
        
            
                
            
        

    
Examined by Daddy

A Dark DDLG Erotica Story of Medical Regression, Clinical Control, and Permanent Little Space


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Calculating Gaze

The Calculating Gaze

Freya Hargrove sat ramrod straight in the butter-soft leather chair of the waiting room, her tailored charcoal pencil skirt hugging her narrow hips and the crisp white blouse buttoned high enough to maintain the illusion of control. At twenty-eight she still looked every inch the corporate strategist who had once commanded boardrooms with nothing more than a raised eyebrow and a perfectly timed silence. Long chestnut hair was twisted into a sleek chignon at the nape of her neck, not a strand out of place. Her hazel eyes, sharp and intelligent, flicked toward the discreet brass plaque on the opposite wall: The Elysium Clinic - Restorative & Regressive Therapies. Exclusive. Discreet. By referral only.

She crossed her legs, the faint whisper of sheer stockings the only sound in the hushed space. Her body ached with the particular exhaustion that came from years of pretending she had everything under control. Sleepless nights, endless strategy decks, the gnawing fear that one day the mask would slip and everyone would see how close she was to fracturing. This appointment was supposed to be simple. Anxiety management. A few sessions, some breathing exercises, maybe a prescription. In and out. Another item ticked off the list.

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

“Miss Hargrove.”

The voice was low, cultured, and impossibly calm. It slid over her skin like warm oil.

Freya rose automatically, smoothing her skirt with practiced efficiency. The man who stepped into the waiting area was taller than she’d expected - broad-shouldered, impeccably groomed, with dark hair threaded silver at the temples. His steel-gray eyes locked onto hers the moment she stood, and something inside her chest tightened before her brain could name it.

Dr. Ronan.

He wore a tailored white coat over a charcoal vest and crisp shirt, the fabric hugging a physique that spoke of disciplined strength rather than gym vanity. His movements were unhurried, graceful, as if the entire world moved at his pace and no faster. A faint, expensive cologne - sandalwood and something darker - reached her as he crossed the room.

“Follow me, please.”

No handshake. No polite smile. Just that steady, unflinching gaze that seemed to peel back layers she hadn’t offered.

Freya followed him down a wide, softly lit corridor lined with abstract art that somehow managed to feel both clinical and intimate. Her heels clicked sharply on the marble floor, each step a reminder of who she was: competent, self-possessed, in control. The exhaustion pressed behind her eyes, but she squared her shoulders anyway.

His office was larger than she anticipated. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked a private garden walled in ivy and pale stone. A massive walnut desk dominated one side, but he didn’t sit behind it. Instead, he gestured toward a pair of deep armchairs arranged facing each other beside a low table. No couch. No barriers.

“Please, make yourself comfortable.”

Freya lowered herself into the chair, knees pressed tightly together, back straight. She folded her hands in her lap like a shield. Dr. Ronan took the seat opposite her, unbuttoning his coat with one fluid motion before leaning back. The way he looked at her wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t polite appraisal. It was… knowing. As though he had already catalogued every micro-tension in her posture, every flicker of fatigue she tried to hide behind sharp eyeliner and perfect posture.

“Tell me why you’re here, Freya.”

The use of her first name - so casual, so immediate - sent a strange little jolt through her stomach. She cleared her throat.

“Chronic anxiety. Burnout. I need… tools. Coping mechanisms. Something to help me sleep, focus, keep performing at the level I’m expected to.”

He didn’t nod. He simply watched her, those steel-gray eyes steady and unblinking. The silence stretched just long enough that she felt the need to fill it.

“I’ve tried therapy before. Meditation apps. Supplements. None of it sticks. I’m tired of pretending I’m fine when I’m one missed deadline away from a breakdown. This clinic was recommended as… specialized.”

A faint smile touched the corner of his mouth. Not warm. Calculating.

“Specialized is an understatement. We don’t treat symptoms here, Freya. We address the root. The constant performance. The iron grip you keep on every aspect of your life. The way you exhaust yourself proving you don’t need anyone.”

Her pulse kicked up. How the hell had he landed on that so quickly?

“I manage fine on my own,” she said, voice cooler than she felt.

“Do you?” He tilted his head slightly, gaze drifting down the line of her throat, over the rigid set of her shoulders, then lower, to where her thighs pressed together beneath the tight skirt. “Your body tells a different story.”

Heat flared low in her belly, sudden and unwelcome. A single, traitorous pulse of warmth between her thighs that made her shift in the chair. She forced herself still.

“My body is tired. That’s all.”

Dr. Ronan leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands loosely clasped. The movement brought him closer, and she caught the clean, masculine scent of him again. His voice dropped, intimate, almost soothing.

“Look at me, Freya.”

She did. She couldn’t seem to help it. Those steel-gray eyes held hers without mercy, stripping away the executive armor piece by piece. She felt exposed, even fully clothed. Seen. The exhaustion she’d been carrying for months suddenly felt heavier, closer to the surface. And beneath it - something else. A dark, liquid heat that pooled treacherously between her legs, making her clit throb once, sharply, against the lace of her panties.

She hated it. She was not the kind of woman who got wet from a look.

Yet her nipples had tightened beneath her bra, sensitive and aching against the silk. Her breath came just a fraction shallower. Dr. Ronan noticed - of course he did. His gaze flicked down for the briefest second, then returned to her face with absolute certainty.

“You carry yourself like a woman who has never allowed herself to be soft,” he said quietly. “Never allowed herself to be taken care of. Every decision, every responsibility, every mask… it’s crushing you. And yet here you are, still trying to control the narrative even in my office.”

Freya swallowed hard. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, pressing the dampening fabric of her panties against her swelling folds. The friction sent another unwanted spark through her core.

“This is just an assessment,” she managed. “I’m here for help with anxiety, not… whatever you’re implying.”

He smiled then - slow, indulgent, the smile of a man who already knew how this would end.

“Anxiety is the symptom. The need to surrender control is the disease. And you, little one, are already showing the first signs of wanting the cure.”

The endearment landed like a velvet blow. Little one. It should have infuriated her. Instead, her pussy clenched hard around nothing, a fresh gush of slick soaking into her lace. She could feel the wetness now, unmistakable, shameful. Her face burned, but she refused to look away.

Dr. Ronan continued, voice calm and measured, as if he weren’t describing her own unraveling.

“You’re clenching your thighs right now. Trying to hide how your body is reacting to being truly seen for the first time in years. Your breathing has changed. Your pupils are dilated. And I would bet my license that if I were to slide my hand under that proper little skirt, I’d find you shamefully wet already.”

Freya’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. The image - his large, gloved hand, the clinical detachment mixed with raw dominance - flashed through her mind unbidden. Her clit pulsed again, harder. She could feel her inner walls fluttering, empty and aching.

“I - I think you’re being unprofessional,” she whispered, but the protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

“Am I?” He leaned back again, perfectly at ease. “Or am I simply refusing to participate in your performance? You came here because you’re exhausted from pretending. Deep down, some part of you wants to stop pretending. Wants someone else to make the decisions. Wants to be small. Safe. Taken care of completely.”

The words sank into her like hooks. She wanted to argue, to stand up and walk out. Instead, she sat there, thighs slick with her own arousal, heart hammering, while Dr. Ronan studied her with that unflinching, knowing stare.

He let the silence stretch again, then spoke softly.

“Tell me, Freya. When was the last time you let yourself be completely helpless?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The truth was too humiliating: never. And the idea of it - of handing every last shred of control to this man - made her pussy throb so hard she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering.

Dr. Ronan rose smoothly and moved to his desk. He returned with a sleek tablet and a single sheet of paper.

“This is our initial intake form. Basic medical history, consent for assessment. Nothing binding yet.” He placed it on the low table between them. “But I want you to understand something before you sign. Once we begin, I don’t do halfway measures. If you choose to continue, you will be guided. Thoroughly. Your adult defenses will be peeled away layer by layer until only the raw, needy little girl underneath remains. And you will be wet and aching for it every step of the way.”

Freya’s hand trembled slightly as she picked up the stylus. She scanned the form quickly - standard questions, nothing alarming. Yet her mind kept replaying his words. Little girl. Guided. Peeled away.

She signed.

Dr. Ronan took the tablet back, his fingers brushing hers for the briefest moment. The contact sent another pulse straight to her core.

“Good girl,” he murmured, so softly she almost missed it.

The praise hit her like a drug. Her cunt clenched violently, a fresh trickle of wetness sliding down to dampen the gusset of her panties. She pressed her thighs together harder, mortified by how easily her body betrayed her.

He scheduled the next appointment without asking her availability, entering it directly into the system.

“Tomorrow. Ten o’clock. Full diagnostic examination. Arrive in comfortable clothing - no suits, no armor. And Freya?”

She looked up, cheeks flushed, thighs sticky with evidence of her unwanted arousal.

“Be prepared to surrender all pretense. The moment you step through those doors again, the performance ends. You will begin learning what it feels like to let Daddy take care of everything.”

The word Daddy landed heavy between her legs. She stood on shaky knees, the soaked lace of her panties clinging obscenely to her swollen folds with every step toward the door.

Dr. Ronan walked her out, one hand resting lightly at the small of her back - possessive, guiding. At the entrance he stopped, turning her to face him one last time. That steel-gray gaze pinned her in place.

“Until tomorrow, little one. Try to get some rest. You’ll need it.”

Freya stepped out into the late afternoon light, the cool air doing nothing to quench the heat still throbbing between her thighs. Her professional mask felt cracked, fragile. And deep inside, beneath the exhaustion and the sharp mind that had built her entire life, something small and needy stirred for the first time in years.

She told herself she wouldn’t come back.

But even as the thought formed, her pussy gave another helpless, traitorous pulse.

And she knew - she already would.


Chapter 2: Terms of Surrender

Terms of Surrender

Freya stood outside the heavy oak doors of the Elysium Clinic at 9:47 a.m., the thick stack of papers clutched so tightly in her manicured fingers that the edges bit into her palms. She had printed the contract at home last night, the printer humming in the dark of her sleek apartment while she sat cross-legged on the floor in silk pajama shorts, heart hammering. The document was twenty-seven pages long, printed in crisp black ink on heavy cream stock. She had read every clause twice, then once more with a glass of wine she barely touched. Each reread had sent fresh, humiliating pulses of heat through her core.

Now, dressed in the “comfortable clothing” Dr. Ronan had ordered - no power suit, no armor - she wore a simple soft gray sweater that clung to her small breasts and a pair of black yoga pants that hugged the curve of her ass and the long lines of her legs. No heels. Just plain black ballet flats. Her long chestnut hair was down today, falling in loose waves past her shoulders, and she had skipped most of her makeup. She looked younger. Softer. Vulnerable in a way that made her stomach twist.

Her thighs were already damp.

She had woken up twice during the night with her hand between her legs, fingers circling her swollen clit while the memory of that steel-gray gaze burned behind her eyelids. Each time she had stopped herself before coming, ashamed of how easily her body responded to the mere thought of him. Now, standing here, the thick contract warm against her chest, her pussy throbbed with the same unwelcome need.

The doors opened exactly at ten.

Dr. Ronan stood in the foyer, white coat immaculate, silver-threaded dark hair perfectly groomed. His broad shoulders filled the doorway as he looked her over slowly, deliberately. Those steel-gray eyes missed nothing - the slight tremble in her hands, the way her nipples had already peaked beneath the thin sweater, the faint flush creeping up her neck.

“Freya,” he said, voice low and velvet-smooth. “You came back.”

She lifted her chin, trying to summon the corporate strategist she used to be. “I read the contract. Every page.”

A faint, approving smile curved his lips. “Good girl. Come inside.”

The words hit her low in the belly again. Good girl. Her clit pulsed hard, sending a fresh trickle of slick into the already-damp crotch of her panties. She followed him down the same corridor, the thick sheaf of papers rustling softly with every step.

His office looked exactly as it had the day before, yet it felt different now. More intimate. The garden beyond the windows was bathed in soft morning light, but the air inside felt heavier, charged. Dr. Ronan gestured to the same pair of armchairs. Freya sat, knees pressed together, the contract resting in her lap like a live grenade.

“Before we begin,” he said, taking the seat opposite her, “I want you to read the key sections aloud to me. I need to hear that you understand exactly what you are surrendering.”

Freya’s mouth went dry. She opened the contract with shaking fingers and turned to the pages she had tabbed last night.

“Section Four,” she began, voice barely steady. “The patient agrees to transfer all medical decision-making authority to Dr. Ronan for the duration of treatment, including but not limited to medication, physical interventions, hygiene protocols, and regressive therapies.”

She swallowed hard.

“Section Seven. The patient consents to progressive regression protocols designed to dismantle adult identity and reinforce little-space behaviors. This includes mandatory use of infantile garments, diapers, pacifiers, bottles, and age-appropriate language when directed.”

Her cheeks burned. Reading the words out loud made them real in a way the silent reading at home had not. Between her thighs, her pussy clenched rhythmically, slick coating her folds and soaking into the gusset of her panties.

“Section Nine,” she continued, voice dropping to a whisper. “The patient acknowledges that arousal, involuntary bodily functions, and loss of control are expected outcomes of treatment and consents to their observation, documentation, and reinforcement by the treating physician.”

Dr. Ronan watched her intently, one large hand resting on his thigh. “Keep going.”

Freya’s breath hitched. “Section Twelve. The patient relinquishes all rights to refuse any recommended procedure, including intimate examinations, genital shaving, insertion of therapeutic devices, restraint for medical purposes, and public or semi-public demonstration of regressive states. The patient further agrees that all decisions regarding her bodily autonomy, continence training, and orgasm control will be made exclusively by Dr. Ronan.”

She finished the last sentence on a shaky exhale. Her nipples were tight, aching points against the soft sweater. Her clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat, swollen and slick. She could feel the wetness seeping through her panties now, a shameful damp spot forming against the yoga pants.

Dr. Ronan leaned forward. “Do you understand what that means, Freya? Once you sign, there is no safe word for the core regression protocol. You may express reluctance. You may cry. You may beg. But your body, your schedule, your continence, your pleasure - they belong to me. I will decide when and how you are allowed to come. I will decide when you wet or mess. I will decide how small you are allowed to become.”

Freya’s thighs trembled. A fresh gush of arousal leaked out of her, soaking the fabric between her legs. She nodded, unable to speak.

“Say it,” he commanded softly.

“I… understand.”

“Louder. And use the proper address.”

She closed her eyes for a second, mortified by how much the words turned her on. “I understand… Daddy.”

The title slipped out like a confession. Her pussy spasmed hard at the sound of it on her own lips, another pulse of slick coating her swollen folds.

Dr. Ronan’s smile was slow and satisfied. “Very good, little one. Now the final section. Read it to me.”

Freya flipped to the last tabbed page, voice trembling.

“Section Twenty-One. The patient consents to permanent regression outcomes if clinically indicated after evaluation. This may include full-time little-space living, permanent use of diapers, loss of adult privileges, and legal guardianship transfer to Dr. Ronan. The patient acknowledges that once the permanent marker is applied, reversal is not guaranteed and may not be desired.”

She set the contract down, breathing fast.

Dr. Ronan produced a sleek fountain pen from his coat pocket. “Sign every page where indicated. Initial where marked. Then date and sign the final declaration.”

