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Preview:

“Well, do you understand what that means, little one?” Dr. Daphne purred, and Ralph’s stiffness throbbed, making his surprised he had any blood to rush to it - given how much blushing he was doing.

“Ye… yes,” Ralph responded after a moment, shifting uncomfortably on the exam bed.

“Could you explain for me, sweetie?” Dr. Daphne asked, as if it was a perfectly normal question. “Don’t use grown-up words. I just want to make sure you know what it means.”

Ralph gulped. Dr. Daphne was spinning his head round and round, making him more and more excited by the second. It seemed like she planned to help him orgasm somehow, and Ralph trembled eagerly as he thought about it - but he was also shy, and embarrassed, being made to talk like a little boy, feeling small and squirmy under the older woman’s gaze.

“Uh huh,” Ralph said, softly. “It means you might, um, touch my peepee… and make it feel good?”

He looked over at Dr. Daphne shyly, and she smiled happily and nodded.

“Very good, very clever!” she said, and Ralph felt pride swell in his chest. “Well, in that case… I think I’m going to run a little stress test today, alright?”

***

The Ageplay Clinic

Dr. Daphne Treats: The Coughing Crinklebutt

At the monthly littles’ munch, Ralph Walker nursed a beer as he talked to his two friends, Sebastian and Grace. They’d only started attending recently, but they were already popular with the community in the area, and Ralph, being a young ABDL on a quest for a Mommy, often sought their counsel, on matters of everything from love to employment.

Today Ralph was complaining about his job at the coffee shop. He’d been working there for half a year now, but was starting to get restless just being a barista.

“At least it’s steady work,” Sebastian said, and Ralph had to begrudgingly agree.

“I don’t resent the opportunity,” he said, sipping his drink. “...But I don’t want to be there forever.”

“I could put in a good word for you at my department,” Grace offered, but Ralph shook his head.

“I don’t know anything about computers,” he said. “I’ll find something else soon.”

There was a lull in conversation as food arrived at the long table, everybody throwing up their hands as their dish was called out, couples sharing fries, friends trading little bits of food with an ‘oo, have some of this’. Ralph sat shyly in his seat, self-consciously reaching back and tugging down his shirt to make sure his diaper was covered… and to give his hands something today.

Once the hubbub had died down, Ralph picked up his burger and took a big bite - which he promptly had to swallow, since a moment later he had to cough, violently.

“Speaking of your job,” Sebastian said, using his thick steak knife to cut up Grace’s chicken as she blushed and looked on happily. “Do you have good medical? Because you should really see a doctor about that cough. You’ve had it how long now?”

“Three weeks,” Ralph admitted. “And yeah… It’s just hard to find a doctor who’s accepting new patients.”

“Oh, Daddy,” Grace said, as if suddenly realizing something. “Why don’t we tell Ralph about that clinic we found on Pine Street?”

Ralph looked up from his fries, curiously. Grace’s cheeks were slightly flushed, but in the way that meant she was remembering some happy, kinky, embarrassing thing she’d experienced with Sebastian. Ralph slowly slid his eyes from Grace to her Daddy, who smirked slightly at her, before turning to the other man.

“We went to a place for Grace’s last check-up that we heard about the last play party,” Sebastian began. “They’re nearly always accepting new clients, since their business spreads by word of mouth.”

“Sounds like a strange way for a doctor’s surgery to do business,” Ralph commented. “Why do they do that?”

“Because they cater to people with… alternative lifestyles. Pets, Doms and subs… And there’s one doctor who specializes in treating littles,” Grace explained, Sebastian squeezing her hand gently. “They don’t want anybody vanilla to turn up not knowing what they’re in for.”

Ralph coughed heartily again, but when he was done, he squinted at the couple suspiciously.

“Are they real doctors?” he asked. “No offence, but it sounds like a ‘scene’ type thing…”

“They’re all medically trained,” Grace said. “Legally they can’t claim to be doctors if they’re not, right, Seb?”

“As I understand it, yes,” Sebastian replied. “I was surprised too… But once I heard about it, I knew I had to take my babygirl there.”

“I don’t know,” Ralph said, hesitantly. “I mean… I worry I’ll feel weird…”

“Then just treat it like a normal doctor’s visit,” Sebastian said, as he pulled his wallet out. “Look, here’s their card. Call and see if they take your insurance.”

