
        
            
                
            
        

    
Regressed by Daddy

A Dark DDLG ABDL Erotica Story of Medical Diapers, Incontinence Training, and Total Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Intake Stare

Calla adjusted the lapels of her charcoal power suit for the third time, the fabric still crisp from the dry cleaner even after the long flight. Her auburn hair sat in its signature severe bun, not a strand out of place. She crossed her legs in the sterile waiting room of the exclusive executive wellness clinic, the leather chair cool beneath her thighs. At twenty-eight she had stared down CEOs twice her age without blinking. This was just another intake. Stress relief. Nothing more.

The clock on the wall ticked softly. White walls, soft lighting, faint scent of antiseptic. She checked her phone again - emails from the firm still piling up. She’d told them two weeks minimum. No interruptions. Her fingers tightened around the device until the screen dimmed.

“Miss Calla Voss.”

The voice rolled through the doorway like low thunder wrapped in velvet. Deep. Calm. Unhurried.

She looked up.

Soren stood in the frame, tall enough that the doorway seemed to shrink around him. Tailored charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, ice-blue eyes that locked onto hers without hesitation. His face was flawlessly proportioned - sharp jaw, straight nose, mouth set in a line that promised neither smile nor frown. Every inch of him moved with deliberate grace as he stepped aside and gestured her forward.

“Follow me.”

Calla rose, heels clicking on the polished floor. She kept her chin high, shoulders squared, the same posture that closed million-dollar deals. Inside, something twisted - tiny, unwelcome. A flutter low in her belly. She ignored it.

His office was sparse. Dark wood desk. Two leather chairs. A single window with frosted glass. No personal items. No clutter. Only control.

He closed the door behind her with a soft click that sounded final.

“Sit.”

She sat. The chair was deeper than expected, forcing her to settle back. Her skirt rode up a fraction. She tugged it down sharply.

Soren took his place behind the desk, folding his long frame into the chair with effortless precision. Those ice-blue eyes studied her. Not scanning. Not appraising. Studying. Like he already saw past the bun, the suit, the sharp green eyes that once made junior associates sweat.

“Calla Voss. Twenty-eight. Senior corporate attorney. Burnout diagnosis from your referring physician.” His voice never rose. Each word landed exact. “You checked yourself in for stress relief. Voluntary.”

“That’s correct.” She kept her tone clipped, professional. “Two weeks. Full reset. I need to be back sharper than ever.”

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on the desk, fingers steepled. The movement was slow. Intentional. His gaze held hers without blinking.

Calla felt it then. The weight. Not aggressive. Not crude. Just… heavy. Like his eyes were peeling back layers she hadn’t offered. Her pulse kicked up. She crossed her legs the other way, thighs pressing together.

“You perform competence very well,” he said quietly. “The bun. The suit. The way you hold your spine like it’s armor. Impressive.”

Heat crept up her neck. She hated that. “I am competent.”

“Of course.” A faint tilt of his head. “But competence is exhausting when it never stops. Isn’t it?”

She opened her mouth. Closed it. The question hung between them, simple fact, not challenge.

Soren didn’t smile. He simply watched. Those ice-blue eyes traced the line of her jaw, the tight set of her shoulders, the way her fingers gripped the armrest just a little too hard. Down to the faint tremble in her knee she couldn’t quite still.

Calla’s breath shallowed. She told herself it was the flight. The room temperature. Anything but the man across the desk whose stare made her feel… small. Exposed. Seen.

“Tell me about the exhaustion,” he continued, voice low and even. “The nights you lie awake replaying every argument, every email, every decision. The way your body stays wired even when your mind screams for rest.”

Her throat tightened. How did he - “I read the intake forms,” he said, answering the unspoken question. “But forms don’t show the real cracks. The way your shoulders climb toward your ears right now. The way you’re clenching your jaw. The way your pupils just dilated when I held your gaze.”

Fuck. She forced her eyes away, staring at the edge of the desk instead. Her cheeks burned.

“Look at me, Calla.”

The command was soft. Inevitable.

She looked. Couldn’t not.

His eyes held her pinned. Calm. Absolute. Something deep in her belly coiled tight - hot, traitorous, slick. She shifted in the chair, suddenly aware of the dampness gathering between her thighs. No. Not now. Not from a stare.

“You’re already squirming,” he observed, tone clinical yet intimate. “Just from eye contact. Interesting.”

“I’m not - ” The denial died on her tongue. Because she was. Her thighs rubbed together again, subtle, seeking friction she refused to name.

Soren rose slowly. Circled the desk. Stopped directly in front of her chair. Towering. Close enough that she caught the faint scent of his cologne - clean, woody, expensive. He leaned down, one hand resting on the armrest beside her, caging her without touching.

“Tell me the truth, little attorney.” His voice dropped even lower. “When was the last time someone looked at you like this? Like they saw exactly how tired the performance makes you. Like they knew you’d rather drop every responsibility and let someone else carry it all.”

Her lips parted. No sound came out at first. Her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra, traitors under silk blouse and suit jacket. She could feel her clit pulsing in time with her heartbeat. Humiliating. Unwanted. Irresistible.

“Answer.”

“Never,” she whispered. The word slipped free before she could cage it.

“Good girl.”

Two words. They landed like a spark on dry tinder. Heat flooded her core. She pressed her thighs together harder, fighting the sudden ache. A tiny, involuntary sound escaped her throat - half whimper, half protest.

Soren straightened, but his gaze never left hers. “You chose this place because the brochures promised discretion. Total care. But you didn’t read between the lines, did you?”

“I read everything,” she shot back, trying to reclaim ground. Her voice came out breathier than she liked.

“Did you?” He returned to his chair, sliding a thick folder across the desk toward her. “Then you know the program here is… intensive. Progressive. Designed to dismantle exactly what you’re clinging to.”

Calla stared at the folder. Her fingers itched to open it, but something held her back. That stare. Still on her. Still peeling.

“Open it.”

She did. Pages of medical history, consent forms, detailed descriptions of therapies. Words jumped out - regression protocols, sensory recalibration, dependency training. Her pulse raced.

“This isn’t standard wellness,” she said, voice steadier than she felt.

“No. It’s not.” Soren’s fingers drummed once on the desk. “It’s surrender. Structured. Medical. Safe. But absolute. You will be stripped of every adult pretense. Step by step. Until the only thing left is honesty.”

Her mouth went dry. Between her legs, slickness coated her panties. She could smell her own arousal faintly in the quiet room. Shame burned hot on her cheeks, but she didn’t stand up. Didn’t leave.

“Why would I agree to that?” she asked, even as her body screamed yes.

“Because it’s already working.” His eyes flicked down to her lap, then back up. “Your breathing changed. Your thighs are clenched so tight your knuckles are white on the armrests. And if I reached between your legs right now, I’d find you soaked. Wouldn’t I?”

Calla’s breath hitched. She wanted to deny it. Wanted to slap the words back into his mouth. Instead, her hips gave the tiniest rock forward, seeking pressure that wasn’t there.

Soren watched it happen. Noted it. Said nothing for a long moment.

Then, softly: “You’re not here for stress relief, Calla. You’re here because some buried part of you is exhausted from pretending you don’t need this. Need someone to take the control you’re too proud to release. Need to be seen. Handled. Reduced.”

The room felt smaller. Hotter. Her bun suddenly felt too tight, like it was strangling her. She wanted to yank the pins out. Wanted his hands in her hair instead, pulling.

He leaned forward again. “The choice is still yours. You can walk out that door right now. Or you can stay. And tomorrow, the real examination begins.”

Calla’s mind raced. Boardroom Calla screamed danger. The secret, aching part of her - the one that touched herself in the dark to fantasies she never named - whispered stay.

She swallowed hard. “I… need to think.”

“No.” His voice stayed calm. “You need to decide. Right now. While your body is telling the truth your mouth is still fighting.”

Silence stretched. Her heart hammered. Slickness had soaked through her panties, dampening the crotch of her suit pants. She could feel it every time she shifted.

Soren simply waited. Gaze steady. Unblinking. Authoritative in a way that made her stomach flip and her pussy clench around nothing.

Finally, her hand moved. Trembling slightly, she reached for the pen he hadn’t even offered yet.

But he stopped her with a single raised finger.

“Not yet.”

He slid the contract forward across the polished wood. Thick paper. Multiple pages. The title at the top read in clean, clinical font: Regression and Dependency Protocol - Consent and Rules.

“Read every line tonight. Tomorrow the real examination begins.”

Calla stared at the document. Her fingers brushed the edge. The paper felt heavy with promise. With threat. With the slow, inevitable unraveling she already craved.

She looked up one last time.

Those ice-blue eyes held her captive.

And for the first time in years, the fierce, independent attorney felt the first rung slip beneath her feet.

He slides the contract forward. Tomorrow the real examination begins.


Chapter 2: Rules Signed

Calla’s fingers trembled as she stared at the thick contract on the polished desk. The words blurred for a moment, then sharpened into clinical precision. Twelve rules. Each one a rung downward. Her heart hammered against her ribs, loud enough she was sure Soren could hear it. The memory of his ice-blue gaze still pinned her in place, even though he sat perfectly still across from her now.

She licked her dry lips. The dampness between her thighs hadn’t faded. If anything, it had worsened. Her expensive silk panties clung uncomfortably, slick with unwanted arousal.

“Read them aloud,” Soren said. His deep voice wrapped around the command like velvet over steel. “Every rule. Slowly.”

Calla’s cheeks burned. She picked up the document, the paper cool and heavy. Her professional voice tried to surface, but it cracked on the first syllable.

“Rule One,” she began, voice barely above a whisper. “I will address the designated caregiver as ‘Daddy’ at all times during the program. No exceptions.”

The word Daddy landed heavy in her mouth. Foreign. Humiliating. And yet it sent a fresh pulse of heat straight to her clit.

Soren nodded once. “Continue.”

“Rule Two. All adult clothing will be surrendered upon signing. I will wear only what is provided - diapers, onesies, or medical restraints as determined by Daddy.”

Her stomach flipped. Diapers. The word sat there, blunt and clinical. She shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together, feeling the wet spot grow.

“Rule Three. Bladder and bowel control are no longer my responsibility. Any accident will be observed, documented, and corrected through progressive training.”

Calla’s breath hitched. She could feel her bladder twinge - just nerves, she told herself. Nothing more. But the thought of losing control… here… under his eyes… made her pussy clench hard.

“Rule Four. I consent to full medical examinations, including intimate probing, insertions, and monitoring at any time Daddy deems necessary.”

Her nipples tightened painfully against her bra. She imagined gloved fingers. Cold instruments. His calm voice directing every violation.

“Rule Five. Orgasms are permitted only with explicit permission. Denial, edging, and forced release are tools of the program.”

She squeezed her eyes shut for a second. The ache between her legs intensified. She was dripping now. Could smell herself faintly in the quiet room.

Soren watched. Unmoving. Those ice-blue eyes missing nothing.

“Rule Six,” she continued, voice thinner. “I will consume only what is fed to me - formula, purees, or supplements designed for regression. No adult food or drink without approval.”

Her mind flashed to bottles. Nipples. Being held. Fed. The image made her squirm visibly.

“Rule Seven. Public or semi-public exposure is authorized when it serves training. Humiliation is an expected and accepted component.”

Calla’s cheeks flamed hotter. The waiting room. Other staff. The thought of her padded ass on display - “Rule Eight. Resistance will be met with restraint and correction. Safe words exist but will be tested against genuine surrender.”

She swallowed hard. Safe words. The illusion of control, already slipping.

“Rule Nine. My body belongs to the program. Any bodily function - wetting, messing, arousal - will be used for training purposes.”

Her clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat. She could feel slickness coating her inner thighs now, seeping past the gusset of her panties.

“Rule Ten. Progress will be measured by willingness to regress. Full dependence is the goal.”

Dependence. The word should have terrified her. Instead, it made her hips rock forward once, involuntarily, seeking friction against the chair.

“Rule Eleven. All sessions will be recorded for review and reinforcement. Privacy is waived for therapeutic purposes.”

Recorded. Her degradation captured. Played back. She bit her lip to stifle a moan.

“Rule Twelve.” Her voice broke on the last one. “Upon completion of the initial program, I may sign an extension for permanent regression. This contract is binding for the full duration once signed.”

Silence fell.