Freya’s hands shook as she took the pen. Page after page, she signed away her autonomy. Each stroke of the pen made her clit throb harder. By the time she reached the final page, her panties were drenched, the crotch of her yoga pants visibly darkened with her arousal. She could smell her own wetness in the quiet room - musky, feminine, unmistakable.

With a final flourish, she signed the declaration:

I, Freya Hargrove, being of sound mind, hereby surrender all adult decision-making to Dr. Ronan. I consent to my complete regression into little space.

Her signature was still wet when she slid the contract across the table.

Dr. Ronan picked it up, scanned the final page, and set it aside with deliberate care. Then he stood, towering over her.

With her signature still drying, he informs her the first physical examination begins immediately.

“Stand up, Freya.”

She rose on unsteady legs. He stepped close, so close she could feel the heat of his body. One large hand came up to cup her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze.

“The contract is signed. From this moment forward, you are under my full medical and behavioral care. No more pretending. No more armor.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip, parting it slightly.

“Now, little one… it’s time for your first full physical examination. Everything comes off. And Daddy is going to examine every single inch of his new patient.”

Freya’s breath caught in a soft, needy whimper as fresh arousal flooded her soaked panties. Her mind screamed that this was insane, that she should run. But her body - traitorous, aching, dripping - leaned into his touch instead.

Dr. Ronan’s steel-gray eyes darkened with promise.

“Come with me.”


Chapter 3: Gloved Hands

Gloved Hands

Freya’s bare feet made no sound on the cool tile floor as Dr. Ronan led her from his office into the adjoining examination room. The space was pristine - bright clinical lighting softened by warm accent panels, the faint, sharp scent of antiseptic and latex hanging in the air like a promise. In the center stood a wide, padded exam table covered with crisp white paper that crinkled loudly when she approached it. A thin paper gown lay folded at the foot.

“Remove everything,” Dr. Ronan said calmly, already pulling on a pair of pale blue nitrile gloves with a soft snap that made her stomach flip. “Then put on the gown, opening in the front. Lie back when you’re ready.”

Her fingers trembled as she peeled off the soft gray sweater, exposing the simple white bra beneath. The yoga pants followed, sliding down her long legs to pool at her ankles. She stepped out of them, acutely aware of the cool air kissing the damp crotch of her panties. The fabric was visibly darkened, clinging obscenely to her swollen folds. She unhooked her bra, letting her small, firm breasts spill free, nipples already tight and pebbled from the combination of nerves and unwanted arousal. Finally, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her soaked panties and pushed them down.

The scent of her own slick reached her nose - musky, feminine, embarrassingly strong. A thin strand of arousal stretched between her pussy lips and the gusset before breaking as she stepped free. Naked now, Freya felt every inch of her svelte body on display: the taut lines of her corporate-honed figure, the smooth skin, the neatly trimmed patch of chestnut curls above her slit. She quickly slipped the thin paper gown over her shoulders, tying the flimsy strings at the front. It did almost nothing to cover her. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, and the front gaped open with every breath.

“On the table, Freya. On your back, arms at your sides.”

She climbed up, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her. The surface was slightly chilled, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. Dr. Ronan approached, wheeling over a stainless-steel tray laden with instruments: stethoscope, blood pressure cuff, measuring tape, speculum, lubricant, and several unmarked vials. He looked enormous in his white coat, broad shoulders blocking the light as he loomed over her.

“Relax your legs for me,” he murmured, voice low and clinical. “Knees apart, feet flat on the table.”

Freya’s heart hammered against her ribs as she obeyed, the gown falling open to expose the soft inner curves of her thighs and the glistening pink flesh between them. She was already wet - shamefully so. Her outer lips were puffy, inner folds slick and slightly parted, her clit peeking out swollen and dark.

Dr. Ronan snapped on a fresh pair of gloves with deliberate slowness, then picked up the stethoscope. He warmed the diaphragm briefly between his palms before pressing the cold metal to her chest, right over her racing heart.

“Breathe normally,” he instructed.

The cold sent a shiver through her. He moved the stethoscope methodically - across her breasts, under them, along her sternum - listening to every beat. Each press made her nipples tighten further, the thin paper gown brushing teasingly against the sensitive peaks.

“Heart rate elevated,” he noted aloud, voice detached yet somehow intimate. “One hundred and twelve beats per minute. Consistent with anticipatory arousal.”

Freya bit her lip, mortified. He wasn’t even touching her sexually and her body was already betraying her.

He moved lower, sliding the stethoscope beneath the gown to listen to her lungs, then her abdomen. The cold disc brushed just above her mound, making her hips twitch involuntarily. A fresh bead of slick welled at her entrance and trickled slowly down toward her ass.

“Abdomen soft,” he continued, pressing gently with gloved fingers now, palpating her lower belly. “No guarding. Slight distension consistent with a full bladder. We’ll address continence later.”

His hands were warm through the thin latex, firm and sure. He measured her waist with the tape, then her hips, calling out numbers in that calm baritone.

“Waist twenty-four inches. Hips thirty-four. Good muscle tone, but we’ll need to soften some of these adult lines.”

Freya’s breath hitched as he parted the gown completely, baring her breasts fully. He cupped one in his large gloved hand, weighing it, thumb brushing across the stiff nipple in a clinical circle.

“Breasts symmetrical, firm. Nipples highly responsive - erect within seconds of exposure.” He pinched lightly, rolling the peak between thumb and forefinger. Freya gasped, a bolt of pleasure shooting straight to her clit. “Sensitivity excellent. We’ll monitor that during future sessions.”

He repeated the process on the other breast, then trailed his gloved fingers down her sternum, over her flat belly, stopping just above the neat patch of curls. Freya’s thighs trembled, fighting the urge to close them.

“Legs wider, little one. Daddy needs full access.”

The word Daddy in that clinical tone made her pussy clench hard. More slick leaked out, coating her inner thighs. She spread her legs obediently, knees falling open until she was fully exposed on the crinkling paper.

Dr. Ronan’s gloved hand slid between her thighs, two fingers parting her outer lips with clinical detachment. Cool air kissed her dripping core.

“Labia minora swollen and glistening,” he narrated, voice steady. “Significant natural lubrication present. Clitoris engorged, approximately eight millimeters, protruding from the hood.” His gloved fingertip circled the sensitive nub once, twice, making her hips jerk. “Highly reactive to direct stimulation.”

Freya whimpered, fists clenched at her sides. The paper gown rustled with every shaky breath.

He continued the examination without mercy. One gloved finger traced her entrance, collecting her slick before sliding slowly inside her. The intrusion was smooth, deliberate. He curled the finger upward, pressing against her front wall.

“Vaginal walls tight but yielding. Excellent muscle tone. G-spot pronounced and responsive.” He added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching her. “No abnormalities. Copious arousal fluid - clear, viscous, sweet-smelling. Patient is producing lubrication at a rate consistent with high sexual arousal despite verbal reluctance.”

Freya’s face burned crimson. She could hear the wet, obscene sounds his fingers made as they worked inside her - soft squelching with every slow thrust. Her hips rocked involuntarily, chasing the friction even as her mind screamed at her to stay still.

“Please…” she whispered, not sure if she was begging him to stop or continue.

Dr. Ronan withdrew his fingers slowly, holding them up so she could see the glossy strands of her own slick coating the blue latex.

“Shh. This is necessary, Freya. Your body is telling me everything your sharp little mind tries to hide.” He wiped his fingers on a sterile cloth, then picked up the measuring tape again. “Now, let’s get your genital measurements for the records.”

He measured the length of her outer lips, the distance from clit to anus, the diameter of her entrance. Each brush of the tape or his gloved fingers sent sparks through her over-sensitized flesh. By the time he finished, she was panting, thighs trembling, a thin trail of arousal dripping onto the paper beneath her ass.

He reached for the lubricant next, squeezing a generous amount onto his gloved fingers.

“Deep pelvic exam now. Try to relax your pelvic floor.”

Freya cried out softly as two thick fingers, now slick with cool lube, pressed back inside her. He went deeper this time, rotating his wrist, pressing against every wall. His other hand rested on her lower abdomen, palpating in rhythm with the internal exam.

“Cervix soft, anterior. Uterus normal position. Ovaries unremarkable.” His thumb brushed her clit in slow, clinical circles while his fingers continued their thorough exploration. “Patient’s arousal is increasing. Inner walls fluttering around my fingers. Pulse rate now one hundred thirty-eight.”

Freya’s back arched off the table, the paper crinkling wildly. Her nipples ached, her clit throbbed under his thumb, and her pussy clenched rhythmically around the invading digits. She was so close - mortifyingly close - and he hadn’t even been trying to make her come.

Dr. Ronan slowed his movements, then withdrew completely, leaving her empty and aching. He peeled off the gloves with a snap and replaced them with a fresh pair.

“Turn over onto your stomach, knees drawn up, chest down. Bottom presented.”

Humiliated tears pricked her eyes as she obeyed, the gown falling completely open now. She rested her cheek on her folded arms, ass raised high, knees spread wide. The position left her completely vulnerable - pussy and tight little asshole on full display, both glistening with her slick and the added lube.

Dr. Ronan’s gloved hands spread her cheeks wider.

“Anal sphincter tone excellent,” he noted, pressing a single slick finger against the puckered ring. “Responsive to pressure.” The finger circled, then pushed inside slowly, breaching the tight muscle. Freya moaned into her arms, the stretch burning sweetly. “Rectal walls smooth. No masses. Prostate equivalent - Skene’s glands - highly sensitive.”

He added more lube and worked the finger deeper, curling it, searching. Every movement made her dripping pussy clench and leak onto the table. When he finally withdrew, he wiped her thoroughly with antiseptic wipes, the cool cloths making her shiver.

Finally, he helped her turn back onto her back and sit up, the gown hanging off one shoulder. Freya’s chest heaved, her entire body flushed and trembling with unspent need. Her pussy lips were puffy and dark, slick coating her inner thighs all the way to her knees. The paper beneath her was visibly wet.

Dr. Ronan stood between her spread knees, looking down at her with those unflinching steel-gray eyes. He reached down and parted her folds once more with two gloved fingers, exposing her swollen, dripping core completely.

“Look at this shameful wetness, little one,” he said clinically, voice calm and authoritative. “Your adult cunt is soaked like a needy little girl’s. Dripping all over my exam table despite your attempts at composure. This level of arousal confirms what the contract already stated - you require structured regression. Hair removal will be mandatory next visit. Complete intimate shaving from mound to anus. After that, proper garments will be required. Soft. Thick. Protective.”

He released her folds, letting them close with a wet sound, and stripped off the gloves.

“Your first full examination is complete. You did very well, Freya. Extremely responsive.”

Freya sat there on the crinkling paper, legs still spread, pussy throbbing and leaking, the scent of antiseptic and her own desperate arousal thick in the air. Her mind spun with humiliation and raw, aching need.

And deep down, beneath the burning shame, she already knew she would return for whatever came next.


Chapter 4: Learning to Be Small

Learning to Be Small

Freya’s legs felt unsteady as Dr. Ronan guided her from the examination room back into his private office. The thin paper gown clung to her damp skin, the front still gaping open from the thorough probing she had just endured. Every step made the soaked fabric between her thighs shift, reminding her of how shamelessly wet she had become under his gloved hands. Her pussy still throbbed, empty and aching, her swollen clit brushing against the crinkled paper with each movement. She could smell herself - musky, feminine, needy - mixing with the faint antiseptic scent that clung to her body.

“Take the gown off completely, little one,” Dr. Ronan said as he closed the door behind them. His voice was calm, patient, laced with that velvet authority that made her stomach flutter. “You won’t need it for this session.”

Freya hesitated only a second before untying the last strings and letting the flimsy paper fall to the floor. She stood naked in the center of the room, long chestnut hair cascading over her shoulders, hazel eyes downcast. Her small breasts rose and fell with quick breaths, nipples still tight and sensitive. The neatly trimmed patch of curls above her slit was matted with her own slick, and a thin trail of arousal had dried on her inner thighs.

Dr. Ronan gestured to a large, plush rug in soft cream and pale pink that had been placed in the center of the office, away from the desk. “Sit down on the rug. Knees drawn up to your chest, arms wrapped around your shins. Make yourself small.”

She lowered herself onto the soft surface, the fibers tickling her bare bottom and the backs of her thighs. The position forced her knees wide apart, exposing her glistening pussy completely. She wrapped her arms around her legs, trying to shield herself, but the pose only made her feel more vulnerable - curled up like a child, cunt on full display, the cool air kissing her wet folds.

Dr. Ronan pulled a low, cushioned ottoman close and sat facing her, his broad frame towering even while seated. He had removed his white coat, revealing the crisp shirt and vest beneath that hugged his muscular chest. His steel-gray eyes held hers without mercy.

“This session is about learning to be small, Freya. Your sharp adult mind has served you well in boardrooms, but it is exhausting you. Today we begin teaching your body and your voice to surrender that control. We will use simple vocabulary and affirming phrases. You will repeat them while maintaining eye contact with Daddy. Every time you look away, we start the phrase over. Understood?”

Freya nodded, cheeks burning. Her pussy gave a helpless flutter at the word Daddy again.

“Use your words, little one.”

“Yes… Daddy,” she whispered. The title felt ridiculous coming from her lips - her, the former corporate strategist who once negotiated million-dollar deals - but saying it sent a fresh pulse of heat straight to her core. More slick leaked from her entrance, trickling slowly down toward her tight little asshole.

“Good girl.” He smiled, slow and approving. “Now, repeat after me, eyes on mine. ‘I am Daddy’s little girl.’”

Freya’s throat tightened. She forced herself to meet those unflinching steel-gray eyes. “I… I am Daddy’s little girl.”

Her voice sounded small, breathy. The words made her clit throb visibly between her spread thighs. She could see the way her folds glistened under the soft office lighting.

“Again. Louder. And keep your knees apart - no hiding that pretty little cunt from Daddy.”

She adjusted her posture, opening her legs wider. The position made her feel exposed, infantile. “I am Daddy’s little girl.”

“Better. Next phrase: ‘Big girls get tired. Little girls get taken care of.’”

Freya swallowed hard, hazel eyes locked on his. The exhaustion she had carried for months suddenly felt closer to the surface, raw and aching. “Big girls get tired. Little girls get taken care of.”

As she spoke, Dr. Ronan reached forward and gently stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers. The tender touch contrasted sharply with the clinical exam earlier, making something deep inside her chest tighten with unexpected need.

“Again.”

“Big girls get tired. Little girls get taken care of.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. Between her legs, her pussy was dripping steadily now, a small wet spot forming on the rug beneath her. She could feel it - warm, shameful, undeniable.

Dr. Ronan nodded approvingly. “Very good. Now this one: ‘My adult thoughts are too heavy. I want to be small and empty for Daddy.’”

Freya’s breath hitched. The phrase struck directly at the core of her burnout - the constant pressure, the endless decisions, the iron self-control that had left her hollow. Her intelligent hazel eyes stayed fixed on his steel-gray ones as she repeated, voice trembling, “My adult thoughts are too heavy. I want to be small and empty for Daddy.”

The words made her cunt clench hard. A thick bead of slick welled at her entrance and slid down, coating her perineum. She whimpered softly, thighs quivering.

“Again. Slower. Feel every word.”

“My adult thoughts are too heavy…” She paused, breathing shakily. “I want to be small and empty for Daddy.”

Dr. Ronan’s gaze never wavered. “Good. You’re already getting wetter just from saying it. Look down at yourself, little one. See how your needy baby cunt responds when you let yourself be small.”