“...Alright,” Ralph grumbled, taking the white and primary-color business card and pocketing it. “I guess I could probably use a check-up anyway.”

Grace leaned across the table, grinning.

“My Daddy’s pretty bossy, isn’t he?” she said, and the other two both laughed, Sebastian pulling her into a big bear cuddle as the meal went on.

***

A few days later, Ralph found himself sitting in the waiting room of the littles’ clinic, looking up at a colorful poster advising him to get a flu shot. There weren’t many other people here, but he could see a man and a woman holding hands in the next row over. The man was wearing a suit. The woman was wearing a tutu.

Ralph himself was wearing a Pokemon shirt and a pair of khaki shorts, with a crinkly, single-tape diaper underneath. When he had called to arrange everything, he’d hesitantly asked what he should wear, and the receptionist on the end of the phone had laughed.

“Wear whatever you feel comfortable in,” he’d replied. “This is a space for pups to be pups, subs to be subs, and kids to be kids.”

“...Even… a diaper?” Ralph had asked nervously, and the man chuckled once more.

“Of course, kiddo,” he’d said. “That should be fine.”

So Ralph picked out his favorite little outfit, and his sneakers with rocket ships on, and set off for the clinic a half hour early, just to make sure all the paperwork was taken care of.

When Ralph arrived that morning, he’d had to fill in a patient intake form. Most of it was pretty standard, his address, age, any prior conditions, etc. It was only when he flipped the form over that the questions became a little… different.

***

“Role,” Ralph read out loud, eyes wide as they trailed down the list of boxes available to check. “Dominant, submissive… pony, kitty… AB, little… Big…”

Even though he’d been told what the clinic was like, Ralph was still surprised to see those terms used so frankly at a doctor’s. He checked off ‘little’, ‘AB’, and then, blushing slightly, ‘submissive’, before he moved on to the rest of the form.

Another question asked if he wore diapers, and he checked that appropriately, too. He wasn’t sure about the answer to his ‘little age’, so he just put ‘4?’, skipping past most of the other questions, which seemed to be geared towards petplayers and people more into bondage or impact play.

There was one last question, though, that gave him pause…

‘Do you consent to genital stimulation during the course of your appointment today?’

Hesitantly, Ralph had circled ‘yes’ on the form, before signing it and handing it back to the receptionist.

***

Ralph still wasn’t sure what kind of ‘medical exam’ involved touching his genitals… But he had to admit, he was curious. He knew from Grace and Sebastian that the doctor was an attractive older woman with red hair, but that was all. He hadn’t thought to ask her name…

Breaking his train of thought, a couple walked past, the woman clicking down the hall in high heels while the man - the boy, Ralph supposed - followed meekly behind her, a lollipop wedged in his mouth and a bright sticker on his chest. Ralph felt a pang of envy, wishing he had a Mommy to take him to the doctors.

Sighing, he kicked his feet. They hung a few inches above the ground, the chair taller than usual. It seemed like there were a lot of small touches to make littles feel… ‘littler’. As Ralph looked up at the tv, which was playing ‘Going to the Doctor’ episodes of children’s shows on a loop, he had to admit, it was working…

“Walker?” A voice called. “Ralph Walker?”

Gently biting his lip, Ralph stood up, and the redheaded woman calling him smiled, motioning for him to walk down the hall towards her. As he approached, he could make out that her name-tag read ‘Dr. Daphne Krogh’ - and the door she led him to showed that name as well.

“Thank you, doctor… Crog?”

“It’s pronounced ‘Crow’, actually,” she replied, as she cheerily closed the door. “But you can call me ‘Dr. Daphne. Now, take a seat, little guy.”

Ralph’s cheeks were already going pink. Daphne was a natural ‘Mommy’ type, and while the intake form and the phone conversation had made his tummy flutter, they’d been hypothetical, removed from the situation.

Now Ralph was in a doctor’s office, looking around the room at the cream wallpaper with cuddly kitten borders. Again it was the little touches - Dr. Daphne’s desk was high, and sturdy, making Ralph feel tiny in comparison. Ralph blushed as he coughed briefly, his toes pointing inwards, feeling his heart thumping wildly. The plastic covering over the padding of the chair he was sitting in yielded to his fingernails, leaving little grooves that would linger for a few moments before fading away once Ralph stopped gripping so tightly.