Soren leaned back slightly, fingers steepled. “Again. From the beginning. This time, replace ‘I’ with ‘this little girl.’”

Calla’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me.” Calm. Inevitable. “Read it as the baby you’re choosing to become.”

Her hands shook harder. The pen beside the contract seemed to mock her. She cleared her throat, voice small and trembling.

“This little girl will address the designated caregiver as ‘Daddy’ at all times…”

Each rule felt heavier the second time. Each repetition stripped another layer of her attorney armor. By Rule Five she was panting softly. By Rule Nine her free hand had drifted to her thigh, nails digging in to stop herself from touching where she ached.

When she finished, tears of humiliation pricked her eyes. Not from fear. From the raw, throbbing need the words had awakened.

Soren rose and circled the desk again. He stopped beside her chair, towering. One large hand rested on the back of her neck - firm, warm, controlling. Not squeezing. Just holding. Claiming.

“Sign.”

Calla stared at the final page. Signature lines. Date. Her full legal name typed neatly below.

Her mind screamed one last time: Walk away. You’re a lawyer. This is insane.

Her body screamed louder: Stay. Feel this. Let go.

The pen hovered. Ink trembling at the tip.

She pressed it to the paper.

Calla Voss.

The stroke was shaky but complete.

Then the date.

And beneath it, in the space for acknowledgment: This little girl understands and consents.

Soren’s thumb brushed the nape of her neck once. Approval. “Good girl.”

The praise hit like a drug. Her pussy spasmed, a tiny gush of wetness flooding her ruined panties. She whimpered - actually whimpered - low in her throat.

He took the contract from her numb fingers, reviewed the signatures with clinical satisfaction, then folded one copy and slipped it into the inner pocket of his suit jacket.

The other copy remained on the desk.

He pockets the signed copy. The first physical begins now.


Chapter 3: Gloved Exam

Calla’s legs felt unsteady as Soren led her from the office down a long, brightly lit corridor. The signed contract burned in her mind like a brand. Every rule echoed with each click of her heels. Daddy. Diapers. No control. The damp crotch of her panties clung coldly now, a constant reminder of how her body had betrayed her during the signing.

He stopped at a heavy door marked Examination Room 1 and swiped a keycard. The lock clicked open with clinical finality.

“Inside.”

She stepped in. The room was stark white, colder than the office. Stainless steel exam table in the center, stirrups folded up at the end. Overhead lights bright enough to expose every flaw. Cabinets lined one wall, glass-fronted, filled with gloves, wipes, tubes, instruments. A large mirror covered the opposite wall - two-way, she suspected. No place to hide.

Soren closed the door behind them. The sound echoed.

“Strip. Everything off. Fold your clothes neatly on the chair.”

Calla’s hands rose to her jacket buttons, then froze. “Here? Now?”

His ice-blue eyes met hers. Calm. Unyielding. “Rule Four, little girl. Full medical examinations whenever Daddy deems necessary. This is necessary. Clothes off. Or I remove them for you.”

The threat - delivered so quietly - sent another shameful gush of wetness into her already soaked panties. She turned away slightly, fingers fumbling with buttons. Jacket first. Then blouse. The cool air kissed her skin as silk slid down her arms. Skirt next, pooling at her ankles. She stood in matching black lace bra and panties, stockings, heels. Her auburn bun still severe, but her cheeks flushed crimson.

“All of it.”

She reached back, unhooked the bra. Her small, firm breasts spilled free, nipples already pebbled tight from arousal and chill. She bent, rolling down the stockings, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. The fabric peeled away wetly from her shaved pussy. A thin string of arousal stretched and broke as she stepped out. The scent of her - musky, feminine, needy - filled the sterile air.

Naked now. Slim body exposed under the harsh lights. Sharp features, piercing green eyes downcast, auburn hair still pinned tight. She folded everything with shaking hands and placed the neat pile on the chair.

“On the table. On your back. Knees up and spread into the stirrups.”

Calla climbed onto the paper-covered table. The surface was cold against her bare ass. She lay back, heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. Her legs lifted, feet sliding into the cold metal stirrups. They clicked into place, spreading her wide. Her pussy opened obscenely - pink inner lips glistening with slick, clit swollen and peeking from its hood. Her tight little asshole winked below, exposed completely.

Soren washed his hands at the sink, then snapped on a pair of black nitrile gloves with deliberate slowness. The sound made her flinch. He approached the table, wheeling over a tray of instruments. Lubricant. Speculum. Probes. Wipes. Powder.

“Arms above your head. Grip the bar.”

She obeyed. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts upward. Vulnerable. On display.

He started at her head. Strong fingers checked her scalp, behind her ears, along her jaw. Clinical. Thorough. Then down her neck, pressing lightly on lymph nodes. His gloved hands cupped her breasts, weighing them, thumbs circling the stiff nipples until she bit back a gasp.

“Sensitive here,” he noted, voice flat. “Good.”

He pinched each nipple firmly, rolling them. Pain and pleasure shot straight to her core. Her pussy clenched visibly, a fresh bead of wetness trickling down toward her asshole.

Soren moved lower. Palpated her belly, pressing deep enough to make her squirm. Then he sat on a stool between her spread legs. The mirror reflected everything - her flushed face, spread thighs, dripping cunt.

“Relax your pelvic floor, little girl.”

Easy to say. Impossible to do. His gloved fingers parted her outer lips, exposing her fully. Cool air hit her clit. He examined her folds, spreading them wide, noting the slick coating.

“Significant natural lubrication. Arousal response is strong even under stress.”

Two fingers traced her slit from clit to entrance, collecting wetness. He brought them up, showing her the shine on the black glove.

“Smell how wet you are for your examination.”

She turned her head away, mortified. He caught her chin, turning her back.

“Smell.”

She inhaled. Her own scent - thick, sweet, shameful - filled her nose.

He returned to her pussy. One gloved finger circled her clit slowly. Not enough pressure. Teasing. Her hips bucked once before she caught herself.

“Stay still.”

He pressed a finger inside her. Then two. Deep. Curling. Stroking her inner walls with clinical detachment while his thumb rested lightly on her clit. The stretch felt invasive. Perfect. Her walls fluttered around the intrusion, trying to pull him deeper.

“Tight. Responsive. No abnormalities.”

He withdrew, only to pick up the speculum. Metal, cold. He lubed it generously, then slid it into her cunt. The click as he opened it made her whimper. Her inner walls stretched, exposed. He shone a light inside, peering clinically.

“Healthy pink tissue. Good elasticity.”

Calla’s breathing came in short pants. The humiliation burned. The arousal burned hotter. Juices coated the speculum, dripping onto the paper beneath her ass.

He removed it with a wet sound. Then his fingers returned - three this time - fucking into her slowly, scissoring, testing depth. Each thrust made obscene squelching noises that echoed in the quiet room.

“Please…” The word slipped out, broken.

“Please what?” He didn’t stop. “Use your words like a big girl. Or are you already too little?”

She shook her head, bun coming slightly loose now. Strands of auburn stuck to her damp forehead.

His other gloved hand moved lower. A single slick finger circled her asshole, pressing lightly against the tight pucker.

“Has this hole been used, little attorney?”

“N-no… not really…”

“Virgin territory. Excellent for training.”

The finger pushed inside. Just the tip at first. Then deeper. Her ass clenched hard around the invasion. The dual sensation - fingers in her cunt, one in her ass - made her moan loudly. Embarrassing, needy sounds she couldn’t stop.

Soren worked both holes methodically. In and out. Twisting. Probing every inch. His thumb returned to her clit, rubbing firm circles now. Her thighs trembled in the stirrups. Orgasm built fast, shamefully fast.

“Don’t come.”

The command cut through the haze. She whined, trying to hold back. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers. Asshole fluttered.

He withdrew both hands abruptly. She cried out at the emptiness.

Gloved fingers wiped her thoroughly with clinical wipes, cleaning away her mess but leaving the ache. The cool wipes on her overheated flesh made her shiver.

Then he moved to her breasts again. Rolled the nipples harder. Pinched until tears pricked her eyes.

“Perfect response to stimulation.”

He stepped back, stripping off the soiled gloves and donning a fresh pair. From the tray he lifted a small bottle of powder and a stack of thick medical wipes.

But first, he reached for something else.

He holds up the small vibrating anal plug. This comes next.


Chapter 4: Starter Plug

Calla lay splayed on the exam table, legs locked high and wide in the cold metal stirrups. Her shaved pussy glistened openly under the harsh lights, inner lips puffy and slick from Soren’s thorough gloved probing. Her tight pink asshole still fluttered from the recent fingering, a faint sheen of lubricant coating the wrinkled ring. Auburn strands had escaped her severe bun, sticking to her flushed cheeks and forehead. Her small breasts rose and fell rapidly with every shallow breath, nipples stiff and reddened from his pinches.

Soren stood between her spread thighs, black nitrile gloves gleaming. In his right hand he held the beginner vibrating anal plug. Small. Smooth medical silicone. Teardrop shape, no wider than two fingers at its thickest, with a slim flared base. A thin wire trailed from it to a small black remote resting on the tray.

“Deep breaths, little girl,” he said, voice low and even. “This is going inside your bottom now. You will keep it there until Daddy decides otherwise.”

Calla’s green eyes widened, fixed on the plug. Her heart slammed against her ribs. The contract. The rules. The way her body had already dripped and clenched for him during the exam. Shame and raw need twisted together low in her belly.

“I… it’s too much,” she whispered, even as fresh wetness seeped from her exposed cunt and trickled down toward her asshole.

Soren didn’t reply with words. He simply squeezed a generous dollop of clear lubricant onto the tip of the plug, then coated the entire surface with slow, deliberate strokes of his gloved fingers. The wet, slick sounds filled the quiet room.

He placed his left hand on her lower belly, pressing gently to keep her hips still. The cool tip of the plug touched her sensitive pucker.

“Relax the muscle. Push out slightly against it.”

Calla whimpered. Her asshole clenched tight in instinctive refusal. Soren waited, rubbing the lubed tip in small circles, pressing lightly each time her ring fluttered. The pressure built patiently. Insistent.

“Open for Daddy.”

The word Daddy hit her like a slap. Her pussy spasmed hard, pushing out another clear string of arousal that dripped onto the paper liner. Mortified, she tried to obey. She bore down.

The plug breached her.

Just the tip at first. A cool, slippery stretch that made her gasp sharply. The muscle resisted, then yielded with a soft, wet pop as the widest part began to slide past the tight ring.

“Fuuuuck…” The curse broke from her in a broken moan. Short. Breathless.

Soren kept the pressure steady, never rushing. Inch by slow inch the plug sank deeper into her virgin ass. The silicone felt foreign, heavy, filling. Her inner walls clenched around the invading shape, trying to push it out and pull it in at the same time.

Halfway in now. The stretch burned sweetly. Her clit throbbed visibly, untouched, swollen and begging.

“Such a greedy little hole,” Soren observed clinically. “Look how your cunt is dripping while your ass swallows the plug.”

Calla’s eyes darted to the mirror. The reflection was obscene. Her slim legs splayed wide, pussy lips parted and shiny, the black plug slowly disappearing between her pale cheeks. Her face - flushed, lips parted, green eyes glassy with humiliated lust.

She rocked her hips without meaning to. The movement drove the plug deeper.

Soren’s gloved hand guided the last inch. The flared base seated flush against her asshole with a final, humiliating nudge. The plug sat snug inside her, stretching her rim gently but constantly. Every tiny shift of her body made her feel it.

“Full insertion complete,” he stated, as if noting the weather.

Calla panted, chest heaving. The fullness in her ass made her feel stuffed, owned. Her pussy ached emptily, clenching around nothing while her bottom clenched rhythmically around the intruder.

Soren picked up the remote. His thumb hovered over the lowest setting.

“Eyes on me.”

She forced her gaze to his ice-blue stare. The same authoritative gaze that had started everything in the intake room.

He pressed the button.

A low, gentle buzz hummed to life inside her ass.

“Oh - oh god - ”

The vibrations traveled straight through her pelvis. Soft at first, then building in gentle waves. They teased her prostate equivalent, sending sparks straight to her clit and deep into her dripping cunt. Her hips jerked involuntarily. The stirrups rattled.

“Feel that, baby?” Soren’s voice stayed perfectly calm. “That’s only level one. Your bottom is going to learn to love this.”