Freya glanced down. Her knees were drawn up high, pussy fully exposed. Her outer lips were puffy and dark, inner folds glistening obscenely, clit swollen and peeking out. A thin string of arousal stretched from her hole to the rug. The sight made her face flame with humiliation, yet her hips gave a tiny, involuntary roll, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

“Eyes back on Daddy,” he reminded gently.

She snapped her gaze up again.

“Next phrase: ‘I don’t have to be smart anymore. Daddy thinks for me.’”

The words felt dangerous. They stripped away the identity she had built her entire life around - razor-sharp mind, iron self-control. Yet repeating them made her pussy throb with dark, liquid heat.

“I don’t have to be smart anymore. Daddy thinks for me.”

Her voice was softer now, almost childlike. Another gush of slick leaked out, dripping audibly onto the rug.

“Again.”

“I don’t have to be smart anymore. Daddy thinks for me.”

Dr. Ronan leaned closer, his large hand resting on her knee, thumb stroking the soft skin. “That’s my good little girl. Feel how much easier it is when you stop pretending? Your body knows what it needs. It’s dripping for it.”

He continued the exercise for what felt like an eternity. Phrase after phrase, forcing her to repeat them while keeping eye contact, correcting her when her voice faltered or her knees tried to close.

“I am safe when I’m small.”

“I don’t need big-girl responsibilities.”

“My cunny gets tingly when Daddy takes control.”

“Little girls need diapers and cuddles.”

Each repetition made her feel smaller, softer, more helpless. Her intelligent hazel eyes grew glassy, her sharp mind quieting under the relentless gentle pressure. Her pussy had become a slick, swollen mess - lips parted, entrance fluttering visibly, clit aching and dark. The rug beneath her was soaked, the scent of her arousal thick in the quiet office.

Dr. Ronan watched every reaction with clinical satisfaction, occasionally reaching out to brush a strand of chestnut hair from her face or trail a finger along her inner thigh, never quite touching her dripping core.

“Final set for today,” he said softly. “Repeat these while rocking gently. Let your body show Daddy how much you need this.”

Freya began to rock slowly on the rug, the motion making her soaked folds rub together deliciously. The friction on her clit was maddening - too light, too indirect.

“I am Daddy’s helpless little baby,” she whispered, eyes locked on his.

Rock. Rub. Throb.

“I let Daddy make all the decisions.”

Rock. Squish. Leak.

“My big-girl brain is turning off. Only little feelings now.”

Her voice had taken on a breathy, lisping quality without her meaning it to. The words felt true in a terrifying, arousing way. Her hips rocked faster, chasing the tiny sparks of pleasure from her slick pussy lips sliding against each other.

Dr. Ronan’s voice dropped lower, more intimate. “One more, little one. Say it like you mean it.”

Freya’s breathing was ragged, her small breasts heaving. She rocked harder, the wet sounds of her dripping cunt filling the room.

“I… I want to be Daddy’s permanent little girl,” she whimpered, hazel eyes wide and glassy as they held his steel-gray stare. “I want to wear diapers and suck my paci and never have to be big again.”

The admission sent a powerful spasm through her core. Her pussy clenched hard, pushing out another thick gush of slick that puddled beneath her. She was so close to the edge - just a few more rocks and she might tip over, but Dr. Ronan raised a hand.

“Stop rocking. Hold still.”

She froze, whimpering in frustration, her swollen clit pulsing angrily in the open air.

Dr. Ronan stood, towering over her small, curled form on the rug. He reached down and cupped her chin, tilting her face up.

“You did beautifully today, Freya. Your body is already learning. Your sharp mind is quieting. Tomorrow you will arrive already shaved smooth - every trace of adult hair removed from your mound, your lips, and around your tight little bottom hole. Completely bare like a proper little girl. Then we will fit you for your first medical garments.”

He stroked her cheek with his thumb, the gesture tender yet possessive.

“Get dressed in your clothes from earlier. Go home and rest. Think about the phrases you learned today. Let them sink in while your needy little cunt stays wet and empty.”

Freya rose on shaky legs, her inner thighs slick and glistening, the rug beneath her marked with a dark wet patch from her arousal. As she gathered her yoga pants and sweater, her mind felt foggy, softer around the edges. The exhaustion was still there, but beneath it hummed a dark, insistent need to return.

Tomorrow she will arrive already shaved smooth for her first medical garment fitting.


Chapter 5: Smooth and Exposed

Smooth and Exposed

Freya arrived at the Elysium Clinic the next morning with her skin already tingling in anticipation and dread. She had spent the previous evening in her apartment, standing naked in front of the full-length mirror with a razor and a bowl of warm water, carefully shaving away every trace of her neat chestnut curls. Her hands had shaken the entire time, the blade gliding over her mound until it was baby-smooth, then carefully between her folds and around the tight pucker of her asshole. She had left nothing behind. The result left her feeling obscenely exposed, her pussy lips plump and pink, completely bare for the first time since puberty. Even the slightest movement made her slick inner folds brush together, sending unwelcome sparks through her clit.

She wore another simple outfit - soft black leggings and an oversized cream sweater - nothing that could pass as professional armor. No panties. Dr. Ronan had not instructed her to go without, but after the regression phrases yesterday, the thought of fabric between her legs felt wrong. Now, as she followed the nurse down the corridor to the private treatment room, her bare, freshly shaved cunt rubbed against the seam of the leggings with every step, keeping her in a constant state of low-level arousal.

The treatment room was brighter than the previous exam space, clinical lights focused directly over a padded table covered in fresh white paper. A large mirror covered one wall, reflecting every angle. Dr. Ronan stood beside a stainless-steel tray, arranging instruments with deliberate, unhurried movements. His white coat was crisp, silver-threaded hair perfectly groomed, steel-gray eyes lifting to meet hers the moment she entered.

“Strip completely, Freya. Stand in the center under the lights.”

His voice was calm, authoritative, sending a shiver down her spine. She peeled off the sweater, then the leggings, folding them neatly out of habit before setting them aside. Naked now, she stepped into the bright pool of light. The overhead lamps illuminated every inch of her svelte body - small firm breasts with tight nipples, flat belly, and the completely smooth, hairless mound between her thighs. Her pussy lips were already slightly parted, glistening with the slick that had been leaking since she woke up. The bare skin made her feel even more vulnerable, every detail exposed.

Dr. Ronan’s gaze traveled slowly over her, clinical yet possessive. “Good girl. You followed instructions and shaved yourself smooth. But today Daddy will make sure it’s perfect. No stray hairs, no stubble. Turn around slowly.”

She obeyed, rotating under the bright lights while he inspected her. When her back was to him, he stepped closer and spread her ass cheeks with both hands, thumbs brushing the smooth skin around her tight little hole.

“Very nice. Completely bare. Bend forward and hold your ankles.”

Freya bent at the waist, long chestnut hair falling forward, ass presented high. The position spread her cheeks naturally, exposing her shaved pussy and puckered asshole to the cool air and his unflinching stare. She could feel how wet she already was, the slick coating her bare folds and threatening to drip.

Dr. Ronan moved to the tray and continued his preparations with deliberate slowness. He laid out a fresh razor, a can of shaving cream, a bowl of warm water, soft cloths, antiseptic wipes, and a large container of silky baby powder. The faint scent of talc and lavender began to fill the room as he opened the powder. He snapped on a pair of blue nitrile gloves, the sound sharp in the quiet space.

“Up on the table now, on your back. Knees bent, feet in the stirrups, bottom right at the edge.”

The stirrups were cold against her heels as she settled into position. The paper crinkled loudly beneath her. Her legs were spread wide, knees high and apart, leaving her completely open. Her smooth, hairless pussy was on full display under the bright lights - pink inner lips glistening, clit already swollen and peeking from its hood, the tight ring of her asshole visible just below.

Dr. Ronan wheeled the tray closer and sat on a low stool between her spread thighs. He dipped a soft cloth in warm water and gently wiped her mound, then lower, cleaning her folds and the crease of her ass with clinical thoroughness. The warm, wet cloth made her hips twitch.

“Such a pretty little bare cunt already,” he murmured, voice low. “But Daddy is going to make it even smoother.”

He shook the can of shaving cream and dispensed a generous dollop onto his gloved palm. The cool foam touched her mound first, spreading in slow circles over the already smooth skin. He worked it down between her outer lips, coating every inch of her exposed pussy. The creamy lather felt slippery and obscene against her sensitive flesh. Then he moved lower, spreading the foam around her asshole, his gloved finger circling the tight pucker until it was fully covered.

Freya’s breathing grew shallow, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly. The bright lights left nothing hidden - every glistening fold, every twitch of her clit was visible in the mirror across the room.

Dr. Ronan picked up the razor and began with her mound, long, careful strokes that removed any microscopic stubble she had missed. The blade glided silently over her skin, leaving it silky and pink. He stretched the skin taut with his free hand, fingers pressing firmly against her bare flesh.

“Hold still, little one. Daddy doesn’t want any nicks on his baby girl’s pretty parts.”

He moved lower, carefully shaving the delicate outer lips. Each stroke parted her folds slightly, exposing the slick pink interior. The razor scraped gently along the sides of her clit, making her whimper and leak more arousal into the lather. He wiped the blade clean on a cloth after every pass, then returned for more.

“Inner lips next. Relax your pelvic floor.”

Freya tried, but her body was trembling. He gently pulled one outer lip aside and shaved the tender inner fold with meticulous care. The sensation was intensely intimate - cold steel against hot, slick flesh. More slick mixed with the shaving cream, dripping down toward her ass.

When he reached her asshole, he spread her cheeks wider with one hand and shaved the smooth skin around the puckered ring in small, precise strokes. His gloved finger occasionally pressed against the tight hole to keep the skin taut, sending jolts of forbidden pleasure through her.

“Almost done,” he said soothingly. “Such a good girl staying so still while Daddy makes your baby parts all smooth and perfect.”

By the time he finished, Freya was panting, her bare pussy and ass gleaming under the lights, completely hairless and hypersensitive. Dr. Ronan wiped away the remaining cream with warm, damp cloths, then followed with antiseptic wipes that left her skin tingling and clean. The cool air on her freshly shaved flesh made every nerve ending sing.

He reached for the large container of baby powder.

“Now for the powder, little one. This will keep you soft and dry… for now.”

He shook a liberal amount into his gloved palm, the sweet, powdery lavender scent filling the room. Then he began to rub it into her skin with slow, thorough strokes. Starting at her mound, he massaged the silky powder over the smooth skin, working it down between her outer lips. His fingers parted her folds gently, dusting every crease and crevice. The powder felt cool and silky against her overheated flesh, contrasting sharply with the slick arousal still leaking from her core.

He took his time on her clit, rubbing the powder in gentle circles until the sensitive nub was coated in a fine white layer. Freya moaned softly, hips trying to lift despite the stirrups. The sensation was maddening - teasing, protective, infantilizing.

Lower still, he lifted her bottom slightly with one hand and powdered her ass crack thoroughly. His gloved fingers worked the silky talc around her tight asshole, pressing just enough to make the ring flutter. More powder dusted her inner thighs and the crease where bottom met thigh, leaving her entire pelvic area soft, fragrant, and baby-smooth.

“Perfect,” Dr. Ronan murmured, admiring his work. He brushed away excess powder with a soft brush, leaving her mound and pussy lightly dusted in white, the bare skin glowing pink beneath. Her asshole was powdered too, the sweet scent clinging to every intimate inch. “Look at you - so smooth and exposed. No more big-girl hair hiding that needy little baby cunt. Just soft, bare skin ready for what comes next.”

Freya lay there under the bright lights, legs still spread in the stirrups, her freshly shaved and powdered pussy throbbing with unspent need. The powder had mixed with her slick in places, creating a silky, messy paste that made her folds glisten obscenely. She felt tiny, helpless, completely at his mercy.

Dr. Ronan stripped off his gloves and reached for something on the lower shelf of the tray. He unfolded a thick, crinkling garment with deliberate care, the plastic backing rustling loudly in the quiet room.

The thick diaper he unfolds next makes her realize this is only the beginning.


Chapter 6: The First Crinkle

The First Crinkle

Freya lay on her back atop the padded changing table, the fresh paper liner crinkling beneath her smooth, powdered skin. The bright clinical lights overhead cast a merciless glow over every inch of her svelte body. Her legs were still elevated in the padded stirrups, knees bent and spread wide, leaving her completely exposed. The air felt cool against her freshly shaved mound and the silky-smooth skin of her pussy and asshole, both still tingling from the liberal dusting of baby powder. The sweet lavender scent clung to her, mixing with the unmistakable musk of her own arousal. A fine white film of powder dusted her bare folds, turning the slick leaking from her entrance into a soft, messy paste that glistened obscenely under the lights.

Dr. Ronan stood beside the table, towering in his crisp white coat. He held the thick medical diaper unfolded in his large hands, the plastic outer shell rustling loudly with even the slightest movement. It was bulky - far thicker than anything she had imagined - padded with heavy absorbent layers that promised to swell dramatically once wet. The landing zone for the tapes was wide and printed with faint pastel patterns, a mocking reminder of its infantile purpose.

“Lift your bottom for Daddy, little one,” he said calmly, voice low and velvet-smooth.

Freya’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but her body obeyed before her mind could protest. She planted her feet in the stirrups and raised her hips, the movement causing more slick to trickle from her bare, puffy pussy down toward her powdered asshole. The paper beneath her crinkled sharply.

Dr. Ronan slid the thick diaper underneath her with practiced ease, centering the padded crotch panel directly beneath her exposed genitals. The cool, crinkly plastic touched her powdered skin, making her shiver. He lowered her bottom gently onto the bulk, the diaper’s thickness forcing her thighs slightly farther apart. The soft inner lining kissed her smooth mound and the sensitive skin between her legs, already beginning to absorb the slick that continued to leak from her.

“Look at that,” he murmured, running a gloved finger along the edge of the diaper where it met her skin. “Your needy little baby cunt is already marking the padding. So wet for your first diapering. This is going to be your new normal, Freya. No more big-girl panties. No more control over when or where you go. This thick padding will be between your legs at all times during treatment - day and night. It will hold every drop of your piss, every little accident, every gush of arousal when your body betrays you.”

Freya whimpered softly, her hazel eyes glassy as she stared at the ceiling. Her small breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples tight and aching. The thick diaper felt enormous beneath her - bulky, noisy, impossible to ignore. The plastic backing crinkled with every tiny shift of her hips.

Dr. Ronan reached for the front panel and brought it up between her spread thighs, pressing the soft, padded crotch firmly against her bare pussy. The thick material molded to her swollen folds, cupping her clit and trapping the slick and powder against her skin. He smoothed it upward over her mound, the bulk pressing her thighs even wider apart.

“Such a perfect fit for my little girl,” he praised, his steel-gray eyes dark with satisfaction. “Feel how it holds you. How it separates those smooth baby lips and keeps everything safe and contained.”

He took the right tape first, peeling it slowly with a loud rip of adhesive. The sound echoed in the quiet room. He pulled the side panel snug around her hip, sealing the tape firmly onto the landing zone with deliberate pressure. The diaper tightened, the padding compressing slightly against her pussy and forcing the crinkly plastic to mold even more intimately to her curves.

Freya’s breath hitched. The sensation was overwhelming - constricting yet protective, infantilizing yet strangely comforting. Her clit throbbed against the thick padding, sending sparks through her core with every heartbeat.

