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Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 1

Chelsea tried to tell herself nobody could tell she was wearing a thick diaper, wetted with Mar- with her Daddy’s urine. Her skirt was short, but it wasn’t /that/ short… was it? She tried to discreetly move her free hand around to tug it down again…

“A-hem, Chelsea?” Daddy chastised her before her hand even reached her skirt, and she turned away from him, blushing, but also hiding a smile. It was so exciting, but so scary, being so totally under someone else’s control this way. Martin was a powerful Dominant, and when he threw himself into the headspace he went all out, ordering Chelsea to call him ‘sir’ or ‘Daddy’, planning elaborate scenes that he whispered into her ear while he played with her excited slit.

Chelsea liked to be a little bratty just to have him push her buttons more - but right now, as exciting as it was, her protests were genuine. She knew how utterly shameful it would be if someone were to point out she was wearing a sodden diaper. How even-worse it would be if people knew she was getting excited from this treatment, being trotted out, displayed, in front of so many strangers.

Which, of course, only made it more exhilarating when ‘Daddy’ ignored her complaints. It gave her a giddy thrill, half-fear, half-arousal, to see him put her in her place.

“You know you don’t get to hide yourself, princess. If people notice you’re wearing diapers, just give them a big smile, okay?”


Chelsea mumbled something under her breath about Martin being a ‘bully’, and Daddy stopped walking for a moment to give her that certain Daddy-look that meant he wasn’t going to take her sass. 

“What was that? How about this then,” Daddy leaned in close to speak, his breath tickling Chelsea’s ear. “If anybody sees you’re wearing diapers… you have to explain that you’re a naughty little baby who’s too tiny to use the toilet properly!”

Chelsea whined a complaint, shaking her head vigorously. “N-no Daddy… I’m sorry… don’t make me say that!”

She felt her cheeks grow even hotter.

“Then behave yourself, okay? And remember who the boss is…”

‘Chelsea nodded, mumbling again in response.

“I’m sorry? Who is it?” Daddy prompted her with a swat to her well-padded rump, and Chelsea yelped in surprise, causing several people to glance over.

“You’re the boss, Daddy!” she hissed a little louder, trying to ignore the whispers of a couple of teenage girls who were looking right at them. Chelsea was certain they must have seen, or heard, her crinkly state, but there was absolutely nothing she could do about it right now. She just kept walking, hoping to hide her rump from the view of any curious passers-by.

Martin smirked at her response, feeling his cock twitch in his pants. He’d feel guilty at taking pleasure in her distress - if he wasn’t completely certain that she was just as excited, if not more, by today’s events. If they were somewhere more private he’d have checked for himself, but...

Martin took Chelsea’s slender hand in his, leading her down another row of shops. There were still people milling about, shopping and drinking coffee, but much fewer down this street.

Still, Chelsea swore they were all staring at her. Her ears burned in embarrassment, but it felt like they perked at every mumbled conversation, every laugh felt like it must have been about her. Whenever someone passed, she eeped and pressed herself close to her Daddy, trying to avoid notice - but secretly, some part of her longed for people to notice.

Could people tell? Did people know that she was Daddy’s little babyslut? Was everyone thinking about how she was Daddy’s favourite little toy, who loved to get tied up and spanked and fucked in his bed, moaning shamelessly over and over as her cunny spasmed and throbbed with pleasure as she came again and again. Daddy filling her up with load after load after-

Chelsea blushed as she realized she was getting out of the realm of ‘worries’ and into ‘fantasies’ - but that was what this was, right? One of her fantasies, come true. It was even more thrilling than she’d imagined, and the way the wet diaper pressed between her folds only added to the exhilaration and embarrassment. The sensations stacked on top of each other - she felt shame, which made her horny, which made her feel ashamed, which made her even hornier.

She gasped as she felt Daddy’s hand under her skirt, squeezing her crotch. She hadn’t been paying attention - there was a brief lapse in foot traffic here, and there was nobody around to see him pressing his hand against her, cupping and teasing her through her diaper. She could feel the demand in his touch, the insistence as he groped and fondled her. ‘You little slut,’ his touch said, taunting her - she could hear his voice in her head, even though his mouth never moved. ‘Press against my hand, hump and grind, show me what a dirty, desperate girl you are for your Daddy…’

And then, just as suddenly as the touch had been there, it was gone, and Daddy was leading her along again, the tell-tale click clack of someone else’s heels on the pavement letting her know they weren’t alone anymore. She forced herself to straighten up, giving a short sharp outtake of breath to hide that she’d been holding it. Daddy smirked, but didn’t say anything, letting the well-dressed woman walk past - even nodding to her politely as she did so.

“You shameless little whore.”

Chelsea jumped and whimpered at Daddy’s sudden remark. He’d leaned in close to speak, his voice loud enough to be heard by her, but low enough that nobody else could listen in. She hoped, anyway. There were more people on the street now.


“I can tell how excited you are, princess. Don’t ever try and tell me again this isn’t exactly what you want,” Daddy continued, as he steered her towards a coffee shop. “Let’s get a drink before I walk you home. Sit at this table, babygirl.”


Without even thinking about, Chelsea found herself taking a seat in a plush faux-leather chair. As her rump sank into the cushions, it pressed her lukewarm diaper against her, making her shudder. She wriggled backwards to get comfy, feeling the telltale squishing sensation as she looked up at her Daddy. 

“What do you want, baby?”

Chelsea considered for a moment, before pointing shyly at a certain item on the menu she’d been wanting to try. Daddy read over it and then frowned.

“There’s coffee in this. And a lot of whipped cream and sugar… I’m going to get you something else, okay, little girl?”

“Y-yes,” Chelsea stuttered, her heart doing a flip at Martin’s assertive tone.

“Yes, what, slut?” Daddy leaned in as he said the last word - he had a way of making it sound like a threat, almost, but an exciting one, the same voice he used when he told Chelsea he was going to fuck her so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk the next day.

“Yes, Daddy!” she blurted, hoping the people the next table over didn’t hear her outburst. Daddy smirked, standing back up straight before he walked calmly over to the queue. If he was flustered by their interaction, he didn’t show it.

And then he was gone, leaving Chelsea alone with her thoughts.

It was weird, but when Daddy was there, everything seemed so natural, so normal. It was easy to stay in her submissive headspace, because every time she tried to push against it, he’d be right there to remind her of her place. Chelsea blushed as she realized that she even called him ‘Daddy’ automatically in her head when she felt this way.

Plus, it helped, to have someone else to ‘blame’ for some of the things they did. If Daddy wanted to lead her out on a collar and leash, dressed in skimpy lingerie, so everybody could see her barely-covered body… well, that was up to Daddy, of course, and as such, she was his responsibility. She had no choice about whether or not she was paraded around half-naked, or forced to humiliate herself for her Master’s pleasure - she was, after all, just a helpless little baby slut.

Of course, the most arousing times where when Daddy ripped the illusion of ‘force’ away, when he pointed out that no matter who was pushing or driving her, it was obvious how badly she needed, wanted, craved acting like the needy little fucktoy she was. Daddy sometimes told her he was just helping her out, giving her a chance to realize her own kinky, dirty fantasies. To be forced to do something humiliating hit that sweet blend of shame and arousal that Chelsea was so fond of - to admit that you craved performing in those depraved ways, that it made you come so hard your eyes cross… well, was something that made Chelsea’s stomach do flips, in good and bad ways.

Without Daddy… she would never have come out dressed like this. Even in a non-kinky way, he was a fun, loving partner who’d helped her get a lot more comfortable with wearing diapers in public. But how she was dressed and thinking now…

Of course, on that note… this time there were other things to keep Chelsea in subspace. The thick padding between her legs for one. Sitting down like this, her diaper was concealed as long as she didn’t stretch or spread her legs too wide, but it was still there, an ever-present bulk between her thighs, forcing them apart almost-imperceptibly. Well, imperceptibly to other people around her… She experimented, clenching her thighs together, feeling how the thick padding resisted her closing her legs. There was no missing that.

‘I’m such a little baby…’ she thought, biting her lip as she rolled her hips subtly, a murr forming in her throat. The wet padding felt warm and squidgy, pressed up against her mound, like a clumsy but intimate caress that she couldn’t get away from.

‘I’m just a filthy little slut, humping against my wet diapers…’ Chelsea punctuated her thoughts with another, more eager thrust, biting back a soft whimper as the soggy padding rubbed against her already excited clit. ‘Wet diapers… that my Daddy wet for me…’

Chelsea moaned audibly, and then squeaked in embarrassment, looking away from the rest of the customers, out of a nearby window. Her clit throbbed with need, remembering how Martin had taped her into this diaper, forced her to wet it for him like a ‘good girl’ - and then slid his own length into the legcuff, drenching the diaper with musky, male urine. The naughtiness of wearing a diaper, in public, filled with someone else’s pee… and that making her so unbearably horny she was trying to get herself off in a public place… She shivered. She really was a naughty little slut.

“Hello, princess,” Daddy’s voice made her whip her head around, giving him an expression that was undeniably one of guilt. “Uh oh, have I caught my naughty girl up to something, hm?”


Daddy placed their drinks on the table and sat down besides her, putting his hand on her thigh and smirking. 


“It looked like you were having trouble getting comfortable. Tell me, baby, is it because of those thick, wet diapers… or is it because your cute little clit is desperate for Daddy’s hand to touch you?” he grinned wider, as he leaned in. “Or maybe you were just so, so excited, you were grinding that cute pussy of yours against your padding and hoping you could cum?” 

Chelsea looked away again, biting her lip harder, and Daddy snorted, picking up his drink. Chelsea was so predictable, and so cute when she blushed and pretended he hadn’t just caught her being naughty.

“Wh-what did you get me, Daddy?” ‘Chelsea asked softly, trying to change the subject. Daddy smiled at her, tapping his cup with his finger.

“Well, for myself I got a caramel latte. And I got you a chocolate milkshake, princess. With whipped cream and a cherry on top.”

Chelsea huffed softly at this news - she’d hoped that Daddy might change his mind and get her what she wanted after all. But there was the warm giddy feeling, too. She was totally under someone else’s control. It didn’t matter how fussy she got - Daddy had gotten her a milkshake, Daddy got to decide, no matter how she felt about it.

“What do we say?” 


Chelsea flushed again at her Daddy’s tone of voice, the same kind you’d use with a very small child who barely knew how to use manners. 

“...F-fankyou, Daddy,” she responded obediently, and Daddy scratched behind her ear in reward before he continued drinking his latte.

Chelsea turned her attention to her own drink, carefully plucking the cherry off the top, intending to eat that last. She daintily popped the pink straw into her mouth, drinking the milkshake slowly. It was actually pretty good, cool, sweet and creamy, with a rich, chocolatey flavour. Her rump wriggled happily as she slurped more enthusiastically, prompting a snicker from Daddy beside her.

“That’s some very enthusiastic sucking, Chelsea,” he murred, squeezing her thigh. Her eyes twinkled, and she made an amused noise as she swallowed her current mouthful.

“Well, I want to drink it all down, Daddy. I have to suck to get it in my mouth, right?” she tilted her head in faux-innocence, but couldn’t keep her mouth from quirking into a smirk.

“Good girl! Don’t forget to lap up all the cream, after all. Daddy got that for you special.”

“Oh, you’re right!” Chelsea swirled the end of the straw in the cream until it was covered, pulling it out and delicately swirling her tongue around it, suckling out whatever had ended up inside, her eyes watching Daddy closely.

“Mmm, I love the taste of Daddy’s special cream,” she said chirpily, running her tongue over her lips to clean them.

Martin could feel his cock stiffening up in his jeans now. He’d seen those lips wrapped around his shaft enough time to recognize those moves, how she always made sure to lick her lips clean when he’d finished in her mouth. He grunted as he moved closer, watching her drink, wanting nothing more than to put his penis in place of that spindly straw and give his favourite girl something else to drink…

“You’re a bad girl, you know that, Chelsea?”

“Mmhmmm,” she cooed in response as she kept drinking. Daddy took a long sip of his own coffee and then placed his hand on the back of her neck, stroking gently.

“Such a little tease, aren’t you, hm? You’ve gotten your Daddy all excited, in public. Is that what you want?”

Chelsea didn’t say anything, but she grinned, before swallowing another mouthful of the milkshake. If he could tease her, she could do the same back. The fun kind of shared challenge. Like playing ‘Chicken’, only they both craved the collision they knew was inevitably coming.

“Nearly finished, hm? I hope you’re going to share your cherry with me…”
 

“Mmmaybe…” ‘Chelsea twirled the sweetened fruit between her fingers, as if pondering what she was going to do, her smirk unconcealed now.

“You’re going to get a spanking if you don’t, little girl,” Martin growled in a breathy voice, and Chelsea snorted.

“Oh no!” she said in a feigned whimper - and then, popped the cherry in her mouth.

Daddy’s mouth was pressed against Chelsea’s in an instant, his hot, dry lips insistent and forceful. She squeaked into his mouth in surprise, and she felt his tongue slide against hers, tasted the coffee and caramel on his lips that mingled with the sickly sweetness inside her own mouth.

And then, he pulled back, dragging his teeth along her lip, pulling the cherry into his own mouth, chewing it triumphantly. The look he gave her spoke volumes - she would be punished, but the kind of punishment that curled her toes and made her kitty wet, commanding her to do whatever Daddy told her.

“You’re a bad girl,” Daddy growled again, and Chelsea swallowed and nodded. Where was her earlier bravado? She felt small and helpless, in a good way, again. It was fun coaxing her Daddy into acting, but he always went one better, turning her into a puddle of girly submission and leaving her head spinning as she tried to remember which way was up (it was not, unfortunately, ‘wherever Daddy’s cock is’, which was something she could always find when she was like this).


“We’re leaving. I need you,” he said, and while his voice was low, it was urgent, commanding. Chelsea knew there’d be now arguing now. Under her skirt, nestled in that warm wetness, her pussy ached to be filled. 

He practically dragged her out of the coffee shop - not because she was dawdling unnecessarily, but because he himself was so eager to leave. It was impossible for Chelsea to miss the tenting in his jeans as he pulled her down the now much darker streets, mostly clear of people for the day.

They’d been walking for a few minutes when ‘Chelsea finally voiced a concern.

“Daddy, where are we going?” she asked, in her smallest voice.

Daddy ignored her. He didn’t even turn.

“Daddy, are-eep!” He’d pulled her a little more roughly, and she’d stumbled trying to keep up.

“Daddy, are, are you going to punish me? Am… I getting a spanking?” An electric thrill ran up her spine. Sometimes he would give her a few swats in public. Once, in an almost-empty parking lot, he’d given her a spanking over the hood of his car. It had lasted a whole minute, fast, furious whacks with an ice scraper (the punishment of course, had been for her forgetting to de-ice the car before they left) until he was satisfied he could save the rest for later. The humiliation, the terror at possibly being caught, the naughtiness of it all, had left her legs shaking and her princess parts needy and desperate.

Of course, part of the punishment was a week’s chastity. No touching herself allowed at all. The only release he allowed her was swallowing his cum once a day. As exquisitely awful as the spanking had been, Chelsea didn’t want to repeat the experience.

“You’re getting more than that, slut,” he said hotly, barely bothering to lower his voice. Chelsea felt her cheeks redden more, but that little pull inside her led her along even more than Daddy’s hand. It was like her heart was on a leash, just like her body so often was, and she’d be his obedient, groveling little babyslut, following along as long as he was willing to command her.

“What do you mean, Daddy?” she said, although part of her dreaded the answer. That tiny tinge of fear, from not knowing what might happen next… she felt her heart in her throat as Daddy stopped, looking down an alley. It was long, and dark, and you could barely see the end of it.

It was perfect, apparently. He tugged her down it, only giving a half-glance behind him to check nobody else was around.

And then, halfway down the alley, leaning against a wall, he unzipped his pants.

“Daddy!” Chelsea gasped, as his full length became visible, throbbing in the cool night air. To say it looked stiff would have been an understatement. It looked painfully, shockingly stiff, as if a strong breeze could have finished him off.

Daddy pushed her away a little so she could see all of him.

“On your knees,” he commanded, and Chelsea felt herself go down, shivering as she felt the cold, damp pavement on the bare flesh of her legs. His cock was at eye level now, and despite the situation, it commanded her attention more than his voice. She felt her mouth water in trained expectation, the heady scent of his maleness hanging in the air…

“Daddy, I can’t!” she hissed, looking frantically left and then right, trying to see if anybody was coming. Her heart pounded harder than ever - but her traitorous body made her clit tingle excitedly. Did he really expect her to-

“Yes, you can, princess. And you’re going to,” Daddy said in that same tone of voice, that brooked no disagreement.

“But Daddy, someone might see,” she offered as half-hearted protest, even as she shuffled closer, running her tongue over her lips to moisten them.

“Then you’d better hurry up. You got me all excited, you wanted to tease your Daddy. Now you deal with the consequences,” Daddy said, and he smirked, mischief in his eyes. “If you’d rather, I could jerk off myself until I cum all over you… that might take a while, though.”

“N-no… I… Daddy…” Chelsea’s eyes darted to the side as she heard someone walking down one of the far roads at the end of the alley, holding her breath until she was certain they’d passed. She felt Daddy’s strong hand travel to the back of her head, tangling in her hair and urging her closer to his crotch.

“You’re going to suck your Daddy off, babygirl, and you’re going to drink every drop of his cum when he finishes, and then you’re going to say thank you to him, for making you do it. Do you understand?”

They looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, his steely gaze meeting her timid one. She swallowed again. There were words she could speak, to let Dadd- to let Martin know she wanted to stop playing now. She could utter them and Martin would have stopped, blushing, apologizing profusely, because he only pushed her as hard as he thought she wanted to go. And then it would just be them, a boyfriend and a girlfriend laughing awkwardly over a scene that almost went too far.

She wouldn’t have to suck her Daddy off, on her knees, in a dirty, damp alleyway, where anybody could walk down and find them both, see how depraved and cockhungry she was. There’d be no chance anybody would ever find out how she craved being controlled and used by a dominant male, nobody to hear the moans she muffled in her Daddy’s crotch.

Her heart pounded.

Her clit throbbed.

Her mouth, opened, a word on her lips…

But the word never came. Leaning forwards with a desperate-seeming hunger, she took the head of his cock between her lips, muffling a whimper with his length as he guided her further along, his hot, thick length sliding deeper towards the back of her throat.

“Ngggh… good girl… I knew you were slutty enough to do it,” Martin murmured as he pushed his hips forwards slowly, making her take more of his cock. The truth was, his own heart was pounding just as furiously, nervous about getting caught, nervous about pushing Chelsea too far, about ruining what they had. He let the tension out in a loud groan that was unmistakably the sound of a male being pleasured.

Chelsea’s head bobbed slowly as if in agreement that, yes, she was such a slut for her Daddy, moving back and forth along his length, coating it with her saliva. She had reached up, her hands on her Daddy’s hips, gripping tightly as she worked her skilful tongue along his shaft, moving faster. She could feel him stiffening up, if that was even possible, and she let out a wanton moan of her own, her hips canting slowly as she tried to thrust against nothing, too excited by the debauchery of what she was doing to control the rest of her body.

She was tense all over, half from the thrill of the situation, the desire coursing through her veins, the want to please her Daddy and make him give her all his cum - half from fear, so sure someone would sneak up while she was busy making lewd slurping noises around her Daddy’s cock. Her eyes were panicked and wide, staring up at her Daddy’s face, his mouth open in wordless pleasure, but every so often they’d dart to the side at some unexpected noise.

Martin had been achingly hard since he’d grabbed Chelsea’s hand in the coffee shop. Feeling the warmth of her mouth envelope him, her soft lips sliding up and down with practiced skill… every motion sent little shivers of pleasure up his spine. The warmth of her spit and mouth, juxtaposed with the chill of the cold evening air as she slid backwards along his length kept him on his toes, his head spinning with erotic tension. Daddy moaned, pushing Chelsea’s head down again and prompting a muffled yelp. He revelled in the feeling of his manhood filling her whole mouth, warmth that felt like impossibly inviting heat surrounding him, a tongue that pressed up against it and slid along the underside.

The thrill of possibly being caught, of how Chelsea devoted herself so utterly to pleasing him like this - his cock jumped as he thought about it, catching a glimpse of how his slutty girl was moving her body.

Chelsea was rocking more insistently now, giving desperately little moans that felt so good on her Daddy’s length.  She was so desperately aroused now, certain her diaper was being slickened with feminine juices as well as pee now. She whiiined, rolling her eyes back in her head and sliding a hand down between her pink thighs, pressing her palm against her diaper and grinding her needy pussy against it. She wanted so badly to touch, to cum while she felt Daddy finish in her mouth…

“No, bad girl,” Daddy said softly, his own voice shaking, but firm. “Use your hands on your Daddy, to make him feel good. Naughty sluts who tease don’t get to touch themselves.”


Chelsea gave a frustrated groan around her Daddy’s member but she pulled her hands away obediently, one gently cupping his balls, feeling how full and ready they were. It send a jolt right down between her legs to think of it, imagine the heavy load coating her tongue and sliding down her throat when Daddy finished, all his cum for his naughty little slut. 

The other hand wrapped around Daddy’s shaft, and Chelsea stroked quickly up and down, back and forth, squeezing firmly. She could feel him throbbing in her hand, his heartbeat racing from excitement. She could tell how eager he was from how his hips bucked unconsciously, driving his shaft back and forth through her clenched, grasping fingers, to her waiting mouth.

Daddy’s dripping tip pressed against the back of her throat again and again, precum coating the inside of her mouth as her tongue tried to work his shaft. She pulled back, closing her lips around Daddy’s tip with a hint of a hum as her tongue slid over the dribbling head of his cock, one hand pumping furiously as she looked up at him with submission, almost forgetting the risk of being caught.

Almost. Daddy wouldn’t let that happen.

“Nggh, oh God, you desperate little whore, do you l-like displaying yourself so shamelessly? Th-that outfit, those eyes of yours, g-god, you’ve been practically begging for this since I took you out this morning, haven’t you?” Martin panted his words between half-thrusts, his fingers groping blindly at the wall behind him, looking for something to hold onto. “My little slut, w-would you even stop if you heard someone coming?”

Chelsea looked at the ground as he said that and her cheeks flushed anew, but she didn’t stop her work. She was roughly stroking her Daddy’s throbbing cock how she knew he liked it, tonguing his head and occasionally dipping lower, taking his length halfway into her mouth, pulling up again with a practiced ‘slurp!’ as her tongue slid along the underside of his turgid shaft.

Any attempt at quiet had stopped a while ago - Daddy’s grunts and moans and cries of ‘good girl!’ filled the otherwise-silent alley, and Chelsea was so, so very aware that people in the houses around could probably hear them.

“F-fuck, oh god, I’m gonna finish, right there, ohh, ohhh fuck,” Daddy moaned as stopped holding back, his hips jerking erratically, his hand pushing and pulling Chelsea back and forth in a momentary show of desperation and force, all while she kept dutifully sucking.

And then, suddenly, she felt it, right there in the alley, that electric tingle in the air, the feeling of his balls clenching and pulling up in her other hand. The throb traveling up his shaft. And then…

“NGGGhh… oohhh… good, good slutty little bitch cumslut…” Martin moaned almost incomprehensibly, as he felt his pent up balls unloading into Chelsea’s mouth.

She quickly swallowed the first few jets of cum as they hit her tongue, savouring the taste of her Daddy’s very special cream. Daddy adjusted her position during the next few spurts, forcing her down further onto his cock so they splattered against the back of her throat. She gulped frantically, the chemically-taste burning for an instant before he pulled back once more, deflating as the last few strands of cum dribbled out onto her waiting tongue.

Now Daddy was finished, Chelsea eagerly lapped his wilting length clean, as he panted against the wall. She seemed desperate to get every last taste of him, tonguing his opening as if she might find more if she just tried hard enough. Martin let her carry on for a moment, smirking, before her pushed her away.

“That’s enough, slut. Daddy’s finished but you’re still desperate to swallow his spunk, huh?” Now that they were finished, his voice rang out loud and clear in the alleyway, and it became very clear just how quiet it was without their carnal noises.

Chelsea blushed, but nodded eagerly at her Daddy’s question. “I...didn’t get to cum, sir,” she said softly, giving him the best puppy dog eyes she could.

Daddy made a playful clucking noise with his tongue. “I know that, my little cumbucket - that’s your punishment, after all.”

Chelsea whined, pouting harder as she looked up at him sadly, one hand still wrapped around his flaccid penis. Her own slit was still maddeningly wet, aroused beyond belief by Daddy’s treatment. She felt truly desperately in need of release. But when Daddy was in charge…

“Come on princess, let’s go,” Daddy offered his hand, having already zipped himself up. “Before anybody comes out and sees what a naughty little whore I have.”

Chelsea pouted a moment longer… and then she began to smile shyly, standing up to follow him home.

“You’re a naughty Daddy, you know,” she said with another little huff, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand.

“Mmhmm, a naughty Daddy for a slutty little Chelsea! Come on, babygirl,” he squeezed her hand. “Let’s hope we don’t run into anybody on the way home, hm?”

“Uh huh,” ‘Chelsea said in her softest little voice. And part of her really meant it.

END

***

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 2

Chelsea wondered how she kept getting herself in these situations. Diapered and soaking wet, she meekly followed her Daddy as he led her by the hand around the toy store, smirking as she squirmed or fussed about her current predicament.

Daddy had picked out another cute outfit for today, a white t-shirt with a cartoon kitten on, and a pleated lilac skirt. He’d also chosen her underwear - a clingy, see-through purple bra… and a cute diaper with lavender sides, to match.

Chelsea was grateful that the skirt wasn’t quite as short as the one Daddy had made her wear last time he took her out in public like this. It at least covered her diaper, which was extremely soggy by now - at least, while she was standing normally. Self-conscious, she tugged on the front hem, managing to pull it down a half inch or so.

“Princess, reach up and grab me that stuffed bear,” Daddy ordered, pointing at a honey-colored teddy bear on the top shelf. Slung over his shoulder was a hefty grey diaper bag - and Chelsea shyly thought about the fresh, thick diapers that were waiting inside for her.

Chelsea looked at the bear, and then at Martin. Martin was taller than her… it would have been far easier for him to reach it. In fact, she suspected he could have just lifted an arm and grabbed it off of the shelf.

Pouting, Chelsea looked up at the bear again, remembering her short skirt, and her soggy diaper, and knowing her Daddy was only asking her to do this because he wanted to embarrass her by revealing her diaper- or making her worry about it. The thought made her blush and feel hot between her thighs all at once.

“I can’t, Daddy,” she said honestly, half-hoping he would let her off. “It’s too high up.”

Like always, Martin shook his head and insisted. Some doms backed down if you protested or pouted enough. But Chelsea’s Daddy wasn’t like that. He always followed through - he never said anything that he didn’t mean for her to do.

“Try,” he said, simply. “Go on, baby girl.”

Reluctantly, Chelsea stretched her arms out as far as they could go, without changing her stance too much. Predictably she didn’t even get close - she looked over at her Daddy, and found he was smirking, waiting for her to try harder.

That same pout on her face, Chelsea moved onto her tiptoes, fingers stretching out, just grazing the fluffy fur of the bear. She ignored the burning humiliation on her face as she felt the skirt riding up, cool air on her upper thighs, knowing the bottom of her sodden diaper must now be visible, hoping nobody else saw. She looked over at Martin again, to see if he was watching, see if his face showed approval.

But he wasn’t watching. In fact, he was looking over her shoulder. Why was he-

“Can I help you?” came a chirpy voice from beside her.

Flustered, Chelsea stepped back, lowering her skirt and hopefully covering her soaked diaper. She nodded uncertainly, looking at her Daddy for prompting, her heart racing at the near miss. The smiling man in front of her - ‘Duncan’, his nametag said - didn’t seem to have noticed anything, but maybe he was just being professional?

“She’d like that bear, up there?” Martin said, speaking for her as he placed a firm, masculine hand on her shoulder.

“Okie dokey, let me just grab that…”

Duncan kicked a rolling step-stool over from further down the aisle, and easily climbed onto it to reach the bear. Chelsea swallowed, watching nervously - it always made her feel deliciously anxious if somebody else was interacting with her during one of her ‘play days’ with Martin.

Would he notice she was acting strangely? ...Would she want him to?

Her head said ‘no’, but her… well, maybe not her heart… But some part of her wanted for other people to notice, to know what a naughty, slutty, diaper-wearing girl she was.

“Heeeere you go.”

Duncan had apparently managed to grab the bear, and was now offering it to Chelsea. A shy smile on her lips, she pressed it to her chest, hugging tightly, making Martin chuckle with appreciation at the sight of her acting like the helpless diaperbutt he knew her as.

“Say thank you, sweetie,” he prompted.

“Um, um, thank you, mister,” Chelsea said softly, blushing, knowing what her Daddy wanted. He loved to see her humiliated - and secretly, she loved it as well.

“Oh, uh. You’re welcome!” Duncan said, his smile faltering slightly.

Chelsea looked away, ashamed, wondering what he thought of her. ‘Go away,’ she thought, silently, but Daddy made sure that wasn’t a concern after just a moment.

“Alright, princess, let’s go and look at the bottles,” Martin said, as loudly as if the shop assistant hadn’t been there at all. “You need a new one for your bedtime baba.”

Chelsea cringed, but between her legs her cunny tingled with excitement at the public humiliation. She didn’t dare to look up as they walked away, wondering if ‘Duncan’ would tell his co-workers about this...

Walking through the baby section, Chelsea’s Daddy happily and loudly pointed out various baby toys, wondering if they were too advanced for her when she didn’t respond.

“Daddy!” Chelsea hissed under her breath, when he offered to buy her a mobile.

“What is it, Princess?” he asked with a smirk, as if he had no idea what was the matter.

“You’re embarrassing me!”

Martin leaned in close. Chelsea could physically feel the rumble of his voice as he spoke, still smirking.

“And? Are you upset because you want me to stop - or because it forces you to admit what a horny little slut you are, excited for people to know you’re Daddy’s helpless baby slut?”

Chelsea swallowed, and said nothing else.

“That’s what I thought,” Daddy smirked, straightening back up. “Now pick out a bottle.”

She grabbed the nearest one, handing it to him. Truth be told, she could feel her bladder complaining again, telling her she needed to go to the toilet. Whenever she was wearing a diaper the urge to go was so much stronger. She’d often end up wetting herself without even thinking.

Right now, though, Chelsea wasn’t sure if her soaked diaper could hold another wetting, and it felt like it would be a big one.

“No, babygirl,” Daddy shook his head, handing the bottle back. “Take a little more time to pick one out that suits you.”

Frustrated, and feeling the pressure building, Chelsea turned around, choosing another bottle randomly. That too was rejected, so she tried again, browsing more carefully now.

It was hard, with her bladder so full. She shifted uncomfortably, biting her lip, as bottle four and five were rejected in turn. She could tell Martin was enjoying watching her squirm, literally, her hands shaking a little as she reached out for the sixth bottle, which had a kitten on that almost matched her shirt.

“H-here,” she said, quietly. “Is this okay?”

“What’s the matter, princess?” her Daddy asked with faux concern.

“I gotta go potty, Daddy,” Chelsea whined, squeezing her thighs together, feeling the soggy padding between them give way slightly.

Martin’s cock twitched under his jeans, but he held strong. Sometimes all he wanted to do was stop the game, push her against a wall and fuck her in front of everybody, cum inside and mark her as his where everyone could see.

But part of the fun was prolonging, teasing each other, dominating her and pushing her deeper and deeper into submission.

“Then go, babygirl,” he said, softly, turning the new bottle over in his hands. “You’re wearing your bathroom.”

Chelsea opened her mouth to protest, not sure if she should complain or swoon, but Martin stopped her with a look.

Swallowing, she tried to position herself to make sure her pee hit the driest part of her diaper - which was hard because, as she realised with a blush, her diaper was almost completely soaked.

Her face showing tension and worry, Chelsea focused… and let go, her whole body relaxing. Warm pee soaked into the already sodden padding, spreading out quickly. Her little trickle quickly became a flood, and while some of it seeped into the diaper, some of it began to overflow out of the legcuffs.

Still peeing, Chelsea shrieked as she felt pee dripping down her legs, squeezing her thighs together to try and hide it - and then stopping as she realised that was squeezing the oversaturated diaper, too, pushing more liquid out.

Without any warning, Martin grabbed the front of Chelsea’s skirt, peering underneath, seeing the evidence of her diaper leaking running down her legs in wet rivulets. She whimpered as he ran a finger along the sodden leg-cuffs, eyes wide and panicked, looking to the side, terrified somebody would come around the corner…

And then he dropped the skirt, smiling.

“Good girl, Chels,” he said softly, stroking her cheek. “You just need a little encouragement to use your pampers sometimes, don’t you?”

Shyly, Chelsea nodded, nuzzling against her Daddy’s hand.

“Can I have a change, please, Daddy?”

“Soon, babygirl,” Martin said, with a careless smile. “After we go through the check out.”

Chelsea pouted harder at that, but felt a mixed sense of relief and excitement. Relief because her Daddy would be changing her out of this sodden diaper - excitement and humiliation at the idea of what he might do once he got the diaper off…

They were both pleasantly surprised to find the queue was reasonably short, and Daddy kept pressed close to Chelsea, which was grateful for – she was almost sure if she made even the slightest movement in the wrong direction, she would show off her soaking wet diaper, for anybody to see.

“Is this all?" asked the cashier, as she scanned the bear and bottle in turn.

"Yes, thank you," said Daddy with a smile. "Do you happen to know where the family bathroom is?"

“It's just outside, to the left," the cashier replied with a friendly smile.

"Thank you," Martin replied, with an equally friendly smile, as if he wasn't parading his girlfriend around in a soggy diaper, and was instead just a normal shopper enjoying the day.

"Say thank you, baby girl," Martin said as he pushed the teddy bear into her arms.

"… Thank you," Chelsea replied reluctantly, looking at the floor, refusing to meet the cashier's eyes.

Her diaper felt soaked and saggy, and while she knew it was impossible, she felt sure that it was hanging down between her knees, obvious and blatant to anyone who was watching. She was sure the teddy bear only added to her childish look, but she used it to hide her deepening blush as she heard people chuckling and whispering behind her.

Daddy put his hand on her back, pushing towards the exit and she all too eagerly waddled along, looking forward to a change, whatever else might come with it.

The family restroom, as it turned out, was mercifully close. Chelsea breathed an audible sigh of relief as they stepped in together, Martin closing the door behind them.

She watched as Martin unlatched the baby changing table, pulling it down firmly.

"Come on baby girl," her Daddy said softly. "Climb up."

"Don't be ridiculous," Kelsey replied blushing, but looking incredulous at the same time. "That would never hold my weight."

Martin said nothing, but he walked across the room and put his hands under Chelsea’s armpits,. Lifting her with ease, Chelsea could only give a squeak of protest before she was hoisted up onto the teetering plastic changing tray.

"If Daddy can hold you," Martin said with a huge grin. "This table can too. Now hold still and don't squirm, or you really might break it."

Chelsea nodded, eyes wide. It felt like Daddy carrying her had directly jolted her already dampened slit - it made her feel so small, weak, vulnerable, to be carried like that so easily. Martin was so forceful and strong, and she was helpless to resist anything he wanted…

Laying back, her heart in her throat, she heard the ripping of the tapes.

“Such a soaked, soggy babyslut,” Daddy remarked, as he began wiping her clean.

Naughtily, she tried to follow his fingers, arching her back and pressing her needy slit against them when they grazed her there, squirming with a smile to try and get him to touch her more. He ignored it, humming a little tune as he cleaned her, lifting her bottom up to wipe and remove the sodden diaper.

“You really are a slut, aren’t you?” he said with a grin as he slid the new diaper under her backside, powdering it lightly.

“Yes, Daddy,” Chelsea agreed urgently, hoping he’d use those fingers of his for more than just cleaning.

“Well you know what happens to naughty little sluts,” Daddy said, sliding his hand up her thighs. “They get made to cum in their soaking, wet, diapers.”

His fingers were between her folds, rubbing, stroking her stiff clit with almost-lazy motions, a smirk on his face as she spread her legs even wider, frantically, pushing her eager mound against his hand.

“Do you think anybody noticed?” he asked, softly.

“Nnnn! Y-yes! Daddy they all saw! That I’m just a naughty girl wh-who can’t even use the potty,” Chelsea babbled, humping his hand, desperate for more of that maddeningly light touch. “Th-they know I’m your slutty diaper girl!”

Daddy kept up his tender ministration for about half a minute longer, working Chelsea up to the edge, her rump lifting, bucking away from the soft padding of the diaper beneath her. Chelsea moaned like a lost soul as her Daddy pulled his hand away - sagging, panting, as she rested, waiting for him to tape the diaper up. Sometimes he teased her like that. And there was nothing she could do about it – which is exactly the way she liked it, deep down.

"I have a new toy for you Princess," Daddy said, and Chelsea could see he was holding something in his hand as he approached now.

"Lie back down," he chided, and Chelsea did exactly that, spreading obediently.

She felt her folds being spread by one hand, and she held her breath, imagining daddy's fingers, plunging in between them, inside her, to the heart of her femaleness, gently finger fucking her to an intense orgasm.

Instead what she felt a moment later, was something far harder – it felt like plastic, not hard plastic like her phone was made of, but soft plastic, with give. She moaned as Danny pushed deeper, one end of it inside her, resting against her G spot, the other end nuzzled against her clit.

"Daddy, what is it?" she asked, with an innocent quality that was very different from her words earlier.

Again, Martin felt his cock throb, and he had to fight himself from ripping the toy out and forcing his own cock inside, instead. Enduring the pleasurable ache, he gave Chelsea his most daddy-ish smile.

"Just a special little toy, for a special little princess."

Chelsea opened her mouth to ask more, but as she did so she suddenly felt the toy springing to life. It buzzed merrily between her folds, vibrations hitting both of her sweet spots at once - her stiff, eager clit, and the other, more secret one, nestled inside her.

“Nnn! Daddyyy!” she moaned, arching her hips uselessly. It didn’t matter where she moved to, how she tried to push against it, the vibrator stayed in the same place, steadily thrumming against her, driving her wild.

“I can control it with my phone,” Martin said, in a voice that promised danger and naughty adventure. “It’s on the default setting right now, but…”

Chelsea could barely register what he was telling her, focusing on the intense pleasure between her legs, whimpering and moaning as her hips writhed.

That pleasure suddenly exploded three-fold, and she swore her vision turned white for a moment as the vibrations intensified. She found herself unable to make any noise except gasps and gulps as she bucked desperately, the toy pushing her harder and harder towards the edge, the intensity almost painful, unable to do anything at all to get away from it or make it better, just waiting until it pushed over that peak, that seemed so close...

“Noooo,” she whined, sagging once more as the vibrations went away.

With a frown, Chelsea realized that wasn’t true. The vibrations hadn’t stopped, they’d just been turned down very low. It was a constant, maddening low-level of stimulation, a tickle that wouldn’t go away. Enough to keep her horny and eager at all times, but no more, and she whined again as she realized it.

“...I said, that was the highest setting, princess… And this is the lowest one.”

“Turn it up!” Chelsea pleaded, pouting. “Please!”

“Are you begging me to let you cum, princess?”

“Yes Daddy, please, let me cum for you,” she begged, hopefully.

“Okay, then, sweetheart,” Martin said, with a wide grin that Chelsea knew meant trouble. “I’ll let you cum - once we’re inside the mall again.”

“What!?” Chelsea protested, as Martin taped her diaper up snugly, locking that little device inside her. It still buzzed away happily, although now she couldn’t really hear it.

“You heard me, babygirl. Daddy’s going to make you cum, just like you asked for.”

“Martin, y-you can’t,” Chelsea insisted, trembling as she looked at him.

“Can’t I?” he replied - and while there was steel in his eyes, Chelsea could tell it was a genuine question. He was waiting to see if she would safeword, and if she did, he’d never try anything like this again.

Her mouth dry, Chelsea bit her lip, as Martin watched her, second after second.

Finally she groaned, flopping back on the changing tray.

“Fine. I mean,” Chelsea tried, her face bright pink from exertion and embarrassment. “I’m your property, Daddy. It’s your right to make me cum whenever you want.”

“That’s what I thought,” Daddy replied, with barely-concealed relief in his voice. “Now stand up…”

The mall seemed even more packed than before, and Chelsea blushed every time someone walked by, unrealistically paranoid about somebody somehow hearing the buzzing between her folds.

Her breath was constantly catching in her throat now - Daddy had turned the vibrator up a few notches, and while it wasn’t anywhere near enough to bring her off right now, it kept her flushed and on-edge, looking over constantly to see if Martin had his phone out or if he was checking her reactions.

“So where should we go?” he asked, seemingly innocently, but Chelsea knew what he was really asking.

‘Where do you want to cum, babygirl? What store would you like to be in when I push you to your limits, making you orgasm in full-view of everybody, showing off your diapers carelessly as you explode with pleasure?’

Biting her lip, Chelsea pointed an uncertain hand at the candle store.

“Ah!” she cried out softly - as a reward, Martin had turned the vibration up further, just a tad, and Chelsea could already feel the pleasure climbing again, her slickness clenching slightly around the vibrating invader that was foisting this torturous bliss on her.

In the store, Chelsea tried to browse and ignore the buzzing sensation, finding it hard to focus as she picked up candle after candle, trying to make sense of the names. Biting her lip, she put down ‘Winter Warmer’ and reached clumsily for ‘Fresh Linen’.

“Can I help you at all?” a nice young woman in a pressed skirt asked, and Chelsea shook her head violently.

As she did so, she felt the vibrations increase dramatically, pulsing with urgency within her sensitive slit. Her heart thumped, wide-eyed as she was slammed by wave after wave of agonizing pleasure, her thighs quaking slightly.

“Nnn… Ah… No, no thank you,” she managed, her smile crooked and her face flushed.

“Okay, well, I’ll be here if you need anything,” the young woman responded, her veneer of politeness cracking slightly as she looked at Chelsea’s red face and trembling body.

Unable to speak, Chelsea nodded, eyes crossing with imminent gratification, walking unsteadily towards a different shelf. She was sure the woman had to hear the buzzing sound, trying to put as much distance between

“Ah!” she gasped again, feeling the vibration sliding down - not as low as the lowest setting, though, enough stimulation that she knew if she closed her eyes and focused on it, she would finish, easily.

“Find something you like?” Daddy asked casually, looking at the white candle in Chelsea’s shaking hands.

“N-not yet,” she managed, putting it back.

“Well, pick something. I’ll wait here while you go pay,” he said, with a smirk.

Chelsea shot him a pleading look, but he replied with pure, sensual dominance in his gaze. Whimpering, Chelsea staggered to the next aisle over, grabbing a pink glass in a glass jar.

As she picked it up, her breath hitched once again, and she had to close her eyes and steady herself as she felt vibrations rocking seemingly her entire body. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to buck against thin air, her ears feeling incredibly sensitive – with every step she took she could hear the crinkling of a diaper, and the unbearable loudness of the vibrator between her legs. She was genuinely surprised nobody had heard it yet – was it just loud to her?

Chelsea reached the counter in a matter of seconds, although it seemed to take years.

"Hi there," the cheery saleswoman said. "Justi this today?"

As soon as Chelsea opened her mouth to speak she felt the vibrations turn again. She cast, and try to cover the cough, her face flushed, almost as pink as the candle she was handing over.

"Yes," Chelsea said, trying to hide the tremors of her body, forcing a smile that she was sure looked as fake and artificial as it felt.

Chelsea wanted nothing more than to give in, squeeze on the buzzing device inside her, rock her hips, and cry out, yes, yes, over and over again, as she violently orgasmed in front of everybody watching,.

She knew her breathing was heavy, and she hoped it wasn't too visible, trying to focus on taking breath in through her nose, in and out, in, and out. She felt sweat beading on her forehead as she focused on the normal interaction with a woman in front of her who seemed cheerily oblivious.

"Oh, pretty in pink? That's one of our most popular," the woman said, still smiling, as Chelsea re-entered her pin for the second time. "I’ll just go to the back and wrap this up for you, since it’s glass."

Beyond words. Chelsea nodded frantically, overenthusiastic in a desperate attempt to hide her body's movements, hands curled into fists as she lent forward.

As soon as the woman turned around, Chelsea's daddy took the opportunity to turn the vibrator up. Chelsea moaned uncontrollably and then clapped a hand over her mouth, blushing. This was the highest level again, the one she felt earlier.

She was aware of eyes on her now, her shameless moan heard by many people. But there was nothing she could do, as the vibrations battered her, throwing about like waves on the sea, coming again and again and again, inescapably.

She gripped the counter fiercely, her knuckles white, trying to stop her body from moving, and keeping her hips movement to a slow, jerky sway. She bit her lip with a groan, shaking her head, trying to hold off the inevitable… but it was all too much.

“Ngghh…” she groaned, leaning forwards hard, shuddering as she climaxed. She bit her lip, keeping admirably quiet as she came, hard, legs shaking with pleasure that dragged her under like a huge wave, pulling her down where she felt like she might never escape.

Dimly, she heard some gasps and muttering behind her as she leaned forwards, knowing her skirt was riding up, showing her diaper to everybody, but she was too wrapped up in pleasure to notice. Her pussy clenched rhythmically again and again on the vibrator inside her, as her clit throbbed in time with it, unbearable pleasure that went on for seconds…

Finally, the sensations began to ebb away, and she relaxed, noticing the vibrations lessened as she did so. Martin must have been watching her, able to tell she’d climaxed. Frowning, she wondered who else could tell, but there was no time to worry about that.

As the saleswoman returned, Chelsea quickly stood up straight, trying to control her breathing while her heart pounded in her head.

“All done… Are you okay?” the saleswoman asked, frowning with concern.

“Hahh- Yes! Yes, definitely, sorry, I was just, uh, checking out the, personalize a candle thing.”

“Oh, well, if you’re interested, it’s $10 extra,” the woman said, smiling again.

“M-maybe another day. Thank you!”

Chelsea took her pink candle and turned around, flushed. Daddy walked beside her, smirking, and she finally let herself breathe out, hard, as they left the store.

“Oh my god, that was so embarrassing,” she muttered, not looking at him.

“It was so hot,” he growled, kissing the top of her head.

He pressed his crotch gently against her side, so she could feel his hardness through his pants, hot, eager for her. She swallowed.

“Y-yeah. Absolutely. It was probably one of the sexiest things I’ve ever done,” she said, with a weak smile.

“That’s good, because I’m not done yet,” Martin practically purred, grinning, and Chelsea wasn’t sure if she was more afraid or excited.

First, Martin led her to the food court. He made her buy an enormous cup of soda, and told her he expected her to finish it before the end of the day.

Chelsea found she was remarkably thirsty, and she blushed, thinking that perhaps she lost a lot of fluids when she was shaking, moaning and sweating her way to an orgasm in the candle store. The drinking inevitably filled her bladder, and it wasn't long before she had to wet again.

Using her diaper was very strange with the unusual device inside her. The plastic bridge in the middle made it bounce off slightly to either side. As she peed she immediately felt the liquid splashing back against her, tickling her crotch. She gave a little gasp of surprise the first time it happened, but found it easy enough to get used to after a while.

True to his word, Martin kept at the teasing the whole day. By the end of it, Chelsea found herself a blushing shaking mess, barely even noticing or caring when people stared at her. At first, she been sure everyone could tell - tell that not only was she wearing a soaked diaper, but that she had a vibrator embedded inside her buzzing away, controlled by a dominant Daddy. One who knew how to treat a slut like her.

She'd managed to finish a drink while they walked around, looking at the Disney store, browsing the clothes look you, every time interrupted by that nagging unbearable pleasure between her legs, that she could do nothing to stop, or even to increase. It drove her crazy knowing there was no way to push against the sensation, or buck her hips, or even to do anything at all to make the feeling stronger.

But the fact that drove her crazy in that way also drove her crazy another way - knowing that her Daddy was in control, that she was his possession, the he decided what she felt and how much she felt it and if it would stop… If it ever stopped.

Finally they ended up at the food court again. Once more, Chelsea felt sure her soggy diaper was starting to hang below her skirt, and she eyed the bathrooms hopefully.

Her hopes were dashed though when Martin left her sitting at a table, and returned again with another cup of soda. This one was smaller, but still a significant amount.

Chelsea swallowed hard. She looked at it and then at Martin. He been teasing her all day, pushing her to the edge again, and again, and then pulling back. Her pussy felt like an agitated pot of excited ooze, she knew she was dripping wet down there, and not just from her pee.

"Here baby girl," Martin said as he pushed the drink towards her. "Drink up."

Chelsea was too frazzled to argue back or ask why at this point, so she just clumsily grabbed the cup, popping the straw into her mouth and sucking steadily. As she pulled it towards her, she sat up a little, feeling her drenched padding squish as she did so.

“Now sweetie,” Daddy told her, as he subtly increased the vibrations again, making Chelsea whimper around her straw. “If you can finish that whole drink before I make you cum, I’ll take you home and use my tongue on you all night…”

“Mmmf?” Chelsea asked, looking up at him, not stopping her drinking. If there was something she could win, there was probably going to be something in it for Daddy if she lost.

“But if you can’t, sweetie… I’m going to punish you, like the naughty, slutty girl you are.”

Chelsea gulped the mouthful soda she’d been holding onto down, and then quickly went back to trying to chug as much as possible through the thin straw. She found herself gagging several times, as it just kept going, filling her mouth with thin, sticky sweetness.

Meanwhile Martin was controlling the vibrator with his phone, her crotch alive with sensations that made her squirm and rock on her seat. The swollen padding kept it pushed against her, thrumming hard, and Chelsea moaned as she saw Martin’s thumb slide the settings all the way up, right to the end.

Gasping, she tried to drink her soda, but found it was hard to focus on sucking it up and ignoring the building pleasure between her legs at the same time. She squeaked as she felt a tiny gush of pee escape from her spasming bladder, her legs shaking violently.

She drank faster, gulping frantically, eyes squeezed shut and hands clenched around the cup, trying to finish her drink before she came.

And then, with her eyes screwed up and a straw in her mouth, she orgasmed, crying out, gasping, moaning, her whole body thrusting against nothing as she came. The build up of hours of teasing was all unleashed at once, and her pussy felt like unbelievable heaven as her orgasm stretched on and on…

As her climax finally came to an end, shaking and breathing unsteady, Chelsea looked up at Martin, feeling tremors of pleasure dying down between her legs, as the vibrations were turned slowly down… and then off. Martin smirked and then gestured down, with his head.

Chelsea down at herself. Through the afterglow she felt a stab of shame, and then arousal (‘STILL?’ Chelsea thought to herself) as she realised she must have wet again as she orgasmed. The linoleum floor below now showed a small puddle of pee, shining in the artificial light, and she could tell the bench was soggy.

With burning cheeks, she glanced behind her, confirming her suspicions. Everybody within a 10 ft radius was staring at her, open-mouthed. As she looked, some of them turned away, but a few kept looking, waiting to see what she would do.

“Ooops, baby girl, looks like your diaper couldn’t hold all your potty,” her Daddy said, loudly as he stood up, helping her to her feet. “Don’t worry sweetie, let’s get you cleaned up…”

Flustered, Chelsea found she could barely protest as Martin led her away into the family restroom at last, keeping her head low and trying not to hear the amused and sympathetic muttering of the people they walked past.

Chelsea barely got five feet into the restroom, before she felt her skirt being pushed up, and her diaper yanked down, pushed towards the sink which she grabbed for support.

"Daddy!" She cried in alarm as she looked behind her quickly, to confirm the door was closed.

Martin grinned wickedly and before Chelsea could protest, he brought down his open palm hard on her wet backside.

"Ah!" Chelsea cried out, barely managing to take a breath before Martin slapped her rear again.

"You’re a naughty girl, aren't you?" Martin asked, in a growl. "Tell me what a naughty, slutty, baby girl you are."

"I, I am a naughty girl daddy," Chelsea replied breathlessly, head spinning with lust. "I'm a litte -ow!-, slut, I’m your slutty baby girl, Daddy."

Martin huffed, swatting her rump again and again, leaving it a bright stinging pink. Chelsea groaned, somehow feeling the slit between her legs getting wetter and wetter again.

"Oh God," Chelsea moaned, sticking her bottom up shamelessly.

"You want daddy's cock, don't you?" Her daddy asked breathless himself. "You want daddy's big cock inside that slutty hole of yours, don't you?"

Chelsea just nodded helplessly, shuffling her legs apart. Before she knew it, Martin was on her she could feel his fat, hard, angry cock poking against her dripping entrance - and then with a single thrust he entered her.

She groaned, shoving back against him, the lust and passion of their coupling more than either of them could bear. He worked quickly, strong hands grasping her hips and pistoning his cock hard in and out of her, her sweet cooze tight and wet, massaging his cock as he plunged it back and forth, filling the stall with wet noises.

“That’s my dirty little diaper slut, you need Daddy’s cum, don’t you, you shameless whore,” he grunted between thrusts, and Chelsea could only nod dimly, gasping and moaning as she was pounded so thoroughly, bent over a bathroom sink, her mind unable to think about anything except being fucked and used.

“Oh god, yes, baby girl your hole feels so good, you were made to be used like this, mmm, god I’m going to fill you up, you little slut!”

The walls seemed to shake as Daddy’s thrusts went full throttle, pounding, reaming, using his little girl with masculine force that almost hurt as much as it felt amazing. With animalistic grunts and snarls he fucked Chelsea into a helpless, submissive puddle of girl, his balls tight and full, smacking against her with each thrust in, his own pleasure rising and rising…

“Fuck!!! YES! Take my load, baby girl!”

Chelsea’s eyes rolled back in her head from pleasure as she felt him slam home, his cock, throbbing inside her as he came, hard, blasting spunk deep into her and filling her with his seed. She trembled, climaxing with him, her cunny spasming and milking him, pulling his warm jizz deeper and deeper inside as he finished in his babyslut’s hole.

His thrusts slowed gradually, becoming languid and dream-like. His cock was like a plunger, working spunk back and forth inside her, and her toes curled to feel it. She sighed happily, totally contented with the feeling of cum deep inside, her Daddy’s cock behind it, and his strong hands, holding her hips.

“Ohhh, God, I needed that so badly, you little tease,” he said softly as he slid himself out, some ooze dripping down Chelsea’s leg.

“Mmmm, me too, thank you, so much,” she murmured in response, standing up, kicking the diaper aside.

“Let’s get you in a new diaper and back to the car. I’m worn out.”

“Me too,” Chelsea said, with a wobbly smile.

But she secretly hoped she would be worn out again soon.

End

***

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 3

Martin held Chelsea’s soft hand in his big, strong one, the same big diaper bag slung over his shoulder as always.

Chelsea kept her head low, a bashful smile on her face as he bought their tickets, walking through the entrance to the zoo. Chelsea’s outfit today was slightly more modest, a little girl dress with puffy sleeves and Mary Jane shoes with frilly white socks. Today her skirt was long enough there was no chance of accidentally exposing the thick, baby-patterned diaper she wore underneath it…

Of course, she was pretty sure it would end up exposed at some point, accident or no. Daddy loved to make her blush, and one of the best ways to make her blush was to reveal her sodden, padded state to anybody who was nearby.

In most of her life, Chelsea was shy and quiet. But holding her Daddy’s hand, she hopped around, looking at the signs, the balloons, the gift shop… an enormous grin on her face. She was so lucky to have a Daddy who helped her come out of her shell, and have the confidence to do things like this - walk around a public zoo in a poofy babyish diaper, crinkling audibly with every step.

Of course, just because he made her feel more confident, didn’t mean Chelsea suddenly had no shame… In fact, Martin could make her very, very embarrassed sometimes. But that was so exciting in its own way, thrilling, seeing how far she could be pushed before she said it was too far - if he ever managed to push her ‘too far’, that is.

Chelsea was barely 20 feet down the path to the monkey enclosure before her Daddy started pushing those embarrassing buttons again. Out of nowhere, she felt the back of her skirt being lifted, gasping as she realized her rump was exposed to whoever was behind her. With a frantic glance backwards she realized with some mild relief it was just her Daddy, but still, her heart thumped with the potential thrill of being caught.

“Daddy, stop!” she hissed, taking a step forwards, but barely moving, Daddy’s hand still holding the hem of her skirt aloft.

“Don’t fuss, babygirl,” he ordered, slipping a finger into her legcuff for a very public diaper check.

Chelsea’s eyes were tightly shut, and you could have toasted a marshmallow on her face, as Martin ran his finger along the inside of her dry padding, then pulled back the upper waistband, making a show of checking her very thoroughly.

“Da-ddyyy,” she whined, despite the warning.

She was barely aware of what was happening before she felt Martin’s hand clapped over her face, pushing a pacifier into her mouth. Her eyes flew open in a look of comical shock as she suckled despite herself, a free hand tugging part of her hair forward, trying to hide her face from the side.

“I told you no fussing, baby,” Daddy chided, as he finished her check, finally letting her skirt drop. “Little girls who whine and fuss get pacified.”

Chelsea pouted around the pacifier, but nodded, reaching for her Daddy’s hand as he walked to the other side of her again.

“We need to find a restroom,” he said, looking around for a sign. “This way, princess.”

“What? But Daddy,” Chelsea said, flustered. “You just checked me, and I’m dry, and I’m already wearing a diaper…”

Her Daddy raised an eyebrow, but looked amused, as if he was in on a joke that Chelsea wasn’t… yet.

“Don’t argue with Daddy, babygirl. We need to get you to a restroom because I said so, okay? That’s all a little diaper butt like you needs to know, that Daddy says so.”

Chelsea tried not to blush too much as she nodded quickly, letting Martin lead her through the park to the restrooms.

It was a weekday, so there weren’t many people out,  which was reassuring, but as they approached the main plaza there were several couples and parents with young children. Chelsea’s heart pounded as she followed her Daddy obediently to wherever he wanted to take her, keeping her head down as much as possible, hoping her hair hid her face.

Walking past a crowd of excited tourists, she felt her heart race wildly, imagining they could every crinkly step she took, could tell she was pacified and owned by the strong man beside her. She silently prayed they’d reach the bathroom soon, swallowing gently as her Daddy led her towards the family restroom sign…

Once inside, Martin instructed her to put her hands on the wall and spread her legs.

Less shy now she was out of the public eye, Chelsea giggled.

“Are you gonna frisk me, Daddy?” she asked, batting her eyelashes.

“Mmm… something like that,” Martin rumbled, smirking. “Turn around and face the wall… Do not look behind you until I tell you, okay?”

“Okay,” she replied, suckling her binky softly.

Her whole body thrummed with a tense excitement as she waited to see what Martin would do. His hands gripped the sides of her diaper, and began to gently tug it downwards.

Chelsea couldn’t conceal a mild ‘eep!’ as Martin pulled her diaper down to her thighs, exposing her pert bottom, but she managed to keep facing forwards.

When she felt him pulling apart her rumpcheeks and something gently pressing at her puckered hole, though, she looked around quickly in alarm, suckling frantically.

“Daddy, wha-”

*WHAP!*

Martin’s hand came down hard on her backside, and she squeaked in pain, whipping her head back to look at the wall again, adrenaline coursing through her body as she trembled, head-spinning.

“I told you not to look,” Daddy said, matter-of-factly, and Chelsea nodded, swallowing.

“Yes Daddy. Sorry Daddy,” she muttered, face bright red.

Again she felt her bottom being spread, and that same strange sensation of something thin pressing between them. It pressed firmly at her tight rosebud, until it slipped up inside her bottom, quickly disappearing into her tight backside.

“Ah!” Chelsea gasped, as she felt cool, slimy fluid being squirted up inside her tight hole, filling her passage suddenly.

She squirmed as Daddy pressed the plunger further and further down, until the syringe of lubricant was completely empty. Chelsea gulped - was he going to fuck her ass, right then and there? He didn’t take her there very often, and it was far from her favourite place… but she was always his good, obedient, submissive little girl... And having Daddy’s cock inside her anywhere was better than nowhere.

With a wanton moan, she pushed her rump back, eagerly, inviting Martin to slide his cock inside her, as deep and hard as he wanted.

She received another stinging slap on her backside for her efforts, and yelped, shooting forwards.

“Ow!”

“Well, that’s for being a naughty little slut, princess,” Martin said, chuckling, as he waited for Chelsea to retake her position.

“You like me being a naughty slut, Daddy,” Chelsea replied, pouting as she spread her legs again. “I’m your naughty slut.”

“Mmm, yes you are,” Martin purred. “But I know you love being spanked and told you’re a slutty girl, don’t you?”

Chelsea was forced to nod, smiling sheepishly behind the pacifier.

“Yes Daddy,” she murmured.

With a smile, Martin, quickly went back to his work. Chelsea groaned again as she felt something else, slightly thicker and rounder, pressing against her entrance. As it was pushed deeper by Daddy’s fingers, she could tell it was roughly bullet or pill shaped. It felt so strange and naughty being penetrated down there, even by Martin’s hand, and she whimpered as she felt his thick finger pull slowly out of her well-lubed rectum, only to be replaced by a second object, pushing deep into her again.

“Nggh, Daddy, what is that?” she moaned, fighting against her body’s instincts to try and push the foreign objects out of her.

With a second one inside her, she felt them squeezed against each other, uncomfortably lodged up where nothing ever belonged…

“They’re suppositories,” Martin said, with a smirk, as he pulled her diaper back up, patting her padded bottom fondly.

Chelsea whimpered, but didn’t turn away from the wall until Martin turned her, pulling the pacifier out so she could speak freely. Her bottom felt uncomfortably full, and she tugged at her dress self-consciously. Would Martin really do this? Make her mess her diaper here?

“Daddy…” Chelsea began, swallowing, heart in her throat. Her mind raced frantically - she had to convinced Martin this was too far, to let her empty her bowels in the restroom instead.

“Daddy,” she repeated, quickly. “If I… um, poop, then everybody will have to smell it… It’s, it’s not fair to other people…”

Martin chuckled gently.

“Nice try, babygirl. This is a zoo, remember? There are already a lot of stinky smells here,” he smirked. “Besides, I know you’re just trying to wiggle out of it because you’re embarrassed.”

Chelsea huffed, refusing to meet Martin’s eye.

“But, I-”

“No arguing, princess. I know you’d say something else if you really meant it.”

Chelsea bit her lip, seriously considering safewording, even while she felt the suppositories melting inside her. This was further than they’d ever gone before in public, and it was so wrong and naughty… but it was also so, so exciting. Her slit felt like it was already sopping wet, just imagining how humiliated she’d be, loading her pampers in front of everybody watching, whimpering and grunting like an un-potty-trained toddler.

“...Uh huh,” she finally agreed, pouting shyly.

Again she’d been forced to admit she wanted this. Again she felt the flutters of love and lust in her chest at having a Daddy who’d take her out in public and play such kinky games with her, playing with her mind and emotions so expertly, always pushing her further and further - and all in a way that she adored, making her head spin and her pussy throb.

Once they were outside, Chelsea found herself more self-conscious than ever. She waddled slowly along, buttocks clenched, trying to keep the mass of half-liquidized glycerine inside, whimpering softly to herself.

At the monkey cage, she tried to giggle and be distracted by the antics of the animals, but it was hard to ignore the pressure slowly growing in her bowels, occasional ominous rumblings accompanying growing pressure that reminded her with every step of her need to use the bathroom - and the thick, rustling padding that reminded Chelsea that she wouldn’t be stepping into one any time soon.

Daddy seemed oblivious to her discomfort, although Chelsea could swear she saw him smirking a few times at inappropriate moments. He led her by the hand, talking about the different animals they saw as they journeyed around the zoo, ignoring how she had started to sweat and shiver.

Chelsea was fighting waves off pressure off every so often now, gritting her teeth and groaning as quietly as possible. They were near the giraffe enclosure, and she grabbed the rail, knuckles white as she gripped it, clenching her backside tightly closed to try and prevent from loading her pampers right there.

“You okay, princess?” Martin asked, trying to hide his smirk.

“Nggh… guh.. Uh… huh,” she gasped, swallowing and wrenching her head upwards, looking at the giraffes as her stomach rumbled audibly.

Her face was bright red, not just from embarrassment but also from the sheer strain of keeping her mess inside, her body pushing, harder and harder, more insistently, letting her know she was fighting a losing battle. As Daddy led her away, she walked stiff-legged, doubling over and gripping her stomach every few seconds in discomfort, feeling the pulsing pressure growing inside her, knowing she needed to go, and soon.

“I… I gotta...ngghh…”

Martin waited, watching her struggle with a grin of anticipation. It was so hot watching her fight, both of them knowing she’d eventually have to give in to her body’s demands, struggling so hard to keep up the pretense of being an adult who used the bathroom. But he would have her as his helplessly messy baby girl, whimpering as she filled her diapers uncontrollably in the middle of the zoo.

Chelsea led him unsteadily down to the hippo enclosure, sweating, barely focusing on where she was going, just trying to find the area of the zoo with the least people, because she knew soon she wouldn’t have a choice about where she emptied her bowels…

“Ghh… D… Daddy!” she moaned, defeatedly.

“It’s okay babygirl, I’m here,” he cooed soothingly, pulling her into a hug, strong arms pinning hers to her side.

She trembled all over, fighting the pressure again, but trapped and knowing time was running out. Submitting, Chelsea swallowed and bent her knees slightly, blushing more brightly than ever as she relaxed, letting her body empty itself.

“Ngggh!” she gasped, tears in her eyes as she pushed, filling her diapers thoroughly.

Daddy ran his hand over the back of her plastic diaper, and she sobbed softly as she continued to mess herself uncontrollably, knowing he could feel the padding bulging outwards slightly as she loaded her pampers. The scent of poop and baby powder filled the air immediately around her, and she groaned as she pushed one last time, finally feeling her rear emptying completely into her diaper, fists clenched with the strain.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl, good girl,” Martin murmured, his cock hard and eager now, holding his princess close as she stood, sniffling, saggy pampers now full.

Chelsea said nothing, but whimpered as she took an experimental step, feeling her mush butt wobbling slightly with its own weight as Martin walked her down the path. She couldn’t believe she’d just messed herself in public. Shame, and lust, burned on her face in equal measure, and she looked around worriedly to see if anybody had been watching, her pulse frantic at how uncontrollable it had been, how she genuinely hadn’t been able to keep herself from soiling her diaper like a little toddler.

“Such a tiny baby,” her Daddy said, grinning, as if reading her mind. “Too little to even control her bowels… You’re obviously not ready for potty-training, are you?”

Chelsea flushed, shaking her head hard. She didn’t feel ready for potty-training… she felt like the shamefully diapered toddler she was, holding Daddy’s hand as he waddled her towards the changing room.

“Okay, princess, I’m not sure where the restroom is in this part of the park, so you’d better go ask.”

Martin had pushed Chelsea in the general direction of a zoo-worker, and she whimpered, looking back uncertainly.

“Go on, now,” he said, giving her a firm pat on the mushy butt, that made her eep and jolt forwards.

By now the worker had noticed her, and was walking over with a smile on his face, clearly expecting a question.

“Um,” she said, in a small voice. “D, do you know where the restroom is?”

The worker opened his mouth to respond with a cheery smile on his lips - and then visibly jerked backwards, nostrils flaring at a ripe scent that seemed to hover all around the woman he was talking to. He sniffed the air a few times, frowning, while Chelsea looked at the floor more intently than ever, face burning, wishing the ground would swallow her up.

“Um, sure,” he said, after a few moments. “They’re just up here… But, uh, if you want the special needs one, it’s on the far left when you reach them. Good luck.”

“Th-thank you,” Chelsea mumbled, being quickly led off in that direction by her Daddy.

She lost count of how many pairs of eyes she swore she felt staring at her backside, at how many people seemed to mutter, gasp, or wrinkle their noses as she waddled awkwardly past them. Her relief was unimaginable, heart pulsing furiously as they finally reached the ‘special needs’ restroom, all-too-eager to clamber onto the large changing table to be changed.

Chelsea sighed with relief as her Daddy undid the sides of her full diaper, using the front of it to clean away the worst of the mess. She lifted her butt gratefully as he started to wipe her, frowning at the smell of her own mess that filled the small room.

“Gross,” she said, softly, childishly.

“It came outta you,” Martin said, with a chuckle, wiping her as quickly and thoroughly as possible.

At last she was wiped clean, and the dirty diaper was rolled up and tossed in the trash can. Chelsea had a little giggle at the thought of some restroom attendant finding her messy diaper, covered in purple moons and stars, but clearly adult-sized. What would they think…?

Sliding a fresh diaper under his baby’s bottom, Martin tenderly wiped once more, cleaning any trace of mess of of her completely. He paused, grabbing a fresh wipe, cleaning between her folds gently, smirking.

“Nghh… Daddddy…” Chelsea whimpered, pushing her hips slightly against his teasing fingers as they brushed over her stiffened nub.

“Naughty girl,” murmured Martin, allowing his fingertips to linger a moment longer… before he pulled the front of the diaper up, taping it tightly.

Chelsea whined, but didn’t protest further, allowing herself to be sat up, wriggling about in her new padding.

“Faaaaank you, Daddy,” she said, with a giggle.

Now changed into a fresh diaper, Chelsea found moving around much easier, and when her Daddy suggested they take a break from looking animals to go to the small playground beside the gift store, she found herself agreeing.

It would be embarrassing to use the playground designed for little toddlers, in full view of anyone who was watching, but compared to her recent experience this was nothing, and Chelsea found herself easily clambering onto the swing with barely a care in the world.

She sat on the swing giggling as Daddy pushed her, ignoring the stares and chatters of a couple of nearby mothers, who pushed their prams back and forth to try and get their babies to sleep.