Calla’s head thrashed side to side on the table. Short, desperate sounds spilled from her mouth - whimpers, gasps, broken little moans. The plug buzzed steadily, massaging her inner walls with relentless precision. Slick poured from her open pussy, running in rivulets down to soak the base of the plug and the paper beneath her ass.

She tried to close her legs. The stirrups held her wide open.

“P-please… it’s too much… I’m going to - ”

“No.” One word. Absolute. “You will not come from the plug alone. Not yet.”

He increased the intensity by one level. The vibrations deepened, stronger pulses that made her asshole flutter wildly around the silicone. Her clit pulsed in time, swollen and neglected. Every muscle in her slim body tightened, trembling on the edge.

Tears of overwhelming sensation leaked from the corners of her eyes. Her bun had come completely undone now, auburn hair fanned across the table like a halo of surrender.

Soren watched her struggle. Gloved hand resting on her inner thigh, thumb stroking the sensitive skin inches from her leaking cunt. He observed every twitch, every clench, every desperate roll of her hips.

“Beautiful response. Your body already knows its place.”

He let the vibrations run for long minutes, edging her closer and closer without mercy. Each time her breathing grew ragged and her pussy started to flutter with impending orgasm, he dropped the setting back to the lowest hum, leaving her whimpering and denied.

Calla was a mess. Sweat sheened her skin. Her pussy lips were dark pink and puffy, inner folds coated in thick arousal. The plug buzzed on inside her ass, a constant, maddening presence that promised more.

Finally, Soren switched the remote off.

The sudden silence and stillness made her sob with relief and frustration.

He removed the gloves slowly, the snap loud in the room. Then he reached toward the supply cabinet and pulled out something thick, white, and crinkly.

He reaches for the thick padding. Time to contain you.


Chapter 5: First Crinkle

Calla lay trembling on the exam table, legs locked wide in the stirrups, her freshly plugged ass still pulsing from the slow, clinical insertion. The beginner vibrating plug sat snug inside her, stretching her tight ring with a constant, intimate fullness. Her shaved pussy remained obscenely exposed, inner lips swollen and glistening with thick strings of arousal that dripped slowly onto the crinkling paper liner beneath her. Auburn hair spilled loose across the table, her severe bun long destroyed. Sharp green eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed crimson with shame and desperate need.

Soren stood between her spread thighs, tall and composed in his tailored charcoal suit. He reached for the thick padding he had selected from the cabinet. The object unfolded with a loud, unmistakable crinkle that cut through the sterile silence like a gunshot.

The diaper.

Thick, white medical-grade padding. High-rise front and back, wide absorbent core, strong plastic backing that rustled with every movement. Soft leg gathers and resealable tapes. The scent of baby powder and clean plastic filled the air as he shook it open.

Calla’s breath caught. “No… wait - ”

“Shh.” Soren’s deep voice remained perfectly calm. “Rule Five. Your body no longer controls its functions. This is the first step in containing you properly.”

He lifted her hips with effortless strength, sliding the open diaper underneath her bare ass. The plastic backing felt cool and foreign against her skin, the padding thick enough to lift her slightly. The plug shifted deeper inside her with the movement, pressing firmly against her inner walls.

“Legs stay open.”

He positioned her feet back into the stirrups, spreading her even wider. The diaper cradled her bottom, the front panel waiting to be brought up between her legs. Her plugged asshole and dripping pussy rested directly on the soft inner padding.

Soren picked up a stack of thick clinical wipes. Cool and moist. He started at her inner thighs, wiping away the slick mess she had made during the plug insertion. The wipes dragged slowly over her sensitive folds, cleaning every fold and crease with clinical thoroughness. Each pass made her flinch and whimper as the cool fabric teased her swollen clit.

“Such a wet little girl already,” he observed. “Your cunt is leaking like it knows what’s coming.”

Calla bit her lip hard, trying to hold back the desperate sounds rising in her throat. The plug inside her ass felt heavier now, nestled against the thick padding.

He discarded the soiled wipes and reached for the powder. A large container of unscented baby powder. He shook it generously over her exposed pussy and plugged bottom. White clouds puffed into the air, settling in a soft layer over her skin, her folds, the base of the plug, and the diaper beneath her. The sweet, powdery scent mixed with her own aroused musk, creating something humiliatingly infantile.

Soren’s gloved hand - fresh pair, black nitrile - rubbed the powder in with slow, firm strokes. He massaged it into her outer lips, between her folds, around her throbbing clit. Then lower, around the flared base of the plug, pressing lightly so the vibrations would travel through the powder and silicone.

Calla’s hips jerked. A broken moan escaped her. “Ah - fuck - ”

The powder made everything slippery and soft. Her skin tingled. The plug hummed faintly with every touch, sending teasing ripples through her pelvis.

“Keep still while Daddy powders his baby.”

He worked methodically, lifting her legs higher one at a time to powder the creases of her thighs and under her cheeks. The crinkle of the diaper grew louder with every shift of her weight. Thick. Loud. Impossible to ignore.

Soren brought the front of the diaper up between her legs. The thick padding pressed firmly against her powdered pussy and the base of the plug, squishing everything together in a bulky, cushioned embrace. He smoothed the material over her mound, the plastic outer layer crinkling sharply.

Then the tapes.

Strong, resealable tapes on each side. He pulled the left side tight, taping it securely to the front panel with a loud rip and stick. Then the right. Then he adjusted, pulling the leg gathers snug around her slim thighs so the diaper sealed perfectly around her.

The result was immediate and overwhelming.

The thick padding hugged her hips and bottom like a pillow. The bulk between her legs forced them apart slightly even outside the stirrups. Every tiny movement produced loud, constant crinkling. The plug was now trapped inside her, pressed deeper by the heavy diaper, its flared base cushioned but unmistakable against the padding.

Calla looked down. The white bulk dominated her slim frame. Infantile. Medical. Loud. Her sharp attorney features twisted with humiliated arousal. Her green eyes filled with tears that didn’t fall.

Soren stepped back slightly to admire his work. One large hand pressed firmly on the front of the diaper, right over her powdered mound. He rubbed in slow circles, grinding the thick padding against her clit and the plug inside her ass.

“How does it feel, little girl? Your first diaper. Nice and thick. Crinkly. Holding all that wetness your needy cunt keeps making.”

Calla’s breath came in short, punchy gasps. The pressure on her clit through the padding was maddening. Not enough. Too much. The plug shifted with every rub, sending sparks through her.

“It’s… so thick… I can’t… oh god, I can feel it everywhere - ”

Her voice cracked. The crinkle grew louder as her hips rocked involuntarily against his hand.

Soren continued the firm, possessive rubbing. The diaper rustled and crinkled with obscene volume. Powder scent surrounded them. Her pussy throbbed helplessly inside the bulky confines, clit grinding against the soft padding while the plug pressed relentlessly from behind.

He leaned closer, ice-blue eyes locking onto her tear-filled green ones.

“You’re not an attorney anymore in this room. You’re Daddy’s padded little patient. And this is only the beginning.”

He gave one final firm pat to the front of the diaper. The loud crinkle echoed.

Then he reached for the small black remote resting on the tray.

He activates the remote. The lobby is next.


Chapter 6: Lobby Buzz

Calla stood on shaky legs beside the exam table, the thick medical diaper crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of her weight. The bulky padding forced her slim thighs apart in an unmistakable waddle. Between her legs, the beginner vibrating anal plug pressed deep and firm, its flared base trapped snugly against the soft inner padding. Powder still dusted her skin, mixing with the faint scent of her own arousal that lingered in the air.

Soren had allowed her nothing else. No clothes. No covering. Just the loud, white diaper hugging her hips and bottom like a permanent reminder of her signed surrender. Her auburn hair hung loose and messy down her back, sharp green eyes wide with lingering humiliation.

“Time to wait in the lobby, little girl.”

His deep voice left no room for argument. He placed a firm hand on the small of her back and guided her toward the door. Each step made the diaper crinkle obnoxiously loud - sharp plastic rustles that echoed down the sterile corridor. The thick bulk rubbed against her powdered pussy with every movement, teasing her swollen clit. The plug shifted inside her ass, a constant, heavy presence.

They reached the semi-public lobby. Soft lighting, several leather chairs, a low table with magazines. Two other patients sat waiting - an older man in a robe and a woman in her thirties wearing a similar bulky garment under a thin gown. A receptionist sat behind a glass desk. Staff moved quietly in the background.

Calla’s cheeks burned scarlet. She tried to walk normally, but the diaper’s thickness made it impossible. The loud crinkle announced her with every step. Heads turned. Eyes flicked downward to the obvious white bulk between her legs.

Soren guided her to a chair directly across from the other patients. “Sit.”

She lowered herself carefully. The diaper compressed with a loud, prolonged crinkle as her padded bottom met the leather seat. The plug pressed deeper into her ass from the pressure. Her bare breasts brushed the cool air, nipples still tight. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to hide, but the movement only made the diaper rustle louder.

Soren sat beside her, legs crossed casually, remote in his hand beneath the armrest where only she could see it.

“Hands on your thighs. Back straight. No hiding.”

Calla obeyed, placing her palms flat on her bare thighs. The position thrust her small breasts forward and made the diaper even more prominent. The other patients glanced over again. The woman’s eyes lingered on the thick padding, a knowing smirk tugging at her lips.

Soren’s thumb moved on the remote.

The plug buzzed to life inside her ass.

Low at first. Gentle vibrations that hummed through her pelvis and teased her clit from the inside.

Calla’s breath hitched. She bit her lip hard, trying to stay silent. The crinkle of the diaper seemed deafening as she shifted involuntarily.

He increased the intensity.

The buzz deepened. Stronger pulses that massaged her inner walls relentlessly. The plug felt alive, grinding against that sensitive spot deep inside. Her powdered pussy clenched hard inside the thick padding, leaking fresh slick that soaked into the absorbent core.

A soft, involuntary whimper escaped her throat.

The woman across from her raised an eyebrow. The older man pretended to read his magazine but kept stealing glances at Calla’s squirming form.

Soren didn’t look at her. He simply thumbed the remote higher.

Level four. The vibrations turned intense. Rapid, strong waves that made her asshole flutter wildly around the silicone. Sparks shot straight to her neglected clit. Her hips rocked forward once, grinding the bulky diaper against the chair. Loud crinkle. Another whimper - louder this time.

“Quiet, baby,” Soren murmured without looking at her. “Other patients are waiting too.”

Calla’s fingers dug into her thighs. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Her green eyes darted around the lobby, mortified at being seen like this - naked except for the loud, obvious diaper, breasts exposed, squirming helplessly while the plug buzzed mercilessly in her ass.

The vibrations climbed again.

She gasped sharply. The sound drew another glance from the receptionist. Calla’s pussy throbbed violently inside the diaper. The thick padding rubbed her clit with every tiny rock of her hips, but it wasn’t enough. The plug did all the work, driving her higher and higher in front of strangers.

Her nipples ached. Her breath came in short, punchy gasps.

“Please…” she whispered, barely audible.

Soren increased it to maximum.

The egg - no, the plug - exploded into furious, unrelenting vibrations. It buzzed so strongly she could hear a faint hum beneath the loud crinkling of her diaper. Her entire pelvis vibrated. Her clit pulsed in time, swollen and desperate. Slick poured from her cunt, soaking the diaper’s core in heavy, warm gushes.

Calla’s head fell back against the chair. Her mouth opened in a silent cry. Her slim body trembled visibly. The diaper crinkled constantly as her hips jerked in tiny, helpless movements. She was right there - on the edge of a shattering orgasm - right in the middle of the semi-public lobby.

Eyes watched her. The woman across from her licked her lips slowly. The man shifted in his seat, clearly affected.

Soren kept the remote at full power. His ice-blue eyes finally turned to her, calm and authoritative, drinking in every second of her public struggle.

Calla’s thighs quivered. Her powdered pussy clenched and leaked uncontrollably inside the thick, crinkling padding. The plug hammered her ass without mercy. She was going to come - loudly, messily, in front of everyone - if he didn’t stop.

But he didn’t stop.

The pressure in her bladder builds unbearably..