The left tape followed, peeled and sealed just as slowly. Dr. Ronan took his time, adjusting the fit, running his hands over the front of the diaper to smooth out any wrinkles. Each touch pressed the bulky padding deeper between her legs, rubbing the soft inner lining against her powdered, hypersensitive folds. The crinkle of the plastic was constant now, loud and humiliating with every shallow breath she took.

“Listen to that sound,” he said softly, patting the front of the diaper with his large palm. The loud crinkle filled the room. “That’s the sound of your adult control disappearing, little one. This diaper is permanent in your treatment plan. You will wear it every day. You will wet it. You will learn to use it without fighting. And when it’s soaked and heavy between your legs, Daddy will change you and put you in a fresh one. No exceptions.”

He ran his hands over her diapered hips and bottom, checking the leg gathers, ensuring the thick padding was snug but not too tight. The bulk between her thighs forced her legs into a permanent frog-like spread, making her feel even smaller, even more helpless. Her bare, powdered pussy was now completely encased in the thick, crinkly layers - hidden yet constantly stimulated by the soft lining and the unyielding pressure.

Freya’s mind spun. Part of her - the sharp corporate strategist - screamed that this was insane, that she should safeword and run. But the rest of her, the exhausted, aching part that had signed the contract, was dripping with shameful need. Her pussy clenched inside the diaper, pushing more slick into the padding. The absorbent core was already growing slightly warmer and damper against her skin.

Dr. Ronan stepped back for a moment to admire his work, arms crossed over his broad chest. “Look at you. Twenty-eight years old, former corporate powerhouse, now lying here in nothing but a thick medical diaper. Legs spread, smooth little cunt sealed away, crinkling with every breath. This is only the first step, Freya. Your regression is just beginning.”

He moved to the tray again and picked up a small, tapered silicone plug. It was modest in size - about the width of two fingers at its widest - but it had a flared base and a subtle curve. A thin wire extended from the base, connected to a small remote control in his other hand.

Freya’s eyes widened. “What… what is that for?”

“Shh. This is to help soothe your nerves during the next phase of treatment,” he explained clinically, squeezing a generous amount of clear lubricant onto the plug. “It will sit right against your prostate equivalent and provide gentle vibration to keep you calm and focused in little space. But you must not clench around it, little one. If you squeeze, the vibration stops. Only relaxed, open acceptance keeps it humming nicely for you.”

He returned to his position between her spread, diapered thighs. With one hand he pulled the front of the diaper down just enough to expose her still-dripping entrance and powdered asshole. The cool air kissed her bare skin again, making her whimper.

Dr. Ronan pressed the lubed tip of the plug against her tight little asshole, circling the puckered ring slowly. The powder made the silicone slide easily at first. He applied steady pressure, watching her face as the tapered tip breached the tight muscle.

Freya gasped, her hands fisting the sides of the changing table. The stretch burned sweetly, the plug sliding deeper until the widest part popped past her sphincter. The flared base settled snugly against her powdered cheeks, holding the plug firmly inside her.

“Good girl,” Dr. Ronan praised, pressing the front of the diaper back into place and resealing the tapes with two more firm rips of adhesive. The thick padding now trapped the plug deep in her ass, the base pressing firmly against her perineum through the layers. “It’s all sealed in now. Nice and secure behind your first diaper.”

He picked up the remote and pressed a button.

A low, gentle vibration started deep inside her ass, humming against her most sensitive inner walls and radiating forward toward her G-spot through the thin wall of tissue. Freya moaned loudly, her hips jerking. The thick diaper crinkled violently with the movement, the padding rubbing deliciously against her swollen clit.

Dr. Ronan adjusted the intensity to a soft, steady pulse, then set the remote aside.

He slides a small vibrating plug behind the diaper and warns her not to clench.

“Feel that, little one? Nice and soothing. But remember Daddy’s rule - no clenching. If you tighten up around the plug, the vibration stops completely. Stay relaxed and open for me. Let the diaper hold everything while the plug works on your nerves. We’re going to keep you like this for a while now… crinkling, vibrating, and learning exactly how helpless a little girl in diapers can feel.”

Freya lay there, thickly diapered and plugged, the constant crinkle of plastic filling her ears with every shallow breath. The gentle vibration in her ass made her pussy flutter uselessly inside the bulky padding, leaking more slick into the absorbent core. Her smooth, powdered skin tingled beneath the layers, her mind spinning with humiliation and raw, aching need.

And deep down, beneath the burning shame, the first faint surrender whispered that she never wanted the crinkling to stop.


Chapter 7: Contained Vibration

Contained Vibration

Freya waddled awkwardly behind Dr. Ronan as he led her from the changing area back into the main examination room. The thick medical diaper forced her thighs apart in a humiliating, infantile gait. Every step made the heavy padding rustle and crinkle loudly between her legs, the bulky crotch panel rubbing insistently against her freshly shaved, powdered pussy. The small vibrating plug nestled deep in her ass shifted with each movement, pressing against her inner walls and sending tiny sparks of unwanted pleasure radiating through her core. The flared base rubbed against her perineum through the thick layers, a constant, teasing reminder of her loss of control.

Her small breasts bounced gently with each waddling step, nipples tight and sensitive against the cool air. She was still completely naked except for the diaper, her long chestnut hair falling loose over her shoulders, hazel eyes glassy with a mix of shame and building arousal. The sweet scent of baby powder mixed with the musky smell of her leaking cunt, filling the corridor as she followed him.

Dr. Ronan opened the door to the exam room and gestured toward the padded table. “Up you go, little one. On your back, knees in the stirrups again. Daddy needs to conduct a prolonged pelvic examination while the plug does its work.”

Freya climbed onto the table with difficulty, the thick diaper making her movements clumsy and loud. The paper crinkled sharply beneath her as she lay back, then lifted her legs into the stirrups. The position spread her thighs wide, the bulky diaper on full display, the plastic shell gleaming under the bright lights. The plug shifted deeper inside her ass as her hips settled, pressing firmly against that sensitive spot. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped her lips.

Dr. Ronan snapped on a fresh pair of blue nitrile gloves, the sound sharp and clinical. He took a seat on the low stool between her spread legs and rested one large hand on the front of her diaper, patting it gently. The crinkle echoed through the room.

“Such a good girl in her first thick diaper,” he said, voice calm and composed, as though he were discussing routine vitals. “Now, let’s see how your body responds to sustained stimulation while properly contained.”

He picked up the small remote and pressed a button. The plug inside her ass hummed to life at a low, gentle setting, sending steady vibrations through her pelvic floor. Freya gasped, her hips twitching. The thick padding muffled the sensation slightly but also amplified it, the soft lining rubbing against her swollen clit with every tiny movement.

“Heart rate already climbing,” Dr. Ronan noted, glancing at the monitor he had clipped to her finger. “One hundred twenty beats per minute. Respirations shallow. Significant arousal evident by the growing damp spot on the front of your diaper.”

He reached for the waistband of the diaper and peeled the tapes open one by one with slow, deliberate rips of adhesive. The front panel was pulled down, exposing her smooth, powdered mound and the glistening pink folds beneath. The plug’s base was visible between her cheeks, the thin wire disappearing into her tight asshole. Her pussy lips were puffy and dark, slick coating every bare inch and dripping slowly onto the paper beneath her.

Dr. Ronan parted her outer lips with two gloved fingers, exposing her dripping entrance and swollen clit completely.

“Labia minora engorged. Copious clear lubrication present. Clitoris visibly throbbing.” His tone remained perfectly clinical, detached, even as he circled her clit with a gloved fingertip, spreading her slick around the sensitive nub. “Patient is producing arousal at an accelerated rate despite the containment of the diaper.”

The plug’s vibration increased suddenly, jumping to a medium intensity. Freya moaned loudly, her back arching off the table. The stronger hum pressed directly against her G-spot through the thin wall, making her inner walls flutter and leak more slick. Dr. Ronan continued his examination, sliding two thick gloved fingers slowly into her soaked cunt.

“Vaginal walls hot and swollen,” he narrated, scissoring his fingers inside her while the plug vibrated relentlessly. “G-spot pronounced and highly reactive. Inner muscles already attempting to milk my fingers. The plug is providing excellent anterior pressure.”

Freya’s hands fisted the sides of the table, her small breasts heaving. The dual stimulation - the thick, vibrating plug in her ass and his clinical fingers stretching her pussy - was driving her insane. The diaper tapes hung open on either side, the bulky padding pushed down between her thighs, crinkling with every helpless rock of her hips.

“Please… Daddy…” she whimpered, the regression vocabulary slipping out naturally now.

Dr. Ronan didn’t smile. He simply increased the vibration again, the plug now pulsing in strong, rhythmic waves deep inside her ass. The sensation made her toes curl in the stirrups, her bare pussy clenching hard around his invading fingers.

“Excellent response,” he said, voice steady as he curled his fingers upward, rubbing firmly against her G-spot in time with the plug’s rhythm. “Patient’s pelvic floor is fluttering. Arousal fluid is now dripping freely onto the exam table. We will maintain this level for several minutes to assess endurance.”

He kept his fingers buried deep inside her, making slow, deliberate thrusting motions while the plug vibrated at the higher intensity. Freya’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her smooth, powdered skin was flushed pink, a sheen of sweat forming on her belly and between her breasts. Every pulse of the plug made her asshole tighten around the base, which in turn made the vibrations feel even stronger against her most sensitive spots.

Dr. Ronan added a third finger, stretching her wider, the wet squelching sounds of her dripping cunt filling the room alongside the muffled hum of the plug and the constant crinkle of the diaper.

“Three fingers now. Patient accommodating well. Cervix soft and low. Significant cervical mucus mixed with arousal. This level of wetness is ideal for continued regression training.”

He maintained perfect composure, his steel-gray eyes watching her face and her leaking pussy with clinical detachment while his fingers worked her relentlessly. The plug continued its strong, steady vibrations, never letting her arousal plateau. Freya was panting, hips rocking as much as the stirrups allowed, chasing the building pressure in her core.

The intensity increased once more. The plug buzzed harder, the vibrations traveling through her entire pelvis, making her clit throb visibly and her inner walls spasm around his fingers. Dr. Ronan pressed his thumb against her clit, rubbing slow, firm circles while his fingers continued their deep, probing thrusts.

“Oh god… I’m… I’m getting close…” Freya gasped, her voice high and breathy, the little-girl tone creeping in despite herself.

“I know, little one,” Dr. Ronan replied calmly, never breaking rhythm. “Your body is showing all the classic pre-orgasmic signs - rapid pulse, flushed skin, rhythmic contractions around my fingers, increased lubrication. We will observe this edge for a full five minutes.”

He kept her there, teetering on the brink, fingers and plug working in perfect synchronization. The thick diaper lay open beneath her, its crinkly plastic now smeared with her slick. Freya’s moans turned into desperate whimpers, her hazel eyes glassy and unfocused, tears of overwhelming pleasure and frustration pricking at the corners.

Her thighs trembled violently in the stirrups. Her pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around his three fingers, the plug vibrating so intensely that she could feel it in her clit, in her nipples, everywhere. She was right there - right on the razor’s edge, muscles tightening, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter - Dr. Ronan suddenly withdrew his fingers with a wet sound and pressed the remote.

The vibrations stopped completely.

Freya cried out in desperate frustration, her hips bucking uselessly into the empty air, her swollen clit pulsing angrily, her soaked cunt clenching around nothing. The denied orgasm left her shaking, tears spilling down her flushed cheeks.

He turns the device off just as she nears the edge and tells her tomorrow she will learn what her body is truly for.

“Shh, shh, little one,” Dr. Ronan soothed, wiping his gloved fingers on a cloth with perfect calm. “Not yet. Good girls don’t come until Daddy decides they’ve earned it. Your body is learning patience. Tomorrow you will return for the next stage of your treatment, and you will finally learn what your body is truly for - complete, helpless surrender in little space.”

He gently folded the thick diaper back into place over her dripping, aching pussy and sealed the tapes with slow, deliberate rips. The crinkle returned, loud and final, trapping the still, silent plug deep inside her ass along with her throbbing, denied need.

Freya lay there panting, thickly diapered once more, her smooth powdered skin tingling, her mind foggy with frustration and dark, aching want. The plug sat heavy and quiet inside her, a promise of more to come.

And despite the burning denial, she already knew she would crawl back tomorrow for whatever humiliating lesson awaited.


Chapter 8: Warmth Spreading

Warmth Spreading

Freya lay strapped lightly to the padded examination table, her wrists secured in soft padded cuffs above her head and her ankles locked into the stirrups with wide Velcro straps. Hours had passed since the last denied orgasm, the small plug still buried deep in her ass, silent now but a constant heavy presence. The thick medical diaper remained taped snugly around her hips, its bulky padding slightly swollen from the constant leak of her arousal. Her freshly shaved pussy throbbed uselessly inside the soft lining, swollen and hypersensitive, every tiny shift of her hips causing the crinkly plastic to rustle loudly.

The bright clinical lights overhead never dimmed. Dr. Ronan had left her alone for what felt like an eternity, returning only occasionally to check her vitals, adjust the straps, or run a gloved hand over the front of her diaper while murmuring clinical observations. Each time he touched her, the denied need surged hotter. Her bladder had been filling steadily for the last several hours, the pressure building into an unbearable, insistent ache low in her belly. She had tried to hold it, clenching her pelvic floor despite the plug stretching her, but the constant stimulation and the sheer helplessness of being strapped down had worn her resistance thin.

Dr. Ronan now stood beside the table, impeccably composed in his white coat, steel-gray eyes fixed on her flushed face. He held a small tablet, making notes in that calm, unhurried manner that made her feel even smaller.

“How is your bladder feeling, little one?” he asked, voice smooth as velvet.

Freya whimpered, shifting as much as the straps allowed. The thick diaper crinkled noisily. “It… it hurts, Daddy. I need to go. Please… let me use the bathroom.”

He set the tablet aside and rested one large hand on her lower abdomen, pressing gently. The pressure made her gasp, a sharp spike of urgency shooting through her. “No bathroom for little girls in regression therapy. Your diaper is right where it belongs. You will use it, Freya. Right here, while Daddy watches. There is no choice anymore.”

Tears of humiliation pricked her hazel eyes. Her legs trembled in the stirrups, thighs spread wide, the bulky padding on full display. “I can’t… I’m not a baby. I can hold it…”

Dr. Ronan’s hand pressed firmer, massaging slow circles over her bladder. “You are my little girl now. The contract says so. The diaper says so. Your body has been leaking slick into the padding for hours. Now it’s time for the rest. Relax your muscles. Let the warmth spread. Good girls wet their diapers for Daddy.”

The gentle pressure combined with his soothing, authoritative words made the ache intensify unbearably. Freya’s breath came in short, desperate pants. She tried to clench, but her exhausted pelvic floor betrayed her. A tiny spurt escaped first - hot, uncontrollable - soaking into the absorbent core right against her smooth pussy lips. The sensation was mortifyingly intimate: the sudden wet heat blooming against her bare skin, the padding growing warmer and heavier between her legs.

“Oh god…” she whispered, voice breaking.

Dr. Ronan watched intently, his expression one of calm approval. “That’s it. Another small one. Feel it spreading? Let go completely, little one. Daddy is right here. You’re safe. You’re small. You don’t have to hold anything anymore.”