Chelsea's legs kicked in the air without her even thinking about it, sending her skirt flapping in the breeze. It wasn't until the third shocked gasp from a passerby that she realised she was showing off her diaper, completely by accident. She balled up a fist between her legs, pushing her skirt firmly down and blushing furiously.

After she got tired of swinging, Chelsea explored the enormous ship-shaped climbing frame, barely noticing how her damp diaper was showed off to people watching below as she climbed the rigging. This time, when she did realize, she just blushed and shrugged, grinning, enjoying the mild exposure and humiliation of someone potentially getting a glimpse up her skirt.
 

The ship had several ‘port holes’ on the side that were lined with small plastic, and looked as if they were designed to allow children of different ages to crawl through into the ‘ship’ itself, rather than using the largest opening at the front - the ‘door’.

“Quick, princess, see if you can crawl through here,” Martin said, with a grin, pointing at the largest one.

Chelsea found herself eagerly scampering towards the porthole, her slender upper body easily wriggling right through. Once she got it over her waist, she started to worry slightly, feeling the smooth plastic ring digging into her sides. As she wriggled forwards a few inches she realised with horror that she was completely stuck, her padded hips trapping her helplessly.

"Daddy!" She cried, for a moment forgetting herself and panicking.

She could hear Martin laughing behind her, as her legs kicked frantically, wedged inside the climbing frame, seemingly unable to get herself out. She wriggled this way and that way, her rump shaking in the air, thick padding clearly on display to all and sundry.

She whimpered, embarrassed as she heard the click of Martin's camera phone. At last, she felt a strong hand on her hips, gently tugging her backwards.

It took quite some time to pull her out of the climbing frame. Chelsea was beginning to panic towards the end, afraid that if she didn’t get out soon, they'd have to call the staff. How embarrassing! But finally her Daddy succeeded and pulled her out, grinning as he showed her a picture of her stuck, legs kicking, bottom sticking out like Pooh bear trapped in Rabbit’s front door.

They returned to looking around the zoo, Chelsea eager to check out the big cats. As her Daddy led her around by the hand, she let her bladder empty gradually.

She was diapered so often now, that she barely even thought about it. The made her blush, realising how adapted she was becoming to them, how dependent on them – and on her loving, dominant daddy, who put her in them.

Enjoying herself, Chelsea made a show of growling at the lions, giggling when Martin growled too. She made little chirpy noises at the bright colourful birds. She giggled happily, as her daddy lifted her up to better see the animals.

A few times, Chelsea realised her upper thighs felt chillier than usual, and turned round, aghast to find that Daddy had lifted her skirt, showing off her diaper to the mercifully mostly-empty zoo.

She blushed and pouted at that, tugging her skirt back down, but after a few seconds, both her and Martin were chuckling over it.

After a couple more hours, both of them had tired feet from walking around the large zoo, and Martin mentioned he could hear Chelsea's tummy rumbling.

"Are you hungry, baby girl?" Her daddy asked, smiling.

"Uh huh," Chelsea replied, nodding her head gently.

"Let's go get you some food them," Martin said, still smiling.

Chelsea found her face turning pink once again, but said nothing, when she noticed her Daddy walking over with a booster seat, clearly designed for a much younger child. He set the seat down, as she obediently climbed up, waiting there for him while he went got their food from the counter.

Chelsea tried to look at the table, trying very hard not to think about the people staring at her – she wasn't sure if that was because it was embarrassing, and humiliating… Or because it was incredibly exciting, so much so she wasn't sure she’d be able to eat her food if she was thinking about it.

Finally her Daddy returned. While he had a plate of warm food, what he’d gotten for her was clearly a children's meal, cold, and in a little box. Martin opened it, peering inside and frowning in apparent disapproval.

"This won't do at all," he said. "They haven't cut your sandwiches up. Little baby like you could choke."

Chelsea pouted gently, but kept quiet as she watched Daddy use his knife to carefully cut up the sandwiches into little pieces. He then did the same with the grapes that came with the lunch, cutting them one by one into quarters.

She picked up the tiny piece of sandwich and began eating, her face bright pink.

She didn't think she could be embarrassed any further, when she saw Martin pick up the carton of juice, and then pull out her pink baby bottle. She gasped, seeing it, and realising what he intended – but unable to do anything about it.

Face red with shame, she looked out the floor, part of her aching with humiliation, another part of her marvelling at the ingenuity of her Daddy, who knew just how to humiliate her, embarrass her, push her buttons in public.

With a trembling hand, she took the full bottle of juice, trying to sip from a subtly as possible in between bites of sandwich and grape. He had such a way of making her feel small, owned, protected and dominated. Her heart fluttered every time she thought of it, although now it pounded like a bass drum.

When she was finally finished eating a sandwich and most of her juice was gone, Daddy grabbed the little pot of strawberry yogurt out of the box, holding the spoon aloft as he loaded it with the white cream.

"You'll want a mouthful of this, princess," Daddy said with a smirk, grinning as he pushed it into her parted lips.

Blushing, Chelsea opened willingly, allowing herself to be spoon fed in public. Her face burned harder, but god, what a turn on. She found her hips rocking in her seat as she ate mouthful after mouthful, trying to grind on her dampened padding as she thought about what a naughty, helpless baby girl she was...

She smacked her sticky lips together, giving her Daddy the same enticing bedroom eyes she would give for a mouth full of something else, Martin’s cock throbbing in response. At one point, he missed her mouth, smearing some on her cheek, and then scraping it back into her mouth, tutting.

“What a messy baby,” he murmured, grinning.

At last, Chelsea was finished, her Daddy cleaning her sticky face with a napkin carefully and lovingly. She felt the warmth between her legs grow as he tended to her so well, knowing he loved all parts of her.

The afternoon wore on, with both of them admiring the animals, taking occasional snapshots of interesting creatures, a few ‘couple’ pics in front of signs or especially interesting exhibits. For now they were just a normal couple, enjoying a day out, Martin’s dominance and ownership of his wet babygirl all but forgotten - apart from, of course, when he patted her rump every so often, making it loudly crinkle.

As she wandered about, Chelsea felt her diaper growing fuller and fuller once more, wet and soggy between her legs, the fullness making her thighs spread slightly in a way that made her smile embarrassedly.

Once in a while, when nobody was looking, Martin would reach under her dress in a shocking manner, squeezing the mass of sodden padding between her legs, and then smirking as he withdrew his hand. Chelsea eeped and flushed every time he did this, instinctively parting her legs to let him do what he wanted.

Still, no matter how soggy she got, Martin never told her he was going to change her - and Chelsea knew better than to complain or ask for a change. Full of tense excitement, she wondered if she was going to be left in the diaper all day, leaking… She whimpered a little, imagining the rash… he wouldn’t be that cruel, would he?

“Looks like the zoo is closing in about 40 minutes,” her Daddy remarked as he looked at a signboard with show times on. “Is there anything you’d like to see before we leave, princess?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Chelsea replied, brightly. “I wanna go see the tigers again.”

Martin smiled, turning to lead her down the path, but Chelsea hung back, biting her lip.

“Um. Could I maybe get a change first, please, Daddy?” she asked, as meekly as possible.

“You know little babies don’t get to decide when they’re changed,” Daddy replied, in that tone of voice that made her melt. “I’m going to change you after we go see the tigers, okay.”

“Okay,” Chelsea said, blushing.

As she walked to the tiger enclosure she tried not to wet any more, feeling her soaked diaper sagging lower and lower, afraid if she peed more she’d start to really leak. She could feel moistness around the legcuffs already, and knew she was on the verge of over-filling it completely.

“Here we are, sweetie,” Martin rumbled, as they reached the striped big cats.

For a moment, Chelsea’s worries about her diaper were forgotten. She watched them closely, gasping, telling Daddy about which one her favorite was, reading the information cards posted on the walls with a chirpy voice.

When Daddy asked her to pose for a few pictures in front of the enclosure, she giggled, nodding and agreeing, striking pose after silly pose, waiting for her Daddy’s phone to focus so he could take a good shot of her with the tigers. Once he was done, she rushed back over, looking at his phone eagerly to see the pictures of her, giggling at the sillier ones.

“Now, princess, there’s just one thing left to do before we can get you changed…”

Chelsea swallowed, sure that whatever he asked her to do, she would at once love it and hate it.

“I need you to pose in front of the tiger cage, with your skirt lifted up. Show off that soggy, saggy diaper for everybody to see.”

Chelsea whined, pouting, having been afraid it would be something like that.

“But Daddy,” she began to protest, stopping at just a look from him.

“Shush, babygirl,” Martin said, firmly. “Do it, or no changes - and you can sit in your puddles on the way home.”

Flustered, Chelsea tried desperately to work out an argument to wriggle out of the task, but came up with nothing, her brain overloaded with sexy humiliation and her princess parts completely in control.

With trained obedience, she walked shakily back over to the tiger cage, hesitating as she bunched up her skirt... And then lifting it, trembling, showing off her soaked diaper to anybody who happened to look in that direction.

Her eyes darted around frantically, waiting, terrified of somebody coming around the corner, hands shaking as she waited for Daddy to get the focus again…

He seemed to be taking his sweet time about it, humming and hawwing as he changed settings, grinning as Chelsea squirmed, cool air on her upper thighs a contrast with the warm wetness of her padding. Finally, he seemed to decide he’d gotten it right.

“Smile, baby girl, you look too worried!”

Uncertainly, Chelsea forced an awkward smile that she was sure was humiliating in the very unsexy way, but a few seconds later she heard the shutter noise… and then again… and finally one last time, before Daddy put his phone away, smirking.

“All done, princess, you can put your dress down, sweetie,” he chuckled, offering his hand. “I didn’t know you loved showing your soaked pampers off to everybody so much!”

Chelsea grumbled a little at that, but she couldn’t keep a smile off her face as her Daddy hugged her softly, leading her down the path to the restroom once more.

The soaked diaper was soon untaped, and Martin carefully wiped her clean, wriggling a finger between her folds to make sure she was ‘extra clean’. She moaned a little at that, expecting it to come to nothing, obediently lifting her bottom for the fresh diaper.

When it was slid under her, she could feel her Daddy’s eyes between her legs, staring at her bare slit in a way that made it glisten even more urgently.

“It looks like you’re still wet, princess,” Martin muttered, sliding a finger between her slick folds.

“Uh huh,” Chelsea responded, trembling, the electricity in the air tingling all around them.

“Hmm.. now, a good little girl would want me to clean her up with wipes…”

“What about a naughty little girl, Daddy?” Chelsea said, sounding genuinely innocent in a way that sent shockwaves straight to Martin’s hard cock.

“She’d get what naughty little girl’s want…”

Martin licked his lips teasingly, looking down between Chelsea’s thighs.

“So tell me, are you a good little girl, or a naughty one?” he asked, awaiting the answer with bated breath.

“I’m a naughty little girl, Daddy,” Chelsea whispered.

“Mmmm, yes you are,” Martin growled, grabbing her thighs and yanking her down towards his face.

She squealed as she felt his tongue between her folds, a full-on assault that made her jerk and thrash from sheer pleasure. Daddy’s lips sucked and kissed her most intimate areas, while his tongue lapped, slurped eagerly, making pussy-eating a true calling, teasing and pleasuring her while she bucked and humped against his face.

“Tell me what a naughty girl you are,” he murmured breathlessly before he dove back in, his tongue working magic around and between her folds, her sensitive nub swiped again and again by his questing tongue.

“Ohhh! Daddy! I’m such a n-naughty little girl! I’m a dirty slut, Daddy! I wanna come so h-hard from Daddy licking my pussy!” Chelsea moaned out loudly, not caring who might be around to hear.

“Please Daddy, make me cum, make your naughty, slutty little girl cum from her Daddy’s tongue eating her out while she’s having her diaper changed!”

Chelsea’s filthy words fueled her fantasy, and more than that, they fueled Martin’s eager oral ministrations. He used his strong hands to heave her upwards, spreading her legs as he lapped desperately, like a man dying of thirst, at her dripping slit, her whole body rocking and bucking as she grunted and whined, working herself towards the climax she knew was coming, the sticky finish she knew any second was going to leave her a shaking, moaning wreck…

“Fuck me with your tongue, Daddy!” she cried out, as she moaned loudly, her body suddenly wracked with wonderful, pleasurable spasms.

She howled with the sheer pleasure of it as her orgasm hit her, pummeling her, even as Daddy licked and suckled like a madman, possessed by love and lust, feeling her tense rhythmically around his tongue, her clit throbbing in the same pattern against his lips. She arched her back hard against him, thrashing her head as she came, impossibly hard, laying in the restroom of a public zoo.

Time passed, somehow, and suddenly the orgasm was ebbing away, ending slowly, Chelsea collapsing with a shuddering gasp. She didn’t even notice as her Daddy did the diaper up, her bones feeling like limp jelly as he maneuvered her.

Suddenly he kissed her, and she moaned softly, sliding her tongue along his lips, tasting her own juices there.

She tried to keep her breathing even as her Daddy led her out into the gift shop, promising she could pick one thing, since she’d been such a good girl.

“Don’t you mean ‘such a naughty girl’, Daddy?” Chelsea asked, with a smirk.

“That’s exactly what I mean, princess,” he replied, chuckling. “Exactly what I mean.”

End.

***

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, vol 4

Once again, Martin and Chelsea were playing out a kinky scene of public ABDL exhibitionism, this time at a local gym. Today Martin clutched Chelsea's hand as he signed her up for a spin class, the flush-faced woman glancing behind her over and over to see if anybody was watching her.


She was dressed in athletic attire, a long pink tanktop with a neon pink bear on the front and stretchy light blue shorts. On her feet she had white and pink sneakers, sparkling lights in the heels that flashed every time she jumped or stomped her feet.


Chelsea's outfit was normal, if a little childish... But it was covering a thick white diaper that rustled with Chelsea's every movement.


It was hard to tell if she was being paranoid or not, but Chelsea swore the lines of the diaper were obvious through the thin material clinging to her bulky backside. Even as the man at the front desk loudly tapped away at his mechanical keyboard, she could still hear her diaper's rustling underneath her clothes.


A couple of young women joined the line behind them, and Chelsea's ears flushed bright red, hearing them muttering and giggling behind her. She tried to glance back surreptitiously at the two of them, but caught the taller one's eye, making her squeak and turn back around.


Cringing, Chelsea huddled closer to her Daddy, clinging to his arm. Her padded bottom stuck out as she curled her upper body towards him, and Chelsea whimpered softly as she heard more giggles and snorts from behind her. It could have just been her imagination, but Chelsea swore she heard the word 'diaper'...


"That's all done, sir," the desk clerk said, smiling cheerfully. "Here's your wristband..."


Martin gently grabbed Chelsea's hand and carefully guided it towards the man. Chelsea smiled shyly, reluctant but enjoying being treated like a child as the vivid blue wristband was wound around her wrist, and carefully stuck into place. 


Finally done with the front desk, Martin and Chelsea moved away, Martin putting his arm around Chelsea and guiding her away. It was another subtle show of dominance that made Chelsea's knees weak, especially when combined with her embarrassing outfit.


Martin led Chelsea a short distance away and leaned down as he put one hand on her shoulder. It made Chelsea feel small, butterflies fluttering in her stomach as she looked up at him dutifully.


"Babygirl, I'm going to go use some of the resistance machines," Martin said, smirking at Chelsea's humiliated expression. "So you go off and enjoy your lesson, okay?"


"O-okay..."Chelsea mumbled in embarrassment, looking back at the women - glad they were occupied with talking to the clerk now themselves. 


"Okay, what?"


Chelsea cringed, but felt the tingling feeling between her thighs growing. How could a man be so cruel and so kind at once?


"...Okay, Daddy," she eventually mumbled, looking down at her feet, hoping her voice was loud enough to be acceptable but not loud enough to be heard by anybody else.


"Good baby," Daddy muttered, giving her shoulder a squeeze as he stood up. "I'll see you later. Come find me in the weightlifting area after your lesson... And make sure to drink your water!"


Chelsea turned to leave, jumping and squeaking loudly as Martin slapped her departing, crinkly backside. She gave him an embarrassed pout, trying to ignore the laughter of the woman who'd seen it, and scurried away before Daddy could embarrass her further.
  

***

"Alright, hello everybody!" 


Chelsea had cautiously pushed open the class door to her spin class, but it sounded like it was already starting. Every face in the room turned to stare at her as she stood awkwardly in the doorway, clutching her water bottle in one hand, and a small towel in the other.


"Oh, come on in!" the cheerful female instructor said, beckoning Chelsea forward. "You're just in time!"


Chelsea felt even more on display than she already did as she waddled slowly into the room. She saw the instructor's face briefly change to one of shock, before she replaced with a casual smile, unable to stop glancing down at Chelsea's padded crotch. Chelsea blushed harder.


"Umm..." she mumbled as she looked around at the bikes. All of the ones near the back were taken - which meant she'd need to use one with people behind her, possibly showing off her diaper's back waistband.


"Just... just take any bike!" the instructor urged, her own face lightly flushed as she attempted to keep some semblance of normalcy. "Look, there's one right there that's open!"


On the one hand, the bike was far enough back that Chelsea felt she'd be able to hide slightly and avoid the brunt of the instructor's scrutiny... But she'd have to walk down the aisle past half a dozen other attendees to get there...


With an embarrassed smile, Chelsea began to delicately pick her way towards her bike, rustling loudly as she moved and very aware of the bulky padding between her legs. She could feel heads turning to watch as she passed, although the man on the bike behind her gave her a sympathetic smile as she took her seat.


Even dry, the padding pressed up against her mound stimulated Chelsea's needy pussy lightly, her clit stiff even though it was neatly tucked between the petals of her womanhood. She tried not to show any outward signs of her arousal or humiliation as she carefully slid her full water bottle into the holder.


"Okay, then!" The instructor said in a loud voice, attracting attention back to her. "I'm Jane, and I'll be your teacher for this lesson. Spinning is a high impact cardio exercise that..."


The instructor's dull words drifted lazily in one of Chelsea's ears and out the other, but she nodded along as the woman continued, as did everybody else. She was distracted by the padding against her backside and between her legs, feeling the waistband against her upper back. 


The pleasurable pressure on her clit only increased as Jane told them to start pedaling. Every push downwards with her foot sent a shiver of arousal racing up her leg, between her thighs, and back down to the other side, before starting again on that foot. Chelsea bit back a whimpering moan of pleasure as she was teased in public through her diaper, already flushed and breathing heavily before anybody else. 


The squeaky noise of the bike drowned out some of the crinkling of her diaper, but not all of it. As they all worked up a sweat, Chelsea's red face looked less and less out of place, but she could still tell people were occasionally glancing at her to see what the source of the noise was.


Holding onto the handles with one hand, Chelsea clumsily reached for the bottle of water. At least that was a distraction from the embarrassment fuelling her almost-unwanted levels of arousal... She thirstily gulped down some of the water, although she'd already had a lot to drink earlier...


Without even realizing it, Chelsea had downed half of the entire bottle in just a matter of moments, her feet still moving the entire time. The crackly noise of the disposable plastic container was almost enough to cover up the noise of her diaper, so she didn't want to let it go... But she'd probably be thirsty again as the session went on... Reluctantly, she put it back in place.


"Come on! Let's go a little faster!" Jane said encouragingly, her own legs moving far more quickly. "80 rpm!"


Panting, Chelsea looked down at the tiny screen on her own bike. 60rpm... With a groan, she pushed herself harder, the creaking of the bike beneath her padded backside creating an audible symphony in time with the noises of her diaper...


Chelsea couldn't help grinding herself slightly against the padding inside, slickened slightly by her moistening cunny. The humiliation of being in public in such a thick diaper, face flushed with pleasure, embarrassment and exertion... Chelsea's soft moan was lost in the noises of effort around her, her lip bitten as she gyrated slightly against the diaper's lining.


"Okay! Let's slow down a bit! Go to 40rpm!" 


Chelsea obediently slowed her peddling, gasping to catch her breath and return it to a more reasonable pace. Her heart was thumping hard, and she felt in pulsing mostly between her legs, throbbing clit eager for a touch or rub. She knew it was dirty and wrong, but being in a public place just made Chelsea more and more aroused...


There was a pressure in her bladder she was growing more and more aware of, the swollen organ seeming to press right against her g-spot. Chelsea's pussy was quivering with stimulation, although she could tell the bladder situation would soon grow uncomfortable.


"Okay, for a few minutes we're gonna go all the way down to a very slow pace, just whatever's comfortable for you all!" Jane said happily, although she seemed to be barely breaking a sweat.


Glad for the break, Chelsea grabbed her water once more, wiping away the sweat from her brow with the towel. She chugged most of the water far more quickly than she would have liked, her already-full bladder complaining under the strain as it felt like the liquid was completely bypassing the rest of her and turning straight into pee.


Biting her lip, Chelsea debated with herself over emptying it into the crinkly diaper between her legs. She'd used her diaper in public plenty of times before, but it felt somehow dirtier when just the stimulation of the bike seat pressed against her through it was close to getting her off.


...Fuck it... Chelsea breathed out slowly through her nose as she focused on relaxing her bladder, momentarily stopping her pedaling to start the flow of urine. Once she felt the beginning of the warm, wet stream, heat spreading through her crotch and soaking into the padding, Chelsea resumed her movements, not wanting to draw attention to herself.


It felt so naughty to wet herself in the middle of spin class, feeling the padding growing slowly thicker, swollen with urine. It soon began to bulge out slightly around the bike seat, hot piss running down to the seat of the diaper. Chelsea was surprised by just how much she had inside her, feeling the wetness spreading and growing more and more.


Just as Chelsea was done, pussy tingling and body awash in relief, Jane told them to ramp back up the speed. Obediently, Chelsea did so, whimpering softly as she felt the wet mass of padding squishing firmly against her mound. 


As her legs shifted, Chelsea felt herself beginning to pant, the sodden cotton softness of the diaper even more stimulating now it was wet. Every time she pushed her foot downwards, pleasure pulsed through her lower body, teasing her again and again...


Soon she was unable to stop her body rocking slightly, the subtle motion covered by the noise of the bike and the spinning of her feet. Chelsea's whimpers and moans were similarly lost in the sea of similar noises around her, although only hers were of pleasure.


Chelsea was addicted to the naughtiness of her nearly-public DDLG lifestyle, living on the edges, whimpering and blushing as she was humiliatingly exposed by her Daddy. Today he'd outdone himself, and as Chelsea's breathing became strained and erratic, pleasure building quickly between her rapidly moistening folds.


"Mmmf... D-daddy," Chelsea squeaked under her breath, eyes closed as she rolled her hips against her sodden padding, hands gripping the handles of the bike tightly.


Oh God, she was so close. Chelsea panted desperately, her diaper rustling louder and louder as she gyrated more and more enthusiastically on the bike. She didn't even care she was in public, her thigh muscles tightening, clit throbbing as she approached her peak with a passionate fervor.


"Ah! Ngggh..." Chelsea exclaimed softly as her climax hit her, biting her lip hard to muffle herself as her body jerked and twitched through her orgasm.


The electric jolts of pleasure that pulsed through her pussy made her entrance clench rhythmically around itself, her g-spot jostled inside. Chelsea rode out the blissful feeling filling her, rolling up from between her legs, making her moan and whimper softly.


She tried to conceal her climax as much as possible, but the thrill of being in a public place just made it go on and on... As she finally felt the waves of pleasure ebbing away, Chelsea shuddered, flopping forwards against the handlebars of her bike, a little drool running from her mouth that she quickly wiped away.


With a soft sigh, Chelsea forced herself back upright, and began pedaling hard once again, her pussy tingling with delightful afterglow. The secret smile on her face was just for her as she rode out the rest of the lesson, thick, soaking wet diaper and all. 

***

"Great job today everybody!" Jane said as she hopped off of her own bike. "Remember to wipe down your machines before you leave..."


Twenty minutes later, Chelsea climbed off of her bike with unsteady, shaking legs. She'd managed to get through the entire workout, and her face shone with pride and sweat. A couple of times she'd come close to orgasming again, but never quite gone over the edge, her nestled clit throbbing persistently as she grabbed her towel.


The diaper was swollen and pushing her thighs even further apart as Chelsea reached over to clean off the machine, wiping off the copious amounts of sweat... Actually, it seemed like maybe some of it was... pee. Chelsea blushed, squeezing her legs together gently, the pressure gently squeezing out the urine inside it so it seeped out against Chelsea's skin, some escaping through the legcuffs...


"Oh, um... excuse me," the man behind Chelsea said as he approached her, his cheeks slightly flushed from both exertion and second-hand embarrassment. "Your uh... Your diaper is showing."


Chelsea's mouth hung open, dumbfounded for a moment... The friendly man gave her another smile of embarrassing sympathy, as he peeked around her and lightly grabbed the end of her tanktop, pulling it down slightly to conceal the crinkly waistband.


"Um... thanks," Chelsea eventually mumbled, shyly. "I'll uh, maybe see you next time?"


"I bet you will," he said, kindly. "And... don't be embarrassed. Lots of women, even young girls, have incontinence issues..."


Chelsea said nothing as the man made his exit, her face glowing and a shy smile on her lips. As she waddled squishily towards the door, clasping her empty water bottle in one hand and her towel in the other again, she couldn't wait to see what Daddy had in mind for her next. 

***

Chelsea headed down to the weightlifting area, eyes wide as she peered through the sea of exercising, muscly men. Her eyes sought out only one man, though, and Chelsea's heart fluttered happily as she saw him.


"Daddy!" she squealed, before gulping, remembering she was in public. "Um...D...Daddy?"


Several men had stalled their work-outs to watch Chelsea's soggy diapered backside waddle across to her Daddy. The man himself smiled fondly, finishing the rep he was doing and then carefully letting the weights drop. 


"Babygirl," he said, with a chuckle. "I'm guessing from how you're walking you've wet your diaper already?"


"Um... yes, Daddy," Chelsea replied shyly, glancing around in embarrassment at the other people around, knowing they could hear the conversation. "...I need a change..."


"Hmm, well, I have a fresh diaper..." Daddy said, smiling as he grabbed Chelsea's towel and wiped off his own machine. "But I don't know if you're gonna get a change exactly..."


Chelsea pouted, suspicious of her Daddy as he led her by the hand towards the handicapped toilet. He didn't seem to care at all who was watching, ignoring the eyes on them... or more likely, savoring the glances from confused onlookers, knowing it was only making Chelsea more embarrassed... and aroused.


"Here we go, princess," Daddy said as he lay down a changing mat on the floor, locking the door firmly. "Lay down for me."


Just hearing those words and the gentle but dominant tone of her Daddy's voice was enough to melt Chelsea's heart, and she carefully lowered herself onto the plastic mat. Daddy tugged the fresh diaper out of his bag... and something else gleamed in his other hand.


"What are you doing, Daddy?" Chelsea asked as she felt the new diaper being pushed underneath her already-soggy bottom. "You haven't changed me yet!"


"And I'm not going to," Martin replied, with a chuckle. "I'm going to double you up so you don't leak..."


Chelsea heard the sound of the outer plastic of her soggy diaper being slashed, and whimpered, pushing her legs further apart, afraid Daddy would knick her by accident. He didn't, of course, but Chelsea still kept pouting as she felt the front of the new diaper being pulled up, wrapped around the sodden one underneath.


It held her soaking wet padding against her crotch, but more than that, it added several inches to her hips and butt, the thickness between her thighs spreading her legs even further. Chelsea bit her lip as she shifted her bottom, moving to help Daddy pull up the very snug shorts that were about to become even snugger.


"D-Daddy," Chelsea whimpered, feeling the stretched material compressing her big, poofy bottom. "Everybody will be able to tell I'm in diapers now..."


"Is that so?" Martin said, grinning as he patted Chelsea's thickly-diapered rump. "Well, then they'll know you're nothing but a helpless diaper-wetting baby, won't they?"


Chelsea just whined softly in response as Daddy helped her back up. She caught her reflection in the mirror above the sink, and gulped - her bottom stuck out dramatically, the shorts barely covering the mass of padding that forced her thighs apart. With every step, Chelsea crinkled loudly, and the wide white back waistband of her diaper stuck up from the back of her shorts.


As they left the bathroom together, Chelsea instantly felt the weight of half a dozen pairs of eyes turning to look at her. People began to whisper, Chelsea's cheeks bright red as she heard barely-muffled giggles from all around her.


"Daddy," she hissed, huddling close to him. "Please... everybody's laughing. This is too much..."


"What's too much?" he murmured, as he pulled her through the sparse crowd, grinning at the doubletakes and gasps around them as they passed. "Everybody knowing you're Daddy's diapered baby slut? I bet it's making your little pussy soaking wet, isn't it?"


Chelsea whined, looking at the floor while she tugged on her shirt, trying to hide the upper waistband of her diaper. It was true, though... her slit was eager and excited, dripping with arousal. Being so utterly humiliated in public made her giddy with excitement, loving her her Daddy pushed her buttons and her limits at the same time.


"I'll change you once you've really used that diaper," Daddy continued, grinning. "I want you to mess your pampers right here at the gym."


"B-but that's so naughty, Daddy," Chelsea said, biting her lip. "...Are you sure?"


Part of Chelsea wanted him to say no, it was too risky, and call it off... Part of her hoped he was joking...


...And another part loved it, loved every filthy, taboo moment of being forced to obey his every command. Of knowing her Daddy had the power to make her poop her diapers in public... and say 'thank you, sir' afterward.


Grinning, Martin reached back and shamelessly groped the rounded mass of Chelsea's thick diaper, patting it firmly to hear the loud thud-thud it made. 


"I'm sure, cutiepie," he said, still smirking. "...Let's get a little something to drink."


Chelsea hadn't noticed they'd been heading toward the gym's cafe, but that was where they were now. As the purple carpet gave way to shiny white tile, Chelsea kept her head low and her body close to her Daddy, until he led over to a seat.


"Wait here while Daddy gets you a drink, okay?" Martin murmured in Chelsea's ear as he leaned over to kiss her cheek. "You can get a chocolate milkshake again, if you like."


Chelsea nodded enthusiastically, looking up at the menu where there was a big picture of a milkshake, topped with whipped cream and a cherry. She licked her lips, glad that the table hid her diapered lower-half from view, not thinking about the opening in the back of the chair that clearly showed off her white waistband.


Was Martin really going to make her mess herself here? At the zoo was one thing, with lots of animals around... but here? There was no way anybody would miss the source of the odor this time. Chelsea bit her lip, squeezing her thighs together so the diaper pressed up against her moist kitty as she thought about it. She would be such a dirty little girl for Daddy...


When Martin returned a few moments later, he put down his can of soda first, and then carefully lowered Chelsea's cream-topped milkshake onto the table. Unlike in the photo, there was no cherry, but Chelsea still grabbed for it eagerly...


"Uh uh uh," Martin said, batting Chelsea's hand away. "Daddy needs to add his special ingredient..."


Frowning in confusion, Chelsea sat back, diaper rustling as she watched him produce a little packet from his pocket. She couldn't make out exactly what was written on it, but she could make out the letters 'LAX', her brain ticking over for a moment before she got it.


Oh. Daddy was giving her a laxative. With wide eyes, Chelsea watched as her Daddy wriggled the straw through the cream, making a small hole so he could pour in the powder. It ran into it, and off-white trickle of tiny particles, that disappeared and dissolved in the brown milk as Martin stirred it in.


Eventually, it was all gone... and Martin pushed the big glass across the table to Chelsea with a big grin.


"Drink up, baby," he said, smirking. 


Chelsea shook her head, keeping her lips a thin smile. Of course, she knew she'd ultimately probably end up doing it... but she wanted to see what Martin's reaction was. She could push his buttons, too...


"Drink it," he commanded, more firmly. "...Or you'll get a spanking."


Chelsea stood firm, although her cheeks grew pinker and pinker as they stared each other down. Her eyes followed Martin's hand as it slid to his bag... pulled open the zipper... and began to lift the paddle slowly into view.


Hurriedly, Chelsea grabbed the cold glass and took the straw into her mouth. As if she was starving, she sucked the fluid down, keeping her eyes closed in happy humiliation.


Apparently, the idea of being harshly spanked on her thickly diapered ass in front of everybody was too far for her. Chelsea whimpered, knowing she was writing her own death sentence, agreeing to mess her diapers in public for her Daddy without words. 


The milkshake was rich and creamy, the laxative powder unnoticeable, mixed thoroughly through it. A shiver ran up and down Chelsea's spine as she realized that Martin could easily do this to her without her knowing, any time... A sexy kind of fear filled her, the knowledge that she was completely her Daddy's, completely under somebody else's control...


The fervor of her sucking suddenly became audible, as Chelsea loudly slurped around the bottom of the mostly-empty glass. She was giddy with excitement and tension, knowing it was only a matter of time before she filled her diapers after this...


"All gone, Daddy," she said, smiling with chocolate on her lips. 


"Good girl," Martin said with a grin. "Good thing I didn't need to spank you, hm?"


Chelsea blushed, and nodded. It was a very good thing...
  

***

Daddy led Chelsea upstairs to take her to try out all the gym equipment. She blushed and hid behind him as he explained to one of the trainers (whose nametag said he was called 'Liam') that they'd like a quick tour, knowing this was just a scheme to expose her... and eventually have her mess herself in public.


Chelsea tried to rush through all the machine demonstrations, but Daddy insisted she do several reps on each one, asking her which muscles it was working, how it felt. Liam just smiled awkwardly, clearly not really understanding what he was seeing, but hoping for a commission on a membership anyway...


Chelsea's face was permanently crimson. As she took a seat on the pull-down machine, she felt the soaked inner diaper squishing and spreading out against her curvy bottom. The sudden movement jostled the waistband of the diaper, and Chelsea could feel it sliding up out of the back of her shorts, exposed to anybody who cared to look. 


Whimpering, Chelsea slowly lifted her hands to grab the pull-down bar, aware that as she did so, her tanktop slowly rose as well, leaving nothing to the imagination about what Chelsea was wearing under her clothes.


"Now, uh, this machine is, um, it works a lot of your upper body and arm muscles," Liam mumbled, sweat beading on his own brow. "You can... here, let me put it on a lower weight."


Chelsea's arms were trembling as she tried to tug the bar downwards, looking at Daddy with a big pout. Martin just grinned and reached out to stroke her hair lovingly, as Liam finished adjusting the weight.


"Aw, see baby, even a little girl like you can use the machines!" Daddy said with mocking enthusiasm. "Keep going, sweetie."


Chelsea groaned softly as she pulled the bar down, feeling her belly starting to rumble a little. Even the meager weight made her arms ache, just a little, but not enough to distract her from the growing discomfort in her abdomen.


Her breath began to catch in her throat as her bowels began to stir, clenching, reminding her that she needed to get to a bathroom. Chelsea did one more rep, and then eased the bar out of her hands, reaching down to clutch her stomach...


"Nnghh.." she whimpered.


"Is she okay?" Liam asked, sounding concerned, addressing Martin instead of Chelsea herself. "That machine shouldn't make your stomach hurt..."


"She's fine, aren't you, princess?" Daddy said with a wicked grin, as he helped Chelsea off of the machine, quickly wiping at it with the towel. "...Why don't we go and use that machine, over there?"


Sweaty and embarrassed, Chelsea followed her Daddy's pointing finger, and saw the machine he was talking about. It had a chair that lay back slightly and moved up and down a track, letting you push off from a big board where you put your feet. More importantly (to Martin), it was in one of the busiest area of the gym.


Chelsea gulped as she glanced at the other, identical machine a few feet away - it was obvious that it would force her into a squat while she used it, and she was already feeling like it would be hard to hold her mess back as it was...


"Oh, the leg press? Sure," Liam said. "Let's just... go this way..."


It was hard to focus on weaving through the people all around, hearing the sudden gasps, whispers, and giggles as they saw Chelsea's soggy, poofy crinklebutt waddle by. It made her tummy flutter in the way it always did when her Daddy paraded her around, pushing her to her limits, making her feel equally blushy and humiliated and horny.


Chelsea's heart thudded as they traveled through the crowd, feeling her guts churning as Daddy squeezed her hand, leading her to the leg press machine. Part of her wanted to bolt and run, her legs moving like through thick treacle - but instead, Chelsea licked her lips, the molten pot of arousal between her legs that was her urine-soaked pussy driving her forwards.


She barely registered it as Liam told her how to use the machine, carefully moving her feet into place. With a soft grunt, she felt the chair being released, slid right down so her knees were up near her chest. Shooting her Daddy a look of panic, she heard her stomach gurgle audibly as she kept herself in that squatting position for several seconds as the weight was adjusted.


Chelsea's heart pounded in her chest as she grunted, and shoved off of the platform, the chair sliding up. Chelsea fought to keep her muscles below tightly clenched, but it was almost impossible to do that with the way the machine worked, forcefully spreading her legs every time she slid back down.


Another push upwards... Chelsea's legs shook as she slid up, feeling the motion stirring her bowels into life. With a gasp, Chelsea's lower body jerked, knees coming together as several small farts escaped from her bottom.


"U-um, sorry," she mumbled, looking away, her face bright red.


"It's fine," Liam reassured her, obviously not realizing what Chelsea's gas precipitated. "Now, make sure to fully extend your legs each time..."


"Ahh... I'm.. ngh! I'm trying," Chelsea moaned, perspiring as she fought against her body. "Ohh, Daddy, it's so much..."


"Keep going, babygirl," Martin said firmly. "Just a little longer..."


'Just a little longer', and Chelsea would mess her obviously-exposed diaper in front of everybody... just as Martin intended. With a moan that was a mixture of arousal and distress, Chelsea grit her teeth, pushing herself up...


She got about halfway before cramps hit, and she gasped, reaching down, clutching her stomach desperately. Frozen in a half squat, Chelsea's eyes flew open wide, and she trembled all over. There was nothing she could do to hold it back now - she was stuck here, like watching a trainwreck in slow motion, unable to make any difference.


"Are you alr-" Liam started, but Chelsea interrupted him with a loud groan.


Her knees locked in place, Chelsea cringed as she felt her muscles pushing out the mess noisily into her diaper. Eyes brimming with tears of embarrassment, her face bright red as she grunted and loaded her already full, soggy diaper with uncontrollable mess.


"Ohhh..." she moaned, jerking occasionally as more slipped out, pushed out by yet another muscle spasm, body insistent that she empty everything out of her bowels into the squishy diaper. "God..."


At last, she finished messing herself, panting and breathing heavily as the powerful scent of her own waste wafted up from her diaper, filling the air around them. Liam's mouth hung open in shock, and everybody around seemed to have stopped moving to stare right at Chelsea. 


Feeling all the eyes on her, Chelsea's face turned even more red, knowing everybody could tell that she had used her diaper like a naughty toddler, pooping herself in full view of dozens of total strangers. Her diaper bulge was blatant as she lifted her arms towards Martin, squealing:


"D-Daddy! I p-pooped myself!" 


"Oh no, princess! I'm sorry about this," Martin said, tutting. "I had better take her to get changed... excuse me..."


Chelsea shuddered as he lifted her up, feeling the hot, smushy mess shifting in her diaper. As she waddled through the crowd, everybody dead silent as they watched her pass by, Chelsea could feel the stinky load in her diapers pressing up against her bottom.


As humiliated as she was, she could feel her clit throbbing and tingling, longing for, no, needing Daddy's touch, Daddy's love. The very public embarrassment sent waves of powerful arousal straight between her trembling thighs. 


Her Daddy pushed open the door to the handicapped restroom, and then shoved her against it, passionately, moaning into her mouth as he kissed her. Chelsea kissed back, breathless as she clung to him, needily. 


"On the floor," he commanded, throwing the changing mat down again. "Let Daddy deal with that stinky, messy diaper of yours..."


"Y-y-yes, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, head thudding as Martin took complete control of her.


She peered up at him, her legs spread wide by the thick, swollen diapers, her waste smeared against her curvy bottom where she lay down. God, this was the ultimate humiliation, her diaper full of her own poop, loaded in public. Chelsea felt every bit the helpless adult babygirl she was - and she let herself gasp again, as she saw what Martin was holding...


Their big wand vibrator from home, the cordless one, wiggled in the air in front of Chelsea. She bit her lip as Martin lowered himself to the floor, holding it aloft.


"Daddy, you can't!" Chelsea hissed, even as she was eyeing the toy with some excitement, feeling Martin tugging her shorts slowly down. "It'll be too loud! Everybody will hear!"


"Are you scared they'll know you're a little slut, as well as my little baby?" Daddy teased, pressing the head of the still-silent vibrator against her squishy crotch and moving it in slow semi-circles. "Don't worry about anybody else... Just focus on Daddy..."


Hearing him talk like that, in his commanding, husky Daddy voice, sent a shudder down Chelsea's spine. There would be no disagreement, even if she'd really, really wanted to - she was helpless against her Daddy's will, and that was how they both loved it.


With a gasp, Chelsea felt the vibrator springing to life, pushing hard against her clit through the soaking wet diaper. The sound of the buzzing was undeniably loud enough to be heard through the closed door, but as Chelsea's hips pushed towards the buzzing toy, it was hard to bring herself to care.


"How does it feel to poop yourself in public like a desperate toddler," Daddy cooed, as Chelsea was reduced to gasps and moans from the pleasure pulsing between her thighs. "To know everybody knows you're nothing but a widdle baby, not even able to control her bodily functions..."


"Ahh... nghh... Daddy," Chelsea panted, groaning, grinding her slick, eager pussy against the buzzing lining of her swollen diaper. "Oh gosh... I l-love it..."


"I know," Martin said, smugly, his voice a calm contrast to Chelsea's desperate whimpers and the frantic crinkling of her diaper as she worked needily against the vibrator. "You love being on display like that, don't you? Showing everybody you're just daddy's little baby slut, humping and messing your diapers mindlessly..."


"Nmmm!" 


Chelsea couldn't even speak, her toes curling as the pleasure built unbearably. Everything he was saying felt so true, and so dirty. Chelsea was his helpless toy, his obedient babyslut, her diaper loaded with her own stinky mess, just like a toddler - even while she was moaning and writhing like a very adult woman on the floor.


Her climax was so near, Chelsea could taste it. She focused on the sounds of the diaper, the feeling of the still warm mess squishing against her bottom again and again as she sat and then pushed it back up, her humping more and more frantic now. Tense all over, Chelsea was desperate for release, teeth grit, sweat on her brow, back arched...


With a shudder, Chelsea came, shoving her crotch hard against the buzzing toy. Her clit throbbed as she moaned, the waves of pleasure buffeting her like a ship in port, her whole body trembling as she rode out the orgasm.


Martin was so good, keeping the vibrator pressed firmly against her the whole time as she squirmed, enduring overwhelming bliss for second after second. She felt so hot, and so good, all over, quivering from just how amazing she felt...


Until she suddenly dropped to the mat, panting, her legs still shaking from the effort of her climax. Martin flicked the switch of the vibrator, and returned it to the bag, leaning right over the top of Chelsea as she lay, vulnerable and exposed in her nearly-overflowing diaper.


Full of adoration, her Daddy kissed her softly, and stroked her hair as he pulled away. 


"I love you, babygirl," he muttered, with a gentle smile, as he reluctantly pushed himself to his feet. 


"Love you too, Daddy," Chelsea replied, feeling exhausted, laying limply on the floor. 


She felt her shorts being tugged all the way off, looking up curiously to see if Daddy was going to change her... but instead of wipes, Martin had in his hand a pair of clear plastic pants in Chelsea's size, and a bottle of baby powder.


Groaning, Chelsea managed a weary half-smile as her Daddy slid the plastic pants up her legs, and over the diaper, containing most of the smell... and keeping the mess inside trapped against Chelsea's skin. He helped her to her feet, pulling the shorts slowly back up her legs.


"This ought to hold until we get home," Martin murmured as he tugged the waistband of the plastic pants backwards, sprinkling copious amounts of baby powder in to mask the scent. "Come on, babygirl..."


Chelsea sighed, taking Daddy's hand, waddling out the door in her messy, loaded, heavy diapers...


Knowing she would be humiliated and exposed like this again soon... and looking forward to it with all her heart. 

End.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Her Pampered Fantasies

Her Pampered Fantasies, Volume 1

Ever since she’d found out about her best friend’s ABDL kink, Denise hadn’t been able to put it out of her head. At first she’d felt repulsed at the idea of wetting diapers, acting like a baby. But somehow, she couldn’t stop herself thinking about it. She found herself imagining a thick diaper between her legs, spreading them, a handsome Daddy throwing her onto the bed, her blushing and humiliated after a spanking before a wild night of passionate sex. 

And talking to Renee about it had only made her more interested… 

-------------------------------- 

“It’s like, kind of a domination thing?” Renee had said, shrugging. “Like he’s in complete control, of everything. Even where I go to the bathroom.” 

Denise nodded slowly, already imagining what it would be like to be owned so utterly by a man. She was usually so independent, but she secretly dreamed of a man who could take her in hand and keep her safe, who would take control in the bedroom without her having to ask for it. 

“Like, last weekend,” Renee began with a smirk that spoke of fond, naughty memories. “I took too long to get ready, so instead of going to dinner, he took me to the bedroom…” 

Renee recounted an evening of debauchery. Paul had grabbed her wrists with his powerful hands, yanking her over his lap before she could even protest. Those same enormous hands worked together, one holding Renee in place as she squirmed and cried out, the other coming down hard and fast, again and again, on her bare ass, leaving red handprints on her tender rump that throbbed with sweet agony. A reminder of her Daddy’s love. 

Then Paul had tied her to the bed, thickly diapering her beyond anything she’d experienced before, leaving her completely vulnerable, unable to even close her legs to stop the vibrating wand that was suddenly pushed against her. Through the pillowy softness of the diaper, she’d felt the intense vibrations against her mound, making her grind and moan helplessly as her Daddy held it in place, orgasm after orgasm wracking her body until she begged for it to stop - the end only coming when her Daddy finally grew tired of watching her writhing in pleasure, ripping her diaper aside and plunging his hot hardness deep inside her… 

-------------------------- 

The diaper hit the floor with a soft 'thud'. Denise slipped out of her jeans, out of her t-shirt and clothes. She shivered a little as the air hit her skin, but only for a moment. It wasn't that cold today. 

She stood naked, her tawny skin a warm brown under the light of the room. Her round, full breasts rose and fell with her breaths, as she considered the diaper on the floor, her brown eyes scanning the details of it, folded up, thick white plastic ready for her to wear. The thought of using a diaper for the first time sent tingles up her spine - tingles of excitement, of arousal, even of fear. 


Could she really get off on acting like a baby? And if she could, what then... 

Sitting beside the diaper was a giant cross-eyed stuffed rabbit. He'd been a gift from an ex boyfriend, actually. Well, not really… he'd come in one of those pre-made easter baskets, from Costco. They'd laughed when she'd taken him out, booping his squashed nose. He'd been forgotten, sitting in some corner of the room, until today. 

“At least something good came out of that relationship,” she muttered. 


She flipped the diaper open, plonking down in the middle of it. She considered using powder, but decided against it. Powder was dry, and she wanted to be, well, wet. 

'In more ways than one...' she thought, a little grin on her face. 

She pulled the wings of the diaper up, frowning with effort. She'd never put one of these on herself...what was it she was supposed to do again? She let go of the wings, thinking. 

She lay down, pulling the front plastic sheeting up and out, like Renee had explained to her. Then she grabbed the wings again, opening the bottom tape. Without fanfare, she slapped it down in what seemed like the right place, quickly doing the same with the upper tape. She hurriedly repeated the process with the other side of the diaper, slumping back as she finished. 

There. Done. 

She shifted. Wait. This wasn't right... 

She looked down. The diaper was lopsided, nothing like the near-perfect ones she’d seen in the numerous ABDL images she’d looked up in the past few days. 

“Well, they have big strong Daddies to take care of it for them,” she thought, blushing. She imagined a Daddy there, tutting at how she’d done the diaper up, grabbing a tape with a strong, rough hand, tugging it firmly into place. 

“Don’t want my little girl to leak,” he murmured, patting her thick, padded bottom with affection, that made her feel small and owned all at once. His little girl. His property, that he guarded and protected with his life, and kept helpless and submissive at all times. 

“Ohh, wow, that’s… Hot,” Denise murmured out loud, pressing a hand between her diapered legs. She still didn’t really want to admit to herself how good it felt, how much she was loving that thickness between her legs for real now. The plastic rustled as she spread and unspread them, trying to get a little more comfortable. 

“It doesn't matter, it's not like I'll be wearing it long,” she thought with a frown, suddenly a little embarrassed. Was this really something she enjoyed…? 

An awkward silence hung in the air, which surprised Denise. How could a silence be awkward if you were alone? 

It felt just like when you were with someone else and you didn't know how to move the conversation along... 'Sooooo....' 

“What now?” 

She thought about it. 

“Now I'm going to masturbate,” she shrugged mentally, deciding to get the ball rolling. 

She followed her usual routine, mostly. Her hand traced her breasts, squeezing the nipple softly, then harder, until it almost hurt. She'd done this a thousand times before, but right now it felt awkward. Scripted. The diaper wasn't helping. 

Forging on, she continued to grope herself with one hand, the other sliding down to the diaper. She rubbed the outside, moving her hips a little. The dry fabric-like lining rubbed against her teasingly. That was...interesting. Not that arousing, but she could feel some small tingles of pleasure... 

She pushed the padding between her folds, wincing as her clit met the material. Too dry. Not pleasant. If only she had some lube... 

Or...some other kind of wetness... 

She blushed as she considered what she was about to do...her bladder was certainly full enough... Maybe it could even add to the fantasy. 

Spreading her legs, she closed her eyes, imagining. 

“Such a naughty girl…” she told herself, popping her thumb in her mouth. She almost felt...infantile. “Such a bad, bad girl, touching herself like this, wetting her diaper on purpose...someone ought to spank you…” 

That thrilled her a little, though she didn't know why. She relaxed a moment, allowing her bladder to start the flow. She couldn't have known, but the amount of urine she released would have been known as a 'flood'. 


Denise sat up a little to watch, pleased, as it seeped into the padding, wet pools inside the diaper quickly disappearing, sucked away from her skin by hungry sap. 

She giggled; a childish, playful giggle. The kind you might hear from a child who's about to be in big trouble. 

“Just like a bad widdle girl ought to make,” she thought, blushing at the 'widdle' she'd thrown in there. 

She spent a moment pressing the now wet diaper against her cunny, feeling it, staring at it. She'd never taken the moment to really examine one of these before. She noted how, even though the outer plastic was white, she could clearly see the yellow padding through it. 

“Wow,” she said out loud, and then, as if speaking once made her recall she COULD speak, she continued. “I really soaked it…” 

She hesitated. 

“I'm...a bad girl…” 

Okay, that still felt awkward to say aloud. 

“I'm a naughty little slut…” she thought, back in her head now. “I'm a...a big girl, and here I am acting like a baby. And touching myself, too.” 

As she pressed the diaper harder against her crotch, rubbing softly, she switched easily to third person, imagining...someone...coming in and finding her. Her eyes closed as she fantasized. 

“What do you think you're doing, young lady? I come home and find you pleasuring yourself through a diaper! A diaper, just like a big baby!...” the figure in her imagination paused, licking his lips. “A wet diaper. Let me show you what happens to big girls who won't use the potty…” 

Denise moaned audibly. She was really getting into this now. She still thought she could have done without the diaper. But she'd found something that worked for her. 

As she continually mashed her crotch against the warm, wet diaper, she felt something tickling her leg. Looking to her side, she saw...the stuffed rabbit. 

A naughty thought struck her. 


“I couldn't…” 

But it wouldn't go away. 

She giggled as she made up her mind, grabbing the rabbit and flipping it onto its front, rump in the air. 

“Sorry,” she whispered, feeling a little silly, both for what she was planning and for saying sorry to a stuffed animal. Taking a moment to shift the diaper into optimum position, she suddenly lunged. 

Giggling with abandon, she mounted the stuffed rabbit, hips bucking into the air wildly, like an inexperienced dog mounting a bitch, desperately seeking his target. 

That tickled her, and she went along with it. 

“Yes, just like a naughty little puppydog, humping the stuffed animals…” she thought. 

“Woof! Woof woof!” she barked, voice full of glee as she felt the diaper pressing against the rabbit's rump, whining in imitation of a real dog, grinding against the soggyness between her legs. 

“Grrr...grr…” she humped away, eagerly, now playing two roles; first, the naughty puppydog, and then under that, the dirty little girl pretending she was a horny puppy...while wearing diapers. This wasn't just sexy; it was FUN! Like a naughty, adult version of playing with her toys as a child. 

Still, she wasn't getting much pleasure out of it. Her clit was left neglected as she humped, throbbing with pleasure, feeling teased. Her hand slid down, and, with a moment's hesitation, plunged into the wetness of her diaper. It didn't feel that bad. 


Holding the front of her body up with one hand, she rubbed her sensitive nub, murmuring softly in pleasure. 

“Sucha dirty little girl…” she muttered, pleasuring herself. She squeezed her eyes shut, imagining someone finding her doing THIS. 

Her eyes wide, like a deer in the headlights, as she was caught violating her stuffed animals. A guilty grin on her lips, even as the man in front of her looked stern. 

“Hi…” she said, trailing off. 

“You're in big trouble young lady…” 

Strong arms lifted her off the stuffed animal. She felt the mystery man groping her, hands wandering all over her body, exploring her. Finally he reached her diaper. He snarled, squeezing the front, urine being forced out of the padding into the diaper again. She shivered, wondering what would come next. 

He span her around, giving her padded rump a firm *swat*. “If you want to act like a dirty little slut, I'm going to treat you like one…” 

From there, it just got filthier. Suddenly feeling much more aroused than playful, she sat back on her bottom away from the stuffed rabbit. Her other hand plunged into the diaper now and she teased her inner lips, finding herself frustrated by how the diapers made it difficult to manoeuvre. 

On the other hand, she liked how her hands were kept pressed against her. Even if she pulled away, there was no escaping their attention. As she slipped two fingers up into her slick tunnel, she squeezed her eyes shut, imagining...him...doing it. Of course, by now she knows there's really only one name for him... 

He held her on his lap, determinedly rubbing her throbbing clit with one hand, the other suddenly sliding in to meet it, fingers forcing their way inside her, thrusting. She squirmed, trying to get away, but she couldn't. She moaned in pleasure, apparently unwanted. 

“D...Daddy!” she gasped, and even in her mind that word sounded funny. But she didn't stop. 

“Hush.” 

His voice was firm, insistent. 

“I told you; if you're going to act like a little slut, I'm going to treat you like one. Now keep your legs open, you naughty girl. Daddy's going to have to punish you, hard.” 

Breathing erratic now, Denise moaned, wondering where this would go next. Was Da...was he going to spank her? That seemed traditional… But first… 

Daddy’s fingers were magic, teasing her little button, sawing against her g-spot in a way that made her moan loudly, incapacitated by the inescapable feelings of pleasure that barraged her. It was all she could do to rock her hips in time with his hand’s insistent movements, the diaper crinkling with every motion, reminding her with arousing shame that she was his helpless baby girl, sitting on his lap in a wet diaper. 

“Such a little slut,” Daddy murmured in Denise’s ear, and she could only nod, beyond incoherence at the feeling of being finger-fucked so roughly, legs jerking every time he pushed his fingers into her. Waves of bliss built on top of each other, her body crying out for the release she could only hope her Daddy would be kind enough to grant her. 


“You wanna come, baby?” he cooed, his rough thumb firmly on her nub and working her into a state of arousal beyond anything she’d ever felt before. 


“Oh god please Daddy,” she moaned, shameless now, desperate to cum, feeling him build her up and up and up, grunting and huffing as she tried to fuck his hand back as hard as it was fucking her. Release was so close, right there, right there... 

“Naughty girls don’t get to decide when they cum,” Daddy growled, and with a suddenness Denise hadn’t been expecting he pulled his hand out of her diaper, leaving her needy hips arching to try and meet the rapidly retreating fingers. 

Back in reality, Denise yanked her fingers out of the diaper suddenly, panting. She’d been so, so close… but sometimes it was more satisfying to tease herself, get excited and worked up and then let those excited feelings ebb away, knowing she’d bring herself to a climax later. Besides, she needed to be punished… 

With wobbling legs, she stood up, looking around for what she wanted… Her eyes fell on her hair brush with the wide, fat back. Perfect. 

Denise’s hands trembled with adrenaline, as she grabbed the brush handle, laying down on the floor again. How would she do this? She thought about rolling onto her stomach, her rump in the air, begging for a spanking… But she found her arm couldn’t move easily that way. 

Instead, she rolled onto her back, pulling her legs up towards her chest. Now the brush could reach her backside easily… 

“Uh!” she gasped as she brought it down hard on her padded bottom. It didn’t hurt, but the shock and humiliation made her shiver. Again, she spanked herself, harder this time, and she moaned slightly as she blushed, slipping back into fantasy again… 

Daddy had her over his lap. One hand was pinning her in place, even as she squirmed and begged him to let her go. 

“No Daddy, don’t spank me, I’m a good girl,” she pleaded, even while part of her cried out for his firm hand swatting her again and again. 

“You’re a naughty girl, princess,” Daddy replied - and then suddenly that hand was doing just that, a powerful smack ringing out as his hand hit the thick diaper. 

“Ah! Daddy!” Denise was barely able to gasp before Daddy’s palm smacked her backside again. She felt her eyes fill with tears from the stinging, but she didn’t have time to focus on that before he hit her again. 

“Please, Daddy, I’ll be good!” she begged, but Daddy ignored her, swatting her hard again. This time his hand landed squarely on her upper thigh, and she shrieked, kicking her legs frantically at the spanking on her bare skin. Her heart pounded as he kept going, smack after smack after smack, a barrage of spanks that she knew would leave marks and make her backside sore for days after. Denise cried submissively, allowing her Daddy to punish her soundly. 

It seemed like the spanking would never end, her rump and upper thighs on fire and burning pink and red, sensitive to even the gentlest touch - and Daddy wasn’t being gentle. 


And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, she was being sat up, pulled onto Daddy’s lap, feeling his cock hard and eager against her padded backside… 


“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Denise moaned, tossing the hair brush aside. Her glowing rump smarted from the spanking she’d just given herself, but her shaking hand plunged heedlessly into her diaper. Again she pushed her fingers into her dripping slit, finding her clit just as excited and desperate for touch as before, and she rubbed frantically as she fantasized further. 

Denise heard a ripping noise behind her. Daddy had torn open her diaper at the back, exposing her cute little rump. She opened her mouth to speak, but with a look, he silenced her. His jeans unzipped...one hand sliding out of the diaper to grab her hip. She felt his stiffness poking between her cheeks, hot and forceful. 

“Look straight ahead, babygirl. This is where slutty girls who can’t control themselves take cocks.” 

With a thrust, he plunged into her, sinking quickly into her tight hole. She groaned in pained pleasure as he took her, being penetrated in both holes, one filled with two thick, thrusting fingers, a thumb skillfully manipulating her clit, and the other full of...of him. Her eyes rolled back in her head as he started to fuck her, punishing her tight little backside with /himself/. 

“This is what happens to naughty little whores, princess…” he hissed as he sped up, feeling her tense and groan again, submissively grabbing onto his arm, panting, moaning... 

Back in the real world, Denise could feel her orgasm approaching. Her fingers moved in and out of her pussy, rubbing her g-spot, thumb inexpertly diddling her clit, just like he was in her mind, only rougher, clumsier. She didn't care. 

Everything felt so naughty. The diaper crinkling and rustling as she masturbated, the wetness that was more than just lubrication, the dirty, dirty thoughts she was having... 

“Ohhh...D...Daddy…” she moaned, just once, blushing furiously. She decided, for now, that was too embarrassing to say out loud. 

The feeling between her legs built and built. She was a whimpering, whining, panting mess, cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal (and arousal from embarrassment). She could feel herself getting so close, imagining 'Daddy' ramping up his thrusts, pounding her, ready to fill her with sticky cum… 

“Here it comes, princess!” 

“Ahhh! Ahh--hh…” she gasped, moaning, hips bucking softly as she came. “Ohhhhh! Ohhh god…” 

She melted, mouth open in ecstacy, fingers buried in herself to the hilt as her vagina clenched rhythmically around them, clit throbbing with release. She shuddered, releasing her breath, humping her hand a little as she rode out her orgasm, and then pulling her fingers out, flopping backwards, exhausted. 

She lay there a moment, smiling. That had felt good. Really good. 

She looked down between her legs at the sodden diaper, thinking about what she'd just done, about the thoughts she'd had. 

Yeah. She got it now. 

This was definitely for her. 

****

Her Pampered Fantasies, Volume 2

Denise inhaled the rich coffee aroma, feet rubbing gently back and forth on Renee’s fluffy carpet. It had only been a few days since she’d… ‘experimented’... with the idea of having a Daddy, being a submissive baby girl. The past few nights she’d found her normal, vanilla fantasies weren’t working for her - she found herself imagining strong, powerful Daddies putting her in diapers, spanking her ass, dressing her up in cute, kinky outfits…

Blushing, she remembered her best friend was in the room. Of course, it wasn’t like Renee would have a problem with her thoughts, because it was her who’d introduced Denise to the idea of wearing diapers in the first place, and lived with her Daddy, Paul, in exactly the kind of relationship Denise was craving.

“Sooo,” Renee began, once they’d exhausted the conversation about work, men Denise might be interested in, and what the new restaurant downtown was like.

“Did you ever use that diaper I gave you?”

Denise felt her face turn red as she remembered, vividly, how she had used the diaper, in so many ways. She tried to ignore the warmth between her legs as she remembered her fantasy, humping her stuffed bunny, cumming for her imaginary ‘Daddy’.

“Yes,” Denise finally replied. “I uh, I used it.”

“Oh my gosh, I wasn’t sure if you were actually going to!” Renee grinned, sitting up straighter to face her best friend. “So what was it like? Did you wet it, or just wear it?”

“I… I’m embarrassed. But I wet it, yeah,” Denise fiddled with the couch, a small sheepish smile on her face. “I… actually really liked it.”

“Whoa, not everybody does that their first time. I guess you really did enjoy it, huh?”

Denise slowly nodded, casting her mind back to how awkward the session had started, and how in the end she’d been orgasming while she imagined a handsome Daddy plowing her from behind, rubbing her soaking pussy, pushing her to an undeniable orgasm…

“If I’m honest,” Denise said in a soft voice. “I enjoyed it, a lot, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh?” Renee raised an eyebrow, and then blinked, understanding. “Ooohh! That much, really? What was it, just the diaper, the being wet?”

Denise pursed her lips thoughtfully, taking a sip of her warm coffee.

“I guess, it was partly that, yes,” she began, slowly. “But… also, I, uh, I fantasized a little bit. About… Having a Daddy.”

Renee smirked.

“Well I can tell you from experience, it’s amazing. But what happened in the fantasy? You’ve got me curious now!”

Tracing her finger around the rim of her coffee cup, Denise took a moment to think about what to say.

“Wellll… First of all, I put on the diaper. And I guess, I imagined a big strong guy-”

“A big, strong Daddy!”

“Right, yeah. I imagined I had a Daddy taping me into it, calling me his, uh babygirl, telling me he didn’t want me to leak… That was kind of hot. Imagining being his… possession? Like he completely owned me, my mind, body and soul.”

“Mmmhmm,” Renee agreed, with a dreamy look.

“And then, I, uh, I imagined him catching me… touching myself. And punishing me for it,” Denise blushed harder at that admission, skirting past the fact she’d also straddled her stuffed toy rabbit and humped it like an over-eager dog.

“Punishing you how?” Renee was on the edge of her seat, clearly eager to hear more about her best friend’s naughty exploits.

“Like, a sexy punishment? I imagined him touching me… fingers plunging in and out, rubbing, groping, fondling,” Renee trailed off, swallowing before continuing. “The weird thing was, the diaper made it better. The sound of it, that rustling, it was like a reminder that I was helpless and submissive, under this big g- uh, Daddy.”

“Oooo…”

“I imagined him spanking me after that-”

“Did you really spank yourself?”

“...Yes. With my brush. It stung but it also felt good, you know?”

“Ooo, definitely. That’s what got you off, huh?”

“...No… it was really exciting but, what made me come was… Imagining him punishing me by fucking my ass. While he fingered me. Imagining being filled in both holes while he bounced me on his lap, being his helpless, slutty baby girl…”

Renee licked her lips, picturing the fantasy herself.

“I’m getting all excited myself just hearing about it,” she said, moving her thighs back and forth against each other. “That diaper must have been almost falling off you by the time you were done.”

“It was nearly falling off anyway, honestly,” Denise admitted with a blush. “I had a hard time getting the tapes right.”

“It takes some practice,” Renee nodded, hesitating a moment.

“If you’re interested… I could put you in one? So you could feel what it’s like to wear a diaper that fits right.”

Denise flushed immediately, imagining her best friend bending over her, a motherly smirk on her face, taping her into thick padding, snug and secure.

“I, I don’t know, I mean, wouldn’t that be weird?” Denise found she couldn’t meet Renee’s eyes now, blushing just from the lurid fantasies bouncing around in her head, the thought of another person seeing her in a diaper.

“We’re both girls, Denise,” Renee replied, rolling her eyes. “You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

“But, I mean, wearing one around you…”

“I’m wearing one,” Renee said casually.

Denise’s eyes went wide as she processed that, feeling her heart beating a little faster just knowing that under Renee’s jeans was a fluffy, thick diaper. A few weeks ago she would have been confused or weirded out herself just thinking about it, but now, after indulging herself in so many diapered fantasies, masturbating over and over to the thought of wearing and wetting and having sex in diapers, she had very different thoughts.

Renee was always attractive, with a curvy body that would make any woman jealous. Plump, soft breasts and milky-white skin, big blue eyes and perfect pink lips. Denise could admit to herself she’d had… thoughts… about her best friend sometimes, and she didn’t think there was anything wrong with that. She’d never done anything with a woman in real life, but the fantasy was exciting.

But now… Denise found Renee had gotten far more attractive in the last few minutes, now she knew that underneath those snug jeans was a diapered rear, spreading her legs slightly, keeping them parted like they were in so many of her passing lesbian fantasies.

“Can I see?” she asked, before she even realized she was saying it.

“Sure,” Renee said with a smirk, and stood up.

Denise’s eyes flitted instantly down to the curvier woman’s crotch. Now she was aware she could make out the extra thickness there and on her rump, accentuated by the tightness of Renee’s jeans, which had to be hugging the diaper tightly against her body, pressing it against her.

Slowly, Renee undid her fly, shuffling the denim jeans down with some effort. Denise watched with interest as the diaper was revealed, crinkly plastic hugging Renee’s hips and pushing apart her thighs. She turned slightly, cocking her hips to one side to let Denise get a good look at her padded rump.

“It’s different from the one you gave me,” Denise said softly, letting her eyes rove over the thick padding, trying to imagine how it would feel on her. Where hers was plain white, Renee’s diaper had purple sides, little butterflies trailing up the rear and swirling around flowers along the length of the outer shell.

“It’s really cute,” Denise added.

“Yeah, there are a lot of different kinds out there. I wasn’t sure if you’d be into something more babyish your first time,” Renee replied, slowly turning back to face Denise.

Feeling her face get warmer, Denise realised that Renee’s crotch was now eye-level, tantalizingly close. A powdery lavender fragrance hung in the air, enticingly infantile, and… something else. With a gasp, Denise realised Renee’s diaper was wet, and was surprised to find that the scent of her best friend’s subtly musky urine sent a jolt of arousal right between her thighs.

Without even thinking, Denise lifted her hand, pressing her palm firmly against Renee’s crotch to confirm with touch what her other senses already told her.

The padding gave way slightly, squishy and a little warm to the touch, butterflies half-melted away by Renee’s wetting. Renee gasped in turn, amused as Denise seemed transfixed by feeling her diaper, canting her hips to press it harder against her curious palm.

“It’s wet,” Denise managed, squeezing and fondling carelessly.

“Mmmhmm,” Renee murmured, shifting her hips slowly back and forth, pressing the wet diaper against Denise’s hand sensually. “Hold on…”

Denise looked up at her friend, unsure what she was waiting for. Renee screwed up her eyes, focusing on something. Time dragged on for a few moments, and Denise almost pulled her hand away - before she was startled by the feeling of Renee wetting her diaper.

Again without thinking, Denise pressed her hand hard against the growing wetness, biting her lip as she felt the expanding warmth spreading across the front of Renee’s diaper. The dampness before was replaced by heavy, sodden, soaked padding, the half-faded butterflies melting away completely as she watched.

Watching her best friend soak a diaper, feeling it so close and intimately, knowing she was filling it with hot urine, straight from between her own soaked folds - Denise squeezed, trembling with excitement, looking up at Renee’s expression of bliss and relief.

“Do… Do you need to change now?” she asked, uncertainly.

“No way,” Renee smirked. “These hold a ton. I haven’t even soaked the back yet.”

“Wow,” Denise said, impressed. She wondered just how thick and soaked a diaper could get, imagining wetting one again, and again, feeling it getting bigger and heavier and soggier between her legs…

“So, how about it? Can I put you in one?” Renee asked, with a tone of excitement that surprised Denise.

“Um, sure,” she said with a hesitant smile, and after kicking her jeans off all the way, Renee took her hand, leading her up to the bedroom. Denise felt her inner little blushing and beaming inside, already feeling smaller and more helpless just from being led by the hand. She was also a little disappointed Renee walked so close to her - her eyes kept wanting to drift down to her best friend’s diapered bottom, admiring it as it swayed gently.

“Alright, I’m pretty sure we’re the same size,” Renee remarked, as she pushed open her closet door. “Have a look, tell me what you’d like!”

Denise opened her mouth to respond, but her attention was quickly stolen by the piles and piles of adult diapers filling the closet. Some were plain white, or medical looking, but Denise found her attention drifting to the other side, where diapers in bright colors and patterns sat in neat stacks. If she wasn’t seeing them in person, large enough to fit a full grown woman, Denise would have been convinced they were real baby diapers.