“You seem a little nervous,” Dr. Daphne noted, smiling patiently. “I know this is your first time here…”

“Y-yeah,” Ralph agreed, coughing behind his hand before brushing a lock of brown hair out of his eyes. “I’m just not really sure what to expect.”

“Well, maybe I can try and help you feel at ease?” Dr. Daphne asked, peering at her clipboard. “Why don’t we start the medical exam off by getting your height and weight down, hm?”

Ralph nodded, and Dr. Daphne led him over to a pair of medical scales decorated with stickers.

“Shoes off, little buddy,” she said, and Ralph grabbed the corner of her desk as he reached down and undid his straps, kicking his sneakers off. He glanced up at Dr. Daphne, but she only smiled approvingly at his dinosaur socks, and he quickly stepped onto the scale, standing up straight.

“Hmm…” Dr. Daphne said, tapping her pen against her lip. “Are you wearing a diaper?”

Before Ralph could answer, Dr. Daphne put her hand on his backside, patting the crinkly undergarment gently through his clothes. He flushed, speechless for a moment as he looked over at her.

“Is it wet?” she asked, her pen now poised above her clipboard.

“U-um…” Ralph stammered, cheeks bright pink. “Y-yeah.”

“Okay, I’ll take off a pound,” Dr. Daphne said cheerily as she noted down Ralph’s weight. “Let’s take your height.”

She pulled back the examination curtain slightly, leading Ralph over to a wooden giraffe, stuck to the wall. It had inches and centimetres down opposite sides of its neck, resembling the measuring charts you might see in a nursery or pediatrician’s office. The difference was that this giraffe topped out at 7ft, it’s horns a few inches away from touching the ceiling.

Clearly, it was designed with bigger kids in mind.

Despite his nervousness, the bright colors of the giraffe and its goofy smile made Ralph smile too, and he happily stood under its head, back straight, waiting for Dr. Daphne to measure him…

“Ooo, 5 ft 11! You’re a big boy, aren’t you, Ralphie?” Dr. Daphne said, scribbling onto her clipboard. “Okay, why don’t you hop up on the exam table, and I’ll just give you a quick once-over.”

More relaxed now, Ralphie grabbed the other side of the examination bed, and pulled himself up onto it, not noticing his diaper’s waistband poking out as his shirt lifted. Once on the bed, he turned around, kicking his feet softly as Dr. Daphne grabbed her stethoscope, and put it around her neck.

“So, what’s the matter today, Ralph?” she asked, sitting in her rolling office chair and scooting towards him.

“Um, well,” Ralph said, blushing at the shrinking feeling as Daphne pressed a button to lower the exam table to her level.  “I have a cough. I’ve had it for a few weeks now… I just wanted to make sure everything was okay.”

“That’s very clever,” Dr. Daphne said, soothingly, as she wheeled her desk chair to a set of clear plastic drawers. “If a cough lasts more than three weeks, you should always see a doctor.”

She rummaged in one of the drawers, before standing up, walking back over towards Ralph, who now had to look up to her.

“I’m just going to look down your throat,” she explained, wielding a tongue depressor. “To see if it looks sore.”

Ralph nodded, eyeing the wooden stick with mild anxiety.

“Say ‘ahhh’ for me, Ralph,” Dr. Daphne commanded, and Ralph opened his mouth slowly, sticking his tongue out a little.

“Ahhh!” he said, unable to stop the corners of his mouth turning up in a smile.

He felt the flimsy wood against his tongue, the texture foreign. Dr. Daphne pushed it down, holding his tongue in place firmly, compressing it so she could see down his throat. Ralph tried to swallow away a tickle in his throat and found it difficult, relieved when Dr. Daphne finally pulled the depressor away.

Ralph immediately coughed into his hand, blushing slightly as he looked back up at Dr. Daphne.

“Ohh, yes, that does sound nasty,” she said, sympathetically. “Your throat looks a little inflamed, but that’s probably just irritation from all the coughing.”

Not knowing how to respond, Ralph just nodded once more, watching as Dr. Daphne grabbed the device for checking inside his ears. It seemed like she was having a little trouble finding the plastic covers to go over the tip, and Ralph squirmed slightly as he watched her.