Another spurt followed, longer this time, the hiss of urine barely audible beneath the thick padding but unmistakable to her own ears. Warmth flooded the crotch of the diaper, soaking the soft lining and swelling the absorbent material. The heavy bulk grew noticeably heavier, sagging slightly between her spread thighs as the liquid spread outward. The crinkle of the plastic changed pitch as the padding expanded, becoming softer and squishier.

Freya’s face burned crimson. Tears slipped down her temples into her chestnut hair. “I’m… I’m wetting myself… like a baby…”

“Yes, you are,” Dr. Ronan praised, his voice warm and meltingly gentle. He kept his hand on her belly, feeling the release. “Such a good, brave little girl. Look at you, finally letting go into your thick diaper while Daddy watches. No fighting, no shame needed. This is exactly what your body was made for - surrendering every function to me. The warmth feels nice, doesn’t it? All that hot piss soaking the padding right against your needy little cunt.”

The praise hit her like a drug. Something deep inside her chest loosened even as fresh humiliation washed over her. Another powerful gush escaped, stronger now, the urine flooding the diaper in a steady stream. The absorbent core swelled dramatically, the front and crotch becoming heavy and warm, the wetness spreading all the way to the back where it met the plug buried in her ass. The thick padding sagged heavily between her legs, the plastic outer shell stretching taut and crinkling with a deeper, soggier sound.

Freya moaned, half in shame, half in unexpected relief. The warmth enveloped her pussy completely, the soaked lining pressing slickly against her swollen folds and throbbing clit. The sensation was strangely soothing, the heat radiating through her overstimulated nerves.

Dr. Ronan continued the gentle praise, his steel-gray eyes never leaving her face. “That’s my perfect little baby. Listen to how heavy and full your diaper is getting. Feel how it holds every drop for you? No mess, no embarrassment outside these walls. Just Daddy taking care of everything. You’re doing so well. I’m so proud of you for wetting like a good girl.”

His words melted the last fragments of her resistance. Freya’s body relaxed fully, the final strong rush of urine pouring out uncontrollably. The diaper grew even heavier, the bulk swelling between her thighs until she could feel the warm, sodden padding pressing firmly against every intimate inch of her. A small dark wet spot appeared on the outside of the plastic, evidence of just how much she had released. The scent of warm urine mixed with baby powder and her own arousal, filling the room in a thick, humiliating cloud.

When the flow finally slowed to a trickle and then stopped, Freya lay panting, tears streaming, body trembling in the straps. The soaked diaper sagged heavily, squishing softly with every tiny movement. Her clit pulsed against the warm, wet padding, the denied need from earlier surging back stronger than ever.

Dr. Ronan leaned over her, brushing damp strands of chestnut hair from her forehead with surprising tenderness. “Such a good girl,” he murmured, voice rich with approval. “You wet your first diaper so beautifully for Daddy. No fighting, just pure surrender. This is what little space feels like - warm, safe, completely cared for. Your adult control is slipping away, and your body is thanking you for it. Feel how happy your little cunt is, throbbing inside that soaked padding?”

Freya nodded weakly, a broken little sob escaping her. The praise wrapped around her like a blanket, softening the sharp edges of her humiliation. Deep down, the exhausted corporate strategist was quieting, replaced by something small and needy that craved more of that gentle, dominant approval.

Dr. Ronan checked the heavy diaper with clinical hands, pressing lightly against the swollen front. “Very full. Excellent capacity. We’ll keep you in this one a while longer so you can feel what a properly used diaper is like.”

He unstrapped her wrists and ankles but left her lying there, legs still spread in the stirrups, the massive wet diaper dominating her lower body. Freya’s mind felt foggy, soft, the constant warmth and weight between her legs reinforcing her new reality with every soggy crinkle.

Dr. Ronan moved to a nearby cabinet and returned with a small, sleek device. He held it up so the bright lights caught its smooth, metallic surface.

The remote egg he produces for tomorrow's garden therapy session glints under the lights.


Chapter 9: Hidden in the Garden

Hidden in the Garden

Freya stood in the soft morning light of the clinic’s private garden, the long, flowing sundress brushing against her bare thighs. Beneath the innocent white cotton, the thick, still-slightly-damp diaper from yesterday’s wetting clung heavily between her legs, its crinkly plastic muffled but unmistakable with every tiny shift of her weight. The remote egg Dr. Ronan had inserted that morning nestled deep inside her pussy, its smooth, weighted body pressing firmly against her G-spot. Her freshly shaved folds were already slick around it, the absorbent padding of the diaper soaking up the evidence of her constant, low-level arousal.

The garden was secluded - high ivy-covered walls and carefully placed hedges created private alcoves - but it was not empty. Other patients and staff moved along the winding stone paths in the distance: a woman in a similar loose dress being led by a nurse, two white-coated doctors conversing quietly near a fountain, a male orderly pushing a cart of supplies. Their presence made Freya’s stomach twist with fresh humiliation. Anyone could glance her way at any moment.

Dr. Ronan walked beside her, one large hand resting possessively at the small of her back, guiding her along the path. He looked impeccable in his tailored white coat, silver-threaded hair catching the sunlight, steel-gray eyes calm and watchful.

“Nice and slow, little one,” he murmured, voice low enough that only she could hear. “Waddle properly for Daddy. Let the diaper do its job while we enjoy the fresh air.”

Freya’s cheeks burned. The bulky padding forced her thighs apart, turning her gait into an unmistakable infantile waddle. The crinkle of plastic was soft but constant beneath the dress, and the heavy, used diaper sagged warmly against her smooth pussy with every step. The remote egg shifted inside her with the movement, rubbing deliciously against her sensitive walls.

They had only walked a few dozen yards when Dr. Ronan’s hand slipped into his coat pocket. A second later, the egg inside her pussy buzzed to life at a low, teasing setting.

Freya gasped, her knees buckling slightly. The sudden vibration hummed deep in her core, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward. Her clit throbbed against the damp padding, and a fresh gush of slick leaked around the egg, quickly absorbed by the thick diaper.

“Easy,” Dr. Ronan said calmly, steadying her with his hand. “Just a gentle setting for now. Keep walking. Smile nicely if anyone looks our way.”

They continued along the path. An older female patient and her attendant passed within ten feet, nodding politely. Freya forced a weak smile, her thighs trembling as the egg pulsed steadily inside her soaked cunt. The vibration was perfectly calibrated - enough to keep her on edge, not enough to let her come. Her nipples tightened visibly against the thin fabric of the dress, and she prayed no one would notice.

Dr. Ronan increased the intensity by one level. The egg buzzed harder, the strong vibrations traveling through her pelvic floor and making the base of the plug from yesterday’s session feel even more present in her ass. Freya bit her lip to stifle a moan, her waddle becoming more pronounced as her hips rolled involuntarily. The thick diaper crinkled louder with each step, the warm, used padding squishing wetly against her swollen folds.

“Such a good girl,” he praised softly. “Look at you, walking in the garden like a proper little patient while your baby cunt vibrates for Daddy. Feel how wet you’re getting? The diaper is already soaking it all up.”

They rounded a corner into a more open section of the garden. Two male staff members were trimming hedges nearby. Freya’s heart hammered. The egg jumped to a higher setting, pulsing in strong, rhythmic waves that made her inner walls flutter and clench around the smooth device. A soft, needy whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it.

One of the men glanced over, offering a polite nod. Dr. Ronan returned it calmly, his hand never leaving her back.

“Wave hello, little one,” he instructed under his breath.

Freya raised a trembling hand, forcing a smile while her pussy spasmed around the vibrating egg. The intense buzzing pressed relentlessly against her G-spot, sending sparks straight to her clit. Slick poured out of her, flooding the already-damp diaper. The heavy padding grew warmer and heavier between her thighs, the crinkle turning soggier with every waddling step.

Dr. Ronan guided her toward a wooden bench tucked behind a flowering hedge. “Sit for a moment.”

She lowered herself carefully, the thick diaper compressing beneath her bottom with a loud, muffled crinkle. The position drove the egg even deeper, the vibrations now directly stimulating her most sensitive spot. Her dress pooled around her, hiding the bulky outline, but nothing could hide the flush on her cheeks or the way her thighs pressed together instinctively.

He sat beside her, one arm draped casually along the back of the bench. His other hand remained in his pocket, controlling the remote. The intensity increased again - strong, insistent pulses that made her hips rock subtly against the bench.

“Look at me, Freya.”

She turned her glassy hazel eyes to his steel-gray ones. The garden sounds - birds, distant voices, the soft trickle of the fountain - faded beneath the roar of her own pulse and the relentless buzz of the egg buried inside her dripping cunt.

“You’re doing so well,” he said quietly, voice intimate. “Walking in public with a soaked diaper and a vibrating egg deep in your baby hole. Anyone could see how close you are to falling apart. But you won’t come. Not without permission. This is training, little one. Learning to hold your pleasure while your body betrays you.”

Freya’s breathing grew ragged. The egg vibrated harder, the strong waves making her clit throb painfully against the wet padding. Her small breasts heaved, nipples stiff and obvious through the dress. A fresh flood of slick soaked the diaper as her pussy clenched rhythmically around the device.

A young nurse walked past the hedge, close enough that Freya could smell her perfume. The woman smiled politely at Dr. Ronan, who nodded back without a flicker of concern. Freya gripped the edge of the bench, fighting the rising wave of pleasure, her thighs trembling violently.

The vibration surged to its maximum setting.

Freya’s mouth opened in a silent cry. The egg buzzed furiously inside her, hammering her G-spot with merciless intensity. Her clit pulsed in time with the waves, the soaked diaper rubbing against it with every tiny rock of her hips. She was right there - teetering on the edge, muscles tightening, pleasure coiling unbearably tight - Dr. Ronan lowered the intensity back to a teasing hum just as she was about to tip over.

She whimpered desperately, tears of frustration pricking her eyes. The denial left her shaking, her soaked diaper heavy and warm between her spread thighs, the egg still buzzing softly inside her spasming cunt.

They continued the walk for nearly an hour. Dr. Ronan guided her along every path, activating the egg at unpredictable intervals - low and teasing while staff passed nearby, then surging to punishing levels when they were momentarily hidden behind hedges. Each time she neared the edge, he dialed it back, keeping her in a constant state of desperate, dripping arousal. By the end of the session her diaper was thoroughly soaked again, this time with fresh arousal rather than urine, the padding swollen and squishy, the crinkle constant and humiliating.

When they finally returned to the clinic entrance, Freya’s legs were weak, her mind foggy with denied need. The long dress hid the evidence, but she knew anyone looking closely would see the flush on her chest, the way she waddled, the subtle tremble in her thighs.

Dr. Ronan walked her back to the treatment wing, his hand never leaving her back.

“Tomorrow morning you will return for an intensive pelvic session,” he said calmly as they reached the door. “No dress this time. Nothing but your diaper until we begin.”

The restraints waiting on the exam table the next morning promise even less ability to hide her reactions.


Chapter 10: Legs Held Open

Legs Held Open

Freya trembled on the padded exam table, already thickly diapered from the morning change. The heavy medical diaper hugged her hips, its crinkly plastic shell still slightly warm and swollen from the heavy wetting she had been forced to endure during the long garden walk the day before. Beneath the soft inner lining, her freshly shaved pussy remained hypersensitive, swollen folds slick with renewed arousal and the remnants of yesterday’s denied orgasms. The remote egg had been removed, but the memory of its merciless buzzing still made her inner walls flutter helplessly.

She lay on her back, long chestnut hair fanned out across the crisp white paper, hazel eyes wide with nervous anticipation. The bright clinical lights overhead left nothing to the imagination. Dr. Ronan stood at the foot of the table, his broad shoulders filling the space, steel-gray eyes calm and calculating as he prepared the restraints.

“Arms above your head, little one,” he instructed, voice low and velvet-smooth.

Freya obeyed, raising her slender arms. Soft leather cuffs were buckled around her wrists, then clipped to rings embedded in the head of the table. The straps were snug but not painful, holding her firmly in place. Next came the thick leather belt across her waist, cinched tight enough to pin her hips down against the padded surface. The buckle clicked loudly, final and unyielding.

Dr. Ronan moved to her legs. He lifted her right ankle first, sliding it into the padded leather ankle cuff attached to the spreader bar. The cold metal bar gleamed under the lights as he adjusted its length, then secured the second cuff around her left ankle. With deliberate, methodical movements he spread the bar wide, forcing her thighs apart until her diapered crotch was obscenely exposed. The thick padding stretched taut between her spread legs, the leg gathers pulling tight against the smooth skin of her inner thighs.

“Perfect,” he murmured, running his large hands along the inside of her thighs, testing the tension. “Completely open for Daddy’s examination.”

Freya’s breath came in shallow pants. The spreader bar held her legs at an unforgiving angle - knees bent slightly, ankles locked far apart, leaving the bulky diaper and the smooth, powdered skin above it fully on display. The leather restraints creaked softly as she tested them instinctively. There was no give. She was pinned, helpless, her most intimate areas completely accessible.

Dr. Ronan snapped on a fresh pair of blue nitrile gloves with a sharp sound that made her clit throb. He peeled the tapes of the diaper open one by one, the loud rips echoing in the quiet room. The front panel was folded down, exposing her bare, glistening pussy. Her outer lips were puffy and dark from hours of teasing, inner folds slick and parted, her swollen clit peeking out shamelessly. A thin string of arousal already stretched from her entrance to the diaper lining.

“Look at this needy little cunt,” he said clinically, using two gloved fingers to spread her folds wider. “Still dripping after yesterday’s garden session. The regression is progressing beautifully - your body is learning to stay wet and ready at all times.”

He reached for a bottle of clear lubricant and squeezed a generous amount onto his gloved fingers. Without warning, he slid two thick digits deep into her soaked pussy, curling them upward to press firmly against her G-spot. Freya gasped, her hips trying to buck but held immobile by the waist strap.

“Vaginal walls hot and swollen,” he narrated in that calm, detached tone. “Significant natural lubrication. G-spot immediately responsive.” He added a third finger, stretching her open while his thumb circled her clit with slow, clinical precision. The wet squelching sounds of his fingers working inside her filled the room, obscene and loud.

Freya moaned helplessly, the leather restraints creaking as she pulled against them. The spreader bar kept her legs splayed wide, every twitch and flutter of her inner muscles visible. Dr. Ronan continued the thorough internal exam, scissoring his fingers, rotating his wrist, pressing deep against her cervix before withdrawing slowly only to plunge back in.

He reached for a slim metal speculum next, warming it briefly in his hands before coating it liberally with lube. “Relax your pelvic floor, little one. Daddy needs a full view.”

The cold metal slid into her easily, helped by her copious slick. He opened the blades gradually, spreading her cunt wide open. Freya whimpered at the stretch, the exposure so complete she could feel cool air on her inner walls. Dr. Ronan adjusted the light above the table, illuminating the glistening pink interior of her pussy.

“Excellent cervical visualization,” he noted, inserting a gloved finger alongside the speculum to palpate deeper. “Cervix soft and anterior. Copious cervical mucus mixed with arousal fluid. No abnormalities, but we will monitor sensitivity during future sessions.”

With her pussy held open by the speculum, he reached for a soft-bristled probe and began lightly tracing her inner walls, testing reactions. Each gentle stroke made her inner muscles flutter and leak more slick, the fluid dripping down onto the paper beneath her exposed bottom. The spreader bar prevented her from closing her legs even an inch, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Dr. Ronan removed the speculum with a wet sound, then returned his attention to her clit. He pinched the swollen nub gently between thumb and forefinger, rolling it slowly while two fingers of his other hand continued slow, deep thrusts into her cunt.

