it feels like the deepest relief I’ve ever known. Tears blurred her vision, but her hand remained steady under his guidance. Her cunt throbbed inside the thick padding, leaking fresh slickness with every document she surrendered.

“You’re doing so well,” Edgar praised, kissing the side of her neck. “Let it all go.”

Page after page. His hand never left hers. The sensory focus narrowed to the scratch of the pen, the heavy warmth of the diaper compressing her, the cool silver collar around her throat, and his hard cock growing beneath her padded ass. By the final signature—transferring guardianship of her entire life to him—Maren was breathing raggedly, body trembling with a mix of grief and profound erotic surrender.

Edgar set the pen aside and turned her on his lap so she straddled him. “From this moment, you exist only for Daddy’s pleasure.”

The words sank into her like a final lock clicking shut. Maren moaned softly, grinding her thick diaper against the hard bulge in his trousers.

He stood, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her to the wide leather couch. With reverent care he removed her dress, leaving her in nothing but the ultra-thick diaper and silver collar. Then he laid her on her back, spreading her legs wide. The tapes ripped open with loud crinkles. Cool air kissed her soaked, swollen pussy and the elegant tattoo just above it.

Edgar freed his thick cock, veined and rock-hard, the head already glistening. He coated himself in her abundant slickness, then pushed forward, sinking deep into her cunt in one smooth, claiming thrust. Maren gasped sharply at the stretch, walls fluttering around his girth as he bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her ass.

He fucked her with slow, deep strokes at first, savoring the moment. Each thrust made her thick open diaper rustle beneath them. Maren’s sharp gray eyes locked onto his piercing blue ones, tears slipping down her temples as he claimed her completely—legally, physically, mentally.

“Harder, Daddy,” she begged, voice breaking. “I’m yours now. All of me.”

Edgar’s pace turned powerful. He gripped her hips and railed her cunt with deep, punishing strokes, bottoming out again and again. The wet, obscene sounds of her dripping pussy filled the study, mixing with the constant crinkle of the open diaper. His heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her. He leaned down, capturing one nipple between his teeth while pounding her without mercy.

Maren came first, violently. Her back arched off the couch as her cunt clamped down hard around his pistoning cock. Pleasure tore through her in shattering waves, juices squirting around his thick shaft and soaking the diaper beneath her. She cried out, thighs shaking, sharp gray eyes rolling back as the orgasm consumed her completely.

Edgar fucked her through it, pace relentless. He shifted angles, hitting that perfect spot with every brutal thrust. Maren came again within minutes, a broken sob escaping as her second climax ripped through her even harder, fresh squirt flooding out around his cock.

With a deep, possessive growl Edgar slammed to the hilt. His thick cock pulsed violently inside her spasming cunt, flooding her with rope after heavy rope of hot cum. Maren felt every powerful spurt—thick, claiming, painting her walls until it overflowed and leaked out around his buried shaft in creamy white rivulets. He ground deep through his climax, moaning low as he emptied his balls completely inside her twitching hole.

They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing ragged. Edgar kissed her deeply, then gently cleaned her with warm cloths before taping her back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper that sealed his load against her well-fucked pussy.

He helped her sit up, still collared and padded, and pulled her against his chest.

“All the papers are signed and witnessed,” he said softly. “Your old life is gone. Only the final initiation remains.”

Maren pressed her face into his neck, the thick diaper crinkling between her thighs, silver collar cool against her skin, and whispered the only truth left in her heart.

“I’m ready, Daddy.”


Chapter 13: Eternal Compliance

Maren floated into the deepest sanctuary of Edgar’s mansion wrapped in perfect, blissful surrender. After signing away her entire former life, the last chains had fallen. She was no longer an attorney. She was simply his—fully regressed, owned, and aching to prove it in the final initiation. The ultra-thick diaper she already wore crinkled heavily between her thighs, already warm and swollen from the drive. Her sharp gray eyes were soft and glassy, silver collar gleaming around her throat, the hidden tattoo above her mound throbbing like a heartbeat.

Edgar waited for her at the entrance to the sacred inner chamber, copper hair catching the low golden light, wearing only black silk trousers. His piercing blue eyes burned with final, absolute possession.

“Tonight you become my favored inner-circle patient,” he said, voice velvet-wrapped steel that melted straight into her core. “Total surrender. Body, mind, and soul. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Maren whispered, stepping forward without hesitation. “I belong to you completely.”

The chamber was vast and intimate—black velvet drapes, dozens of candles, a large circular platform draped in soft white linen at the center. Soft chanting from hidden speakers filled the air, the voices of his other padded sisters creating a hypnotic backdrop. The scent of warm powder and oil hung thick.