It was almost impossible to choose, but finally she saw some that seemed just right. Thick and mostly white, they had a pattern of pink teddy bears all over. Something about them made Denise feel cuter and smaller just looking at them, imagining the pattern covering her bottom as she blushed adorably.

“Um… This one?” she said in a soft voice, pointing to the diaper.

“Oh, those are great,” Renee replied emphatically, picking it up.

Now it was in Renee’s hand, Denise could see just how thick it was, picturing that thickness wrapped around her and between her slender legs. Unconsciously, she squeezed her thighs together like she imagined she’d soon be unable to, feeling a heady mix of arousal, embarrassment, and curiosity about what was about to happen.

“Lay down on the bed,” Renee commanded, and Denise found herself complying instantly, feeling her heart in her throat, already slipping into a submissive headspace.

“I need your pants to be off before I can put you in a diaper, silly-billy,” Renee teased.

Denise blushed, reaching down clumsily to undo her jeans, but Renee’s hand stopped her, pushing away her fingers and nimbly undoing the fly herself. Swallowing, Denise rested her hands by her sides, trying to slow the pounding of her heart. She lifted her hips to help Renee slide her jeans down and off, but was otherwise totally passive, vulnerable and half-naked on her best friend’s bed as somebody else prepared to diaper her for the first time.

Biting her lip, she looked away, feeling her face couldn’t get any redder, as Renee’s fingers hooked into her panties. Denise hoped her excited wetness wasn’t obvious as her underwear was peeled away, leaving her totally exposed.

“Aww, all bare, just like a baby should be,” Renee remarked, trailing her fingers over the top of Denise’s mound.

Denise made a small whimper, nodding her head in a slow, childlike manner, feeling completely powerless, leaving everything in Renee’s hands.

And what was in Renee’s hands now was a thick diaper, unfolded and ready to slide under Denise’s tawny-skinned bottom. Again she helped by lifting her hips, her hand trailing up to her face to cover her blushing cheeks, feeling her rump land softly on the fluffy white padding. She couldn’t believe this was happening…

“Are you a thumbsucker, Denise?” Renee teased, misinterpreting her hand movement. But Denise took the idea and ran with it, nodding softly as she slowly but surely slid her thumb into her mouth, suckling gently.

It felt surprisingly soothing, and surprisingly… right. Like it belonged there, just like maybe she belonged here, a diaper being pulled up between her legs and smoothed across her tummy as Renee prepared to tape it up.

“Herrre we go,” Renee murmured.

She undid one tape, positioning it perfectly on the landing zone, following suit with the other side. Denise felt the loose plastic tightening and becoming snug around her hips as the final two tapes were done up, securing her in the diaper. It held her, trapped her, embraced her, all at once.

Sitting up, Denise was pleased to find that she’d been right, her thighs were kept parted by a mass of wadding that she could only compress slightly if she squeezed them together.

“Fank you,” she said quietly around her thumb.

“Awww! You’re welcome, honey,” Renee replied, smiling maternally at her.

Denise felt her heart flip at that look, full of loving dominance. And then she looked away, feeling self-conscious and shy, waiting for instruction because she felt too small and helpless to decide what to do for herself.

“Okay, let’s go downstairs,” Renee said carelessly, taking Denise’s hand once again. “We can put some cartoons on and snuggle up.”

---------------------------------------

Back in Renee’s living room, she and Denise cuddled more intimately than they ever had before. They sat side by side on the large armchair facing the TV, while brightly-colored cartoons played in the background. Denise’s head was on Renee’s chest, her soft breasts a comfortable pillow, arms entwined around each other, the occasional rustling noise when one or both of them adjusted position.

“Mmm,” Renee murmured, rubbing the bottom of her chin against Denise’s silky hair. “You smell nice.”

Denise shyly buried her head further into Renee’s chest, finding herself curling up smaller and smaller, feeling tiny in her arms.

“How come you’re not sucking your thumb, hm?”

“It’s all wrinkly,” Denise said, with a pout.

“How about we get you a binky?”

Denise whined softly without even thinking about it as Renee stood up, not even really registering what she’d said. When Renee returned, in one hand she was holding a purple pacifier with what looked like an enormous nipple. Denise squinted at it, and then realised it was adult-sized, not even aware until then that such a thing existed.

“Okay, here we go,” Renee said with a smile, settling down again, one arm around Denise’s shoulders, offering her the pacifier.

Denise glanced at it uncertainly, slowly, nervously, allowing her lips to part. It was strange, but time seemed to stretch out for several seconds as the binky moved towards her open mouth, as if this was a defining moment she’d never be able to come back from.

And then suddenly, her mouth was full of silicone nipple, and suckling seemed only natural, so she did it, wrapped in the arms of her best friend with a sleepy smile on her face.

Instead of stretching, time moved along lazily from then on, as if in a dream. Denise found that she couldn’t, didn’t care about anything, except the feeling of Renee’s arms around her, the diaper between her thighs, and the pacifier in her mouth. It felt like nothing could encroach on this moment…

Until Denise noticed a tickling at the end of her urethra, a mild pressure growing in her lower tummy, slowly becoming more and more urgent. The coffee had gone right through her, and now her bladder was loudly letting her know she needed the bathroom.

“Um,” Denise said quietly, shakily.

“Um?” Renee repeated.

“I need to. I have to use the bathroom,” Denise said, softly. She felt silly as soon as she said it, tiny and fragile and blushing in Renee’s arms.

Renee chuckled, squeezing her tightly.

“You’re wearing your bathroom, sweetie.”

“But I… I’ve never done that in front of anybody else before,” Denise replied in a squeaky voice, so unlike her usual one, mature and businesslike, clipped and professional. “Should I really?”

“Yes,” Renee said, emphatically. Her hand slid down, petting and stroking the side of Denise’s diaper.

“Come on now, let go, sweetie,” Renee murmured in a husky voice. “Wet your pampers for me, that’s what good girls do.”

“But I-”

“Shhh. No more big girl words. Just relax, okay?”

Renee gently helped Denise onto her back, gravity parting her legs. Denise’s chest thumped hard as felt Renee’s soft fingers sliding down her stomach, between her thighs, resting on the soft plastic of the diaper. She rubbed gently, up and down, coaxing the woman she was cuddling with to empty her bladder.

“Ohh.. I… nmmm…”

Denise whimpered softly as she pushed gently, forcing herself to overcome her stage fright. What started as a trickle soon became a steady stream of urine, soaking into the clean white padding and making it swollen and wet. Denise gasped softly at the feeling of it expanding against her crotch, slightly yellowed through the front plastic.

The feeling of wetting herself was just like she remembered - wet, warm, and slightly naughty. Only now the embarrassment, the sense of being a tiny, soggy baby girl, was more intense. She was acutely aware of Renee’s palm between her legs, massaging the spreading wetness at the front of the diaper. She never thought she’d be doing something like this, peeing herself in a diaper on purpose while her best friend cuddled and groped her gently.

“I, I did it,” she said gently, looking to Renee for approval.

Renee didn’t disappoint, giving her a beaming smile.

“Ohhh, that’s a good little girl, such a good, wet, baby girl, hm?”

She squeezed the crotch of Denise’s diaper to punctuate her sentence, and Denise made a noise halfway between a gasp and a moan.

The moments before had felt calm and peaceful, like a long dream. Now the atmosphere felt electric, powerful. Renee’s hand no longer moved in gentle, encouraging petting motions, but firm, sensual rubbing, pressing the soaking diaper up against Denise’s slit, lighting sparks of arousal in her.

In turn, Denise found her own hand slithering down Renee’s inner thigh, hovering over the thick, soggy diaper for just a second… before she brought it down, rubbing and groping her best friend’s diaper clumsily. 


Renee gasped. They’d never done anything like this before. They’d been best friends for years, but never crossed this barrier. The air seemed to crackle with their shared excitement, both of them rubbing, groping, hips moving oh-so-slowly to rock their soaked diapers against the other woman’s palm, breathing heavy and hot as they got more and more into it. 

Denise’s mind was going a mile a minute. What was she doing? How far would this go? With her best friend? A girl? It was all so overwhelming.

But while her mind was racing, struggling to keep up, her body seemed to know exactly what to do, moving, writhing, against Renee’s enthusiastic attentions. It felt amazing, just the teasing through the diaper feeling so good - in fact, in some ways it was better, the thick, heavy padding making her feel like the helpless, teased baby girl she was.

“Is this okay, sweetie?” Renee asked, hesitating for just a second. Denise couldn’t nod hard enough.

Renee smirked in response, shifting onto her side, pulling away from Denise’s attentive hand. Denise tried to follow her, reaching out, but Renee stopped her.

“No, no, baby girl, let me make you feel good,” Renee practically purred, giving Denise a look that made her melt, spreading her thighs, eager for attention, not even thinking about what her body was doing.

“That’s a slutty little girl,” Renee cooed, her hand sliding down Denise’s stomach. She teased the front waistband of the diaper - and then slipped her hand inside the warm wetness, fingers probing, quickly finding Denise’s slit and wriggling between her folds.

“Ah!” Denise cried out, her eyes wide.

“Ooo, feels like somebody’s excited,” Renee said in a singsong voice.

Her pointer finger found Denise’s clit, already half-stiff from all the teasing, rubbing it in gentle circles, while another finger probed between her slick wet folds, finding them soaked with pee… and the slippery fluid of arousal.

“Is this from the diaper? Or the pacifier? Or…. both?” Renee teased, as her finger stroked around and around, bringing Denise quickly to full arousal. “Such a dirty little girl, does it make your pussy tingle to be in a wet diaper like the helpless baby you are? To soak yourself in front of your best friend?”

Suckling frantically, Denise nodded, her face on fire. The comments Renee was making sent so many feelings straight to her eager wetness - arousal and embarrassment fought for dominance while pure bliss thrummed happily in the background. Her hips slid back and forth, pressing those fingers further between her needy folds, whimpering and gasping as the pleasure built with maddening slowness.

Renee’s fingers kept moving, slowly but insistently, teasing that stiffened nub while Denise moaned behind her pacifier, hips shifting eagerly, pushing her towards the goal with unexpected haste. Denise sucked hard on the pacifier as her whole body rocked and pushed, trying to get more of the wonderful feeling of Renee’s fingers between her folds.

This was sooooo much better than her dirty fantasy - the reality of a sexy, beautiful woman beside her, both of them in sodden diapers, while her eager pussy was fondled and stroked into a dripping mess of excitement. Denise couldn’t stifle a desperate moan, her whole rump lifting and pressing against Renee’s hand.

“That’s it, good baby, good slutty little girl,” Renee cooed.

“In a wet diaper, soaked with your own pee…”

“Mmmfff!” Denise whimpered, Renee’s words and her skillful fingers pulling her under like a powerful tide, sweeping her away in frantic, powerful lust.

“Such a desperately horny baby girl, humping your own wet diapers, so eager, pushing against my hand…”

Denise had no words now, panting around her pacifier, the room now filled with the constant sound of crinkling as she humped Renee’s hand, hard, frantically. Her peak was fast approaching, the feelings building on top of one another over and over, piling up.

“Baby Denise loves her wet diapers, doesn’t she, widdle baby girl loves to be in a nice, thick, soggy, diaper.”

“Uh huh! Uh uh uh uh UH!”

Denise’s hips gyrated with rabid fervor as her orgasm approached, like a massive wave rushing towards her, no time to get out of the way. All she could do was take a deep breath as it hit, hard, sweeping her under, an ocean as wet as the soaked padding between her legs.

“Unnhh! Ohhhh god!”

She trembled violently, squeaking and gasping as her body shook, huffing, humping, against Renee’s fingers. Denise came harder than she could ever remember coming in her life, bucking and grinding helplessly against Renee, the thick diaper keeping the other woman’s hand pressed against her as she moved.

The pleasure made Denise’s muscles spasm hard, and she gasped again as she felt a fresh gush of urine escape uncontrollably, wetting as she rode out her orgasm. She moaned weakly, unable to do or say anything, just letting the pleasure slowly ebb away, like the sea leaving the shore.

Ashamed as she emptied her bladder once more, she managed a weak, mumbled: “S-sorry.”

“For what, sweetie?” Renee asked, sliding her damp hand out of Denise’s diaper.

Denise couldn’t have gone any redder if she tried, but she felt blood rush to her cheeks anyway.

“I, um, peed a little,” she confessed, with a sheepish smile.

“Awww, well that’s exactly what I expect from a helpless baby girl like you,” Renee said with a grin of her own.

Denise hugged Renee tightly, enjoying the closeness that only two best friends could share - especially after one of them had just had an earth-shaking orgasm.

“Thank you,” Denise finally said after a while. “That was… wow. I didn’t know how much I’d love it.”

“You’re welcome,” Renee replied with a smile. “I’m so glad we could share this together. I feel a lot closer to you now.”

“Me too,” Denise said with a grin. “But next time? You have to let me do something for you…”

END

****

Her Pampered Fantasies, Volume 3

Denise’s phone buzzed in her pocket. Nervously, she pulled it out to check the message, already on her way to Renee and Paul’s house.

‘What if they’re texting to cancel?’ she thought, nibbling her lower lip anxiously.

She couldn’t believe she was doing this - correction, she couldn’t believe this was happening to her. Right after her mini playdate with Renee, she’d gotten a text asking if she’d be willing to come play with her again… while Renee’s Daddy, Paul, babysat them both.

At first she wasn’t sure. Renee was her best friend - she liked Paul, but they obviously weren’t quite as close as Renee and Denise. But the thought of a real life Daddy looking after her made her knees shake and her cunny wet, and she had to admit she’d had passing thoughts about how attractive Paul was.

So after two weeks of negotiation and talking together, Denise was finally going to do it. Her heart pounded as thoughts of what that evening would hold, wet diapers and gentle humiliation that she knew she’d be fantasizing about for a long time.

At last she worked up the courage to glance at the message on her phone, sighing with relief.

“R u on the way?” it read, with a little flower and a smiley face after it. Denise grinned, texting back happily as she pulled her seatbelt across.

“Yes. Can’t talk now. Drivin :P”

Putting her phone down, Denise focused on getting to Renee and Paul’s house. The gentle vibrations of the car as she drove were usually almost unnoticeable, but now each one seemed like it was designed to tease her moistening slit, her hips grinding gently as she fantasized about the rest of the evening.

She and Renee had already discussed limits on what would happen tonight. No drugs or alcohol, and that Denise wasn’t interested in having sex of any kind with Paul. Anything else, however kinky, was fair game, and Denise had a feeling she’d be exploring more of her new ‘special friendship’ with Renee today.

Part of the thrill was not knowing exactly what was going to happen. Would this be an innocent playdate, just two babygirls giggling and drinking juice, the kind that made Denise feel warm and cosy inside…? Or would it be the kind that made her pussy tingle and her fingers head south, as that ‘innocence’ slipped away all too easily for two naughty little girls.

Denise arrived in what felt like no time at all, and was greeted at the door by Renee, who wrapped her arms around the slender woman and kissed her cheek, softly.

“I’m so glad you could make it,” she said, with genuine excitement in her voice - and Denise made a small noise of surprise as she felt Renee’s hand groping her bottom gently.

“I thought you might already be wearing,” Renee said shyly as she pulled away. “I’m glad you’re not though, neither am I…”

Denise blushed at the frank conversation about wearing diapers, the mild humiliation giving her a small thrill, especially when she saw Paul watching from the end of the hall, with a smirk on his face.

“Why are you glad about that?”

“Because I’m going to take the two of you upstairs and put you in nice thick diapers, right now,” Paul answered, and Renee flushed, nodding.

“You are?” Denise asked, feeling surprised and off-balance, not expecting things to pick up so quickly - but her heart thumped eagerly, reminding her she absolutely wanted this.

“Oh yes,” Paul replied, smirking. “Can’t have two baby girls wandering around with no diapers on. It would be irresponsible.”

“Uh huh,” Renee agreed, offering Denise her hand. “Let’s go up to my bedroom, ‘Nise.”

Renee’s voice was already softer and more childish, in a way Denise had never heard before. It was strange how exciting it was both to see herself as a helpless, dominated, submissive little babygirl - and to see her intelligent, sensual best friend reduced to a pigeon-toed little girl with a few firm words.

Although the walk up to Renee’s bedroom was extremely familiar to Denise, this time she found it strange, almost alien. It was no longer just her best friend’s bedroom – it was the bedroom in which she was put into a diaper by another woman. The room she’d soon be diapered in again.

"Come on," Renee said, that same strange soft voice. "Daddy says no pants today."

Like in a daze, Denise walked into the bedroom, following Renee's lead. The lighter skinned woman undid her jeans, letting them slide down her thighs. Denise's eyes fell between her legs, and she blushed as she realised the her best friend was wearing a pair of cute, girlish undies that read "Daddy's toy". Then she blushed again, as she realised she was staring directly at Renee’s crotch.

Kicking her jeans aside, Renee looked past Denise, up at Paul for approval. After a moment she turned back to looking at her best friend, watching her for a few moments, waiting.

“Um, Denise… Are you gonna take your pants off?”

With sudden realisation, Denise nodded absently, blushing. It was embarrassing to undress in front of her two friends, now both watching her, completely focused as her own trousers slid down off her shapely rump and onto the floor. But the embarrassment only made this more exciting – another taste of humiliation, of being helplessly in the spotlight, not even able to decide when or where she would undress.

"Panties too,” Paul remarked, and as Denise looked up, but she realised that Renee was already peeling hers off, instantly obedient. It was a far cry from the confident, assertive woman that Denise knew normally.

Feeling both sets of eyes on her, Denise squeezed her own shut, hooking her thumbs into her panties and sliding them down. She tried not to show her embarrassment, but failed - especially when she realised her arousal had left her underwear damp and sticky, clinging to her slit as she peeled them away, reminding her of her naughty thoughts.

"What a pair of good little girls,” Paul purred.

Denise opened her eyes looking up at him, biting her lip nervously.

She was surprised to see that he wasn’t ogling her, his eyes were fixed firmly on her face, and occasionally Renee’s, and the smile on his face was more reassuring than lecherous. It was reassuring that he wasn’t being creepy - but more than that, it was sexy in a different way, Denise realised.

Paul didn’t have to fuck women with his eyes, or try to sneak glances at her naked body without her catching him. In this room his babygirl was his property, mind, body, and soul. If he had the desire to see her little pussy spread and waiting for his cock, he only had to ask - no, order - her to do it.

He could take what was his, whenever he wanted. His power and control over Renee, and now, Denise, was palpable, almost dizzyingly overwhelming. Renee swallowed, face flushing, as she realised the gravity of the whole situation…

And just how wet it was making her.

“Lay down on the bed,” Paul instructed, and Denise was surprised to find herself moving obediently to the large bed in the centre of the room, laying flat on her back beside Renee.

“Oof, watch out,” Renee chided playfully, as they squashed closer together.

Their hips pressed cosily against one another, giggling and blushing, looking coyly up at Paul. For his part, the view was beautiful - two girls together on the bed, nude from the waist down, two bare bottoms as different as they were attractive, lips bitten by both of them as they wondered who would be diapered up first.

“Come here, babygirl,” Paul said to Renee with a tenderness Denise had never heard before.

Paul and Renee were always a loving couple - but there was something in his voice, the rumbling timbre of it, the affection of his movements, that made Denise’s heart throb with need. She wanted what they had, badly. She wanted to be somebody’s babygirl.

But at least tonight she would get a taste of it…

Denise rolled to the side, watching with interest as Paul unfolded the thick diaper in his hand. Renee obediently lifted her rump, obviously used to the routine, and Paul slid it right under, smoothing out the sides and then patting her bottom gently, encouraging her to lower it down onto the soft padding.

With the utmost care, Paul gently spread out the front of the diaper, moving it into place. He paused, running a finger along the leg cuffs, to check the fit - before he taped first one, and then the other, side of the diaper.

Denny sat up, a happy, bashful smile on her face, and as she did so. The air was filled with the sound of crinkling, just her movements alone enough to cause that humiliating sound.

"Now you, sweetie," Paul said softly, looking at Denise expectantly.

Denise tried to do as they had done, lifting her bottom clumsily as Paul slid the diaper under her. A combination of being flustered, and trying to lift her bottom too high, and that after a few seconds, her hips fell, landing with a thump on the diaper which Paul was now straightening underneath her.

“Oopsy-daisy,” Paul said, chuckling.

“I’m so sorry!” Denise said, blushing, trying to wriggle herself into the correct position, to mitigate the damage she might have done.

“Don’t worry about it, little one. Tiny babies are clumsy and helpless, that’s why they need babysitters to look after them,” Paul said, smirking as he re-adjusted the diaper.

“She must be much tinier than me, huh, Daddy?” Renee commented, grinning.

“I think she must be, sweetie-pie… In fact…”

Paul stood, rummaging in the closet for a moment, returning with a handful of white pads - that Denise recognized after a few seconds as being stuffers

“Tiny helpless babies need extra protection,” Paul told her, matter-of-factly, and Denise felt like her whole face was ablaze.

“Y-yessir,” she replied, feeling like she was in some weird but wonderful dream.

Paul smoothed the diaper out once again, slipping one, two, three thick pads into the center. He eased the front of the diaper up, pulling it taut across Denise’s stomach. She closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations, his strong hands holding the diaper in place, the sound of the tapes being undone and placed carefully on the landing strip.

With a soft whimper, Denise realised just how thick this new diaper was - with the stuffers, the crotch was pushed firmly against her, and she realized she couldn't squeeze her thighs together at all. The diaper just didn't compress this time.

“Alll done… What do we say?”

Denise swallowed, blushing as she looked between her spread thighs, the white mass of padding seeming enormous, while she felt tiny.

“Thank you?” she managed, eventually.

“Thank you for what?” Paul pushed, with a grin, seeing Denise’s flushed face and embarrassment.

“Th… Thank you, for putting me in diapers,” she mumbled, a bashful smile already on her lips. “I’m a little baby girl who needs them…”

Both Paul and Renee chuckled, and Renee gave Denise a warm, firm hug, her diaper rustling as she moved.

“Time to waddle downstairs, kiddos,” Paul said, rubbing the rump of Renee’s diaper, before giving it an affectionate pat.

Renee giggle, wriggling her bottom, getting up and eagerly scampering ahead of Paul and Denise.

“Let’s gooo!”

Denise followed, in a dream-like state, distracted by the thick mass of padding between her legs. She really couldn’t walk normally right now - she waddled, legs spread, bottom sticking out uncontrollably, hearing the rustling sound filling the air as two pampered babygirls made their way into the living room.

“Would you like to watch some cartoons, Denise?” Paul asked, holding the remote.

Denise nodded shyly, remembering how she’d cuddled up with Renee last time, both of them rubbing and stroking each other’s diapers, a pacifier planted in her mouth.

“Okay, I’ll pick something out for you. You girls go and get yourself a cookie each - just one, alright?”

Nodding obediently, the two pampered girls toddled into the kitchen, the tile cool and smooth on their bare feet.

Denise watched as Renee hopped up on the counter, pulling out the cookie jar. Renee took a cookie, quickly stuffing in her mouth, then reached a hand into the jar and pulled out two more, offering the mostly-full jar to Denise.

Denise frowned uncertainly, reaching out with her hand, but stopping halfway.

"Paul – I mean, your Daddy, said to have just one," Denise said, hesitantly.

"So what?" Renee asked, a wicked smile on her face. "He probably won't even notice. And if he does… Well, that might be fun too."

In her normal life, Denise would think nothing of taking an extra cookie – or, more likely she wouldn't even feel inclined to try, taking only what she been allowed, and leaving the rest. A perfectly mature, polite guest.

But right then and there, in her best friend's kitchen, wearing a diaper, waddling about like the helpless baby girl she was, not only did she want the cookie beyond all reason… she also felt like being a naughty little girl. Denise felt her skin prickle at the idea of being bad, doing something she knew she wasn't supposed to – and being punished for it.

With a smirk on her own face she reached into the jar pulling out two, then three cookies, copying Renee and stuffing one into her mouth.

"Cheers," Denise said jokingly, tapping her own cookie against one of Renee's, before she put it in her mouth, eating hurriedly.

"Come on," Renee urged, giggling. "Daddy will get suspicious if we’re not back soon."

Two girls hurried back into the living room, each clutching a cookie in their hand, and crumbs all over their faces and shirts.

"Ah, there you are girls, I was just –"

Renee’s Daddy stopped his speech, looking the two girls over carefully. Denise felt her heart pound, as his eyes roved over her mouth, and chest. She didn’t dare to look down and check, but she could feel the lingering remnants of cookie crumbs on her cheeks, and she could swear she also felt them through her thin t-shirt, smattered over her chest.

What would Paul say? Would he be angry? Denise decided probably not – but he had told them to take only one cookie, and Denise’s pulse raced as she imagined what would happen if she was caught breaking the rules…

Some part of her rebelled, wanting to be seen as a good girl, never wanting to get in trouble, and on some level wanting to see herself as a responsible adult who never do something so silly. Another part of her trembled eagerly, wondering how she would be punished, hoping that Paul would take them both upstairs immediately, and spank them until they couldn’t walk.

Renee giggled nervously beside her, apparently less on-edge, but still feeling a delicious tingle in the air, sensing that she been naughty and her daddy was about to tell her off, that he would prove who she belonged to, and who was really in control.

"…You took a long time,” Paul said, slowly.

“Sorry, Daddy,” Renee said, in her soft little girl voice. “I was just showing Denise the new mixer we got.”

The seconds seemed to drag on as Denise waited to see if Paul would accept that, or if he’d call Renee out on what seemed like a shocking fib to Denise now. Finally, Renee’s Daddy shrugged.

“Alright, sweetie. Both of you come cuddle up the couch, I put some tiny baby cartoons on for you both.”

Denise’s heart flipped, with mixed emotions. Relief and disappointment mingled inside her - the prickly electric feeling of wondering when she would be punished, when the other shoe would drop and smack her disobedient, padded rump, was gone, and she wordlessly climbed onto the couch, crawling into Renee’s open, offered arms, without even thinking.

The final cookie didn’t taste as sweet as the first two ill-gotten ones, but it was still tasty.

“I’ll get you both some milk to wash those down,” Paul said, smiling, and both Renee and Denise merely nodded, engrossed in the childish cartoon on TV - or, more likely, engrossed in the feeling of wearing diapers together, being two little toddlers on a Saturday afternoon, thick, exposed pampers between their legs, not bothering to hide them with shorts or pants or anything at all.

When Paul returned, he had in his hands two warm baby bottles full of milk, and Denise sat up to take hers.

Renee took hers with a smile and a ‘thank you, Daddy’, but Paul didn’t offer one to Denise, smiling at her in a paternal way that made her insides feel like mush. He and Renee shared a glance, and the smile grew into a smirk on both of their faces, one that made Denise intrigued and concerned all at once.

“Daddy, I fink maybe Denise is too much of a little baby to hold her own bottle…” Renee said softly, taking a sip of her own bottle, delicately.

"I think you might be right, baby girl," Paul said, slowly. "Denise, what do you think – can you hold your bottle like a big girl, or would you like your babysitter to feed it to you?"

Denise looked from Renee to Paul, then from Paul to Renee, her heart racing. Again, part of her rebelled, telling her to take the bottle from Paul, to keep a firm grip on that last aspect of adulthood.

But another voice inside told her to submit. It was like a tug-of-war inside her, between her self-will, and the urge, the need, to be controlled. To give in to the desire to be a helpless, controlled baby girl.

The submissive side of her proved stronger, and, feeling like she was sinking deeper and deeper into a world that she could never leave – and wasn't sure if she ever wanted to leave – she nodded her head slowly.

"I'm too little to hold my own ba-ba," Denise said, in a soft little voice of her own.

"That's what I thought," Paul said, smiling as he sat down the sofa beside her. "Come, lay in my lap, that's a good girl"

Denise shuffled onto Paul’s lap, laying on her back and looking up at him.

“Ah,” Paul prompted her, nudging the nipple of the bottle towards her plump lips.

Denise opened her mouth, feeling them instantly filled by the nipple of the bottle. She closed her eyes, suckling deeply. She couldn't believe she was actually here, drinking a bottle like a baby, legs spread apart by a thick diaper, on someone else's lap.

The milk was sweet and hot, and Denise felt time slowing to a crawl as she drank, the world shrinking away. It was just her here, helpless, half dressed, being fed a bottle she was too small to hold herself.

When the urge came, instead of squeezing her bladder’s muscles shut, Denise relaxed. Her face turned pink she kept drinking fluid, filling her up on one end, and filling her diaper from the other. She squirmed just slightly as the hot liquid spilled out into the padding, spreading through the numerous stuffers and making her diaper wetter and slightly heavier.

"Daddy," Renee gasped, placing her hand on Denise’s diaper. "I think the baby went potty."

Paul chuckled, and Denise's face burned more brightly, but there was no way to turn away from his piercing gaze while she continued to drink the bottle. Instead, she looked up at him helplessly, unable to hide the blush, just as she was unable to hide the wetness between her legs.

"I'm not surprised Sweetie, Paul said. "She is only very little, after all. You know babies can't hold their potty."

With that, he switched hands, still holding Denise’s bottle, while the other slid between Renee’s thighs, patting her own slightly sodden diaper.

"Oopsie," Renee said, softly, giggling again..

All too quickly, Denise realised the bottle was nearly empty. She tried to stay in the moment as long as possible, closing her eyes again, and savouring the last few drops on her tongue. But eventually she was sucking air, and before long Paul sat her up, gently pulling the nipple from her mouth.

"All gone now, little one," Paul said softly, as he rubbed her back.

Denise pouted, a little unsure of what he was doing. Then he gently thumped her on the back and she let out a tiny burp, blushing hotly once again.

“That's a good little girl," Paul said with a grin. "Now here, sweetie, back to your cartoons."

Paul gently slid her off his lap, and she and Renee shuffled close together, both with small, slightly embarrassed smiles on their faces.

Paul reach into his pockets and produced two pacifiers. Renee opened her mouth instantly, obediently, while Denise hesitantly watched her, before opening her own. Soon, the air was filled with the quiet sound of two little girls sucking on their pacifiers.

"I'm just going to go check on some things,” Paul said, smiling. "You two girls be good."

“So,” Renee said, removing her pacifier from her mouth once Paul had left the room. “Are you having a nice time, so far?”

Denise considered that, sucking on her pacifier thoughtfully. It was honestly a little hard to think, she’d been so deep into her submissive, babyish headspace for a while now, and her tummy fluttered with happy butterflies.

“Um. I fink - I mean, I think so,” she replied, removing her own pacifier. “I’m really liking it. I didn’t know how exciting it would be, just being fed a bottle, walking around in just a diaper and t-shirt…”

“I know,” Renee purred, happily. “It makes you feel so… small. Like you can’t even hide that you need to wear big, thick diapers. Totally dependent on somebody else.”

Denise nodded, replacing the pacifier back in her lips. As soon as she did so, they heard Paul’s footsteps coming down the hall.

“Girls,” he said, with a frown on his face that seemed… exaggerated. “I’ve just been looking in the cookie jar…”

‘Uh oh,’ Denise thought, her heart thumping, while internally a part of her squeed at what she thought might come next.

“I thought I told you both to take one cookie each?”

“Yes, sir,” both of the diapered girls mumbled around their pacifiers, looking at the floor, the wall, anywhere but Paul’s commanding Daddyish gaze.

“Well, can you explain to me why some of them are missing?”

Denise swallowed, her cheeks flushing pink. She couldn’t believe how small she felt, just like a child being scolded for doing something naughty. Her heart was in her throat and she found she couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything except look away shyly, ashamed of her naughty behaviour.

When neither of them spoke, Paul continued in a grumbly voice.

“I think you both know what happens to little girls who misbehave, don’t you?”

“They get, um, punished?” Denise said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“They get spanked,” Paul said, firmly, that last word sending shivers up and down Denise’s spine.

“Oh,” she managed, softly. Her heart felt like it was about to beat right out of its chest, her mouth dry, as she suckled her pacifier, worriedly.

“I think that’s fair, don’t you?”

He asked them both, but Denise felt Renee and Paul both looking at her, waiting for a response. She realised they were giving her a chance to back out - would she take it? She’d fantasized about this so many times, dreamed of what it would be like, being disciplined for being a naughty little girl, her rump swatted until it was hot pink and stinging. But could she really make herself take the plunge?

...Yes, she decided, as she nodded in response.

“Yes sir. That’s fair.”

What would being spanked be like? As they made their way to the bedroom again, Denise tried to imagine it. Her eyes travelled over Paul’s powerful arms, imagining those strong muscles easily hefting her over his lap, pinning her down as he spanked over and over… she shivered in anticipation, blushing as she realised Renee was watching her with a smirk.

The two girls were soon stood in front of the bed, giggling nervously, toes pointed inwards as they waited for Paul to pull one of them over and swat their backsides.

“Renee, come here,” he growled, and Denise watched as her best friend wandered over to the edge of the bed.

Renee lay her front across it, her padded bottom sticking up in the air enticingly, and Denise found her eyes drawn to it, that perfect, feminine shape, the crinkly diaper clinging and accentuating her curves.

The first smack caught both her and Renee by surprise. Paul's broad hand came down on her thick, slightly soggy backside with a reverberating thump. Renee gasped, kicking her legs slightly, but soon Paul's hand came down again.

Denise could only watch as he spanked Rennie's backside mercilessly. The diaper must have muffled the sensation, but Denise could tell that Renee was still feeling it. No amount of padding could stop the sensation of Paul's hand coming down so hard on her bottom.

Renee kicked harder, gritting her teeth around the pacifier, and Denise could see her eyes starting to water.

Denise didn't even notice as Paul adjusted his hand, until it suddenly came down on Renee's bare upper thigh. Renee shrieked, squeezing her eyes shut, as Paul smacked again, and then once more, leaving a glowing pink handprint on the back of her thigh.

The tears in Renee’s eyes began to leak down her cheeks, and she whimpered helplessly as her daddy spanked her bottom, smacking her thighs occasionally, provoking a fresh bout of whimpers, and soft breathy apologies for being such a naughty girl. Denise could only watch as it seemed to go on and on, imagining her turn across the bed.

Finally, Paul seemed to be finished. He gave Renee one final swat on the bottom, and then rubbed her padded bottom gently, leaning over her to give her a sweet kiss on the cheek.

"There's my good little Daddy's girl," Paul said softly, lovingly, rubbing her back. She cried quietly.

"Your turn now," Paul said, as he finished comforting Renee, looking at Denise.

Renee herself had crawled over to the corner of the bed, curling up, hugging a pillow to her chest like a little girl snuggling a teddybear. She watched with wide, curious eyes, as Denise walked over with trembling legs, bending herself over the bed.

"Do you want me to go easy on you, your first time?" Paul asked.

“No,” Denise said, surprising herself and Paul. "I want to feel it. Just like Renee did."

Paul nodded in agreement, and Denise felt a strong, firm hand on her back. Before she could even think about it, she felt the impact of Paul's hand on her bottom. She yelped with shock, feeling it even through her thick diaper.

She was given no time to adjust, however - the blows kept coming. Again, and again, through her thick Pampers she felt the strong man's hand come down on her bottom. She too felt the tears in her eyes, the shock and humiliation of being spanked too much for her.

Denise wanted to fight, run away from being punished like this. But she had submitted willingly, even eagerly, and even now she had to admit there was a huge part of her that loved how this felt. Loved being taken control of, loved being told how to behave, being punished for being a naughty girl.

So she sobbed helplessly as she gave in to the feeling of being spanked, mumbling her own ‘sorry’s under her breath. With one particularly hard swat she felt her bladder spasm violently, and she kicked her legs in protest, feeling it empty once again into her damp padding, soaking it with more pee. Paul’s hand showed no signs of stopping, coming down again and again with mechanical precision.

Denise’s breath hitched in her throat dramatically as she felt Paul's hand smack her on the thigh, and then land again in the exact spot making her squirm with discomfort. From here she could hear his own hot breath panting and heavy – clearly exerting himself to give her the spanking he felt she deserved.

It seemed like it would never stop, her backside and upper thighs hot, red, tender. She cried helplessly, drooling around the pacifier, submitting to anything that Paul wanted to do to her.

But just like the bottle, it eventually came to an end and finally, she felt Paul's hand patting her bottom, reassuring her it was over and that she was a good girl.

Without even thinking, Denise scrambled up, putting her arms around Paul's neck, and burying her face in his chest. She felt Renee rubbing her back as she cried.

It felt like all the bad emotions were pouring out of her, all feelings of being responsible, being a good girl, always having to do what was expected of her – those all melted away. She cried, feeling her stinging backside as a reminder of the penance for her naughty deeds.

"You did amazing, for your first spanking," Renee whispered in her ear, and through her sobs, Denise couldn't resist a small, proud smile.

Eventually she calmed down, and was lowered onto the bed, her own breathing slow and even now. That release was almost as powerful as an orgasm, but as Paul cleared her throat, she looked up and realised that she might still get to experience the real thing.

Paul was holding aloft a vibrating personal massager.

"I think maybe that's enough punishment for now girls," Paul said with a smirk. “How about both of you have a little playtime, since you were so good for me.”

Her inhibitions now a fond memory, Denise found herself nodding vigorously along with Renee. She moved to sit up, to crawl nearer the end of the bed, but Renee's hand came down on her ample chest, pushing her gently back into the soft bed.

"No, no," Renee said with a big grin. "You just lay back there, let me do the work."

Denise lay back submissively as she watched Renee bring the big wand between her legs. She gasped softly as she felt it pressing hard between the diaper, pushing them inwards. Earlier warm wetness was now pushed up against her, nestling between her folds, her excited clit nudged by the wetness of the diaper.

Renee eagerly climbed on top, and that pressure multiplied, warned pressed between them sandwiched, held in place by both feminine bodies.

"I love you, Denise," Renee said, in a breathy voice she reached behind her press the switch.

"I love you too," Denise responded, her smile weak, not because she wasn't being honest, but because she was nervous, her chest thumping wildly again, her mind raced with possibilities of how this was going to feel – all washed away when in an instant as Renee hit the switch.

"Ohhhh!" she gasped, feeling the vibrations spreading through the padding, massaging her entire mound.

Whimpering, Denise tried to push up against the feelings, groaning as she felt Renee also shift, huffing softly through her nose as she rolled her hips, working both of their bodies against the vibrating wand.

Her clit throbbed with excitement, the pulsing vibrations teasing all of her slit at once, her breath coming in gasps and moans as the sound of two soggy diapers pressed together, rubbing back and forth, competed with the loud, intrusive sound of the vibrator. The pleasure growing, quicker and quicker.

Renee’s hips moved more quickly, humping Denise gently at first, grinding the head of the wand right into her, making her give tiny squeals of pleasure as her best friend rode her, the pure bliss of being massaged through her wet diapers over-taking her mind.

The gentle humping soon became more intense, Renee’s eyes squeezed shut, focused on the sensations, her own soaked diaper both absorbing and multiplying the feeling between her legs. She groaned, rocking back and forth frantically on top of Denise, feeling the pleasure building as the vibrator buzzed maddeningly steadily, her pacifier falling out of her mouth as she cried out in bliss.

“Oh god, oh god,” Renee moaned, and Denise’s hips bucked eagerly in agreement, the vibrations pushing her closer and closer to the edge, while she barely moved, lying back, ultimately submissive and passive, as the feelings between her legs buffeted her again and again.

Impulsively, Denise spat out her own pacifier, pursing her lips in a gesture she hoped Renee would understand. Instantly she felt the other woman’s lips on her own, mouths melding together as their crotches ground hard against the diapers, the wand, and each other.

Unable to hold back any longer, they both moaned long and hard into each other’s mouths, panting and grunting as they orgasmed, pulling away to squeeze their eyes shut and focus on the waves of sheer gratification. They came, together, bodies rolling and grinding together, melting into one another as the peak stretched on and on.

Slowly, it came to an end, Renee practically collapsing on Denise, both of them completely spent and exhausted. Instead, she rolled aside, both of them panting and gasping as the pleasure ebbed away. Renee turned off the wand, and sighed deeply, happily, as Paul slipped out of the room, leaving the two of them alone.

Denise, a small, happy smile on her lips, spread her legs, and wet herself once more, the warm feeling of it spreading over bottom almost-orgasmic again.

“I love you,” she managed to mutter, before she fell right asleep, sweaty and sated, and soaking wet in her diapers.

End.

****




Her Diapered Reality - Part 1

Leather straps creaked as they held Renee in place, the milky-white skin of her bottom blooming with reds and pinks from the spanking she was receiving in full view of the entire ageplay party. Denise winced in sympathy as Paul’s paddle came down hard on Renee’s backside, making her whoop with shock.

“M-more, please, Daddy!” she begged, and Denise couldn’t believe anybody would ask for ‘more’ after that.

Again, Denise wasn’t quite sure how she ended up in this situation.

Dressed in a short, stretchy dress that was pushed upwards to expose her soggy diaper, she was surrounded on all sides by ageplayers in various states of dress and undress - and all of them with nametags stuck to their chests. Renee and Paul had suggested she come along to the party and meet some people, and while she hadn’t really talked to anybody else yet, she had to admit she was enjoying what she could see so far.

It was a little alarming, but also thrilling, how open everybody was. On boy wore an exposed diaper and carried a teddy bear, while his t-shirt proclaimed ‘Spank me, Mommy!’

A couple to Denise’s left were using a different kind of bondage equipment, some kind of cross that the woman’s wrists were fastened too. She suckled her pacifier frantically as her Daddy ran his cane across the fresh welts on her upper thighs - squeaking suddenly when the cane whipped through the air and hit her just below her crinkly diaper.

At first Denise couldn’t help but be nervous, but seeing everybody else get into their roles, it felt like maybe she could embrace a new one as well.

A less timid, kinkier Denise. She could pretend to be somebody else just for the evening, somebody with less inhibitions, who could play with a stranger - or watch one get spanked in front of an entire room. Nobody else here objected or thought Renee and Paul’s display was strange. In fact, several couples watched with interest, murmuring to one another, grinning, feeling one another’s bodies…

Eventually it was Paul who decided Renee had had enough. She pouted and fussed as her pull-up was slid back up over her sore bottom, but from the way she wobbled as she walked it was obvious Paul had made the right call.

“Ooo… Wh-what do you think so far?” Renee asked, dreamily, as she approached Denise. “Looks like fun, huh?”

“I don’t know that I’d want to let somebody do that to me,” Denise said, with a smile and a shrug. “...It looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

“Ahhh-hhh,” Renee agreed, as Paul led both of them out of the door, down to the ‘aftercare’ room. “It’s the endorphins… Ooo… I’m feeling… Really good now, haha.”

“You’re not sore?”

“Not really,” Renee said. “I mean, I will be later. Right now I just feel good all over… mmm.”

“She went deep into subspace,” Paul explained. “...Which is why I had to tell her to stop. She’d have let me spank her raw if it was up to her in that moment.”

“Spoilsport,” Renee replied, sticking her tongue out as Paul gently helped her onto a comfy chair. Despite how soft it was, Renee still winced slightly, before looking up at Paul hopefully.

“Daddy, could I have some water please?”

“Of course, princess,” Paul replied, kissing the top of her head. “Stay with Renee for the moment, please, Denise.”

“Yes sir,” Denise replied softly, glad the couple made an effort to include her.

“So, other than watching me get my butt whooped,” Renee said, smirking. “Do you like it here so far?”

“I…. think so?” Denise said hesitantly. “It feels like I could… be somebody else, here? Explore fantasies I’d usually never let myself indulge in… Everybody’s doing what they like and it’s… fine.”

“Yeah,” Renee agreed. “It’s nice to let that naughty persona out sometimes. Embrace being a dirty little girl after a work week at a desk. Or let yourself be a submissive little boy after being the big boss all day.”

“Right,” Denise said, looking up as Paul walked back in with a glass of water, that he offered to Renee. “...And this room is for…”

“Aftercare,” Paul explained, since Renee was drinking. “It’s a quiet space to decompress after a scene. Some people need it to help them feel back to normal after a session like me and Renee had.”

He glanced over at his girlfriend fondly.

“...And some people don’t like to admit they need it…”

“But they’re very grateful to the Daddies who make them go anyway,” Renee said sincerely, taking Paul’s hand and kissing it lightly.

Denise felt another little pang of jealousy, although she was mostly happy for her friends. Maybe tonight she could meet somebody and start to build that kind of relationship?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Renee giggling.

“Ummm, Daddy,” she said, pointing at Denise’s diaper. “I think Denise needs a chaaaange…”

Denise looked down between her thighs, blushing furiously. Sure enough, her wet diaper was sagging badly, obviously soaked to anybody who cared to look. She could do nothing but smile bashfully at Paul as he offered his hand, leading her off to the diaper changing room.

***

On the way to the diaper changing area, they passed by several doors.

“The rooms here have themes,” Paul explained. “For different kinds of scenes. There’s a nursery…. Somebody must be using that… And an interrogation room, but that’s on the other side…”

“What’s this room?” Denise asked curiously as they approached an open door. “Oh!”

Inside was a padded medical chair, the kind you might see at a dentist’s office, and a skinny diapered twink sat in it. Instead of dental equipment, however, the other man in the room was running a buzzing wand vibrator up and down the soaked front of his little boy’s diaper. The little moaned in ecstacy, and Denise blushed as she hurried past, although her interest was piqued by the setting.

“That’s the medical play room,” Paul explained with a chuckle. “For ‘playing doctor’, things like that.”

“Right…”

“Okay, here we go… Looks like nobody’s in here right now…”

Paul led her into the changing area, which was set up with dividing screens between each changing table, wipes and powder on the side. Denise shyly headed for the furthermost changing table, hopping up onto it while Paul grabbed a crinkly medium sized diaper from a brightly colored packet.

“Lay down for me,” he urged, and Denise obediently relaxed into the comfy plastic-covered foam of the changing mat, peering over at the man from between her thighs.

Paul was focused on untaping her wet diaper as she looked down at him wistfully. He was a great Daddy for Renee, and Denise didn’t know if someone like Paul would suit her… but still… she was envious of her best friend.

Just as Paul was grabbing the wipes, another couple came into the room, quickly heading for the second changing table, giggling and nudging each other, tapes being ripped away carelessly. They sounded like two women, and Denise couldn’t help but listen in on their conversation as it turned… dirty.

“Big sissy, please, please lick my pussy,” one girl, the one Denise assumed was diapered, begged. “I’ve been really good and used my didees all night.”

Denise shivered slightly as she felt the cold wipes on her hot skin. Neither her or Paul said anything, blushes on their faces as they listened closely to what was happening beyond the divider.

“Oh, I suppose you’ve been good enough to earn a reward,” the other woman said with a chuckle, to a soft ‘yay!’ from her ‘little sister’. “Spread those legs, kiddo…”

Soon the sound of slurps and girlish moans came from the other changing table, the little exclaiming ‘YES!’ as she kicked her legs. Paul and Denise could hear the table creaking as the woman ground her pussy against her Big’s face, and they both covered their mouths to stop their embarrassed laughter as he slipped a new diaper under her bottom.

He took his time doing it up, both of them lingering as the voices from the other side of the divider got louder, the breathing more ragged, the little’s cries more desperate.

“Ooohh, yes! Big sis it feels so good!” the woman panted, squealing. Denise flushed pinkly as she imagined the Big Sis slurping eagerly at the formerly-diapered girl’s clit, driving her wild with pleasure.

Finally Paul and Denise had no excuse to wait any longer, Denise’s diaper done up tightly around her slender hips, and they both left the changing area, shuffling past with red faces.

Denise glanced over at the scene in the second area, catching the glinting eyes of the little who was being pleasured, laying on her back, legs spread, diaper underneath her open… as her Big licked and worshipped eagerly between her thighs.

“Ah ah ah AHHH!” she moaned suddenly, bucking her hips up towards the other woman, panting as she obviously orgasmed right there, being watched by Denise getting her off. “OH! Big sis, YES!”

Denise squeaked, and quickly hurried out of the room, heart pounding… and pussy dripping wet.

***

Soon after that, Paul had said he would be returning to take care of Renee. He’d asked if Denise wanted to come, but, feeling bold, Denise had said she was going to try and mingle. Paul patted her crinkly bottom and told her to come find him and Renee if she needed anything - and then Denise headed off to the main socializing area.

There was a buffet of finger food, which amused Denise. She wasn’t especially hungry right now, though - just thirsty - so she grabbed the bottle of lemon soda, pouring it out into a red solo cup waiting on the table.

Unfortunately, the fizzy pop soon bubbled over the top, and Denise gasped as she frantically dabbed at the sticky puddle with a napkin, screwing the lid back on the bottle. Oh, man, she hoped nobody saw that…

“Maybe you need to use a sippy cup instead?” a male voice asked from one side of her, and Denise flushed slightly as she turned to him.

He was tall, with fair skin and brown-ginger hair. He had a scruffy, short beard, and might have looked imposing - if not for the smile crinkling up the corners of his blue eyes.

“Let’s get this cleaned up,” he muttered, as he grabbed for a wad of napkins, soaking up the puddle with ease.

“Y-yes,” Denise said, blushing. “I mean, sorry, it’s my first time…”

“I can tell,” the man said as he stood back up. “...I’m Francis. Dr. Francis.”

The last part was said with a wink, as he gestured to the labcoat he was wearing over his ‘regular’ clothes, the nametag reading ‘Dr. Francis’ and stuck proudly to his upper pocket.

“It’s just a roleplay thing,” he added. “And you are?”

“I’m, um, Denise,” Denise replied, picking up her cup again. The man in front of her was very attractive, but she didn’t know if the thoughts she was having were appropriate.

“So, are you a Daddy, then?” she finally asked, making Francis chuckle.

“Not exactly,” he replied, grabbing a handful of chips. “I’m a switch, but tonight I’m a Big. Other nights I might end up in a diaper or being spanked myself, but I felt in a more dominant mood tonight.”

“O-oh,” Denise said, considering that.

She’d never really thought about the idea of being a ‘switch’. She supposed maybe Renee counted, since she was more willing to boss Denise around and put her in diapers… But that felt more like Renee was still submissive, Denise was just more so.

Still, Denise had to admit she’d thought it was hot, and cute, when Renee wore diapers too, and it wasn’t just about the idea of those diapers being on Denise herself soon. So maybe seeing a man be a ‘naughty little boy’ could be a turn on, too. She glanced over at ‘Dr’ Francis. Not that she’d see it tonight…

Denise blushed at her own mind. Who said she was even going to see anything tonight? Dirty girl… He was probably just making small talk…

“Sooo,” Dr. Francis said. “In the interest of engaging in my role completely, how would you like to come to the medical room and play with me? ...After I put that drink in a sippy cup for you.”

“Ummmm,” Denise replied, her brain short-circuiting. Was he really asking her to go and have kinky sex? At an ageplay party?! In diapers?!

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” Francis added hurriedly. “I’m not trying to coerce you, and I won’t be offended if you aren’t interested…”

“Um, I think I am interested…” Denise finally replied, with a shy smile. “I’m just a little nervous, I guess.”

“So that’s a yes then?” Francis asked, grinning.

“...Oh… Yes!” Denise said, impulsively. “I want to see what it’s like.”

“Atta girl,” Francis said, as he took her cup of soda. “Let me just take care of this, and we’ll get going.”

***

A few moments later, Denise was sat in the big medical chair, her sippy cup of lemon soda a few feet away. Francis had explained how everything worked, clarifying again that Denise could ask for things to stop at any time. It wasn’t like Denise didn’t know that, but it was reassuring to be told Francis wouldn’t hold it against her if she backed out at the last moment.

“If you tell me to stop, I will,” he said, as he gently pulled straps over her wrists. “But some people prefer to use a safe word when they play. I’m guessing you don’t have one?”

“N-no,” Denise said, her heart pounding fiercely as she watched those buckles being closed, holding her arms down. It was scary, but also exciting, knowing she couldn’t just jump up and run away, that she’d have to trust Francis so much.

“...Should I do?” she asked.

“No, it’s alright,” Francis replied. “How about you just say ‘red’ if you don’t want to say ‘stop’? And ‘yellow’ for ‘slow down’. I’ll stop if you say that, too, of course. Whatever you prefer.”

“Okay,” Denise said, experimentally tugging at her straps. “...Wow… I really can’t get out.”

“Mmmm, no,” Francis said, smirking. “Sometimes little girls can squirm about too much during a medical exam.”

“Why do they squirm about so much, doctor Francis?” Denise asked with faux innocence.

“I think you know why, don’t you, you naughty little girl.”

Denise felt a shiver run down her spine at that, watching Francis pull a stethoscope from a nearby examination table. A moment later she gasped as the cold metal touched her stomach, exposed as her dress was pushed up higher and higher.

“Hmm, your heart rate sounds good,” Francis muttered, as his hand groped somewhere that was definitely not her heart.

Moaning, Denise wriggled just a little as she was ‘examined’, getting a kinky thrill from knowing somebody could walk in at any moment, the door wide open. Francis kept his serious expression on as he moved over to her other breast, fondling and caressing that, too.

“You’re developing very well, Denise,” he commented casually, and Denise’s face turned pink at the naughty roleplay.

“Thank you, doctor,” she mumbled, feeling his hand drift down to her stomach, pressing gently inwards just below her belly button.

“Feels like your bladder is a little full,” he remarked, as he gently shook her lower stomach, hearing her gasp. “Why don’t you empty it for me, hm?”

“I, I dunno,” Denise said, biting her lip as she let herself get more into the role. “...Isn’t that kinda naughty?”

“It’s not naughty if a grown-up is telling you to do it,” Francis murmured, his voice low with arousal. “Go on, sweetie. Wet yourself in the doctor’s chair…”

His fingers slid down to the front of Denise’s fresh diaper, cupping and pushing against it lightly. She flushed, uncertain…

“It’s not like you can get up to use the potty, is it?” he sneered playfully, and Denise felt a sudden jolt of arousal between her thighs at that, remembering she was tied down here, at Francis’ mercy. Yes, she could end the scene if she wanted to…

But it was fun to pretend she couldn’t.

“No, sir,” Denise replied, cheeks pink. “...I’ll use my diapee…”

“Good girl,” Doctor Francis purred, and Denise tensed, trying to push the liquid in her bladder out into the thick padding.

“Ahhh…” she moaned, relaxing as she began to slowly wet,urine soaking into the diaper as Francis kneaded it gently, feeling it grow and swell under his hand. Denise didn’t think she’d ever been as embarrassed or as turned on as this in her life, but she kept wetting, gradually soaking the front of the diaper.

Francis groped it, and Denise felt the fresh, hot urine seep back out onto her bare pussy, dribbling down to her rump. Her heart felt like it would beat out of her chest… Once again, she couldn’t believe she’d done that.

“Good girl,” Francis said, standing up. “Very, very good girl.”

Denise didn’t say anything, feeling a strange mix of humiliation and pride. It was so embarrassing to be treated like a toddler, to be forced to wet her diaper by a ‘doctor’ who’d strapped her into a chair so she couldn’t escape… But that only made it really hot. And he felt good about herself, for having the courage to submit, as strange as it sounded. This seemed like maybe it really could be something she could get into...

“So,” Francis asked, scribbling something down - or pretending to - on a clipboard. “What’s the problem?”

Denise swallowed shyly, looking down at her feet, pointed inwards as she thought about what to say. She’d never roleplayed like this before, not really. A little with Paul and Renee… But this was different.

“Um…”

Denise closed her eyes, taking a deep breath through her nose, and Francis paused, seeming to sense that she needed a moment.

“I… I have a funny feeling…” Denise eventually squeaked, looking up at Francis with big, doe-like brown eyes.

“Oh really,” he murmured, leaning in. “And where is this funny feeling…”

“It’s, um,” Denise blushed, biting her lip. This felt so dirty! “...Between my legs. My cunny…”

“Big girls call it a ‘pussy’, sweetie,” Francis said without blinking, and Denise gently nodded, feeling pinpricks of arousal and excitement all over her body.

“Yessir. It feels funny in my p-pussy.”

“Oh dear,” Francis muttered, smirking. “Well, Dr. Francis has a cure for that…”

Denise watched curiously as he reached behind the chair to grab something she couldn’t see… And then gasped as he held aloft the vibrating wand. He lifted an eyebrow, flicking the switch so the device began to buzz angrily, and Denise heard footsteps that had been walking past suddenly stop.

She tried to turn to see, but the high back of the chair stopped her - and suddenly Francis was pressing the vibrating head of the wand against her soaked diaper, making her moan in sudden pleasure as her whole mound was massaged through it.

“Ohhhh!” she groaned, as the vibrations pulsed through her entire groin, but somehow seemed to target the sweet spot inside and her stiff nub at the same time.

“Is it helping your pussy not feel so funny?” Francis asked with faux concern, stroking the vibrator slowly up and down the soggy padding.

Denise’s eyes were sliding closed, but as she peered out through her eyelashes, panting and grinding herself against the vibrator that pushed firmly between her legs, she could make out the dull shapes of people there, watching her…

Seeing her writhe in pleasure… Moaning… Gasping… Diapered with a vibrator between her thighs.

“Babygirl?” Francis said, with a hint of concern in his voice. “Is the vibrator helping your pussy tingle less?”

Moaning, Denise shook her head violently, pushing her toes down into the floor to arch her back upwards, meeting the buzzing object with eager thrusts of her pelvis. It felt so good, amazingly good… and everybody was looking Right. At. Her.

“N-No!” Denise exclaimed, and Francis hesitantly pulled the vibrator away only for her to whimper and push her hips needily to meet it. “It tingles even bigger, mister doctor!”

“Oh dear,” Francis said, breathing heavily himself, more people moving in to watch the scene in progress. “I’ll have to advance the treatment…”

“Nmmf! Ad-advance the- OHHHH!”

Francis had turned the vibrator up to maximum, and Denise grunted, thrusting frantically against the rubber head of the wand, the soaked padding between her folds teasing and arousing her beyond belief. Her eager movements were so quick, Francis could no longer keep up, so instead of stroking up and down, he merely pushed more and more firmly against the mass of padding between Denise’s thighs, taking her cries of ecstacy and half moans that could have been pleas for ‘more’ as a sign he was doing the right thing.

Denise had never had a sexual experience like this before, had never dreamed of it, and now she was about to orgasm in front of everybody, feeling eyes on her, some hungry, some curious, all of them enjoying the show, pleasure building and building between her thighs, inescapable, until suddenly-

“AHH! AHHH OHHHH!”

Legs locked and mouth open in wordless pleasure, Denise’s mind exploded with bliss as her eyes rolled back into her head. Shuddering, she shoved her pelvis mindlessly against the vibrator, trying to tease out second after second of climax from it, and Francis was only too happy to oblige, slowly moving it up and down as Denise’s eager grinding slowed to a halt.

Eventually Denise lay on the chair, a panting mess, her thighs still twitching as Francis pulled the vibrator away. She looked up at the few people gathered around, again feeling that mixture of shame and pride, cheeks glowing red hot.

Francis looked up nervously at her, smiling gently.

“Shall we take a break?” he asked, and Denise nodded, still panting.

“Y-yellow? Um… Could I have some water please?”

Francis nodded, moving to undo her wrist straps, but Denise shook her head, blushing.

“C-could you leave them? I… Like how it feels.”

Chuckling, Francis obediently left her wrists tied, and shuffled out of the room.

With the scene over, people began to disperse, some of them heading over to other areas of the room, others simply moving away to have their own conversations, or heading to a different part of the building. Denise caught the eye of one woman, and realized with a blush it was the little she’d seen earlier in the changing room.

The other woman winked as she walked over.

“That looked like fun,” she muttered as she leaned in. “Was it?”

“Y-yeah,” Denise agreed, smiling bashfully. “L-looked like you were having fun too.”

“Tch, of course,” the girl replied. “That’s why I come… To have fun…”

Denise eeped as the blue-eyed, sandy-haired girl placed both of her slender hands over her bound wrists, grinning wickedly at her in a way that send a pang of excitement between her already worn out legs.

“And now you’re tied up, and helpless,” she said, giggling in a faux-mocking tone. “What should I do with you?”

Denise’s eyes went wide as she looked up at the girl, eyes flicking to her name badge. Deciding to be bold, she swallowed, and then grinned.

“You should kiss me, Brooke,” she said, making the other girl blush slightly.

“Y-you’re right!” she replied, quickly regaining her confidence. “Mmmmwah!”

Denise pushed back against the other woman’s lips, feeling them part hers insistently. It was clear this was no chaste smooch, but Denise didn’t mind it. In fact she found she was enjoying the long, lingering kiss, moaning into Brooke’s mouth. When the other girl pulled away with a gasp of eager breath, Denise was surprised to find it was her licking her lips, looking up hopefully at Brooke. Maybe she’d written off girls too soon…

“Brooke,” a woman called from across the room. “Come on, stop bothering her.”

“I wasn’t!” Brooke replied, pouting, but she pulled away all the same.

“Sorrrrry, Nise-nise,” she cooed. “I hope I get to see you again!”

“B-bye,” Denise said, blushing, watching as Brooke left. Today was definitely a day of firsts…

Now Francis was returning with a cup of water. He glanced at the soda, forgotten on the floor, but Denise eagerly craned her neck towards the clear, cool water, and Francis was only too happy to let her drink deeply from it.

When she finally slumped back into the chair, smiling, still a little out of breath, she gave him a shaky thumbs up.

“Keep going?” she asked.

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Denise replied. “I just needed a moment… But I’d like to get you off, too…”

“That’s not necessary,” Francis said with a frown. “It’s not like things need to be completely equal. I won’t be upset if…”

“I’d like to,” Denise said, pouting, and then grinned. “It would be more… exciting, for me.”

“A...Alright,” Francis said, chuckling. “So… Little girl, how are you feeling now?”

“Still kinda funny, mister doctor,” Denise said, in a childish voice. “I’m all hot…”

“Hmmm,” Francis lay a hand across her forehead thoughtfully, tutting. “You are a little feverish… Maybe you need some special medicine to help you feel better?”

“Medicine?” Denise said, trying not to let her eyes dart to the tent in Francis’ trousers, ruining her innocent act. “Will it taste yucky?”

“Well, some little girls seem to like the taste,” Francis replied, grinning, as he reached down to slowly unzip his pants. “Can you be a good girl and open your mouth wide for me?”

“Ahhh -nmmf!”

Denise felt the spongey mushroom-like head of Francis’ cock slid into her mouth, dribbling against her tongue as he stroked it back and forth. Eagerly, she ran her tongue over the end of it, teasing him with gentle swipes across his sensitive tip.

“Oooo,” he moaned. “Keep doing that sweetie… You’re definitely helping the medicine to come out…”

Blushing, Denise pursed her lips as best she could around the throbbing hardness of Francis’ cock, sucking gently as she slid her head back and forth. She could feel his pounding heartbeat through it, noticing her own heart hammering in the same pattern.

This was beyond naughty, and Denise found that she loved it.

“Nmmmm,” she murmured, sending vibrations all along Francis’ throbbing shaft. “Ta’shes guhd.”

Francis could only moan, lost in pleasure as he took hold of Denise’s head in one hand, pushing her towards his crotch slowly. Denise gurgled slightly in alarm as his soft cockhead nudged the back of her throat, but by a stroke of luck, she was able to angle everything just right so Francis’ cock sleeped deeper and deeper down her oesophagus, until it was wrapped around his shaft, her lips against his crotch.

She tried to avoid swallowing, saliva pooling in the front of her mouth, just getting used to the feeling of something embedded so deeply in her throat. Then, with a shuddering breath through her nose, Denise began to slowly move back and forth, looking up at Francis’ face, scrunched up in pleasure.

Her diaper crinkled with each motion, her hands bound so she couldn’t reach up to stroke him. Instead she felt her throat bulge slightly every time he slipped down it, fighting her gag reflex as she shifted her head back and forth, more and more quickly.

Francis’ erection felt huge and swollen as he gently fucked her throat, dribbling constantly, the slick warmth trickling down satisfyingly into Denise’s stomach. She could hear his grunts getting more insistent, feel his bucking hips pushing harder and harder, although he was still trying to hold back. Denise upped her game, hollowing and bulging out her cheeks as she sucked frantically, neck pushing and pulling her head back and forth as Francis groaned, cock achingly hard in her mouth….

“Nnnghh… Ohhh, here comes the medicine, baby girl!”

Denise felt Francis’ hand again, this time pulling her up by her hair. It stung just a little, but it was the exciting kind of pain, reminding her that she was being fucked in such a kinky way.

Now only the end of Francis’ cock was in her mouth, resting on her tongue, and she went cross-eyed looking down at it as it throbbed in her mouth. Looking back up at Francis, she sucked with feigned curiousity as she watched his fist wrap tightly around his erection, furiously stroking it as he looked into her big brown eyes, her innocent expression finally pushing him over the edge.

Francis moaned as he squirted his cream onto Denise’s tongue, seeing her gulp and swallow it down happily. He kept stroking, squeezing every last drop of spunk out as his cock pulsed between her lips, shooting cum down her throat. As his orgasm ebbed, Denise slid her tongue across his head, another drop of white fluid oozing out into her mouth.

At last, he pulled away, panting for breath, while Denise did the same, smiling. She gulped the last mouthful of cum, then opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out to show him she’d swallowed all her ‘medicine’.

“Good, good girl,” Francis said, stuffing his cock back into his pants and then reaching for Denise’s restraints.

This time Denise didn’t protest, allowing herself to be helped up and the grasping Francis’ elbow, her legs wobbling still from the force of her intense orgasm earlier. This seemed like some sexy, ridiculous dream - but the tender throbbing of her clit and the sodden diaper hanging between her thighs reminded her this was all real.

“So,” Francis said, as they walked away together - presumably to the aftercare room, but Denise really didn’t know which way was up at that moment. “Can I see you again?”

And diapered babygirl Denise found she couldn’t nod fast enough.

End.

****

Her Diapered Reality - pt 2

It had been a whole week and a half since the play party, and Denise still had trouble believing she'd really taken part in a kinky ageplay scene with a stranger.

She'd moaned and writhed in front of an audience in a thick diaper, and the sense of exposure had only made Denise more and more aroused. Her new friend, Francis, was a switch who loved playing both sides of the ageplay dynamic, sometimes a naughty little boy and others a dominating Daddy… Or a perverted Doctor, as he had been that night.

Denise shivered as she lay back on the couch, reading through the saucy messages they'd been sending back and forth. While Francis wasn't a real doctor, his job was demanding enough that they hadn't been able to see each other in person again since the play party.

But this weekend Francis had invited Denise over, and she found herself readily accepting the invitation. Filthy texts and lewd photographs could only go so far, after all. They were nothing compared to the sensation of being dominated and diapered by a strong, seductive man.

Francis had opened Denise's mind to a whole new world of kinkiness. It was hard to believe that just a month or so ago she was trying on diapers for the first time - but now she had a small stash of her own, wearing and even using the diapers when she was home alone, sending quick photos on her phone to Francis, who responded with clear, urgent desire, making Denise feel like the sexy adult babygirl she was.

Every evening they talked, through text or phone calls, about the naughty, naughty ideas they had. Denise had been shy at first, but Francis seemed to have no shame, openly indulging in the kind of lurid sexual fantasies that made Denise's face turn bright red just to hear about.

Far from being uncomfortable, Denise found herself incredibly turned on by Francis' naughty thoughts, the filthier the better. And over time, Denise herself began to admit to some very dirty thoughts herself:

***

"Have you ever had an enema?" Francis asked through the phone one night, almost casually.

"Um, no," Denise confessed, her cheeks turning pink through her tawny skin. "I've never actually… gone… number two…"

"In your diapers?" Francis said, chuckling at Denise's squeak of agreement. "Well, well, well. Babies aren't allowed to use the toilet. That's only for big girls."

Denise felt the warmth spreading across her face, and to other parts as well. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling her slit growing slick and eager, her muscles clenching gently around her half-stiffened clit.

"I, I couldn't," she mumbled, and then hesitated before going on: "…Unless somebody made me."

"Oh, I know," Francis purred down the phone. "You need Daddy to force you, don't you? Daddy needs to put his little girl in a nice, thick diaper, and then slide the enema hose right up into your pert little bottom… And fill you right up…"

As Francis spoke, Denise found her hand sliding down between her thighs, darting under the waistband of her panties. She wished she was wearing a diaper to complete the fantasy, so she could imagine herself as the thickly padded little girl Francis was describing.

The fantasy was too exciting to resist, however, and Denise mumbled 'uh huh's and 'oh's as she stroked and fondled her swollen clit, rolling her hips upwards, listening to Francis' description of the enema slowly filling her bowels. She closed her eyes, moaning softly as she pictured it, feeling the liquid making her guts churn.

"And do you know what would happen then, babygirl?"

"N-no, Daddy," Denise managed through her own gasps and pants. "What then?"

"You'd have to squat down like the big toddler you are," Francis explained. "And load your diapers in front of Daddy."

"Oh, no!" Denise faux-gasped, her blood bubbling with excitement. "I would?"

"Yes, you would," Francis said, fond amusement in his voice. "You'd be so embarrassed, I bet. You'd have a bright red face, and tears in your eyes, but you'd be a good girl for Daddy and mess yourself just for me."

"Nmmm!"

Denise's eyes rolled back in her head, imagining the scene. Yes - she'd be in front of Francis, trembling, crouching down. She'd grit her teeth and groan, trying to hold it back, but the enema inside would make it impossible…

With a soft sob, she'd feel the first of the warm, mushy mess filling the seat of her diaper, and she'd trembled and cling to Francis as she noisily emptied her bowels. It would be so dirty, so stinky, so embarrassing - and that would make it even more arousing.

Denise would be totally Francis' helpless babygirl, whimpering as she felt the hot, soft mess spreading against her backside, making her pampers sag behind her. She found her fingers almost couldn't keep up with the lurid fantasy, her pulse beating frantically through her throbbing clit.