“Clitoris highly engorged,” he observed. “Pulse rate one hundred forty-two. Patient is exhibiting strong pre-orgasmic contractions but will not be permitted release today. This exam is for evaluation only.”

Freya cried out, tears of overwhelming frustration slipping down her temples. The dual stimulation - his skilled fingers stretching and rubbing inside her while his thumb worked her clit - was driving her insane. Her small breasts heaved, nipples tight and aching. The leather restraints held her firmly, the spreader bar keeping her legs locked wide so every twitch of her dripping pussy was on full display.

He continued for long, agonizing minutes, bringing her repeatedly to the edge with clinical precision only to slow or withdraw just enough to deny her. Each time she neared climax, he would narrate her body’s responses in that calm baritone: “Inner walls fluttering… significant increase in lubrication… anal sphincter contracting around the plug still in place…”

The plug from earlier sessions remained buried in her ass, adding constant pressure against her G-spot from behind. The combination left her a trembling, leaking mess - diaper open beneath her, pussy spread and glistening, body straining uselessly against the thick leather straps.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of relentless teasing, Dr. Ronan withdrew his fingers and wiped them on a sterile cloth. He carefully refolded the thick diaper back into place over her throbbing, denied cunt and sealed the tapes with slow, deliberate rips of adhesive. The heavy padding once again cupped her swollen folds, the crinkle loud and final in the quiet room.

He loosened the spreader bar slightly but left the ankle cuffs and waist strap in place while he cleaned the instruments. Freya lay there panting, body flushed and trembling, the soaked diaper heavy between her spread thighs.

Dr. Ronan removed his gloves and washed his hands at the small sink. When he returned, he carried a warm bottle of milk, the nipple already prepared. The liquid inside was a soft, creamy white, faintly sweet-smelling.

He unbuckled the wrist restraints and helped her sit up slowly, the spreader bar still holding her legs apart. Then he climbed onto the wide table behind her, pulling her back against his broad chest so she was cradled between his strong thighs. One arm wrapped securely around her waist, holding her close, while the other brought the bottle to her lips.

After the exam he brings warm milk in a bottle and tells her it's time to learn how to be held.

“Open up, little one,” he murmured against her ear, voice soft and commanding. “It’s time to learn how to be held. Daddy has you now. No more big-girl thoughts. Just warm milk, a soaked diaper, and Daddy’s arms keeping you safe and small.”

Freya’s lips parted automatically, the nipple sliding into her mouth. The first warm, sweet drops hit her tongue as she began to suckle, her trembling body relaxing against his solid chest despite the heavy, used diaper between her legs and the lingering ache of denied pleasure.

The leather restraints had been removed, but the emotional ones were tightening with every gentle rock and every drop of milk she swallowed. She was small. She was held. And tomorrow the regression would go even deeper.


Chapter 11: Cradled and Fed

Cradled and Fed

Freya’s legs felt like jelly as Dr. Ronan guided her down the short corridor from the examination room into the nursery. The freshly changed diaper between her thighs was thick and pristine, its clean padding crinkling softly with every shaky step. The heavy medical garment hugged her hips snugly, the soft inner lining kissing her still-throbbing, freshly shaved pussy. After the intensive exam with the spreader bar and the relentless teasing that had left her dripping and denied, the new diaper felt almost comforting - bulky, secure, and already beginning to absorb the fresh slick leaking from her swollen folds.

She wore nothing else yet. Her small, firm breasts were bare, nipples still tight and sensitive from hours of arousal. Her long chestnut hair hung loose and slightly damp with sweat, framing her flushed face and glassy hazel eyes. Every movement reminded her of the thick padding forcing her thighs apart in that telltale infantile waddle, the crinkle loud in the quiet hallway.

Dr. Ronan opened the nursery door and ushered her inside. The room was a carefully designed blend of clinical precision and soft, regressive comfort. Pale pink walls, thick carpet that muffled footsteps, a large adult-sized crib with raised sides, a changing table stocked with stacks of diapers, and in the center - a wide, overstuffed rocking chair upholstered in soft cream fabric. The air smelled faintly of baby powder and warm milk.

“Sit on the edge of the changing table for a moment, little one,” he instructed gently.

Freya obeyed, the paper liner crinkling beneath her diapered bottom. Dr. Ronan selected a soft, pale pink onesie from a drawer. It was made of the softest cotton, with short sleeves and a row of sturdy snaps running from the crotch all the way up the front. He helped her step into the leg holes, pulling the garment up her long legs. The fabric slid smoothly over the thick diaper, then he guided her arms into the sleeves. The onesie fit snugly, hugging her slender frame. He snapped the crotch closed one by one, each metallic click sealing the thick padding tightly against her body. The snaps pressed the bulky diaper even more firmly between her legs, making the padding mold intimately to her puffy pussy lips and swollen clit.

Freya looked down at herself. The soft onesie made her look impossibly small - pink fabric stretching over the obvious bulk of the diaper, the snaps creating a neat line right over her mound. Her legs were shaky, knees weak from the earlier restraints and the endless edging.

Dr. Ronan lifted her effortlessly into his arms, cradling her against his broad chest like she weighed nothing. One strong arm supported her back, the other beneath her knees, the thickly diapered bottom resting in the crook of his elbow. Freya’s cheek pressed against the front of his crisp white coat, right over his heart. The steady, powerful thump-thump-thump filled her ear, slow and reassuring, a stark contrast to her own racing pulse.

He carried her to the rocking chair and settled into it, arranging her carefully in his lap so she was curled against him - head on his chest, legs draped over his thigh, her diapered bottom nestled securely in the cradle of his lap. The rocking began slowly, gentle and rhythmic, the motion pressing the thick padding rhythmically against her sensitive folds with every sway.

From a small warmer beside the chair, Dr. Ronan retrieved the bottle of warm milk. The liquid was creamy and faintly sweet, the nipple already softened. He brought it to her lips, brushing the silicone tip gently across her lower lip.

“Open for Daddy, little one,” he murmured, voice low and soothing. “It’s time to feed. No more big-girl words. Just suckle and listen to Daddy’s heartbeat while you drink.”

Freya’s hazel eyes fluttered half-closed as her lips parted. The warm nipple slid into her mouth, and she began to suckle instinctively. The first rush of warm milk flooded her tongue - sweet, comforting, slightly vanilla-scented. She swallowed with soft, rhythmic gulps, the sound intimate in the quiet nursery.

Dr. Ronan rocked her steadily, one large hand stroking slow circles over her back while the other held the bottle at the perfect angle. His heartbeat remained steady against her cheek - strong, calm, unchanging. Each thump seemed to sink deeper into her exhausted mind, quieting the sharp corporate voice that still tried to protest from somewhere far away.

“That’s my good girl,” he praised softly, voice a low rumble she felt through his chest. “Look at you in your pretty pink onesie, thick diaper snapped tight between your legs, suckling your bottle like a proper little baby. All that adult stress is melting away, isn’t it? Just warm milk and Daddy holding you close.”

Freya whimpered around the nipple, the sound small and needy. The gentle rocking caused the thick diaper to rub rhythmically against her clit, the soft lining teasing the swollen nub with every sway. Fresh slick leaked into the clean padding, making the crotch grow warmer and slightly damper. The snaps of the onesie held everything firmly in place, trapping the sensations against her most sensitive skin.

She suckled harder, eyes growing heavier. The steady heartbeat, the warm milk filling her belly, the gentle rocking, and the constant, intimate pressure of the diaper between her thighs combined into a haze of soft, regressive comfort. Her small body relaxed fully against his broad chest, legs occasionally twitching as another pulse of arousal throbbed through her denied pussy.

Dr. Ronan continued murmuring soft praises between sips she took from the bottle. “Such a tiny, helpless little girl now. No more boardrooms. No more decisions. Just Daddy’s arms, a soft onesie, and a thick diaper to catch every little accident. Feel how safe you are? Feel how your body is learning to let go?”

Half the bottle was gone when Freya’s free hand instinctively reached up to clutch at his coat, fingers curling into the fabric like a child seeking comfort. A soft, contented sigh escaped around the nipple. The milk was almost finished, her belly warm and full, when Dr. Ronan tilted the bottle higher, encouraging the last few drops.

When the bottle was empty, he set it aside and continued rocking her, now using both arms to hold her close. One hand stroked her chestnut hair, the other resting possessively over the snapped crotch of her onesie, pressing the thick diaper gently against her leaking pussy.

Freya nuzzled deeper into his chest, cheek still pressed to his steady heartbeat. The rocking slowed but never stopped, lulling her into a dreamy, floaty state. Her mind felt soft and small, the sharp edges of her former self blurred by the overwhelming sensation of being held, fed, and contained.

Dr. Ronan pressed a gentle kiss to the top of her head, his baritone voice dropping even lower.

“You’re doing so beautifully, my sweet little girl. Tomorrow’s session will include pretty clamps to help you focus - shiny little ones that will keep your sensitive nipples and that needy little clit nice and attentive while we continue your training.”

Freya whimpered softly around the empty nipple still in her mouth, a fresh gush of slick soaking into the thick diaper beneath the snug pink onesie. The promise sent a dark, liquid thrill through her exhausted body, even as she remained cradled safely in Daddy’s lap, warm milk heavy in her belly and his heartbeat the only rhythm left in her world.


Chapter 12: Silver Bites

Silver Bites

Freya lay on her back atop the changing table, the thick, warm diaper beneath her already heavy and swollen from another uncontrollable wetting just minutes earlier. The sweet, humiliating scent of warm urine mixed with baby powder and her own slick filled the nursery air. Her soft pink onesie had been unsnapped at the crotch and peeled open up the front, the fabric pushed aside to fully expose her small, firm breasts and the smooth, bare mound where the diaper’s waistband sat low on her hips. Her long chestnut hair spilled across the padded surface, hazel eyes glassy and unfocused from the bottle feeding and the constant, gentle rocking that had followed.

Dr. Ronan stood beside the table, his broad frame casting a shadow over her trembling body. He had changed into a fresh white coat, sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. In his gloved hands he held a small, velvet-lined case. He opened it slowly, revealing two shiny silver nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain, along with a third, smaller clamp designed for more intimate use.

“Such a good little girl for wetting your diaper again,” he praised in that calm, velvet baritone. “Daddy felt how hard you pushed while you were cradled in his lap. No fighting it anymore. Just warm, wet surrender into your thick padding. That’s exactly how little girls are supposed to behave.”

Freya whimpered, cheeks burning. The heavy, soaked diaper squished softly between her thighs as she shifted, the wet padding pressing insistently against her swollen, shaved pussy. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat, still denied from the previous sessions.

Dr. Ronan set the case down and reached for her exposed breasts. He cupped one small mound, thumb brushing over the already-tight nipple until it stiffened further under his touch.

“These pretty little nipples are going to help you focus today,” he said clinically, yet with an undercurrent of dark affection. “Adjustable silver clamps. They’ll bite just enough to keep your mind small and your body aching exactly the way Daddy wants.”

He opened the first clamp and positioned it over her left nipple. The cool metal jaws hovered for a moment, then closed with a soft click. Freya gasped sharply as the bite sank in - firm, stinging, sending a bright spark of pain-pleasure straight down to her clit. The clamp gripped the sensitive peak, the adjustable screw allowing Dr. Ronan to tighten it slowly until the pressure was a constant, throbbing ache.

“Good girl,” he murmured, leaning down to kiss the clamped nipple gently. “Feel that bite? That’s Daddy reminding you who these belong to now.”

The second clamp followed on her right nipple. Click. Another sharp sting that made her back arch off the table. The delicate silver chain connecting the two clamps rested cool against her sternum, tugging lightly with every shallow breath. The dual bite kept her nipples erect and hypersensitive, every tiny movement sending jolts through her chest.

Dr. Ronan’s gloved hand trailed down her belly, over the open onesie, and pressed firmly against the front of her soaked diaper. The squishy padding yielded under his palm, warm urine and fresh slick shifting inside.

“Now for the last one,” he said softly. “This pretty little clamp is going to sit right on your needy baby clit while Daddy edges you for a long, long time. You will regress for me, Freya. You will use your little words. And every time you slip deeper, the edging gets slower and sweeter.”

He peeled the front of the heavy diaper down just enough to expose her bare, puffy pussy. Her outer lips were dark and swollen, inner folds glistening with a messy mix of arousal and residual urine. Her clit stood out, engorged and dark pink, begging for attention.

Dr. Ronan coated the small clamp with a thin layer of lubricant, then carefully positioned the jaws around the base of her swollen clit. Freya’s breath hitched as the metal closed - gentler than the nipple clamps but still a sharp, focused bite that made her hips jerk. The clamp hugged her clit perfectly, sending constant throbbing pulses through the sensitive nub. A thin chain connected it to the nipple chain, creating a delicate web of silver that tugged with every movement.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, admiring the way the shiny metal decorated her most intimate places. “Now, little one… tell Daddy how you feel.”

Freya’s voice came out small and breathy. “It… it bites, Daddy. My nipples hurt… and my clitty… it’s tingling so much…”

Dr. Ronan smiled, slow and approving. “Good girl. Use your little words. Say ‘my baby clitty’.”

“My… my baby clitty hurts and feels good at the same time,” she whispered, cheeks flaming.

He rewarded her by sliding two thick gloved fingers into her soaked cunt, curling them firmly against her G-spot while his thumb stayed well away from the clamped clit. The dual bite on her nipples and the new bite on her clit made every thrust of his fingers feel amplified. Wet, obscene squelching sounds filled the nursery as he began a slow, methodical edging rhythm - deep strokes that brought her close, then slowed just as she started to tighten.

“Again,” he commanded softly. “Tell Daddy what a little girl you are.”

“I’m… I’m Daddy’s little girl,” Freya moaned, the silver chain tugging as her chest heaved. “Big girls don’t wear diapers… but I do… I wet my diaper like a baby…”

The praise flowed from him like warm honey. “That’s right. Such a perfect, regressed little baby. Look at those pretty silver bites on your nipples and clitty. They’re helping you stay small, aren’t they? Keeping your sharp mind quiet so only little feelings remain.”

He increased the pace of his fingers slightly, scissoring them inside her dripping pussy, stretching her while carefully avoiding direct pressure on the clamped clit. Freya’s moans grew higher, more infantile. The clamps sent constant sparks through her body - sharp bites on her nipples every time she breathed deeply, the clit clamp pulsing with her racing heartbeat.

“I don’t wanna be big anymore, Daddy,” she whimpered, slipping deeper without prompting. “Big thoughts are too hard… I just wanna be small and wet and held…”

Dr. Ronan’s steel-gray eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Good girl. That’s exactly right. Let those adult thoughts float away. All that matters is Daddy’s fingers in your baby cunt and the pretty clamps biting to keep you focused.”

He edged her mercilessly for what felt like hours. Every time her inner walls began to flutter and clench around his fingers, signaling the approach of orgasm, he would slow or withdraw almost completely, leaving her sobbing and begging in her small, lisping voice.

“Please, Daddy… I need to make cummies… my baby clitty is so tingly…”

“Not yet, little one,” he soothed, leaning down to tug gently on the silver chain connecting her nipples. The pull sent fresh bites through her sensitive peaks. “You have to earn it. Keep regressing for me. Tell Daddy how much you love your thick, wet diaper.”