Ralph’s bladder had been filling for a while since he got here, but he’d been so nervous, he’d forgotten to ‘go’. Now his bladder reminded him of its fullness, urgently, and, blushing and feeling slightly naughty, he relaxed, slowly soaking the front of his diaper.

“Ah, there it is,” Dr. Daphne said, smiling as she walked back over.

Freezing up for a moment, Ralph managed a bashful smile, turning his head away so Dr. Daphne could slip the tip of the otoscope into his right ear. He was still slowly wetting himself, trying not to flood his diaper and leak at the doctor’s office. The situation was slightly exciting, Dr.Daphne’s chest a few inches away from his face as he turned the other way, emptying his bladder without the doctor ever knowing…

“Are you going potty, kiddo?”

Ralph blushed furiously, only now noticing how intensely Dr. Daphne was watching his face.

“H-how did you know?” he asked, shyly, as Dr. Daphne straightened up, smiling.

“I’ve seen that blank look on a little’s face more times than I can count,” she said, chuckling. “I can always tell.”

She smiled at Ralph, and slowly, Ralph smiled too, his cheeks pink with happy embarrassment.

“Anyway,” Dr. Daphne continued. “The insides of your ears are fine, so it doesn’t look like it’s affecting your sinuses… I’m going to listen to your chest in a moment. Could you lift your shirt for me?”

Shyly, Ralph tucked his fingers into the hem of his shirt, and rolled it up, revealing his skinny, hairless chest. Nodding in approval, Dr. Daphne slipped both earpieces of the stethoscope into place, and then approached him.

“This might be a little chilly,” she warned, as she placed the cool metal on Ralph’s chest.

He shivered at the feeling of it, goosebumps rising on his skin. Dr. Daphne slid the stethoscope around on his chest, listening to his heart and lungs. Ralph could feel her own hot breathing as she got close, and he was embarrassed to admit it was making his cock stir in his sodden diaper.

“Take some deep breaths for me, please,” Dr. Daphne said gently, and at her request, Ralph began to breathe in and out deeply - having to cough heavily on one breath in, and then continuing, embarrassed.

Dr. Daphne moved around to his back to measure there, too, and Ralph was left looking at the jigsaw-puzzle patterned privacy curtain, his diaper soaked, his shirt shyly lifted, like a little boy at his first doctor’s check-up. It was getting harder and harder not to think sexy thoughts, with Dr. Daphne so close, and surrounded by so many things from straight out of his fantasies.

“Okay,” Dr Daphne said,moving away, and Ralph released a breath he hadn’t known he’d been holding. “So, you definitely sound a little wheezy.”

“I do?” Ralph said, lowering his shirt, his face red from the thoughts he couldn’t seem to stop. He squeezed his legs together, hoping the thick diaper concealed his erection.

“You definitely do,” Dr. Daphne agreed. “I think you have a chest infection. Tell me, Ralph, have you ever been diagnosed with asthma?”

Flustered, Ralph rubbed the back of his neck as he thought, the little boy’s cheeks a rosy pink.

“Well… I think so, yes, when I was about 10…”

“That’s a very big number for a little boy,” Dr. Daphne said, winking. “Well, that could also contribute. You ought to start using an inhaler. I’ll write you a prescription.”

Ralph watched as Dr. Daphne wheeled herself back over to the desk, trying to ignore the throbbing hardness in his diaper, pressing against the soaked padding so strongly he felt like his cock might rip the sodden undergarment right off his body at any moment. Biting his lip, Ralph made sure Dr. Daphne wasn’t looking - and then risked stroking himself quickly through his diaper.

As her chair began to move, his hand flew away from his crotch, face bright red like the naughty little boy he was being. Ralph tried to keep his breathing steady, smiling as Dr.Daphne rolled her chair over once more, showing him the prescription she’d printed.

“I’ve also prescribed some gummy multivitamins,” she said, pointing them out on the piece of paper. “They should help your general wellbeing. Besides, I know how much littles love the cute chewy bears.”

Ralph forced a giggle, but he wasn’t really listening. The brief teasing he’d given himself had only made him more excited, and all he was picking up on from Dr. Daphne’s demeanour was that she was talking to him like a little boy.

Fighting the urge to bite his lip, Ralph tried to tune into what the shapely older woman was saying.