"And then, I'd make you beg me for a change in your messy diaper," Francis went on, his own labored breathing suggesting he was pleasuring himself at the same time. "I'd make you suck Daddy's cock, and drink down all his… his milk, before I finally let you out of your stinky, mushy pampers."

"N-no," Denise gasped, surprising herself, but too caught up in arousal to stop the words falling from her mouth. "…Don't change me, Daddy. Put another diaper over the top…"

"Mmm, you're filthy," Francis growled, in a way that made Denise's heart skip a beat. "Dirty, dirty little girl. Yes, Daddy would put another diaper over the top, and make you soak through both of them… Leaving you in your own shameful, stinky mess, knowing you have no choice because you're Daddy's little toy…"

"Y-yes! Daddy I'm your… I'm your slut," Denise babbled, both of them talking with fast, breathy voices, the tension crackling in the air even through the phone. "I wanna be your messy little babygirl…"

Denise's heart pounded as she hungrily stroked her clit and in between her folds, back arched and hips pushing and humping at her own hand. She could picture it now, how degrading it would be, forced to load her diapers for Francis' entertainment, humiliated but in the most erotic way…

"Then Daddy would get one of those nice, big, wand vibrators like your friend Renee has," Francis went on. "And hold it right against your crotch… And you would hump and grind like the desperate, needy little girl you are against your soiled diapers."

"Ohhh, Daddy," Denise gasped, sounding like that desperate, needy little girl right now. "W-would you make me cum in my messy pampers, Daddy?"

"Yes," Francis said. "I'd force my sexy diapered princess hard over the edge. I'd watch you moan and gasp and lose your mind as you came, completely helpless, completely overcome with pleasure, orgasming inside your thick, soaked, stinky diapers-"

"OOOHH.. AH!" Denise moaned into her phone, not even having time to be embarrassed as she loudly climaxed. "Mmmfff! Daddddyyy!"

Her whole body shook and trembled with the bliss that wracked her, Denise's hips bucking and jerking, pushing her eager slit against her still-rubbing fingers. She stroked herself through the waves of pleasure, her pussy squeezing and tensing rhythmically around nothing as she rode out an amazing, mind-bending climax.

"Ohh, baby girl!" Francis grunted, as he lost himself in orgasm too. "F-fuck!"

The fact her 'Daddy' was cumming for her pushed Denise even deeper into her own sea of bliss. She wanted this, wanted that dirty, filthy fantasy they'd built together. Before now she would never have admitted to even being curious about messing - and now she was climaxing over the thought of being forced to cum in her poopy pampers.

At long last, the crashing waves of pleasure began to slowly ebb away, leaving Denise drained and panting, slowly sinking into her bed as she heard Francis catching his breath as well. Although they were physically apart, they shared the awkward chuckles of post-orgasm, neither of them able to speak just yet.

"I can't wait to see you," Francis said, eventually. "We're going to have so much fun…"

And despite the fact she'd just climaxed, Denise felt her clit tingle urgently as if to say 'yes, we will'.

***

Messy diapers and public ageplay weren't the only new and kinky ideas that Francis had introduced Denise to. She'd started out uncertain about even the idea of being diapered and little herself - but Francis was a switch, and over time, Denise had started to warm up to the idea of being a 'Mommy' sometimes.

Unlike Renee, Denise hadn't grown up with the same interest in ageplay. She'd just learned about it from her friends, and found it made her more excited than any 'normal' sexual fantasy she'd ever experimented with.

The lack of previous experience made every diapering still a little thrilling, a little naughty and exciting. It made Denise feel shy and nervous - but it also made her open to new things.

"Being your Mommy sounds cute," she told Francis over text. "I think I'd like to try it at some point…"

The blushing face emoji Francis shot back near instantly made her giggle - he was obviously happy to hear that. But despite Denise's confessed interest in playing a 'Big' role for him, Francis was quick to reassure her that wasn't what the upcoming visit would be about.

"I'd like to just stick with you being little for now," Francis told Denise when she asked. "I mean, we both know you enjoy that. And being little can be embarrassing and vulnerable, especially for a guy."

"I suppose that makes sense," Denise replied, feeling a swirling mix of emotions inside her.

Denise was disappointed that she wouldn't get to explore being a dominant Mommy any time soon - it sounded extremely hot, to be in control for once. On the other hand, it made her feel giddy and elated to think of nearly a whole day together where she was roleplaying as a little girl.

"I guess it's for the best, anyway," Denise went on, blushing. "After all, I do love my diapers."

"I know you do, little one," Francis murmured. "...But Mommies can wear diapers too."

"Hm!"

Denise tucked that piece of information away - and moved the conversation on to making sure they both agreed on arrangements for the visit. Denise would arrive there at 2pm, undiapered, and then... Well. Francis said that would be a surprise.

Denise's pussy tingled with anticipation, both wanting to know every detail of what would happen so she could stop being nervous... And enjoying the anxiety inside her, the heart-thumping excitement of not knowing what he had planned.

"Let's just see how things go," Francis said, before they hung up.

And Denise found herself extremely eager to do just that, as soon as possible.

***

Saturday arrived quickly. Denise found her heart pounding so hard as she drove over to Francis' that it was hard to even think about anything else.

"Okay, calm down," Denise muttered to herself as she sat in the driveway, her blood fizzing with excitement. "Just get out of the car... and walk up to the door."

Unable to keep the giddy smile off of her face, Denise dropped the keys into her purse and got out of the car. Every step she took toward Francis' house seemed like a step toward a new life, a life full of diapers and kinky, filthy sex.

Denise rang the doorbell as soon as she reached the front door, not giving herself time to get anxious about how the day would go. She heard footsteps approaching, and then, suddenly, Francis opened the door, and Denise couldn't help but grin as widely as he was.

"I'm so glad you made it," Francis said, kissing Denise's cheek as he took her purse.

"It's not a very long drive," Denise mumbled, her face flushing already.

"Hm, I wasn't sure if a little baby could find her way here all on her own," Francis teased, already settling into his role. "Daddy should really be the one driving..."

Denise had heard Francis call himself 'Daddy' on the phone, but hearing it in person gave her butterflies like she'd never imagined. It felt naughty and safe all at once, that one word making everything feel so much more real. Denise wasn't even diapered yet, and already she felt herself feeling smaller and more submissive.

"Let's get you upstairs and into a diaper," Francis said. "I like your outfit."

"Thank you," Denise mumbled, obediently following Francis up the stairs.

Denise wasn't usually much of a girly-girl, but today she'd picked out an outfit that felt more fitting for her role as Daddy's little girl. A light pink shirt with a character from My Little Pony on clung to her chest, and Denise's loose denim skirt with embroidered flowers would make it easy to change her diapers without undressing her.

Flushing, Denise smiled softly to herself - she didn't really mind if Francis undressed her, after all...

"Here we go, baby girl," Francis said, patting his bed. "Just lay back and let Daddy take care of everything."

Denise nodded dumbly, her heart going a mile a minute. Things were happening so quickly, but she didn't mind, swept up in a whirlwind of excitement, waiting to feel a fresh, crinkly diaper wrapping around her backside and between her legs.

Feeling lovingly exposed as her legs were spread, Denise tucked her chin, face slightly red as Francis carefully slid her panties down and off. He'd never actually seen her naked in person, and for a moment, Denise was nervous for just a moment that he wouldn't like what he saw.

"What a pretty little kitty," Francis muttered, leaning in and planting a soft kiss on Denise's outer lips. "But it needs to be in a diaper, doesn't it?"

"Y-yes, Daddy," Denise squeaked, still feeling his lips against her soft brown skin. "...Babies need to be in diapers."

"That's right," Francis purred, as he slipped a thick, babyishly decorated diaper under Denise's bare bottom. "Daddy can't have his babygirl making puddles all over the house..."

There was so much happening it was hard for Denise to choose what to focus on. She was being diapered, by a man calling himself 'Daddy', her mind reeling at the implications of what he was saying, that she would wet herself without a diaper.

Denise's only response was a happy whimper, heart fluttering as she watched the front of the diaper being pulled up and spread across her stomach. The cottony softness felt so nice against her private parts, embracing and cradling her, too thick to deny.

"Oh, some little baby likes her diapers," Francis muttered, a smirk on his face as he undid one tape, securely fastening it into place. "Doesn't she?"

"I do, Daddy," Denise admitted, feeling her already-tingling slit grow a little slicker with eagerness from the embarrassment of admitting that. "I love being your diapered little girl..."

Francis didn't reply, although the small flush on his own face suggested he was enjoying this just as much as she was. Denise felt the slack plastic grow taut around her, the padding totally enveloping her crotch and hips, wrapping her in cosy softness.

Sighing, Denise felt some of the tension release, the diaper soothing her somehow. Francis chuckled, putting the front of it firmly and making her jump, looking up at him bashfully.

"What do we say?" Francis asked, raising an eyebrow. "When Daddy puts you in a diaper?"

"Th...thank you?" Denise said, uncertainly, continuing as Francis nodded. "... For diapering me, Daddy."

"Good girl," Francis muttered, lifting Denise up into a gentle cuddle. "Daddy thinks you look so cute like that."

Denise had to admit she felt cute, her legs slightly parted, the skirt riding up and exposing the colorful patterned plastic of the diaper, her padded crotch rustling under Francis' fingers. The diaper separated him from actually touching her moistened slit, but somehow the muffled sensation of him stroking Denise through the thick padding was even more erotic than his fingers on her bare skin.

"Here," Francis said, as he clipped a thin pacifier clip to Denise's shirt. "So baby doesn't lose her binky."

Blushing fiercely, Denise parted her lips to allow the silicone nipple to enter her mouth. Francis was a man of average size, but Denise felt like he was a giant looming over her as he wrapped her in his arms,  casually rocking her back and forth on his lap, the plastic and padding of the diaper shifting and crinkling between her thighs.

"Has my baby girl eaten?"

Denise was tempted to say 'no', sure that Francis would subject her to an embarrassing spoon-feeding scene, maybe even with a bib and real baby food. But the truth was that she ate lunch maybe an hour before coming over, so she wasn't really hungry. With pout that made her pacifier protrude cutely, Denise nodded.

"Uh huh, Daddy," she mumbled from behind her binky. "Sowwee..."

Francis's hand smoothed down the plastic of Denise's diaper, and she felt herself melt into buttery tingliness once more. He patted her backside with a chuckle, and then gently slid her onto the bed. Denise let her legs stay parted as she looked up at him, her cheeks burning as she acted like a shameless toddler, not caring who saw her dry (for now) diaper.

"That's okay, princess," Francis said. "Let's go downstairs and Daddy will give you a bottle... Come on."

For a brief moment, Denise hoped that Francis might carry her down the stairs. After a second's thought, she realized that would be dangerous - but as they approached, Francis did something that made her feel even more tiny and giddy.

Francis took the first two steps, holding out his hand to stop Denise. Then he turned around and offered his hand with a smile, taking Denise's smaller one in his.

"That's right, babygirl," he cooed. "Daddy's helping you get down the stairs like a big girl. Just one step at a time, okay?"

The combination of being talked to like a child and the implication that she couldn't perform even the simplest adult task sent a jolt of arousal straight down to Denise's womanhood. Her teeth squeezed around the rubber nipple of the pacifier as she let the shudder of visible pleasure run through her, Francis smirking as she tentatively lifted one sock-covered foot.

"Ohh... but they're so scawy, Daddy!" Denise whimpered from behind her binky, getting into the role. "What if I fallsh down?"

"Daddy will catch you, princess," Francis assured her. "Let's just do the first step... Come on now..."

Her thighs spread slightly from the thick padding, Denise slowly lowered one foot to the step below, gasping in faux-shock as she successfully planted it on the stair. Francis nodded reassuringly, still holding the adult baby girl's hands, and Denise gingerly moved her second foot down to wait beside the other, until she was standing completely on the first step down.

"I did it, Daddy!" she cried, her pacifier falling from her mouth in excitement. "I'm goin' down da stairs!"

"Clever girl!" Francis said, with a grin. "You're doing such a good job! Now, how about we get down these others..."

Denise nodded with determination, her heart pounding. Every little step sent a jolt straight up between her thighs to her slickened pussy, nestled in thick padding that told her she was just a baby almost as much as Francis' cooing encouragement and the pacifier clipped to her shirt did.

"...Two... Threee... that's right, baby girl," Francis counted off every clumsy step Denise took, his voice sounding exactly like that of a proud father. "Oh, somebody's doing so well. I bet if anybody saw how well you were doing, they wouldn't even believe you need didees, would they?"

"N-nuh huh, Daddy," Denise mumbled, feeling a strange mix of giddy, childish pride and humiliation, knowing her response indicated that yes, she did need her diapers.

"So close to the bottom, kiddo," Francis said, as he himself took the last two steps. Just hold Daddy's hand, and..."

Denise hopped down the final step, and giggled, her diaper rustling loudly as she jumped. The happy adult baby lifted her arms up and threw them around Francis' neck in a hug, the taller man chuckling and pushing her pacifier back in as he firmly patted her back.

"You did it, sweetie!" Francis said, with a big smile. "Now... let's see about that bottle, hm?"

"Yes, Daddy," Denise said, obediently following him into the kitchen, suckling her pacifier.

She watched Francis with big, curious eyes, really getting into her role as a diapered little girl. Denise was his baby, toddling around helplessly, clinging to him, watching as he carefully measured out milk for her to drink, sucking more slowly on the pacifier's nipple as she imagined sweet milk flowing into her mouth instead.

"Do you want it flavored?" Francis asked, smirking as Denise nodded, sending her curly hair bouncing. "What kind? Strawberry or chocolate?"

"Mmm... Pink!" Denise mumbled around her binky, pointing at the yellow tub of pink powder. "Stwawbwy pwease, Daddy..."

"Nmmf," Francis suppressed his moan slightly, but his appreciation of Denise's babytalk was clear. "Okay, sweetheart. Daddy will make it for you."

Denise blushed happily, feeling those familiar and naughty tingles radiating from her princess parts. As her part-time Daddy warmed up the now pink-tinged milk, Denise squeezed her thighs together slowly, crushing the padding and plastic between them and feeling her muscles tense, making her stiffened clit throb between her folds.

This felt so... dirty. Talking in babytalk, wearing a thick diaper while she sucked on a pacifier, Denise couldn't help but notice the slight tenting to the front of Francis' jeans. He was aroused by this, as aroused as Denise herself was, and the building anticipation of what was to come was almost better than the climax Denise knew she'd inevitably experience at Francis' skilled hands.

Francis led her into the other room with the authoritative, commanding attitude of a Daddy Dom that Denise knew she was craving. He sat on the couch, and lay Denise down in his arms, her head supported by the crook of his elbow.

Laying back like this, Denise felt totally vulnerable, her heart thumping as the blood rushed to her head and crotch. She couldn't forget about the thick diaper she was wearing no matter what position she moved to. If Denise's thighs parted too much, the skirt was pushed down and her diaper showed.

When Denise squeezed her thighs together, she felt the sudden jolt and continued gentle pressure growing on her mound, the thick padding smushed up against her mound and slickened slit. She couldn't help but whimper softly as she shifted around on Francis' lap, sure she looked far more innocent than she felt as she looked up at him.

"Oh, is somebody thirsty?" Francis murmured, stroking Denise's hair softly. "Let's give the widdle baby her bottle..."

One finger slid the pacifier nipple out of Denise's mouth, and she kept her lips obediently parted as she waited for her bottle, noticing how Francis' gaze lingered on them. He shook his head as if dazed by his own arousal - and then slipped the bottle nipple into her waiting mouth.

"Nmmmm..."

Denise sucked quietly, feeling the warm, sweet liquid filling her mouth. The milky scent made her feel totally babyish, completely dependent on Francis. Her eyelids fluttered open as she looked up at him, her breathing already heavy from the lust that burned inside her as she drank her baby bottle of milk.

Denise could feel how hard her Daddy was through his jeans, wickedly squirming to hear him moan as she 'innocently' suckled down more pink milk. This scene was the perfect blend of babyish littlespace and filthiness that Denise hadn't known she'd wanted, her pussy tingling with anticipation and need.

"You hold your bottle for me, baby," Francis said softly, lifting Denise's hand to wrap it around the warm container of milk. "Daddy has to handle something else."

Obediently, Denise wrapped her fingers around the bottle. At first, she felt disappointed to lose the sensation of being so helpless somebody else had to feed her a bottle... But as she felt Francis' flattened palm pressing against the crotch of her diaper, the padding grinding against her eager pussy as he rolled the ball of his hand up and down against her.

"Mmmf," Denise moaned as she suckled, a tiny dribble of pink milk spilling from the corner of her lips. "D-daddy..."

"That's right, my naughty little girl," Francis muttered. "Daddy knows what little girls need..."

He kept pressing, so firmly, the soft lining of the diaper sliding between Denise's folds, forced hard against her equally-hard clit. Denise fold herself moaning and whimpering, her hips pushing up to meet Francis' naughty attentions, her breath catching in her throat.

When Francis pulled the nearly-empty bottle away from her lips, Denise whimpered in frustration again, but only because his hand was no longer massaging her through her diaper. Once he resumed, Denise's eyelids fluttered shut, and her lips parted in a continuing moan, grinding herself against the attention.

"Does baby want a horsey ride on Daddy's knee?" Francis asked, although he was already sitting Denise up. "I know how much little babies like that."

Denise couldn't protest, because her mouth was being stuffed full of binky once more. The sense of having no control sent sexy shivers up her spine, goosebumps of arousal on her skin as Denise felt her thighs being spread around Francis' upper leg. She ground herself needily against him through the diaper, and as Francis' strong hands held her on his lap, he smirked naughtily.

"Ah!"

Denise gasped, a sudden jolt of arousal shooting up from her already-excited pussy. Francis had jerked his leg quickly up and down, bouncing the baby, sending vibrations through the thick diaper to her waiting wetness. Seeing Denise's reaction, Francis did it again, his leg bouncing up and down, leaving Denise feeling totally helpless, pleasure buffeting her as she squirmed and whimpered on his lap.

The thick padding muffled the impact every time Denise landed again, the jerky bounces coming together quicker and quicker. Denise clumsily grabbed for Francis' leg, sucking the pacifier furiously as her heart raced, burning with arousal. The filthiness of the situation and all the foreplay meant she was already getting close to climax, but she had no way to stop it or take control at all - which only made her more aroused...

"Nmm! D-daddy!" Denise squeaked, her cheeks bright red as she felt the pleasure building and building. "I'm g-gunna... I'm gunna..."

She wasn't sure what to say, wanting to keep the illusion of being an innocent little girl. But it was hard to ignore the blissful feelings building and throbbing inside her pink, slick folds, her little bud of pleasure blossoming as her 'Daddy' pushed her towards the edge,

"That's right, make cummies for Daddy," Francis encouraged, his erection tenting the front of his jeans fiercely. "Cum in your diapees for the big strong man who's bouncing you helplessly on his lap!"

"Nnmmmm! D-Daddy!" Denise squealed, shoving herself hard, enjoying the waves of pleasure that slammed into her, rolling that word around in her mouth like candy as her pacifier fell out. "D-daddy! Dadddyy!"

She shivered helplessly, wracked with bliss, jolted over and over again by the orgasmic feeling between her thighs. Francis helped her to literally ride out her orgasm, his knee slowly bouncing up and down, coaxing out moan after moan as Denise orgasmed in her diapers for Daddy.

"Ohhh... Daddddyyy," Denise moaned, sagging against Francis as the blissful peak finally ended. "Nmmf..."

"Baby liked that, hm?" Francis chuckled, the low vibrations of his laughter making Denise nod softly, biting her lip now her binky hung loose from her shirt. "Maybe baby would like to play some other fun games with Daddy soon."

"Mmm... Maaaaybe," Denise replied, giggling playfully as she rolled her hips against him once more, still feeling electric sparks shooting up between her folds.

With a naughty little smirk, Denise closed her eyes, and relaxed. She tensed and then released her muscles, shivering as she felt the wetness begin to slowly dribble out of her bladder, soaking into the diaper faster and faster as she pressed her padded crotch against Francis' knee.

She moaned, enjoying the feeling as the warm wetness spread across the middle of the diaper, right against her slickened slit. Denise still felt tingly in the best way, the naughtiest way, as she emptied her bladder into the diaper just like the helpless baby girl she was.

"What's the matter little-" Francis cut himself off as he felt the warmth growing against his upper leg, the outer plastic of the diaper now swollen and discolored. "Ohh... Did a little baby have to use her didees?"

Her gaze half-lidded, Denise nodded softly, shifting her hips back and forth so the soggy diaper squished against Francis' leg. Eagerly, Francis' hand slid down between her thighs, lightly cupping and squeezing the soaked mass of padding, pressing the warmth against Denise's tingling mound.

"I need a change, Daddy," Denise said, in an innocent voice that somehow still dripped with innuendo. "Pwease?"

"Fffuck," Francis groaned, breaking character for a moment, his cock achingly hard. "I mean... Daddy will take care of you, princess... Just lay down on the floor, okay?"

Denise nodded obediently, slowly sliding off of Francis' knee, her legs trembling slightly. At least she didn't have to support herself on them for long, soon lowering herself to the floor, gasping gently as she felt the warm wetness spreading across her backside as the sodden padding squished against the floor.

"Good girl," Francis murmured. "...Let's see what's in baby's diaper..."

Despite requesting a 'change', Francis made no move to grab a new diaper. Instead, he just grabbed the tapes and peeled them away, using one hand to slowly slide down the soaked front of the diaper. Denise swallowed with naughty anticipation as she felt her soaked slit being exposed, still playing the innocent little girl.

Out of the corner of her eye, Denise watched as Francis's free hand reached down and unzipped his fly, wrapping his hand around his already hard cock. She gave a faux gasp, pretending to be shocked at the sight of his throbbing penis there, feeling tingles of arousal racing up and down her body once more.

"Daddy wants to play a grown-up game with baby," Francis explained, his low voice quivering with arousal. "I promise it will feel really, really good..."

"Like, like when Daddy did horsey?" Denise squeaked with excitement, both real and pretend. "That made my kitty tingle so nice, Daddy."

"A lot like that, sweetheart," Francis explained, as he slipped a small wrapper from his pocket. "Now, hold on..."

Denise watched with interest as Francis unsheathed a condom and then slowly rolled it down his throbbing length. One part of her was almost disappointed, wishing she could feel the heat of Francis' shaft throbbing inside of her with nothing in between. But more of her was just aroused by the sight of it, the thin latex encasing Francis' cock saying with clear immediacy 'sex is about to happen'.

The cooling of the pee on Denise's skin was a huge contrast to the heat radiating from her excited mound, and the heat was only doubled, tripled as Francis pressed his crotch close to hers. Denise felt his cockhead parting her folds gently, and she took a quick breath as she savored the moment.

As he slid deep, deep into her womanhood, Denise moaned in surprised bliss. He felt so good inside her snug canal, the post-orgasmic bliss she already felt beginning to build again almost immediately into more.

"Mmmmm, you feel amazing, baby," Francis grunted, as he slowly worked his hips back and forth. "So hot for Daddy's cock..."

Denise could only nod, moaning softly, transported by the filthiness of the fantasy. Her soaked diaper lay underneath her, opened and crinkling audibly every time Francis thrust in or out. She was Daddy's helpless babygirl, being fucked by him on the floor in the middle of a wet diaper change - and she loved it.

"H-harder, Daddy!" Denise squealed, surprising herself with her own forcefulness. "Please!"

As she requested, Francis redoubled his efforts, his cock sliding in and out of Denise's blissfully spasming canal again and again. His own breathing was heavy, labored, the inside of the condom slick with precum as he thrust harder, pounding Denise into her own soggy diaper.

"Oh, Daddy! Daddy!" Denise squealed, rapidly feeling those sparks of pleasure building into something more once again. "Yessss!"

Denise was so close, and she could tell Francis was too from the way his breathing came in hot gasps and grunts, his cock harder than ever inside her. The overwhelming sensation of his throbbing length pressing again and again against her g-spot was driving Denise ever closer to the edge, and every second there was another insistent thrust...

"Nnnn! Y-yes!" Denise gasped, as she felt herself crossing the threshold to orgasm. "Ohhh! Daddy!"

Her hot canal clenched and spasmed as waves of further bliss gripped and seized her like a dog with a bone. Shaking and squealing, her pussy massaged and was massaged in turn by the hot, throbbing length embedded inside of her, so hot and so hard and so-

"Nmm!"

Francis came wordlessly, eyes rolling back in his head. Denise gasped happily, feeling him throbbing inside of her, making happy little keening noises as he rocked her body back and forth with his slower hip motions, riding out the blisful climax that hit him.

"Oh, baby girl," he muttered, skin hot and sweaty as he felt the last drop of cum drain from his balls. "....Sooo good."

"I li-liked it too, Daddy," Denise said, panting, still feeling the climax recding, leaving her tingling pleasantly between her folds.

Francis leaned in, his softening length still embedded in Denise's inviting warmth, and kissed her lips, softly. With a wicked grin, Denise shifted so her mouth was next to Francis' ear, full of sudden self-confidence and naughty thoughts after her climax.

"And next time," she murmured. "You be the baby - and maybe Mommy will let you fuck her, instead!"

End.

****


HIS Diapered Reality

It took two weeks of convincing before Francis finally allowed Denise to try out the Mommy role with him, in real life. Denise didn't realise at first, but where he was bold and flirty in naughty texts, when things got too close to real life, he'd retreat, and double down on pushing Denise into subspace instead.


Denise didn't want to complain about that, exactly. She loved being his dirty little girl, and Francis seemed to have an amazing time being her Daddy. But fair was fair, and Denise knew she'd have to push the topic if she ever wanted a chance to play 'Mommy' to her adult baby boy.


After many awkward, embarrassing conversations, Denise had managed to get Francis to agree - Denise would be Mommy, the next time they saw each other. Denise found herself incredibly anxious, certain she'd do something wrong - but wanting to give a little back to Francis, for everything he'd done for her. 


...And besides. It sounded pretty hot, too. 

***

Denise's nerves were nothing compared to Francis'. When she arrived, the taller man was shaking, seeming to have shrunk already. She saw the cool, thin layer of sweat on his back as he undressed, and while Denise's voice trembled when she commanded him to lay down, Francis' mumbled response was even shakier.


His body showed his interest almost as much as his fear, his member already growing to attention slowly as he pulled down his underwear, lowering himself onto the diaper on his bedroom floor. Denise's eyes roved up and down her little man's body, the childish, trembling behavior so out of place on a grown man.


"You don't need to do this," Francis mumbled from the floor, his half-erect cock lolling against his inner thigh. "Not if you don't want to..."


Even though they'd been planning this playdate for what seemed like forever, Denise did have to admit she'd doubted if she could actually go through with it. More naturally submissive, she worried that Francis would never see her as a Mommy, be unable to feel little and obedient for somebody he could only see as a diapered babygirl.


But now she was actually doing it... Denise stifled a giggle behind her hand as she looked down at the big, strong man on the floor. Francis' cheeks were cherry red, and his usually playful, demanding gaze was nervous, eyes big pools of anxiety. 


The opened diaper beneath his bare bottom only served to emphasize his nudity. Francis looked completely and utterly vulnerable, and Denise found it both turned her on and filled her with confidence. She didn't need to be some kind of Super Domme to be in control here, because Francis looked like the very idea of a woman Mommy-ing him had sent him right into subspace. He'd be putty in her hands.


"Baby, baby, baby," Denise tutted, crossing her arms with a slowly-spreading smirk. "I want to do this."


"Well, if you didn't, that would-"


"I just said I did," Denise replied sharply. "Don't argue with Mommy."


She thought that might have been the end of it, but Francis bit his lip for several seconds - and then started speaking again:


"But, Denise, you've never done this before," he said, hurriedly, sensing 'Mommy' was about to cut him off. "And really, if you don't want to do this, I-mmf."


Denise had knelt down, an odd mixture of amusement and exasperation on her face, and pressed her finger against Francis' lips, silencing him. Her eyes were fiery but playful as she stared at him for several long seconds, seemingly daring him to speak.


"Little one," Denise began, a chuckle in her voice. "You are so cute. It sounds like maybe you're even more nervous than I ever was about this..."


Francis' eyes darted away, and as a blush crept out from under his stubble, he nodded shyly. Denise felt her heart jump - he was so cute.


"Well, don't be," she said. "Mommy is in control now. You have nothing to worry about."


Francis nodded once more, but Denise could still see the tension in his body. He was obviously having trouble letting go and really sinking into littlespace, no matter how enthusiastic he'd sounded through text. Denise pursed her lips thoughtfully, trying to decide what to do...


"...And since you talked back," Denise said, slowly, her heart pounding quickly as her mind sped, trying to decide if this was the right thing to say or not. "...Mommy says you get a spanking."


Francis' shocked expression alone was enough to make her glad she had said it, the big tough man's pupils shrinking to pinpricks - as his cock visibly twitched, mouth hanging open in disbelief. He obviously hadn't been expecting that, and Denise's mouth twisted into a smirk as she decided to follow her threat through to its conclusion.


"That's right, my naughty little boy," the inexperienced Mommy dom purred. "I'm going to pull your cute little tushy over my lap and smack your perky backside until it's bright pink."


Nodding and swallowing, Francis watched as Denise sat back down on the bed, her ochre legs parted slightly beneath her skirt as she got into the best position possible for laying him across her lap. Somewhat uncertainly, Denise patted her upper thigh with a thin smile, trying to play into that same sense of confidence she'd felt a moment ago.


"Well, come here then," she urged. "Mommy's waiting!"


As if she'd flicked a magic switch, Francis lunged forwards and scrambled to his feet, his dick now mostly stiff. Denise smiled as Francis clambered onto the bed, moving into position over Denise's lip. As he hesitated, uncertain about where to put his hands, Denise whapped Francis gently on his backside, making him give a cute squeak.


"S-sorry, Mommy!" he spluttered, helplessly, as he finally lay obediently across her lap, waiting for his spanking. 


"Oh, you will be," Denise said, threateningly, playfully, as she ran her hand over Francis' surprisingly smooth backside. "You've been such a naughty little boy, haven't you, Francis?"


"I... I have, Mommy?" 


"Oh yes," Denise replied, feeling herself slipping into the 'Big'space she'd previously imagined she'd have to fake, but now came somehow naturally.


"You've been a dirty little baby, thinking filthy thoughts about Mommy," Denise muttered, stroking Francis' quivering rump. "I can tell by how hard your little peepee gets around me..."


Francis audibly gulped, and Denise felt his erection throbbing against her lap, saw his breathing quicken. Oh yes, he was enjoying this fantasy too...


"You've been stroking your baby cock thinking about Mommy's body, haven't you?" Denise urged, and when Francis didn't respond quickly enough, she slapped his backside hard for the first time. "Haven't you?!"


"Ah! Y-yes, Mommy!" Francis spluttered hurriedly, his ass smarting from the first swat. "I'm sorry Mommy!"


"Naughty, naughty baby!" Denise cried out, as she peppered Francis' exposed bottom with surprisingly firm smack, eliciting yelps of surprise and pain from him. "Tell Mommy all your perverted little fantasies or she'll lock your baby cock up forever!"


Francis moaned, screwing up his eyes in a mixture of distress and sheer, unfiltered arousal. As Denise went to town on the adult baby boy's backside, she could feel his erection firm and pulsing against her, his body excited by the spanking as his mind raced to catch up.


"I, I want to suck Momm-AH!- Mommy's titties!" Francis gasped, tears pricking his eyes as the curvy woman spanked him with remarkable ferocity. "I wan-want to grind my cock against my diapers while Mommy rides me!" 


"More!" Denise demanded, her own pulse racing, face flushed, eyes wild as she felt the power that came from utterly dominating someone else surge through her, her hand leaving bright pink imprints on Francis' exposed flesh. "Tell Mommy how much you love your diapers!"


"I, I love my diapers!" Francis spluttered, his legs kicking slightly from the burning, stinging pain in his rumpcheeks. "I wanna be Mommy's helpless baby! I wanna hump against them all day!"


As he spoke, Denise could feel his throbbing erection pulsing against her, fully stiff, begging for a tender touch. That touch didn't come - instead, Denise landed another *smack* right on top of the glowing imprint of her hand, and Francis moaned and writhed, his cock dripping precum needily onto Denise's skirt.


"That's Mommy's naughty, slutty little boy," Denise hissed, burying her fingers in Francis' short hair, tugging his head back gently. "Get back down on the floor!"


Denise gently pushed Francis off of her lap, letting him roll off and catch himself. As he scrambled back into position, the thick, crinkly diaper underneath him, Denise lowered herself to the floor, legs trembling and pussy soaking wet beneath her skirt.


She couldn't have imagined how much of a turn-on this would be in real life, never in her wildest dreams. Francis offered no more protests or hesitation now, covering his face with his hands and flushing as he bit his lip, feeling the plastic wrapping of the diaper being pulled taut around his hips.


His cock was still hard, and Francis couldn't suppress the moan as Denise pressed his hard shaft firmly against his own hot flesh, his dripping tip pushed against his stomach as the soft padding of the diaper enveloped him. It felt so good, not just the contact of the soft, cotton-like lining of the diaper, but the forceful way Denise had taken control of him, had been more 'Mommy' than he'd ever imagined possible.


"Does that feel good, baby boy?" Denise cooed, as she taped the diaper up tightly, trying to ignore how her own hands shook with excitement. "You look so cute like that!"


"It feels amazing, Mommy," Francis confirmed, his cheeks beet red. "Th-thank you..."


For a moment, Denise cupped his cheek in her hand, sharing a gentle, loving gaze, telling Francis wordlessly what she'd said before - that it was okay, that Mommy was in charge now... And then she gently pulled his face towards hers, sharing a deep, tender kiss, where she was totally in control.


As she pulled away, Denise breathed out heavily through her nose. This power was intoxicating, and she couldn't believe she'd never even thought about domming before now.


"Let's get baby dressed up nicely, hm?" Denise remarked, as she lifted herself to her feet. "Come on, little one. Show Mommy where you're keeping your cutest outfits..."


Francis hesitated, but Denise couldn't let the momentum fail her now. Boldly, she pulled open a drawer, peering into it to see if it had anything appropriate inside. When it didn't, she tutted, pushing it quickly shut.


"Well?" Denise said, turning to Francis with a playful smirk. "Where's baby's best play clothes?"


Francis bit his lip, and then slowly raised his hand to point toward his closet, looking up at Denise shyly. 


"In there, Mommy," he said, in a squeaky little voice that made him sound far younger. "That's where I keep all my, um... AB stuff..."


Denise pulled the closet door open triumphantly, while Francis shrank away, embarrassed. It was still humiliating to have his baby clothes pulled out, clear evidence he wanted this, wanted to be treated like Denise's submissive adult toddler. 


As Denise held aloft a pacifier, Francis' eyes widened - and Denise's smirk grew. His embarrassed smile was soon hidden behind the shield of the binky, suckling quietly, dick pulsing inside the soft, comforting lining of the diaper. He watched, soothed and excited all at once by the silicone nipple in his mouth, as Mommy grabbed a cute blue and white romper, with little sailboats and anchors all over.


"Awww," Denise cooed, with a chuckle in her voice. "Does widdle baby wanna wear his cute romper?"


Francis nodded almost unthinkingly, despite his shyness. Of course he wanted to be gently dressed up by his cute Mommy in an adorable outfit! It was the kind of scenario ABDL men dreamed of, and Francis knew there were even better things to come.


"Yesh, Momma," he mumbled around the binky, lifting his arms so Denise could pull the top of the romper down over him.


It had been a long, long time since anybody had dressed Francis, and he savored it, sighing gently as the stretchy cotton fabric enveloped him. His hairy adult body disappeared underneath a playfully infantile pattern, and Francis couldn't help but giggle gently as Denise tickled his side, laying him down so she could do the romper up between his legs.


The diaper scrunched between his thighs as the romper was done up, and Francis felt its presence even more keenly than before. As Denise helped the now fully-dressed adult baby to his feet, Francis had to resist the urge to rock his hips, pressing his turgid cock against the thick diaper between his legs.


"Thank you, Mommy," Francis murmured softly, as she led him downstairs. "Wub you..."


"Mommy loves you too, baby boy," Denise replied - and she could hardly wait to explore other kinds of love with him, too...
  

***

They snuggled on the couch while the television played on, a cutesie toddler program on the screen. Francis was stiff all over at first, but slowly started to melt into the experience, relaxing against Denise's soft chest as he watched a cartoon monkey search for his lost cutlass.


The feeling of the curvy woman's fingers running through his hair - Francis felt himself smiling softly behind the binky, the gentle, intimate touch like nothing he'd ever felt before. Denise was so lovingly attentive, her subtle scent enveloping Francis as he relaxed against her.


"Do you know where the treasure chest is?" the monkey onscreen asked, and Francis found himself yelling out a response almost unthinkingly.


"Behind da palm twee!" he babbled, pointing at the screen. "Dere!"


"You're such a clever little baby, aren't you?" Denise cooed, kissing Francis' cheek, amused at how happy and giggly he was now that he was letting himself truly sink into littlespace. "Mommy thinks you're adorable..."


Francis flushed, cuddling up closer to Denise. With her holding him like this, he felt almost as adorable as Mommy said he was.


Denise herself felt the strangest combination of excitement and adoration, maternal love mingling with the desire to claim and dominate this man. Every brush of her fingertips against Francis' skin sent excited shivers down her spine. 


It felt so strange to be so turned on by this, by Francis being dressed up like a toddler, complete with a thick diaper, clinging to Denise and calling her 'Mommy'. But in fact it was how perverted, dirty, and wrong it felt that fed into Denise's arousal. She was a sexy, curvy vixen, corrupting her innocent little baby boy...


As he watched the cartoon, Francis shivered almost imperceptibly, sucking the pacifier just a little slower. His erection had finally gone down enough that he could empty his bladder a little, shifting just slightly as he closed his eyes, enjoying the warm, wet feeling that bloomed outwards from his crotch.


"Nmmf," he mumbled, quietly, keeping his gaze fixed on the TV screen. "...I went peepee, Mommy."


"That's my good boy," Denise replied instantly, surprising herself. "Using your diapers like a good little baby..."


Her hand slid down between Francis' legs, feeling the heat through the romper, through the sodden padding of the diaper. God, she'd wanted to stretch this out for longer - but the heat in the room was making her dizzy with arousal, her body tingling, blood fizzing as it raced straight down to her crotch.


Francis was already watching as Denise's free hand moved to her chest, smiling coyly, enticingly at him as he watched her. Again she reveled in the feeling of power and control, in being so utterly dominant that she controlled Francis' body itself. She didn't reach out to feel, but Denise could tell that Francis' cock was hard once again, pushing against the soaking lining of his used diaper, his incongruously cute expression and outfit making the whole scenario feel positively filthy.


Denise's pulse raced, heart thumping in her ears as she began to slowly undo the buttons of her blouse. She had a rapt audience in Francis, who was no longer interested in the activities of the cartoon characters onscreen, instead watching as the tawny brown of his Mommy's breasts became visible.


"Does Mommy's baby want a replacement for that pacifier?" Denise asked, her cheeks flushing at such a corny turn of phrase - but it worked, Francis nodding eagerly, his pacifier falling from his opened lips.


A moment later, and he'd clambered onto the couch seat beside her, tenderly cupping and stroking her left breast, almost reverently. Denise chuckled, but nodded encouragingly as Francis looked up at her uncertainly, before slowly lowering his parted lips towards her excited nipple. 


As Francis lips clumsily wrapped around Denise's stiff, eager nub, his Mommy herself reached down between the little boy's thighs. Francis moaned, sending tingling vibrations up through Denise's sensitive flesh, pleasure racing up and down her spine, as he felt Mommy's firm grasp around his cock through even the thick padding and cottony romper.


"Mmmm... That's right, baby boy," Denise gasped, her breathing shallow and excited as she rubbed and fondled Francis clumsily through his diaper. "Mommy ...nmm... loves your little lips on her titties..."


The filthy language made Francis groan low in his throat, his hips pushing up to meet Denise's hand, more excited than he could ever remember being in his life. Swirling his tongue around Mommy's firm button, Francis' lips teased and pressed sloppily against Denise's raised areola, the two of them moaning and breathing eagerly together as the heat between them rose.


Pulling his open mouth away, Francis switched breasts and latched onto the second, hearing Denise cry out in pleasure, tightening her grip around his cock. Francis wasted no time, suckling Denise's stiff nipple frantically as if he really were just a baby, sitting on Mommy's lap while she touched him in the naughtiest way possible.


"O-oh, baby," Denise groaned, her own hips rolling needily. "Ohhh, you're so- so stiff through your little pampers, aren't you?"


This felt so filthy and perverted, but that fact only made Denise more and more excited. She could feel Francis' excited tongue running over and over her nipple, electric tingles shooting straight down between her crotch - but she wanted more, so much more. Francis' Mommy wanted to cum... And she wanted to see, to feel, her adult little boy do the same.


"S-stop, stop," she cried, somewhat reluctantly, easing her throbbing nipple from Francis' mouth. "Lay down on the floor for Mommy again..."


Francis looked uncertain for just a moment, his tongue still hanging out, missing the feeling of warm, soft boob smooshed against his face. And then that moment passed, as the adult baby boy realized Denise wanted to go further with him, wanted to push his fantasies to the limit...


A moment later, he was on the ground, the poppers on his romper being quickly undone, his eyes wide as his Mommy became like a wild cat in heat. His cock throbbed, feeling completely owned and controlled - and Denise smirked as she reached down between her legs, slowly peeling down her underwear, soaked with her own juices.


"What Mommy doin'?" Francis asked, cutely, lost in the fantasy himself. "Is Mommy gonna give me a special cuddle?"


"Sort of," Denise said, her face red, her smile wide, as she straddled Francis, remembering his naughty confession from earlier. "Since you're such a widdle baby, I don't think Mommy should let you put your baby cock inside me..."


Francis gulped, nodding slowly as he felt the weight of Denise's body pressing against him, her crotch smushed against the front of his diaper. He swallowed repeatedly, watching as her lips split and spread around the lump in his padding, his erection maddeningly close to her pussy... but separated by the thick layer of plastic and padding.


"So Mommy's going to ride you, just like you wanted," Denise said, with a wink, as she rolled her hips firmly upwards, eliciting a groan of pleasure from Francis as she did so. "And you can hump against your didees instead of Mommy."


"Y-yes, Mommy," Francis spluttered, eyes rolling back in his head, as Denise's hips rocked back and forth on top of him.


The pressure, the wet little noises as Mommy's slick pussy shifted back and forth on the diaper, feeling her through the padding so vaguely... It was maddening, yet so arousing, Francis feeling trapped in his diapers, humping against them just as Mommy had said he would.


Denise herself could feel her breathing quickening, her bare breasts swinging slightly as she shifted her body forwards and backwards. Her stiff nub rubbed over and over against the place where Francis' cocktip was, the stimulation sending erotic sparks straight between her most private places.


But what made her most excited was the gently moaning, gasping, squirming man beneath her. Denise swore she could feel him throbbing through the diaper, grinding and whimpering as his cock was left trapped inside it, an erotic symbol of his status as Denise's baby.


He was so hot and excited for this, Denise could tell. She'd made the right call, and she ground her mound more firmly against Francis through his pampers, elicting a surprised moan, the man's knuckles growing white as his hands curled tighter into fists.


Francis tried to match his eager, humping movements to Denise's, but it was becoming a struggle. His constantly leaking cock mixed precum with the wetness already inside the diaper, his body racing towards a climax he knew was just around the corner. His eyes closed, mouth hanging open in sheer bliss, overwhelmed by sensation.


His diaper crinkled rhythmically as Denise rocked back and forth on top of him, his romper unsnapped, Mommy riding him, just like he'd fantasized about. He was totally helpless, Denise's obedient little toy, her baby, and it felt at once powerfully humiliating... and amazingly arousing.


Francis could feel himself getting harder and harder, teeth gritting around nothing, his peak so very close... As he turned his head to the side, and his gaze fell on the forgotten pacifier, waiting on the floor...


A reminder of how Denise had taken complete control of him - and he was her submissive little baby boy, being humped through his diapers.


"Hnnngh!" Francis grunted, hands flying up to grab Denise's hips with a suddenness that made her gasp. "Oh Mommy! Mommy!"


His cock throbbed, pulsed, as he shot his first load into the soaking padding, muscles trembling as he did so. For a moment, Francis' whole body was seized in the grip of feverish pleasure, trembling - and then he grunted again, head jerking backwards as his balls unloaded once again, hot, thick cum spurting into the diaper as Denise pinned him down.


She grinned, proudly, as she felt Francis' shudder and spurt into his thick, soggy padding. Denise had proved to herself that this, too, was for her, that this, too, was a role she could take and revel in. Babygirl... and now Mommy, too.


"Ohhhh," Francis groaned as he collapsed onto the floor, totally spent. "Fank you, Mommy..."


"You're not finished yet," Denise shot back, neatly dismounting from the diaper, leaving clear juices glistening on the outer plastic shell. "Why don't you come over here and give Mommy some special kisses?"


Denise's legs shook almost as much as her voice, reaching down with slender fingers to spread her folds apart as she opened her legs wide for easier access. Francis licked his lips - and then rolled onto his front, crawling towards his Mommy.


"Yes, Momma," he panted, lowering his face reverently towards Denise's slick wetness - and then rapidly drawing his tongue through the sopping, burning hot treasure between her folds.


Denise moaned gutterally, as her baby boy worshiped her pussy, determined to make Mommy feel as good as he had. She could tell from Francis' heavy breathing, his snorting, flaring nostrils as his tongue happily licked between her folds, that he was exhausted - but Denise was so worked up from all the foreplay that she knew she'd climax soon anyway.


"Ohhh, b-baby boy," Denise managed, panting, legs spread, hand reaching down to tangle in Francis' short hair. "Mmm...mmore!" 


Francis' response was instant, his tongue and lips moving together, licking and sucking at Denise's stiff, throbbing clit. She felt her pulse racing, barely able to catch her breath as she looked down, seeing a head pressed between her thighs, pleasures she could feel but not see as Francis' tongue delved deep into her most intimate spaces.


And beyond that, a thick, adult body - but one dressed in a baby's romper, a thick diaper on his backside... The kinky sight combined with a sudden swipe over her already-stiff and eager clit made Denise squeal loudly, legs trembling and buckling. Her body was so, so close to the edge.


"Yesss.... M-make Mommy cu-cum!" she demanded, pushing Francis' already dripping face harder down between her thighs...


Denise was well rewarded, as Francis began to suckle hungrily on her engorged clit, pushing her right over the edge suddenly. Denise squealed and shrieked, banging a fist on the floor, as she frantically ground her crotch against Francis' face.


Fireworks of bliss exploded behind her eyes, as she lost her mind with pleasure, pulse after pulse of sheer orgasmic bliss wracking her entire body. She collapsed backwards, still moaning, gasping, shuddering, as Francis pushed her well past the point of no return, his tender ministrations carrying her on waves and waves of amazing sensations that never seemed to end.


At last, at long last, Denise finally felt the last drop of orgasm had been wrung out of her, her body shuddered one last time... and she sagged, just as Francis stopped licking and sucking and teasing her. She let out a soft, contented moan, reaching out dreamily to thank Francis with words she didn't have right now.


As Francis slowly sat up, she could see the proud smirk on his face, his own cheeks almost as flushed as hers. Yes, she'd been Mommy - but for a moment there she'd been a slave to her own pleasure, and to Francis' wonderful, talented mouth...


"Love you, Mommy," Francis said, licking his stubble clean of Denise's clear, sticky juices, a twinkle of mischief in the diapered man's eyes. "....And I love my babygirl, too..."


Denise laughed, reaching for him, wordlessly. When their lips met, she tasted herself on him, and sighed happily when they pulled apart, taking in everything - the pacifier, the diaper, the man in front of her.


This, too, was for Denise. 


And she knew she could be very happy with it. 

End.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

His Darling in Diapers

His Darling in Diapers - Taking the Leap

Gwen groggily fumbled with the keys she tried to open the front door to the house she shared with her Daddy, and fiancee, Troy. Another late shift, another day getting home after dark, knowing Troy would soon be going to bed. Gwen absolutely hated how little they saw each other now. They only really had weekends now, which were their special time together.


"Hi there," Troy said as Gwen walked in. "How was your day?" 

The grumpy look Gwen gave him apparently conveyed her annoyance with work and how fed up she was at that moment.


"Oof, that bad, huh?" Troy said, with a sympathetic smile on his face. "Would having Daddy around help you?"


Gwen swallowed, softly, looking at the ground, biting her lip as she thought about it. She sometimes felt greedy, how much she wanted her Daddy… She didn't want to be overbearing, or a burden. But Troy had just offered it, so…


"Uh huh," she mumbled, a soft smile on her face.


"Then come here, my baby girl," Troy rumbled, throwing his arms open.


Whimpering happily, Gwen ran towards Troy, throwing herself into her arms and clinging, nuzzling her head under his chin, pressing against him, trying to fit as much of her body in contact with Troy’s as she possibly could.


Today had been horrible, today have been terrible, and the worst part was, it wasn't even that bad. It wasn't like today had been an exceptionally terrible work day. No – it was just slightly worse than normal. And that fact made Gwen's heart hurt.


Troy snuggled and comforted Gwen, as she relaxed in his arms, breathing in that intoxicating, musky, Daddy-ish scent. Gwen was short, far shorter than Troy, who easily towered over her - but was still so tender, so gentle, and loving. He was soft but muscular, while Gwen was slightly chubby, with soft round breasts and wide hips. They had similar hair, but Gwen’s was a darker shade of brown - complementing her emerald green eyes. 

Troy had always been healthy, getting to the gym every week - but after putting on a little weight over the last holiday, Gwen enjoyed the layer of softness over his strong muscles, a little snuggly cushion just for her.

“Poke,” she said, giggling as her finger prodded Troy’s tummy.

“Don’t get used to that, babygirl,” Troy chuckled into her ear. “It’ll be off again by February.”

“Boo,” Gwen said, pouting playfully. “I like you this way, you’re like a teddy bear.”

“I’m supposed to be more like a grizzly bear,” Troy murmured, tickling at her side gently. “To protect my cute little cub.”


Gwen giggled, feeling her worries from the day melting away. In and out of the the bedroom, Troy was a perfect Daddy: paternal, affectionate, gentle. All traits that made Gwen's heart flutter, and made her feel like the mushy little girl she was. 

After a little while, Troy kissed Gwen lightly on the head and murmured something in her ear:

“Come on, sweetie. Let’s go upstairs, I need to get my babygirl in her pampers, don’t I?”

With a bashful grin, Gwen turned her head to look up at Troy, and nodded softly, allowing herself to be helped up. She eagerly followed Troy up the stairs, allowing herself to be led into their bedroom, where Troy had diapered her more times than she could count. As Troy motioned for her to lift her arms, she did so, sighing with relief as her work polo shirt was pulled off.

“That’s a good girl,” Troy said, smiling, as she unhooked Gwen’s aqua-colored bra, her milky white breasts hanging freely now. “Stand up so Daddy can get your pants off…”

Obediently, Gwen stood, stepping out of her pants and underwear as they were pulled down to the floor. She wriggled her rump, giggling, feeling freer than she had all day. She absolutely hated the uniform they made her wear at Greater Goods - before she met Troy, she would strip it off as soon as she got home.

Nowadays, she hated it just as much - but she preferred to let her Daddy undress her instead.

“Socks on?” Troy asked, as Gwen lay back down on the bed.

“Please,” Gwen replied. “It’s a little cold this evening.”

Troy nodded in understanding, heading to their closet and grabbing a diaper. Gwen’s eyes lit up when she saw it was the one with cute dinosaurs all over - Gwen loved dinosaurs, and liked to pretend to be one sometimes in littlespace.

“Rawwrr!” she said, with a big grin, curling her fingers into claws.

“Oh, you’re my little dinosaur now, hm?” Troy said, with a smile, as he slid the diaper under Gwen’s rump. “I hope you’re going to be a good little dinosaur for me.”

“I’m always good, Daddy,” Gwen replied, with faux indignation. “Always.”

“Hmm, I don’t know about that,” Troy said, smoothing out the back wings of the diaper. “But I suppose you’re cute enough to get away with being naughty sometimes.”

“Mmhm,” Gwen said, laying back and closing her eyes.

The first few times that Troy had put her in a diaper had been heart stopping. Gwen had laid there, terrified of what she might think, heart thumping just from the experience of being diapered by somebody else for the first time, certain Troy would find her obvious pleasure at it a turn-off and leave forever. It didn't matter that Troy himself had suggested it, Gwen had found herself shaking, the experience completely overwhelming for her.

And when the diaper was finally on, she and Troy dove for each other like wild animals on a piece of meat. The endorphins and adrenaline coursed through her blood and Gwen quickly found herself grinding the same crinkly diaper she’d been so ashamed of against Troy’s palm, rubbing, groping, teasing her.

Diaper changes had long since become routine. But now Gwen closed her eyes to focus on different feelings Not the exciting, thrilling, arousal she felt that first-time – the simple comfort of being looked after. She focused on the scent as her Daddy lightly powdered her, allowing herself to drift off into a world of babyhood.

She sighed happily, as she felt the front of the diaper being pulled up, and fastened snugly, one tape after another. Gwen opened her mouth, knowing what was next - and Troy didn't disappoint, pushing Gwen’s pink pacifier into her mouth, where she suckled it gently, sighing.

"Okay, baby girl, sit up," Troy said as he grabbed hold of Gwen’s hands and pulled upwards. "Arms in the air."

It was amazing how just being put in a diaper, and taking off the stiff, uncomfortable work clothes, could change Gwen's mental state so much for the better. She felt almost completely free.

Almost.

Most days, Gwen still had a dark cloud back of her head and knew she had to go back to work the next day. Since it was Friday, usually it would be gone – but this weekend, like the weekend before, Gwen found herself unable to completely stop thinking about it.

As Troy pulled down one of Gwen’s favorite t-shirts (red, with a big yellow sauropod on the front), she frowned, just a little. Lately she’d been unable to stop thinking about her life. She was 25 now, and still working the same bad job she had been when she met Troy. She hated it, and every time she got to be Troy’s little girl it just made the gulf between the life she wanted and life she had seem even bigger.

“Okay babygirl, all done,” Troy said, sitting down on the bed beside Gwen. “Now, you wanna tell me what’s up with that grumpy look.”

Gwen groaned. She almost didn’t want to think about work, but she knew it would make her feel better to vent. Nodding, she rolled onto her side to look up at Troy, shuffling her head into her Daddy’s lap, handing him the pacifier.

“Well, Craig was on my a- my butt again, about pushing those stupid torches at the register…”

Troy nodded, smiling internally about Gwen catching herself before she cussed. Troy had spanked her repeatedly in the past for having a pottymouth, instead of just pottypants.

“They’re really bad, and people know it,” Gwen said, frowning. “But he wants me to hawk them, talk them up as if they’re amazing.”

She pouted, fiddling with the plastic waistband of her thick dinosaur diaper.

“It really sucks,” she said. “And he’s upset about me not getting many memberships, too.”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I know you always ask people about that.”

“Well, yeah. But most people don’t say yes. Which is my fault apparently,” Gwen rolled her eyes as she spoke, huffing. “And I just don’t really get on with anybody else at work.”


“Mm,” Troy said, frowning, having heard this complaint many times before. 

“Not, not just that Christian guy,” Gwen said. “But like, they’re all either way older or dudes who think I have no idea what I’m doing. They make me feel stupid all day even when they mess up worse than I do.”

“You’re not stupid, love,” Troy said, softly, stroking Gwen’s hair. “It’s wrong for them to treat you that way.”

“I know. But they still do,” Gwen sighed.

They cuddled in silence for a few minutes, Gwen nuzzling her head against Troy’s stomach, Troy stroking her hair gently, leaning down to kiss her nose.

“Hon, I’m glad to let you vent, any time, you know that - but is there something more to this?” Troy asked, watching Gwen’s expression. “Did something else happen? You seem… more upset than usual tonight. I want my babygirl happy.”

Gwen frowned, looking away for a minute.

“Well… a customer yelled at me for something that wasn’t my fault. But that didn’t bother me that much…”

“Something else, then?”

Gwen swallowed. She didn’t want to talk about things that were impossible. But she didn’t want to keep any of her thoughts and feelings from her Daddy.

“...Yeah, I guess,” Gwen sighed. “...I think I’m just getting burnt out on working there all the time. I still spend all week looking forward to this, to the weekend, but… I just really wish we could do this every day.”

Troy frowned deeply.

“Me too,” she said.

Gwen watched as Troy’s expression changed, like the beginning of an idea had just popped into his head. He stared at the wall, thinking for a moment.

“What?” Gwen asked, lifting herself off of Troy’s lap.

“...We could do that.”

At first Gwen was confused, then it dawned on her what Troy meant. She scoffed.

“Don’t be ridiculous, I have to work, and so do you…”

“No you don’t,” Troy said, quickly.

Gwen looked at her, frowning, waiting for her to explain. She tried to ignore the excitement pounding in her chest, telling herself that any second now, Troy would say ‘oh, never mind’ as she realized it was crazy, impossible…

“I make enough money to support both of us,” Troy said, looking Gwen in the eye. “And I got that raise last month, so now we’re even more secure. We don’t need the second paycheck.”

“It’s… It’s good to have, though,” Gwen said, frowning. “We can buy things with it.”

“What’s worth more - being able to buy some extra luxuries, or your happiness?”

Gwen swallowed, looking away in thought. That was a point. When she thought about it like that, Gwen realized she would give up going out to dinner or buying some new gadget every other week, if it meant she never had to step foot in her workplace ever again.

“...You’re, you’re supposed to have a job,” Gwen insisted, softly. “As an adult, I mean. You… everybody does.”

“Why?” Troy asked, shrugging. “Why should you? We don’t need it, you don’t want it… who cares? There’s no ‘supposed to’. You just have to do what makes you happy.”

Gwen’s chest was pounding, and she could tell Troy’s was too, both of them caught up in the excitement of the moment.

“If you get bored, you can get a hobby, or a better job,” Troy continued. “I can work from home a lot of the time, so we’d be together - nearly always.”

“You’d get bored of me,” Gwen said, quietly, giving Troy a vulnerable look.

“Never!”

“You’ll get tired of having to look after me…”

Troy shook her head, taking Gwen’s hand and squeezing firmly.

“Sweetheart, I love looking after you. I will never feel that way. I promise.”

The two of them looked at each other, Troy’s eyes wide and his smile broad as his head span with new possibilities, Gwen’s own eyes skeptical, uncertain. But she was wearing a diaper with dinosaurs all over, sat on her Daddy’s bed, holding his hand and being asked to take a leap of faith into something she’d always wanted.

“...Wellll,” she said, slowly. “...I guess, we could try, if you like…”

Troy beamed, wrapping Gwen in a big hug, kissing her over and over as she giggled and protested playfully, squriming in her Daddy’s arms.

“Let’s spend the whole weekend with you being small,” Troy said, grinning. “Afterwards, on Monday you can call work and tell them if you’ll be coming back.”

“O-okay,” Gwen replied, smiling, already feeling like a weight had been lifted.

Was she really going to quit her job, and do… nothing? It seemed completely outlandish, but the thought made Gwen giddy and excited, her heart thumping aggressively as she imagined never going back to work, spending nearly every day with her Daddy.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Gwen said, breathlessly, a happy grin on her face as Troy draped an arm around her, cuddling her on the bed.

“Believe it, cutiepie,” Troy replied, booping her nose and eliciting a playful giggle. “Now, let’s find us a Bizney movie to watch before bed...”

***

Snuggling with Troy gave Gwen a warm feeling inside, and between her legs. Like always, she slowly wet herself through the movie, sharing light pecks on the cheek with Troy every so often, smiling and giggling. She felt so much better already now, just knowing she probably wasn’t going back to work on Monday.

As the credits rolled, those light kisses turned more passionate and heated, and Troy’s hand snaked down between Gwen’s thighs, finding her diaper squishy and warm to the touch.

“Good girl for using your diapers, baby,” Troy murmured, and Gwen blushed before she met his lips with another kiss.

Troy’s kisses were always intoxicating, gentle but not submissive, they reminded Gwen of Troy’s paternal nature. They were playful, but insistent. ‘Look,’ they said. ‘Here’s how you really kiss.’

Gwen found herself moaning suddenly, as Troy’s groping hand pushed more forcefully between her legs, grinding the soaked diaper against her slit. She whimpered, bucking her hips softly, enjoying the wet padding rubbing against her stiff clit, but wanting more than she could get while the diaper was on.

“Does my little babygirl need a change?” Troy asked, with a sultry smile.

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen said, whimpering, spreading her legs as Troy sat between her thighs.

Gwen was almost sure that Troy planned for the change to turn into sex, and as she watched Troy slide off his jeans, his thick cock as eager and excited as Gwen’s pussy was wet, she was certain of it. She squeed happily as Troy reached for her diaper’s tapes, undoing them with teasing slowness.

“Gosh, somebody’s very wet, aren’t they?” he remarked, as she began to wipe Gwen clean.

Gwen tingled, nodding slowly, her pussy lips engorged and flushed with eagerness, clit poking between her folds as Troy ran the wipes lightly across her skin. She gasped with sudden pleasure as Troy’s finger delved between her folds, stroking her lovebutton with the wipe, whimpering as her Daddy stimulated her lightly.

“Oohh, Daddy,” she whined, and Troy chuckled, sliding the used diaper out from under her bottom.

"What a frisky little girl," he murmured, as he lowered her face between Gwen's legs.

Gwen let out a soft breath as she felt Troy's lips on her mound, kissing gently, trailing down to her slit. Again, Troy was gentle but in control, holding Gwen's thighs apart with one hand, reaching under and stroking her own cock in time with the loving kisses and occasional licks he bestowed on Gwen.

Like when they kissed, Troy's tongue took firm control, stiff, not sloppy, licking gently again and again at the rigid bundle of nerves at the top of Gwen's excited slit. It ran in between her folds, tasting her flowing juices, eliciting excited whimpers and moans as Troy worked Gwen into a hot, panting, dripping mess, legs spread, whining softly as she ground against her Daddy's diligent tongue.

"Oh, Daddy, oh, please," Gwen moaned, her mouth open in perpetual ecstacy. "It feels sooo good."

Troy smirked, giving one long, lingering lick along Gwen's frantic wetness, and then lifting her mouth, causing Gwen to sag, sighing, knowing this was only a brief break in stimulation - Troy was moving over on top of her, his hot, heavy, hard erection hovering above her mound.

“Do you want Daddy to fuck you, princess?” he asked, smirking, knowing the answer.

“Yes, yes, please Daddy, fuck me!” Gwen begged, breathlessly. “Fuck your little diaper girl!”

With a grunt, Troy lowered his hips, carefully sliding his shaft between Gwen’s wet folds, finding his target easily. He pushed gently, sliding in deep, to the hilt, easily filling Gwen’s slippery canal with his hard Daddycock.

“Ohhhh,” Gwen moaned, enjoying that full feeling.

“Mmm, that’s my good girl,” Troy panted, rocking his hips back and forth. “Taking Daddy’s cock deep inside you…”

Gwen nodded, breathlessly, her face flushed, savoring the feeling of every stroke in and out of her eager tightness. Her legs lifted, wrapping around Troy’s waist as he rocked on top of him, her feminine softness embracing his gentle, powerful masculinity in all ways. Gwen allowed her eyes to open, gazing into Troy’s hazel pair that looked down at her with love and lust, smouldering in intensity.

They were so close, their chests pressed together, both of them breathing, panting, in unison, as Troy increased his speed, the bedsprings squeaking underneath them. Gwen could only speak in gasps and whimpers now, silently parting her lips and melting underneath the tender, loving Daddy who was plunging in and out of her spread pussy.

“Ohh, babygirl, Daddy loves you so much, Daddy loves you,” Troy gasped, grasping his little girl’s hips.

She could feel her peak approaching, the little golden rockets they let off before the main firework show, her body ready to explode. And from Gwen’s closed eyes, opened mouth, and the way her tightness embraced Troy like a glove now, she could tell he was feeling the same way. Troy pulled his hips back slowly, and then plunged deep into Gwen’s pussy, eliciting a happy moan from the girl beneath.

He continued like that, with long, powerful strokes, feeling Gwen tensing, her back arching, breathing heavy as her Daddy’s cock filled her over and over, whimpering, racing towards the edge until suddenly she cried out, overwhelmed by pleasure. Her orgasm hit her like a crashing wave, sucking her under to a place of unbearable bliss she thought she might never return from.

Troy felt Gwen cumming around him, and groaned, sliding his hips gently forwards, his hardness nudging the entrance to Gwen’s womb - and he came too, throbbing inside Gwen. Their orgasms fed and built on each other, her whimpering and gasping, him shuddering as he unloaded spurt after spurt of cum inside her, his rocking gradually slowing, both of them riding out the pleasure until they were both exhausted, panting, separating with a kiss.

“That… was s-so good,” Gwen panted, shuffling over to be cuddled by her Daddy.

“I love you princess,” Troy whispered, putting an arm around her.

“I love you, Daddy,” Gwen said back, her heart soaring.

She couldn’t wait to see what the rest of her new life would be like.

***

When Gwen woke up, the first thing she noticed was that Troy's arms were no longer around her. She whimpered, sitting up on the bed, looking for her Daddy, but he was nowhere to be found.

The second thing Gwen noticed, now that she was sitting up and sniffing the air, was the heavenly scent of pancakes wafting up from the kitchen below. She took a big whiff, licking her lips. Troy had obviously decided to cook today, and Gwen's tummy rumbled gently, suggesting maybe that was what had subconsciously woken her up.

"Mmm," she murmured, as her feet hit the floor.

After they'd both finished last night, Troy had slid another fresh diaper under Gwen's rump. It was a little trickier to put on this time, since Gwen was so boneless and limp, her legs too weak and trembling to help lift her body as Troy put the diaper on her. But they'd fallen asleep back in their original positions, arms and legs entwined, until Troy had gotten up this morning, apparently.

Now that 'fresh' diaper was sagging a little, filled with a whole night's worth of pee. Gwen ignored it as she climbed down the stairs, rushing to the figure leaning over the stove.

"Troy, you got up without me!" She said, pouting playfully.

"It's 'Daddy' from now on, kiddo," Troy replied, smirking, and then smirking more at the blush on Gwen's cheeks. "Anyway... I wanted to make you breakfast."

"Hmmmm," Gwen tapped her chin, pretending to think. "Then I guess I can forgive you!"

"Wow, thank you," Troy said back, chuckling. "These are nearly ready. Can you go sit down at the table?"

Sometimes, when it was her day to be little, Gwen would pout and beg to be allowed to watch TV on the sofa with her breakfast (usually resulting in a spanking before she even got to eat). But today she nodded obediently, heading to the table with only one or two glances back at the steamy stack of pancakes Troy was holding.

When she sat down on the chair, her diaper squished underneath her, and she blushed, giggling a little at the sensation. There was no denying how soaking wet she was... But a change could wait until after breakfast.

Troy came in, smiling, setting the plate down in front of Gwen. Gwen snatched up the fork that was already beside her placemat, preparing to dig in, when Troy stopped her abruptly.

"Hold on a moment, princess," he ordered, and Gwen did that, practically quivering with the need to stuff her mouth with pancakey goodness.

Troy leaned down over Gwen, using a knife and fork to cut the pancakes into tiny pieces. It made Gwen’s heart flutter, and a look of happy embarrassment came onto her face as Troy finally finished.

“Now, what do we say?”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Gwen replied, sweetly, feeling totally in love with her Daddy at that moment.

“Good girl,” Troy purred, kissing Gwen’s head. “I hope you like it. Be careful with the syrup, okay?”

Gwen nodded, but she was already grabbing the syrup with both hands, pouring a sizable portion onto her plate. Troy rolled his eyes with a smile, knowing Gwen would never finish it all, as he sat down beside her.

He’d also set out a fresh sippy cup of juice, and once Gwen had frantically gulped down her first mouthful of pancakes (smearing about half of it over her cheeks…), she began to chug from it thirstily, before going straight back to devouring her breakfast like a rabid chipmunk.

“Slow down,” Troy said, chuckling, as she took a mouthful of pancake herself. “You’ll get indigestion.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” Gwen said, batting her eyelashes. “It’s just soooo good!”

Troy’s heart jumped too. Gwen was so precious, the perfect mix of little girl and beautiful woman, and Troy couldn’t help but fall in love with her every time he saw her. Especially when she was like this, legs swinging in her chair, face smeared with syrup, completely carefree as she sat in just a diaper and a t-shirt in their dining room, totally loving and trusting her Daddy to take care of her.

Gwen was nearly finished with her pancakes now, and as Troy watched, she squirmed, then stared off into space for a few moments - the trademark sign of a little wetting their diaper. Only…

“...Oops,” Gwen said softly, biting her lip.

She could feel her diaper had overflowed onto the wooden chair, warm liquid seeping out of the legcuffs. She shifted a little to try and get her diaper to absorb the remaining liquid, but all that happened was more was pushed out, dribbling onto her thighs.

“Did you leak, baby?” Troy asked, raising an eyebrow.

For a moment, Gwen looked ashamed, nodding slowly as she looked at her plate. It was so adorable Troy had to suppress a ‘d’aww’, reaching out across the table to grab Gwen’s chubby hand.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Troy told her, with a loving smile. “Daddy knows tiny baby girls can’t hold it for very long. I should have changed you when we got up, huh?”

“Y-yeah… You shoulda!” Gwen grinned, kicking her feet. “You’re naughty, Daddy!”

“Ohhh, I am, huh? Well if I’m so naughty, maybe I won’t change you at all…” Troy threatened playfully as he stood up, stacking the plates.