Chapter 7: First Wetting

Calla sat rigid in the semi-public lobby, thick diaper crinkling loudly beneath her with every tiny, desperate shift. The beginner vibrating anal plug buzzed at maximum intensity deep inside her ass, relentless pulses hammering her sensitive inner walls. Her slim thighs pressed together as hard as the bulky padding allowed, muscles trembling with effort. Sweat beaded on her forehead and trickled between her small, exposed breasts. Auburn hair clung damply to her flushed cheeks.

The pressure in her bladder had built unbearably.

It started as a faint twinge during the buzzing in the exam room, ignored at first. Now it screamed. A heavy, urgent fullness that made her lower belly ache. Every strong vibration from the plug jostled her overfull bladder, sending sharp spikes of desperation through her pelvis. Her powdered pussy throbbed inside the soaked core of the diaper, slick mixing with the first warning leaks she couldn’t quite stop.

She rocked forward, the loud crinkle echoing in the quiet lobby. The other patients watched openly now. The woman across from her smiled knowingly. The older man’s eyes kept dropping to the obvious white bulk between Calla’s spread thighs.

“Please… Daddy…” The word slipped out in a broken whisper, humiliating and automatic. “I have to… I can’t hold it…”

Soren sat beside her, perfectly composed in his charcoal suit. Ice-blue eyes fixed on her face, then drifting down to her quivering thighs and the diaper. The remote remained in his hand, thumb resting on the controls. He didn’t turn it down.

“Hold it like a big girl,” he said calmly, loud enough for the nearby patients to hear. “Or don’t. The diaper is there for a reason.”

Calla whimpered. Her green eyes filled with tears of desperation and shame. She clenched every muscle in her pelvic floor, fighting the inevitable. The plug buzzed harder, as if sensing her struggle, vibrating right against the spot that made her bladder spasm.

A hot spurt escaped.

Just a tiny jet of piss that soaked into the front of the diaper. The warmth spread instantly, absorbed by the thick padding. The crinkle softened slightly as the material swelled.

Calla gasped sharply, thighs clamping tighter. “No - no - no - ”

Another spurt. Longer this time. She felt it hiss out of her, warm and uncontrollable, flooding the absorbent core right over her powdered clit. The diaper grew heavier between her legs, the bulk sagging noticeably.

The vibrations from the plug traveled through the growing wetness, making everything feel slicker, hotter, more intense. Her clit throbbed violently, caught between desperation and unwanted arousal.

Soren leaned closer. His deep voice stayed low and steady. “Let it go, little girl. Daddy’s watching. Everyone’s watching. Show them what a helpless baby you are.”

Calla shook her head frantically, auburn strands whipping across her face. Tears spilled down her cheeks. Her hands gripped her bare thighs so hard her knuckles turned white. The pressure was too much. The buzzing too strong. Her bladder contracted hard against her will.

The floodgates opened.

Hot piss gushed out of her in a powerful, uncontrollable stream. It sprayed against the inside of the diaper with a loud, hissing sound that seemed deafening in the quiet lobby. The thick padding drank it in greedily, swelling and bulging between her legs. Warmth flooded everywhere - over her clit, around the base of the plug, down toward her ass cheeks. The diaper sagged heavily, the plastic outer layer stretching taut.

“Oh god… oh fuck… I’m wetting… I’m actually wetting myself…”

Short, broken sentences tumbled from her lips as the accident continued. She couldn’t stop. Wave after wave of hot urine poured out, soaking the diaper completely. The crinkle turned into a wet, squishy rustle with every involuntary rock of her hips. The bulk grew massive, forcing her thighs even wider apart.

The other patients stared openly. The woman bit her lip, clearly aroused. The man shifted in his seat, adjusting himself.

Soren never looked away. His ice-blue gaze stayed locked on the growing, sagging bulk between Calla’s legs, watching every second of her loss of control. The plug continued buzzing at full power, turning her shameful wetting into something perversely pleasurable. Each pulse of piss sent jolts of sensation through her overstimulated clit.

Calla’s head fell back. A low, mortified moan escaped her throat as the last powerful gush emptied her bladder. The diaper was ruined - sagging heavily, warm and swollen, the front and crotch visibly yellowed and distended. Wetness squelched audibly when she shifted.

She sat there panting, tears streaming, body trembling from the force of the accident and the unrelenting vibrations still buzzing in her plugged ass.

Soren reached over and pressed a firm hand against the soaked front of the diaper. He squeezed gently, feeling the heavy, warm saturation. The squish was loud and unmistakable.

“Good girl,” he murmured, voice calm and approving. “Your first uncontrolled wetting. Right here where everyone could see. The diaper did its job.”

Calla sobbed softly, humiliation burning through her. Yet her pussy clenched hard inside the soaked padding, still leaking arousal mixed with piss. The plug kept buzzing, keeping her right on the edge of a different kind of release.

Soren stood slowly, towering over her. He offered his hand.

He smiles at the soaked bulk. Time for your bottle.


Chapter 8: Formula Feed

Calla waddled behind Soren down the corridor, the massively soaked diaper sagging heavily between her slim thighs. Warm piss sloshed inside the swollen padding with every awkward step, the plastic outer layer stretching taut and crinkling wetly. The front bulged obscenely, yellowed and distended, forcing her legs apart in a humiliating infantile gait. The vibrating plug continued its low, relentless buzz inside her ass, turning the heavy wetness into a constant, squishing tease against her swollen clit.

Her cheeks burned crimson. Tears still tracked down her face from the public accident in the lobby. Auburn hair hung messy around her sharp features. Green eyes downcast, avoiding the knowing glances of passing staff.

Soren led her into a small, softly lit feeding room. A large padded reclining chair dominated the center, complete with wide Velcro restraints at the wrists, ankles, and waist. A side table held several full baby bottles of warm, milky formula. The air smelled faintly sweet and chemical.

“Up you go, little girl.”

He lifted her effortlessly onto the chair, the soaked diaper squishing loudly as her bottom settled into the padded seat. The heavy bulk spread beneath her, warm piss pressing up against her powdered pussy and the base of the plug. She whimpered at the sensation.

Soren worked quickly. Strong hands secured her wrists to the armrests with thick Velcro straps. Then her ankles, spreading her legs wide so the massive, sagging diaper remained fully on display. A wide belt went across her waist, pinning her hips down firmly. She was completely immobilized, naked except for the ruined diaper, breasts exposed, legs forced open.

“Perfect,” he murmured, stepping back to admire her. “Helpless and ready for her bottle.”

Calla tugged weakly at the restraints. The soaked padding squelched with the movement. “Daddy… it’s so wet… I feel disgusting…”

“You look beautiful,” Soren said calmly, picking up the first warm bottle. The nipple was large, medical-grade silicone. He tested the flow on his gloved finger, then sat on a stool beside her. One large hand cradled the back of her head, tilting it slightly. “Open.”

She parted her lips reluctantly. He slid the nipple into her mouth.

“Drink. All of it. This special formula will help you regress properly.”

The warm liquid flowed over her tongue - thick, slightly sweet, with an underlying medicinal taste she couldn’t quite place. She suckled automatically at first, then harder as he tilted the bottle higher. The restraints kept her from turning away. Warmth filled her mouth, then her throat, sliding down into her empty stomach.

“Good girl. Such a hungry little baby for Daddy.”

Praise poured from him in that deep, steady voice while she nursed. His ice-blue eyes watched every swallow, every flutter of her lashes.

“Sucking so nicely. Look at that wet, heavy diaper between your legs. You pissed yourself like a real baby in front of strangers. And now you’re drinking your formula like you were made for it.”

Calla moaned around the nipple. Shame burned hot, but the words made her clit throb inside the soggy padding. The plug buzzed gently, syncing with her suckling rhythm. She drank faster, the warm formula filling her belly in heavy gulps.

Soren kept talking, voice low and intimate. “That’s it. Fill that tummy. Let go of every adult thought. You’re not an attorney anymore. You’re Daddy’s padded, piss-soaked little girl. Feel how the diaper sags? How it squishes every time you suck? That’s what you are now.”

Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes again, but she kept nursing. The bottle emptied far too quickly. Soren replaced it with a second full one without pause. The flow continued. More warm, thick formula poured down her throat. Her stomach began to distend slightly under the restraint belt, rounding out from the volume.

“Such a good baby. Drinking every drop. Your body is learning. Soon you won’t even remember how to hold it. You’ll just wet and mess whenever you need to, and Daddy will change you.”

The third bottle came. Then the fourth. Calla’s belly grew tight and full, sloshing audibly with every swallow. The warm liquid sat heavy inside her, mixing with the special additives that made her gut feel strangely active. Her soaked diaper continued to squish beneath her restrained hips, the wetness cooling slightly but still warm against her most sensitive places.

Soren wiped a trickle of formula from her chin with his thumb, then pushed it between her lips for her to suck clean.

“Look at you. Restrained. Bottled. Diapered. Leaking like the helpless little thing you are. I’m so proud of how quickly you’re surrendering.”

Calla’s green eyes were glassy, half-lidded from the overwhelming sensations. Full belly. Buzzing plug. Heavy, piss-filled diaper squelching with every tiny shift. The praise wrapped around her like a drug, making her pussy clench and leak fresh arousal into the already ruined padding.

The last bottle emptied. Soren set it aside and gently removed the nipple from her mouth. A thin string of formula and saliva connected her lips to it for a moment before breaking.

He stroked her hair, then her distended belly, pressing lightly.

“Such a full little tummy. All that warm formula inside my baby.”

Calla let out a soft, contented whimper, the restraints holding her securely in place. For a brief moment the humiliation faded, replaced by the strange comfort of being fed and praised.

Then her stomach gurgled loudly.

A deep, sudden cramp twisted through her lower belly.

Her eyes widened.

Her stomach begins to cramp from the special formula..


Chapter 9: Pressure Builds

Calla squirmed helplessly in the padded reclining chair, thick Velcro restraints pinning her wrists, ankles, and waist. Her belly felt bloated and heavy from the four full bottles of warm formula, the special mixture sloshing inside her with every shallow breath. The massively soaked diaper sagged heavily between her spread thighs, the plastic outer layer stretched tight and yellowed, warm piss still squishing softly against her powdered pussy and the base of the vibrating anal plug. The plug continued its low, maddening buzz, keeping her clit throbbing and her asshole fluttering around the silicone intruder.

Soren stood beside the chair, tall and unflinching in his charcoal suit. Ice-blue eyes studied her distended stomach, then drifted down to the ruined, bulging diaper. One gloved hand rested possessively on her rounded belly, pressing lightly.

“Feel that full tummy, little girl? All that formula working its way through you. But we’re not done yet.”

Calla whimpered, green eyes glassy with discomfort and lingering humiliation. “Daddy… it’s too much… my stomach hurts…”

“Good.” His voice stayed calm, matter-of-fact. “That means it’s time for your suppository. Little babies need help emptying properly.”

He moved to a nearby tray and picked up a small, bullet-shaped glycerin suppository. White. Slick with lubricant. Thick enough to be noticeable but not overly large. In his other hand he held a fresh pair of black nitrile gloves and a tube of extra lubricant.

Calla’s eyes widened. She tugged uselessly at the restraints. The soaked diaper crinkled and squelched loudly with the movement. “No… please… I already feel so full…”

Soren ignored the plea. He snapped on the fresh gloves with a sharp snap, then lowered the chair’s back slightly so her hips tilted upward. The position made her plugged ass and soaked diaper even more exposed. He peeled the tapes of the wet diaper open one by one, the loud rip echoing in the small room. Cool air hit her overheated, piss-soaked skin as he folded the front panel down.

Her shaved pussy glistened with a mix of old urine and fresh arousal. The base of the anal plug sat nestled between her cheeks, still buzzing faintly. The entire area smelled of powder, piss, and her own needy scent.

“Such a messy little girl already,” Soren observed, voice low. He took a thick clinical wipe and cleaned her thoroughly - slow strokes over her outer lips, between her folds, around the plug. Each pass made her flinch and moan. The wipe dragged across her swollen clit, sending sparks through her overstimulated body.

When she was as clean as a piss-soaked baby could be, he squeezed more lubricant onto his gloved fingers. Two fingers circled her tight asshole, pressing around the base of the plug.

“Time to make room.”

He gripped the base of the vibrating plug and slowly pulled it out. The silicone slid free with a wet pop, leaving her asshole gaping slightly, twitching in the cool air. Calla gasped at the sudden emptiness, her inner walls clenching around nothing.