“S-sorry, Dr. Daphne,” he said, shyly. “I didn’t catch that…”

“It’s okay,” she said, smiling. “I was just saying it looks like you’ve checked the box saying you ‘consent to genital stimulation’ during this appointment?”

‘Red’ was no longer the right word to describe Ralph’s face. ‘Glowing scarlet’ came closer.

“Um… um… y-yes?” Ralph replied squeakily, licking his dry lips.

“Well, do you understand what that means, little one?” Dr. Daphne purred, and Ralph’s stiffness throbbed, making his surprised he had any blood to rush to it - given how much blushing he was doing.

“Ye… yes,” Ralph responded after a moment, shifting uncomfortably on the exam bed.

“Could you explain for me, sweetie?” Dr. Daphne asked, as if it was a perfectly normal question. “Don’t use grown-up words. I just want to make sure you know what it means.”

Ralph gulped. Dr. Daphne was spinning his head round and round, making him more and more excited by the second. It seemed like she planned to help him orgasm somehow, and Ralph trembled eagerly as he thought about it - but he was also shy, and embarrassed, being made to talk like a little boy, feeling small and squirmy under the older woman’s gaze.

“Uh huh,” Ralph said, softly. “It means you might, um, touch my peepee… and make it feel good?”

He looked over at Dr. Daphne shyly, and she smiled happily and nodded.

“Very good, very clever!” she said, and Ralph felt pride swell in his chest. “Well, in that case… I think I’m going to run a little stress test today, alright?”

“Stress test?”

“Mm-hmm… Just to make sure your heart and lungs are working well, since you’re here for a chest infection,” Dr. Daphne explained, standing up and heading to her little drawers again. “Could you lay down, with your head up this end?”

Ralph could, and did, obediently laying down as he watched her wheel over a little machine with all kinds of dials and a screen read-out he was sure he couldn’t possibly understand. Without asking, Dr. Daphne pushed his shirt up, exposing his scrawny chest once again. Ralph bit his lip, feeling a little anxious as he eyed the equipment.

“I’m scared,” he confessed after a moment.

“There’s no need to be afraid, Ralph,” Dr. Daphne said, soothingly. “This isn’t going to hurt at all… Actually, it’s going to feel very nice. But if you’re still nervous, why don’t you do something to help you calm down?”

“L-like what?”

Dr. Daphne wrapped her fingers around Ralph’s hand, curling it into a fist, but with his thumb sticking out. He blinked, feeling electricity between them - and then blinked again, in understanding, as she lifted his hand towards his mouth.

Ralph sucked his thumb obediently, surprised, a little embarrassed and slightly turned-on to discover it did actually calm him down.

“What a cute little baby,” Dr. Daphne told him, as she grabbed a sheet of contacts designed to stick to skin, peeling one off.

Ralph’s eyes crossed as he watched the first contact come down, stuck in place in the centre of his chest. Dr. Daphne placed about five in total, and Ralph watched in fascination as she carefully put down each one.

“Feelsh funny,” he lisped around his thumb, and Dr. Daphne chuckled.

“They’ll come off very quickly afterwards,” she said. “I need them to measure your heartrate.”

As Dr. Daphne fixed the wires into place on his chest, Ralph whimpered slightly. The thumb-sucking and babytalk had pulled him right down into littlespace, and his nervous emotions shone through, close to all-out fear as Dr. Daphne stood up.

“It’s okay, Ralphie,” she said, stroking his arm as she flicked on the machine. “Look, see, this machine is measuring your heartrate. See that line on the monitor?”

Ralph looked at it curiously, nodding, his thumb still glued to the inside of his mouth, his blue-green eyes big and interested. He watched the line move up and down, recognizing it as the same one you’d see on medical shows, indicating the patient’s heart was beating.

“See how it’s going up and down?” Dr. Daphne said, pointing at it. “That’s showing where your heart beats. It’s going ‘lub-dub, lub-dub, lub-dub’.”

Smiling around his thumb, Ralph relaxed slightly, no longer so nervous. Pleased to see her patient calming down, Dr. Daphne turned the monitor towards the end of the exam table, so she could see it while she stood there, to one side of Ralph.