“I love my thick wet diaper,” she cried, tears slipping down her temples. “It holds all my pee-pee and my slickies… I don’t wanna be dry anymore…”

Dr. Ronan continued the extended edging, alternating between slow, deep finger-fucking and gentle tugs on the chains. The silver clamps kept her nipples and clit in a constant state of throbbing torment, heightening every sensation until her entire body felt like one exposed, aching nerve. The soaked diaper beneath her crinkled and squished with every helpless rock of her hips, the heavy padding a constant reminder of her regression.

By the time he finally withdrew his fingers completely, Freya was a babbling, tear-streaked mess - onesie open, silver clamps gleaming on her flushed skin, thick diaper heavy and warm between her spread thighs.

Dr. Ronan carefully removed the clit clamp first, rubbing the swollen nub gently to ease the returning blood flow. Then he loosened and removed the nipple clamps one by one, kissing each reddened peak tenderly. Freya whimpered at the rush of sensation, her body trembling violently on the edge of release.

He snapped her onesie closed over the soaked diaper once more, sealing her back into soft pink cotton and thick padding.

He promises that tomorrow she will finally be allowed to come - if she can do it while fully in little space.

“Shh, sweet baby,” he murmured, stroking her damp hair. “You did so well today. Tomorrow Daddy will let you come… but only if you can do it while fully in little space. No big-girl words. No adult thoughts. Just a helpless little girl making cummies in her thick diaper while she talks like the baby she’s becoming. Think you can do that for Daddy?”

Freya nodded weakly, still floating in the hazy, aching fog of extended edging and silver bites, her body throbbing with unspent need and her mind softer than it had ever been.

She would try. She already knew she would do anything to finally be allowed to come for him.


Chapter 13: Permission to Break

Permission to Break

Freya lay on the wide changing table in the nursery, her body trembling with hours of relentless edging. The thick medical diaper she wore was already heavy and warm, thoroughly soaked from multiple uncontrollable wettings and the constant flood of her own slick. The soft inner lining clung obscenely to her shaved, swollen pussy, the bulky padding squishing with every tiny shift of her hips. Shiny silver nipple clamps bit into her reddened peaks, connected by a delicate chain that tugged with each ragged breath. A small vibrating egg had been placed back inside her dripping cunt, buzzing at a low, maddening level that kept her right on the razor’s edge without ever letting her tip over.

She had been kept like this for hours - diapered, clamped, and vibrating - while Dr. Ronan rocked her, fed her another bottle, and whispered constant praise in that calm, velvet voice. Her mind had grown softer with every denied peak, her sharp adult thoughts dissolving into a hazy, infantile fog. Now she could only speak in the small, lisping little voice he had trained her to use.

Dr. Ronan stood beside the table, freshly gloved, steel-gray eyes dark with controlled hunger as he looked down at his creation. Freya’s long chestnut hair was damp with sweat, her hazel eyes glassy and pleading. The pink onesie was unsnapped and pushed open, exposing her clamped breasts and the heavy, sagging diaper between her spread thighs.

“Please, Daddy…” she whimpered in that high, breathy little-girl tone. “Baby needs to make cummies so bad… her clitty is all tingly and her cunny is so wet inside her diapee…”

Dr. Ronan reached down and slowly increased the vibration of the egg buried deep in her pussy. The buzzing intensified, pressing firmly against her G-spot and sending powerful waves through her overstimulated core. Freya’s hips jerked, the heavy wet diaper crinkling loudly and squishing against her swollen folds.

“That’s right, little one,” he said softly, voice steady and commanding. “You’ve been such a good baby today. Kept on the edge for hours in your thick, soggy diaper. Now Daddy is going to let you break… but only if you stay fully in little space. No big-girl words. Only baby talk. Tell Daddy how much you need to come in your diapee.”

Freya’s small breasts heaved, the silver clamps tugging painfully on her nipples with every gasp. The vibrating egg buzzed harder inside her, making her inner walls flutter and clench desperately around it.

“Baby… baby needs to make cummies in her diapee,” she lisped, tears of overwhelming need slipping down her flushed cheeks. “Her baby clitty is throbbing so much… and her cunny is all squishy and wet… please, Daddy, let baby come… let baby make a big mess in her heavy diapee…”

Dr. Ronan’s gloved hand pressed firmly on the front of the soaked diaper, right over her clamped and vibrating clit. The pressure pushed the buzzing egg deeper and rubbed the wet padding against her swollen nub through the thick layers. The sensation was overwhelming - wet heat, constant vibration, the bite of the clamps, and the humiliating bulk of the used diaper all combining into a storm of pleasure.

“Good girl,” he praised, voice low and intimate. “Keep talking like my helpless little baby. Tell Daddy what you are.”

“I’m… I’m Daddy’s wittle baby girl,” Freya sobbed, her voice cracking into pure little space. “I wear diapees and wet them and suck my bottle… I don’t have big-girl thoughts anymore… only wittle feelings… my cunny is so achy… please let baby come… baby’s gonna make cummies in her diapee like a good girl…”

Dr. Ronan increased the vibration to its maximum setting. The egg buzzed furiously inside her soaked cunt, hammering her G-spot relentlessly. He began to rub the front of the heavy diaper in firm, slow circles, the squishy padding grinding against her clamped clit. The silver chain between her nipples and the hidden clamp on her clit tugged with every movement, sending bright sparks of pain-pleasure shooting through her body.

Freya’s back arched as much as the position allowed, her legs kicking weakly in the air. The thick diaper crinkled and squelched loudly with every desperate rock of her hips. Her clamped nipples throbbed in time with the buzzing egg, her entire body coiled tighter and tighter.

“Uh-huh… baby’s close… baby’s so close, Daddy…” she babbled in that broken, infantile voice. “Her diapee is all warm and squishy… her baby clitty is gonna pop… please, please let baby make cummies… baby can’t hold it… baby’s gonna squirt in her diapee…”

Dr. Ronan leaned closer, his steel-gray eyes locked on her face, watching every micro-expression of her surrender.

“Come for Daddy, little one,” he commanded softly, voice dripping with dark approval. “Come like the helpless little baby you are. Make a big, wet mess in your thick diaper while you talk like my regressed little girl.”

The permission shattered her.

Freya’s orgasm crashed over her with brutal force. Her eyes rolled back, a high, keening wail escaping her lips as her body convulsed on the changing table. “Baby’s coming! Baby’s making cummies in her diapee! Uh-huh… uh-huh… baby’s cunny is squirting… so much… so much wet in my diapee!”

Her pussy spasmed violently around the vibrating egg, flooding the already soaked diaper with a fresh gush of clear, slick fluid. The heavy padding swelled even more, the plastic shell stretching taut as warm wetness spread throughout the core. The clamps bit harder as her muscles tensed, the silver chain pulling tight between her throbbing nipples and clit. Wave after wave ripped through her, each one accompanied by broken little-girl babble.

“Baby’s breaking… baby’s coming so hard in her diapee… Daddy’s wittle baby is making a big mess… thank you, Daddy… thank you for letting baby come…”

Dr. Ronan kept the vibration high and his hand pressing firmly on the front of the diaper, milking every last spasm from her shattered body. He watched with intense focus as she rode the orgasm for long, shuddering minutes - body twitching, tears streaming, voice reduced to soft, incoherent whimpers and lisping thank-yous.

When the final aftershocks finally faded, leaving her limp and panting on the table, he slowly turned the vibrating egg off. Freya lay there boneless, chest heaving, silver clamps still biting into her reddened nipples, the diaper now impossibly heavy and sodden between her legs. A dark wet spot had bloomed across the front of the plastic shell from the sheer volume of her release.

Dr. Ronan removed the nipple clamps first, kissing each sensitive peak tenderly as blood rushed back in. Then he carefully extracted the egg from her spent pussy, a thick strand of her cum stretching between her folds and the device. He set everything aside and began the gentle process of changing her.

He peeled the tapes of the ruined diaper open, the loud rip filling the nursery. The heavy, swollen padding was peeled away from her red, puffy pussy, revealing the glistening mess of her orgasm and earlier wettings. He cleaned her thoroughly with warm wipes, cooing soft praises the entire time.

“You did so well, my sweet little girl. Coming so hard in your diaper while staying in complete little space. Daddy is so proud of his regressed baby.”

Once she was clean and powdered, he unfolded an extra-thick overnight diaper - noticeably bulkier than the daytime ones, with extra absorbent layers and taller leak guards. He lifted her hips and slid the massive garment underneath her, then brought the front up between her thighs. The thick padding enveloped her still-sensitive pussy completely, forcing her legs even wider apart. He sealed the tapes slowly, one by one, the loud crinkle echoing as the extra-thick diaper was taped securely in place. The bulk was enormous, the crotch panel wide and pillowy, guaranteeing she would feel every inch of her helplessness all night long.

He promises that tomorrow she will finally be allowed to come - if she can do it while fully in little space. No, the chapter ends differently.

He changes her into an extra-thick overnight diaper and carries her to the crib.

Dr. Ronan lifted her limp, exhausted body into his strong arms, cradling her against his chest. Her head rested on his shoulder, the extra-thick overnight diaper crinkling loudly with every step as he carried her across the nursery to the large adult crib. He lowered the side rail and gently laid her down on the soft mattress, pulling a light blanket over her. The thick diaper forced her legs into a permanent spread, the massive padding a constant, bulky presence between her thighs.

“Sleep well, little one,” he murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her forehead. “Daddy will be monitoring you all night. Tomorrow we continue making you even smaller.”

Freya’s eyes fluttered closed, her body sinking into the crib mattress, the extra-thick overnight diaper warm and heavy around her hips. The first permitted orgasm still echoed through her in soft aftershocks, her mind floating in deep, blissful little space as the crib rail clicked shut above her.

She was safe. She was small. And she was completely his.


Chapter 14: Crib Night

Crib Night

The nursery was dark except for the soft glow of a nightlight shaped like a crescent moon. Freya stirred in the large adult crib, her body heavy with exhaustion and the deep, dreamless sleep that only came after complete surrender. The extra-thick overnight diaper she wore was already warm and swollen between her thighs, the bulky padding sagging heavily from another unconscious wetting sometime in the early hours. The soft, absorbent core had done its job perfectly, turning her release into a warm, squishy mass that pressed intimately against her shaved pussy and the sensitive skin of her bottom.

She blinked slowly, hazel eyes adjusting to the dim light. The crib rails rose high on all sides, the padded mattress cradling her small frame. The thick diaper forced her legs apart in that permanent, infantile spread, the crinkle of plastic loud in the quiet room whenever she shifted. Her pink onesie was still snapped tightly over the massive overnight diaper, the fabric soft against her skin but doing nothing to hide the enormous bulk between her legs.

A soft mechanical whir sounded from the corner of the room - Dr. Ronan’s monitoring system quietly recording her every movement, every breath, every tiny whimper. She was never truly alone.

Freya whimpered softly, one small hand reaching down to press against the front of her diaper. The padding was heavy, warm, and unmistakably wet. Another accident while she slept. The realization sent a familiar flush of humiliation through her, but it was softer now, muted by the deep little space she had slipped into over the past days. Her clit gave a weak, sleepy throb against the soaked lining.

The nursery door opened with a quiet click. Dr. Ronan stepped inside, still dressed in his tailored shirt and slacks, silver-threaded hair slightly tousled as if he had been resting nearby. The nightlight cast gentle shadows across his broad shoulders as he approached the crib and lowered one side rail with practiced ease.

“Shh, little one,” he murmured, voice low and soothing. “Daddy’s here for your midnight check.”

He reached into the crib and lifted her effortlessly into his arms, cradling her against his chest. Freya nuzzled into him automatically, cheek pressing to the steady thump of his heartbeat. The thick, wet diaper squished loudly between her legs as he carried her to the changing table and laid her down gently.

“Let’s see how full my baby got while she was sleeping,” he said calmly, unsnapping the crotch of her onesie one click at a time. The fabric parted, revealing the massively swollen overnight diaper. The plastic shell was visibly distended, dark wet patches blooming across the front and between her legs.

Dr. Ronan peeled the tapes open slowly, the loud rips filling the quiet nursery. He folded the heavy, sodden front down, exposing her bare, puffy pussy. The skin was slightly reddened from prolonged contact with the wet padding, glistening with a mix of urine and her constant low-level arousal. He cleaned her thoroughly with warm wipes, his gloved hands gentle but clinical, parting her folds to make sure every crease was fresh and dry.

“You wet so much for Daddy tonight,” he praised softly, powdering her mound and between her legs with generous shakes of silky baby powder. The sweet lavender scent filled the air as he rubbed it in, his fingers brushing lightly over her clit and along her smooth slit. “Such a good little girl. No fighting it anymore. Just letting your body do what it needs while Daddy takes care of everything.”

Freya whimpered, hips twitching under his touch. The powder felt cool and soothing against her overheated skin. He lifted her bottom again and slid a fresh extra-thick overnight diaper underneath her - even bulkier than the last, with extra padding designed for long hours of helpless use. He brought the front up between her thighs, the massive cushion enveloping her pussy completely before he sealed the tapes with firm, deliberate presses. The new diaper was enormous, forcing her legs even wider apart and creating a prominent, pillowy bulge under the onesie when he snapped it closed again.

“All clean and dry for a little while,” he murmured, though they both knew it wouldn’t stay that way.

Instead of returning her to the crib immediately, Dr. Ronan carried her to the rocking chair. He settled in with her cradled in his lap, her thickly diapered bottom nestled securely against his thigh. From the warmer he retrieved another bottle of warm milk, the nipple already prepared.

“Open up, baby,” he coaxed, brushing the tip across her lips.

Freya parted her mouth obediently and began to suckle. The warm, sweet liquid flowed steadily as he rocked her slowly, one hand stroking her back in gentle circles while the other held the bottle. His heartbeat was steady against her ear again - strong, unchanging, anchoring her in the soft fog of little space.

Between slow gulps she whispered in her small voice, “Baby wet her diapee again, Daddy… it was all warm when I woke up…”

“I know, sweet girl,” he replied, kissing the top of her head. “That’s what the thick nighttime diapers are for. You don’t have to worry about anything except drinking your milk and staying small for Daddy. The monitors watch over you while you sleep. They tell me exactly when you wet, how much, and how your body relaxes when you let go completely.”

Freya suckled harder, the words sinking deep. Being monitored - no privacy, no secrets - should have terrified her. Instead, it felt strangely safe. Every accident, every needy throb of her clit, every whimper was seen and accepted. She was completely known. Completely cared for.

When the bottle was empty, Dr. Ronan set it aside and continued rocking her for a long time, humming a low, wordless lullaby. His large hand rested possessively over the front of her fresh overnight diaper, pressing the thick padding gently against her powdered pussy in slow, rhythmic pulses. Not enough to tease, just enough to remind her who owned every part of her now.

Eventually he carried her back to the crib, laying her down on the soft mattress. He pulled the light blanket over her, tucking it around her shoulders, then raised the side rail with a quiet click. The heavy diaper forced her legs into a wide, frog-like spread, the enormous bulk a constant, comforting weight between her thighs.