Before she could adjust, Soren’s lubed finger pushed inside her ass, slick and invasive. He worked the lubricant deep, scissoring gently, opening her up. Then he picked up the suppository.

“Deep breath, baby.”

The cool, slick tip pressed against her pucker. He pushed steadily. The suppository slid inside her ass, disappearing inch by inch until only the very end remained visible. Soren used one finger to press it deeper, lodging it high inside her rectum where it would melt quickly.

“There. All the way in. Now you hold it like a good girl.”

He refastened the soaked diaper, pulling the tapes tight again. The heavy, wet padding hugged her once more, pressing the melting suppository firmly in place. The plug was set aside for now, but the buzzing sensation still echoed in her nerves.

Soren returned to his stool, eyes never leaving her. “You will hold everything. The formula. The suppository. No accidents until Daddy says so. Understood?”

Calla nodded frantically, but another cramp twisted through her gut. Stronger this time. The glycerin began to work almost immediately, mixing with the heavy load in her bowels. Pressure built low in her belly, a heavy, urgent fullness that made her asshole clench desperately around the dissolving suppository.

“Oh god… it’s coming… I feel it moving…”

She tried to curl up, but the restraints held her spread and open. The soaked diaper squished loudly as she rocked her hips, thighs trembling. Sweat broke out across her skin. Her small breasts heaved with rapid breaths.

Soren watched closely. Calm. Clinical. One hand occasionally pressing on her bloated stomach, feeling the cramps ripple through her.

“Fight it, little girl. Squeeze that little bottom tight. Show Daddy how hard you’re trying to be a big girl.”

The praise mixed with the command made her pussy throb inside the wet padding. But the pressure was relentless. The suppository melted fully, releasing its laxative effect. Her bowels churned loudly - gurgles and rumbles that filled the room. Another sharp cramp hit, forcing a hot, desperate fart to escape into the diaper. The smell was faint but unmistakable, trapped inside the plastic.

Calla’s face burned with fresh shame. “Daddy… please… I can’t… it’s too much…”

“You can and you will.” Soren’s voice never wavered. “Hold it. Feel every second of that building pressure. This is what surrender feels like.”

Minutes stretched into an eternity of observation. Soren never looked away. He noted every twitch, every clench, every whimper. Occasionally he reached down to pat the heavy, sagging front of her diaper, pressing the wet bulk against her clit and making her moan.

The cramps intensified. Her asshole burned with the effort of holding back the inevitable. The formula and suppository worked together, creating an unstoppable wave of pressure. Her belly gurgled violently. A thin sheen of sweat covered her body. Her green eyes pleaded silently, tears leaking freely now.

She rocked harder in the restraints, the diaper squelching and crinkling with frantic urgency. Her thighs shook. Muscles burned from clenching so hard.

Another powerful cramp ripped through her. This one deeper, more urgent. Her asshole fluttered wildly, the ring struggling to stay closed.

Hot, soft mess began to crown at her pucker, pushing insistently against the soaked padding.

Calla’s breath came in short, panicked gasps. “No… no… I’m trying… Daddy, please…”

But her body betrayed her completely.

She cannot hold it any longer..


Chapter 10: The Mess

Calla strained against the thick Velcro restraints, her slim body slick with sweat, auburn hair plastered to her flushed face. The bloated belly gurgled violently under the waist strap, every cramp sharper than the last. The soaked diaper sagged heavily between her spread thighs, piss-warm and swollen, the plastic stretched tight around the massive bulk. Inside her ass, the melted suppository and heavy load of formula pushed relentlessly downward.

She cannot hold it any longer.

The first hot, soft log forced its way past her clenched ring with a wet, squelching push. It slid into the seat of the already ruined diaper, spreading warm and mushy against her skin. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming - thick, heavy, humiliating.

“Oh god - oh fuck - it’s coming out - ”

Her voice cracked into a broken whimper as another powerful cramp hit. A second, softer wave of mess exploded from her asshole, filling the back of the diaper in a long, uncontrollable gush. The warm mush squished upward between her cheeks, pressing firmly around the base where the plug had been, coating her skin in a thick, sticky layer. The diaper expanded noticeably, the padding swelling even more as it absorbed the heavy load.

Calla’s green eyes squeezed shut, tears streaming freely. Her small breasts heaved, nipples tight and aching. Sweat rolled down her ribs and pooled in the hollow of her collarbone.

“I’m messing… I’m actually messing myself like a baby… Daddy, please - ”

Soren sat perfectly still on his stool, ice-blue eyes locked on the sagging, discolored bulk between her legs. He watched every twitch, every desperate clench of her thighs, every shameful push of her hips. His deep voice remained calm, almost soothing.

“That’s it, little girl. Let it all out. Push for Daddy. Fill that thick diaper like the helpless baby you are.”

The praise hit her like a drug. Fresh shame burned through her chest even as her asshole relaxed further. Another long, wet fart bubbled out, followed by more soft, mushy shit that packed the seat of the diaper. The mess spread sideways, squishing warmly against her inner thighs and up toward her powdered pussy. The smell - earthy, intimate, infantile - filled the small room, trapped inside the plastic.

Calla sobbed openly now, hips rocking in tiny, frantic movements that only made the mess smear more thoroughly. The soaked front of the diaper sloshed with old piss while the back grew heavier and warmer, the padding compressing into a thick, squelchy mass beneath her.

“It feels so gross… so warm and sticky… I can’t stop it - ”

“You don’t have to stop it,” Soren said, leaning closer. One large hand rested on her distended belly, pressing gently in slow circles, encouraging the release. “This is what your body was made for. No more holding. No more control. Just fill your diaper for Daddy while I watch.”

Another cramp ripped through her. Calla’s head thrashed side to side. A loud, prolonged squish echoed as the final heavy wave pushed out - thick, soft, and endless. The back of the diaper ballooned outward, sagging heavily between her spread legs. The mess packed firmly against her asshole and cheeks, some of it creeping forward to smear lightly against her swollen clit through the saturated padding.

Her pussy clenched hard despite the humiliation. The combination of fullness, warmth, shame, and the lingering buzz-memory of the plug left her dripping fresh arousal into the mess.

Soren’s gaze never wavered. “Look at that beautiful, full diaper. So heavy now. So messy. You did that, baby. You let go completely. Daddy is so proud of his little girl.”

The words made her sob harder, but her hips gave one last involuntary grind, squishing the warm load against her most sensitive places. The sensation was disgusting and perversely arousing at the same time. She felt utterly reduced - naked, restrained, sweating, and sitting in her own warm shit and piss like a toddler who couldn’t hold it.

Minutes passed in heavy silence broken only by her ragged breathing and the occasional wet squelch when she shifted. Soren simply watched, letting the full weight of the accident settle over her. The smell grew thicker. The diaper sagged lower, the tapes straining to hold the massive, discolored bulk.

Finally, he stood. Tall and composed, he moved to the supply cabinet and began preparing for the change. He laid out fresh supplies on the tray with deliberate care: a new ultra-thick diaper, stack of clinical wipes, fresh powder, ointment, and then - He laid out the clamps for the change.


Chapter 11: Clamps and Change

Calla lay restrained in the padded chair, body glistening with sweat, auburn hair matted to her tear-streaked face. The massively overloaded diaper sagged obscenely between her spread thighs, the plastic outer layer stretched to its limit and darkly stained. Warm, thick mess filled the seat, squishing heavily against her ass cheeks and creeping forward to smear her swollen pussy lips. The front remained soaked with piss, the entire bulky package warm, heavy, and reeking of her complete loss of control.

Soren stood over her, ice-blue eyes calm and appraising as he laid the metal nipple clamps on the tray beside the fresh supplies. The clamps were small but vicious - silver jaws with adjustable tension screws and short chains ending in tiny weights.

“Time for your change, little girl,” he said quietly. “But first, we make sure you feel everything.”

He reached for her small, firm breasts. His large hands cupped them, thumbs brushing the already stiff nipples until they peaked harder. Calla whimpered, the touch sending sparks straight to her messy core.

“Such pretty little tits. They’re going to look even prettier clamped while Daddy cleans up his messy baby.”

He picked up the first clamp. Opened the jaws wide. Placed it over her left nipple and let it snap shut.

Sharp pain flared instantly. Calla cried out, back arching against the restraints as the metal teeth bit deep into the sensitive bud. The weight swung slightly, tugging mercilessly.

“Ah - fuck - too tight - ”

Soren didn’t loosen it. He simply attached the second clamp to her right nipple with the same clinical precision. Another burst of stinging pain. Both nipples now throbbed in time with her heartbeat, the chains and weights pulling downward with every shallow breath. The constant ache mixed with the warm, sticky mess in her diaper, turning humiliation into something darker and hotter.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, giving each chain a gentle tug. Fresh pain shot through her breasts. Her pussy clenched hard inside the filthy padding, leaking more arousal into the mush.

Soren moved lower. Strong fingers gripped the tapes of the destroyed diaper. He peeled them open one by one with slow, deliberate rips. The loud sound filled the room. Cool air hit her overheated skin as he folded the front panel down, fully exposing the disaster between her legs.

The mess was everywhere. Thick, soft shit coated her ass cheeks and the crease of her thighs. Brownish smears streaked her inner lips and swollen clit. The heavy load had packed firmly under her, some of it pushed forward by the weight of the diaper. The smell rose strong and intimate.

Calla turned her head away, sobbing. “Don’t look… please, Daddy…”

“I have to look,” Soren replied evenly. “Every inch of my baby needs cleaning. And you’re going to watch me do it.”

He took a thick stack of clinical wipes, warm and moist. Starting at her inner thighs, he wiped slowly, thoroughly, dragging the cloths through the mess. Each stroke revealed more of her slim, pale skin while spreading the sticky residue. He lifted her hips slightly with one hand, cleaning deep between her cheeks. The wipes grew heavy and brown as he worked methodically around her asshole, removing every trace of the accident.

The nipple clamps tugged with every movement, sending sharp reminders through her breasts. Pain and the cool touch of the wipes made her whimper continuously. When he reached her pussy, he parted her folds with two fingers and cleaned her clit with careful circles. The sensitive nub throbbed under the attention, still swollen and needy despite the mess.

“Such a dirty little cunt,” he praised softly. “Leaking even while covered in your own shit. Your body loves this, doesn’t it?”

Calla could only moan brokenly. The thorough cleaning felt invasive and intimate. Every wipe dragged across her asshole and pussy, teasing her while the clamps bit harder. By the time he finished, her skin was pink and clean, glistening with wipe residue and fresh arousal. The used wipes piled high in a bin, the smell of baby powder and ointment soon replacing the mess.

Soren shook a generous cloud of powder over her freshly cleaned areas. White dust settled on her mound, between her folds, and deep into the crease of her ass. His gloved hand rubbed it in firmly, massaging the powder into her clit and around her tight pucker. The sensation made her hips jerk against the waist restraint.

He unfolded the new diaper - thicker than the last, with even higher absorbency and louder plastic backing. He slid it beneath her lifted hips. The clean padding felt cool and luxurious compared to the ruined one. He brought the front up between her legs, pressing the thick core snugly against her powdered pussy and ass.

The tapes ripped loudly as he secured them, pulling each side tight so the new diaper hugged her slim hips perfectly. The bulk was enormous, forcing her thighs apart again. Loud crinkles accompanied every adjustment.

Throughout the entire change, the nipple clamps stayed on. Every tug, every breath, every crinkle sent fresh sparks of pain-pleasure through her chest. Her nipples had turned a deep, angry red, swollen around the jaws.

Soren gave the chains one final, playful tug, watching her flinch and moan.

“These stay on a little longer. They look so pretty on you while you’re padded.”

He stepped back to admire his work: Calla restrained, freshly diapered in a massive clean bulk, nipples clamped and throbbing, face flushed with humiliation and unwilling arousal.

Then he turned toward the restraint cabinet.

He reaches for the restraints and spreader bar.


Chapter 12: Locked Open

Calla’s breath came in short, ragged bursts as Soren unfastened the Velcro waist and ankle straps, only to replace them with cold steel. He snapped heavy handcuffs around her wrists, locking them together above her head to a ring bolted into the top of the padded chair. The position stretched her slim torso, thrusting her small breasts upward so the silver nipple clamps pulled even tighter. Sharp, constant pain throbbed through her swollen buds with every heartbeat.

Next came the spreader bar.