“Now,” she said, a smile on her own face. “You’ve been a very good boy, Ralphie, and I think you’re going to enjoy this next part of the exam…”

Ralph’s eyes went wide as he watched Dr. Daphne start to shuffle down his shorts, lifting his bottom eagerly to help her remove them. They slid down to his ankles, pinning them together, and Ralph flushed at how childish he felt, laying on a doctor’s exam table with his thick, wet diaper on show, sucking his thumb, shorts around his ankles.

He watched Dr. Daphne reach across him, and grab a pair of gloves from a box on the wall, quickly pulling them on. Ralph’s erection had waned slightly, but as Daphne began to untape his diaper, he felt it surge back into life, throbbing hard as she slipped the sodden front away.

“It looks like somebody is a little excited, hm?” Dr. Daphne said, and Ralph shyly nodded, his dick twitching slightly, eager for attention.

Instead of obliging right away, Dr. Daphne began to tenderly wipe him clean. The wipes were a shocking contrast to the heat of his swollen member, the skin red and taut. He whimpered, feeling that any moment steam would start rising off of the wet wipe.

As Dr. Daphne wrapped the wipe around his shaft and stroked gently up and down, cleaning him all around, Ralph moaned softly, bucking his hips desperately.

“Tut tut,” Dr. Daphne teased. “You need to be a good little boy for me and lay still, or I won’t be able to get an accurate reading.”

Ralph swallowed, and forced himself to stay still, only moving when Dr. Daphne slid the wet diaper out from underneath him. A moment later, and she replaced it with an unfolded bed pad, trying not to smirk at Ralph’s pouty expression.

“I dun… don’t need that!” he said, frowning. “I’m a big boy.”

“It’s just a precaution I always take with littles,” Daphne explained, raising a hand to calm him - before her eyes flashed with amusement. “Of course, you might not pee yourself, but I think you’re pretty likely to make a mess, aren’t you, little guy?”

Slowly returning his thumb to his mouth, Ralph nodded slowly, mumbling ‘uh huh’ around it.

His heartrate had already picked up, he could tell, his body full of excited tension. It felt so naughty to play this roll, a helpless little boy being ‘examined’ by the doctor, brought to a whimpering, moaning orgasm while surrounded by medical paraphernalia and children’s decorations. It felt dirty in the best way, and Ralph couldn’t believe this was really happening, not even when Daphne emptied a generously-portioned packet of lube onto her gloved hand, and then wrapped it around Ralph’s aching cock.

“Nmf!” Ralph gasped, both from the sudden, intimate contact, and the coldness of the lubricant.

The second sensation soon faded, and as Daphne’s hand squeezed around him in a fist, it slipped easily up and down, making him moan, pushing his hips up.

“Don’t move too much, please, Ralphie,” Dr. Daphne said, and the boy blushed, pushing his hips down so they’d stay put, trying to imagine they were glued to the exam bed.

It was sweet torture to lay there, fighting against his body’s instincts to buck and thrust against the slick tightness embracing his erection, but Ralphie managed it. His toes curled, breathing more and more heavily as Daphne adeptly stroked his length up and down, watching the line on the monitor moving quickly along.

“Good boy, you’re doing great,” Daphne cooed, praising the trembling adult little boy as her tight fist squeezed around his cock, sliding up and down it.

The doctor kept her eyes on the monitor most of the time, seeing Ralph’s heart rate rising at a normal rate. Occasionally she’d glance down to see his red face, eyes closed as he moaned around his thumb, turgid shaft throbbing in Daphne’s hand.

Ralph found his nails digging into the exam table, grunting, whimpering, unable to stop his hips from bucking just a little. Sensing his tension, Daphne’s hand moved faster, stroking up and down, no longer chastising him for rocking and humping her hand, his movements getting more and more enthusiastic.

“D-docter Daffnee, it feels… ngh… so good…!” Ralph moaned, his voice soft and squeaky, deep in his babyish headspace now.

“I know, you’re doing so well, you’re such a good little boy,” Dr. Daphne cooed. “You’re going to get a lollipop after this.”

Moaning, Ralph gave up any attempt at keeping still now, bending his knees, bouncing on his heels as his hips pumped aggressively. His lubricated erection thrust in and out of the clenched fist that Daphne barely had to even move now, his balls tightening, shaft throbbing urgently, as he whimpered and bucked his way towards the peak.