Edgar undressed her slowly, reverently. When she stood naked except for her current diaper and collar, he laid her on the platform and began the final preparation. He opened her diaper and cleaned her with warm, scented cloths, then layered her in the thickest padding she had ever worn—three ultra-absorbent medical diapers stacked and taped mercilessly tight. The massive bulk compressed her pussy and ass with overwhelming pressure, forcing her legs wide apart. The weight was heavenly. She moaned softly as he finished taping her, running his hands over the enormous, crinkling mound.

“This is your true skin now,” he murmured.

He secured her wrists and ankles with silk restraints to anchor points on the platform, spreading her completely open. Then he blindfolded her with a soft black cloth. Darkness swallowed her, heightening every sensation. The thickest padding yet compressed her with every breath. Overstimulation already hummed through her body.

The ritual began.

Edgar’s hands and mouth explored her for what felt like hours. He massaged warm oil into every inch of exposed skin above the massive diaper, then teased her through the leg cuffs—fingers circling her clit, plunging deep into her cunt, stretching her asshole. The chanting voices swelled as he worked her to the edge again and again without letting her crest. Maren whimpered and begged around desperate breaths, hips twitching uselessly against the crushing padding.

“Please, Daddy… I need you inside me.”

Edgar’s breath ghosted hot against her ear. “You will take everything tonight.”

He removed the blindfold so she could watch. Then he climbed onto the platform, freed his thick, veined cock, and positioned himself between her spread, padded thighs. He tore open the front of the top diaper layer, exposing her dripping pussy and tight asshole while the lower layers remained sealed around her.

He chose her ass first.

Lubing his cock generously, he pressed the fat head against her puckered hole and pushed forward. Maren moaned loudly as he stretched her open, sinking inch after thick inch until he was buried balls-deep in her ass. The massive padding compressed her clit from below with every movement.

Edgar began fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. Hard. Possessive. Bottoming out with every thrust, his heavy balls slapping against the thick diaper. The platform creaked. Maren’s moans turned into constant cries as he railed her asshole with relentless rhythm. The overstimulation was exquisite—the crushing padding, the deep anal pounding, his complete dominance.

“Show me your total surrender,” he growled.

Maren came hard within minutes, asshole clamping down around his pistoning cock as pleasure exploded through her. Her cunt squirted powerfully into the thick padding while her ass spasmed rhythmically. She screamed, body jerking against the restraints, sharp gray eyes locked on his face.

Edgar didn’t stop. He fucked her through the orgasm and kept pounding, switching between her ass and cunt, using her holes with merciless possession. He flipped her onto her stomach, ass raised high by the enormous padding, and railed her even harder. The wet, filthy sounds of her soaked cunt and stretched asshole filled the chamber alongside the constant loud crinkling of the thickest diaper yet.

Maren lost count of her orgasms. Each one crashed harder than the last—shattering, full-body releases that left her sobbing and shaking. Edgar finally pulled out of her ass, positioned himself at her dripping cunt, and drove back in with brutal force.

He fucked her with everything he had—deep, punishing strokes that bottomed out and ground against her cervix. His hand reached beneath her to rub her swollen clit through the soaked padding while he plowed her without mercy.

Maren came again, violently, screaming his name as her cunt milked him in powerful contractions. The overstimulation pushed her into a continuous, rolling climax, body convulsing, juices flooding the massive diaper until it squelched with every thrust.

With a deep, triumphant roar Edgar slammed to the hilt. His thick cock pulsed violently inside her spasming cunt, flooding her with heavy, hot ropes of cum. Spurt after powerful spurt filled her until it overflowed, leaking out around his buried shaft and soaking the already ruined padding. He ground deep through every jet, emptying his balls completely while moaning low against her neck.

They remained locked together for long minutes as the chanting slowly faded. Edgar finally pulled out, a thick gush of cum pouring from her well-fucked holes. He cleaned her tenderly, then retaped her into a fresh, even thicker overnight diaper—pristine white, embroidered with his initials across the front in elegant script.

He released the restraints and gathered her into his arms, cradling her against his chest on the platform. Maren trembled in total, blissful exhaustion, body humming, mind empty of everything except him.

Edgar kissed her forehead, then her lips, holding her close.

“Welcome home, my perfect little patient.”

Maren looked up at him, sharp gray eyes soft with complete devotion. A small, serene smile curved her lips as she nuzzled deeper into his chest, the thickest padding yet crinkling softly between her thighs.

She knew, with every fiber of her being, that she would never leave his padded empire. This was forever.
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