“Noooo! I didn’t mean it!” Gwen protested, her eyes wide. “You’re the best Daddy.”

“Really?”

Gwen reached out and put her arms around Troy’s waist, pressing her face against his tummy, nodding.

“Yuh huh,” she said softly, before pulling back and looking up at Troy’s face.

“You really, really are.”

Troy smiled widely back at her, but Gwen was now looking down, at Troy’s tummy, with a frown on her face. Troy followed her gaze… to where his shirt had been covered in syrup from Gwen’s face.

“Special enough to cover me in breakfast, apparently!” Troy said, chuckling as he helped Gwen up off her seat. “C’mon, let’s both go upstairs and get changed.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy!” Gwen said, as Troy led her to the bedroom.

“I know,” Troy sighed, not unhappily.

“I love you, Daddy.”

“I know that too.”

***

Ten minutes later, and Gwen had a new diaper on - while Troy had put on a new t-shirt - and they were now on the sofa, Troy idly flipping through the kids channels until he found something that looked like it might hold Gwen’s interest for a while.

“Daddy has to go clean the kitchen now,” he said, to a pout from Gwen. “While I’m busy, why don’t you draw me a picture, hm?”

“...Okayyy,” Gwen agreed, sliding down off the couch to kneel at the coffee table. “Can you get me the crayons please, Daddy?”

Troy got her the crayons and a stack of construction paper, kissing the top of her head before he left to go, heading into the kitchen with purpose. He didn’t show it, but he was as nervous and excited as Gwen was. Luckily it seemed like everything was going well so far. This seemed like it could really work - and he hadn’t seen Gwen so happy and relaxed in weeks.

With Troy gone, Gwen picked out a piece of construction paper (yellow) and a crayon (green) and tapped her chin with it thoughtfully, wondering what to draw.

Today had been… amazing, so far. And that was the thing, ‘so far’ was just the beginning. She had a whole day of being Troy’s little girl, and then another. Usually, every moment was tinged with a little dread, the knowledge this would have to end and she’d be going to her depressing, dead end job tainting it all.

Like every time she was little, Gwen wished it could never end. Unlike every other time, Gwen knew there was a chance that might actually happen. And the longer this went on, the harder she found it to even consider returning to her job.

Gwen shook her head to clear it. Little thoughts, little thoughts… She squinted at the paper, and then decided she was going to draw a t-rex on it, using her green crayon.

With shaky lines, Gwen carefully drew a tyrannosaurus rex, with tiny stick arms and a mouth full of sharp crayon teeth. She added blue skyscrapers around him, tiny in comparison, to show he was rampaging through the city. To drive the point home, she also drew a little speech bubble which said 'RAAAAWWRRR' inside, giggling as she reached for the peach crayon.

Now she'd drawn the t-rex, Gwen decided she wanted her and her Daddy to be in the picture, too. Carefully, she picked out the perfect colors for their hair, eyes, and clothes, drawing their features in piece by piece.

After a few minutes, there were two figures straddling the dinosaur, grinning huge grins at each other as they cuddled - one taller figure in a purple shirt, and one smaller, with a red shirt... wearing an obvious diaper.

Sticking her tongue out to focus, Gwen held the black crayon in her hand, scrawling a message in an empty space.

"Me an my Daddy" it read, and she beamed proudly as she finished.

"I'm done, Daddy!" she called, listening for Troy's reply from the kitchen.

"Oh, are you?" Troy called back. "Okay, sweetie, I'll be there in one second."

Gwen huffed just a little, turning her focus to the television, watching the cartoon puppies trying to save the day. She found herself getting surprisingly invested, sitting up on her knees, mouth open, poofy diaper butt sticking out as she watched intently.

"All done, cutie," Troy said, a little flushed from tidying the kitchen. "Let me see that drawing, hmm?"

Gwen eagerly pushed it towards Troy, smiling hopefully up at him. Troy looked at the picture, and a smile slowly broke out across his face.

"Oh, this is so good, princess! I love that we're riding a dinosaur, that's so funny!"

"It's a t-rex," Gwen said, grinning. "Do you like it?"

"I *love* it, baby girl," Troy said, leaning down and giving Gwen a big kiss, on the lips this time. "Mmmwah! Come on, let's put it on the fridge."

Nodding eagerly, Gwen waddled alongside Troy to the kitchen, picking out a big 'FLORIDA' magnet to hold down the drawing. Daddy helped her put it in place, and then she stepped back, looking up at Troy, feeling content, happy, loved, appreciated for the little girl she was inside. She put her arms around Troy again, nuzzling against him.

“You’re such a good girl,” Troy smiled, stroking her hair as they cuddled. “...Since you’ve been such a good girl for Daddy, sitting quietly while I did grownup stuff… would you like Daddy to give you special big girl feelings? Would that be nice?”

Gwen’s eyes grew wide, and then she nodded enthusiastically, grinning.

“Can you go upstairs and get the buzzy thing for me, hmm?” Troy asked, and Gwen was off like a flash, only slowing to get down on her hands and run up the stairs on all fours like a dog, making Troy laugh raucously.

“I got it, Daddy!” Gwen cried out as she scampered down the stairs, grinning. “I found it!”

“Good job, honey. Why don’t you lay on the sofa with your legs open, hm?”

Gwen obeyed, trembling already, licking her lips in anticipation as Troy plugged the wand in. He held it up, flicking it on, filling the air with noisy buzzing, making Gwen practically vibrate herself, spreading her thighs even wider, whimpering, desperately.

“Ohh, my babygirl’s all excited, huh?” Troy asked, smirking, getting down onto his knees so he’d be at the right height beside the sofa. “That’s Daddy’s good girl.”

Gwen nodded, watching the wand as it seemed to move in slow motion towards her padded crotch, her pulse racing - and then it was pressing against her, making her gasp, arching her back slightly, whimpering, the vibrations rumbling through the slightly damp padding. It felt so good, and it made Gwen feel like a cute, helpless little girl to be stimulated through her diaper, gasping and clutching at her Daddy.

“Oh, oh, oh!” she said, softly, as Troy grinned wickedly, slowly moving the vibrator up and down.

It was almost like a wonderful, thrumming, throbbing tongue, slipping up and down her folds, teasing her clit, making her moan - but the vibrations travelled right inside her, powerful enough to hit her g-spot and excited nub all at once. Gwen panted, throwing her head back to moan helplessly, hips slowly working against the buzzing wand.

Troy leaned over her, parting her lips with his in a kiss, and Gwen kissed back, distractedly, trembling as Troy pulled away. The moment was hot and intense, the air full of electricity. Gwen could feel herself getting more and more worked up, unable to stop her body’s movements, the rocking of her hips, the arching of her back, needy and desperate, the pleasure maddeningly steady.

“Ahh! Daddy, oh, Daddy, please, let your baby girl cum,” Gwen moaned, whimpering, her diaper crinkling loudly as she frantically tried to press against the wand through it, her cunny pleading with her for more stimulation.

Troy felt his cock throb gently, stiff and painful in his boxers, but he just smirked, focusing on bringing Gwen pleasure, using his own lust to make it more intense.

“Babygirl wants to cum, huh?”

“Uh...uh huh…!”

Troy grinned wickedly - and then flicked the switch to the second level, while he pressed it down hard against Gwen’s desperate, bucking, padded crotch.

“Cum for Daddy, little one, cum for me!”

Gwen shrieked at the new stimulation, going cross-eyed. Her body took one moment, two moments, to catch up to the new extreme feelings - and then her mind exploded with pleasure. Moaning and thrashing, she arched her back dramatically, rolling her hips up over and over to catch the waves of pleasure buffeting her. Her stiff nub tingled and throbbed, over and over, sheer bliss stretching on and on as she came.

“Oh Daddy, ohhh Daddy I love you!”

She huffed and grunted as she rode out her orgasm, panting, tongue hanging out of her mouth, slowly but surely feeling it come to an end… She shuddered, laying back, giving occasional jerks and twitches until Troy pulled the vibrator away.

Gwen sprawled bonelessly on the couch, panting, eyes not focusing properly as she recovered from that earth-shaking orgasm. After a few moments, she looked at Troy, who was smirking with amusement. Wordlessly, Gwen shuffled to the edge of the couch, and then slid herself off, sitting beside Troy…. And then letting herself fall onto him, moaning happily, demanding cuddles.

“I love you, princess,” Troy whispered, and Gwen was too exhausted to respond.

‘Perhaps this could work…’ Gwen thought to herself, with a happy smile.

End.

****

His Darling in Diapers - Jumping the Hurdles

That Saturday was the first time in a while Gwen had really been able to throw herself into being little in a long time. Without the looming specter of returning to work, she felt free to lose herself completely in the depths of littlespace. She’d snuggled down in bed that night with her Daddy, sighing happily, and well-padded, her dreams as sweet as her new life.

On Sunday, Troy untaped her soggy diaper and wiped her clean, but didn’t put a fresh one on her.

“Bathtime, babygirl,” Troy said by way of explanation as he pulled Gwen’s nightdress up over her head. “Come on, it’s all ready for you.”

Now completely nakie, Gwen shyly followed Troy to the bathroom, her soft white breasts hanging freely. It was only a short walk to the bathroom, but Troy’s strong hand grasped hers firmly anyway, taking Gwen in hand, as always. It made her feel weak in the knees, to have him so in control, looking after her.

As she entered the bathroom, Gwen could see the tub was full of warm water, a thick layer of foamy bubbles on top.

“Bubbles!” Gwen exclaimed, grinning. “Thank you, Daddy!”

Troy ruffled Gwen’s wavy hair and grinned back, kissing her cheek.

“You’re welcome, baby,” he said. “Now scoot your boot into the tub so Daddy can get you scrubbed.”

“Yes ma’am!” Gwen said, snapping off a salute and giggling furiously.

Tentatively, she dipped a toe through the bubbles into the water, checking the temperature. Predictably, it was exactly right - nice and warm, but not so hot she couldn’t get right in. Gwen stepped into the tub, wobbling slightly and grabbing onto Troy for support… and then slowly sinking into the tub.

“There we go,” Troy said, crouching down beside the bathtub. “How’s the water?”

“It’s just right,” Gwen replied, swishing bubbles this way and that. “And there’s soooo many bubbles!”

“I know, I know,” Troy said, chuckling fondly as he filled a cup with bathwater. “But before you can play with them we need to get you washed all over - including your hair! So lay back, okay?”

Gwen obeyed, gradually laying back, lowering her hair into the water. Soon the back of her head was submerged, warm water flowing into her ears, a soothing cocoon of dampened sound as she looked up lovingly at her Daddy. Troy met her eyes, holding the cup of water aloft, questioningly, and as Gwen nodded, he smoothed down the girl’s already wet hair and slowly poured the cup over her dark brown locks.

Gwen sighed and closed her eyes, feeling the water wash over her scalp, feeling utterly relaxed. The only sounds were the echoey splish-splashes as Troy ran his fingers gently through her hair, making sure it was all wet through.

Gwen always treasured these moments, holding onto them tightly as long as she could, as they inevitably slipped away, into the drudgery of another work week. But now they lingered, seemingly stretching into forever, letting Gwen bask in her Daddy’s love unhurriedly, smiling a small, contented smile as Troy gently sat her up to rub shampoo into her scalp.

“Somebody’s in a good mood the morning,” Troy murmured, as he squeezed the honey-scented liquid onto Gwen’s hair, using his hands to work it into a thick lather. “I love to see you smile, babygirl.”

Blushing, Gwen looked down at the bathwater for a moment, sitting still to let Troy get every last strand of hair.

“Well I get to spend the whole day being your little girl,” Gwen replied, smiling. “And… no work, right?”

“That’s right, princess,” Troy replied. “No more work for my baby.”

“...Are you sure?” Gwen asked in a tiny voice. “I mean, I’m a-”

Troy playfully flicked water onto her nose and raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“No talking back,” Troy ordered. “Now lay back so I can wash the shampoo out of your hair.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen replied, cheeks slightly flushed as she lowered herself back into the water.

Soon Troy had rinsed all the shampoo out, and had sat Gwen back up, massaging conditioner into her hair. His lightly-calloused fingers ran through Gwen’s hair, gently combing out the knots and tangles. The scent of coconut filled the air, warm and tropical, and sweet like Troy’s babygirl herself.

Another dunk, and the conditioner was all washed away, leaving Gwen’s hair soft and beautifully scented. She shook her hair in the water, giggling as she looked up at Troy, who offered her his hand and pulled her back up.

“Can we play now?” Gwen asked, knowing the answer already.

“Not yet, honey,” Troy said, smiling. “You need a wash first…”

Gwen sighed in mock melodrama, turning onto her knees so Troy could reach her face more easily. She closed her eyes as the soapy washcloth was swirled across it, quiet and still as she allowed Troy to take care of her every need, even something as intimate as washing her body.

The washcloth moved down to her chest, soaping around her neck and shoulders, making Gwen wriggle a little at the tickling sensation. Troy smirked slightly, but didn’t say anything, making sudsy-semicircles down Gwen’s upper arm - and then, after coaxing her to lift them, he scrubbed Gwen’s armpit gently...

“Bwahahah!” Gwen squealed, slamming one down - Troy had stopped cleaning, and started tickling, instead. “Daddy nooo!”

“But you’re so cute when you’re giggling,” Troy pointed out, as he re-wetted the cloth and squeezed a little more shower gel onto it. “You’re my pretty little giggly baby…”

Gwen smiled bashfully, sticking her chest out slightly as Troy’s washcloth slid lower down her body. Troy used one finger to clean out Gwen’s bellybutton… and then moved the washcloth up, higher.

Her breath catching in her throat slightly, Gwen watched Troy bring the washcloth up to her breasts. He cupped one, stroking gently along the underside, then bringing it up further, teasing around her pink areola. Gwen whimpered softly as the warm, wet washcloth swirled around her nipple, making it stiffen at the contact.

At the soft noise of pleasure, both Gwen and Troy’s gazes snapped upwards, meeting. One pair sparkled with amusement, the other crinkled up in bashful pleasure, a blush on her pale cheeks.

“Does baby like when Daddy cleans her boobies?” Troy asked, in his most Daddy-ish rumble voice, and Gwen trembled slightly to hear it, nodding shyly. “You’re a good girl, aren’t you, Gwen?”

“Yes, Daddy… nmm…”

Troy was teasing her other nipple now, making it as stiff as its neighbor, before he slid the washcloth away, sliding around to wash Gwen’s back. Gwen breathed quickly out through her nose, the building tension she felt growing inside her coming to an abrupt stop.

“Stand up so I can clean the rest of you,” Troy told her, and Gwen slowly stood up, parting her legs enough that Troy could clean between there, as well.

Following her movements, Troy stood up too, running the sudsy washcloth all over the younger woman’s lower back, across her plump white rump cheeks, down her shapely legs. His cloth-covered hand slid up between Gwen’s thighs, edging closer and closer to her womanhood… and then slipped back down, making her toes uncurl and her lips pout.

Troy snickered as he moved the cloth back up to Gwen’s bottom, giving it a gentle, wet smack with the washcloth - before she slid it between Gwen’s rumpcheeks, sliding down to her puckered anus. Gwen squealed as one of Troy’s fingers probed it more directly - but then she moaned softly, pushing back, only for Troy to remove his hand, dipping the washcloth in the water one last time.

Gwen licked her lips in anticipation, still, heart pounding as her Daddy washed away the lather lingering on her body and face. The washcloth slid easily over her chest, her rump, her legs… and then Troy rested it on Gwen’s mound, stroking gently in semi-circles as he ‘cleaned’ her.

“Spread your legs, princess,” Troy ordered, his own face flush with arousal. “Daddy needs to clean you really well here.”

Eagerly complying, Gwen pushed her legs apart far, and was instantly rewarded with the sensation of a washcloth-covered finger probing between her folds, teasing her clit into arousal. She whimpered happily, pressing her hips forwards, as Troy focused, stroking her nub the way Troy had learned she liked.

“D-Daddy,” Gwen said, trembling, her voice also shaking with faux-innocence. “It feels so funny when you clean me there!”

“I know, sweetie,” Troy said, his thick shaft hard under his clothes. “Bathtime with Daddy is fun, hm?”

“Nmmmm… Y-yes,” Gwen agreed, closing her eyes, savoring the sensation as Troy made teasingly slow semi-circles around her stiffened clit.

Her hips rocking, Gwen pushed her crotch gently against the teasing finger, biting her lip, whimpering as pleasure built between her thighs. After a moment’s reluctance, she reached out her hand, grabbing Troy’s wrist, slowing, and then halting his movements.

“Are you okay?” Troy asked, hesitantly. “Did I hurt-”

“No, Daddy,” Gwen said, rolling her eyes fondly. “I just thought… Maybe you’d like to get in with me?”

“You know that bath isn’t big enough for two people, honey…”

“Well, we can use the shower!” Gwen said, eagerly, looking up at the showerhead. “C’mon, pleeeease?”
 

Troy sighed affectionately, but he had no real intention of refusing Gwen, wanting this as badly as she did.

“You won’t be able to play in the bubbles if I drain them away,” Troy warned, reaching over to the plug.

“I’d rather play with my Daddy instead,” Gwen said, rocking on her heels, disturbing the water with her movement.

Instead of responding verbally, Troy reached across and pulled the plug out, the water gurgling down the drain as she stood back up. He hooked her fingers into the hem of her t-shirt and slid it off over her head, revealing his tanned, muscular stomach. Gwen watched admiringly, water swirling around her feet, her eyes running up and down her Daddy’s body.

Seeing her staring, Troy winked, slowly undoing his belt, moving his hips in a semi-circle like he was stripping for her. Gwen giggled, and Troy unzipped the fly of his pants, letting them fall to the ground. As he stepped out of them, Gwen gulped, seeing the enormous tent in his boxer shorts, knowing that big cock was all for her...

Gwen licked her lips, trembling in anticipation. With teasing slowness, Troy slid his underwear down, revealing the shining tip of his cock first - and then the thick shaft and heavy balls below, kicking his underwear aside too. He was erect, obviously excited by ‘cleaning’ Gwen earlier, and they both smirked at each other before he spoke again.

“You know I’m going to have to shower for real first, right?” Troy said, as he stepped in behind Gwen, pulling the shower curtain along. “...I’ll be quick.”

“Hmmf,” Gwen grumbled, shuffling closer to Troy as the water was switched on, raining down on them both from above.

Just as she promised, Troy washed himself as quickly as possible, only having to stop occasionally to chide Gwen for fondling his length, or rubbing her backside up against it. When he was clean, his short hair easily washed, he commanded Gwen to turn around, one hand sliding down between her thighs.

“I think you mentioned you wanted ‘playtime with Daddy’?” Troy murmured, grinding his throbbing shaft against Gwen’s backside as her fingers slipped between the younger girl’s folds. “Is this what you wanted, babygirl?”

“Uh...huh!” Gwen said, gasping happily as Troy’s fingers rubbed and teased her clit, pushing her bottom back hard against Troy’s erection. “It feels so good, Daddy!”

“Do you want to make Daddy feel good, too?”

Gwen nodded hard, and Troy slid his erection slightly up and down between her rumpcheeks, questioningly. Gwen bit her lip, aroused by the naughtiness of what she knew Troy was suggesting.

“Does Daddy want to put it in… my bottom?” she asked, the last word a squeak.

“Mmmhmm,” Troy purred, sounding nonchalant - but the way his erection throbbed against Gwen told her horny hearing her say that had made him. “If that’s okay..?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen replied, agreeing instantly. “Just… be gentle?”

Troy breathed out through his nose in affirmation, as he pulled the shower curtain aside, reaching into the kitchen cabinet above the sink. He grabbed a small tub of vaseline, opening it and dipping in two fingers. Gwen could hear Troy lubing up his stiff shaft, and her heart pounded in her ears, waiting for the inevitable moment when her clenched hole would be breached.

Anal sex was never Gwen’s idea of fun before she met Troy, but when it was her Daddy doing it, it was something she enjoyed. It felt dirty, naughty. The hint of pain with the pleasure made her feel dominated and possessed in a way that sent tingles between her legs, and she could tell from Troy’s moans and grunts of pleasure that her tight backpassage felt amazing around that deeply probing cock - even if it took a little warm up for Gwen to be able to take it.

“Nmm,” Gwen screwed up her face as she felt the alien sensation of vaseline-coated fingers pushing against her entrance. “Nghh..”

“Relax,” Troy commanded. “Bear down, remember?”

“Y-yuh huh,” Gwen responded, struggling to breathe normally. “Sorry, Daddy…”

Gwen pushed slightly, her muscles paradoxically opening up, and as Troy pushed more firmly, the woman gasped in shock as she felt her Daddy’s finger sliding into her backside. She shifted her legs uncomfortably, while her pussy grew wetter and wetter from the strange stimulation.

Pressing his thick finger deeper, Troy heard Gwen moan softly as the tight muscles of her anal ring gripped them firmly. Troy began to thrust the digit inside Gwen’s bottom in and out, and Gwen grunted, gritting her teeth at the strange sensation that sent shivers down her spine.

“Good babygirl,” Troy said, softly. “Daddy’s going to fuck your cute little bottom…”

“Ohhh,” Gwen moaned, her clit throbbing just from hearing that naughty phrase. “Yes Daddy… D-do me in the dirty place…”

Troy grunted herself in response, his cock firm and needy from prepping his dirty little girl. After a few moments of stretching and lubricating Gwen’s backside, he tugged his fingers back out, wiping the excess vaseline off on his dick.

Gwen pushed her bottom back wantonly as she felt Troy’s hardness teasing between her cheeks, eager and ready for the penetration - and just a little bit nervous, but that just made this more exciting.

A thin, tapered cockhead, slick with oily gel, pushed against Gwen’s crinkled anus. She gasped as she felt Troy pushing more firmly, tensing up instinctively, holding her breath in anticipation...

“Breathe,” Troy ordered, and Gwen blushed, letting out a soft sigh. “Breathe in… and out… inn… and out… nice and calm…”

Gwen obeyed, closing her eyes, focusing on the sensation of Troy’s hands on her body, the stiff member pushing against her hole, the tension in her body. She tried to relax, opening her backpassage just a little - and Troy’s cock sunk several inches into her.

“AH!” she yelped, her body clenching and pushing at the invader. “Oh, Daddy!”

Troy kissed Gwen’s cheek as he held still for a moment, throbbing within his little girl’s bottom. The hand he hadn’t used to lubricate his cock slipped down between Gwen’s thighs once more, masturbating her comfortingly as she tried valiantly to take her Daddy’s cock.

“Nmmmmmff….” Gwen groaned, tears pricking in her eyes as the sensation of pained pleasure grew more pleasurable, Troy’s finger stroking her nub as his hips pushed slowly forwards, burying more and more of himself in Gwen’s bottom.

“Good little girl,” Troy murmured, kissing Gwen’s neck softly. “You’re doing amazing, cutie. You feel so good for Daddy…”

Gwen smiled uncertainly, grunting slightly as Troy probed further into her bowels. She gasped, feeling the strong male apply more pressure, slowly - until with a moan of confused pleasure from both of them, Troy’s whole length was embedded inside her, crotch pressed up against her plump white rumpcheeks.

“Soooo big, Daddy,” Gwen groaned, tensing around the slim invader. “C-can you wait a second?”

“Sure,” Troy replied, wrapping his other arm around Gwen’s waist, cuddling her. “Daddy can try and help you relax, huh?”

“Yes please,” Gwen panted, already getting used to the feeling of being filled in the wrong hole.

Troy’s fingers stroked and fondled between Gwen’s folds, masturbating her lovingly, curled around her as his other hand slid upwards, cupping a breast. Gwen shuddered and then began to relax, leaning back against Troy as he teased her tiny lovebutton, planting kisses up and down her neck.

Slowly but surely, they both felt her tightness begin to loosen slightly and Troy shifted his hips a little, testing how much he could move.

“Hm?”

“...Y-yes,” Gwen replied, already feeling the sparks of pleasure from the perverted sex act beginning. “Please, slowly… but yes, fuck my ass... Daddy.”

Troy chuckled, as he began to do exactly that, his hips rolling slowly. Gwen’s rear was exquisitely tight, gripping her all along his shaft, the tight muscles of her entrance like some muscular cockring, squeezing his base and then further up as he slid in and out.

He felt Gwen tense, heard her groan once more, but didn’t stop, not now he’d been given the go ahead. Gwen was unbelievably hot back there; the intense warmth combined with how her body instinctively clenched felt like heaven to Troy. He rocked back and forth, his naughty fingers never stopping their stroking motions, teasing Gwen’s dripping slit as she gasped and groaned.

Sparks shot up Gwen’s spine, and between her legs, as Troy pushed his cock in and out of her rear. The friction scraped deliciously, pleasure with pain, the heat of chilli pepper with the smooth sweetness of dark chocolate. Gwen moaned, eyes rolling back in her head as the thrusts sped up, thighs shaking with pleasure as her Daddy fucked her ass like she’d asked.

“Oh babygirl,” Troy moaned, his thrusts coming quicker now, only sliding out a half-second before he was desperate to buried in Gwen’s rear. “I love you so much…”

“I l-love you too, Daddy,” Gwen replied, panting, moaning in time with her Daddy as they made gentle, kinky love, toes curling and mouths open as they gasped and groaned their way towards an orgasm.

“Oh D-Daddy!” Gwen cried out, her muscles loosened by Troy’s urgent thrusting, feeling his already large erection swelling in her backside, coinciding with the fingers between her folds moving faster and faster, more urgently. “So di-dirty! So good!”

“Do you want Daddy to -ngh!- finish in your bottom, babygirl?” Troy asked, a note of desperation in his voice. “Daddy wants to cum inside you…”

“Yes, yes, please, Daddy, m-make stickies in my bum!”

Troy held Gwen close, pounding her backside hard as his other hand worked away furiously between her legs. Gwen gasped and cried out on every forceful thrust, certain she would be delightfully sore later on, her muscles clenching more and more, her back stretching, teeth on her lip as she felt her orgasm speeding towards her like a bullet…

“OHHH! OHH!”

...Or maybe a cannonball - Gwen’s knees buckled as her backside clenched rhythmically around her Daddy’s deeply buried cock, her clit throbbing with pleasure as Troy stroked it eagerly. She gasped with pure, shaky pleasure, grunting and twitching as Troy pounded her aggressively.

She felt Daddy’s shaft throb inside her tight hole, and then felt the hot warmth of his cum spilling inside her. Troy held Gwen tightly to her chest, moaning lowly as he unloaded in her snug behind, grunting and rocking his hips back and forth as he rode out his own powerful orgasm.

At last, they both felt their climaxes slowly coming to an end, pleasure ebbing away as they held each other, both shaking slightly, overwhelmed. After several minutes, Troy slid his softening erection out of Gwen’s behind, kissing her lips gently - before he turned the shower on one last time, making Gwen groan.

***

After the shower, Troy had redressed himself, then put Gwen in a fresh diaper before dressing her in a cute pair of purple shortalls and a pastel yellow t-shirt. The socks Gwen had picked out herself - they had little bear faces on them and even tinier ears on top. Troy thought she looked adorable, and said so often as he cuddled her on the sofa.

They’d watched several episodes of Stan’s Planet, a colorful kids’ show about a boy who travelled in outer space, when Troy said he was just going to get up and take care of something, kissing the top of Gwen’s head.

“What are you gonna do?” Gwen asked, curiously, twirling her pacifier’s ribbon absent-mindedly.

“Nothing,” Troy said, but the hint of strain in his voice made Gwen look up, frowning.

“...Tell me?” she urged. “Please?”

“Oh, babygirl,” Troy said, sighing. “It’s nothing for you to worry your little noggin about, honestly. I promise it’s not a big-”

“Tr- Daddy,” Gwen said, insistently. “Please?”

Troy sighed deeply, but knew he wouldn’t be able to get away with not telling Gwen now. It really wasn’t a big deal - but his mercurial babygirl was certain to take it to heart and feel bad about herself.

“Okay,” Troy began. “So… I was just going to go and move the cable bill over to my account…”

Gwen’s frown deepened, and Troy winced, knowing she was already feeling bad about taking away a secondary source of income, even though it was what they both wanted. But Troy had to admit something else, too:

“...And maybe trim the package down a little since we might have a little less money coming in from now on…”

“Oh,” Gwen said, swallowing. “Oh. Because of me?”

“Not because of-”

“Because of me!” Gwen said, her voice trembling. “B-because I want to… be selfish… and l-lazy… and give up on being a responsible adult, an-and…”

“Babygirl, no,” Troy said, frowning as he rushed over. “Sweetheart, look, this is something we both want.”

“Well, I don’t!” Gwen lied, boldly, her lip quivering as she glowered at Troy. “I’m… An adult. M-maybe you should respect me as one…”

Troy rolled his eyes good-naturedly, but Gwen continued to glare.

“You’re certainly acting like a big girl right now,” Troy commented, smirking, and Gwen made a little squeal of frustration, turning away. “Come on, baby-”

“No! I’m notta- I’m not a baby!” Gwen squeaked angrily. “And you aren’t my father, Troy!”

Troy blinked in shock at the use of his first name. This situation felt like it was rapidly spinning out of control. Why couldn’t Gwen just calm down..?

...Because she was a little kid, duh. Gwen was prone to wild fits of emotion, good and bad, and it would take a while to calm her down with cuddles and kisses and rubs. Troy tended to defer to Gwen’s wishes, asking how he could help, or deflecting the issue with a joke or funny Yumtube video.

But he sensed that what she did next would set the tone for their relationship going forwards. And he could either let Gwen take control until she soothed herself, somehow… Or he could step in and remind her who was in charge.

“Okay, you’re on a warning,” Troy said, firmly. “My name is Daddy, and you know it, little one.”

“No it’s not! It’s-”

“Gwenny, do you really want to push Daddy, princess?”

Gwen swallowed as she looked at Troy’s dead serious expression. Her pulse raced angrily, angry at herself, angry at the situation, angry at Da- at Troy for ever suggesting it. And yes, there was a part of her that didn’t want to ‘push Daddy’, that wanted to meekly apologize and cuddle up to him. Gwen felt more anger flare in her chest at the thought. Pathetic!

She smothered the thought with the overwhelming emotions that seemed to engulf her entirely. On some level she did want to push Troy, not just because she was angry and upset at herself and the world, but because part of her wanted proof this was really for real. But of course, if Troy didn’t want her to be his little girl, he wouldn’t do anything…

“Shut up, Troy!” Gwen yelled, her voice cracking. “You aren’t my Daddy! I’m a grown-up!”

Troy sighed - and then got up, to leave the room. Gwen sniffled, thinking he’d abandoned her - and then thinking that was good, that was right, she would calm down by herself and apologise like an ad-

Troy returned… holding a paddle.

Gwen’s eyes went wide, and she swallowed.

“Come here,” Troy commanded, his eyes like cold fire. “And put your hands on the wall.”

Gwen trembled, frozen in place, not sure what to say. Troy was taking control, just like she’d wanted, but she was fighting against the part of herself that wanted to win…

...Even if winning meant that Troy wasn’t her Daddy, and she had to go back to working a job she hated, that Troy didn’t want her to go back to… because that was ‘right’?

“Come. HERE,” Troy said, firmly, and Gwen began to rise, slowly, regretting her outburst.

She slunk reluctantly over to Troy, glancing up at him with big, round eyes.

“I’m sorry,” Gwen mumbled, but Troy moved her hands onto the wall just the same.

“You are?” Troy said, almost conversationally. “What for?”

“For… for calling you ‘Troy’ instead of Daddy,” Gwen said, whimpering as she eyed the paddle. “And...for saying I was a grown-up and bad and… stuff.”

Troy nodded curtly.

“I’m glad you’re sorry,” he said, gently. “But I’m still going to spank you. If you’re agreeing to being my baby girl fulltime from now on, I want to show you I’m in control. Okay?”

Gwen still trembled, her mind buzzing with thoughts and emotions, longing for somebody to just seize her and bring her back down from the lofty plane of anxiety and warped perspective she occupied. She looked from left to right, frozen, not sure what she wanted, not sure if it was okay to give in…

And then she gulped, sticking her bottom out, waiting for the first smack.

It came a moment later, Troy swinging the paddle through the air and making contact with Gwen’s padded rear. A hand spanking would have barely been felt through the diaper and her clothes, but the paddle…

“AH! OWWWW!” Gwen yelled, crying, and then jumped again, sobbing as the paddle came back down on her rear once more.

Troy breathed out through his nose, trying to focus. He didn’t like hurting Gwen, but he could sense this was something she needed, swatting the younger woman through her diapers repeatedly as she caterwauled and cried.

He’d punished Gwen before, but never quite like this. It felt like the stakes were far higher this time, like Gwen’s Daddy was giving her the emotional release she craved, needed, but also proving to her that he could do this, too. He could be truly dominant, and Gwen would have to learn to respect that.

The mixture of excitement and nervousness - and the sight of his girlfriend’s adorable diapered bottom stuck out as it was smacked again and again - soon began to have an effect on Troy physically - but he ignored it, focusing on his task, determined to give Gwen the catharsis she so obviously needed.

Gwen squealed with each swat, her backside and upper thighs stinging horribly, as tears ran down her face, dripping to the floor. Despite the pain, she felt deeply relieved, and deeply loved, taken care of in every way by Troy… even when it was hard. Sobbing, she felt the smacks coming slower and slower now, until, eventually, she realised the spanking had stopped, and Troy was leading her back over to the sofa to cuddle.

Dimly aware that her bottom was sore, Gwen nuzzled into Troy’s chest, hearing his own heart pounding heavily too. For a long time they held each other, neither of them saying much, Troy occasionally murmuring a comforting word or reminding Gwen how much he loved her, until, eventually, slowly coming down from the endorphin high, Gwen began to feel ‘normal’ once more.

“S-s-sorry,” she said, sniffling. “It’s just hard to not feel guilty about… this. Wouldn’t your life be easier if you had a normal-”

Gwen stopped because Troy had put a finger on her lips, shushing her, and she blushed at the childish treatment.

“I don’t want to think about my life with some hypothetical person,” Troy said, firmly. “I want to be with you. My little girl. And you are my little girl, and that’s how I like you.”

“But the TV- mmph!”

Troy silenced Gwen again, smiling this time, pinching her lips gently together.

“I was being honest when I said it’s not a big deal. It would be channels we never or hardly ever watch, anyway,” Troy said. “Definitely a fair trade for having you happy and little, like you’re supposed to be.”

Gwen tried to drag herself back into an arguing state of mind, to tell Troy how she was bad and this idea was bad and everything was bad… But she just couldn’t. Instead, she huffed, snuggling up to her Daddy, basking in the fact that everything was right in the world.

“Did the spanking help?” Troy asked after a moment.

Not meeting his eye, Gwen bit her lip, cheeks pink… then slowly nodded.

“Yes. Definitely,” she admitted.

“You ought to thank me,” Troy said, raising an eyebrow playfully.

Flushed, Gwen looked at the floor as she mumbled:

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said. “For… for spanking me.”

“That’s my good girl,” Troy replied, stroking Gwen’s cheek. “...But maybe there’s another way you could thank Daddy?”

Gwen pulled away from Troy’s chest, looking at him curiously, with an almost childlike innocence… and then slid her hand down between Troy’s legs, feeling the bulge she knew was there. She giggled, glancing back up at Troy, who was blushing himself.

“I made Daddy pokey?” Gwen asked, as she began to slide off the sofa onto her knees on the floor.

“You did,” murmured Troy. “So why don’t you be a good girl and take care of that?”

Obediently, Gwen reached up to undo Troy’s zipper, grunting slightly as she guided her Daddy’s thick cock out from behind the tight underwear, and into the open air. It sprung up, musky and masculine, eager for a little girl’s mouth around it, and Troy stroked Gwen’s face softly as he guided her towards the stiff length.

“Nmmmm,” Gwen said, playfully running her tongue along the shaft, which throbbed at her attentions. “Daddy tastes good…”

“Ohh… You make Daddy feel good, baby,” Troy replied, using his hand to guide Gwen.

Gwen’s tongue slid up and down all around the shaft, twirling around it like a melting popsicle she was trying to lick up every last drop of. The teasing was maddening, but finally Gwen wrapped a hand around Troy’s shaft, and opened her mouth the receive the tip of her Daddy’s cock.

Troy gripped the sofa hard, digging in his nails as he shuddered, feeling Gwen’s tongue swirl around the tip of her erection, so sensitive there. He felt every long, lingering lick, his tip dribbling more and more onto Gwen’s tongue as she stroked Troy’s cock slowly, but with growing enthusiasm.

“Mmmmmm,” Gwen moaned, closing her eyes as she pushed her lips down further, taking more of Troy’s aching hardness into her mouth.

It was all Troy could do not to buck frantically up into Gwen’s little mouth, watching her head bob slowly back and forth as she pushed air in and out of her cheeks, creating delicious suction. Troy’s Daddy dick throbbed, swollen with need as his babygirl pleasured him, focusing all her attention on giving Troy a ‘thank you’ blowjob.

“Oh God, yes, princess, like that… nmm.. Daddy’s close…”

Gwen looked up instantly, her green eyes meeting Troy’s bliss-filled hazel pair. Her expression was adorable, but impossibly naughty, as her hand wrapped around Troy’s shaft more tightly, stroking faster and faster, but travelling lower, covering less area with each stroke.

Troy wondered why, but she got the answer a moment later - Gwen forced her own head down further than before, shoving against the back of her throat, and she pushed the throbbing cock in her mouth up against the roof of it with her tongue, suckling and gulping prematurely for all she was worth. It created a frantic, irresistible feeling of pleasure in Troy, and he gasped, shuddering, eyes wide, as he realised that he was about to-

“NGHH! Ah! Oh, babygirl, I l-love you!”

Throbbing and pulsing in Gwen’s mouth, Troy orgasmed hard, arching his back aggressively as he moaned, biting his lip, trying not to thrust too hard. His little girl’s mouth felt like bliss, and he felt himself unload several spoonfuls of thick cum onto her tongue, which Gwen eagerly milked out of him, squeezing his cock hard and moving her hand up from the bottom.

Finally, Troy was done, and Gwen sat up, swallowing hard and wiping her mouth. She grinned at Troy - and then pounced on him a moment later, snuggling up to him.

“Did I do a good job, Daddy?” she asked, in an adorable voice that almost made Troy wish he was still hard.

“You did the best job, honey,” Troy replied, kissing the top of her head as one hand patted her crinkly backside. “The best job.”

End.

****

His Darling in Diapers - Soaring High

All through Sunday morning, Gwen was in high spirits.


Things were actually going... amazingly well. She'd fantasized and dreamed so often about being her Daddy's babygirl full time, and now it was actually happening. And Troy himself seemed just as happy as Gwen was, smiling as he was cutting up Gwen's breakfast, changing her soaked diapers, and cuddling her whenever she needed it.


There was still the looming specter of Gwen actually quitting her job... But she could deal with that later.  


For right now, Troy was taking care of Gwen. She sat in a pale blue shirt with frilly cuffs and a thick diaper on the bed, watching with big, loving eyes as her Daddy rummaged around for clothes for her. From now on, Daddy would take care of getting Gwen dressed.


"How about this?" Troy said as he pulled out a cute pair of pink shortalls. "With the blue shirt?"


"Um, that'd be really cute," Gwen said, her cheeks light pink. "But, um, if we're going outside..."


"What's the matter, sweetie? Worried about everybody knowing you're Daddy's baby girl?" Troy teased, making Gwen turn pinker. "It's okay cutiepie. Remember, you don't need to work anymore... It’s alright if everybody knows you’re Daddy’s princess.”


As he spoke, Troy leaned right into Gwen, who tilted her head upwards to meet his. Troy had that musky, masculine, Daddy-ish smell that Gwen loved, and as they pressed their foreheads together she felt her heart skip a beat.


"...Which means you don't need to worry about anybody knowing you're a baby," Gwen's Daddy went on, as he stood back up. "Because from now on that's all you have to be."


Gwen flushed, but nodded softly. She was still worried about what people would think of her, but Troy had a way of calming her down. As her Daddy reached for Gwen's foot, the adult baby girl obediently let her slide her leg into the shortalls, shifting on the bed to offer her other leg.


Soon she was stood up, the cute pink garment's straps secured to her chest, the thick fabric compressing the crinkly diaper which bulged outwards from Gwen's crotch. She felt incredibly infantile, her poofy diapered bottom flat and seemingly obvious through the babyish outfit.


"Sockies, Daddy?" Gwen asked, in her littlest voice, feeling small already. 


"I thought you could wear your cute little jelly sandals," Troy said, with a loving smile. "I think you look just precious in those." 


Taking Daddy's hand, Gwen toddled down the stairs, sitting on the second to last one as they reached the bottom. She stuck her foot out again, hearing her diaper audibly rustling as her Daddy slid her delicate foot into the jelly sandal.


Having her socks and shoes put on always made Gwen feel extra little. It was such a small act, but that was probably why it made her feel that way - she was supposed to be a grown woman who could take care of something as simple as putting on her shoes herself...


Instead, Gwen's Daddy was the one carefully fastening the buckle closed, gently tugging the ankle strap to make sure it was in the right place. Gwen was just a little baby who didn't have to worry about anything except obeying her Daddy.


"Okay, let's get going," Troy said, cheerily. "I thought maybe we could go to the park."


Gwen swallowed. On the one hand, the adult little girl loved the park, even though they hadn't been in a long time. It was a place she could be totally little, running around and playing on all the equipment, waving to her Daddy from the top of the pirate-ship shaped climbing frame they had...


But usually when they went, Gwen was dressed in a more... adult way. Today she looked like an adult-sized toddler, with her pink jelly sandals pointed inwards, pigeon-toed, and her snug little shortalls that hugged her diapered bottom.


The idea of running around and being really, truly small right now outside felt incredibly right - but also very, very scary. 


Sensing Gwen's nervousness, Troy smiled and stood up, offering his hand to pull his babygirl to her feet. The affectionate older man adored her little princess, and he knew once they got going, Gwen would have an amazing day. She just needed a little help accepting that she was Troy's baby forever now.


"Don't be so nervous, little one," Troy said, wrapping his arms around Gwen and cuddling her close, stroking the back of her hair softly in the way she loved. "Daddy's here to look after you. And I promise everything will be okay."


Gwen relaxed as she heard the words 'Daddy's here', closing her eyes and resting her head against Troy's chest. With a soft nod, they parted a moment later - and headed out the door towards the park, Gwen not sure if she was more full of anticipation or anxiety.
  

***

Several times on the walk over, Gwen almost asked Daddy to take her back home. 


It was a short trip, but Gwen kept remembering what she was wearing, terrified she'd run into somebody they knew. Troy just kept smiling as if oblivious to Gwen's anxiety, gently squeezing her hand occasionally to reassure her.


When Troy made up his mind that something was going to happen, you could be sure it was actually going to happen. That made this a little easier for Gwen - she didn't have to decide to march herself down to the park in her thick diaper and infantile outfit. Daddy had decided that for her.


Just like he'd be deciding everything else from now on.


Gwen flushed. That would take some getting used to, but she liked thinking it. Liked reminding herself that she was just Daddy's little girl now - she didn't have to worry about anything except that.


The sound of footsteps on the path ahead made Gwen snap out of her daydreams, instinctively pressing herself closer to Troy. Her Daddy chuckled softly, but Gwen's eyes were wide with uncertainty as they saw a woman pushing a pram approach them.


Her anxiety taking over, Gwen was suddenly terrified of the woman saying something, noticing how thickly diapered Gwen was and being outraged by her outfit. For a second she felt ashamed, embarrassed that she'd left the house like this - why, why did she agree to something so weird and gross and...


"Morning!" the woman said, with a chipper smile as she walked past.


"Morning," Troy rumbled, while Gwen trembled beside him.


"See, nobody cares," Troy whispered into Gwen's ear, feeling her relax slightly. "You're just another cute little baby to everybody else, too."


Gwen huffed playfully, but now that they'd gotten through that small encounter with another person, she definitely had more of a spring in her step. Soon the park was on the horizon, and Gwen found herself bouncing on her heels excitedly as they approached.


There was hardly anybody around, adding to Gwen's feeling of inhibition. Troy found himself chuckling at his precious adult babygirl as she scampered forward, only held back by her Daddy's hand holding hers.


"Go on, then," Troy said with a smile, as he released Gwen's hand. "Daddy's watching!"


Giggling and feeling emboldened, Gwen raced towards the climbing frame, not even noticing the loud rustling of her diaper as she ran. She grabbed the synthetic-rope rigging on the side, and stuck out her tongue in concentration as she carefully hauled herself upwards.


Gwen felt totally free as she climbed onto the plastic 'wood' of the pirate ship, scampering up a small set of steps so she could rush towards the bow. She planned to just bounce and wave to her Daddy from up high, but as she approached she noticed a bubble-shaped clear porthole bulging out from the side of the ship, allowing her to look through if she crouched down.


Grinning, Gwen did exactly that, sticking her head inside of the clear dome. Her Daddy saw what was going on, and walked over with a smirk towards his babygirl.


"Hi, Daddy!" Gwen giggled, her embarrassment from earlier a distant memory, lost under the euphoria of playtime. "I'm a ship captain!" 


"You seem very little to be a ship's captain," Troy teased, and Gwen stuck her tongue right out, before pressing a palm against the inside of the clear dome, peering down at her Daddy.


Troy pressed his hand back against the outside of the transparent surface, so that was all that separated the two of them. Seeing Gwen so happy made Troy feel like everything was right in the world.


"Maybe I'm a submarine captain," Gwen said thoughtfully in her little voice. "...And you're a sea monster."


Troy snorted and laughed, pulling his hand away, glad to see Gwen's happy smile as she stood back up and peeked over the edge of the ship. 


“Maybe I am,” he said, chuckling. “Perhaps I’m going to eat you all up!” 

As he spoke, Troy wriggled the tips of his fingers over the top of the ship, gnashing his teeth through the porthole. Gwen squealed and jumped up, giggling as she ran away.

“Daddy, no!” she giggled, rushing towards the slide that hung off the side of the ship. It was a little bit of a snug fit, but as Gwen wriggled her bottom into the yellow plastic sides, she felt on top of the world, looking out onto the playground as if she owned it.


Glancing over to check that Daddy wasn't watching, Gwen closed her eyes, and tensed slightly, feeling a hot spurt of urine spilling into the diaper. She only peed a little, but already she could feel it soaking into the padding, making it a little mushier against her private parts.


Instead of flooding her diaper, Gwen often preferred to use it just a little at a time, especially when she was going to be wearing diapers all day. Not only was it less wasteful, but Gwen felt it was more authentically babyish - after all, babies used their diapers that way too, slowly wetting them until they were soaked enough to be changed.


Of course, that was because real babies weren't pottytrained - they couldn't control their bladder muscles.


Gwen flushed. What if using her diapers this way all the time, whenever she needed to go even a little... made her lose bladder control. It was a naughty, scary, but exciting thought, and she had heard of it happening to other people... 


"Are you coming down the slide, honey?" Gwen's Daddy asked, suddenly beside her, and Gwen squeaked in embarrassed surprise.


"Um, yes, Daddy!" she hurriedly replied, pushing herself off. "Wheeee!"


The short slide was lots of fun, Gwen's pink shortalls the perfect material for whooshing right down as quickly as possible. Gwen felt her tummy doing giggly flips inside her, jumping up as soon as she reached the bottom and rushing off to the next thing.


"Daddy! Push me on the swings!" Gwen pleaded, bouncing up and down and pointing, heedless to how her thick pampers crinkled with every little hop. "Please, please, please!"


"Okay, okay," Troy said, laughing himself at just how cute his little babygirl was. "Calm down, cutiepie. Daddy's coming..."


Gwen grinned, scampering forward a few feet, then turning and waiting for Troy to catch up. She repeated that all the way to the swings, then finally grabbed the chains and hopped on backwards, wriggling her diapered butt carefully down.


"Push me really high, Daddy!" Gwen cried out, as she felt her Daddy behind her, gently grabbing the chains of the swing from the bottom.


"Well, hold on," Troy said. "Let's get you moving first..."


Gwen clung to the upper part of the chains as her Daddy used them to pull her slowly backwards - and then released, sending Gwen sailing a few feet through the air. The adult babygirl giggled in delight, stretching her feet out to make the most of the momentum.


"Wheee!" she said, heart racing with how much fun she was having. "More, Daddy!"


Rolling his eyes with amusement, Gwen's Daddy placed his hand on the small of Gwen's back as she approached, and pushed firmly, sending her soaring forwards once again, a little higher this time.


Troy could feel the crinkly waistband of his little girl's diaper through her clothes, every time she pushed her away. It was a subtle reminder of just how little Gwen really was - she could run around and play like a big girl, but at the end of the day, she was just her Daddy's baby.


And now she'd get to be Daddy's baby every day. That knowledge, that he was giving the woman she loved such a precious gift, made Troy's heart smile. He wasn't anywhere near as sentimental as Gwen was normally, but he could still feel sappy sometimes. And hearing his little princess giggling and squealing, not a care in the world as she was pushed on a swing.. That made Troy feel like everything was good in the world right now.


"Daddy, I said really high!" Gwen squealed insistently, bringing Troy back to focus on his task. "Harder!"


"Okay, okay, calm down, Daddy's doing it," Troy said, a big grin on his own face.


"Wheeeeeee!" Gwen yelled, as she was pushed much harder, her outstretched legs kicking high towards the sky. "This is... so much fun!"


She was starting to feel a little breathless now, but Gwen knew she wouldn't want to stop for a long time.


How could she when there was so much fun still to have?!
  

***

An hour later, and Gwen had to admit she was feeling a little worn out. 


Troy certainly was, sitting on the bench and watching with sweat on his brow as Gwen slid down the fireman pole at the back of climbing frame for the 6th time. He was just about to suggest they take a little break, when there was the tinkling sound of a nearby icecream truck pulling into the parking lot.


"Oooh! Daddy!" Gwen gasped, rushing over to him. "Can I get one? Please?"


"Let's both get something," Troy said, sliding Gwen's hand into his. "It's a pretty hot day..."


There was a small queue of both children and adults already forming as they approached the colorful vehicle. Troy looked down at Gwen, worried she'd be embarrassed, but his little girl didn't seem to care at all, humming to herself as they got closer.


One or two people looked at Gwen in mild surprise, a few smirks directed at them both. Troy didn't care at all - and by the looks of things, right now neither did Gwen, her focus completely taken up by looking closely at the colorful pictures on the side of the icecream truck.


Soon they were at the front of the line, and Gwen stepped back, looking hesitantly at her Daddy to take the lead.


"Hey there," the man inside the truck said, with a smile. "What would you and this lovely little lady like today?"


"I'll have just a whipped vanilla cone, please," Troy said, placing a hand on the back of Gwen's shoulders. "And, what would my little girl like?"


Gwen's heart jumped happily at being called Daddy's 'little girl' so openly, lifting her hand to point right at the icecream she wanted. It was one of those cartoon character frozen treats, with bubblegum eyes.


"...That one?" the man said, his smile never faltering. "Certainly, cutie. I'll just get that..."


A moment later, and the icecreams were paid for, Gwen tearing into the wrapper of hers with her teeth. Watching her, Troy stuck his finger into the creamy whiteness of his own dessert. He offered his icecream covered finger to Gwen, and she hesitantly slid the tip of it into her mouth, blushing as she sucked it clean. 

“Tasty?” Troy said, his daddy-ish voice low with teasing naughtiness.

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen mumbled, blushing - before taking another bite of her own icecream, quickly distracted by it.


"Mmm," Gwen mumbled around her ice cream, blue stickiness already covering her lips. "Ish gud!"


"Yeah.. it really is," Troy said, softly, looking enchantedly at Gwen in the way that made her turn pink. "...I love you, little one."


"I love you too, Daddy," Gwen mumbled in reply, with a soft, shy smile of her own, feeling her wet diaper growing soggier between her thighs, everything in the world feeling right. 

***

Inside the house, Troy was instantly in Daddy-mode, kneeling down to undo Gwen's sandals. The diapered babygirl giggled, sticking her feet out carefully as Troy moved from one foot to the other, her cheeks still flushed from the exertion of running around outside a little while earlier.


"Okay, kiddo, how's that diaper doing?" Troy said, pushing his hand up between Gwen's thighs, pressing and cupping the swollen, soggy diaper through the shortalls. "Oh my, it feels like you're very wet... Guess that happens when you're just a little baby, after all."


"Mommmyyy," Gwen whined playfully, allowing the straps of her shortalls to be undone, the garment itself sliding down her hips. "I'm notta baby..."


"You're my baby," Troy remarked, booping Gwen gently on the nose. "...Now lets get you in a dry diaper..."


Nodding obediently, Gwen pushed her shortalls down past her thick, crinkly diaper, and then stepped out of them. As she lowered herself to her knees and Troy went upstairs to get changing supplies, Gwen peered between her thighs, watching the swollen mass of padding being squished against the ground.


She really was soaked... Gwen blushed as she reached between her legs, groping and cupping the sodden pulp through the crinkly outer layer of plastic. What a soggy little girl she was.


It was hard to believe that the curious DDLG relationship she'd started with Troy so long ago had turned into this. In the past it had felt so naughty, dirty and exciting - and there were times it still felt that way. But now Gwen no longer felt like this was a roleplay - she was Troy's babygirl for real, and always would be.


Hearing the sound of Troy coming down the stairs, Gwen lay back, looking up at her Daddy as he entered the room. Even now, the sight of Troy's loving smirk made her heart skip a beat, and she smiled coyly as her Daddy knelt between her thighs.


"Hi, baby," Troy said, with a chuckle. "Doin' okay?"


"Yes, Daddy," Gwen mumbled, her fingers drumming against the carpet. "I'm just... happy."


"Me too," Troy agreed, a softness to his gruff voice as he untaped the sodden diaper. "I love you so much, honey. I’m really glad we’re doing this."


Troy obviously thought that Gwen was cute, especially when she was little - but Gwen couldn't shake the feeling that this was more for her than for Troy. It was hard not to feel selfish and guilty about the idea of just being Troy's little one, not contributing financially to the household.


Was it really possible that something that made her feel so good, so complete and pure, made Troy feel amazing too? It just didn't seem like a fair trade-off. Gwen got unconditional love and attention, even her diaper being changed regularly - Troy only got a needy childlike woman clinging to him constantly. Was that really what he wanted? 

“Don’t give me that look,” Troy chided. “I know you think I don’t want this just as much as you…”

“Well, do you?” Gwen mumbled, shivering as Troy wiped between her thighs. “Really?”

“Obviously, sweetheart,” Troy explained with a smile. “Nothing makes me feel more like a strong, valuable man like being able to take care of you totally. I know things started out hot and heavy between us - but this is as much a dream come true for me as it is for you.”

Gwen had never thought about things that way. It was still foreign to her, but she could tell from the honest timbre of her Daddy’s voice that he was telling the truth.


"Ohh!"


Gwen gasped, as Troy's wipe covered finger found her nestled clit. It was an unexpectedly naughty touch, making Gwen tremble gently. Her toes curled as she felt her little nub stiffening under Troy's touch.


"Does my little baby girl like that?" Troy cooed, with a big smirk on his face. "I think she does..."


"Mmmf! I do, Daddy," Gwen agreed, pushing her hips slowly upward towards the stimulation. "It feels so tingly and good..."


"Oh, does it? Hmm..."


Troy's finger moved slowly around the stiffened bump, teasing Gwen with how gentle yet insistent his touch was. Gwen whimpered softly, feeling the sexual pleasure building between her legs, trickles of bliss that dribbled slowly into her bloodstream.


Gwen loved being Daddy's little girl, loved feeling his loving touches and kisses and fondling. Her hot, slippery wetness tingled with bliss as Troy stroked her harder and harder, her hips hunching harder and harder.


"Does baby want Daddy to let her cum?" Troy said, a teasing edge to his voice. "Would my widdle girl like that?"


"Y-yes, please!" Gwen moaned, nodding eagerly, feeling herself growing slicker and slicker. "Daddy, please let me cum!"


"Well in that case..."


Troy rubbed Gwen's stiff clit frantically for a few seconds, making his adult baby girl moan in bliss, back tense and arched towards the source of her pleasure...


And then just as quickly, Gwen felt Troy's fingertip pulling away hurriedly. Her body remained tense for a moment, and then Gwen whimpered, letting her muscles relax. She looked pleadingly up at Troy, a soft pout on her lips as her Daddy smirked and pulled the soggy diaper underneath Gwen's bottom away.


"Daddyyy!" Gwen whined again, less playfully this time, breathing still heavy from her closeness to climax. "Why did you do that? I wanted to have the good feelings..."


"You will, princess," Troy said, with a chuckle, as he slipped the fresh, opened diaper underneath Gwen's backside, lowering her back onto the comforting softness of the padding. "As soon as you do something for Daddy."


"What?" Gwen asked, pouting as she allowed herself to be pulled upward by his outstretched hand. "I can do it..."


"I know you can, sweetie," Troy replied, squeezing Gwen's hand lovingly. "And I'll be here for you the whole time, okay?"


"Okay?"


"What I want you to do is call your work, and tell them you won't be coming in on Monday," Troy said, matter-of-factly. "Okay?"


Gwen swallowed. There was no doubt her boss would be there today, and not many other people. If she called up, she'd probably have to confront him directly, and that terrified her.


"Don't be scared, baby," Troy said, rubbing Gwen's shoulders lovingly. "Let's just go sit on the couch, and get it over with."


"O-okay, Daddy," Gwen mumbled. "I'm just nervous..."


Gwen knew that Troy was right - it was much better to just do it and then not have to worry about it anymore. But that didn't make actually doing it any easier.


A few moments later, and Gwen was sat on the couch in her diaper and t-shirt, holding a phone with her work's number on. It was an amusing juxtaposition, dressed as a toddler as she made what most people would consider a very adult phone call.


...But she didn't really have a very adult reason for doing it, did she?


"Just press the button, baby," Troy said, softly and reassuringly. "I'm right here..."


Gwen nodded softly, took a deep breath - and called.


It took a long time for anybody to answer, and for a moment Gwen hoped she'd get to put this off for another day. But then the end of the line clicked, and Gwen swallowed hard as she heard her Boss' voice on the end of the line.


"Hello? Who is this?" He grumbled.


Gwen gave a wide-eyed glance to her Daddy, who offered a supportive thumbs-up. Gwen closed her eyes, and then started talking.


"Um, it's Gwen-"


"Gwen? What the heck're you calling for?" her boss said, instantly. "If you want to work overtime you should have filled in the forms earlier."


"Well, um, actually sir I was going to say I'm not coming in tomorrow-"


"Why not? You know I can't keep letting you have time off like this..."


Gwen frowned, looking over desperately at Troy. The more her boss misunderstood her, the harder it got to talk...


"I'm not having time off," Gwen hurriedly interrupted. "I... I'm saying I'm quitting."


There was silence, and Gwen bit her lip guiltily as she waited for a response. She could tell she was going to be in for an earful, and her heart thumped in time with her rising anxiety, hearing her Boss snort through his nostrils.


"Look, I don't know what you think you're doing," he growled. "But you aren't quitting. You need to come in on Monday as planned."


"I, I can't!" Gwen protested, her eyes beginning to water. Oh God, she didn't want to cry on this call!


"Listen to me, Gwen," her boss went on. "You need this job, I know you aren't going to find anything better. I gave you your position out of the kindness, and this is how you pay me back?"


"B-but, sir, it's, I don't..." 


Gwen could feel herself hyperventilating, tears stinging her eyes. Her breathing came in hiccups, feeling small and vulnerable in the worst way, in front of the worst kind of person to feel that way around. She couldn't finish her sentence, she was so panicked - and her boss didn't want to let her anyway. 


By now Gwen was holding the phone away from her ear, her boss' voice booming out of the earpiece, loud enough that Troy frowned at what he heard. Nobody talked to his little girl that way...


"What do you think you're going to do if you leave this job?" he said, indignantly. "Do you think your fucking sugar Daddy will just take care of you forever? Get-"


As Gwen was trembling in alarm at the aggressive turn the conversation had taken, when Troy snatched the phone from her hand. Gwen blinked in surprise, eyes still running with tears, as Troy pressed the phone against his own ear, frowning.


"Yes, actually, that's exactly what she plans to do," Troy snapped. "Now fuck off, and don't call back here again. Gwen quits."


He hung up and tossed the phone aside, grabbing Gwen and giving her a big hug.


Gwen instantly started crying harder, wiping her eyes and snifflng into her Daddy's chest. This felt so much more right than working there ever had, Gwen clinging firmly to Troy as he rubbed her back with his big, strong hands.


"I'm sorry," Gwen mumbled, sniffing. "I should have-"


"No, you did exactly what I asked," Troy said, squeezing her firmly. "And I'll always step in when somebody bullies you. I wanna keep my precious little girl safe..."


Gwen clung to Troy, closing her eyes and enjoying being held by her Daddy. She loved the feeling of being so close to her, so vulnerable, more naked in her diaper and t-shirt than if she'd been completely undressed.


...But Troy had promised a reward if she made the call, hadn't she? Slowly, Gwen peeled herself away from Troy, looking up at him hopefully as he wiped away the last of her tears. 


"What is it, cutie?" Troy said, with a smirk. "Oh... you want Daddy to make your princess parts tingle?"


"Yuh huh, Daddy," Gwen said her stomach flipping with excitement. "Pretty please!"


"Well then, why don't you lay back, and we can both have a little grown-up fun, hm?" Troy purred, guiding Gwen down onto the couch. "Daddy wants to feel his little girl squeezing all around him."


Gwen felt her pussy tingle with excitement as her Daddy said that, feeling totally safe in his strong arms as they were on her thighs. Troy's pants slipped down, his boxers tight with the erection concealed inside them.


"That's my good little girl," Daddy murmured, sliding his underwear down, her throbbing length springing free. "Daddy's going to hump that cute little pussy of yours..."


Flushed, Gwen nodded, her skin hypersensitive to touch as Troy peeled open the tapes on one side of the diaper. Gwen could tell she was visibly wet and excited, gasping softly as she felt Troy lift one leg, his big dick pressing softly between those spread folds.


"Ohhh! Daddddyyy!" Gwen moaned in bliss, feeling Troy's shaft slide deep inside of her, the opened diaper rustling beneath her. "I love you, Daddy."


"I -ngh!- love you too, babygirl," Troy grunted, his thick length sliding back and forth inside of Gwen's slippery, tight passage. "You're so precious to me..."


Gwen whimpered in overwhelming pleasure, her pussy squeezing and gripping the masculine shaft plunging in and out of her. She was Daddy's little girl, totally adoring Troy, her mouth parted in bliss from the sensation of her Daddy rocking back and forth on top of her.


The diaper crinkled with every thrust inward or outward, reminding Gwen that she was just her Daddy's baby. The whole scene felt taboo, filthy, naughty, and yet so tender and innocent. The kinkiness of the situation didn't change the fact that Troy was making love to Gwen, expressing the love between them, so pure and sweet Gwen could nearly taste it.


As Troy's thrusts came quicker and quicker together now, Gwen's g-spot throbbed, her clit tingling with pleasure. They breathed hotly into each other's mouths, Troy's eyes closed as he focused on pushing his hips roughly back and forth, driving his throbbing length in and out of Gwen's clenching canal, moaning in sheer bliss.


"Ohh, sweetie, here it comes!" he gasped, his nails digging in to Gwen's tender flesh. "Nmm!"


"Yes, Daddy!" Gwen begged through her pants. "Cum inside my cunny!"


Humping erratically as if they were a couple of wild animals, the diaper crinkling loudly over and over, Troy raced towards his finish, his body trembling with anticipation. As he finally reached his peak, Troy grunted aggressively, erection throbbing inside of Gwen at the moment of release.


That was enough to send Gwen over the edge as well. She gasped, as if surprised by her own climax, her tender canal squeezing and gripping at Troy, prolonging the pleasure for both of them as they experienced this loving bliss together.


Gwen felt amazing, waves of sheer bliss hammering her, radiating up from between her trembling thighs. It felt so good, Gwen didn't want it to ever end...


But eventually of course, it did, and Gwen gave one final moan as she felt her muscles beginning to slowly relax, the pleasure soaking into her bones as she lay there, panting. Troy gave a moan of his own as she breathed out hard, leaning forward to press his rough lips lovingly against his little girl's.


As Gwen melted into the bliss of having a Daddy who truly loved her, who cared for the diapered babygirl inside her as much as the sensual woman she was as well, she closed her eyes, kissing back softly for just a moment before flopping back onto the couch, face still warm with afterglow.


Gwen sighed, relaxing against the couch as her Daddy's softening cock slipped out of her, and the diaper was fastened up once more, leaving her with the warm glowing feeling between her legs. As Troy pulled her down, resting her head on his lap, Gwen closed her eyes once more, feeling completely adored.


Her Daddy loved her so much, and that was something that would never, ever have to end. 

End.

----------------------------------------

Her Diapered Sissy

Made into her Diapered Sissy on Valentine’s Day

Jimmy had a spring in his step as he closed his car door, heading up the path towards the townhouse he shared with his girlfriend, Linda.

It was Valentine’s day. Just before Jimmy had left that morning, his wife had whispered in his ear, promising a sexy surprise for the evening. Anticipating a night of sensual lovemaking, Jimmy had gone to the corner store and thoughtfully purchased condoms - and a bouquet of red carnations, that he clutched in his hand as he grinned, walking towards the door.

Of course, Jimmy couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed, knowing no matter how hot the sex was, it would never involve his ultimate fetish - being put into diapers and dressed up like a girl.

It wasn’t Linda’s fault. Jimmy had never told anybody about those fantasies, keeping his interests purely online. He liked to post on forums and write captions for sissy images, stroking his stiff clitty until he came all over the desk and then cleaned up in shame. He knew it could never be a reality, but he dreamed often of Linda dominating him, locking up his worthless limp dick and putting him in thick frilly diapers.

This evening would still probably be one to remember. Jimmy was looking forward to seeing what sexy activities Linda had planned… His key turned in the door, and he walked in, holding the flowers to his chest.

“Linda?” he called, as he walked into the dining room. “Babe?”

“I’m upstairs, Jim,” his girlfriend’s voice carried down the stairs, and Jimmy licked his lips. “Come on and see me…”

He put the flowers down on the table - he could put them in water later - and then climbed the stairs.

Jimmy paused at the door, smoothing back his mousy brown hair, straightening his shirt, hoping he looked presentable - before he pulled the door handle down, and then pushed the door open.

His jaw dropped.

That was his girlfriend, alright, her bleached blonde hair falling loosely around her shoulders, a seductive smirk on her face… but she was dressed in a tight black leather corset that compressed her tummy, pinched her waist, and pushed up her milky white breasts. She wore long leather boots to match, and a simple black thong to complete the outfit. Jimmy’s eyes went wide as he saw the riding crop Linda was holding, swallowing as she grinned, smacking it against her palm.

“Wh-what’s all this?” he finally managed. “You look… wow.”

“Do you like it?” Linda said, smirking.

Jimmy nodded uncertainly - she looked hot, close to some of the women in his fantasies, but she’d never shown any kind of dominant streak before.

“It’s for you,” Linda continued, her smirk growing dangerously. “You’ve been a very naughty boy, Jimmy…”

The grin deserved fangs now.

“...Or should I say… a very naughty girl?”

Jimmy’s heart stopped. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. How could she know? He’d never mentioned anything…

“You left your computer unlocked the other week,” Linda explained, shifting to one side as she spoke - and now Jimmy could see the diaper and skirt laying on the bed, previously hidden from view by Linda’s curvy body. “And I saw those dirty sites you’ve been visiting.”

“I, I can expl-”

“Don’t bother,” Linda interrupted. “Sit on the bed.”

His mind short-circuiting, his mouth dry, and his palms clammy and cold, Jimmy obeyed, sitting down on the bed and looking up at Linda guiltily.

“As I was saying, I know your dirty little secret, sissy boy,” she continued, wiggling the riding crop in the direction of her blushing boyfriend. “You want to be dressed up like a pretty little girl in diapers and fucked silly, don’t you?”

Jimmy gulped. Where was she going with this? Was this some kind of horrible joke on him?

“Don’t try to pretend it’s not true,” Linda said, smirking. “I know it is… and I’m willing to make that fantasy a reality.”

“Y-you are?”

“Sure,” Linda replied, shrugging. “I’ve always fancied the idea of being a dominatrix.”

Jimmy felt tears well up in his eyes, smiling nervously as the woman he loved plainly laid out that she knew all about his interest in dressing up like a sissy girl - even a sissy baby girl… and she still wanted him. She stood there, casually talking about it like it were the most normal thing in the world…

“IF you’re really serious about it,” she continued. “...And you obviously belong at the feet of a woman, not dressed like a man and standing tall… So take off those clothes, sissy.”

Jimmy couldn’t believe this. It was all moving so fast. Never in his wildest dreams would he have thought Linda would agree to this, would throw herself into this role so much. But there she was, ordering him to undress while she pointed a riding crop at him.

Numbly, Jimmy lifted his trembling hands and began to unbutton his shirt. Soon it was slid aside, revealing his flat, hairless chest. Linda watched with hungry eyes as he kicked off his shoes and socks, and then slid his pants off, folding them and placing them on top of his shirt. He looked at her questioningly as he grabbed the waistband of his blue briefs - and when Linda nodded, he swallowed, eyes wide as he pulled them all the way down and off, revealing his eager manhood. At least one part of him was very excited - even if his brain hadn’t quite caught up.

“That’s good,” Linda purred. “Turn around, little sissy, and bend over the bed - I want to see that ass.”

As she commanded, Jimmy turned around and placed his palms on the bed, sticking his bare rear out. A moment later, the riding crop sailed through the air and smacked him on one cheek, and Jimmy cried out with shock.

“Ow!”