Thick black metal, adjustable, with padded leather cuffs at each end. Soren lifted her legs one by one, buckling the cuffs just above her knees. He ratcheted the bar wider and wider until her thighs were forced obscenely apart, knees bent, feet dangling helplessly. The new thick diaper crinkled loudly as her hips tilted upward, the bulky padding now fully exposed and vulnerable between her spread legs. Her powdered pussy and tight asshole were completely on display, framed by the white plastic and leg gathers.

She tested the restraints. Wrists locked. Legs locked wide. No way to close them. No way to hide.

Soren stepped back, admiring the view with clinical satisfaction. The nipple clamps gleamed under the lights, chains swaying gently. Her green eyes were wide, pupils blown with a toxic mix of fear, shame, and dark arousal.

“Perfect,” he said softly. “Completely locked open for your enema training.”

He wheeled over the enema stand. A large clear bag hung from the hook, already filled with warm, soapy solution. A long, thick nozzle with an inflatable retention balloon waited on the tray beside a pump and a bottle of extra lubricant.

Calla’s stomach twisted. “Daddy… please… not while I’m like this…”

“You will take every drop,” Soren replied, voice never rising. “And you will hold it until I say otherwise. This is how we teach your body who is in control.”

He snapped on fresh black gloves. Poured more lubricant onto his fingers. Without warning, two slick digits pressed against her asshole and pushed inside, stretching the tight ring with clinical efficiency. Calla gasped, the intrusion deep and sudden. He scissored gently, coating her inner walls, then withdrew and coated the thick nozzle liberally.

The nozzle slid in easily - cold, firm, thicker than the beginner plug. Soren pushed until the balloon rested just inside her. Then he squeezed the pump. Once. Twice. Three times. The balloon inflated, sealing her shut, trapping the nozzle deep in her ass.

Calla moaned low and broken as the pressure stretched her from within. The nipple clamps tugged painfully with every twitch of her chest.

Soren opened the clamp on the tubing.

Warm, soapy water began to flow.

At first it was a gentle trickle, filling her slowly. Then he raised the bag higher. The flow increased to a steady, relentless stream. Calla felt every ounce pouring into her bowels, warm and heavy, swelling her already tender belly.

“It’s too much… it’s filling me so fast - ”

“Take it,” Soren commanded quietly. One hand rested on her distended stomach, pressing lightly to feel the liquid rising inside her. “Breathe through it. Let your body accept what Daddy gives you.”

The water kept coming. Cramps started almost immediately - sharp, twisting waves that made her locked-open legs tremble violently. The spreader bar rattled as she tried instinctively to close her thighs and failed. The thick diaper crinkled helplessly beneath her raised hips.

Her belly rounded further, skin stretching tight. The soapy solution churned and gurgled loudly inside her. Every few seconds a cramp would hit harder, forcing a desperate whimper from her throat. The nipple clamps bit deeper as her chest heaved, sending stinging sparks straight to her clit.

Soren watched everything. The way her powdered pussy lips glistened with fresh slick despite the invasion. The way her asshole clenched uselessly around the inflated balloon. The way her face contorted between pain and humiliated pleasure.

“Such a good girl taking her enema,” he praised, voice deep and steady. “Look how full your tummy is getting. All that warm water trapped inside because Daddy decided it belongs there. No escape. No mercy. Just holding for me.”

Another surge of liquid. Calla cried out, back arching as much as the cuffs allowed. The pressure was immense, her bowels distended and cramping violently. She could feel the soapy water pressing against the mess still deep inside her from earlier, threatening to turn everything into a liquid storm.

Sweat poured down her body. Her nipples throbbed mercilessly in the clamps. Her spread legs shook uncontrollably in the bar, the thick diaper rustling loudly with every futile twitch.

“Please… Daddy… I’m so full… it hurts… I need to let it out - ”

“Not yet.” Soren’s hand stroked her swollen belly in slow, possessive circles. “You hold every drop. This is training. Your body learns to surrender completely - inside and out.”

He let the bag drain almost entirely. When the last of the solution flowed into her, he closed the clamp and gently removed the tubing, leaving the inflated balloon sealed tight inside her ass.

Calla was a wreck. Belly massively distended, skin shiny and tight. Legs locked wide by the spreader bar. Nipple clamps stinging. Wrists cuffed high. The thick diaper the only thing covering her, crinkling with every desperate squirm.

The pressure inside her built to an unbearable peak. Soapy water and remnants of her earlier mess churned violently, demanding release. Her asshole fluttered wildly around the balloon, but the seal held firm.

Soren finally deflated the balloon and slid the nozzle free with a wet pop. A single warning squirt of liquid escaped before he pressed a thick plug into place, sealing her completely once more.

The overnight diaper will be even thicker.


Chapter 13: Heavy Night

Calla lay on her back in the oversized crib, wrists cuffed to the padded rails above her head, legs still slightly spread by the remnants of the spreader bar’s memory even though it had been removed. The ultra-thick overnight diaper had been sealed around her hips with ruthless efficiency. It was monstrous - easily twice the bulk of the previous one, with extra-high absorbency panels, reinforced leg gathers, and a heavy plastic backing that crinkled deafeningly with every tiny shift of her body. The thick padding forced her thighs apart in a permanent waddle even while lying down.

The nipple clamps remained. Their sharp bite had settled into a constant, throbbing ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. Every breath tugged the chains, sending fresh stings through her swollen, reddened nipples.

Soren had tucked her in personally. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly as he pulled the crib’s side rail up with a solid click, locking her inside. A soft overhead light stayed on, casting a clinical glow over her helpless form. In the corner, a small red light blinked steadily - the camera, always watching.

“Sleep if you can, little girl,” he had said, voice low and calm. “But your body will wet whenever it needs to. The diaper is there to hold it all. Daddy will check the footage in the morning.”

Then he left, plunging the room into a quiet hum of monitors and the occasional soft beep.

Hours passed in the dim nursery.

Calla drifted in and out of exhausted, uneasy sleep. The massive diaper hugged her like a pillow, the thick padding pressing firmly against her powdered pussy and still-sensitive asshole. The enema from earlier had left her bowels quiet for now, but her bladder - overfilled from the endless formula and the sheer volume of liquid still working through her - began to protest.

The first forced wetting came just after midnight.

She woke with a sharp, urgent pressure low in her belly. The need hit hard and fast, no slow build. Her eyes flew open, green gaze darting around the empty room. She tried to press her thighs together, but the bulky overnight diaper made it impossible. The thick padding kept her legs parted, the plastic rustling loudly in the silence.

“No… not again… please…”

A hot spurt escaped before she could clench. Then another. Then the dam broke completely.

Warm piss flooded out of her in a powerful, uncontrollable gush. It hissed loudly against the inner padding, soaking the core instantly. The ultra-thick diaper drank it greedily, swelling between her legs as the heavy stream continued. Warmth spread everywhere - over her clit, around her ass, up toward the front waistband. The plastic outer layer grew taut, the bulk sagging heavily beneath her as it absorbed wave after wave of urine.

Calla whimpered, hips rocking uselessly in the crib. The loud, wet crinkle filled the room. The nipple clamps tugged with every squirm, stinging her swollen buds. She could feel the camera’s red eye watching, recording every second of her helpless accident.

When the flow finally slowed to a trickle, the diaper was noticeably heavier, warmer, and thicker between her thighs. She lay panting, tears of shame slipping down her cheeks, the soaked padding squishing softly with every breath.

Sleep claimed her again, fitful and broken.

The second wetting came around three in the morning.

This one was slower, more insidious. She woke to a dull, building ache. The formula still worked its way through her system, constantly refilling her bladder. She tried to hold it, clenching hard, but the thick diaper and her exhausted body betrayed her. A long, steady leak began - hot piss trickling out in pulses, soaking deeper into the already damp core. The padding swelled further, growing warm and heavy, the leg gathers stretching to contain the new flood.

She moaned softly, the sound recorded for later review. The nipple clamps throbbed in rhythm with her desperate clenches. By the time the second accident finished, the overnight diaper had become a massive, sagging pillow of soaked padding. The plastic backing creaked faintly when she shifted, the bulk forcing her legs even wider apart.

Dawn approached.

The third and final forced wetting hit just before morning light filtered through the frosted window. This one was the strongest - her body completely surrendering after hours of unconscious filling. Calla barely woke at first. A powerful, uncontrollable rush poured out of her while she hovered between sleep and awareness. Hot urine jetted strongly into the diaper, flooding the core until the absorbent material could barely keep up. The heavy padding ballooned outward, sagging dramatically between her spread thighs, the warmth radiating against her skin.

She came fully awake mid-stream, gasping and whimpering as the last heavy gushes emptied her bladder completely. The overnight diaper was utterly ruined - massively swollen, warm, and heavy, the plastic stretched tight over the enormous, piss-logged bulk. Every tiny movement produced loud, squishy crinkles and wet squelches.

Calla lay there in the crib, exhausted, humiliated, and helplessly aroused despite everything. The nipple clamps still bit into her tender nipples. The camera’s red light blinked on, having captured every wetting, every whimper, every squirm of her padded, clamped body throughout the long night.

The crib rail clicked open.

Soren stood in the doorway, tall and impeccably dressed, ice-blue eyes taking in the sight of his thoroughly used little girl. The massively soaked overnight diaper dominated her slim frame, sagging heavily and visibly yellowed.

He smiled faintly, approving.

Morning brings the public test.


Chapter 14: Public Crinkle

Calla stood in the nursery, cheeks burning as Soren dressed her for the outing. The overnight diaper had been changed at dawn - replaced with another ultra-thick medical one, even bulkier than before, its heavy padding forcing her slim thighs apart in a permanent, waddling stance. The plastic backing crinkled loudly with every breath she took. Powder dusted her skin again, sweet and infantile, trapped beneath the swollen core.

Over the massive diaper he slid a short, pleated skirt - barely long enough to cover the top half of the bulk. The hem rode high on her hips, the white padding clearly visible below if she moved wrong. No panties. No bra. Just a thin white crop top that clung to her small breasts, the faint outline of her still-tender nipples visible through the fabric. Her auburn hair was brushed into two loose pigtails, making her sharp-featured face look younger, more vulnerable. Green eyes darted nervously toward the door.

Soren attached the remote-controlled egg vibrator to the front of her diaper with medical tape, pressing the smooth bulb firmly against her powdered clit through the thick padding. The wire disappeared inside the waistband. He slipped the small black remote into his suit pocket.

“Ready for your public test, little girl?”

Calla’s thighs trembled. The skirt barely covered anything. Every shift produced loud, unmistakable crinkles that seemed to echo in the quiet clinic hallway. “Daddy… people will see…”

“That’s the point.”

He took her hand and led her outside to the private car. The drive into the nearby upscale shopping district felt endless. Calla sat on the leather seat, the thick diaper squishing beneath her, the short skirt riding up to expose the white bulk between her legs. She kept tugging the hem down, but it was useless. The crinkle never stopped.

They arrived at the busy outdoor plaza. People strolled past - businessmen, shoppers, couples enjoying the mild weather. Soren guided her along the paved walk with a firm hand on her lower back. Every step made the diaper crinkle loudly - sharp, plastic rustles that drew curious glances. Heads turned. Eyes dropped to the obvious, bulky padding peeking from under her tiny skirt.

Calla’s face flamed crimson. She tried to walk normally, but the massive bulk forced her into a slow, infantile waddle. The egg pressed insistently against her clit with each movement.

Soren activated the remote.

A low, teasing buzz hummed to life inside the diaper.

Calla gasped, stumbling slightly. The vibrations traveled through the thick padding, buzzing directly against her swollen clit. Her pussy clenched hard, leaking fresh slick into the powder. The crinkle grew louder as her hips jerked involuntarily.

“Walk, baby,” Soren said calmly, voice low enough for only her to hear. “People are watching.”

She forced herself forward. The short skirt swished, flashing more of the white diaper with every step. The egg intensified - stronger pulses that made her clit throb and her knees weaken. A soft whimper escaped her lips. A passing woman in a business suit raised an eyebrow, gaze lingering on the bulky padding and Calla’s flushed face.

They stopped at a café table on the patio. Soren ordered for her - warm milk in a sippy cup disguised as a travel mug. Calla sat carefully, the thick diaper compressing with a loud, prolonged crinkle that seemed to carry across the entire patio. Several heads turned.