Freya drifted in and out of sleep after that. Sometime later she woke again to the warm, spreading sensation of another wetting. This time she didn’t fight it. She simply sighed softly and let the hot urine flood into the thick padding, feeling it swell and grow heavier against her skin. The monitoring system gave a faint, almost soothing beep as it registered the change. She imagined Dr. Ronan somewhere nearby, watching the data, knowing exactly what his little girl was doing in her crib.

Another gentle check came sometime before dawn. Dr. Ronan lowered the rail again, changed her into yet another fresh overnight diaper after another heavy wetting, and gave her a few more ounces of milk directly from the bottle while she lay in the crib. His fingers stroked her hair as she suckled, whispering praises about how perfectly she was regressing, how naturally her body was accepting its new role.

By the time the soft morning light began to filter through the nursery curtains, Freya had wet the third overnight diaper. She lay there in the warm, heavy padding, mind floaty and content, the constant crinkle and squish a lullaby of its own. The acceptance had settled deep inside her - there was no fighting the monitoring, no hiding from Daddy’s watchful eyes. She was small. She was wet. She was his.

Dr. Ronan entered one final time as the night shift ended. He lowered the crib rail and lifted her into his arms, holding her close against his chest. The massively swollen overnight diaper squished loudly between them as he carried her a few steps, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead.

“You did beautifully tonight, little one,” he murmured against her hair. “Completely monitored, completely cared for. Tomorrow important visitors will observe your progress through the one-way glass. They will watch everything while Daddy continues your training. Be a good girl and show them how perfectly small you’ve become.”

Freya nuzzled deeper into his neck, the thick, wet overnight diaper heavy and warm around her hips, her mind already softening further at the thought of being observed. No secrets. No escape. Just endless, gentle regression under Daddy’s complete control.

She was ready.


Chapter 15: Glass Walls

Glass Walls

Freya stood in the center of the glass-walled observation room, her bare feet sinking into the soft pastel carpet. She wore nothing but a soft pink onesie and an extra-thick medical diaper. The onesie snapped tightly at the crotch, pressing the bulky padding firmly against her shaved pussy and forcing her thighs into a permanent, waddling stance. The diaper was already slightly warm from a small morning wetting, the heavy absorbent core swollen just enough to make every shift audible with a soft, humiliating crinkle.

The walls were one-way glass - mirrored on her side, transparent from the observation suite behind them. She couldn’t see the visitors, but she knew they were there. A small group of select clinic patrons and staff, silent and watchful, studying her complete regression. Their eyes were on her right now, cataloguing every detail: the way her small breasts pressed against the thin cotton of the onesie, the obvious bulk between her legs, the faint flush already creeping up her neck.

Dr. Ronan stood a few feet away, impeccably dressed in his white coat, steel-gray eyes calm and possessive. A few colorful toys were scattered on the carpet around her - soft blocks, a large stuffed bunny, a bright rattle - props for the public demonstration of her little space.

“Remember, little one,” he said softly, voice carrying clearly through the room’s hidden speakers. “You will play nicely for our guests. Use only your little words. Show them how perfectly small you’ve become. And when you need to go potty, you will use your diaper like a good baby while they watch.”

Freya’s cheeks burned. She could feel the weight of unseen eyes on her body, tracing the outline of the thick diaper bulging under the onesie, noting the way her nipples had already stiffened against the fabric. Her clit gave a helpless throb inside the warm padding.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered in her small, lisping voice.

Dr. Ronan nodded approvingly. “Good girl. Go play with your toys.”

She lowered herself carefully onto the carpet, the thick diaper compressing with a loud crinkle as she settled on her bottom. The padding forced her legs apart, making her sit with knees splayed like a toddler. She picked up the stuffed bunny and hugged it to her chest, rocking slightly. The motion rubbed the soft lining of the diaper against her bare pussy, sending tiny sparks through her core.

“Look at my wittle bunny,” she said softly, speaking for the invisible audience. “He’s so soft… just like my diapee…”

Dr. Ronan watched from the side, arms crossed, a faint smile on his lips. Behind the glass, the observers remained perfectly silent, but she could feel their gaze like a physical touch - clinical, appraising, hungry.

After a few minutes of awkward play, stacking blocks with trembling hands, the pressure in her bladder began to build. She had been given extra fluids with her morning bottle, and the thick overnight diaper from the night before had already been changed once. Now the need was growing insistent, a warm ache low in her belly.

She glanced up at Dr. Ronan, eyes wide and pleading.

“Daddy… baby has to go potty…”

He stepped closer but made no move to help her stand. “Then go potty, little one. Right here in your thick diaper while our guests watch. Show them what a well-trained baby you are.”

Freya whimpered, hugging the bunny tighter. The eyes behind the glass felt heavier now. She shifted on her bottom, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. The pressure became unbearable. With a soft, defeated sob, she relaxed her muscles.

The first warm spurt flooded into the diaper, soaking the front of the padding right against her pussy. Then a stronger gush followed, hot urine spreading rapidly through the absorbent core. The thick diaper swelled noticeably, the plastic shell growing taut as the heavy wetness distributed between her legs and up toward her bottom. The crinkle changed to a softer, soggier sound as the padding expanded.

Freya’s voice came out in a broken little whisper. “Baby’s wetting her diapee… it’s all warm and squishy now… baby can’t hold it… she’s making pee-pee right in front of everyone…”

Dr. Ronan crouched beside her, one large hand resting on the front of her swelling diaper, pressing gently to feel the spreading warmth.

“That’s my good girl,” he praised loudly enough for the observers to hear. “Such a perfect little baby. Look how nicely you’re using your diaper while everyone watches. No fighting, no shame - just open, helpless wetting for Daddy and our guests. Feel how heavy it’s getting? That’s all your little accidents being held right against your baby cunny.”

Freya nodded, tears of humiliation and strange relief slipping down her cheeks. The wetting continued in fits and starts, each gush accompanied by a soft hiss barely audible beneath the crinkling plastic. The diaper grew heavier, sagging between her spread thighs, the onesie stretching to accommodate the increased bulk. By the time the flow finally stopped, the front of the diaper was visibly swollen, a dark wet patch clearly visible through the thin cotton of the onesie.

Dr. Ronan helped her back to her feet, the massively wet diaper forcing her into an even more pronounced waddle. He guided her to a soft play mat in the center of the room and had her sit again, legs splayed wide so the observers had a perfect view of the sagging, used diaper between her thighs.

“Now we’re going to play a little game,” he announced. “Daddy is going to ask you questions, and you will answer in your sweetest little voice. Our guests want to hear how deep your regression has gone.”

He began simply. “What are you, Freya?”

She hugged the bunny to her chest, voice small and lisping. “I’m Daddy’s wittle baby girl… I wear thick diapees and wet them whenever I need to…”

“Good girl. Do you still have big-girl thoughts?”

Freya shook her head, cheeks flaming. “No, Daddy… big thoughts are too hard… baby only has wittle feelings now… like wanting cuddles and bottles and making pee-pee in my diapee…”

Dr. Ronan continued the questioning for nearly twenty minutes, drawing out more admissions while she sat in her heavily wet diaper. Every answer was met with warm, open praise that melted her remaining resistance.

“Such a well-regressed little girl. Listen to how sweetly she talks while sitting in a soaked diaper for everyone to see. No embarrassment left - just pure, open little space.”

Freya’s arousal grew steadily alongside the humiliation. The warm, heavy padding rubbed constantly against her swollen clit as she shifted, the constant crinkle and squish keeping her on a low simmer. Her nipples peaked hard against the onesie, clearly visible to the silent watchers behind the glass.

Dr. Ronan finally stood and helped her to her feet again. He turned her slowly in a circle, displaying the full, sagging wet diaper from every angle.

“Look at this beautiful progress,” he said to the observers, though his eyes stayed on her. “From a burned-out corporate strategist to a fully regressed little girl who wets her diaper happily in front of an audience. This is the power of complete surrender.”

Freya stood there on shaky legs, thick wet diaper heavy between her thighs, onesie stretched tight over the massive bulk, knowing every detail was being studied in silence behind the one-way glass. The praise, the exposure, and the constant stimulation of the soaked padding had her dripping fresh slick into the already saturated core.

Dr. Ronan stepped close, cupping her chin gently so she looked only at him.

“You did so well today, little one. Our guests are very impressed with how small and obedient you’ve become.”

He leaned in, voice dropping to an intimate murmur meant only for her.

Dr. Ronan tells her the final ceremony to make this permanent is scheduled for tomorrow.

“Tomorrow we have the final ceremony to make this permanent, sweet baby. The commitment marking, your full and willing surrender, and the moment you truly become Daddy’s forever little girl. Think about that tonight while you sleep in your thick crib diaper. Tomorrow everything becomes irreversible.”

Freya’s breath hitched, a fresh trickle of arousal leaking into the heavy, warm diaper as the weight of his words settled over her. Behind the glass, the silent observers continued to watch, but in that moment, the only eyes that mattered were his steel-gray ones - promising her the final, complete surrender she had been steadily falling toward since the very first calculating gaze.


Chapter 16: Permanent Little

Permanent Little

The ceremony room was softly lit, intimate and hushed, with pale rose walls and a thick circular rug in the center. A single spotlight illuminated the space where Freya knelt, completely bare except for her heaviest medical diaper and a new pink leather collar fastened snugly around her throat. The collar bore a small silver tag engraved with a single word in elegant script: Daddy’s.

The thick diaper was enormous - extra-absorbent layers stacked for maximum swelling, tall leak guards, and a wide, pillowy crotch that forced her knees wide apart on the rug. Its plastic shell was pristine white with delicate pastel prints, but she knew it wouldn’t stay dry for long. Her long chestnut hair fell loose down her back, her small breasts rose and fell with shallow, excited breaths, and her shaved pussy already throbbed warmly inside the thick padding.

Dr. Ronan stood before her in a tailored black suit beneath his open white coat, silver-threaded dark hair perfectly groomed, steel-gray eyes burning with quiet possession. In his hand he held a small, gleaming instrument - the final marker. A delicate silver ring designed to be permanently affixed just above her clit, engraved with his initials and the date of her complete surrender.

Freya’s mind was soft and quiet, all sharp adult edges dissolved into warm, hazy little space. There was no fear left, only deep, aching need and the overwhelming desire to belong to him completely.

“Daddy…” she whispered in her small, lisping voice, hazel eyes lifted to his. “Baby wants to stay with you forever. Please… make me your permanent little.”

Dr. Ronan’s voice was low, velvet-smooth, and commanding. “Then beg properly, little one. Tell me exactly what you are surrendering and why you need it.”

Freya shifted on her knees, the massive diaper crinkling loudly beneath her. The thick padding rubbed against her swollen, bare folds with every tiny movement.

“I’m not a big girl anymore,” she said softly, voice trembling with emotion and arousal. “I’m Daddy’s helpless little baby. I need thick diapees to hold all my pee-pee and my cummies. I need bottles and cribs and someone else to make every decision. My sharp mind is gone… it’s too heavy. All I want is to be small, wet, and taken care of by Daddy forever.”

She leaned forward, pressing her forehead to the floor in complete submission, bottom raised high so the heavy diaper was prominently displayed.

“Please, Daddy… put your permanent marker on me. Make my baby clitty belong to you always. I beg you to keep me like this - diapered, regressed, and never allowed to be big again. I choose this. I need this.”

Dr. Ronan’s hand stroked her hair gently, then gripped it to tilt her face up to his.

“Good girl. Such a perfect, willing surrender.”

He stepped closer and slowly peeled the front tapes of her heaviest diaper open. The loud rips echoed in the quiet room. He folded the thick, pillowy front down, fully exposing her smooth, puffy mound and swollen clit. Freya was already dripping, slick glistening on her bare folds and trickling down toward the open diaper beneath her.

Dr. Ronan coated the delicate silver ring with a numbing gel, then carefully positioned it at the hood of her clit. The small piercing instrument clicked once, twice - quick, precise - and the ring was permanently set. A tiny flash of pain melted instantly into a deep, throbbing ache that radiated straight through her core. The silver ring gleamed above her clit, marking her forever as his.

Freya moaned, hips rocking forward instinctively. The new ring tugged gently with every movement, sending sparks through her over-sensitive nub.

“Thank you, Daddy… baby’s clitty is yours now… forever…”

Dr. Ronan reached into his coat and produced a small remote. He pressed a button and the vibrating plug still nestled deep in her ass hummed to life at a low, teasing level. At the same time, he slid two thick fingers into her soaked pussy, curling them firmly against her G-spot while his thumb brushed carefully around the new piercing.

“You’re going to come for Daddy while you say your final vows,” he commanded softly. “Loud and clear, in your little voice. Let every word show how completely you belong to me.”

Freya’s eyes fluttered, the dual sensations - the plug buzzing in her ass and his skilled fingers stretching her dripping cunt - driving her quickly toward the edge.

“I… I surrender all my adult rights,” she gasped, voice high and breathy. “I give up my name, my job, my choices… I’m just Daddy’s permanent little baby now…”

He increased the vibration of the plug and added a third finger, thrusting deeper while rubbing firmly against her front wall. The new silver ring above her clit tugged with every rock of her hips, intensifying every sensation.

“I will wear diapers every day… wet and mess them without shame… suck my bottle and sleep in my crib… and only come when Daddy says…”

Freya’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her small breasts heaved, nipples tight and aching. The heavy diaper lay open beneath her, ready to catch whatever mess she made.

“I belong to Daddy completely… mind, body, and every little accident… please… please let your permanent baby come…”

Dr. Ronan’s steel-gray eyes never left hers. He pressed the remote again, bringing both the plug and a hidden vibrator nestled against her pierced clit to full power. The sensations crashed over her like a wave.

“Come, little one,” he growled, voice thick with his own arousal. “Come while you finish your vow.”

Freya shattered.

“Baby is yours forever!” she cried out in pure little space, voice breaking into a wail of ecstasy. “Permanent little baby… making cummies in her open diapee for Daddy… uh-huh… baby’s coming so hard… squirting for you… all for you!”

Her orgasm ripped through her with shattering intensity. Her pussy clamped violently around his thrusting fingers, flooding the open diaper with a powerful gush of clear, sweet cum. Her ass clenched around the buzzing plug as wave after wave tore through her body. She screamed and babbled in broken little-girl cries, tears streaming down her face as the climax seemed to go on and on.

Dr. Ronan kept his fingers buried deep inside her, milking every last spasm while his own breathing grew ragged. With a low groan, he freed his thick, hard cock from his trousers and stroked himself rapidly. The sight of his permanently marked, orgasming little girl pushed him over the edge. Hot ropes of cum splashed across her bare mound, coating the new silver ring and dripping down onto her swollen clit and into the waiting diaper.

He marked her inside and out.

When the final tremors finally faded, Freya collapsed forward onto her hands, panting, sobbing softly with overwhelming release and joy. Dr. Ronan gently withdrew his fingers, wiped them on a soft cloth, and carefully refolded the heavy diaper up between her trembling thighs. He sealed the tapes slowly, one by one, encasing her spent, cum-smeared pussy and his own seed inside the thick, crinkling padding.

He lifted her gently into his arms, cradling her against his chest as he sat on the wide ceremonial chair. Freya curled into him, head on his shoulder, thick diaper squishing warmly between them.

Dr. Ronan kissed her forehead, then her lips, long and deep.

“There is no going back,” he whispered against her mouth. “You are mine now. Permanently little. Permanently diapered. Permanently Daddy’s.”

Freya nuzzled closer, a soft, contented sigh escaping her as the heavy, used diaper cradled her spent body.

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