Linda snickered.

“Did that hurt? You really must be a widdle girl, huh?”

Jimmy flushed more, looking down at his hands. He’d never felt quite so humiliated in his life - just like his fantasies, only this was real.

“Okay, sissy,” Linda said. “Lay on your back for me, so Mistress can get the diaper and chastity cage on you.”

Maybe a little too real... Jimmy froze for a moment, stuck between his pride and the sexy scenario’s he’d spent so long fantasizing about. His cock was so achingly hard he had trouble imagining how a cage could possibly fit on it right then, but his mind still whirled uncertainly.

“Hon?” Linda said, sounding slightly nervous. “...Is this… not what you want?”

Jimmy swallowed. Now or never…

“Yes,” he admitted, blushing. “I’m just nervous. It’s embarrassing… which is, hah, really sexy, but it’s just… hard to give up control.”

“Oh… oh!” Linda thought for a second, then grinned. “Well, it’s good you never were in control, isn’t it, sissy? Now lay on the bed before I spank that pretty pink ass of yours red!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jimmy replied instantly, his cheeks a feminine shade of pink as he lay down for her.

Questions still swirled in his mind - would she still see him as a man after this? Would he ever be able to think of himself that way again? It was terrifying to think about, but in a way that made his cock throb between his legs, urging him not to care. To give in, to give up being a man, to live life as Linda’s sissy slave.

Linda slapped the side of his bottom gently as she unfurled the pink diaper, and Jimmy’s blush increased tenfold, quivering all over as he lifted his rear so she could slide it underneath him. Once his rump went back down, he was surprised by how soft and cotton-y the inside of the diaper was. It felt like a sissy dream, and he almost regretted never actually wearing them in real life before now.

Almost. He was glad he was sharing this with Linda the first time he did it.

Linda frowned as she looked at his crotch. Jimmy felt her hand close around his member and groaned, bucking his hips, before Linda whipped her hand away, shaking her head.

“Slutty little sissy, aren’t you?” Linda said, tutting. “Well… I’ll have to do something about that. Wait right here, sweetie.”

Linda ran downstairs, leaving Jimmy alone with his thoughts. Part of him warned urgently that he should leave, say those captions and websites and everything else were a big joke, and never talk about this again. Another part suggested he just grab his pants and run down the street.

...But Jimmy stayed, heart pounding, giddy and excited as a schoolgirl, and terrified in equal measure.

Returning from her trip downstairs, Linda approached the bed, holding something in her hand. She held it up to Jimmy, smirking, and his eyes went wide just as he felt her touch his cock with it.

“Ahh! Nggh…”

Ice! It was an ice cube, sliding up and down his hard cock. That clever bitch! As Jimmy moaned in discomfort, his cock began to shrivel, shrinking down until it was the pathetic, floppy little sissyclit he knew he ought to have at all times.

“That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling proudly. “Such a tiny little thing you’ve got down there, haven’t you?”

“I have, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, biting his lip. “I d-don’t think I’ve ever satisfied a woman with it.”

“You haven’t,” Linda replied, blithely, running the remains of the icecube up and down Jimmy’s flaccid length as he shuddered. “But that’s okay. You aren’t meant to be a man, after all. You’re meant to be a helpless sissy girl.”

Jimmy winced at Linda’s comment, but the barb only made him more excited. He watched with a mixture of utter dread and excitement as Linda picked up the pink plastic cock cage, slowly and carefully pulling it apart, not wanting to lose any part of it.

Manhandling his balls with her still ice-cold hand, Linda slipped the ring behind Jimmy’s testicles, and he groaned slightly as she began to put the device together around his sissy parts. She slid the locking mechanism and spacer bar on, and then, finally, with an evil grin on her face, she guided his cock into the holder for his penis.

As he watched, Jimmy was extremely ashamed to realize how small the cage really was. He would never have picked that size - and yet, soon it fit perfectly, with a little extra room for his clit to swell up inside the plastic casing.

Linda slid the padlock through the hole, and, as Jimmy watched, whimpering, she locked his manhood up for the foreseeable future, putting the key high up on the top of the wardrobe.

“Oh my god,” Jimmy muttered under his breath, looking down at his cock, resting on top of a diaper - and really, for really really real, in chastity, locked away.

He saw it throb slightly - uselessly, uncomfortably, the head sliding down a little further, with nowhere to really go.

“Awww, is the little sissy sad about her clitty being locked up?” Linda asked, mockingly. “Don’t worry, princess Jimmy. Baby sissies don’t need to get erections. They get all their pleasure from being fucked.”

“B-but, Mistress,” Jimmy protested, as Linda powdered his crotch with sweet smelling baby powder. “I’ve never had anything in my bottom before…”

“Well, it’s about time we started your sissy-training then, hm?” Linda said, as she began to pull the diaper up between his legs. “A good sissy should be able to take a cock whenever she’s told to.”

Jimmy gulped, but nodded like the obedient sissy he was, watching as the thick pink diaper was taped into place. It was doubly humiliating and naughty now, his cock locked up - and then covered completely by the bulky padding, that pressed against the hard plastic of his clit cage, making him whimper even more.

“Wh-what are you going to do to me, Mistress?” he asked, softly, cheeks red and heart pounding. As he sat up, he heard the diaper crinkling and grimaced with shame, feeling the pleasure growing in his groin, although he couldn’t get a real erection right now.

“Well first, I’m going to dress you up,” Linda said, grinning. “What do you think of this, hm?”

Linda held up the pink Hihi Puppy shirt and the pink gauzy tutu, seeing the same shades of pink race across Jimmy’s humiliated face as he imagined wearing them.

“But Mistress,” Jimmy whined softly. “I’m a boy…”

“You’re going to be Mistress’s little girl from now on with your little sissyclitty locked up,” Linda replied. “Just a helpless widdle sissy - which means no making choices about how you’re dressed.”

“Okay,” Jimmy agreed, reluctantly, as he put his arms up, shaking nervously. He couldn’t believe how his heart was pounding - and couldn’t believe this was really happening.

Once the soft pink t-shirt was slipped on, he looked down at himself, touching the soft fabric over his slender chest gently. It made him blush, made him excited, and touched some part of him deep inside, all at once.

Next, Linda slid the skirt up his legs, and Jimmy trembled, swallowing hard. This had been a fantasy for so long, to be dressed in a pretty skirt by his ‘Mistress’, treated like a naughty sissy with his clitty caged, and now it was actually happening. The skirt covered the diaper by just an inch, and you could easily see the pink designs through the thin material now it was snug around Jimmy’s hips.

“Such a pretty girl,” Linda cooed, smoothing down the material of the skirt. “Such a cute baby in her thick diapers. Go on, sweetie… pretend you’re on a little catwalk for me.”

Shyly, Jimmy began to walk from one end of the bedroom, to the other.

“No, swing your hips, baby.”

Blushing even harder, Jimmy began to sashay along, hips swaying gently, his walk feminine and almost sultry as he strutted to the end of the bedroom and then turned around. There was nothing masculine about him now, and he looked with wide vulnerable eyes at Linda, before twirling, to show off the tutu.

“There,” he said, looking nervously at Linda for approval. “Was that good, Mistress.”

“It was wonderful, pretty girl,” Linda replied, and Jimmy’s cock throbbed in the confines of his cage. “I don’t think I’ll ever let you be a boy again. You’re so much better at being a sissy!”

“Please, Mistress!” Jimmy begged, only half-meaning it (but that half only made ‘Mistress’s’ denial more exciting). “I don’t want to be a girl! I’m a boy! I should be having sex with ladies, not having my cock locked up and put in diapers!”

“Sweetie, you don’t have a cock,” Linda said, calmly. “You have a little sissy clitty.”

“N-no I don’t,” Jimmy mumbled, frowning, ashamed even in the middle of the roleplay. “Mistress I have a cock like big boys have…”

“I guess somebody needs a little attitude adjustment…” Linda said, sighing as she reached down one side of the bed, pulling out a broad pink paddle. “Lay over the bed again.”

Jimmy gulped, but eventually gave in to his submissive nature, slowly laying his front half down on the bed, while his legs kept his bottom just over the edge of it. He could feel his erection straining against the plastic cage, hips occasionally rocking as he tried to grind against the diaper - whimpering as he felt almost nothing at all.

Suddenly, he felt Linda’s hand on the small of his back, the paddle nudging his skirt upwards.

“What do you think is going to happen now, sissy?”

“I’m going to get a spanking, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, shivering as he said the word ‘spanking’.

“And why is that?”

“F-for being naughty?”

“Mm-hmm,’ Linda agreed - and then, suddenly, Jimmy felt the first hard swat of the wooden paddle on his diapered rear.

He yelped, mostly in shock, but also noticing how much the wooden paddle stung even through the layers of padding. Whimpering, tears in his eyes, he gripped the bedsheets tightly, crying out as another swat landed squarely on his backside.

Jimmy didn’t know what was worse - the pain of the spanking, or the humiliation of it. The paddle flew threw the air once more, landing with a loud ‘SMACK’ on his diaper, making him squeal, girlishly.

“Owww, Mistress, stop!” he complained, in a high-pitched voice. “Pwease no more!”

“N-not until sissy learns her *SWAT!* place!”

Jimmy’s yelp at that last spank could have peeled wallpaper, and he sobbed, tears rolling down his cheeks as he obediently submitted to the spanking his ‘Mistress’ had decided he deserved. The blows came down again and again on his rear, and he could do little more than bawl as he shook and trembled on the bed, an obedient sissy allowing Linda to punish him as long as she pleased.

“Such a weak widdle baby girl,” Linda said, pinching Jimmy’s cheek as she paused. “Aren’t you, hm?”

“Y-yesh, Mistress,” Jimmy lisped, between blubbering. “Sissy sowwy!”

“I bet you are,” Linda murmured. “But before I forgive you, I have to give you 20 more swats - do you know how come?”

“How come, Mistress?”

“Because that’s how many months we’ve been together,” Linda said, genuine irritation in her voice. “And you didn’t once think to let me know you wanted this!”

Before Jimmy could argue, Linda slammed the paddle down hard on his backside, making him howl with tears again. Over and over, the paddle smacked his sensitive bottom with a loud SLAP against the plastic, his cock cage digging uncomfortable into his crotch as he felt his sissy clitty swelling with nowhere to go. As he sobbed with humiliation, the tip of his pathetic length also leaked clear, salty fluid into his diaper, his fantasies realized, both the worst and best possible thing at once.

Finally, Linda seemed to have finished spanking, breathing heavily herself from the force she’d been exerting to whomp Jimmy’s sore backside. She lay down the paddle on the bed, climbing onto the bed beside her sobbing sissy boyfriend. Stroking his hair softly, Linda kissed his damp cheek, and he reached out for her, whimpering.

“Sowwee, Mistress,” he said, through sniffles and half-sobs, and she shushed him and stroked his back gently for a few moments, soothing him.

Jimmy truly did feel utterly dominated by his girlfriend - his Mistress - now. All the fight flooded out of his body in tears that dribbled down his cheeks. He was still painfully aroused, of course, but the combination of harsh spanking and his sissy-cock locked away, trickling clear fluid into his diaper, muted the usual franticness of his libido. Instead he felt like clinging to Linda, putty in her hands, his arousal a pleasant background hum instead of the blaring fanfare it usually was.

...But as one of Linda’s hands snaked under his pretty pink shirt, and tweaked his nipple, the music picked up.

“Ohh!” Jimmy said, gasping. “W-wow…You’ve never done that before.”

Linda’s smirk promised a lot more ‘firsts’ that evening, but for now, she rolled her pliable sissy boyfriend onto ‘his’ back, sliding her hands up under his shirt.

“You need a name,” Linda said, as she brushed her thumb over one of Jimmy’s nipples, eliciting a soft moan as they stiffened under her attention. “A girl name, I mean.”

“Y-you could… choose one for me, Mistress?” Jimmy replied, timidly. “If you’re sure I mean.”

“Sure?”

“About bringing this part of me… into our lives…AH!”

Linda had pinched one nipple, hard, her smirk combined with lowered eyebrows and a hint of irritation.

“Of course I am, silly sissy,” she said, softly. “I want to love all of you. How you want to be loved… And if that means wearing a diaper and skirt… I’m into it.”

“O-okay,” Jimmy replied, self-consciously rubbing his hands together. “Then, what kind of name do you think suits her- suits me, as a… sissy?”

Linda giggled at how Jimmy mumbled that last word, not even able to meet her eyes. She hmmed, tapping her chin exaggeratedly to lighten the mood as she thought about it, running through dozens of names in her head. Finally she grinned down at him.

“Valentine!”

“V-valentine?”

“Mmhmm,” Linda insisted, nodding. “It’s perfect. Because it’s the day I got to see you as you really are… My. Diapered. Sissy. Babygirl.”

With each word, Linda tickled and pinched a different part of ‘Jimmy’s - now ‘Valentine’s - side, making her squirm and kick and laugh.

“Val for short,” Linda added, after a moment. “Maybe I’ll have a collar made for you…”

Valentine gulped, her whole face seeming softer now she had her second name. Linda looked into her eyes, trying to read the emotions there - lust, hope, love… fear… excitement…

“I’d like that, Mistress,” Valentine finally said.

Linda’s eyes fluttered, half-lidded, and the mood changed again, as she slid sensually onto the bed, straddling her sissy, her mound covered by only the thin fabric of her thong as she pressed herself against Valentine’s thick pink diaper. She could feel the hardness of the cage through it, and as she ground against it, Valentine whimpered with pained pleasure.

“Does my little sissy like this?” Linda teased, rocking her hips, knowing Valentine’s little clit must be straining at her cage by now. “Such a dirty sissy, aren’t you?”

Valentine just moaned, squirming. The cage being pressed down against her groin was uncomfortable to say the least, but the movements of Linda’s hips were so stimulating. It was like now her cock was caged and it couldn’t be her full focus, every part of her body was a little more sensitive - and when Linda leaned forwards to strike and caress her nipples, kissing her softly, nipping at her neck, Valentine found herself moaning shamelessly.

“Oh, please, Mistress!” Valentine pleaded, not sure where she was pleading for Linda to stop - or begging her not to. “Please!”

“You want to cum, sissy slut?” Linda asked, tracing one of Valentine’s erect nipples with a finger. “You know sissies only get to cum when they’re being fucked...”

Valentine whimpered as she realized what Linda meant. What she’d said earlier was true - she’d never experienced any kind of anal penetration before… But it had been the cornerstone of so many fantasies for so long. Could she really turn away from Linda’s offer to anally penetrate her?

...Yes, she decided. But only to better offer her rump.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” Valentine replied, every inch the blushing virgin. “I, I’d like it if you f-fucked me, please…”

“Say it in that cuuute widdle voice of yours, my pathetic li’l fucktoy,” Linda said, pinching Valentine’s cheeks affectionately.

“...Pwease fuck me Mistwess…” Valentine managed, her face beat red. “Sissy … wuvs to be fucked by big cocks…”

“Mmm, that’s because you’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Linda said as she got off of Valentine, shoving her over onto her front once more. “A slutty, naughty girl who needs a cock inside her ass to cum.”

“U-uh huh,” Valentine replied shyly, trembling as she moved onto all fours, her rump held high. “Me swutty, Mistwess.”

“Mmm, I bet… and today you’re going to be my slutty toy…”

Valentine felt Linda grabbing and groping at her diaper, sliding her hand along the back of it. She paused, roughly around the area where Valentine’s anus was, and pushed the padding forwards making Valentine gasp, feeling it touch her sensitive hole.

“Ohh!”

Linda grinned, feeling the response - and with surprising precision, she tore a hole right there in the diaper. Valentine shivered at the feeling of cold air on her backpassage - but soon that air felt positively tropical, compared to the cold, slimy lubricant that was being smeared over her pucker.

“Ah! Mi-mistress?!” she said, eyes wide, as she felt a well-lubricated finger probing her hole. She gripped the bedsheets, whiteknuckled as she felt it pushing harder. “MISTRESS!”

Linda chuckled as her finger *pop*ped inside, past Valentine’s tight anal ring. Valentine groaned audibly at the alien feeling of being invaded. It ached and burned and felt amazing all at once, and as Linda’s finger sawed back and forth inside her tight hole, Valentine moaned, thrusting her rear back wantonly.

“M-mistress… It feels so strange,” she said, referring to how the anal penetration pulled her into a new kind of arousal she’d never felt before. “My little sissy clit is trying to get big…”

“It’s not allowed,” Linda replied, chuckling. “Widdle sissies don’t have any use for those things. Not that any woman would want it, anyway.”

Valentine moaned, nodding in agreement as she rocked herself on the bed, now trying to get that finger as deep inside as possible, sensing there was a sweet spot a little deeper in it was just missing. Linda wriggled the digit around - and then yanked it out, eliciting another groan from Valentine, who looked back at Linda pleadingly.

“Hold on, hon,” Linda said fondly, pulling open a bedside drawer.

She pulled out a long, wobbly, pink cock, with a bulbous handle of some kind on the top. As Valentine watched, her Mistress slid her panties to one side, and easily slipped the ‘handle’ up inside her, murmuring with pleasure as a bump on the toy came to rest on her clit.

“Mmm… Come here, babygirl,” Linda cooed, grinning. “We need to teach you how to suck cock…”

“Yes Mistress,” Valentine said, not wanting to admit how curious she was about that very topic - but her clit throbbing in her cage and her look of eagerness gave her away to herself and Linda.

Clumsily, she grabbed both hands of the faux phallus, stroking up and down awkwardly as she looked up at Linda’s face… Linda herself moaned, softly, feeling the pressure on her clit increasing, a rubbing sensation as Valentine stroked her girlfriend’s new cock.

“Nmm, t-try to use your mouth…” Linda ordered, and Valentine blushed, slowly lowering her mouth the toy.

She was surprised, and yes, honestly, a little embarrassed by how much she found she enjoyed it, her lips wrapping around Linda’s tip as she obediently sucked cock like a good sissy. Linda directed her with a hand, pushing her down further, and she looked up at her with big eyes as she let the dildo slip further into her throat.

“Suck your cheeks in and out,” Linda told her, shivering. “Nmm… You have a natural talent for blowjobs, don’t you, baby?”

Valentine didn’t think her face could get redder, but it did. She was so humiliated, her manhood stripped away, her cock locked up - her only chance of sexual pleasure was to let herself be fucked in the ass.

The fact she was incredibly aroused by thinking about that only made it more humiliating, a feedback loop of embarrassment and excitement that circled back on itself over and over, until Valentine was bobbing and slurping on Linda’s fake cock like she was born to do it, cheeks hollowing in and out.

Linda moaned, digging her nails into Valentine’s hair. She was amazed at how much sensation she felt through the dildo, and as Valentine squeaked what might have been a complain, Linda moved her head back and forth, using her sissy’s mouth like a fuck toy as the rubber teased her clit.

“Ohhh God… ngh, okay,” Linda said, panting, yanking Valentine off of her cock. “We need to get on the bed, now… Get up there, show your mistress what a good pet you are.”

“Y-yes ma’am,” Valentine replied, her head spinning with how dizzy with cocklust - even a fake cock - she’d become, feeling anxious about being penetrated for the first time - but mostly excited, sticking her slutty rump up high, the hole in the diaper providing a target for Linda’s silicone phallus.

Linda slathered more lubricant on the shaft - and then came behind Valentine, grabbing her by one hip, firmly.

Valentine gasped, heart pounding as Linda grabbed her. There was something so primal about being gripped that way, in this position, that despite her ‘male’ body Valentine felt herself reacting. She felt the urge, the need to be bred, to be used - she wasn’t a man, she was a sissy, and her job was to be fucked.

“Please, please fuck your sissy’s ass, Mistress,” Valentine begged, suddenly desperate, pushing her rear back eagerly. “I want it so bad…”

Linda slapped her hard on the upper thigh, and Valentine shrieked, scrambling to pull forwards slightly.

“Naughty, slutty girl,” Linda said, laughing. “Your mistress decides when you’re fucked…”

To emphasize the point, Linda poked the now-slimy cock through the diaper hole, the tip finding Valentine’s tight pucker. Valentine felt her sissyparts throb between her legs, leaking useless clear fluid as she swallowed, waiting for Linda to penetrate her. Instead, Linda sedately lifted her hips up and down, stroking the tip against that crinkled entrance.

She continued this for a while, the teasing unbearable, sometimes pushing a little more firmly, threatening to enter Valentine… and then pulling back, leaving her unfulfilled, literally. Linda had been doing this for so long now that Valentine had circled back to her fear of penetration once more, and now every second was nailbiting as she wondered when she would finally feel-

“NGGH…. Ngh… OHHH GOD THAT’S BIG!” Valentine bared her teeth in a grimace as Linda began to push, and push, and push, until the lubricated toy began to sink into Valentine’s slightly loosened backside.

Linda breathed through her nose, reminding herself not to shove, but the pressure travelled down the base of the toy to Linda’s clit, and every inch there was more delicious, clamping, squeezing pressure.

“Ohhh Mistress I don’t know if I can do this!” Valentine said in a panicked voice, but Linda just held her hips firmly, shoving inch after inch deeper inside the sissy’s hole.

“Shh,” Linda replied, smirking. “We both know your slutty ass can take it. Just be a good girl and relax. This is what you were made for, my sissy toy.”

Valentine moaned, aroused and embarrassed at the same time in the most delicious way. Panting, she nodded obediently, trying to relax her clenching muscles that didn’t understand why Linda’s toy was invading her backside.

Slowly but surely, it all disappeared inside her, until Linda felt her crotch pressing up against the thick padding of Valentine’s diaper.

“Wow, you really are a slut,” she commented, grinning. “You took the whole cock on your first try. Are you proud of yourself, sissy?”

“Y-yes Mistress,” Valentine replied, embarrassed. “I l-love… nghh… the feeling of you filling my worthless ass.”

Despite the discomfort, Valentine could feel the rod buried in her rear resting on her swollen prostate, bringing her a new element of pleasure she’d never felt before. As Linda began to drag the thick toy back out, Valentine gasped and shuddered, a warm jolt of pleasure heading straight to her caged cock.

Moans of lust mixed with grunts of pain as Linda forcefully worked that thick shaft back and forth inside the sissy below her. She grunted, digging her nails into Valentine’s side and causing a girlish squeak of pain - and then more moans of pleasure, Valentine’s breathing growing heavier as she slowly got into the rhythm of being fucked, Linda’s own huffs and whimpers telling a similar story.

Valentine was amazed to discover how good this kind of sex felt, some part of her deeply ashamed she preferred it to ‘fucking a woman like a man’, but the rest of her was completely overwhelmed with the sensations of her Mistress’ hands on her body, the crinkling of the diaper as it bunched up, shoved against Linda’s crotch - and the feeling of being pounded slowly by her.

Every stroke, in or out, ground against her sweet spot inside in just the right way. Valentine moaned, shamelessly - at first, she tried to rock her hips against nothing, her clit trapped inside its cage, useless and mostly flaccid, but found she got nothing out of it. Biting her lip, she pushed back experimentally, and then moaned loudly.

She couldn’t help it. It felt so good, she felt so full in such a good way, that she began rocking her hips, trying to time her motions with Linda’s quickening thrusts. Her sissyclit tingled and throbbed, swelling up more and more, feeling a little snug and uncomfortable in the cage, grateful for the diaper that kept her flowing juices from dripping onto the bed. Every thrust seemed to force a little more out of her, little droplets being flicked into the lining of the padding.

Bitch was the right word for her as Linda’s thrusts went on full throttle, pounding her as they both moaned and gasped in feminine voices. Valentine could feel that familiar feeling of an orgasm looming, and judging from Linda’s hot, panting breaths, she was close as well. Valentine grit her teeth, bearing down hard so she could feel every glorious inch slamming into her tight hole, moaning, panting, gasping, wondering when the end would come and how it would feel…

“OH! OH ohhh Ahhh OHHHHHHHHHHHHH…”

Valentine came vocally, her hips bucking as her cum dribbled out into the diaper. Her clit throbbed with pleasure, but her ass was what she focused on, the muscles clenching rhythmically around the toy, feeling like a massage for her abused backpassage as she moaned loudly.

Seeing Valentine cum, Linda snarled, grabbing her hips and pounding frantically, slamming her length home again and again as Valentine continued orgasm, crying out in happy ecstacy until finally, Linda slammed her silicone cock home with a load moan, rocking and bucking her hips urgently against the toy. She grunted and gasped, racked with intense pleasure, holding herself, quivering, against Valentine’s diapered backside.

They trembled together for one, two, three moments more. Before Valentine sagged, moaning, and Linda sighed, trembling, as she left herself inside Valentine’s rear for now.

Trembling, her muscles and body overwhelmed and overworked, Valentine shuddered, blushing as she felt her bladder starting to empty into the diaper, making it grow warm and sodden in a few moments. She shivered at the feeling of release, face glowing with humiliation, no better expression of her place as a diapered, cock-loving sissy than wetting herself helplessly while a phallus was thrust hard up her rear.

Slowly, Linda dragged the toy out of Valentine’s backside. Valentine gasped and cried out in pain and a sudden feeling of emptiness, and then shivered, flopping onto her side and looking up at Linda dreamily.

“Sooooo good, Mistress,” she moaned, shameless, for the moment, anyway.

“Was it?” Linda asked, smiling as she pulled the toy out, her own legs shaking. “I wasn’t sure but… Oh, I can tell it must have been…*giggle* Sissy’s had a widdle accident, huh?”

Valentine tried to clumsily cover her diaper with her hands, but once the toy was cleaned and put away, Linda giggled, trying to pull them away.

“Wow, who would have though you were such a baby, Jimmy?” Linda teased. “Did I… Did I do it right?”

“Y-yeah,” her partner replied, smiling nervously. “But… could I maybe… stay Valentine, for a little bit?”

“Of course, cherub,” Linda said, kissing the sissy’s forehead. Then she got a little smirk that grew into a wicked grin - and before Valentine could protest, Linda’s hand darted between her legs, groping her cage through the soaked diaper, making her squeal.

“In fact, after that, you’ll be lucky if I don’t just decide to keep ‘Jimmy’ locked up forever!”

Valentine gulped, giving a nervous smile as if she wasn’t sure if Linda was joking or not.

“Besides,” Linda continued, snuggling Valentine to her. “We need to talk about those other pictures and stories I found on your computer.”

“...Other pictures?” Valentine replied, tensing.

“Oh yes,” Linda said, grinning. “I was thinking we could start with the ones where I give you enemas and completely unpotty-train you, sending you outside in diapers and dresses…”

Valentine gulped.

“...And then move on to the ones where you’re taken - violated - by ‘real men’ - three, or four, at once. Does that sound nice, baby girl?”

Shyly, Valentine nodded.

“...I think so, Mistress.”

End.

****


Her Diapered Sissy for Friday Night                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

Jimmy’s fingers weren’t flying across the keyboard like usual that day, and it wasn’t just because it was Friday afternoon.

Since his girlfriend discovered his fetish for being treated like a sissy babygirl, and utterly dominated by a powerful woman, sex between them had become what he could only describe as ‘kinky’ and ‘incredibly frequent’. The saucy texts that had died down after the honeymoon phase were back in full-force, and Jim and Linda had been delving deep into the secret kinks neither of them had ever dared to dream about.

Unsurprisingly, Jimmy’s sissy persona, ‘Valentine’, was a frequent player in these new games. But most of their sex was more ‘vanilla’, with Linda perhaps being a little more dominant since her discovery. Jimmy noticed he’d been spending a lot of time between her thighs recently - but he could hardly complain about that, he thought, as he licked his lips slowly.

Linda made an incredibly sexy dominant, whether she was spanking Jimmy - or Valentine - for being a dirty slut, or yanking him on a leash towards her dripping pussy. Jimmy felt beyond lucky she was willing to go so far for him, and he put his all into fulfilling her own dirty desires… even when they were tamer than his own.

He was happy to be Lin’s man… Jimmy shifted in his chair, trying to subtly tug down the purple panties that were wedging themselves between his buttocks. He flushed slightly.

Well, more-or-less her man. Wearing panties under his clothes was a naughty way for him to keep Valentine with him at all times, and Linda seemed to enjoy ‘making’ Jimmy wear her underwear every morning before work.

They’d gone pretty far with the sissy roleplaying in the past, but this weekend, Linda and Jimmy had agreed to take it even further. A whole two days (and one evening, counting that Friday night) of Jimmy being ‘Valentine’, and having to obey Linda’s every order… Unless he - she? - wanted to be punished… Which he might do, Jimmy thought with a smirk.

As the day had gotten closer, Jimmy had found it harder and harder to focus on his work. Now, an hour before it was time to leave, he found himself near-obsessing over what that night - and the rest of the weekend - would have in store for him.

He was almost as nervous as he was excited. Of course Jimmy had fantasized for as long as he could remember about being kept in extended sissification, forced to obey the whims of a ‘cruel’ mistress, wetting his diapers and babbling like an infant girl. It was an erotic dream come true for Linda to even offer it.

But Jimmy also couldn’t imagine what it would be like, to spend an entire weekend under Linda’s control, wearing diapers and dresses. The thought was a little scary, trusting somebody else to command him, to punish, discipline, and reward him. It made Jimmy feel utterly helpless, something that both fanned the flames of his libido and turned his blood to ice.

There was also the more simplistic terror at the idea of being a big, strong man… and allowing himself to be dressed up like a little girl’s dolly, simpering and blushing as he was treated like a toddler. Jimmy couldn’t deny that the ‘naughty’ feeling he got from wearing a dress, as if he was doing something wrong, was a big part of what made it so sexy for him. But when the time came, would he be able to use that to make the kink more exciting… Or would it be too much for him?

And finally Jimmy had another, more pressing concern. What if they tried it, and it turned out… he didn’t like it as much as he thought? For as long as he could remember he’d entertained these fantasies of being a girl… Of being a naughty, dirty, slutty, baby girl, but still.

He loved that Linda had named him - girl him - Valentine. It felt right, it felt natural, to express his sexuality that way. He wanted to love and embrace every second of being her, submissive, feminine, and totally Linda’s Girl, that weekend…

And if he couldn’t, Linda would be disappointed… But Jimmy would be heartbroken.

‘Ping!’

Jimmy was jerked out of his concerned reverie by the sound of his phone. The worry in his expression instantly faded to a soft smile as he noticed it was Linda messaging him. Maybe she was thinking about tonight too?

“Hi babe,” the text began. “What do you think of this outfit? Would it suit Valentine? ;)”

A moment later, another message followed, this one with an image attached. Jimmy blushed as he hunched over his phone, looking left and right to make sure nobody else could see. He felt his panties grow a little tighter as he pulled the phone away from his chest to look at it more closely.

It was obviously from some kind of specialized store. A hot pink onesie, like a real baby would wear, with long sleeves and a lighter pink rabbit on the chest. The word ‘Sissy’ was proudly emblazoned above the design, and the short tutu attached completed the girly look.

It was an outfit Jimmy would have found sexy anyway, but it also looked like the onesie’s crotch had been altered to make it even more humiliatingly infantile. Thick padding, shaped near exactly like a diaper, curved around the bottom and between the legs. Jimmy could tell just by looking that he would be lucky to be able to waddle in it, and in a diaper, he’d probably have to resort to crawling.

Jimmy’s panties were now stretched taut across his sissy clit as he bit his lip, imagining it. Suddenly he was glad he still had an hour of work left before he had to stand up from his desk…

“Very sexy,” he replied. “Maybe we can get something like that for her one day?”

The response came almost instantly.

“Maybe, my little subby sissy slut! Xx”

Jimmy felt his cock throb gently. This evening couldn’t come soon enough.

***

Linda had greeted Jimmy with the same eager affection as usual, kissing along his collar bone as she unbuttoned his work shirt. She’d led him upstairs, and Jim followed with cautious excitement, waiting for what was ahead of him.

Now he stood in the bedroom, looking down at what he was sure was his outfit for the night. A lilac top with an excited white chibi tiger on, and puffy sleeves… A short pink skirt, and grey leggings. Pale socks with polka dots and frilly cuffs. All in his size. Jimmy swallowed.

The door to the bedroom clicked shut behind him, and he quickly turned to look at his girlfriend, his face showing his nerves and excitement. They were alone in the house - so she had only closed the door to make things more atmospheric, wanting him to feel a little trapped, a little more anxious.

“Hello, baby,” Linda said, with a wide smirk. “How’s my sissy princess today?”

Jimmy’s brain short-circuited. No matter how often he heard Linda talk to him that way, he never seemed to get used to it. Instead of speaking, he nodded dumbly, then blushed, realizing he’d been asked a question.

“G-good,” he mumbled. “Uh, um… Mistress?”

“Oh?” Linda said carelessly, trailing a fingertip down Jimmy’s chest. “Really? Because to me it seems like maybe you’re forgetting your place, baby girl.”

“N-no, ma’am,” Jimmy insisted, feeling off-balance and excited in the naughtiest way. “I promise!”

Linda shook her head, stepping back and eyeing Jimmy carefully. She looked like a hungry lioness sizing up her prey, and Jimmy felt his sissy clit tingle underneath her gaze.

“First things first, sweetie,” Linda said, smirking. “I think ‘Mistress’ is too grown-up for a tiny sissy like you. So from now on, you call me ‘Mommy’, do you understand?”

Jimmy felt his face turn crimson. That word was one they’d discussed, but Linda had never seemed eager to use it. Jimmy didn’t mind - having a Mistress suited him fine, and there were plenty of things to like about that. But now Linda was calling herself that… he couldn’t deny it was incredibly arousing.

It added a layer of babyish naughtiness to the whole thing. He wasn’t just a man being dominated by a sexy woman - he was a sissy baby being controlled by his Mommy.

“Yes… I understand,” he said softly in response at last.

“Yes, you understand, who?”

“...Yes, I understand, M-Mommy,” Jimmy said, unable to keep a shy smile off of his face.

“Good girl, good girl,” Linda replied, looking satisfied. “Let’s get you out of those yucky grown-up boy clothes, shall we?”

“Yes pwease, Mommy,” Jimmy lisped, his face bright pink as he shyly offered his wrists to Linda, watching as she began to unbutton his cuffs.

He could feel that part of him, Valentine, taking control. For now it was a delicious sort of torture, caught between the two parts of himself. One part wanted to run away, rebel against this treatment… the other wanted to submit, give in, be sissy Valentine now and forever.

Jimmy trembled, closing his eyes as he enjoyed the feeling of erotic tension. He felt vulnerable and exposed as his shirt was stripped away, and then his trousers and socks, until finally, he was dressed in just his tight purple panties, stretched around his stiff erection.

Now he felt like her… Now he was nearly naked and exposed, he was Valentine, in pretty panties, waiting for his Mommy’s discipline. He would be her obedient sissy babygirl before the night was over, and he would love every moment of it.

“Tsk, tsk,” Linda chuckled, and Valentine whimpered as his Mommy grabbed her pathetic excuse for a cock through her tight undies. “So excited to be degraded, aren’t you, slut?”

“Uh huh,” Valentine admitted, nodding bashfully. “I l-love it when Mommy’s in control…”

“Well, we had better get started, hadn’t we?” Linda gently tugged on Valentine’s stiff clit, and the sissy whimpered softly, obediently following Linda to the en suite bathroom.

She’d thought she’d be dressed up first, but Linda clearly had other ideas. Her panties were finally removed, and Valentine gingerly stepped out of them as she was sat down on the closed toilet lid, looking up at Linda curiously.

“Why are we in here, Mommy?” she asked, her knees together delicately. “I thought you were going to dress me up…”

As she peered to the right, she noticed the bath was nearly full, steam rising from the tub, bubbles floating on the surface. Valentine sniffed, detecting the faint scent of lavender. Perhaps Linda wanted to bathe her first..?

“Such an impatient sissy!” Linda replied, with a chuckle. “I can see somebody’s eager to be in her little girl clothes as soon as possible…”

Valentine looked away, but her little smile confirmed it. Linda continued, opening the cupboard behind the bathroom mirror as she spoke.

“Mommy’s going to take off all that icky big boy hair,” she explained. “Little baby girls don’t have hair anywhere at all, do they?”

Valentine shook her head gently, but her face was burning red. This wouldn’t just affect her today, or even until the end of the weekend. She’d be going to work, completely hairless. Would anybody notice? Valentine doubted it, but it still made her nervously aroused...

“But Mommy,” Valentine pleaded, although of course, it was all part of the act. “Everybody at work will see…”

“I suppose they might,” her Mommy replied, as if pretending to think about that. “Then they’ll know what a good little baby you are for your Mommy, won’t they?”

Valentine made an odd sort of whimper as she offered her long leg to Linda meekly, shyly nodding in agreement. She watched as Linda squeezed out some thick white hair removal cream onto her leg, using some kind of plastic spatula to spread it all over the prickly brown hairs along it.

Soon both Valentine’s legs and her upper arms were covered, and Linda was just about finished with the sissy’s chest. Jimmy had never had much hair there, but it was still humiliating in the best way to imagine it all disappearing…

“Stand up,” Linda ordered, and Valentine shakily complied. Her clit was no longer stiff, and she was aware of how small it looked now, dangling sadly above her tiny balls.

“Ah!” Valentine gasped, as Linda cupped her testicles, carefully smearing them with the same white foam.

She kept her legs awkwardly apart as Linda covered her crotch in the hair removal cream, even smearing it across her buttcheeks, peeling them apart to get the hair there too. Valentine’s face was pink as she was finally allowed to sit back down, knowing she’d be as hairless as a prepubescent girl soon.

“There, now we just wait a little,” Valentine’s Mommy said cheerily, as she began to fill the sink with water. “Aren’t you looking forward to having no more yucky grownup hair anywhere?”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Valentine replied obediently, lifting a finger. She nervously twirled her short hair as she watched Linda filling the sink, waiting in anticipation for what the rest of the evening would bring.

“So, I thought we might try potty-training,” Linda said casually, but Valentine instantly perked up a little. “Unless you want to be in diapers forever?”

Valentine’s cheeks were pink, because actually, that sounded pretty hot. But the roleplay demanded she agree - it wasn’t embarrassing when she would be inevitably forced back into diapers ‘like a baby’, if she admitted to wanting them.

“No, Mommy,” she said quickly. “I wanna be a big girl.”

Linda snorted.

“Well, you probably won’t ever be a real big girl, sweetie,” she said, casually. “But you can be my widdle baby sissy who wears pullups in the daytime… For a while, anyway.”

Valentine was secretly thrilled. Potty-training… and failing it… was a pet fantasy of hers. Would it feel as good in real life as it did in her dirty thoughts?

“Okay, gimme that leg,” Linda ordered, and Valentine obediently stretched it out. “That’s Mommy’s good girl.”

Valentine watched as the plastic spatula was dragged across her skin. Linda lifted it away, white cream and dark hairs clinging to it, leaving a long bare landing strip all the way up Valentine’s legs.

Her Mommy washed the plastic tool off in the sink, and continued. Valentine watched with a little trepidation, but more curiosity, as her body hair slowly disappeared. In what seemed like no time at all, her leg and arm hair was gone completely, as if it had never been there.

She couldn’t suppress a whimper as what passed for her ‘manhood’ was carefully stripped of hair, giggling and jumping slightly as her Mommy passed the spatula between her spread rumpcheeks. Valentine watched as Linda carefully removed all her chest hair, until finally, she was hairless from the neck down...

“Oh wow,” she mumbled, blushing. “It’s really all gone…”

Valentine ran a hand across her smooth forearm. It was so bare, so feminine. She felt a small smile forming on her face, the prickling of humiliation and giddy excitement blooming in her chest. She instantly felt more girly, more delicate…

“What do we say?” Linda said, as she smiled down at Val. “When somebody does something nice for us?”

“F-fank you, Mommy,” Valentine said softly, her cheeks a little pink.

Linda drained the sink, and then offered her hand, helping Valentine up. As Valentine slowly stood, her Mommy gave her hand a little peck of a kiss, and she felt her heart flip. She never quite got used to those romantic overtures made towards her, treating her like the delicate young woman she felt like right then.

“Now, into the bath,” Linda urged, and Valentine carefully lifted a foot, and sank it into the warm water of the tub.

The temperature was just right now, not too hot, not too cool. With a happy sigh, still holding her Mommy’s hand, the sissy slowly sank into the water, allowing the calming lavender scent to envelope her. Valentine watched her Mommy knelt down beside the tub to wash her, bubblegum pink body wash being squeezed onto a loofah.

And Valentine knew she wouldn’t feel like a ‘woman’ for much longer - but instead, a little girl.

***

A half hour later, and Valentine was wrapped in a thick pink towel, sitting on the bed beside the clothes that were laid out for her. She could smell the mixed candy and lavender scent wafting off of her skin and hair, and she kicked her feet gently as she watched Mommy rummaging in the closet.

Valentine was still getting used to the feeling of smooth skin all over. Most noticeably between her leg. Her small sissy package felt incredibly sensitive, bare and tingling against the rough surface of the towel.

“Give Mommy your legs, babygirl,” Linda said suddenly, snapping Valentine out of her reverie. “Here we are…”

Valentine looked at what Linda was holding in her hand - she had thought since she was supposedly being ‘pottytrained’, she’d be back in panties again… But instead, Linda was offering a pull-up, the kind tween girls wore for bedwetting. Valentine felt her heart pump a little harder as it was slipped up her legs, covering her up completely. The pullup felt incredibly snug around her skinny hips, compressing her limp clit against her, giving her crotch a flat, feminine shape.

“These aren’t my panties, Mommy,” Valentine said cutely, her eyes a little wide as she slipped into her role a little more.

“No, they’re special panties for baby girls who aren’t ready for grown-up undies,” Linda said, with a smile. “If you can keep these dry, maaaaybe Mommy will let you have some icecream… What does my little sissy think of that?”

“I wuv icecream, Mommy,” Valentine replied, biting her lip as the leggings were pulled up high over her legs, securing the pullup in place against her. “...And… what happens if I don’t keep them dry.”

“Hm,” Linda said, as if she was considering that, while she pulled on Valentine’s skirt. “Then I guess you’d have to be put back into diapers…”

Valentine was bright pink as Linda continued, feeling like her manhood was being stripped away with every item of girly clothing she was dressed in. She felt incredibly humiliated and off-balance, totally under Linda’s control… and she loved it.

“I would?” she finally squeaked.

“Yep,” Mommy continued, with a grin. “If you’re a widdle sissy who can’t help peeing herself all the time, well, you need to be in nice, thick, diapers - juuust like a baby.”

She pulled the top over Val’s head before she could speak, but Linda heard the sissy’s muffled gasp of faux-alarm.

“I don’t want that, Mommy!” Valentine fibbed, as the shirt was pulled down. “I’m a big girl.”

“So you say,” Linda replied. “But we’ll see how long you keep those pretty panties dry, hmm?”

Valentine nodded furiously, as Linda hmm-ed over something, picking a stray hair off of her babygirl’s shirt.

“In fact, why don’t we go try and use the toilet now, hm?”

Valentine’s face went bright red. This was a moment that took place in plenty of the dirty stories and captions she liked to look at… Being sat on the toilet, like a submissive little girl, while Mommy hovered above her, waiting for her to use it. As her skirt was raised and her leggings and pullup were pulled down to her ankle, Valentine perched on the toilet seat, looking up at Linda, finding herself a little pee-shy now...

“Go peepee, babygirl,” Linda cooed, stroking Val’s back lovingly. “That’s a good sissy…”

Valentine’s cock twitched as it hung slightly down towards the bowl. She whimpered, blushing as she pushed and then relaxed her muscles. There was definitely liquid in her bladder, but it was so awkward to go like this, while Linda was watching…

Eventually she tensed once more, and finally felt a thin stream of urine trickling into the bowl. Valentine shivered shyly, acutely aware of the sound of pee hitting the water below, seeming to echo around the entire bathroom. She managed a few more drops, but finally the small flow stopped.

Valentine honestly felt a little guilty for not managing to totally empty her bladder… But that would make things more fun later, wouldn’t it?

“All done, Mommy,’ she mumbled shyly.

“There we go! What a big girl!” Linda praised, grinning. “Let Mommy wipe your little princess parts clean…”

Without hesitation, Linda’s hand dipped between Valentine’s legs, clutching a wad of toilet paper. The sissy girl blushed furiously as her scrawy clit was dabbed at carefully, removing the last few drops of pee. Soon the pullups and leggings were tugged back up, and Valentine was again a pretty sissy big girl with dry undies…

For now.

***

Dinner was chicken nuggets, with fries and peas… all cut up into little chunks and served on Disney princess flatware and cutlery. Valentine’s cup was more adult, tall and thin with no lid - but it was still pink plastic, with a Hello Kitty motif on, and a yellow straw.

The cup was full of soda… that Valentine had already drunk copious amounts of. It seemed counterintuitive to give a toddler who was pottytraining a lot of sugary, caffeinated drink… But, Valentine thought with a shy smile and a blush, that that was kinda the point, huh? It was supposed to be an ‘unwinnable’ scenario… Where really, they both won.

“Are you enjoying your dindins, sissy?” Linda asked casually, watching as Valentine shifted her weight from one buttcheek to another.

“Yes, Mommy,” Valentine said, wriggling as she felt her bladder growing more swollen. “It’s very tasty…”

“Are you alright?” Mommy said. “You seem a little fidgety…”

She smirked, knowing this was part of the roleplay. Valentine flushed harder, and nodded. It felt good to pretend to be a naughty little girl, so good in fact she was fighting her clitty from firming up, stopping her from soaking her pullup.

Digging her nails into the table, she grunted… and then whimpered softly, as she began to wet.

The hot pee splashed back against her bare skin as she let go, quickly soaking into the padding between her legs. Soon the pullup was swelling rapidly with urine. There was a much smaller surface area than a diaper, and Val immediately felt the entire length of the absorbent section growing twice as large, hot and pressed up against her bits as she whimpered again.

Linda picked at the remainder of her own dinner, pretending to be nonchalant, but Valentine swore she was smirking a little. The soaked sissy shrank down slightly in her seat as the flow continued, dampening the legcuffs of the pullup… and then slowly seeping out, through her clothes and onto the chair.

Most of the urine was quickly absorbed, leaving Valentine’s upper legs and backside dripping wet. But as she continued to wet herself, she felt more and more liquid flowing down her legs, dripping onto the floor, forming a sizable puddle.

Linda looked up suddenly as she heard the sound of liquid hitting the floor. For a moment, she smirked fiercely, her eyelids lidded and seductive, and Valentine gulped, shrinking back in her seat just as she finished her not-so-sneaky pee.

...And then Linda resumed her role as Mommy of a naughty sissy baby who needed to learn not to pee her panties.

“Valentine,” she said softly. “Did you have an accident?”

“N-no, Mommy,” Val lied, biting her lip shyly and looking away.

“Don’t tell fibs to Mommy,” Linda said, frowning as she stood up… and gasped. “Ohhh, wow, sissy, you really soaked yourself, didn’t you! I can’t believe the size of the puddle underneath you… Stand up!”

Valentine ‘eep’ed and hopped up immediately as Linda’s voice rose sharply in pitch. As soon as she did, she could feel the urine cooling on her damp skin, blushing as she reached backwards, feeling just how wet she was down there. Her Mommy grabbed her arm, spinning around to see her sodden backside, and tutted loudly.

“You naughty girl!” she exclaimed. “You wet yourself without telling Mommy you needed to go!”

“I’m, I’m sorry Momm- AH!” Valentine yelped, as Linda swatted her boyish backside hard.

“You’re going to be even sorrier by the time I get through with you, you naughty girl,” Linda barked, as she pushed Valentine down across the table, pinning the sissy’s arm behind her back. “I can’t believe you couldn’t even make it through one dinner without disgracing yourself! You’re obviously nothing but a helpless baby who needs to be put in diapers!”

“Noo! Mommy no!” Valentine whimpered, feeling slight genuine distress as she was pinned down across the table. When did Linda get so strong? “Please, I’m a big boy, not a baby girl!”

Linda loudly smacked the sissy’s ass, not seeming to care that Valentine’s backside was soaked with pee. Valentine squealed loudly as she did it again, feeling the pullup squish against her backside. The sheer domination was giving her an erection, dramatically tenting the front of the pullup as she moaned girlishly, blushing as the sodden leggings and skirt were tugged down to her ankles.

She looked back and downwards at the swollen pullup, hanging off her backside a little from the sheer weight of how much she’d wet it. Linda glared at the trembling sissy, and Valentine felt her heart pound eagerly, craving the discipline she knew was sure to come next.

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay dry,” Mommy went on, as she pulled something out of the bookcase. Valentine obediently stayed bent over the table, watching. “So I kept the wooden spoon from the kitchen out here…”

Valentine gulped. She’d been spanked last time, but somehow today the sissy role was gripping her much more strongly, dragging her down much more deeply. As Linda approached with the wooden spoon in hand, she whimpered in distress, looking up at her pleadingly.

“Mommy, pwease don’t spank me,” Valentine begged, as Linda pushed her down against the table. “Nghh! Please! I’ll use the potty like a big girl!!”

“Obviously you can’t be trusted,” Linda said, ignoring the sissy’s pleas. “Stop telling Mommy naughty fibs, or this will be much worse!”

Despite the fact this was a pet fantasy of hers, Valentine was starting to panic a little. The fact she sincerely didn’t want the spanking and was fighting against it, but couldn’t get away, made her excitement levels rise, swirling together with her nervousness inside. Being bent over this way, in a soaking pullup, exposed, her erection revealing her arousal… It all seemed like too much, too complicated.

“AH!”

The world became very simple again as the broad end of the spoon slapped against Valentine’s upper thigh. She squealed and shrieked, writhing and bucking, pinned into place by her Mommy’s weight as blow after blow hit here.

It stung badly, and soon tears pricked Valentine’s eyes as she moaned girlishly, biting her lip hard as Mommy slid the wooden spoon up along her pink skin… and then slapped her rump once more.

Valentine sobbed quietly as the spanking continued, shivering as she felt the pullup being pulled down, her bare wet skin cooling in the air. A moment later, she heard the wooden spoon whistling through the air, and suddenly felt it hit her scrawny rumpcheeks hard.

“Ah! AH! OW! MOMMY!” the sissy cried out, cock throbbing needily as her backside was so directly punished. She yelped and tried to pull away, but the blows just kept coming and coming.

Her ass was glowing red by now, she was sure of it, and her face dripped with tears. The spanking was sweet torture, going on and on, and Valentine could feel herself sagging, mind growing foggier and foggier as she floated on a cloud of kinkiness. This was some kind of awful, sexy heaven, where she was being spanked and punished, wetting herself, wearing girls’ clothes, moaning and bucking at her girlfriend’s hand as it reached underneath her to stroke her stiff clit…

Wait… what was that…

“Good baby, good sissy,” Mommy murmured in Valentine’s ear, kissing her wet cheek as she gave that stiff sissycock one last squeeze. “Let’s get you into your diapee, hmm?”

Valentine nodded, whimpering shamefully as she slid off the table, obediently following Linda over to the living room. She was sat on the soft carpeted floor, whimpering and trying vainly to tug her pink t-shirt down over her erection to hide it, but Mommy only snickered impolitely behind her hand.

“I, I’m sowwee, Mommy,” Valentine said in a truly pitiful voice, being pulled into a gentle cuddle as she sniffled. “I was a naughty girl…”

“It’s okay, it’s okay babygirl,” Linda murmured reassuringly. “Mommy should have known you were too little to be let out of diapers. You’re just a helpless sissy baby, aren’t you?”

Valentine gulped and nodded, cheeks burning with shame as she sat half-nude on the floor.

“What are you?” Linda pressed.

“A… A helpless sissy baby,” Valentine murmured softly.

“That’s right,” Linda said, smirking as she stood up. “Nobody would ever mistake a pathetic diaper baby like you for a man, would they?”

Valentine sniffled, but shook her head. Mommy’s cruel barb made her sissycock bob slightly in excitement, loving being told she wasn’t a man, that she was just a low, submissive, slut.

“I’ll get your diaper for you, baby,” Linda said, as she began to head into the hall to the stairs. “You just wait there…”

Her smirk was back, and wider than ever.

***

When Linda had returned a few moments later, she was carrying a diaper, yes. But also a big, wand-style vibrator...

“What’s that for, Mommy?” Valentine asked curiously, her pee-pee still sticking up into the air.

“This?” Mommy said casually. “It’s just a big girl toy for naughty baby girls…”

Valentine looked up excitedly, but Linda was already spreading the diaper on the floor. The sissy pushed her bottom up at her Mommy’s command, allowing the thick padding to slide under her backside. She was looking down at her crotch, and again she felt her face turn red as she looked at her bare, hairless skin… Somehow it made her cock seem even smaller, she thought, just before it was covered up by the front of the diaper.

“That’s right,” Mommy cooed, as she pulled the crinkly diaper taut across her sissy baby’s tummy. “Such a pathetic little sissy needs to be kept in diapers, doesn’t she? No more nasty boy parts out in the air… just a nice, smooth diaper keeping your widdle leggies open…”

Valentine flushed again, feeling the diaper grow snug, clinging to her. It never failed to make her feel more babyish, more vulnerable… And as Linda approached, smirking, holding aloft the wand, Val felt that even more than ever.

“Ohhh!”

Valentine’s body went rigid, as the vibrating head of the wand was pressed hard against the outside of her diapered crotch. Mommy first held it low at the bottom of her sissycock, but slowly trailed it upwards, until it was pressed hard against Valentine’s dripping head through the thick diaper.

“Gnnh! Oh Mommy!” Valentine panted, bucking her hips needily against the wand as she whimpered and squirmed on the carpet. “It feels so good on my sissyclitty!”

“That’s Mommy’s slutty princess,” Linda cooed, as she pressed the wand harder against Valentine’s crotch, moving it subtly up and down in a way that produced very UNsubtle reactions. “Sissy loves Mommy making her cum in her didees, doesn’t she?”

“Nggh! Yes!”

Valentine was panting now, on-edge all evening and now feeling her pulse race frantically, desperate and needy for Mommy’s every touch. How frantic she was, how much she loved this, only made her more ashamed and more aroused, knowing she was nothing more than a dirty, submissive, diaper-humping sissy, being forced to cum in her diapers after failing potty training once more.

The peak was so close, and all Valentine could think about was what a dirty girl she was, what a naughty slut, how pathetic, how babyish, infantile, moaning, whimpering, grinding frantically toward a finish she could tell was teasingly close…

“Ahh! Ohhh! NMM… Mommmmmy!” Valentine squealed as she came, more feminine than ever.

Her stiff clit tingled and throbbed as she spurted girlcum into the padding of her diaper, her back arched hard towards the source of her pleasure. She shook with delight, moaning, revelling in the naughty shame of totally giving up her masculinity, being not only a girl, but a diaper humping, pants wetting, helpless sissy baby girl.

Every little squirt into her diaper as she stroked the hard shaft back and forth against the thick padding within felt better and better. Valentine was overwhelmed by sheer pleasure, and as the bliss of orgasm slowly ebbed away, she moaned, reaching out for her Mommy.

“That’s my good baby,” Linda cooed, kissing Valentine’s cheek. “So good… let’s have a little rest now, hm…”

Valentine nodded softly, still breathless…

After all - they had the whole rest of the weekend for the sissy slut to explore...

End.

****

Her Diapered Sissy on Saturday Morning

On Valentine's day, Jimmy's girlfriend confronted him with the knowledge of his secret fetish - the fact he loved being a diapered, sissy babygirl. At first, he was horrified, heart pounding a mile a minute - but then a moment later, Linda had smirked and revealed that she was very much on board with Jimmy's strange kink. 

In fact, she'd even given a new name to James' sissy persona: Valentine, after the day Linda first met her. Valentine had been a frequent role in the bedroom for Jimmy recently, but this weekend he was going to be exploring being Mommy's little girl in a more long-term way. 

It was exciting but nerve-wracking... It was easy to enjoy being 'Valentine' when it was just a way to have an orgasm, another kinky costume Jimmy could pick up or put down at any time. 

The idea that it could be more than that, that he could be Mommy's pretty princess for a whole weekend and still love it... It made Jimmy's heart flip. But he wasn't sure he had it in him... 

Friday evening had been the first day of their indepth roleplay, and Jimmy - now 'Valentine' - had loved it. She'd 'failed pottytraining', been spanked, and then allowed to cum in her dry diapers... 

But now it was the early hours of Saturday morning, and Valentine's eyes suddenly sprung open, her bladder full and swollen. She hadn't used the bathroom before bedtime - in fact, she'd been so exhausted after her intense orgasm that she'd just toddled off to bed with Mommy 

Blushing, Valentine took a moment to take in her environment. Her knees were parted slightly, legs pushed apart just a little by the thick diaper she was wearing. Valentine had nothing else on but a lilac t-shirt with a chibi tiger on, feeling babyishly cute as her Mommy held her in her arms while she slept. 

Valentine took a moment to be grateful for this moment. In his normal life, Jimmy was a pretty regular guy, with a regular body, and he was easily taller than Linda. 

But right now, Valentine felt small, and loved. The diaper crinkled between her thighs as she slid her legs gently back and forth against the sheets, enjoying the smooth feeling where her 'Mommy' had removed all her body hair. It was a small thing she didn't even know if anybody would notice - but it made her feel naughty and excited, removing that symbol of masculinity entirely. 

"Ohh," Valentine gasped, clenching her bladder muscles closed as her mostly-soft cock twitched, reminding her that she still needed to go. "Mmmf..." 

She wriggled in her Mommy's arms, but the sleeping woman beside kept snoring on. Valentine looked over at Linda's gentle face, and sighed lovingly. Well, she was wearing a diaper... She may as well use it, Valentine thought to herself. 

Closing her eyes, Valentine allowed herself to completely relax. In the quiet darkness of her imagination, she was no longer 'Jimmy', office worker. Instead, she was just 'Valentine', a helpless sissy baby, thighs pushed apart by the diaper she was going to wet. 

No worries about shame or anything else, just the growing warm wetness as she sighed, her feminine length bobbing slightly in the confines of her diaper as she slowly soaked herself. With a soft, girly giggle, Valentine reached down to her diaper, squeezing and groping at the front as the hot urine soaked into the crotch. 

Even while she was wetting herself, she could feel her cock starting to plump up, her body confused, unsure whether to get aroused or to keep emptying Valentine's full bladder. The sodden padding was swelling more and more now, the warm wetness pressed right against her crotch, spreading further and further down to her flat backside. 

Shivering, Valentine felt the flood of urine end, and she sighed happily, closing her eyes once again and enjoying the sensation of warmth embracing her, matching the warmth in her chest as she thought about how happy she was to be here with her Mommy... 

Her cock was hard and throbbing now, tenting out the front of her soaked diaper - but Valentine reluctantly lifted her hands away from it, and rolled over onto her side, snuggling against Linda. She had a feeling little sissies weren't supposed to touch themselves without Mommy's permission... 

*** 

"Babygirl.... Sweetheart..." 

Hours later, Valentine's eyelids slowly slid open, groggy as she blinked up at Linda's smiling face. She didn't even remember waking up to pee last night, but the sodden, soaked diaper between her legs told her that she definitely had done. 


"Looks like you're still a bedwetter, huh?" Linda teased, as she squeezed and gently shook the mass of soaked padding up and down, brushing against Valentine's limp girldick. "Oh well. Mommy can change her widdle sissy's didee for her..." 

"Um, um....*yaawwn*... thank you, Mommy," Valentine replied, too sleepy to be as embarrassed and excited as she usually would if she heard Linda talking that way to her. "I's vewwy soggy..." 

Using babytalk definitely brought a flush to her cheeks, but Valentine found she was enjoying the gentle, sleepy feeling that made the whole experience feel more relaxing, more childlike. Valentine looked down as her Mommy peeled open her diaper tapes, the sodden crotch of the diaper flopping away and exposing her bare cock and balls, a sheen of urine covering them. 

She was grateful for this weekend again. This was the kind of moment Valentine would never have fantasized about sexually, where she was tired and feeling small and having her Mommy (that word! Valentine had never even hoped that Linda would ever be her Mommy before!) change her diapers while she dozed and tried to wake up. 

"Eeep, cold," Valentine said, shivering as the wet wipe hit her skin. "BRrr!" 

"I'm sorry, cutiepie," Linda said, chuckling. "I guess it must be very cold compared to that soaked diaper you were in. Was it nice and warm on your little baby bits?" 

Flushing, Valentine nodded shyly. Okay, that got a little bit of a response from her otherwise unexcited private parts. Mommy's fingers brushed lightly against her shaft as she was wiped carefully clean, the little sissy girl whimpering in pleasure and mild embarrassment. 

"Let's get you into a nice new diaper," Linda went on, as she pulled the old one away. "...And maybe Mommy will grab something else, too." 

"What kind of 'something else'?" Valentine asked, sitting up in the bed curiously. 

"Hmm, maybe a plug for that cute little tushy?" 

As Linda peered back out from behind the closet door, holding a medium-sized lilac buttplug and lube in one hand, her eyes twinkled with mischief. Valentine's eyes opened wide, and she bit her lip, unable to stop imagining the feeling of her rectum being stretched to accept that toy, her slender length slowly bobbing and rising between her legs. 


Now she was definitely and obviously aroused, and her Mommy snickered as she approached the bed once more, tossing the fresh diaper beside Valentine in order to prep her little tush for the plug's insertion. 

"Mommy, how come that hasta go in my bottom?" the adult sissy girl asked, pouting playfully. "No other boys havta have stuff in their bottoms..." 

Linda winked, enjoying how Valentine was playing along, getting into the role once again. Sometimes sex felt a lot like 'playing pretend' for grown-ups, and Linda certainly didn't mind that. 

"Because you're not a boy, silly," Linda said, tutting. "You're a sissy... And sissies are made to be fucked by real men." 

"R-real men?" Valentine repeated, gasping as she felt Linda's finger smearing cold lubricant on her pucker. "Other boys are going to put their peepees inside me?" 

"That's right, my little sissy slut," Linda replied, grinning wickedly as her finger pressed at Valentine's tight entrance. "You want to be ready to take all those big cocks inside you, don't you?" 

"Nggh... y-yes, Mommy," Valentine panted, muscles clenching and twitching as she felt her Mommy's slender digit sliding deep into her rectum. "I'll be a good girl..." 

Valentine had never actually done anything with another man, but the humiliating idea of being treated like a woman, being fucked like the sissy she was... It added a filthy, humiliating thrill to the whole scenario. She wasn't sure if she'd ever want to do it for real, but it made her flush while her erection throbbed eagerly, imagining herself beneath a big, hot, sweaty real man... 

Real men were everything Valentine wasn't, she reminded herself with a bashful smile. Real men fucked their women - real men didn't have fingers stuffed up their asses or their shaved crotch strapped into thick diapers. 

Valentine moaned softly in pleasure as she felt Mommy's finger curve, pressing right against her sensitive prostate. Pressing firmly and rubbing gently in circles, Valentine was soon whimpering and jerking her hips, her needy cock throbbing in the air. 

"Does my babygirl like that?" Linda teased, watching the muscles of Valentine's crotch contract as her tight ring squeezed hotly at her finger. "Such a dirty little slut, aren't you?" 

"Uh huh... uh huh, Mommy," Valentine groaned, biting her lip, gripping the sheets so her hands didn't fly down to her crotch and stroke herself to orgasm right there. "Ohh... that feels so good..." 

"Filthy baby girl," Linda muttered, and Valentine squealed, hips pressing right up as she felt the finger curved in her rectum press hard and firm against her special spot inside for several long seconds... 

And then slid back out, leaving her panting, desperate for more attention. Valentine looked pleadingly up at her Mommy, but Linda's smirk was just the kind of wicked that made Valentine go weak at the knees. 

Squeezing a little more lube onto the plug, Linda pressed it firmly against Valentine's lightly stretched and lubricated entrance. Slowly, the tapered tip began to slide into Valentine's anus, and she felt the tight ring of muscle being stretched further and further. 

With a soft whimper, Valentine felt the plug reach it's widest point, her trembling muscles squeezing, unconsciously resisting no matter how badly the little sissy wanted this. Linda glanced up at Valentine - and then grinned, as she pushed the plug hard inwards. 

"AH!" 

Valentine yelped, flinching at the sudden entry, her back passage smarting slightly. After a few moments, the uncomfortable, aching feeling of the little piece of silicone being shoved inside of her began to recede, and she shifted, feeling the weight of it inside, the way the smooth sides pressed against her walls. 

"Ooohh," Valentine moaned, wanting to touch herself so badly - but her Mommy was already sliding the diaper under her bottom, bringing it up between her thighs to hide her stiff, needy prick and the plug nestled between her asscheeks. 

"That's Mommy's good little diapered sissybutt," Linda said, as she fastened the diaper snugly around Valentine's hips. "C'mon. Let Mommy get you dressed, and then you can have breakfast." 

Obediently, Valentine let herself be gently lifted from the bed, gasping and groaning as she felt the silicone plug shift inside of her. 


*** 

A half hour later, and Valentine was dressed in a pastel yellow dress with a flat white collar. The simple design of the dress only emphasized how infantile and small she felt, her thick diapers hidden underneath the knee-length skirt. 

It felt so strange to be right in their dining room, dressed up like a little girl, but that was Valentine's life right now. It made her tummy feel like it was full of butterflies, a strange mix of embarrassment, innocence, and arousal combining into a potent cocktail that made her head spin and her slender penis throb inside the confines of her diaper. 

Valentine sat in her chair, legs kicking as she waited for Mommy to bring her breakfast. She had a hard time forgetting about the hard plastic lodged in her backside, occasionally grunting or wincing when she moved too aggressively. 

The constant pressure that transferred to her swelled prostate kept Valentine's erection constantly hard, pulsing in time with her heartbeat as it raced eagerly. On some level, she still couldn't believe this was really happening, - but Valentine was suddenly distracted as Linda walked back in, carrying a small bowl of oatmeal. 

Valentine had wondered if she might actually serve her real baby food. She wasn't sure if she was grateful or disappointed that it wasn't... 

"Here we go, sweetie," Linda said, sliding the bowl onto the placemat. "Be careful... it might be a little hot..." 

Valentine nodded, reaching for the spoon. Linda stopped her halfway and chuckled, slipping an adult-sized bib around the squirming sissy baby's neck. Valentine flushed, watching as Linda picked up the spoon herself, and began to feed her... 

"Mommy, I'm a big kid," Valentine faux-protested, giving a soft 'mmf!' noise as the oatmeal-laden spoon entered her mouth. "I can feed myself..." 

"If you're a good little girl and let Mommy feed you," Linda said. "I'll give my sissy baby slut a special dessert as a reward..." 


Valentine looked up at Linda curiously, but her 'Mommy' only smirked and winked playfully once more. Obediently, Valentine parted her lips, allowing another warm spoonful of oatmeal into her mouth, feeling small and helpless, shyly blushing as Mommy fed her. 

Her cock was stiff again, inside her diaper, the tightening of her rectal muscles squeezing around the plug lodged inside them. Valentine wanted so badly to reach down and stroke herself through her diaper, the humiliation of being fed like a baby girl making her heart beat harder. 

"Here comes the airplaaaane," Linda cooed, giggling herself as she swooped the spoon through the air, Valentine giggling and wiggling about in her chair like the adult sissy toddler she was. "Omnomnomnom!" 

"Om!" Valentine giggled as she snapped the spoon loaded with oatmeal out of the air, her lips pressing down and sliding the mushy sweetness into her mouth. 

At the beginning of this weekend, Valentine had felt unsure whether she could really stay inside this role for so long. But now she was beginning to realize it felt so right, so good to be Mommy's babygirl this way. 

Yes, there was an undercurrent of sexual naughtiness that added spice to the experience, and Valentine's slender cock throbbed against the inner lining of the diaper. But the highlight of the experience was the simple pleasure of being taken care of, of feeling so adored, just for who she was. 

It was a world Valentine never let herself believe she'd live in - it was a world Valentine didn't think was possible. But here she was, no longer her girlfriend's straight-laced boyfriend... Instead, she was a sissy baby, cock hard and throbbing, waiting for the pleasure of release as she was spoonfed oatmeal... 

And knowing it might never come, because it was all up to her Mommy. 

"Such a greedy little baby girl," Linda murmured, as she scraped the bowl of oatmeal, getting the last mouthful right on the spoon. "What would you say if Mommy said she'd had a hot load of cum stirred into the oatmeal, hm?" 

Valentine flushed, her eyes wide - but the thickly diapered sissy answered the question without even thinking, lost in the sexy fantasy she was enjoying: 

"I'd eat it all, Mommy," she blurted. "I'm just a fucktoy for big men and ladies to use..." 

Her Mommy shivered in pleasure, obviously turned on by the suggestion, the naughty things her baby sissy was saying. Valentine licked her lips clean, looking down at the now empty bowl of oatmeal. 

...It was time for dessert. 

"Well, Mommy doesn't have anything like that for you," Linda said, with a smirk. "...But I promised you a treat if you ate all your oatmeal... And here it is." 

She lifted her own skirt, high, and Valentine's eyebrows rose in surprise, her whole body turning suddenly stiff with arousal. Mommy wasn't wearing any panties, her vulva bare and exposed... and glistening with need. 

Valentine ran her tongue over her lips again, making sure there were no more remnants of oatmeal there. Full of lust for her girlfriend's wet slit, the taboo fantasy of being her diapered sissy, completely emasculated. 

Valentine slipped off the chair, girly dick trembling inside her diaper, tenting it underneath her pretty yellow dress. She was on her knees, her heart pounding frantically as she inhaled the scent of her Mommy's slick, musky wetness. 

"Ohhh, you filthy little sissy," Linda groaned, pressing her eager mound against Valentine's face. "You love to worship Mommy's cunt, don't you?" 

"Y-yes, Mommy," Valentine spluttered, letting her tongue sliding out a little further and swiping right between Linda's folds. "I wuv it, Mommy." 