Soren thumbed the remote higher.

The egg buzzed harder, rapid vibrations grinding against her clit through the heavy padding. Calla gripped the edge of the table, thighs pressing together uselessly around the bulk. Her nipples tightened under the thin top, still sensitive from the clamps earlier. Slick soaked into the diaper’s core, mixing with the powder.

“Daddy… it’s too strong… I’m going to - ”

“No coming,” he said simply. “Not here.”

The vibrations climbed again. She bit her lip hard, trying to stifle the moans rising in her throat. Her hips rocked subtly on the chair, grinding the buzzing egg against her clit. The diaper crinkled constantly, drawing more stares. A group of young women at the next table whispered, one of them pointing discreetly at the obvious padding under Calla’s skirt.

Soren kept the torment going as they continued walking. Past shop windows, through crowded sidewalks. The egg pulsed in unpredictable patterns - long, slow waves followed by sharp, intense bursts that left her gasping. Each time she neared the edge, he dialed it back, leaving her trembling and denied.

At one point he stopped her in front of a fountain, turning her to face the water while he stood behind her. The remote went to maximum for thirty long seconds. Calla’s legs shook violently. The thick diaper crinkled wildly as her hips bucked. A tiny, desperate moan slipped out. Passersby slowed, eyes wide at the sight of the short-skirted woman with the visibly bulky, loudly crinkling diaper squirming in public.

When he finally lowered the intensity, she was panting, tears of frustration and humiliation pricking her eyes. Her pussy ached, clit swollen and throbbing against the relentless toy. The diaper felt warmer, damper from her constant leaking.

They walked for what felt like hours. Every step announced her condition with loud crinkles. The short skirt rode up repeatedly, flashing the thick white padding to anyone who looked. Soren kept the egg active the entire time - teasing, edging, never letting her rest or come.

By the time they returned to the car, Calla was a mess. Face flushed, pigtails messy, thighs trembling, the front of her diaper visibly damp from arousal. The crinkle had become constant, loud, and humiliating.

Back at the clinic, Soren led her straight to the nursery. The door clicked shut behind them. He guided her to the center of the room, the thick diaper still buzzing faintly against her desperate clit.

Back in the nursery, she will beg.


Chapter 15: Earned Orgasms

Calla stood in the center of the nursery, legs trembling, the ultra-thick diaper sagging heavily between her thighs from the long public outing. The short skirt had been stripped away the moment the door closed, leaving her in nothing but the massively swollen padding and the thin crop top. The remote egg still buzzed faintly against her swollen clit, a low, teasing hum that kept her right on the aching edge. Her auburn pigtails hung messy around her flushed face, green eyes glassy with desperate need. Fresh arousal had soaked the front of the diaper, mixing with the earlier wettings until the core felt warm and squishy.

Soren circled her slowly, ice-blue eyes drinking in every detail. The remote stayed in his hand.

“On your knees, little girl.”

She dropped immediately, the thick diaper compressing with a loud, wet crinkle. The egg pressed harder against her clit from the new position. A broken whimper escaped her lips.

“Please, Daddy… I need to come… I’ve been good…”

Soren tilted her chin up with one finger. “Good girls earn their orgasms with the right words. Beg properly. Tell Daddy exactly what you are.”

Calla’s cheeks burned. The egg buzzed stronger for a moment, then dropped back to a maddening tease. Her hips rocked forward instinctively, grinding the bulky padding against nothing.

“I’m… I’m your padded baby,” she whispered, voice shaking.

“Louder. And more honest.”

The vibrations increased again, pushing her closer. She moaned, thighs clenching around the massive bulk.

“I’m your helpless, diapered little girl… who wets and messes herself in public… please let me come, Daddy…”

Soren’s thumb dialed the egg higher. The buzz turned fierce against her clit. Pleasure spiked hard, her pussy spasming inside the soaked padding. She was right there - He turned it off.

Calla cried out in frustration, hips jerking desperately. “No - no, please! I was so close!”

“Again. Use the words you’re ashamed of.”

Tears pricked her eyes. The denial burned worse than the public humiliation. Her clit throbbed painfully, denied at the peak.

“I’m Daddy’s… piss-soaked, crinkly baby slut,” she choked out, voice small and humiliated. “I leak in my thick diapers like a toddler… I crinkle when I walk so everyone knows I’m incontinent… please… please let your baby come…”

Soren rewarded her with a long, strong burst from the egg. The vibrations hammered her swollen clit through the thick, wet padding. Calla’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent scream. Her small breasts heaved under the crop top, nipples stiff and sensitive.

This time he didn’t stop.

The orgasm crashed over her like a wave. Hard. Shattering. Her whole body convulsed, hips bucking wildly as the thick diaper crinkled and squished with every spasm. Hot squirts of girl-cum mixed with fresh piss flooded the already soaked core. She came loud and messy, moaning brokenly, pigtails swinging.

“Good girl,” Soren praised calmly. “One. Keep begging for the next.”

He didn’t let her come down. The egg stayed active, now at a lower, teasing setting that kept her sensitive clit twitching. Calla panted, still on her knees, the heavy diaper sagging even lower between her legs from the fresh flood.

“Please… Daddy… I need another… I’m your messy, leaky baby who can’t control anything… my pussy drips when I wear diapers… I’m addicted to the crinkle… please make me come again like the pathetic little girl I am…”

The words poured out faster now, shame fueling the fire. Soren increased the intensity. The egg buzzed viciously. Her second orgasm built even quicker, slamming into her with brutal force. She cried out, body shaking violently as another powerful release ripped through her. More wetness gushed into the diaper, the padding swelling thicker, warmer, heavier. The crinkle turned wet and obscene.

“Two,” Soren counted, voice steady. “Again.”

Calla was sobbing with overstimulation and need. Her green eyes pleaded up at him, pigtails sticking to her sweaty face.

“I’m Daddy’s permanent diaper baby… I wet in public while everyone stares at my bulky padding… I love how the mess feels when I can’t hold it… my cunt belongs to the diaper now… please… please let me come again… I’ll say anything…”

He pushed the remote to maximum.

The third orgasm exploded instantly. Calla screamed, collapsing forward onto her hands as her body seized. The thick diaper squelched loudly between her thighs while wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. Piss and cum soaked the padding completely, the leg gathers straining to contain the flood. Her vision whited out for long seconds, the humiliation and release blending into one overwhelming rush.

When she finally slumped, panting and trembling, Soren switched the egg off. He crouched in front of her, wiping a tear from her cheek with his thumb.

“Three. Very good, baby. But you’re not done begging yet.”

Calla could barely form words. Her body felt liquid, spent, yet the deep ache still lingered. The massively soaked diaper sagged heavily, warm and squishy, the plastic backing stretched tight over the enormous bulk.

“Please, Daddy…” she whispered hoarsely, voice raw. “I’m your stupid, incontinent little piss-baby… I need to come one more time… I’ll wear diapers forever if you let me… I’ll crinkle and leak for you every day… please… make your baby come again…”

Soren turned the egg back on - slow, deep pulses this time. He watched her struggle, hips grinding desperately against the heavy, soaked padding.

The fourth orgasm took longer, built from deep, rolling waves that left her whimpering and babbling.

“I’m Daddy’s diaper whore… I love being watched while I wet… I’m nothing but a crinkly, padded fucktoy now… please… please let me - ”

It hit her like a freight train. Calla screamed, body arching as the final, shattering release ripped through her overstimulated cunt. She squirted hard into the already ruined diaper, the flood soaking through to the outer plastic. Her thighs shook violently, the loud, wet crinkles echoing in the nursery as she rode the endless spasms.

When it finally ebbed, she collapsed completely, chest heaving, face pressed to the soft nursery floor. Tears and drool mixed on her cheeks. The thick diaper was utterly destroyed - massively swollen, dripping wet, sagging almost to her knees with the weight of multiple wettings and orgasms.

Soren switched the toy off for good. He lifted her gently into his arms, carrying her limp, spent body toward the changing table.

The nursery door locks behind them.


Chapter 16: Nursery Locked

Calla lay limp and spent across the changing table, her body still twitching from the chain of shattering orgasms. The massively soaked diaper sagged heavily between her spread thighs, warm, squishy, and reeking of piss and girl-cum. Her pigtails were tangled, auburn strands stuck to her tear-streaked face. Green eyes half-lidded, chest rising and falling in shallow, exhausted breaths.

Soren worked in silence, clinical and thorough. He peeled the destroyed diaper open with loud, wet rips of the tapes. The heavy, yellowed padding unfolded, revealing the complete mess between her legs - powder clumped with slick, inner thighs shiny, swollen pussy lips dark pink and puffy from relentless edging and release. He cleaned her meticulously with warm wipes, slow strokes that made her whimper when they dragged across her oversensitive clit and tender asshole.

Fresh powder dusted her skin in thick clouds. He rubbed it in firmly, covering every fold, every crease, even pressing lightly around her still-fluttering pussy. The sweet scent filled the nursery.

Then the new diaper.

Thicker again. Ultra-premium overnight padding with extra swelling capacity, taller front and back, wider leg cuffs. The plastic backing was louder, the core softer and plusher. Soren lifted her hips and slid it underneath, bringing the front up between her legs and taping it snugly. The bulk was enormous, forcing her thighs wide apart even while lying down. Loud crinkles accompanied every adjustment.

Over the fresh padding he dressed her in a soft, pastel-pink onesie. Snap-crotch design, short sleeves, thick cotton that hugged her slim body. The crotch panel snapped firmly over the massive diaper, pressing the padding even tighter against her mound. The onesie had little cartoon animals printed across the chest and bottom, completing the infantile look. Her small breasts pressed against the soft fabric, nipples still faintly visible.

Soren lifted her into his arms like she weighed nothing. She nuzzled weakly against his chest, the thick diaper crinkling loudly between them.

He carried her to the full nursery setup.

The large wooden crib dominated one wall, rails high and sturdy, with a mobile of soft pastel stars and moons hanging above. The mattress was thick and waterproof, covered in a soft sheet patterned with tiny ducks. A changing station stood nearby, stocked and ready. Soft nursery lights cast a warm glow. The walls were painted pale yellow with subtle cloud motifs. A large two-way mirror covered part of one wall - always watching.

Soren lowered her gently into the crib. The thickly padded onesie crinkled as her bulky bottom settled onto the mattress. He raised the side rail with a solid click, locking it in place. Then he fastened soft padded cuffs around her wrists, clipping them to rings on the crib rails so her arms were gently secured above her head, preventing her from reaching down to touch herself.

“Full nursery rules begin now, little girl,” he said, voice deep and calm. “No big words. No big thoughts. You are Daddy’s baby. You stay in this crib or on the changing table unless Daddy carries you. You use your diaper for everything. You speak only when spoken to, and only in little-girl voice. Understand?”

Calla nodded slowly, the thick padding rustling beneath her. The onesie felt soft and confining, the snaps at her crotch a constant reminder of her helplessness. “Yes, Daddy…”

“Good baby.”

He wound the mobile above her. Soft music began to play - gentle lullaby chimes - while the stars and moons spun slowly. The hypnotic motion made her eyes grow heavier despite the deep ache still lingering between her legs.

Soren sat on a low chair beside the crib, watching her. One hand reached through the bars to stroke her hair, then down to pat the front of her diaper through the onesie. Firm, possessive pats that made the padding crinkle and press against her clit.

“Feel how thick it is, baby? This is your home now. This crib. This diaper. This soft onesie. No more suits. No more meetings. Just crinkle and warmth and letting go.”

Calla’s thighs shifted. The bulk between her legs felt enormous, plush, safe in the strangest way. The snaps of the onesie kept everything locked in place. She tried to bring her knees together, but the padding prevented it. Another soft crinkle.

“Daddy… it’s so big…” she whispered in the small, lisping voice he expected.

“That’s right. Big diaper for my big baby who can’t hold anything anymore.”

He continued patting rhythmically. The motion rocked her slightly in the crib. The mobile spun. The lullaby played on. Time blurred. She drifted, half-asleep, the constant crinkle and gentle pressure lulling her deeper into regression.

Hours slipped by in the locked nursery. Soren fed her another bottle through the bars - warm formula again, thicker this time. She suckled obediently while he stroked her hair and praised her.

“Such a good little baby. Drinking all her milkies. Wetting whenever she needs to. No more big-girl worries.”