“Ahh! NNN!”

Ralph groaned, thrusting, trembling one last time as he came, explosively. His dick pulsed, spurting cum up into the air, arcing into the air and then splattering on his stomach. He gasped, bucking his hips hard again as he sent several more loads upwards, to land on the bedmat underneath him. Ralph panted as he rode out his orgasm, the tightness around his shaft never letting up.

Eventually his thrusts slowed, a last trickle of semen being squeezed out, dribbling down Doctor Daphne’s hand, and she chuckled as she wiped it off on the bedmat, releasing Ralph’s waning erection. He panted, sagging, a goofy smile on his face, thumb dropped from his mouth long ago.

Dr. Daphne was peeling her gloves off now, balling them up and putting them into the medical waste bin, where she’d put Ralph’s soggy diaper. She gently patted his bottom, and he lifted it, legs shaking, glad when the sticky bedmat had been pulled out from underneath him.

“Well, your heart seems just fine,” Dr. Daphne said, wiping his sticky tummy clean. “And other parts of you, too.”

Ralph blushed weakly, still panting, recovering from his intense orgasm, glowing all over from the feeling as well as being pampered this way.

Literally. As Ralph looked down, Dr. Daphne slid a babyishly patterned diaper with baby animals on underneath his rear, only she didn’t seem to be giving any consideration to how thick it would be under his clothes in public. Gulping, Ralph felt his heart beat pleasantly quickly, the idea of somebody making that choice for him, deciding even what underwear he should be put into, making him feel small and cared for.

Daphne pushed his limp pee-pee down between his legs, then pulled the front of the thick diaper up, spreading the front across his formerly-sticky stomach. She carefully undid one bottom tape, securing it, before following suit with another on the other side, until finally she did up the top tapes, Ralph now securely embraced by the new diaper.

Eyes smiling, Ralph slid a hand down between his legs and patted the poofy diaper, looking up at Dr. Daphne as she approached.

“I’m just going to take these off…” she said, grabbing one of the sticky contacts and gently pulling. “...See? I told you they’d come off easy. Sometimes they even fall off by accident.”

“Uh oh,” Ralph said, in his littlest voice, and Dr. Daphne laughed as she peeled off the rest.

“‘Uh oh’ is right, kiddo… Okay, little man, do you think you can sit up for me?”

“Y-yeah… sure,” Ralph replied, unsteadily, pulling himself up. “Whoof… That was some check-up…”

Dr. Daphne smiled as she shimmied his shorts up his legs. He was about to jump down and pull them up the rest of the way himself, but instead, Dr. Daphne helped him down, holding him for a moment with surprising strength as she pulled his shorts over his thickly padded bottom. They were much tighter now than when he’d come in.

“Now,” Daphne said, handing Ralph his prescription. “Go straight to the pharmacy downstairs and get this filled.”

“Yes ma’am,” Ralph replied, nodding obediently, still walking on air from the most pleasant doctor’s visit he’d ever had.

“Here’s your lollipop,” the doctor said, softly smiling as she also handed him a green candy on a stick, smiling more as he eagerly unwrapped it and popped it in his mouth. “And which sticker would you like, hm?”

Five minutes later, Ralph walked cheerily out through the waiting room, a lollipop in his mouth and a thick diaper on his backside. The brightly colored sticker stuck to his chest read:

‘I was BRAVE at the DOCTOR’S!’

But somehow, Ralph doubted any ‘bravery’ would be necessary next time he had a check-up.

End.

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content:

Click Here!

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●        'The Office Nurse made me LOAD my diapers!' - a spin off from the 'My Wife is my New Mommy' series. ABDL story with medical play and enemas. The new nurse they've hired at Joshie's work has some ideas about keeping him regular - but he gets a big reward afterwards...

●        'My Wife is my New MOMMY? pt 1' - first book in the series. Joshua's wife is tired of him acting like a child - so she decides to treat him like a baby, forcing him into diapers and then making him call her 'Mommy'. See where it all began!
 

●        'Her Pampered Fantasies bundle (vol 1, 2 and 3)' - all 3 parts of the 'Her Pampered Fantasies' series in 1 book! Denise is new to the world of ABDL, but her best friend is there to guide her through it, with several sexy and warm-blushy moments               along the way!
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