"That's right," Linda moaned, her hand on the back of Valentine's head. "Lick Mommy out. If you were a real boy Mommy might let you fuck her with your pathetic little clitty, but you're just a ...nnmm! Slutty sissy bitch, not a man..." 

Valentine moaned, cheeks burning with shame and desire, nodding as she licked and kissed between Linda's parted folds. Her stretched backpassage, full of silicone plug, reminded her of her status - as a hole to be used and fucked. 

Her swollen, leaking girlcock was left straining against her soft diaper, as Valentine's tongue slid up worshipfully between Linda's slit, flicking across her clit again and again. Her pleasure was secondary, almost meaningless, compared to Valentine's Mommy's. 

"Oooo, keep going, you have such a talented mouth," Linda panted, her hips rocking and pressing herself against her sissy toy's face and lips. "My good little sissy whore." 

Valentine's own hips rocked, rolling her swollen clitty against the diaper. It was already soaked with her own precum, her rectum clenching and squeezing on the plug as she worked quickly, tongue delving deep into Linda's wetness while her lips kissed and bumped against her excited nub. 

The sissy could tell her Mommy was getting close, fingers tangled in her hair, pushing her closer and closer. Valentine could hear her diaper crinkling loudly as she desperately thrust her own hips against nothing, the soft inner lining of the diaper not giving her enough stimulation to grind against. 

In her frustration, she devoted herself totally to pleasuring Linda, using one hand to spread her lips further so her kisses and licks could delve right into the heart of Mommy's femininity. Linda gasped and moaned, grinding, humping needily against Valentine's outstretched tongue as the obedient sissy drove her to the edge... and then over it. 

"OHHH! YESSSS! Good SLUT!" Linda groaned, as she climaxed, shoving Valentine's face hard into her crotch, smothering her temporarily with her mound. "Nmm!" 

Valentine moaned too, feeling her Mommy's sensitive nub throbbing against her tongue, her tongue working eagerly to lick up the flowing juices rushing from Linda's wet hole. She could barely breathe, drunk on the taste and scent of her Mommy's cunt, gasping as Linda finally released her and she pulled away, sucking in a deep breath. 

Linda panted, trembling with pleasure as she grabbed the table, sighing deeply. She was completely exhausted, overwhelmed with erotic bliss, looking down lovingly at her sticky-faced sissy slut. 

"Good girl," Linda murmured, stroking Valentine's hair back gently. "...Come watch a barbie movie with Mommy, so she can recover..." 

"Yes, Mommy," Valentine muttered, as she slowly got to her feet. 

A mix of emotions swirled through her. Pleasure at being praised, disappointment at not getting to cum herself, her erection pushed firmly at the inside of her diaper... And the hopeful anticipation of seeing what might come next. 

*** 

Valentine cuddled against her Mommy's chest, sighing gently. Linda's hand had pushed Valentine's dress upwards, and now she gently brushed her fingers against the tented plastic surface of Valentine's thick diaper. 

Mommy's touch was so light, and the padding so thick, that Valentine could barely feel anything through the plastic outside of the diaper. She squeezed her eyes shut, snuggling closer to her Mommy, trying not to rock her hips or push her hard cock against the dry inner lining. She was being a good little sissy, after all. 

"Hmm," Linda muttered, as she groped the front of Valentine's crotch more directly, frowning slightly. 

Valentine stiffened, the end of her sissy clit feeling the squeeze as Linda felt to see if she was wet. She'd been hard, or nearly hard, constantly since she came downstairs, so she hadn't had a chance to empty her bladder - even though she could feel it filling by the minute. 

"Gah!" Valentine yelped, as Mommy's hand drifted lower, pressing against the plug embedded in her rear end. "M-Mommy!" 

"Oh, be quiet," Linda said, sounding suddenly firm, slipping more deeply into her role as 'Mommy'. "We both know you love having your cute little tushy stuffed, don't you, sissy?" 

"Um, um... yes, Mommy," Valentine mumbled, blushing. "I love feeling something nice and firm sliding into my tight sissyhole..." 

Linda chuckled, standing up from the couch. In a few moments, they were both on the floor, Linda standing above 

"Lie down," Linda said, lifting a bare foot and pressing it against Valentine's stomach. "Mommy wants to see your didee..." 

Grabbing the hem of her frilly yellow sissy dress, Valentine pulled the skirt gently upwards, showing off her dry diaper once more. Linda tutted softly as she got onto her knees between Valentine's legs, reaching up and peeling away the first tape from the crinkly landing zone of the diaper. 

"Mommy, what are you doing?" Valentine asked, a note of hope in her voice as her stiff clit was exposed, throbbing in the room remperature air. "Are you gonna touch my sissy bits?" 

"Not exactly," Mommy replied, with a grin. "...I just thought maybe you needed help using your didee today..." 

"He-help?" 

Linda didn't say anything. Instead, she lifted herself up onto her knees, shuffling forward so she was straddling Valentine. 

It was a familiarly naughty position... If Valentine were 'Jimmy', he'd have reached up, grabbing Linda's hips and plunged into her eager wetness right then and there. The sissy shivered, flushing as she felt her Mommy's curvy rump against her eager clit. 

She could feel the heat of Linda's slick pussy, radiating outwards. Whimpering, Valentine wished she could be a 'boy' again for just a moment, looking up pleadingly at Linda, hoping she might let her fuck her, just this once. Linda's eyes twinkled, as she grinned... 

Valentine's crotch was suddenly awash in a warmth and wetness of a very different kind. Her eyes bugged open as she watched her Mommy pressing her plump rear back against her throbbing length, eyes closing as she shivered and emptied her bladder all over Valentine's crotch. 

The sissy adult baby couldn't believe this was happening. This was... so dirty. She could only tremble herself, erection achingly hard as she watched the hot yellow fluid flow down around her length, trickling down to the diaper underneath. 

She was being peed on by her Mommy, her girlfriend's hot, musky urine running across her bare flesh. Her stiff erection quivered at the erotic sensation, knowing her diaper would be soaked when Linda finished... 

At last, her Mommy finished wetting her diaper for her, the front of it soaked and wet as Linda lifted herself off and pressed it back against her diapered sissy's crotch. Valentine bit her lip, feeling it so firmly against her throbbing clit as Linda pushed the sodden discolored padding against it. 

Linda's bare slit, still sticky from her earlier oral sex, slid back and forth, rocking against Valentine's crotch. The mass of soaking wet fluff and SAP was smushed right against Valentine's eager length, pinned against her tummy by her girlfriend's weight. 

"I bet you thought I might let you fuck me a moment ago, when I climbed on top of you" Linda teased, as she pushed down harder, letting Valentine feel the hard, heavy pushing firmly against her erection. "Is that right, baby?" 

"Mnnmm... Yes, Mommy," Valentine replied hurriedly, with a soft whimper. "I hoped you would." 

"Awww, that's so cute," Linda giggled, rolling her hips steadily back and forth, stroking Valentine's sissy clit firmly through the diaper. "And so pathetic... You know I would never let a diaper-wearing sissy like you fuck me, don't you?" 

"Y-yes, Mommy," Valentine whimpered softly, the sharp barbs stinging but also making her cock throb inside the wet padding as Mommy ground her crotch against her. "That's only for r-real men..." 

"And you're.. ooo... Not a real man, are you?" Linda muttered, rocking harder and harder, feeling the shape of her sissy boyfriend's shaft growing firmer and firmer as she humped him hard through the diaper. 

Valentine shook her head, breathing hitching in her chest as she gripped the carpet. This felt so dirty, and so exciting. She was completely emasculated, her girlfriends wet, post-orgasm pussy pressed against her through the diaper, mere millimetres away... And Valentine could never be inside her. 

"This is the best that little sissies get," Linda went on. "Mommy letting them hump through her didees." 

"Th-thank you for letting me hump in my diapees, Mommy," Valentine moaned, her own hips beginning to rock in time with Linda's, pushing her hips harder and harder. My pathetic - nmm!- sissyclit doesn't deserve to be inside you for real..." 

Linda grinned wickedly as she nodded, rewarding Valentine by pushing her hips forwards hard, making Valentine gasp, clit tingling and pulsing. Valentine whimpered like the helpless sissy she was, diapered, pinned to the floor by her girlfriend. She was being completely and utterly dominated, and her cock had never been harder. 

The plug inside her pressed against her walls, teasingly close to her g-spot but never quite hitting it directly. 

Valentine panted hotly, humping more firmly up against the woman on top of her, knowing this was where she belonged. Yes, she belonged in diapers, belonged underneath her girlfriend, pinned to the floor, unable to feel her length slidng into the woman's warm wet pussy. 

The only warmth a diapered sissy like her deserved to have engulfing her throbbing length was a diaper, the only orgasms she got to have were inside her soaking wet pampers. Valentine could feel her hardness swelling and swelling, her balls growing tight, twitching, ready to unload her pathetic girly cum into her diaper. 

Oh, she was Mommy's baby, Mommy's sissy, totally controlled and pinned down, humping needily against the diaper. As Valentine's panting grew desperate, so close to her climax, all she could think about how this was all she craved, needed, wanted... 

"Nmm! Mommmyy!" 

Valentine's cry was girlish and high-pitched, her back arched, mouth open in overwhelming bliss as she felt her climax crash down onto her like an enormous wave of pleasure. With soft whimpers and grunts, Valentine came, her cock throbbing and splattering the inside of her diaper with hot, off-white spunk. 

"Oh, my, that's a good girl, gooood baby sissy slut," Linda muttered, as she pressed herself hard against Valentine's throbbing shaft, grinding firmly up and down, coaxing out more and more sissy cum into the lining of the sodden diaper. "Cum for Mommy, princess..." 

Valentine only moaned softly, closing her eyes to endure the waves of bliss that rocked her whole body, knowing she was exactly where she was supposed to be. It felt so right to be Mommy's diapered sissy, to be owned and claimed by the dominant woman. 

As the last spurt of cum slipped from Valentine's cocktip, she sighed, opening her eyes to look lovingly up at Linda, who was smiling down back at her with the same expression of adoration. 

Slowly but surely, Linda leaned down, Valentine lifting her head to meet her Mommy's plump, parted lips. They kissed, deeply, lovingly, before pulling away, Linda breathing heavily, Valentine's heart fluttering girlishly as she lay back on the floor with her sissy cock trapped in her soaking wet diaper. 


And Valentine couldn't wait to see what the rest of this new life held… 

--------------------------------------------------------------- 

The Diapered Sissy Re-Training Facility

1.                        Left Crying in the Crib

Matthew Wilson didn’t regret throwing a rock through Mr and Mrs Bernhardt’s windows. He regretted getting caught.

Aware that he was one of the youngest guys in his gang, Matt was constantly looking for ways to prove himself. Running drugs, stealing from stores, and often, petty vandalism. Some of the guys regarded him as a bit of a show-off, but Matt could tell they were impressed by just how little he seemed to care about the law.

Matthew had been sent to every kind of reform school, young offender program and troubled teen clinic you could think off. 5 months after graduating from the strict boarding school for ‘At Risk’ youth, 18 year old Matt had already easily integrated himself into a group of nasty older boys who scummed their way through life, not caring about anything or anybody but themselves.

It was almost inevitable a boy with Matt’s troubled past would be drawn to them. He’d had more warnings for petty offenses than he could count, and there seemed to be very little he wasn’t willing to do for them. The gang was almost like a family - but a family where the motto was ‘look after number one’, first and foremost. Matt reminded himself of that whenever he felt bitter about how his friends had run off when the police arrived. He would have done the same.

The officer who arrested him had met him before. Matt played up the ’troubled teen’ angle, making his eyes water by rubbing them when the man wasn’t looking - but it didn’t seem to work.

“Don’t give me those crocodile tears, Wilson,” he said, frowning. “You’re not sorry. You’ve been in and out of this room 3 times in the past five months.”

Matthew frowned harder, and the officer gave him a hard look for five minutes before sighing, setting down the file he was holding.

“Look, Matt,” he said, in a softer tone of voice. “If you keep going this way, you will end up in prison. Now, since the couple who’s window you broke aren’t interested in pressing charges, you’re being let off with a caution today. But next time it will be hard jail time, do you understand?”

“Thanks, sir,” Matthew said, trying to make sure he wasn’t grinning too widely. “I understand completely. I’m so sorry I troubled you this evening, it won’t happen again.”

“Yeah, right,” the officer said, rolling his eyes. “I’ll call your parents… again.”

“...Dipshit,” Matt muttered under his breath, leaning back in the chair with his feet on the desk as he waited for his parents to come pick him up.

***

Matt had never seen his father so angry before.

His knuckles were white as he gripped the steering wheel, glaring angrily ahead at the road. Mr. Wilson hadn’t spoken a word to Matt since he snarled at him to get in the car - they drove in complete, tense silence for the 15 minutes to home.

At last they pulled up at their house. Matt’s father still didn’t say anything, just put the car in park and undid his seatbelt, Matt following suit. He was looking forward to getting inside, heading to his bedroom, and smoking a joint. Maybe he’d call up one of the girls who hung around his gang, see if they’d be up for joining him in his bedroom…

Glancing at his father’s furious red face, Matt hastily reconsidered - he’d go to their place, then.

As Matt walked into the living room, fantasizing about other women he’d slept with recently, the last person he expected to see was his girlfriend, Alexis. He froze up, glancing from her worried face, to his mother’s, her mouth a thin line of anger.

“What is this?” Matt asked. “Dad? Mom?”

His father brushed him aside, storming off to stand beside his mother, who swallowed, tears in her eyes.

“It’s a last resort, Matty,” she finally said, her voice cracking.

Matthew may have been a delinquent son, but even he felt bad as he saw his mother start crying, apparently because of him. Swallowing, he looked from her to Alexis - who was also trying to hold back tears.

“You’ve had me dragged out to that fucking police station for the last time,” his father finally said, sneering. “I’m not going to stand for it while you’re under my roof.”

“Dad, chill-”

“Don’t fucking tell me to chill, Matthew!” his father growled, and Matt fell silent. “I spoke to that policeman too, you know. Next time it’s a criminal conviction!”

Mrs. Wilson began to sob, putting her face in her hands to hide it, badly. Matt felt like he’d been punched in the gut. He knew his Mom was disappointed in him, but he didn’t think it was that bad.

“Mom, don’t cry,” he begged. “Please, Mom, it won’t happen again…”

“Don’t lie to your Mom, Matt,” Alexis said, bitterly, putting her hand on Mrs. Wilson’s shoulder as they heaved with sobs. “We all know you aren’t going to stop unless you’re made to.”

“That’s not true!” Matt insisted, taking a step back. “I swear, I’ll straighten up, I won’t break any more shit… I won’t have to go to the police station again.”

“Fuck off,” his Dad said, stepping forwards. “Don’t you dare lie to us. Your promises mean nothing. That bullshit might work on your mother and even your girlfriend, but not on me, buddy.”

Matthew tried to stand his ground as his father approached, his form huge and hulking. Mr. Wilson was taller, more muscular than his skinny son, but they both stared each other down…

Until, scowling, Matt looked away, his face burning red. His father snorted in satisfaction.

“You can’t go on like this, Matt,” Alexis piped up suddenly. “Your Mom and Dad… want you to go to this, this treatment place. Or they’re going to kick you out and stop supporting you. You’ll be homeless, Matt.”

Another punch to the gut. Matthew swallowed, frowning, as Alexis continued.

“...I told them I thought it was a good idea.”

Matt couldn’t believe it. Sweet little Alexis, his quiet, goody two-shoes girlfriend, thought he should be sent off to some treatment center - or worse, made homeless. He knew what those centers were like. Prisons, but worse - since they were constantly pulling you in to talk about ‘feelings’ or ‘incidents’.

After he left Blackworth Academy, Matt was sure he was free of scummy places like that forever. At last there wouldn’t be anybody able to control him. Not his parents, not some shitty school, not anyone.  He’d be free.

...Of course he’d forgotten that freedom came with a pricetag, and his parents had been footing the bill for months. Pathetically, Matt was more than content to tear up the streets at night… and then come home and sleep in his childhood bedroom, eating his Mom’s cooking for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

“But… Alexis, I love you,” Matt said finally, desperately. He needed to change somebody’s mind, to stop this trainwreck in motion.

Alexis winced in response, and when she spoke, her voice was thick with tears.

“I love you too, Matt,” she said, in a pained tone. “...But I’m not sure you can really say you love me when you’re fucking some other girl behind my back every other day of the week.”

Matt’s heart sank. Fuck. How did she know about that?

“Mom?” Matt said, desperately. “You don’t agree with this, do you?”

His mother sniffed deeply, choking down tears.

“...I was the one who suggested it, Matt…”

Matthew’s mouth dropped open.

“I can’t believe this… you’re really going to kick me out?!”

“Unless you g-go to the centre, yes,” she said, wiping her eyes. “I’m sorry baby. I feel like I must have gone wrong somewhere… That’s why I wanted to send you to a place to help you start over…”

“You can’t be serious!” Matt yelled, and his father snorted.

“We are,” he said. “Now make a decision… Either you let me drive you to the centre… or you go upstairs, get your stuff, and get the fuck out.”

Matt looked from face to face, hoping for some sympathy, a change of heart. But everybody in the room stared impassively back at him, no help from any of them.

...Fuck…

“...I guess I have no choice, do I?” he said, sullenly, turning away from everybody.

This was going to fucking suck.

***

It hadn’t taken long to get going to this ‘treatment center’. Mostly because his mother and father insisted he didn’t need to pack anything - they had everything he needed there.

“What, even clothes?” he’d asked incredulously - only to be told, yes, they had clothes for him to wear.

Matt had groaned - that meant uniforms.

He tried to kiss Alexis as he left, but she just pulled away with a pained smile. Once again he felt a tiny slither of guilt, forcing it down underneath his macho bravado.

The car journey was long, hot, and boring. His mother put on the radio, and Matthew rolled his eyes at the corny love songs she was listening to.

In truth, being irritated at something mundane helped him feel less nervous. Matt would never admit he was scared, ever… but being dumped somewhere hundreds of miles away from his home, friends, and family wasn’t his idea of a good time.

When they finally pulled up, Matt wanted to beg for his Mom to take him home. He could change, he’d tell her… but one look at her hurt, disappointed face stopped him in his tracks.

They led him into the center, where a nice receptionist was waiting.

“Is this Matty?” she asked, checking between her computer screen and the grumpy teen in front of her. “He can go right in if you want. You’ll have to stay here, though, I’m afraid - so you should say your goodbyes now.”

“Fine,” Matt’s father said. “Bye, son. You’ve made the right choice coming here.”

‘Some choice,’ Matt thought, but said nothing, glancing at his mother, who was preparing to speak.

“I’m sorry, Matt,” she said, tearfully, putting her arms around him in a hug he didn’t dare refuse.

He hugged her back, blushing, looking over at the cute receptionist who was smiling at the two of them. Luckily the hug only lasted a few moments longer - and then she pulled away, tears running down her cheeks.

“...We’ll see you soon…” she said, uncertainly, gulping. “Be good.”

“I will, Mom,” Matt replied, softly. “I love you.”

“We love you too,” his mother said back… And then suddenly Matt was being moved through the swinging double doors, into the center itself, his parents and his old life getting further and further away with every step.

***

Sitting opposite the program director, Mrs. Hernandez, ten minutes later, Matt flipped through the consent agreement they’d handed him. He wasn’t entirely surprised to find muscle-bound security guards dressed in suits waiting in her office, one of them looming over him as he read the agreement.

Honestly, he wasn’t really reading it. Reading wasn’t his thing - he was just searching for the page where his signature had to go. The sooner he signed, the sooner he could learn their bullshit rules - and go along with them long enough to get out of here.

“Just sign here?” he asked the smartly-dressed woman, who smiled beatifically

“That’s right, Matthew,” she replied. “Then I’ll take you to the doctor’s area, for your medical.”

Matt scrawled his signature, then put the pen down, sitting back in his chair with a sigh.

“Done,” he said.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Hernandez said, sliding the lengthy document back over and straightening it into a pile. “If you’d like to follow me…”

Matthew and the security guard followed Mrs. Hernandez down another hallway, to a sterile-looking white door with a name plaque that read ‘Dr. P Harkness, MD’. She rapped politely on it with her knuckles, until the door opened, a nervous-looking latino woman dressed in purple scrubs poking her head out.

She saw Matt, and relaxed a little.

“Is this the new admittance?” she asked, looking at him closely.

“Yes,” Mrs. Hernandez said, smiling as she put a hand on Matthew’s back. “Is Dr. Harkness around? I’d like her to get started right away.”

“She’s just gone to get some coffee,” the nurse (whose name tag Matthew could now see read ‘Jenna’) said. “I can take him for now if you need?”

“If you don’t mind, yes,” Mrs. Hernandez replied. “Here, Matt. I probably won’t see you for a while, so, it was lovely to meet you!”

“Uh, yeah, right,” Matt mumbled, as he was shuffled into the exam room, the burly security guard following suit.

There was a doorway to another area, a curtain halfway pulled across, so Matt could glance into the other hall if he wanted.

Matt glanced up at the security guard - he hadn’t said a word since Matt had seen him and it was unsettling. At least the nurse was pretty good looking… Matt grinned. He was good at flirting - he had a way of making women, even older women, think he was charming. Matt sat down in one of the blue plastic chairs, dangling an elbow over it as he watched Jenna prepare for his ‘medical’, whatever that was.

“Having a good day?” he asked, as she laid items out on a tray, her back to him.

“Mmm,” Jenna replied, distractedly. Matthew frowned, wanting her attention.

“So are you sleeping with this doc, or what?” he asked, suddenly.

“Wh…. what?” Jenna replied, turning around and frowning. “Why would you ask that?”

“I don’t know,” Matt said, grinning because he had his reaction now. “Doctors and nurses… and you two alone in here all day. He must find it hard to resist you… I know I would.”

Jenna had heard all kinds of stupid, crass remarks from the ‘boys’ who came through here, so she just rolled her eyes, turning back to her work.

“Actually, Dr. Harkness is a woman,” she explained. “And we aren’t sleeping together.”

“Ohh,” Matt said, grinning. “I suppose you get your bit of strange from the inmates, then, yeah? Well you’re welcome to ride me any time you like…”

“Don’t be disgusting,” Jenna said, scowling. “You’re all just babies to me.”

Matt frowned, his cheeks a little red.

“You don’t look that much older than me,” he replied, defensively.

“No, I mean… Never mind,” Jenna said, with a sigh. “Here comes the doctor, anyway… Paige - I mean, Dr. Harkness, we have our new admission here.”

Dr. Harkness was a woman of average height with a slender build, pale, freckled skin, and curly red hair. She handed a coffee cup to Jenna, sipping her own slowly as she peered into the room, looking Matt slowly up and down.

“Have you got everything ready?” she asked, not even addressing the boy in the room.

“Yes,” Jenna replied quickly. “I haven’t done any of the intake questions, I thought you’d like to do it yourself…”

“Alright,” Dr. Harkness said, sighing. She closed her eyes for a few moments, before she walked into the room properly.

“Hello,” she said, setting her cup of coffee down on the desk. “Matthew, isn’t it? Any health conditions we should know about?”

“Uh. No,” Matt said, scoffing, offended by how little she seemed to care about his presence. “Unless having an enormous-”

“Charming!” Dr. Harkness said, rolling her eyes. “Well, anyway. You’ll need a shot before you’re allowed into the main area. Roll up your shirt sleeve for me.”

Matt glared at her defiantly, so she sighed again.

“God, this is going to be a long day… Jenna, could you help me?”

“Hey!” Matt said, angrily as Jenna came up behind him, grabbing his shoulders. “Fuck off!”

“Do you want us to have to strap you down?” Dr. Harkness asked, pushing the sleeve of Matt’s t-shirt up. “Or Steve over there could help us out.”

Matt glanced over at the hulking security guard, who smiled back at him, eyebrows lowered. Matt breathed out angrily through his nose, feeling powerless and hating it, his hands curling into fists. Dr. Harkness wiped a spot on his upper arm carefully with a wipe, and he could feel it starting to go numb.

“What’s that?”

“A combination antiseptic and mild anaesthetic,” she explained. “So you won’t feel the shot.”

“Right,” Matt said, looking at the syringe of pink-tinged liquid as Dr. Harkness pushed the plunger slowly down, so just a little squirted out of the end. “...What’s in it?”

“You could call it a vaccine,” Dr. Harkness said - and before Matt could say anything else, she’d sunk the needle deep into his numb arm, pushing the unknown liquid into his veins, coursing through his body in a matter of seconds.

“What the fuck!” he said, angrily, as Dr. Harkness pulled the needle out, grabbing another wipe to clean the little trickle of blood that ran back out. “You’re supposed to get consent before doing something like that. I could sue!”

“You signed a consent form when you came in, didn’t you?” Jenna asked from above him. “...Maybe you should have read it more closely. You waived any right to object to any medical treatment we think is necessary.”

Ignoring his complaints, Dr. Harkness had quickly put a bandaid on the pinprick she’d made. Matt glanced down at it, and frowned - it had Bizney princesses on. He glanced up, seeing Dr. Harkness looking at him, and his brow furrowed further. Obviously she was trying to humiliate him, hoping he’d speak up so she could mock him further. Matt kept his lips tightly pursed, and Dr. Harkness soon took a seat at her desk.

“Okay,” she said, taking a clipboard from Jenna. “Let’s get started… Matthew Wilson, have you ever ingested any illegal substances?”

Matt sneered, shrugging.

“Maybe,” he said. “So what if I have?”

“Okay…. Have you ever been arrested?”

“Few times.”

Dr. Harkness scribbled something down.

“Do you have a history of unfaithfulness in relationships?”

“I have fun,” Matt replied, smirking. “If you know what I mean.”

She just wrote something down, before continuing.

“And how are you feeling now?” she asked, turning in her chair to face him, peering at him closely. “Any nausea?”

“No?” Matt said. “Why would I be?”

“Well, the muscle relaxant I gave you should be kicking in just about now,” Dr. Harkness said, smirking. “I was just making sure there weren’t any… side effects.”

Matt was silent for a few seconds as he took in what she’d said - and then he exploded out of the chair…

Or at least, he tried to.

His knees buckled instantly, legs like noodles, and Matt found himself tumbling towards the floor.  He’d have put out his hands to stop himself, but his arms wouldn’t move in time, and he crashed into the tile floor, crying out.

“Fuck you!” he snarled, kicking his legs drunkenly. “Fuck both of you! You crazy fucking bitches! You said it was a fucking vaccine!”

“She said you could call it that,” Jenna said, smugly. “She didn’t say it was that…”

Matt glared up at her, managing to force himself to sit up, scowling as best he could. His hands which had been curled into fists previously now hung limply at his sides. Experimenting, he tensed his muscles as much as he could, his fingers merely flexing slightly - and even that took effort.

As much as he wanted to be seen as tough, Matt was honestly terrified. What kind of place had his parents brought him to, where the doctor could just take away his muscle control like this? That didn’t seem like it could be legal - and yet, apparently, Matt had consented to it earlier.

“Steve,” Dr. Harkness said. “Help me get our patient onto the exam table, please.”

Steve merely nodded, as he walked towards Matt, bending down as he got closer. Matt swung at him, his floppy hand hitting the man in the chest uselessly.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Matt said, panicking, as he was easily lifted, squirming, onto the examination table. “Fucking stop this!”

“We just need to get you properly dressed,” Dr. Harkness said, as she approached him. “Jenna, please remove he- his shoes.”

“Yes, doctor,” Jenna replied, grabbing Matt’s foot.

He tried to kick, but his leg only jerked slightly, Jenna easily undoing his sneaker and pulling it and his sock off.

“Stop! ...Please!” Matt said, swallowing desperately. “You can’t treat people this way.”

Dr. Harkness ignored him entirely as she wriggled his shirt off, Jenna successfully removing both shoes. With a jolt, Matt realized they intended to undress him completely, and he tried desperately to sit up and look down at himself as he felt his jeans being undone.

“W-why do you need me to be naked?!” he asked, embarrassed at how his voice squeaked.

“So we can put a diaper on you,” Dr. Harkness said, curtly. “Jenna, could you get one from the supply area, please?”

Matt’s head was spinning, certain this was some kind of crazy dream, and he would wake up any second. She couldn’t really have said she was putting a diaper on him, could she?

As Matt saw his pants dragged down along with his boxers, his flaccid package exposed to everybody in the room, he flushed… and then looked up, to see Jenna approaching, with a thick pink adult-sized diaper.

“What the FUCK!” Matt howled again. “Get that away from me!”

“Did you not hear me?” Dr. Harkness said, sounding annoyed. “You’ve been injected with a muscle relaxant. It’ll relax ALL your muscles. Look…”

She held up his boxers, and Matt was embarrassed to see a small wet spot on the front of them. A wiser man might have relaxed and submitted to the diapering, but Matt kicked his feet as hard as he could, humiliated - and furious about it.

“Fuck off, fuck off, fuck- guh!”

As he ineffectually struggled, Jenna had shoved his rear up high, sliding the unfolded diaper underneath. He seethed with anger and embarrassment as the nurse pulled the front of the pink diaper up, spreading it across his flat stomach, the designs of playing puppies and kittens only make his face flare more brightly. Matthew pushed at her hands with his own, weakly - until Dr. Harkness grabbed them and pulled them above his head, stopping him.

Matt closed his eyes, a loose grimace on his face as he heard the tapes being done up, sealing him in a diaper that looked like it was designed for an infant girl. He’d never been so humiliated in his life, trapped in the thick undergarment, a symbol of his subjugation at the hands of these evil women.

“There,” Jenna said, smugly, as she patted the diaper, walking towards Matt. “That should catch baby’s weewee.”

Seething with rage, Matthew waited until she was close to his face… and then spat, hard, into her eye.

“Ergh!” Jenna groaned, grimacing herself as she fumbled around for a paper towel to wipe away Matt’s loogie.

“Hahahah!” Matthew laughed, forcefully, trying to ignore his heart pounding in his ribcage. He’d won, even if they’d managed to put him in a diaper. They’d remember that, he was sure of it…

“Are you alright?” Dr. Harkness asked, as Jenna walked back over, wiping her eye thoroughly clean before tossing the paper towel in the trashcan.

“I’m fine,” Jenna said, sighing. “Do you want me to inflict the standard punishment, or you?”

“I’ll hold her,” Dr. Harkness replied. “You spank.”

Spank? Her? Again Matt was completely confused, dizzied by the strange turn things had taken. Nobody bothered to explain anything to him, not even as both women rolled him onto his front ignoring his grunt of protest.

“What the hell are you doing?!” Matt asked, as Dr. Harkness put her arms over his back, pinning him in place easily.

“You’ve been a very bad girl,” Dr. Harkness said, a hint of a smirk in her voice. “Naughty little girls get spanked…”

“I.. Fuck off! I’m not a girl!” Matt protested, completely confused. “...You can’t spank me!”

“Don’t talk back,” Dr. Harkness told him, breaking eye contact to look up at Jenna behind him. “Jenna, please punish this bad babygirl.”

“What are y- AH!”

Matt didn’t intend to cry out, but he couldn’t help it. Suddenly something hard and heavy was brought down hard on his rear. Even through the diaper it stung - and then another swat came, the paddle whistling through the air before it spanked him hard once again.

“Sh-shit! Stop, stop!” Matt begged, his voice cracking slightly. “I’m sorry, alright!”

“Continue, Jenna,” Dr. Harkness said, and a moment later, Matt felt another powerful swat that made him yell in pain.

Tears stung his eyes as the spanking continued. He was beyond humiliated already - and now he felt he was going to cry as well? Matt grit his teeth, trying his hardest not to give in, but every strong smack to his padded bottom made him yelp like a beaten dog, tears springing up from the corners of his eyes, threatening to escape any moment now.

It was the smack to his upper thighs that finally did it, the bare skin glowing with the imprint of the paddle. As soon as Matt felt that powerful swat, he howled in pain, tears gushing out of his eyes, crying like he hadn’t in years, helpless and weak as Jenna spanked him across the exam table through his diapers.

Once he’d started, he just couldn’t stop, and he sobbed and cried, kicking his feet childishly as spank after spank rocked him to his core with pain.

“PLEEEAAASE!” he begged, sobbing shamefully, but unable to stop it. “I’ll be good, I’m so-OW! Sorry! PLEASE!”

Neither woman seemed to be paying attention. Matt swore he was there for hours, screaming and sobbing as Jenna spanked him over and over. His backside felt like it was on fire, and there was nothing he could do, crying and hiccuping helplessly as he waited for each new swat to land.

At last they ended, and Matt cried in humiliation and pain, feeling his tears against the waterproof surface of the examination bed.

“Now, are you going to be a good girl for us?” Dr. Harkness asked, and Matt gulped air down heavily as the ‘tough boy’ fought to regain a little of his image.

“I’m not a-”

The words died in his throat as he felt Jenna running the paddle along one of the marks on his backside. He swallowed, and then nodded, meekly.

“Good girl,” Dr. Harkness said. “Alright then. Jenna, take her along to Intake Room 3.”

“Yes, doctor,” Jenna said, breathing heavily from the exertion of spanking Matthew as hard as she could. “Come on, baby.”

Sniffling, cheeks bright red, Matt wasn’t sure he could walk - but he found that although his legs moved like noodles, if he gripped Jenna’s hand tightly and leaned on her occasionally, he could manage a stumbling shuffle. She chuckled, seeming to find it amusing - but Matt felt too humiliated already to say anything in response.

Jenna led the eighteen-year-old into one of the strangest rooms he’d ever seen. The walls were off-white, with images of gambolling cartoon characters and smiling princesses all over them. Various posters reminded Matt to ‘be a good girl’ and ‘thank your nurse’, and the carpet was plush and purple. There was very little furniture, but what was there was… weird.

Some kind of long cabinet was on one side of the room, sticking out into the center of it. It had open shelves below it, which Matt noticed with embarrassment were filled with diapers. Seeing the vinyl-covered padding on top, Matt realized that this was an adult-sized changing table… He gulped - that was weird, but it was nothing compared to the other piece of furniture in the room.

It looked like an enormous crib, scaled up for a grown man… but other than the soft lilac bedding and crib bumpers, it also had other strange devices attached. A screen hung down in front of the place where you might expect somebody’s head to be, and two black boxes were on either … Speakers, Matt realised, as he squinted.

Some kind of apparatus hung over the side, holding a huge black microphone-shaped object, a small handle obviously used to adjust the height of it.

“What’s this?” Matt said, feeling dizzy just seeing it.

“This is where you’ll be sleeping tonight,” Jenna said. “You’ll start your official re-education tomorrow… One moment…”

She made sure Matt could stand by himself before she grabbed the rail of the crib, pushing it up, then sliding it all the way down, leaving it open. She patted the mattress, and Matt stumbled over, grunting slightly as she helped him up, leaving him sitting with his legs dangling over the side of the crib.

As Jenna crossed the room to the changing table, Matt looked down at his crotch, face burning. The pink diaper was obscenely thick, spreading his legs slightly. He couldn’t believe this was really happening. How long would he have to stay here? And what other depths of degradation would be he be forced to endure...

“Arms up,” Jenna commanded as she approached him once more, holding a pink t-shirt.

Matt didn’t want to wear yet another pink thing, but his smarting bottom reminded him of the spanking he’d received just a few moments ago. He raised his limp arms weakly, and Jenna fought to pull them through the armholes of the shirt, pulling it down over his head. It was loose, slightly too big for Matt, but he didn’t dare complain.

Internally he winced, thinking about how the guys back home would mock him if they could see him now, allowing himself to be laid down without even thinking about it. He just closed his eyes, trying to pretend he was somewhere else - until he felt something being wrapped around his wrist.

“What are you doing?” Matt asked, panicked, as he watched Jenna fasten a restraint around it, securing it to the upper left side of the crib. “D-do you have to do that?”

“Yes,” Jenna said firmly, as she moved on to his other wrist. “We don’t want you interfering with the induction procedure.”

“Wh-what procedure?”

Jenna just smirked as she secured Matt’s ankles, fastening him into the enormous crib. She adjusted the strange microphone-like apparatus, until it was pushing against Matt’s padded crotch firmly, almost uncomfortably. Matt swallowed, looking up at her uncertainly. He opened his mouth to ask a question - and then found a massively over-sized silicone pacifier forced into it, Jenna chuckling as she did up the strap to hold it in place around his head.

Matt groaned, trying to force the massive piece of rubber out of his mouth with his floppy tongue, whimpering. There was nothing he could do to dislodge it, and as he looked pitifully up at Jenna, she merely slid the side of the crib up, trapping him within.

“Night night, babygirl,” she said, mockingly, as she flicked a switch on the screen in front of Matt.

It flared into life as Jenna left the room, making Matt wince at the sudden brightness so close to his face.

On screen, a beautiful woman smiled, the camera panning out to reveal she was wearing a diaper, too. Matt groaned. What the hell was this crazy place?!

“I love my diapers,” a soothing voice said through the speakers as clips played of more beautiful women in diapers, playing with teddybears, cuddling and giggling. “I love to be a helpless babygirl.”

Matthew gasped behind the pacifier as he suddenly felt the thing pressed against his crotch begin gently vibrating, teasing his cock into hardness through the thick padding. Matt whimpered, closing his eyes, beyond humiliated, hoping against hope he wouldn’t get an erection in this place, in this situation.

But trying to shut out the pleasurable sensation massaging his length through the diaper was as futile as trying to shut out the voice coming through the speakers, and soon Matthew groaned, shifting his hips slightly so his growing hardness slipped upwards, instead of being trapped pointing towards his rear.

“Diapers make me feel safe,” the video continued. “When I’m in my diapers, I have nothing to worry about.”

Matt felt sweat on his brow, the vibrations intensifying slightly as he tried to resist the urge to buck his hips. His teeth were gritted tightly around the pacifier, and he breathed out heavily through his nose, face flushed.This was sick, completely sick. Some kind of nasty mind control.

Despite trying to fight the building sensations in his body, Matt soon found himself moaning, cheeks bright red, the inexorable pleasure dragging him towards what promised to be an explosive orgasm.

“It’s so much nicer to be a little girl,” the video stated, showing two female ‘adult babies’ on screen, having a tea-party. “I don’t ever want to be a boy again.”

“This is where I belong,” the video insisted - and Matt gasped, his muscles tensing as he felt the vibrations increase, forcefully stimulating his throbbing shaft through the thick diaper. “I’m meant to be a diapered babygirl.”

“Nmmmf! Nmmmf!” Matt whimpered, trying to say ‘no, no!’, but his mouth was stuffed full of pacifier. Worse, the pleasure kept growing and growing, and some sick part of him was latching onto what the video was saying, like this could be some new kink, or fetish for him.

Matt couldn’t hold back now, his hips pushing him hard up against the vibrating toy, grunting and whimpering as he ground himself eagerly against the soft padding of the diaper. God, he was so ashamed, so humiliated, but it just felt so good. Matt never wanted this feeling to end - would endure a thousand new embarrassments just to have it last forever…

“It feels so good to submit, so good to give up control,” the video told him, as he moaned and rocked his hips as best he could. “I love to be a cute little sissy and cum in my pampers.”

“NGGH!” Matt squealed, bucking frantically as the vibrations were turned up to maximum, pulsing against his groin as he squirmed, eyes wide, suckling the pacifier hard without even thinking, oh god, he was so close, just a little more, yes, yes, yes…

“NMMMF! Nmmm…”

Trembling, Matt orgasmed into his diaper, cum shooting out of his stiff cock and making the inside of his padding sticky. He rolled his hips eagerly as he rode out the sensation, moaning, the vibrations continuing, milking every drop out of him. It felt so, so good, he had to admit.

Once his orgasm died down, the vibrator slowly began to shut down - and then turned off, the image on the screen changing to one of a half-nude woman being put into a diaper by someone off-screen, blushing and giggling.

“I love to be a good little girl,” the voice informed Matt, who was now awash with shame as well as afterglow.

The screen clicked off, and panting, sweating, Matt groaned.

What the hell had he gotten himself into?

End.

2. Thickly Diapered in a Baby Bouncer


“Good morning, Miss Wilson.”

Matt’s eyes opened slowly. He hadn’t exactly slept well in the crib. Other than the fact he was miles away from home in a creepy ‘reform centre’ where they dressed boys up like faggots in diapers, the vibrator had turned on several more times that evening. Honestly by the final time Matthew almost cried as he came - not that he’d ever admit it.

“It’s Mister,” he said, too groggy to properly sass Jenna right now, rubbing his eyes sleepily. “...What time is it?”

There was no response, but a moment later Matthew felt the sharp sensation of a needle being jabbed into his arm. He yelped, eyes suddenly opening wide, panicked at the feeling.

Jenna was smirking as she looked over him.

“Baby girls don’t need to know the time,” she said, smugly, as she lowered the side of the crib. “...It’s time to get up. And have your diapee changed.”

Matt just groaned, not wanting to endure whatever came next.

“Come on, sweetie…”

Jenna lifted him out with a soft grunt of effort, and without even thinking Matt helped her by extending his legs, putting his feet on the floor. He already felt wobbly, though, and he gripped the mattress of the crib nervously, looking down at the floor that now seemed so far away.

“Aww, baby wubs her cwib, doesn’t she?”

“Fu- I mean… N-no. I just… That shit you injected me with,” Matt said, trembling. “...My legs feel like noodles.”

“That’s perfectly normal,” Jenna explained. “You’ll find it a little hard to walk now, so I’d suggest you crawl…”

Matt glared at her, trying to ignore the red blush creeping across his face. Who the hell did this crazy bitch think she was to say he should crawl? This place was fucking sick…

“AH! Fuck!”

Matt groaned as he smacked into the floor, his hands barely making it in time to prevent him falling face first into the short pink carpet. Jenna snickered gently, obviously taking pleasure in seeing Matt degraded and humiliated like this…

“I did warn you,” she said. “...And watch that pottymouth, missy. I won’t report you this time, but if you keep swearing, you’re going to get a mouthful of soap suds… And maybe something soapy elsewhere, as well.”

Matt didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but he knew a threat when he heard one. The thickly-diapered boy rose unsteadily to his hands and knees, and began crawling, looking at the floor with shame. He could feel his rear moving about in the air, his padding clearly on display as he submissively crawled behind Jenna.

Crawling made him very tired, since he wasn’t used to moving his body that way - and he sat up in relief as they arrived at their destination, breathing heavily from exertion. Jenna chuckled again behind her hand, as she knocked on the door… The sign was too high up for Matt to read from down where he was.

After a while, the door was opened by a large woman with strong-looking arms and long brown hair.

“Hey, Nanny,” Jenna said, smiling. “New baby girl for you.”

“Hmm,” the woman said, frowning as she looked Matthew over. “...She doesn’t look wet.”

“It’s her first night here,” Jenna explained. “You know she’ll be soaked by the end of the day.”

Matt wasn’t sure what was more embarrassing. The fact the women were talking completely over him, as if he wasn’t there? The fact they kept calling him a ‘she’? Or the humiliating conversation they were having about how he would end up wetting his diapers by the end of the day.

“Come here, little one,” the other woman said, reaching down and sliding her hands under Matt’s armpits.

He gasped as she lifted him right off of the floor, deceptively strong. Instinctively he leaned into the woman’s chest, clinging to her as his pulse raced, the unsettling feeling of being held so far above the ground making him nervous.

Matt squeezed his eyes shut, putting his arms around the woman’s neck, breathing heavily. He heard Jenna giggle again, and he opened his eyes wide, pulling away slightly, embarrassed. The woman’s hand was cradling his diapered bottom, pressing the thick padding against his rear.

Now Matt could read her nametag… He squinted and frowned. It just said ‘Nanny’...

“Thank you for bringing her, Jenna,” The nanny said, holding Matt to her chest. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s get you dressed…”

And again he was whisked somewhere new and strange, without even a question about how he felt about it.

***

“Did baby make cummies in her didee last night?” the Nanny asked as Matt lay on the floor, looking up at her. Instead of carpet, he was laying on interlocking foam puzzle pieces in pretty pastel colors.

The room seemed to be split into two sections using a wooden divider. The one Matthew was in seemed like it might be some kind of dressing area - with a frown, he eyed a rack of frilly baby dresses in adult sizes, having a sinking feeling that was what the woman planned to dress him in.

The other half of the room was another changing table, with a stack of thick diapers. As much as Matt didn’t want to be put into more of the thick, crinkly undergarments, the one he was wearing right now was severely uncomfortable. The cum inside had dried, and where the vibrator had been pressing hard against the diaper it had destroyed the padding within, making it lumpy and uncomfortable.

“Y-yes,” Matt said finally, blushing. “I… came. Last night.

“Ooo, did widdle baby make stickies in her pampers?” the Nanny asked with a smirk, seeming to enjoy Matthew’s discomfort. “Does da widdle sissy wan’ a change?”

Matt felt anger bubbling in his chest. How DARE that bitch talk to him like that? … One look at her strong arms and remembering last night’s spanking was enough to encourage him to keep his mouth shut, but he couldn’t keep the scowl off of his face as he nodded, flushing pink from anger and humiliation.

“Well, maybe you can have a change after we get you all dressed up, hm?” the Nanny said, approaching Matt with a tape measure. “Arms up!”

“Do I have to wear one of those?” Matthew asked, nodding resignedly at the dresses, feeling the tape measure tighten around his chest. “...Couldn’t I wear something more… masculine?

“Nope,” the woman said cheerfully, as she slipped the tape up around his bicep. “Sissy babygirls wear pretty dresses like that.”

“But I’m not a… ‘sissy baby girl’!” Matt said, blushing just from saying it. “I’m an adult man…”

“Maybe you were when you came in here,” the Nanny replied with a shrug. “But now you’re just another sissy baby for us to take care of.”

Matt looked at the floor, miserably, as the woman continued as she measured him all over.

“This is just the first phase. You’ll go and meet the other girls in the nursery soon, and we’ll get you in a fresh diaper - we’ll expect you to use it properly before you get another change…”

Wincing, Matt decided that would never, ever happen, no matter what they did to him.

“...Over the next few weeks we’ll slowly train you to be a perfect, obedient sissy. You’ll have to relearn everything, and at the core of it all will be the knowledge you’re just a helpless baby girl…”

Matthew whimpered as his t-shirt was stripped off. Even pink, it was better than a frilly dress…

“Don’t worry sweetie,” the Nanny said, as she looked through the rack of dresses. “I promise soon enough you’ll looove your diapers and dresses.”

“No I won’t,” Matt replied, his voice strangely squeaky and high. “Sh-shut up.”

“Everybody starts out fighting it,” she added, shrugging. “Soon you won’t be able to remember what being a big boy was even like…”

Matt felt his blood run cold at the woman’s casual tone. She wasn’t even trying to scare him. She was just being completely matter-of-fact, like she was not only totally assured that that would happen to him… but that she’d seen it happen a thousand times before.

That couldn’t be true, could it? Matt felt his stomach flipping over in anxiety. No, he wouldn’t let that happen. He’d just pretend to go along with their sick re-training, act like he was… what they wanted him to be… And then leave, and go back to his old life, be a man, have a girlfriend…

“Ooo, I think this nice yellow one is just your color,” the Nanny said, smiling as she quickly pulled the dress over Matthew’s still raised arms. He spluttered in surprise, but she was already zipping it up, leaving it slightly snug around his chest, but loose and flowing over his lower half.

Matt cringed, feeling like he would sink into a puddle of shame. He couldn’t believe he was wearing a dress… The lacy whiteness underneath and the pale, buttercup color were the shades you’d see on a baby girl’s outfit, and he could tell if he stood it would immediately show off his loosened diaper. His body was still too weak for him to fight it off, but he weakly tugged at the chest anyway, embroidered with a pink bunny rabbit.

“What do you think?” Nanny said smugly, pushing a mirror in front of him. Matt gawped at the sight of himself, his features seemingly softened by the gentle colors of the baby’s dress, his muscular legs poking out incongruously from the frilly hem of his skirt.

Matthew whimpered at the humiliating sight, feeling tears stinging his eyes that he quickly tried to blink away. He wasn’t a baby, he wasn’t a girl, this wasn’t right.

“Awww,” the woman said, snidely. “Poor baby! Don’t worry, diddums, you’ll soon be begging Nanny to put you in a pretty dress…”

Trying not to cry, Matthew was carried over to the second part of the room, sat on the changing table once more. He shivered with relief as the Nanny passed the wipe over his crotch, feeling the traces of his earlier loads being wiped away.

“Oh, lots of nasty hair here,” the Nanny said, tutting. “In a few weeks you’ll be nice and clean down here…”

Matt didn’t respond, clenching his hands into fists. He knew from experience she was only looking for a reaction, and he wasn’t going to give it to her. Her wiping soon became clumsy fondling of his limp shaft, but he found his body didn’t respond at all, feeling sensitive to the touch. Without even thinking, Matt whimpered gently, and the Nanny stopped, chuckling.

“Wow, that’s very fast,” she noted. “Normally it takes a few days for a sissy’s clitty to be so well trained. I guess you must love humping your diapers more than ladies, hm?”

Glaring at nothing, Matt crossed his arms across his pretty yellow and pink chest. The Nanny didn’t waste any more time, merely slipped the diaper efficiently under his backside and then taped it tightly up. To his horror, Matt did feel his cock twitch just a little at that touch, horrified and relieved as it failed to rise to the occasion any further.

“Baby’s all dressed,” the Nanny said. “...So what would you like for breakfast? ...Bottle? Or breast?”

“Wh-what?” Matt sputtered. “What do you mean?”

“Would you like to be breastfed, or bottlefed this morning?”

“Neither!” Matt said, blushing. “Fuc- I mean, I don’t want to suck on someone’s tits for breakfast…”

“Bottle it is, then,” the Nanny replied, opening a cupboard above them - that turned out to be a miniature fridge. “It’s cold, I’m afraid.”

“What are you- MMPH!”

In one swift movement, the Nanny lay Matt back in the crook of one arm, while she jammed the nipple of the bottle into his mouth. He whimpered, his weak limbs flailing limply as he tried to push her away, but the milk continued to flow down his mouth. Half of him wanted to just let it all dribble out, but with a blush he realized that would only make him look more like a baby…

Reluctantly, he began to gulp down the thick, sweet fluid, feeling it flow down his gullet. It wasn’t bad tasting, if he was honest - and he found himself incredibly thirsty all of a sudden, swallowing hungrily with less and less hesitance. His face still burned from the humiliation of the experience, but he no longer turned away or kept his eyes squeezed shut.

What would his gang think if they saw him now? ...The thought was horrifying. Matt ignored it, grunting as he swallowed another thick mouthful of ‘milk’.

“There we go,” the woman said, smiling as he drained the milk. “I hope next time you’ll consider breastfeeding. I can get very full sometimes!”

Matt smacked his lips as the bottle was pulled out of his mouth, barely noticing how the Nanny was rubbing his back until he suddenly burped, loudly. That at least was fairly masculine - at least until he was praised for being a ‘good baby girl for Nanny’.

“Don’t I get anything else to eat?” he asked, frowning. “Proper food?”

“That milk contains all the nutrients you need,” the Nanny advised. “You’ll be fed again at a set time.”

“Now, let’s go introduce you to all the other sissies,” she said, smiling as she lifted Matt up once more. “Come on, that’s a good baby…”

***

The ‘nursery’ was enormous, decorated like a particularly pink and enormous daycare centre. Matt looked around in amazement at the giant baby furniture, the windows looking into ‘nap rooms’, and the girly baby toys scattered all over the floor. Several potted plants were placed in various corners, but as Matt squinted, he was pretty sure they were fake...

At first glance, it seemed like everybody in the room was female. All the nannies walking around in clean-pressed white pinafores certainly were, and Matt found himself eyeing more than a few pairs of ripe breasts, blouses unbuttoned slightly for easier access at feeding time.

But as Matt looked closer, he noticed that a lot of the ‘baby girls’ on the floor weren’t girls at all! Some of them were clearly girls, with soft skin and full breasts, but he recognized a lot of boyish frames, the same shame in the eyes of newer recruits. Some of them had longer hair, some of them looked like somehow their body was taking on a more feminine shape - but they were boys. Matt swallowed, horrified, as he took it all in.

A man who must have been in his twenties babbled and burbled as he was bounced on a woman’s lap, wearing a tight pink onesie that held his swollen diaper to his body. A group of girls waddled by with their legs spread by their enormously-thick diapers, one of them sucking an over-sized pacifier. One person in a lilac dress suddenly wobbled as they stood, landing on their thick diapered bottom - and burst into tears, attracting the attention of several nearby Nannies who rushed over, cooing and fussing over them.

“Well, here we are,” the Nanny who’d brought Matt in said, nudging him gently with her foot. “Go play, babygirl.”

Reluctantly, Matt crawled further into the room, trying to avoid the most populated areas. He didn’t want to spend any time with these other weirdos. Even if he was in the same position as them, he wasn’t going to give into it. They would never break him…

Finding something to keep him entertained was going to be difficult in a room full of baby girl’s toys. He’d hoped to find some lego or even duplo - but the closest was a set of pink, white, and purple wooden blocks, with big floral letters on. Shrugging, Matthew settled down in a quiet corner, building little towers and then knocking them over.

With no other entertainment, this was keeping Matt surprisingly amused. He imagined he was Godzilla, knocking down the buildings in town. So immersed in his new game, he barely noticed how full his bladder was growing until it was swollen and aching. Matt wrinkled his nose in discomfort, trying to ignore the feeling. Surely they would let them actually use the toilet eventually? It was probably… some kind of test.

“Hewwo,” a voice said around a pacifier, looking down at him. “I’s Stashey. Wha-mmf… what’s your name?”

Matt looked up to come face to face with a stunningly beautiful girl. She had sparkling blue-green eyes and long dusty-blonde hair, long skinny legs and a body any woman would envy. Matt suspected she was taller than him, but he couldn’t tell - since she was also crawling around on her hands and knees like he had been.

Matt puffed himself up as the girl removed her pacifier. Her lips looked soft, too…

“I’m Matthew,” he said, smiling charmingly, but the girl just rolled her eyes as she sat down on her thickly padded backside. Her skirt lifted, and Matt could see the swollen yellow front of the diaper underneath…

“Not for long,” the girl - Stacey? said. “You’re gonna get a new name soon. Cuz yer a girl.”

“I’m not,” Matt snapped, squirming slightly more. “Don’t be fu- don’t be ridiculous…”

“You’re here,” Stacey said, with a shrug. “You’re gonna be a girl. Get used to it now or it’ll be really hard.”

Matt said nothing, just glowered at the floor in his powder yellow dress. That was twice now he’d heard the same thing, and he was already sick of it. They hadn’t met Matthew Wilson - they didn’t know how strong he was. They’d never be able to break him.

“You should peepee,” Stacey suddenly said. “Iffi can tell you need to go, so can the Nannies.”

Matt glared as Stacey continued.

“You’ll get in big trouble if you don’t peepee in your diapers…”

“Fuck that,” Matt snarled, and Stacey gasped, going bright red. She glanced nervously over at a cluster of nearby Nannies, but they didn’t seem to have heard.

“...Don’t say things like that,” Stacey hissed, leaning in with a frown. “...I should tell on you.”

Matt glared at her, and she shrugged.

“I’m not gonna, though,” she said. “...But you really should pee in your diapers, soon…”

She crawled away, pacifier back in her mouth, occasionally looking back at Matt - until she was lost in the diapered throng of adult baby girls and sissies. Matt frowned, trying not to wriggle too much as he looked around the room… Was there maybe a secret toilet he could sneak away to..?

...No. But there was an unguarded potted plant in an inconspicuous corner… Matt felt sweat beading on his forehead as he began to shuffle closer to it, glancing around. Miraculously, nobody seemed to have noticed his journey across the room, and Matthew sighed in premature relief as he grabbed the heavy edge of the plant pot, trembling as he tried to heave his body upwards.

The tranquilizers still coursing through his blood made his movements clumsy and sloppy, but after several attempts, he’d managed to pull his penis out of one of the legholes of diaper, standing awkwardly as he glanced around, making sure nobody was watching him. Still no response from any of the Nannies. Matt smirked. Fooling them was going to be easier than he thought. That Stacey chick didn’t know what she was talking about…

It took a little effort to get started, Matt feeling self-conscious about being in public. But with how full his bladder was, he soon found hot piss gushing out of his lip dick, down into the hollow plant pot. The soil inside was apparently as fake as the plant itself, because his urine didn’t soak into it, just spread across it like some gross yellow puddle. Matt bit his lip, planning to make a speedy exit once he was done-

“WHAT are you doing, young lady!?” a booming voice said from somewhere above him. Matthew whipped around, expecting to see a woman behind him… but there was nobody. “Yes, YOU!”

Matthew pointed at himself, nervously, frozen with fear for a moment - before he blushed, realizing everybody else was staring at him and his cock hanging out, hurriedly stuffing it back in.

“That’s right. Do you think I can’t see what you’re doing, missy?” the voice chided, and now Matthew could see the speakers on the walls, realizing that was where it was coming from. “...Babies use their diapers. You have just soiled our decor, and you are in BIG TROUBLE, young lady…”

Matt blushed, looking around the room at the gasping men and women, all of them diapered, as every one of them stared at him.

“...And keeping another sissy’s disobedience a secret is nearly as bad, Stacey,” the voice added, angrily. Matt had lost track of Stacey before, but now it was obvious where she was, because she immediately burst into loud, wailing sobs, which only grew as the voice accused her of being a “Naughty Girl’.

“Nannies on the floor, please grab Miss Wilson and Stacey and discipline them,” the voice said at last - and then the tannoy clicked off.

Whipping his head around, Matt saw several disgruntled looking women advancing on him. He cried out in alarm, trying to run, falling to his hands and knees ones more. Matt tried to crawl his way to safety, but soon he was being heaved upwards as pairs of strong hands grasped him.

“Noo! No!” Matt squealed, kicking his feet. “Put me down!”

The women carrying him didn’t respond, but Matt thought he heard one of them snicker. A moment later he was thrown across another Nanny’s lap, groaning as the air was knocked out of him. He barely had a moment to recover before a feminine hand came down hard on his padded backside, making him squeal.

He saw Stacey facing him, tears running down her face as she yelped and sobbed with each swat from the Nanny spanking her. A small crowd of diapered sissies and girls were watching, some of them wincing in sympathy, some of them giggling cruelly. Matt moaned, eyes stinging with tears as he was soundly spanked in front of everybody, completely humiliated, feeling his diaper being tugged down to reveal his bare backside.

The swats that followed soon drew fresh cries of pain, Matt shaking as he sobbed loudly, shamefully. How could this be happening to him! He was a man, he was in a gang…

But none of that erased the tears running down his cheeks, and the hot pinkness of his bottom as it was spanked in front of everybody watching. Matt wished the ground would just swallow him up, still snivelling and whimpering as he was lowered to the floor, diaper pulled back up. He rubbed his bleary eyes as he looked over at Stacey, who was crying softly, clinging to the leg of the lady who’d just punished her.

“Fanku, fanku,” she mumbled, blinking tears out of her eyes. “I’s sowwy…”

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” the Nanny said soothingly, stroking Stacey’s long hair. “Nanny forgives you. You’re a good girl.”

Matt wrinkled his nose as Stacey visibly relaxed, shuddering, wiping away her tears. As far as he’d already fallen, he knew he’d never be thanking them for giving him a spanking...

“Now, since this naughty sissy doesn’t want to use her diapers,” the woman continued. “Maybe you should help her, hm?”

“Oh… oh,” Stacey said, blushing. “...But isn’t that kinda like peeing like a… like a big boy?”

“Not if it’s into a diaper, sweetie,” another Nanny added, while Matthew looked around confusedly. “Be a good girl, and do as you’re told…”

One of the women knelt down and wrapped her arms around Matt tightly, pinning his arms at his sides. He squirmed slightly, confused about what was happening.

“Wh-what’s going on?”

“Stacey’s going to show the little baby where pee-pee goes,” the other Nanny said with a smirk, as she pulled back the waistband of Matthew’s diaper. “Come on, Stacey…”

Matthew whipped around to look at the beautiful girl he’d met earlier was helped up by one Nanny behind her, taking wobbly steps towards Matthew. The Nanny fumbled with Stacey’s tapes, and her sodden diaper fell to the floor, leaving her lower half nude… and exposing her flaccid cock.

Matt’s gasp of shock was alone in the room, nobody else seeming to care that this sexy young woman was hiding a cock. The gears in Matt’s brain slowly turned, and as he looked around the room he realized with slowly dawning horror that all of these girls used to be boys. That the pretty, feminine boys he’d noticed would soon be girls too… That he, as well, would be a girl soon.

One thought emerged from the muck and mire of his stunned brain as he looked back at Stacey one last time - she had a bigger cock than he did! - before he gasped in horror and disgust as it was slid into the waistband of his diaper.

“No! No, stop! Fuck off!” he growled, trying to squirm away. “Let me- MMF!”

An over-sized pacifier was shoved into his mouth, stopping his frantic protests. He could hear Stacey being encouraged with soothing words behind him, and then, suddenly, he felt a slow trickle of warmth hitting his backside.

Matthew moaned in horror and shame as the other ‘girls’ watched, laughing behind their hands, some biting their lips in coyly hidden arousal. He could feel his diaper slowly swelling with the continuous stream of hot piss that Stacey was emptying into his diaper. Worst of all, he felt his cock stir slightly at the warmth as it dribbled down, being wicked upwards to his crotch, whimpering as Stacey’s wetting of his diaper seemed to go on and on forever.

At least, she was done, and Matt cringed as she withdrew her cock from his diaper.

“F-finished,” she said, softly, and all the Nannies praised her as Matt trembled with rage and embarrassment, his diaper swollen with Stacey’s hot, fresh pee. It pushed his legs apart slightly, and he found his heart racing with humiliation as he was lifted up.

A moment later, and he and Stacey were laying side by side on twin changing tables. Matthew glared at her, but Stacey seemed oblivious to anything but the attention of the three women fussing over both of them, one of them grabbing a fresh diaper and sliding it under Stacey’s backside, wiping her bits clean. Matt found himself blushing as he watched Stacey’s cock throb slightly, lolling semi-hard across her thigh.

“I think both babies need some bouncey time, hm?” one Nanny said, and Stacey instantly squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “Let’s get you plugged and padded.”

Matthew had been silent other than his protests earlier, still holding the pacifier clenched in his teeth. But he looked up curiously at that… what could it possibly mean?

“And as for you,” one other Nanny said, glaring down at Matt, who blushed and shrunk under her gaze. “...You’re getting bouncey time too. But no changes. Those are for good girls.”

Matt whimpered, feeling his wet diaper being pulled down, rolled onto his stomach easily. He watched the same thing happening to Stacey - and then his eyes went wide as he saw an enormous pink buttplug being smothered in lubricant. They went even wider as the Nanny parted Stacey’s curvaceous rumpcheeks, and began to slowly but firmly press the tapered plug into her tight pucker.

“Ooooo!” Stacey moaned, pushing back wantonly against it, cock throbbing underneath her. “It feels biiig!”

“AH!” Matt cried out suddenly as he felt something slick and firm pressing against his own hole. “Nghh… s-stop!”

“Oh shush,” the woman behind him said, disdainfully. “This is our smallest plug. And you want to be a good girl and get outta here, don’t you?”

Flushing, Matt remembered his plan, his conviction that they’d never break him. Screwing up his fists, he nodded, grunting his agreement as he tried to relax. Moaning, he felt the thin, lubricated plug sliding into his poor backpassage, wincing slightly at the feeling. Beside him, there was a loud slurping noise, and a happy gasp as Stacey was completely filled by the enormous plug in her rear. Would Matt be like that one day..?

“Ngghhhh,” Matt groaned, wondering with dim horror if he was already like that. Despite his protests earlier, the plug sinking deep into his backside was hitting some very sensitive spots inside him. With a bashful frown, Matt felt his cock stiffening against the soft plastic of the changing table, and he squealed as the plug slipped all the way in, feeling surprisingly full.

His bottom still throbbing, he was turned back over, sodden diaper pulled back up over his crotch. The warm wetness felt like heaven and hell to his swollen erection, and he shook his head in confusion at the way his cock throbbed against the soaked padding of his diaper.

True to her word, the Nanny didn’t remove his old, used diaper. Instead she lifted his already padded bottom and slipped a fresh, clean diaper underneath him. Matt groaned as he was lowered, feeling the plug shifting inside him, and soon the second diaper was sealed tightly around his hips.

***

Matthew squirmed and fussed like the sissy baby he was as he was carried, his face tomato red. He wasn’t even trying to be rebellious - his body was just sending such weird signals he couldn’t help it.

The plug in his rear felt hard and inflexible, jabbing into his bowels. But it also pressed at his prostate, and every so often Matt would have to suppress a moan or gasp of pained pleasure. His cock had never been this hard before… what the fuck was wrong with him?

Stacey, who was also being carried, didn’t seem to have a problem with what was going on. She giggled happily in the Nanny’s arms, occasionally grinding her hips against them cheekily, enjoying the experience thoroughly.

As it turned out, ‘bouncey time’ was… being placed into a giant baby bouncer. There was some kind of electronic aspect to it, a digital clock-like panel with numbers on, and buttons to enter new data.

Matt groaned loudly as he was lowered into the bouncer, the Nanny carrying him entering a number on the panel. Stacey squealed happily as she was lowered, not even waiting for any entry before she started happily bouncing, gasping in pleasure as the plug in her rear pushed up and pulled back inside her.

“You have 200 bounces,” the Nanny in front of Matt explained. “Then you get a change… And don’t remove your pacifier, either…”

Matt wanted to shoot back some biting retort, but instead he sucked hard on the binky, glowering at the women as they left. He looked out at the nursery full of other boys, all of them dressed like he was, swallowing as he slowly resigned himself to the idea of deliberately bouncing, just to get out of this wet diaper.

Stacey, meanwhile, bounced like a mad thing, grinning and moaning with pleasure, not caring who saw. In fact several sissies looked over, giggling gently but then going back to playing, apparently unphased by this kind of thing.

Reluctantly, Matt screwed up his eyes and began to bounce. With a soft whimper, he felt the plug shift inside him, his cock twitching. That felt good, but in such a dirty, wrong way.

Sucking the pacifier gently, he bounced again, and again, moaning as he felt the sickening pleasure building in his stomach.

“Oooo! D-dusen’t it feel like bein’ FUCKED in your sissy ass?” Stacey asked, panting as she bounced herself harder and harder. “Oooo Daddy, fuck your sissy baby girl!”

If Matt thought he couldn’t be more humiliated, Stacey had proved him wrong. Now he couldn’t stop thinking about how it WAS like being fucked, how the plug invading him and pushing deep into his bowels was like a fat cock, breeding his sissy behind…

His cock continued to throb against the diaper, though, and Matt grunted with distress and effort as he began to bounce more and more quickly, following the whims of his ragingly horny body.

Matt panted behind the pacifier. What was this feeling? His stiff cock was smushed up against the soaked padding, grinding against it over and over. But the most pleasurable sensations were somehow coming from his backside, the feeling of the plug slipping back and forth within him making him moan and gasp with delight.

He was losing himself in excitement, somehow the humiliation of the situation, the gasping, moaning sounds of the girl beside him, knowing that was his future, being so exposed in such an embarrassing, intimate moment… It all combined, surging towards a desperate, needy orgasm.

“AHHH! SISSY’S CUMMING!” Stacey squealed, going rigid as she orgasmed, and a moment later, Matt felt the same explosion in his own diaper.

With a mournful wail and tears pricking his eyes, Matt bounced frantically as he came, rear clenching furiously on the plug. His cum exploded into his diaper, as he shuddered and ground his cock against the sodden padding, emptying his balls uselessly into it.

Matt eventually sagged, feeling broken and defeated, his face red from exertion and extreme pleasure. The bouncing stopped for now - while Stacey beside him continued, vigorously, eyes rolling back in her head as she rode out what seemed to be a never-ending orgasm.

A Nanny walked past as Matt panted with exhaustion, legs trembling, his weight only supported by the bouncer itself. She glanced at it, and then smirked.

“Seventy more bounces, sissy,” she chided, and Matt groaned, lifting himself on shaky legs…

And bouncing once more in his pretty yellow dress, gritting his teeth around the pacifier as he counted, slowly, to seventy.

End.

3. Sissy Messes her Diapers

Matthew’s strained legs managed to carry him through the next seventy bounces, although it was a struggle. The plug that had stimulated him earlier now prodded him uncomfortably, and the sticky cum inside his diaper had gone cold and thick. He whined and grit his teeth as he approached the last bounces, feeling humiliated and broken by the whole experience.

‘Just a few more,’ he kept telling himself. ‘Then they’ll let me out.’

Stacey next to him had had several more very loud orgasms while she bounced, until she was completely exhausted. Now the sissy’s whole body was limp, her muscles twitching as she kept trying to push herself up off the floor again, moaning occasionally, obviously erotically ruined by the experience.

Matt grunted as he forced himself through the next bounce. His cock flopped, not even stirring as it rubbed against the soggy padding of the diaper. Would he end up like Stacey, he wondered, looking over at her blissful expression, her hips rocking towards nothing. It was hard to imagine the gorgeous girl, dressed up to the nines in sissy babygirl clothes, and whimpering and moaning as she came inside her thick diapers, revelling in her humiliation like a pig in muck.

Maybe that was what happened when you lived this way every day for months. Maybe after enough time, your mind just… broke. Become the sissy, girly mush Matthew saw on Stacey.

His thoughts were interrupted by a gentle beeping from the bouncer holding him. Matt looked up, confused for a moment, before he realized that he’d finished his extra 70 bounces. Breathing heavily, he let himself relax, hanging there. The plug buried in his backside grew more uncomfortable by the second as he did so, the harness holding him up also pushing it deep against his inner wall.