Twice during the long afternoon she felt the familiar urge. The first time she whimpered and tried to hold it, but Soren simply shook his head.

“Let it happen, baby. Right there in your thick diaper while Daddy watches.”

The warm flood came slowly, soaking into the fresh padding, swelling it further. The onesie grew slightly tighter over the expanding bulk. She sighed in helpless relief, the crinkle turning softer and wetter.

The second wetting was faster, triggered by another bottle. She barely fought it this time. Hot piss gushed out while the mobile spun above her, soaking the core completely. The diaper sagged heavily beneath her, warm and comforting in its own degrading way.

Soren changed her once in the late evening - quick, efficient, another thick diaper taped on, another onesie snapped shut. Each time the padding grew heavier, the regression deeper.

Night fell. The nursery lights dimmed to a soft night-light glow. The mobile continued its slow spin, music on a gentle loop. Calla lay secured in the crib, thickly diapered and onesie-clad, wrists lightly cuffed, completely immersed. The outside world felt distant, unreal. Only the crinkle, the warmth between her legs, and Daddy’s calm presence remained.

Soren stood, tall and composed, looking down at his fully regressed little girl through the crib bars.

He brings the largest toy yet.


Chapter 17: Deep Training

Calla lay on her back in the crib, soft pastel onesie snapped shut over the ultra-thick diaper, wrists gently cuffed to the rails above her head. The mobile spun lazily overhead, its lullaby a soft, constant hum that blurred the edges of her mind. The thick padding cradled her bottom and forced her thighs apart, the crinkle faint but ever-present with every tiny shift of her hips. Her green eyes were heavy-lidded, pigtails splayed across the pillow, sharp features softened by hours of forced regression.

Soren lowered the crib rail with a quiet click. He stood over her, tall and composed in the dim nursery light, ice-blue gaze fixed on his helpless baby. In his hand he held the largest toy yet - a thick, realistic dildo, veined and heavy, easily nine inches long and girthy, with a wide flared base designed to stay seated deep.

“Time for deep training, little girl,” he said calmly. “Daddy is going to stretch that needy little cunt while you stay safe and padded.”

Calla whimpered, the sound small and infantile. Her thighs twitched involuntarily, the thick diaper rustling loudly.

Soren unsnapped the crotch of the onesie with deliberate snaps, one by one. The soft fabric fell open, exposing the massive white bulk of the diaper. He peeled the tapes open slowly, the loud rips echoing in the quiet nursery. Cool air kissed her skin as he folded the front panel down, revealing her powdered pussy - still puffy and sensitive from the previous day’s endless orgasms. Her tight pink folds glistened with a fresh hint of arousal despite the heavy regression.

He squeezed a generous amount of thick, clear lubricant onto the massive dildo, stroking it slowly from base to tip until it gleamed. Then he coated two gloved fingers and pressed them against her entrance, circling, teasing, before sliding them inside with ease. She was already slick. He scissored gently, stretching her, preparing her for the much larger intrusion.

“Such a wet baby hole,” he murmured. “Even after all those diapers and wettings, your cunt still drips for Daddy’s toys.”

Calla moaned softly, hips lifting as much as the cuffs allowed. The thick diaper beneath her crinkled with the movement.

Soren positioned the fat head of the dildo at her entrance. He pushed slowly, inexorably. The wide tip breached her, stretching her pussy lips obscenely around the thick shaft. Inch after inch sank deep, the veined texture dragging along her inner walls. Calla’s breath hitched into short, punchy gasps as the massive toy filled her completely, bottoming out with the flared base nestled against her clit and the open diaper.

“Fuuuuck… it’s so big… Daddy, it’s splitting me open - ”

“Shh. Take it all like a good baby.”

He began to thrust - slow, deep, deliberate strokes that made the dildo disappear almost entirely into her slick cunt before pulling back until only the head stretched her entrance. Each thrust pushed the thick diaper beneath her, making it crinkle loudly. The lubricant mixed with her juices, creating wet, obscene squelching sounds that mixed with the plastic rustle.

He kept her on the edge for long minutes. Every time her breathing quickened and her pussy started to flutter around the thick shaft, he slowed or stopped, leaving the dildo buried deep while he simply watched her squirm.

“Please… Daddy… let me come… I need it…”

“Not yet. Beg like the regressed little slut you are.”

Calla’s voice cracked into a high, humiliated whine. “I’m Daddy’s diapered fucktoy… my cunt belongs to big toys while I wear my thick padding… please fuck your baby harder… I’ll wet myself again if you let me come…”

Soren rewarded her with faster, deeper thrusts. The dildo pounded into her, the flared base slapping wetly against her clit with every stroke. The open diaper crinkled constantly beneath her bucking hips. Her small breasts bounced inside the open onesie, nipples stiff. The mobile continued spinning above, its gentle lullaby contrasting the filthy sounds filling the crib.

He edged her relentlessly. Three, four, five times he brought her right to the brink - her pussy clenching desperately around the massive toy, thighs shaking, broken pleas spilling from her lips - only to pull the dildo almost all the way out and hold still until the orgasm faded.

Tears streamed down her cheeks. “Please… I can’t… I’m just a stupid padded baby… my hole needs to come so bad… I’ll mess my diaper right now if you want… just let me - ”

On the sixth edge, he finally allowed it.

He drove the dildo deep and hard, grinding the base against her clit in firm circles. Calla screamed, body arching off the mattress as the orgasm tore through her. Her pussy spasmed violently around the thick shaft, squirting clear fluid that soaked the open diaper beneath her. The padding drank it greedily, swelling even more. Her hips bucked wildly, crinkling and squelching as wave after wave crashed over her.

Soren didn’t stop. He kept thrusting through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing and oversensitive, then immediately started building her toward another.

The second climax hit even harder. Calla’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent wail as her cunt clenched rhythmically around the invading toy. More slick gushed out, flooding the diaper. The onesie bunched around her waist, the thick padding now visibly wetter and heavier.

He pulled the dildo free with a wet pop, only to press it back in at a different angle, hitting that deep spot inside her that made her see stars. The third orgasm followed quickly, leaving her a trembling, babbling mess.

“I’m… I’m just a diaper baby… fucktoy… leaky little whore… Daddy’s forever…”

Soren kept going, relentless but controlled. He fucked her through four more shattering releases, each one messier than the last. By the end, the open diaper beneath her was completely soaked - piss, cum, and lube turning the core into a heavy, squishy swamp. The thick padding sagged outward, tapes straining, the plastic glistening.

Calla lay limp and destroyed in the crib, chest heaving, tears and drool on her face, pussy red and puffy from the intense training, still twitching around nothing.

Soren finally withdrew the massive dildo, setting it aside. He gently refolded the front of the ruined diaper and taped it back into place, sealing all the mess inside. Then he snapped the onesie crotch shut over the swollen, soaked bulk.

He leaned down, brushing damp hair from her forehead with surprising tenderness.

One final contract remains.


Chapter 18: Forever Baby

Calla lay sprawled in the crib, completely spent, her body limp and trembling in the aftermath of the brutal dildo training. The ultra-thick overnight diaper was utterly destroyed beneath her - heavy, swollen, and warm with layers of piss, cum, and lube that had soaked through the core until the padding sagged heavily between her spread thighs. The soft pink onesie remained unsnapped at the crotch, the fabric bunched around her waist like a defeated flag of surrender. Her auburn pigtails were tangled and damp with sweat, green eyes glassy and unfocused, lips parted in soft, broken pants. Every tiny shift produced wet, obscene squelches from the ruined padding.

Soren stood beside the crib, tall and unflinching, the thick contract folder in one hand and the massive dildo still glistening in the other. His ice-blue eyes held a rare flicker of heat as he looked down at his thoroughly broken little girl.

“Last step, baby,” he said, voice low and deep. “The permanent contract. Diapers forever. No escape. No adult life. Just my padded, helpless baby for the rest of your days.”

Calla’s breath hitched. Even in her shattered state, a fresh throb of dark, eager need pulsed through her soaked cunt. She nodded weakly, the thick diaper crinkling wetly beneath her.

“Yes, Daddy… please…”

Soren lowered the crib rail completely. He climbed in with her, the mattress dipping under his weight. With effortless strength he rolled her onto her back again and straddled her hips, careful not to crush the swollen diaper but pressing his clothed erection firmly against the heavy, squishy bulk between her legs. The warm, messy padding compressed under him, squelching loudly.

He opened the contract on the small tray attached to the crib rail, the final page facing her. The bold heading read in clean black ink: Permanent Regression and Dependency Agreement - Diapers Forever.

“Read the key line aloud while I fuck you,” he commanded, unzipping his trousers and freeing his thick, hard cock. It was long and heavy, veins standing out, the head already leaking precum.

Calla’s voice trembled as she began, eyes flicking between the paper and his face.

“This little girl… consents to wear thick diapers… for the rest of her life… no more toilets… no more adult underwear… only Daddy’s padding… forever…”

As the words left her mouth, Soren pressed the fat head of his cock against her slick, puffy entrance, still exposed from the open onesie and folded-back diaper. He pushed in slowly, stretching her wide around his girth. The sensation of his bare cock sliding deep into her cum-slick cunt while the heavy, used diaper squished beneath her made her moan loudly.

“Keep reading.”

“I surrender… all control… my bladder… my bowels… my orgasms… belong to Daddy… I will wet and mess… whenever my body needs to… and thank him for every change…”

He bottomed out inside her, hips flush against the soaked padding. The thick diaper compressed between them, warm mess squelching obscenely with every shallow thrust. Soren began to fuck her in long, powerful strokes - deep and deliberate, the head of his cock dragging along her sensitive walls while the messy bulk rubbed against her clit with every movement.

Calla’s voice grew breathier, broken by moans.

“I am… Daddy’s permanent baby… no going back to being a lawyer… only crinkle… only warmth… only dependence…”

Soren’s pace increased. The crib creaked rhythmically. Wet squelching sounds filled the nursery as his cock pounded into her soaked pussy and the ruined diaper compressed and released beneath them. The heavy padding squished and crinkled loudly, the plastic backing stretching taut over the enormous load.

“Again. The final paragraph. While you come for me.”

Calla’s eyes rolled back as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. His cock hit that perfect spot inside her with every thrust, the messy diaper grinding against her swollen clit. She forced the words out between desperate gasps.

“I… sign this… with full understanding… that I will remain… in diapers… forever… happily… helplessly… completely… Daddy’s baby…”

The orgasm hit her like lightning the moment the last word left her lips. Calla screamed, back arching hard off the mattress as her pussy clamped down violently around Soren’s thick cock. Hot squirts of girl-cum flooded out around his shaft, soaking the already destroyed diaper even further. Her whole body convulsed, thighs shaking, pigtails whipping as wave after wave tore through her.

Soren groaned deeply, the first real sound of raw pleasure she had ever heard from him. He thrust harder, chasing his own release while her cunt milked him relentlessly. His hips slammed against the heavy, squishy padding, the loud wet crinkles and squelches mixing with their shared moans.

He came hard inside her.

Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her pussy, spilling deep and mixing with her own release. He kept thrusting through it, grinding the messy diaper against her clit to drag every last spasm from her trembling body. Cum leaked out around his cock, soaking into the open diaper and turning the padding into a warm, sticky swamp.

When the final pulses ebbed, Soren stayed buried deep inside her. He reached for the pen, placed it in her trembling fingers, and guided her hand to the signature line.

“Sign it, baby. Make it real.”

Calla’s hand shook violently, but she scrawled her name - Calla Voss - in shaky, childish letters. Beneath it, in smaller script, she added the words she had been trained to use:

This little girl belongs to Daddy forever.

Soren took the pen back, signed his own name with steady precision, then folded the contract and set it aside.

He finally pulled out slowly, a thick trail of mixed cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy and soaking immediately into the open diaper. He folded the front panel back up and taped the ruined overnight diaper shut with fresh tapes, sealing everything - his cum, her squirt, her piss, the mess - inside the heavy, sagging bulk.

Then he snapped the onesie crotch closed over it all, pressing the warm, destroyed padding firmly against her.

Calla lay there, completely broken and utterly content, the thick diaper a heavy, warm reminder between her legs. Tears of release and surrender slid down her cheeks, but her green eyes shone with something new - deep, peaceful acceptance.

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

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 
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