Matt hated to admit it, but he was relieved when one of the Nannies came over, smirking as he looked up at her, panting with exhaustion and trembling, sweating from the sheer overload of sensations he’d experienced.

“Aww, baby’s all done!” she cooed as she leaned over. “Did baby learn her wesson?”

Glowering at the floor, Matt initially refused to answer, his hands balling into useless fists. He wasn’t going to give that bitch the satisfaction…

“...Or does sissy need some more bouncies?” the Nanny asked, her voice taking on a more menacing tone as she reached slowly towards the controls of the device.

“I, I have!” Matt blurted hurriedly, blushing. “I, I’m sorry for… being bad…”

His cheeks were firey red, and his humiliation was only doubled by the expression on the Nanny’s face. It was sheer confidence in her own superiority. She knew she had complete control over Matt’s entire life - when she said jump, Matt had no choice but to say ‘how high’. Dressed in his poofy yellow dress and thick, soaked diapers, his own cum drying inside them, Matt had never felt as small and pathetic as he did right then.

It was the first time in his life he’d felt inferior to a woman.

The confident expression disappeared after a moment, to be replaced by the same firm but maternal smile all the Nannies seemed to wear. Matt watched hopefully as she reached for the buckles on his harness, and he shivered as he was lifted up out of it, pressed against her warm bosom.

“Baby looks tired and thirsty, yes she does,” the woman cooed, and Matt nodded distractedly.

He felt so weak and tired, so humiliated, so shame-filled from his experience inside the bouncer, that he actually felt gratitude to the woman holding him and talking to him like an infant. Matt didn’t care where they were going, only that it was away from his punishment, away from spankings and being made to grind his cock against his diaper until he came in front of dozens of giggling girls who used to be boys.

“Ah!”

Matt grunted as he was sat down on the Nanny’s lap, jerking slightly as he sat on the plug. He barely heard what she said as she gently guided his face up towards her, towards her…

Her exposed nipple.

Matt gave a small noise of alarm, just as that pert nipple was forced into his parted lips. He squealed in protest, trying to push the swollen nub out of his mouth with his tongue. All Matt managed to do, though, was squeeze a thin jet of creamy milk into his mouth, making him splutter and groan with horror, trying to yank his head backwards and away.

“Shhh,” the plump woman said softly, her hand on the back of his neck, massaging firmly, holding him in place. “Relax… Drink up, baby girl…”

“Nmmf! Nmmf!” Matt complained, breathing through his nose as more milk filled his mouth. He was forced to swallow to avoid choking, some of the milk spilling out over his lips.

The grip on the back of his head didn’t let up. Matt felt himself starting to give in, losing the fight. He was so tired… and he was hungry, honestly. If this was all the nutrition he was going to get… He might as well take advantage of it.

With a reluctant whimper, Matt let his muscles relax, gulping down the mouthfuls of thin milk he effortlessly expressed with his gentle sucking motions. Just swallowing the milk made more of it flow down his throat, a seemingly never-ending cycle of swallowing what he could, before he had to suddenly swallow again.

Some part of him felt like it was floating above the scene, watching with horror as he was held on a strange woman’s lap like a baby girl, forced to suckle her milk, a buttplug in his ass and a wet diaper around his waist. But Matt couldn’t waste mental energy on thinking about it. He was so worn out and worn down… He just had to get through this… whatever it took.

“There we go, isn’t that so much better?” the Nanny murmured, her vicelike grip softening, stroking the hairs on the nape of Matt’s neck. “Drink up, my thirsty little princess.”

The contrasting tenderness of her touch compared to Matt’s earlier punishments lit some small ember inside him. Matt hated himself for it, but he could feel he was enjoying this, just a little. It was so much nicer, it was only natural - but it scared him all the same.

When he felt the urge to urinate, Matt hesitated… but only for a second. Squeezing his eyes shut, trying to pretend he was anywhere but here, he shivered, relaxing his muscles. Red-faced shame burning on his cheeks, Matt began to empty his bladder into his diaper. The cold but soaked padding grew hot again, swelling even further. Soon the front was full, and the pee ran down to his rear end, soaking into it, making it bulge, unmistakably used and full of urine.

Every little motion he made, squished some of the pee out and onto his skin. It felt like he was sitting on a puddle, soaking around his backside and soft cock, all the while warm, fresh milk flooded his mouth.

It didn’t taste bad, Matt thought idly, as his hand gripped the Nanny’s apron without even thinking. He could feel himself growing slowly full, and again, he was almost grateful to the women keeping him here against his will.

At least they were feeding him… At some of the boot camps Matt had been to, he’d been forced to go without food for two, even three days sometimes. Here there was no danger of starvation.

“Urp!”

Matt’s burp was soft and muffled by the Nanny’s breast, and he looked up at her with trepidation, wondering what her reaction would be.

She chuckled, and gently lifted Matt upwards, off of her bosom.

“Aww, the widdle sissy hasta make burpies, hm?” she cooed, and Matt could only murmur a weak protest as she rubbed his back firmly, eliciting another far louder burp from him.

“How’s sissy’s diaper?” the woman asked, lifting Matt’s dress and sliding a finger into his legcuff without even a word.

He whimpered, squeezing his eyes shut with humiliation. It wasn’t just the big, obvious, embarrassing things he hated, like being spanked, or put into diapers. It was how a woman he’d just met would casually check his diaper like he was an infant, not even asking for his permission before she wriggled her fingers around next to his genitals.

“Oh, soaking wet,” she tutted, wiping her fingers on her apron as she withdrew them. “Let’s go get sissy baby changed…”

Matt tried not to look too relieved, but he honestly couldn’t wait to be out of the sodden padding he’d been left in for so long. It was clammy and uncomfortable, clinging to his skin and sinking into it.

The changing area Matt was taken to had two padded changing tables on either side of the room. The skin of Matt’s bare legs stuck to the plastic as he was lay down, splaying out to each side. Now he could look down at himself, and he cringed at the sight, his slightly hairy legs poking out of the bottom of a ruffled yellow dress skirt. At least his diaper was covered like this, but still...

“Fuck,” Matt muttered as the Nanny was grabbing some wipes.

“What was that?” she asked, whipping back around. “Was that a cuss word young lady?”

“N...no,” Matt said, balling up one of his fists as he suppressed his rage, knowing it would only get him punished again. “I swear.”

“It better not have been,” the Nanny replied, shoving up his skirts unceremoniously, grabbing for the tapes of his outer diaper. “Little girls who cuss get their mouths soaped out.”

The air felt cool and refreshing on Matt’s wet skin as the diaper was opened, and he shivered, allowing himself to be shifted from side to side as he was wiped clean.

“So, how many stickies have you made since you’ve been here?”

Matt blushed at the uncomfortable question, especially the childish way it was phrased… He tried to remember… In the crib, it was… three? Three times… maybe four. And one just now, so…

“Five times,” he mumbled. “...I think.”

“Oooh, that’s not as many as some girls,” the Nanny remarked, as she deliberately kept her touch light across Matthew’s limp cock. “Don’t worry sweetie. Soon you’ll be humping your pampers all by yourself.”

“I doubt it,” Matt grumbled, but the woman just chuckled as she tugged the sodden diaper away to throw in the pail.

“Well, maybe not,” she agreed, as she balled it up. “But you should use that widdle sissy clitty of yours while you still can…”

Matt perked up, a look of concern flashing across his face.

“What does that -ngh!- mean?”

His asshole flexed around the plug as the woman tugged gently on it, testing how embedded it was. Matt could feel his body holding onto it, his sore backpassage swollen around it.

“It just means that soon the medicine we’re giving you will make your body more like the pretty baby girl you were supposed to be.”

Matt’s heartrate soared through the roof. The medicine? But that was-

“AH!” Matt yelped, cringing as the plug was yanked out of his backside. It throbbed painfully for a moment, gaping slightly… before slowly closing, feeling strangely empty now.

“Good baby,” the Nanny murmured. “You have such an accommodating bottom. I’m sure you’ll make some boy very happy some day.”

He looked away, face burning red as the woman cooed over him. He was not a baby, and he was definitely not a girl, and he definitely was never going to let a man have sex with him. His train of thought was lost now, watching her slide the diaper underneath his naked backside.

“Anyway, have you made poopies in your diaper yet, little girl?”

“No way!” Matt blurted, voice tinged with angry humiliation. “...I won’t do that.”

The Nanny powdered his crotch with a knowing smirk, spreading the diaper across Matt’s skinny stomach and peeling open the first tape.

“Well, I promise it will happen sooner or later,” she said. “And it’d be best for you to do it before naptime. Baby girls aren’t allowed changes during naptime.”

Matt grumbled, but said nothing further as he was taped snugly into his diaper, waiting to see what new humiliations the day had in store for him.

***

“Welcome babies,” a primly dressed woman at the front of the room said, looking down at the dozen or so adult sissy babies sitting on their knees, looking up at her. “My name is Mrs Proctor. I will be leading you through the first stage of your training.”

Matt had been so focused on being dressed like a girl and treated like a baby he had completely forgotten about the education part of his ‘re-education’. Maybe this part of the experience would be more normal.

There were no desks in the classroom other than Mrs Proctor’s. Instead the floor was covered in the kind of padded mats you might find in a gymnasium, in shades of pink and purple. Several nannies stood around the room, keeping a close eye out for troublemakers

Matt glanced around at his fellow sissies. Unlike in the nursery, he could notice the more masculine features of several of them. Only a couple looked exactly like boys in dresses, but it was obvious this group was made up of guys like Matt, who were relatively new, and hadn’t been fully feminized by whatever treatment they kept injecting into them.

“Today,” Mrs Proctor continued, as she walked over to a supply cupboard. “You will be practicing a very important skill.”

Some of the other girls around Matt groaned, obviously knowing what she was going to say next, but Matt was distracted by looking at the teacher’s figure. Despite the situation he was in, he was still a man, and he couldn’t help but admire her curves, her tight black skirt and blazer clinging to her figure, white shirt undone slightly, showing the top of her large creamy white breasts. Matt licked his lips, imagining bending her over her desk and fucking her until she moaned and squealed like his bitch.

“Rebecca, Michelle,” Mrs Proctor barked. “Come up to the front and demonstrate for us.”

Wait, what? Matt blinked rapidly as he looked over to see what Mrs Proctor was talking about. She was holding some kind of harness in her hand, with something dangling in it… Matt squinted in disbelief, and then went bright red.

It was a hot pink jelly dildo. What the hell kind of lesson was this?

‘Rebecca’ was a scrawny boy with long mousy brown hair, in a powder blue dress. His- her? - legs were completely bare, but utterly hairless, all the way down to his frilly white socks. Matt wondered if they’d been shaved, or if something else had been done to remove the sissy’s body hair.

Michelle was taller, with shorter hair - but it was tied up in infantile pigtails. Matt frowned as he looked at the person he knew was really a boy, noticing the budding breasts nestled underneath the pastel pink sailor shirt.

Meanwhile, Rebecca was being strapped into the harness. She squeaked, her cheeks pink as she was made to hold up her skirts, revealing her diaper. It didn’t quite look like Matt’s - it was thicker, made of fabric, and covered with a pair of semi-translucent plastic panties.

Regardless, Matt could tell it was heavily wet. It sagged slightly away from Rebecca’s body, bulging inwards as the dildo harness was moved into place and strapped up. Matt frowned. It was one thing to have your cock trapped in a diaper… it was another to be tortured by watching a fake plastic cock doing all the things you couldn’t.

‘Poor guy,’ Matt thought to himself.

“Michelle, please get on your knees in front of Rebecca,” Mrs Proctor commanded, putting a firm hand on Michelle’s shoulder, while Rebecca blushed, holding her skirt and leaning her soggy bottom against the desk.

Matt saw the conflict in the other sissy’s face. She didn’t want to kneel, she was fighting it, her cheeks red with humiliation and anger. Michelle’s hand twitched, and for a moment it seemed like he might sock Mrs Proctor in the face. Matt would have cheered for her, if she had.

...But after several long seconds, Michelle dropped first to one knee, then the other. Without even being prompted, she reached out a hand (her nails were painted, Matt could see now) for the perky piece of silicone pointed at her face.

“Good girl,” Mrs Proctor said encouragingly, patting the top of her head. “Why don’t you start off using your hand to get him ready…”

It felt like Matt was watching a horror movie. The two sissies - the two boys - at the front of the room both looked like they would rather be anywhere but here. But they’d signed up for this, for whatever reason, and they had to follow through.

Rebecca looked awkwardly away as Michelle made sharp jerking motions with her hand, the dildo making a strange ‘phap, phap’ sound as it pushed air out of the plastic pants. After a few moments, Mrs Proctor placed her hand back on Michelle’s head, pushing her down towards the rubber shaft.

Michelle whimpered, resisting for a moment - although it seemed like she was staring at the dildo very closely, almost as if tempted by it, unable to stop herself. The fight inside her lasted only a second, before she quickly moved her head forward, taking the artificial cockhead into her mouth with a noise that sounded like a cross between a moan and a sob.

Matt blinked. What the hell was that? It was almost like Michelle wanted to suck cock, on some level…

“Good job, Michelle,’ Mrs Proctor praised once more. “Such a good sissy baby. You’ll do wonderfully at pleasing some special man when you leave here…”

Michelle sobbed, but her cock worship only seemed to grow more ardent. As tears rolled down the sissy’s face, he jerked Rebecca’s plastic phallus frantically, pushing his head back and forth further and further, moaning lavisciously around it.

“Everybody into pairs… Lydia, with Sally… Alice? With Miss Parr…”

Matt stared at the padded mats that made up the floor, heart pounding. Maybe if he prayed hard enough to whatever god was out there, he would just disappear, and not have to do this.

“Miss Wilson? With Jennifer.”

A person who looked like an awkward tweenage girl with medium-length strawberry blonde hair carefully stood up and walked over to Matt. It was only her height from a distance that gave Jennifer away as an adult man- but once she came closer, Matt noticed an almost equal mix of feminine and masculine characteristics. It looked like she was going through puberty again, at the age of 20, her awkward, gangly body turning slowly into that of a (fairly tall) woman’s.

“Now, because you’re all sissies, I don’t want to see any of you trying to pretend you’re men, got it?” Mrs Proctor said, over the sounds of exaggerated moans and slurping from Rebecca. “No humping, thrusting, holding onto anybody’s hair. You stand still like a lady, while your partner practices their technique.”

“Y-you can be the guy, first,” Jennifer said, in a breathy falsetto voice. “If you want.”

Matt snorted, but was secretly glad for the offer. He grabbed the strap-on, positioning it over his real cock as he shuffled into the harness. Jennifer helpfully held his dress up for him as he did so, smiling politely as if she was happy to help. Matt thought she was fucking crazy.

The base of the dildo actually transferred a little pressure to his cock. It wasn’t enough to get him hard, but it did feel nice…  Matt frowned. How gay did it make him if he tried to enjoy this, a little?

“I’ll m-make you happy, sir,” Jennifer squeaked, as she got down onto her knees, taking Matt’s cock in one hand. “I’ll be a good sissy slut for you.”

Matt grunted, trying not to show any expression on his face, trying not to imagine having to do this himself in a minute. He felt his real cock throb under his diaper, just watching Jennifer stroke the faux shaft.

Fuck, fuck, this was so weird. Matt couldn’t believe he was getting excited watching a boy in a dress play with his cock. Frowning, he tried to focus on the more feminine features, pretending Jennifer was just a tomboyish cis woman ...with small tits.

“Ahh,” Jennifer murmured, as she parted her bubblegum pink lips. Matt blushed, but couldn’t help staring at them.

Jennifer had slightly big front teeth, but somehow that made her… cuter? That was a weird thought to have about a man… but again, Matt was trying to imagine she was a chick, right? So… he grunted again, looking at those perfect, pouting pink lips as they slid up and down the purple cock strapped to the front of his diaper.

He tried to imagine that it was his own cock Jennifer was sucking, his own throbbing erection disappearing down her throat. He tried to picture the sucking sensations on his length as Jennifer made her surprisingly pink cheeks bulge and hollow, bobbing her head back and forth like she’d trained for this her whole life.

Matt bit his lip, focusing on the most feminine parts of Jennifer. Her long soft hair, her soft pillowy lips, the soft little noises she made. Matt felt his hips rocking, pushing the rubber cock down her throat, and as Jennifer squealed and gagged slightly, he smirked, imagining feeling that on the end of his own swelling cock.

Jennifer was a good sport about it, keeping her head motions moving in time with Matt’s awkward thrusting. She even kept up the submissive little moans.

Unfortunately, just as Matt was starting to get really into it, feeling his firm cock stroking against the inside of his diaper and imagining it was being pushed in and out of Jennifer’s mouth, hips humping eagerly at her cute face… Mrs Proctor stormed over, tutting.

“Jennifer, stop,” she commanded, and the sissy squeaked as she pulled away, leaking a trail of drool on the slick dildo.

“D-did I do bad?” Jennifer asked, as Matt panted, half-glaring at Mrs Proctor.

“No, you were doing very well,” Mrs Proctor said reassuringly. “...I just think it’s time Miss Wilson took a turn.”

“M-me?” Matt spluttered. “B-but…”

“On your knees, sissy,” Mrs Proctor commanded. “Do you understand? I saw you humping away like a dog earlier. Roleplay is one thing… But I will not have you forget your place.”

Matt wanted to fight… he wanted to say no. He glanced around the room at the locked windows, at the door… at the several strong women watching and waiting for him to make a wrong move.

With a face like thunder, Matt let himself fall to his knees. He tried not to think about what he was doing, as Mrs Proctor’s hand guided his wrist to the rubber phallus. He squeezed it gently, moving his hand robotically up and down, the same way he would do to himself.

“When you do this,” Mrs Proctor murmured huskily in his ear. “You can move your hand around like this, just a small twisting motion.. but not too hard. Men are sensitive there.”

Matt cringed. The combination of her racy commands and how she talked about men… as if men were something Matt wasn’t, as if Matt was a girl who had no idea how male bodies worked… It was the most humiliating experience of Matt’s life.

The worst part was how his cock stayed hard. Mrs Proctor’s warm, firm breasts were inches away, and her voice in his ear didn’t help… But maybe there was a small part stirring inside Matt that actually… felt interested in doing this? He shuddered.

“Now use your mouth,” Mrs Proctor said insistently, pushing Matt’s head down towards Jennifer’s crotch. “That’s a good sissy whore…”

As his head was slowly pushed towards the purple rubber cock, his nostrils flared, filling with the scent of cheap silicone and urine. Jennifer’s diaper was wet, strangely perfumed by the powder inside her diaper. Matt’s heart pounded wildly as he opened his mouth, hesitantly taking the end of the dildo into it.

He used his teeth to pull it into his mouth, but Mrs Proctor was apparently content to let that slide. Under Mrs Proctor’s instruction, he began to slowly bob his head back and forth, feeling the underside of the slick plastic rubbing against his tongue. It felt strange and alien in his mouth, but he tried to mimic her sucking motions, cheeks bulging and then deflating over and over.

“You’re doing super great,” Jennifer said softly.

Matt looked down at the floor sharply, as he continued to give a blowjob to a false penis, only glad it wasn’t a real one. He didn’t want to think about the fluttery feeling in his chest from the praise he just got. He just wanted to get through this.

“Make a little noise, sissy,” Mrs Proctor suggested. “Men like that.”

“Nmmm,” Matt moaned woodenly as he ran his tongue along the underside of the dildo. “Oooo…”

“Good girl, good girl…”

“Nearly done, slut,” Mrs Proctor muttered. “...Look into your man’s eyes. No, not at me, up there.”

Matt whimpered, but obediently looked up, locking eyes with Jennifer. She had pretty eyelashes, but her commanding, icy stare was all male. Matt felt sick, but he kept his gaze there, even batting his own eyelashes in a way he hoped Mrs Proctor would approve of. All the while he kept his head moving, his jaw growing sore from sucking cock for so long.

“Good girl,” Mrs Proctor said, squeezing Matt’s shoulder. “That’s enough for today, ladies. Nannies, please take these girls to their naptime… I need to mark their charts.”

Matt wiped his mouth on the back of his hand as he stood up. As all the sissies were lined up together, he peered over at the chart on the wall he hadn’t noticed earlier.

He felt strange cringy butterflies inside him as he saw his last name on there, a column marked ‘Cocksucking’... and Mrs Proctor was putting a big check inside it. Fuck. Fuck.

“You did great,” Jennifer hissed, giving Matt a big thumbs up as he scowled angrily at her, following the line of diaper and dress-wearing boys down the hall.

Why the fuck did that thought make him even a little happy?

***

The pre naptime routine actually wasn’t all that bad. As they were led into the nap room, every sissy had their diaper checked, but since Matt’s was dry he passed by without remark.

The room was full of a dozen unzipped pink sleeping bags, with cartoon characters that seemed out of place on something sized for adults. Matt was directed to one with a fluffy white kitten wearing a diamond collar and a diaper, and he’d sat cross-legged as the Nannies came around, handing out warm bottles of milk once again. And something else…

“A cookie?” Matt said, blinking in surprise at it. He snatched it from the nanny’s hand, looking around to see if anybody else had one.

“A special treat,” she said with a smirk. “For a special baby girl.”

Matt devoured the cookie in a matter of seconds, savoring the feeling of solid food. The crunchy texture was amazing, and the chocolate chip cookies were so sweet, so much better than the taste of the milk in the bottle. Matt hungrily licked the remaining crumbs off his hand, for a moment almost forgetting where he was and what he was wearing.

“Okay girls,” a voice said through the speaker system. “Please lie down now and prepare for story time… And remember you’re all precious baby sissies…”

Matt rolled his eyes at the message, but obediently lay down on the unzipped sleeping bag. It was surprisingly comfortable, and there was some kind of pillow sewn into the top part of it that Matt easily rested his head on. As he lay down, his thick padding spread his legs apart slightly, giving a look right up his dress to his bulky diaper.

Seeing he was being watched, Matt hurriedly began to drink his milk. He barely thought about what he was doing as he latched onto the rubber nipple, suckling slowly, of his own free will. Nobody had shoved it into his mouth. He’d chosen to do it - even if it was because he was scared of being punished, Matt still felt deeply uncomfortable with that fact.

Whatever. Whatever. He squeezed his eyes shut as he drank. The plan was the same. Get through this, and get out of here.

Matt could feel the urge to pee, but it was mild enough he ignored it for now. He knew sooner or later he’d have to wet himself again… But just for now, he wasn’t going to think about it. Just for five minutes.

“Are you laying down?” the voice said through the tannoy again, soothing and maternal. “Good baby girls!”

Matt blushed, even though he knew the voice wasn’t actually talking to him specifically.

“Today’s story is… The Naughty Sissy Baby and the Spanking Machine.”

As the story began, Matt felt his eyelids droop, putting his nearly-empty bottle aside. How was he so tired? Must have just been… all the … stuff happening today…

***

Matt woke up in a cold sweat. He’d been having such a weird dream… so much pink and ruffles and… He groaned as his stomach rumbled loudly.

Through the speakers, a voice was playing, the same dull, hypnotic tone he’d heard his first night there. Was that what had woken him up..?

“I’m a good girl,” the voice droned. “I love my diapers. I love to please men. Being a good sissy baby feels so right…”

“Gnn,” Matt clutched his stomach in the sleeping bag, his guts churning.

He had to get up, now, had to get to the bathroom, or he was going to shit himself. In a blind panic, he tried to lift his arms, but found the sleeping bag had been zipped up tightly while he slept, trapping him inside.

“...love having cocks in my mouth,” the voice continued, as Matt’s heart pounded wildly, trembling from the effort of squeezing all his muscles down below closed. “I’m a pretty sissy baby and that’s all I want to be…”

“Ohhh… fuck, fuck,” he grunted in the darkness, gritting his teeth as he fought with the sleeping bag, his own panic not making this any easier.

At last, he managed to shove one arm out, and with a trembling hand Matt found the zip. There was no time for a sigh of relief - Matt clumsily pulled himself out of the bag, dragging himself to his feet, chest rising and falling rapidly with his panicked breathing.

Urgent spasms wracked his body as he waddled slowly towards the door, trying to move carefully. What the hell was in that cookie? His bowels felt like they were desperately squeezing, contracting, trying to expel what was inside him. Matt groaned, freezing where he was as he clutched his stomach desperately. Just a few more steps, then maybe he could… find a bathroom…

Just as Matt reached for the doorhandle, the door opened wide the other way, nearly knocking him over. Matt shrank away, looking at the figure in the doorway.

A nanny with red hair and redder lips stood there, looking down at him. She seemed taller than the others, and her mouth was pulled into a thin frown. Matt felt a pang of fear that almost overrode the other sensations inside him, but the sheer intensity of his need to use the bathroom won out.

“Pl-please,” he moaned. “I need the bathroom…”

“I’m sorry?”

“The, the toilet -NGGHH!” Matt doubled over, face in a grimace of discomfort as he sweated all over, fighting against his body. “F-f… please!”

“Sissy babies don’t use the toilet,” the Nanny replied, smiling smugly as she blocked his way. “You need to get used to using your diaper.”

Matt could feel tears stinging his eyes, the humiliation and shame of this situation, how cruel this woman was being, it was all too much… not to mention the physical discomfort inside him as he shook and tried to hold it all back.

“Please! I’m desperate! Let me go!” Matt squeaked, but the woman’s only response was to grab his shoulder and hold him in place.

Matt’s whole face was screwed up, body filled with the undeniable tension that rocked him to his core. He could tell there was no way back, and he felt his eyes filling with tears from the pressure building inside him, up and up, no way back from this. He had to go, he had to leave he had to…

“NGGGH!”

With his legs locked and trembling, Matt felt his bowels begin violently emptying into his diaper. It was noisy, thick mess spilling out of him with loud ‘blort’s and the sounds of passing gas. His diaper was filling up, the mushy waste making it bulge out toward the back, his seat covered in his own mess.

His bladder gave way at the same time, the spasms forcing it to empty. As he felt himself load his diaper in the back, he felt the front rapidly growing hot and wet and heavy, quickly soaking with piss as he wet himself.

Matt howled helplessly, beyond shame, beyond disgust, as he loaded his diaper thoroughly. The scent hit his nose a moment later, muffled by the diaper. He shivered as he felt the last of it sliding out of his backside, his muscles still contracting despite the fact he was totally empty.

“Ohh,” he moaned, feeling a strange sense of sickening relief as he slowly stood back up, shaking, looking up at the woman in front of him.

Without prompting, she wrapped her arms around him, under his armpits. Overwhelmed, Matt clung to her, tears filling his eyes. He sobbed, cringing as she lifted him, her hand underneath his bottom and smushing the load against his rump.

“There, there, baby,” she murmured, stroking his back, holding him close as his tears dampened her apron. “What a good little sissy, filling her pampers. You feel better now?”

“Y-yuh… yuh huh,” Matt sobbed, helplessly. What was happening? His emotions were completely overwhelming him. How was he the tough guy who’d been caught committing vandalism just a day ago?

Matt noticed the nanny he was carrying him into the changing area, and his heart leapt in gratitude.

“Ohh… thank you,” he murmured, as she set him down on the changing table. He felt the lump in his diaper spreading out across his backside, warm and sticky against his skin, so babyish and off-putting.

“Don’t thank me, princess,” the woman replied, as she grabbed something out of a drawer. “You know the rules. No changes during naptime.”

“Th-then what-”

Matt cut himself off as he saw what the Nanny was holding, grabbing one of his ankles. The same pink plastic pants he’d seen on Rebecca earlier were being pulled up his legs. He moaned in despair, wanting more than anything to have his diaper changed, but knowing his protests would do nothing.

“Can’t have a stinky sissy disturbing the other babies, can we?” the woman murmured, as she sprinkled baby powder inside of the plastic panties. “This should keep the smell in until naptime is over.”

Matt was lifted up, and the plastic pants were tugged into place under his dress. The elastic leg gathers clung to his thighs, keeping the odor locked within. With a grunt, the nurse carried him back towards the nursery, his cheeks still damp with tears, cheeks pink from humiliation.

“Goodnight, baby,” she murmured, as she lay him back down in the sleeping back. Matt watched as it was tightly zipped up, trapping him inside once more.

Closing his eyes, Matt tried to pretend he was somewhere else, anywhere else, and not in a pink cocoon, the scent of his own mess trapped with him, wearing a frilly baby girl dress and waiting until his diaper would be changed. There were no words for how low he felt, how utterly controlled and dominated he was.

“...and I love to wet my diapers,” the tannoy said. “I love to fill them every day. I love to hump my diapers. I’m a sissy slut…”

Matt opened his eyes, and groaned.

Forgetting where he was was going to be impossible…

End.

--------------------------------------------------

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.

****

Dr. Daphne LOADS her Patient’s Diapers with Oatmeal

Isra Valez wriggled in the chair opposite Doctor Daphne uncomfortably. The skin between her thighs and on her bottom felt tender and sore, with a smattering of painfully raised red areas that shone through even her sepia toned skin.

Isra had had the uncomfortable rash for a couple of weeks now, but she was too embarrassed to go to her normal doctor with it… Especially because Isra really enjoyed wearing diapers on the weekends, and she didn’t want to have to explain that, in case it was diagnostically relevant.

Her boyfriend-slash-Daddy, Hassan, had been nagging her for a while to go to a doctor’s, but Isra kept putting it off. At last a friend of hers with similar kinks had recommended a clinic on Pine Street - where apparently the doctor was completely kink friendly.

More than kink friendly. Kink-welcoming. Kink… encouraging? Isra’s friend said she had worn a diaper and a cutesy dress to her appointment, but Isra didn’t think she would be bold enough to do that. Instead she had come straight from work, taking a half day while still dressed in her crisp office blazer and skirt.

“Hmm… Isra, right?” Doctor Daphne asked as she read off of a clipboard. “Do you go by ‘Izzy’?”

“Um. Yes, sometimes,” Isra replied, a little uncertain about what was supposed to happen here.

The examination room was decorated like it was made for children, but neither the doctor nor Isra herself had made any mention of ageplay or diapers. Isra had filled in the form truthfully, mentioning she wore them, that she had a Daddy, and her ageplay age…

But even though she’d been told that littles could be completely ‘in role’ here, Izzy was too shy to talk like a little kid or even slip out of her more mature work persona.

“Alright, so you wrote here you’ve got a rash on your bottom…”

For a few minutes, the doctor asked questions about Izra’s medical history. Occasionally she called her ‘kiddo’ or ‘sweetie’, but other than that, it almost felt like a normal doctor’s appointment.

Izra found herself a little disappointed, although she knew it wasn’t really Dr Daphne’s fault. She probably wouldn’t do anything like that unless Izzy made it explicit she wanted that.

“Okay, sweetie, let’s take a look at it,” Dr Daphne finally said after going through the routine questions. “Hop up on the exam table.”

Isra obediently clambered onto the exam table and lay back, stretching her skinny brown legs out. At first she kept them together, for ‘modesty’ - then remembered the doctor would be looking underneath her panties most likely, and blushed, parting her thighs. Despite the fact that no overt ageplay or even hints of it had happened yet, Isra still felt a naughty thrill head straight down her spine as she waited. This definitely didn’t feel like a normal doctor’s appointment.

“I’m going to remove your skirt and underwear to examine you, is that okay?”

Isra’s eyes widened for a moment - and then she nodded softly, heart thumping.

‘Keep calm, Izzy,’ she told herself. ‘It’s just a medical thing…’

That thought didn’t stop her body from reacting as Dr Daphne began to undress her. Isra felt goosebumps raising along her thighs as the older woman’s hands brushed her, slowly unzipping her very adult-looking skirt and sliding it down her legs.

“Hmm,” Dr Daphne said, as she ran a finger down the thin cotton panel that made up the side of the panties.

“Is something wrong?” Isra asked, blushing.

“I think so,” Dr Daphne said, returning to her chair and picking the clipboard back up. “Tell me Isra, what little age did you put on this form?”

“Uh, um, two,” Isra frowned in confusion, sitting up on the examination bed. “Why?”

“Well, most two year olds are still in diapers, or at least pull-ups,” Dr Daphne said, raising her eyebrow again. “And it seems like you’re wearing panties…”

“W-well, I, I mean, I didn’t think it was a, a requirem-”

“It isn’t a requirement,” Dr Daphne interrupted. “...But you did also put down that you like to wear diapers…”

The doctor tapped the clipboard with her pen gently, and Izzy blushed, nodding slowly.

“Izzy, sweetie, let’s not be silly here,” Dr Daphne said, her voice amused and warm. “There are hundreds of doctors out there who’ll treat you as just another patient. But you came to see me. Why is that?”

“I… Iunno,” Izzy said softly, biting her lip and looking away. “...I just wanted to.”

“I don’t think you’re being honest with yourself,” Dr Daphne replied. “I think you came here hoping to be treated like the cute widdle baby you are - but you were too scared to go all the way.”

“Um…”

“And maybe you hoped that the nice Doctor you heard about would push you into littlespace? Without you having to do anything so embarrassing as choose to wear a diaper?”

“Um, um,” Isra flailed for a counterpoint.

She’d felt cool, calm and collected - and only a little nervous - when she walked in. Now Isra found her face burning pink as she looked guiltily over at Dr Daphne. Even without diapers, she felt small and helpless, giving the older woman a bashful grin.

“...Maybe that’s true,” she finally admitted, and Dr Daphne chuckled, scribbling something on her form.

“Well, we have ways of treating naughty baby girls who don’t want to admit they’re baby girls,” Dr Daphne said, standing. “...You’ve noted that spanking is a common punishment for you… So roll onto your stomach for me.”

Isra found herself unable to complain, her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth like taffy was gluing it there. Her heart raced as she slowly turned over, onto her stomach, her skirt pushed up slightly and revealing those offending panties. Izzy swallowed. She’d been spanked by Hassan plenty of times, but never by anybody else.

It made Isra dizzy with excitement and nervousness as she lay there, feeling bare and exposed as she felt the doctors slender fingers pulling down the waistband of her panties. Slowly, her bare bottom was revealed, and Isra felt the eerie calm before the storm as she heard Dr Daphne pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves.

Izzy shivered. Somehow that made this more kinky…

“AH!”

The first swat caught her off-guard, and Izzy yelped, jerking her hips harshly away - but there was nowhere to go but towards the firm padding of the examination bed.

She gasped at the second and third smack, toes curling, but the stinging sensation on her rear made her slit moisten with excitement. Dr Daphne snickered before she readied another spank, being careful to avoid the more sensitive areas on Izzy’s rump.

“I think a certain babygirl needs to be reminded of how small she really is,” Dr Daphne murmured as she gently stroked the curves of Isra’s backside. “Isn’t that right?”

“Y-ye-OW! Yes!” Isra replied, blushing, but the force of that last swat drove her words out of her breathlessly. “I’m sowwy missus Doctor…”

Instead of a reply, Dr Daphne brought her hand down hard on Isra’s backside. The girl whimpered and yelped through her spanking, as her backside was turned a rosy pink, her skin tingling pleasantly as she felt herself sinking into a submissive littlespace that made her insides feel like warm strawberry goo.

“Now, have you learned your lesson?” Dr Daphne asked as she stepped away. “Are you here to be a little girl or not?”

“I, I… I’m here to be a little girl,” Isra admitted, biting her lip. “...Pwease?”

“Good baby,” Dr Daphne purred. “Let me just page the nurse to help you with your treatment…”

Izzy turned around as she heard the click of the phone line.

“Nurse, could you please bring in an oatmeal treatment?” she said, waiting for the mumbled reply of affirmation before she let go of the button.

“Now that that’s taken care of,” Dr Daphne continued as she walked back to the end of the exam bed. “Upsy-daisy, babygirl!”

Isra squeaked as Dr Daphne rolled her onto her back, spreading her legs. She whimpered slightly, eyes wide and cheeks pink as she was left totally exposed, the air cooling her slick slit. She looked away, knowing her arousal was obvious and visible - Izzy’s emotions were jangled and confused, at once hoping Daphne would comment, and dreading the idea that she would.

“Oh dear,” Dr Daphne said, sliding her gloved finger between Isra’s folds. “Someone’s a very wet little girl…”

Izzy moaned softly, pushing her hips upwards as the textured latex brushed over her stiffened nub. She trembled, back arching for more stimulation… But a moment later, Dr Daphne’s fingers were gone, and she sagged back on to the exam bed, clit throbbing needily.

“What a bad baby,” Dr Daphne chuckled, as she washed her gloved hands in the sink. “...Well, anyway. I’ve taken a look at your rash.”

“A-and?” Isra said, her voice shaky and unsteady. “What is it?”

“Nothing serious. Mostly friction and heat, I think. You just need to take care of your skin,” the doctor explained, smiling. “For starters, I’m going to prescribe you some zinc-based cream to protect your skin when you wear diapers…”

Izzy watched with her heart in her throat, as Dr Daphne pulled open a drawer and removed a grey tub of medicated diaper rash cream. The thick diaper that came next was hardly a surprise, but Isra still found herself shaking with nerves as she watched it being unfolded.

Nobody but her Daddy had ever diapered Izzy before… She felt shame and humiliation battling with arousal inside her, each of them feeding the flames of the other. Dr Daphne deftly lifted her off of the exam table, sliding the thick padding under Izzy’s backside.

The door creaked open, and Isra looked up nervously to see the nurse walking in, a funnel in one hand… and a pitcher of oatmeal in the other. Isra flushed, her hands jerking down to cover herself… But a moment later she remembered her situation and lay back, bright red at the thought of not one, but two people watching her get put into a diaper like a baby.

“Your hair’s nice and neat down here,” Daphne remarked as she ran her hand down the nearly-bare mound between Isra’s thighs. “It’s good to keep it short for applying the cream.”

“Y-yeah,” Izzy replied, blushing. “My boy- my Daddy likes it that way…”

“I’ll bet!” the nurse quipped, both standing women chuckling.

“Now, here’s the cream,” Dr Daphne quickly added, as she stuck her fingers into the opened tub.

Isra could smell the light lavender scent of the cream before she felt it on her skin, and then suddenly her vulva was being slathered in something thick and cool. It made Izzy shudder, not just from the temperature but from how babyis5h this made her feel. The powdery smell of the cream as it was gently massaged into her skin hit buttons she didn’t know she even had, and Isra couldn’t help but whimper softly as the stroking motions jostled the eager lovebutton nestled between her folds.

Dr Daphne’s hand slid down further to Izzy’s backside, spreading the cream there too. Soon Isra felt thoroughly covered in a protective barrier, and she wiggled gently as she felt the diaper being tugged up snugly between her thighs. Soon the front of the diaper was smoothed out across her slender stomach, and Isra watched with a bitten lip as it grew taut and snug around her, taped into place carefully by the doctor.

“How’s that, baby?”

“Um, um… nice,” Isra replied uncertainly, swallowing as she looked from Dr Daphne to the nurse and her jug full of oatmeal. “Um… What’s that for?”

The nurse and Daphne shared a look, and then a smirk - which only made Isra’s heart pound faster.

“This is part of your treatment,” Dr Daphne explained, as she gently pulled Isra back up, her diaper rustling loudly. “Oatmeal is very good for the skin…”

“So we load your diaper up with it,” the nurse continued, as she watched Isra be awkwardly bent over the exam bed, palms face down on the vinyl surface. “And get you to smush around in it for a while so your bot-bot can get better.”

Isra flushed behind the curtain of dark black hair that hung over her face. That sounded a lot like…

“Some littles say it feels like a nice, full diaper,” Dr Daphne continued. “But much better for the skin… Now come here, messy little girl.”

With a gasp, Izzy felt the end of the plastic funnel being pushed down firmly into her diaper. She trembled, waiting for the oatmeal to be poured into the back of it, her heart racing frantically. Izzy didn’t mess herself, that was a step too far, too taboo, too dirty… but that taboo filthiness was exactly what made the fantasy so exciting sometimes. And she knew that soon she’d have a hefty, warm load in her diaper, being squished and spread against her backside…

“Oh!” Isra gasped, fingers curling into the vinyl of the exam bed as she felt warm oatmeal making its way down the funnel.

At first, she just felt the heat through the yellow plastic. A moment later, however, and Izzy shivered as she felt the thick, creamy oatmeal start to pour out. It was just the right temperature that it even made Isra panic momentarily - the only way she could tell she wasn’t actually messing herself was the fact her muscles weren’t pushing.

“Good baby, that’s a good girl, let’s fill up those pampers, hm?” Dr Daphne murmured reassuringly as she tipped more and more oatmeal into the funnel. “Such a big load in your diaper!”

Isra breathed out hard through her nose, dizzy with lust and humiliation. She could fill it taking up all the space in the seat of her diaper, slowly but surely making it bulge out and sag. There seemed to be so much of it, but her diaper held it all somehow. It was warm, but quickly cooling, but whenever Isra moved she could feel the heat a little more. She wriggled her backside slightly in appreciation, as the small pitcher was completely emptied into the back of her already-full diaper.

“All gone, baby,” Dr Daphne said, and Isra gave a soft yelp of surprise as she felt a hand pressing the faux-mess up against her rear.

It felt smooshy and warm, and Dr Daphne gently rubbed her backside, spreading it all over her bottom. Izzy’s toes curled, and she couldn’t suppress the eager whimper than rose out of her, her hips canting forwards in eagerness. This felt unbelievably dirty, she was so exposed here, dressed in a thick diaper in front of two strangers and letting them mush a warm load up against her rear.

“Nmmmf!”

“Such a messy babygirl,” the nurse teased, as she slipped back out of the door. “Nice to meet you, kiddo.”

Isra’s eyes were closed, her face glowing happily as she savored the warm feeling spread across her bottom. She couldn’t even look up to say goodbye, managing a hazy nod and a mumbled sound that could have been ‘uh huh’.

Barely noticing as she was maneuvered back onto the chair she’d sat on earlier, Izzy suddenly gasped again as she sat down, feeling the warm oatmeal spreading across the seat of her diaper. It was thick and sticky, smearing all over her skin in a strangely exciting way, and Izzy couldn’t help but rock her hips slightly, mashing the thick breakfast paste against the soft padding of the diaper.

“Not bad, hm?” Dr Daphne said, chuckling. “I want you to load a diaper with oatmeal every night before bed.”

“O-okay,” Isra mumbled, nibbling her lip as she pulled her skirt down between her thighs, covering the excessively full diaper that was swollen between them. “Anything else?”

“Well, put the medicated cream on every time you’re wearing… And take a baking soda bath every time you bathe,” Dr Daphne said, scribbling something down on a pad. “...There we go.”

Izzy took the slip of paper from Dr Daphne with trembling hands, peering at it curiously. She swallowed, her legs shaking as she stood up to shake the Doctor’s hand on her way out, suddenly remembering she’d taken the bus to get here. She tried to keep her smile even as she said her goodbyes, suddenly worrying if anybody would be able to tell she was diapered as she walked down to the bus stop.

***

It didn’t take long to collect her prescription from the pharmacy, and soon she was walking down the street with a small bag hanging from her wrist. She tried not to meet anybody’s gaze as they passed, certain if she did they’d immediately know her secret.

The diaper felt like it was sagging down past her knees, so full and heavy, making Isra waddle as she walked. She whimpered, trying to walk faster as she approached the bus stop, but it was difficult with such a heavy load in her diapers. Izzy felt pinpricks of sweat all over her back and forehead, her pulse racing… This was at once exhilarating and horrifying.

As she finally sat on the (thankfully empty) bus stop bench, she felt the still-warm oatmeal squishing against her backside. Isra’s hand shakily found her cellphone, and she hesitantly stroked the front of it as she considered texting her boyfriend to come get her.

...But something stopped her. Izzy pulled her thumb away with a naughty shiver, part of her excited to be on the bus, be in public, in this condition. Imagining how the bus would jump and bounce, smushing the warm mass in her padding against her, teasing her excited slit as it went over potholes and cracks in the road.

Isra squeezed her thighs together around the thick diaper, clenching her pelvic muscles rhythmically. She bit her lip naughtily, as she felt the heat building underneath the padding. Izzy had just begun to rock her hips slightly when she saw the bus pulling up in the distance.

With a shudder and a repressed moan, Izzy lifted herself on unsteady legs from the bench. The tingling pleasure that had been building between her legs slowly trickled away as she took a moment to compose herself before approaching the bus. Her cheeks were still flushed, but she walked carefully with her legs pressed as tightly together as possible, hoping to muffle any possible crinkling sounds.

“One ticket to Park Lane, please,” Isra said in a level voice, hiding the excitement burning inside her. “Thank you.”

The bus driver acknowledged her with a curt nod. If he noticed Isra’s awkward waddling towards the back of the bus, he didn’t comment on it, but Izzy noticed several other passengers glance in her direction. She knew her skirt was more than long enough to cover her sagging, oatmeal-filled diaper… But it was still deliciously exciting to imagine they all knew, could all tell the reason she was walking strangely.

“Ohh-mf!”

Isra muffled her excited moan as she took her seat, feeling the still warm mess of oatmeal spreading over her backside once more. It felt incredibly naughty, like she was a toddler who’d messed her diaper in public, and now shamelessly sat down in it, smushing her diapered tushy gently against the seat.

The bus took off, and Izzy whimpered, feeling the vibrations most strongly in the seat at the back. They made her legs wobble slightly, but the biggest effect she felt between her legs, the jiggling motions of the bus in motion making her already-excited slit tingle.

Isra also felt the effects elsewhere. As she felt her cheeks glowing once more, she noticed her slightly swollen bladder being bounced and jerked around as it sloshed inside her. What had seemed like a very mild need outside the bus, now seemed extremely urgent.

“Ah!” Izzy flushed, hand flying to her mouth as they went over a harsh bump.

Her muscles strained, pushing, urging her to empty her bladder… and Izzy felt her heart race as she seriously considered it. She was wearing a diaper, after all… But she’d never wet in public before… Even being diapered in public was a very, very occasional thing, for movies and short trips to the store with Daddy.

Isra clenched her thighs together once more. Her clit was throbbing needily, her bladder pushing and urging her to empty it, and the feelings combined into one erotic maelstrom of lust as she grunted softly, grinding her hips against the diaper.

Fuck… She shivered, relaxing her muscles, and a moment later she felt a slow trickle of urine flow into the diaper.

The warmth in the seat of her diaper was slowly re-invigorated by the growing heat of the feminine piss that ran like a faucet from between her folds. Between her legs, the diaper soaked up her urine rapidly, swelling between her thighs, the soft inner lining pushing harder and harder against her mound as it grew.

Isra shivered with delight as she pushed herself hard against the swollen padding, feeling the rest of her bladder emptying directly into it, some of it flowing back and tickling her folds before being absorbed further back, soaking the diaper entirely.

At last, she was done, and Isra couldn’t resist sneaking her hand to the bulging front of her diaper, hidden under the skirt. She patted it once with an open hand, pressing down to feel the swollen wetness against her folds.

The vibrations trembled through the soaked padding, more intensely now, magnified by the fullness of it pressed up against her slit. Isra pressed it up against herself, hand between her thighs and hidden by the seats ahead as she subtly ground her hips in that direction. Her eagerness rising, she bit her lip, stifling moans and whimpers as she kept pushing harder and harder against her hand.

Normally this wouldn’t have been enough stimulation for her, but the diaper pressed between her folds in just the right way, her clit stroking again and again against the wetness inside. She whimpered, feeling her breath catching in her throat and knowing her face was growing redder and redder. Isra tried to be discreet as she pleasured herself, hoping nobody noticed - but a tiny, naughty part of her, wished they did.

Soon she could feel her heart racing, hips shifting of their own accord, soft grunts and barely audible groans as she worked herself towards a well-deserved orgasm. Her pussy felt like it was dripping wet from more than urine, oh yes, just a little more, and she could -

“Park Lane!” the bus driver called, suddenly. “Park Lane for anybody?”

Isra was jerked out of her eager experimentation as her street was called, throwing hot water on her fantasies. She hoped nobody noticed how her legs trembled as she tried to walk off the bus with dignity, knowing that every step she took made the full, thick diaper between her thighs rustle loudly, and no longer able to care.

The walk towards Hassan’s house was only 5 minutes, but it would be 5 minutes too long. Hopefully her ‘Daddy’ would be home, though - and that might even make up for her previous ruined orgasm…

***

“Izzy?”

Hassan had heard the door click shut from his seat at the computer. He got up, and Isra saw him beam as he approached her, pulling her into a tight hug and kissing her lips passionately.

“Hello, baby girl,” he began. “How was-”

He was cut off as his hand trailed down, to under Isra’s skirt. She blushed, heart fluttering as he groped her full diaper, pressing the artificial mess up against her backside. Izzy felt his fingers spread, feeling the smooth plastic, rubbing in small circles. She could also feel his crotch against her, his cock suddenly swelling and straining urgently against his jeans.

“Dr Daphne put me in a diaper, Daddy,” she said, feeling his heart pound. “...And put oatmeal in the back.”

Her Daddy breathed out hard through his nose as he stepped back, his own arousal obvious. To him, the pinnacle of eroticism was a woman messing a diaper - but Isra was never interested, and he wouldn’t push. The feeling of Isra’s oatmeal-covered backside, mushed against his palm as he squeezed her diaper… It sent a jolt of eagerness straight to his crotch.

“Bedroom, my messy little girl,” he urged, grabbing Isra’s slender wrist and leading her there, quickly. “Daddy wants to play grown-up games.”

“I really hoped you would, Daddy,” Isra giggled, as her skirt was unzipped and dropped to the floor, joining her blouse a moment later. “I was… really excited on the bus.”

“Mmm?” Hassan murmured in her ear as he eagerly undid her bra, leaving her standing in just her thick, swollen diaper and socks. “Oh!... You wet yourself, my dirty baby.”

“Uh huh,” Izzy replied, eyes lidded and pleased with herself. “I needed to go…”

Hesitation, a quick, dry swallow, and then…

“...And I’d already loaded the back of my diapers…”

Her Daddy practically swooned, the effect on him obvious. Without words now, he pushed Izzy onto her knees, and she looked up obediently, reaching for his zip. Apparently Hassan had other plans first though, because he grabbed several pillows from the bed, pushing them between Izzy’s thighs so they just brushed her soaked diaper.

“What’s that for, Daddy?” she asked, with an innocent curiosity that belied her age.

“Nmmf, my diapered baby princess, it’s to hold your special toy in place,” Daddy said, as he pulled the big wand vibrator from the drawer.

Soon it was plugged in, and shoved up against the swelling of her full diaper, resting just where it needed to be for the vibrations to hit her stiff nub. Isra trembled with anticipation - then moaned loudly as Daddy hit the switch.

The sensation of the vibrations teasing her needy slit was arousing alone, but being on her knees, in a full diaper, grinding herself helplessly against it as she watched her Daddy’s cock slowly emerge… Isra moaned, feeling every inch a naughty baby girl who’d filled her pampers thoroughly and was now being treated like the slutty bad girl she was.

When Daddy’s swollen cock was suddenly shoved into her open mouth, Isra obediently suckled and gulped, shoving her head forwards to take more of him in. Ripples of pleasure were building between her thighs, the vibrations inescapable as the toy buzzed, muffled by the pillows she was riding.

“Good girl, get all of Daddy’s milk, that’s my slutty babygirl,” Daddy grunted and urged eagerly as he watched Isra’s head bobbing back and forth, feeling the warm wetness of her mouth around his cock.

“S-such a dirty girl, being so naughty in public,” he continued, moaning as she swirled her tongue across his cocktip. “...Where Daddy couldn’t see…”

Sensing his mood, Isra’s hand lifted and grasped Daddy’s thick, throbbing shaft. She stroked up and down eagerly as her lips and tongue worked his head, her own hips working tirelessly as she felt the intense vibrations, hard against her stiff clit.

Daddy grunted desperately, his own pelvis twitching, clearly fighting the instinct to thrust deep into the inviting warmth of Isra’s mouth. His hand gripped her hair tightly as she lovingly stroked harder and faster, hand a fist as her lips massaged and teased his head, tongue lapping at the dripping faucet that was his cockhead.

Isra could feel her own pleasure building and building, higher and higher, breathing heavy, as she squirmed and panted around her Daddy’s cock. Her pussy was so needy, she humped desperately once more, in her swollen, full diaper, moaning. She needed this, so bad, she wanted to cum, wanted to feel Daddy cum, wanted to be here with him as she was his slutty diaper-wearing babygirl and he was her Daddy, pushing her mouth back and forth on his cock ever-more-demandingly.

“Nggh! Daddy’s gonna-!”

Before he could finish his sentence, Daddy’s cock pulsed, and suddenly Isra felt a thick, hot shot of semen hit the back of her throat. She moaned dreamily as she swallowed, feeling him unload again, and then gasped softly as she felt her own orgasm hit, waves of pleasure slamming her as she trembled and shook.

Isra continued to gulp down her Daddy’s creamy loads, body on autopilot as she lost herself in orgasm. It felt so good, unbelievably good, and her pussy spasmed and clenched desperately on nothing as she rode over the edge with frantic haste.

“Ohhh God, yes,” her Daddy groaned, as he shot his last few strands down her throat. “...A-amazing, princess…”

Isra looked up at him with a flushed face, eyelashes fluttering as she felt her own orgasm slowly come to an end. She sighed deeply as the softening cock was slipped from between her lips, and she snuggled against Hassan’s chest as he pulled her up onto the bed, his hand travelling to her backside and stroking the thick diaper there gently.

Her neck shook slightly as Izzy lifted her head, planting a quick, sticky kiss on her Daddy’s cheek. They lay there together, one diapered and half-nude, panting and exhausted, one strong and holding his babygirl tightly to him. Izzy blushed as a slightly naughty, filthy thought occured to her:

If her Daddy was that excited by her pretending to have messy diapers… what would he think of the real thing?

End.

-----------------------------------------------------------------

Sissified, Cuckolded, and put into DIAPERS!

Cuckolded, Sissified, and put into Diapers!

Elliot was home early to surprise his wife. A bunch of pink roses lay in the passenger seat, and he hoped they’d put a smile on her face when she saw them.

Things had been a little rocky between them since Brooke had caught Elliot browsing ABDL porn, especially sissy ABDL porn. Elliot had tried to explain what interested him about it, but his wife just wasn’t interested in hearing it. Eventually he said it was ‘just a random passing fantasy’, and urged to forget about it.

“I’ll try,” Brooke had said, her mouth a thin line. “...But I’m not sure I can.”

Since then, things had been peaceful, most of the time. But Elliot couldn’t honestly remember the last time they’d had sex. Brooke had always been more dominant, but she never initiated anything any more. And it was worse when Elliot tried - she’d laugh or roll her eyes, ignoring Elliot’s advances in favor of online Facebook quizzes or badly written romance novels.

Well… maybe tonight would be the night, Elliot thought to himself.

He really hoped so. Ironically, the dry spell caused by his interest in sissy AB porn had led to him seeking out more and more of that exact material. Without any physical outlet in the real world, Elliot’s fantasies grew more and more in depth, and more and more perverted.

He masturbated daily to the idea of being forced into diapers and dresses, dressing up pretty for his new Mommy… or Daddy. The fantasies where he was owned by another man were the most humiliating of all - but that was what made them the most exciting. Night after night, Elliot slunk away to the bathroom to look at filthy captioned pictures, stroking his little sissy clit as he moaned and fantasized about being dressed like a baby girl, and fucked by a man while his Mommy watched.

Roses in hand, Elliot unlocked the door to their house. He didn’t bother calling up the stairs, because as he walked in, he could hear his wife talking…

...No wait… moaning. Elliot grinned as he gripped the stair rail, slowly climbing up. Maybe if he walked in while she was masturbating, she’d invite him to join her?

As he walked further, his smile slowly disappeared. His wife was definitely moaning, but there was another noise in there too. Some kind of eager grunting or panting.

“Ohhh yes!” a man’s voice yelled, making Elliot jump. “Take it all, slut!”

Elliot’s blood ran cold, and he ran up the stairs two at a time, heart pounding. As he pushed the bedroom door open, Elliot hoped and prayed he would see something other than his own wife cheating on him.

But his prayers weren’t answered, and a moment later, Elliot’s jaw dropped as he watched his wife in the throes of ecstacy, being brutally humped by a large black man.

It was like everything was moving in horrifying slow motion, and Elliot’s eyes caught every filthy detail before he could blink. Brooke’s black hair, spread messily over the pillow, her pale legs spread eagerly, back arched upwards to take the frankly enormous shaft that was sliding wetly in and out of her. The massive black cock might have been hard to take - if Brooke wasn’t obviously, utterly aroused, her pussy dripping wet for this man’s use.

This man, who wasn’t her husband. Who had his big, black hands all over her, groping her, fucking her hard without asking how she wanted it and worrying about making her feel good. Who was claiming Elliot’s wife right in front of him - and making her cum over and over, from the look and sound of it.

“B-brooke!” Elliot finally managed, trying to ignore his cock tenting the front of his trousers. “What is this!”

“Ohhhh! Nmmm, baby I, I thought you weren’t coming home until later!” Brooke panted, body being rocked by thrusts as she spoke.

Elliot had expected the pair to jump apart when he walked in, for Brooke to make some excuse, for there to be tears on her part and righteous anger on his. But instead she just moaned more loudly, thrusting up to meet the frantic bucking of the man on top of her. Elliot gawped at the sight in front of him, half believing he was dreaming.

For his part, the black man fucking Elliot’s wife hadn’t slowed down at all. Elliot’s presence didn’t even seem to register, as he closed his eyes, gritting his teeth, skin shining with a sheen of sweat. Elliot blushed, unable to prevent himself from feeling inadequate as he watched those thick seven inches of manhood railing his wife. His own tiny erection throbbed on seeing it, knowing Brooke was getting more pleasure from that enormous cock than Elliot could ever hope to give her.

“Ungh, ngh, NGH!” the man snarled, grabbing Brooke’s hips hard as she squealed, moaning and shaking as she came again, apparently not for the first time.

Mouth dry, Elliot couldn’t help but stare as the man’s balls throbbed, pumping spunk into his wife’s very willing pussy. He whimpered, feeling horrified and betrayed… But also incredibly aroused, his own cock throbbing needily inside his slacks.

Done for now, the man who’d been fucking Elliot’s wife kissed her cheek, panting, and then pulled out. Elliot tried to stop himself from looking at her gaping pussy, still oozing fresh cum from another man… But he didn’t try that hard, and again he felt his own hardness pulse.

“Ey, thanks, buddy,” the man said, as he yanked on his pants. “She’s a good lay.”

With that, he pushed easily past poor Elliot, leaving him standing with a flushed face, staring impotently at the bedroom door with his mouth open.

***

“But what do you mean I should have known?!”

Elliot’s voice rose squeakily as he yelled at Brooke, who was unhurriedly dressing herself, carefully re-hooking her bra before she turned around. Elliot realized he also couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her undressed, either.

“I mean, I have needs, Elliot,” Brooke said, sighing. “What did you think I was doing? I certainly wasn’t having sex with you.”

“Well, w-why not?” Elliot asked, trying to ignore how his dick was stiff as steel inside his pants.

Brooke rolled her eyes as she pulled on a t-shirt. She was completely dressed now. If you didn’t know what had just happened, you would have no idea her womb was filled with virile cum, her pussy well-used from a rough fucking, her thin panties holding in the spunk her lover had pumped up into her.

But all Elliot could think of was her moaning and writhing underneath that man, of somebody else claiming his slutty wife. Her couldn’t stop picturing it, no matter what he did. He wondered how many times she’d been around him like this, full of cum and deeply sexually satisfied, acting casually as if she wasn’t having an affair with a man Elliot had never met.

A moment later he wondered how his body could have enough blood to rush to both his crotch and his cheeks at the same time.

“Because you’re not a real man,” Brooke said. “I’m sorry, but I’m just not interested in having sex with a… ‘sissy diapered baby girl’.”

Elliot flushed. That particular phrase was a direct quote from a forum post he’d made once. Just how much of his online activities had his wife seen?

“Th-those are just fantasies,” Elliot stammered.

“Really?” Brooke asked, raising a dark eyebrow as she turned to face him. “Because you’ve certainly been looking at them a lot recently.”

Elliot gulped, feeling totally caught and pinned in. His face burned bright red with humiliation, his heart pounding… and by God, why wouldn’t his erection go down?!

“I know what you really want, Elliot,” Brooke continued. “And it’s not sex with a real woman. You want to be helplessly diapered in your crib, wearing frilly dresses, knowing I’m being ravished by another man who’s a better lover than you could ever dream of.”

“N-no, no,” Elliot stuttered. “Please, I love you…”

“I love you too, but I also love being fucked by real men with big, black cocks,” Brooke replied bluntly, and her eyes glazed over a little as she imagined it. “I refuse to waste my time with your pathetic little sissy clitty any more.”

Elliot swallowed, tears in his eyes. He couldn’t believe Brooke was saying this. It was the stuff of his worst fantasies.

“D-do you want a divorce?” he asked, softly, lip trembling. “...My parents will be so disappointed.”

“We can stay married,” Brooke said, and Elliot’s heart leapt for a moment. “...But you need to agree to my terms. There’s going to be some changes around here.”

She smirked, standing up off of the bed and walking towards Elliot. He pulled backwards, but Brooke was too quick for him, and a moment later her hand was on his crotch, feeling the evidence of his arousal through his pants. Elliot whimpered softly, looking at her with shame in his eyes, expression like a dog who’d been caught peeing on the rug.

“And judging by how hard you are right now,” she murmured. “I don’t think my terms will be a problem for you.”

Elliot gulped as Brooke gently squeezed his hard clitty.

It would be the last time she’d touch him sexually in a long, long time.

***
 

It would take several days for everything they ordered that night to arrive. Brooke sat beside Elliot on the couch, pointing out various items, many of them from Elliot’s own browsing history.

Elliot’s face was permenantly flushed, as all his naughty sissy desires were completely on display. Brooke cheerfully ordered him to purchase diapers, dresses, and pacifiers… all using his own credit card. There was something uniquely humiliating about being forced to use his hard-earned money to lock himself into a life of sissy baby submission.

Of course, it was the humiliation of it that made Elliot excited. Ashamed, he was glad the laptop covered his crotch, because he was still achingly hard.

He couldn’t believe it as Brooke made him order bonnets and mittens, and hundreds of thick diapers. Elliot couldn’t stop himself imagining what it would be like, being dressed like an overgrown toddler, in pretty frilly dresses and pink padding, whimpering and sucking his pacifier, knowing he was nothing but a sissy baby to his own wife.

“One more thing,” Brooke said, smirking, as they finally finished buying everything. “From now on, I’m not your wife. I’m ‘Mommy’.”

“O…. okay, Mommy,” Elliot mumbled, blushing.

“Good girl,” Brooke murmured, kissing the top of his head. “I’m going to bed…”

“Alright,” Elliot said, still reeling from the events of the day. He stood up to follow Brooke, but she stopped him, laughing cruelly.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked, smirking.

“To… to bed?”

“I don’t think so, sweetie,” Brooke said, crossing her arms. “We don’t sleep in the same bed any more. Until we get you a crib, you can sleep down here on the sofa.”

“But, but-”

“I’m sorry babygirl,” she continued. “But there’s no room in bed for you and Mommy’s lovers…”

Elliot whimpered, lip wobbling, but he nodded. Knowing she’d be sleeping up there without him, with men coming and going from his own bed, while he lay unsatisfied on the sofa… It hurt so much… but it also made him incredibly horny.

“Yes, Mommy…” he mumbled.

***

The next few days passed in a haze. Elliot left for work every day to do his menial office job, but when he came home, he was his wife’s obedient servant. He fetched drinks, cleaned the house, and cooked dinner.

Brooke no longer hid the fact she was having men over. They walked around the house in various states of undress, robes hanging open, boxer shorts snug around their huge packages. It was impossible for Elliot not to feel inadequate as his wife paraded lover after lover in front of him, all of them big, all of them black, hearing her moan and cry out with undisguised passion every evening.

When Elliot came home one day, he was surprised not to have to park on the street - there wasn’t another man’s car in the driveway. Maybe Brooke wanted them to have some time to themselves for once?

“I have a surprise for you, babygirl,” Brooke cooed as Elliot walked in. “Your packages arrived.”

“My… oh,” Elliot couldn’t help but be a little disappointed. “Which ones?”

“Nearly all of them,” Brooke purred. “I’ve already put most of the dresses in your closet, but I left one out for you…”

Wordlessly, she took Elliot by the hand, leading him into the living room. As soon as he passed the threshold, his face went bright pink once more, and Brooke smirked knowingly.

On the couch was a frilly blue and white dress, with matching socks. A thick white diaper was folded on top of it, with a bottle of baby powder laid beside the whole thing. Elliot swallowed, feeling his pulse race as he imagined being dressed in the outfit, smelling like a pretty sissy baby girl, impotent in his diapers on the floor.

“Strip off, princess,” Brooke ordered, beginning to undo the buttons of Elliot’s shirt. “I can’t wait to see how cute my little sissy looks in her pretty new dress…”

“A-are you sure about this… Mommy?” Elliot asked hesitantly as his shirt was peeled off, revealing his very average physique. “I mean… it’s not too late to… send it back.”

“Nonsense,” Brooke insisted, her slender fingers undoing his belt. “No matter how you’re dressed, you’ll always be a diaper wearing sissy to me from now on. You may as well look the part, hm?”

Elliot said nothing, flushing as she pulled down his trousers. His semi-hard prick bulged out the front of his white underpants slightly, and it stiffened as he was completely stripped, face red as he lay down on the floor submissively, legs spread.

“That’s a good girl,” Brooke murmured, as she unfolded the crinkly white diaper. “Get that pretty sissy ass up…”

Obediently, Elliot lifted his rump and allowed the thick padding to slide underneath. It felt incredibly soft as he lowered himself down, and his cock instantly sprung up to full arousal. He looked away, ashamed, but Brooke didn’t seem to care, sprinkling lavender-scented powder over his groin and rear.

“You know,” she said, conversationally, as she pulled the front of the diaper up over his erection. “Some people have trouble putting on diapers when they’ve got an erection. I read that online.”

“Uh… uh huh,” Elliot responded, mouth dry.

“Well that’s obviously not a problem with your widdle clitty,” Brooke said, smirking. “Look, it’s completely covered up now!”

Elliot peered down between his legs, blushing as he realized she was right. The thick crotch of the diaper entirely hid his own erection, locking him in padded chastity as Brooke securely snugged the diaper round his waist. It felt so strange, locked in a thick nappy by his own wife, who now saw him as nothing more than an infantile sissy.

“Such a pretty girl needs a pretty dress,” Brooke remarked, as she sat him up gently. “Arms in the air.”

Squeezing his eyes shut, Elliot whimpered, feeling the sting of tears inside them and the burning blush on his face. He couldn’t believe he was willingly submitting to this, allowing his manhood to be trapped inside a diaper, his wife dressing him up like her pretty baby girl. And the worst part was how just thinking about it made his cock achingly stiff.

He felt completely conflicted inside. One part of him wanted to tell her to stop this, force her to dump her boyfriends, assert himself as a man. But one look at Brooke’s confident smile told him he wouldn’t win that fight. Being her obedient diapered babygirl was the best he could hope for.

...And there was no denying how aroused that made Elliot. As the cotton-y blue dress was slipped down over his arms, he felt his heart leap, trembling in his chest. The soft material felt delicate and feminine against his skin, and he bit his lip softly as Brooke tied the ribbon around his waist. He said nothing, looking down at himself in stunned silence.

‘Oh my God,’ he thought, running his hands over the soft material. ‘I can’t believe I’m wearing this…’

“You look so pretty, baby girl,” Brooke said, patting Elliot’s padded backside. “Come here, little one, let me get your socky-wockies on.”

In a daze, newly-sissifed Elliot lifted one leg, allowing his Mommy to slide the frilly sock onto his foot. Soon the outfit was complete, and Elliot peered down at himself, swallowing as he realized there was no coming back from this. If Brooke had been unable to see him as a man before, she certainly wouldn’t think of him that way now.

“How precious the widdle sissy is,” Brooke sneered, grinning. “Let’s take a few photos for online…”

“But, but, Mommy…” Elliot weakly protested. “I dun want other people to see me this way…”

“Widdle babies don’t get to decide that,” Brooke said, forcing a pale blue pacifier into his mouth. “Now sit down and look up at the camera.”

Blushing, suckling the binky pushed between his lips, Elliot lowered himself literally and metaphorically to the ground, sitting up on his knees. The short dress just barely covered his diaper, and he tugged at the hem with idle hands as Brooke focused the phone’s camera on his blushing face and wide eyes.

“You look a picture, dear,” Brooke muttered, taking a shot. “...Now lift your dress up for Mommy.”

Elliot whimpered.

“Now, sissy,” Brooke ordered, and Elliot’s eyes darted to the side in humiliation as he picked the skirt of the dress up, exposing his thick diaper to the camera. The only saving grace was that the thick padding hid his arousal, so nobody would know how excited he was.

“Precious,” his Mommy muttered. “Good girl… Now…”

The phone beeped, and Brooke smirked as she started recording her baby girl husband’s humiliated expression, his awkward, shameful shifting as he held his skirt high to display his diapers.

“Take your binky out, and tell Mommy who’s my widdle diapered sissy?”

Cringing, Elliot lifted his hand slowly, shamefully, and pulled the pacifier out. His lip quivered, and he looked at Brooke pleadingly, but she gestured with her hand, instructing him to speak.

“...I’m Mommy’s littl-”

“Widdle, sweetie,” Brooke corrected. “Talk like the baby you are.”

“...I’m Mommy’s widdle diapered sissy,” Elliot mumbled, his eyes pricking with embarrassed, angry, impotent tears.

“That’s Mommy’s precious baby girl,” Brooke said, smirking, turning the camera onto herself. “...And I’m a single mother, boys. So if any of you want to come screw around, just let me know. I can put little sissy Elliot down for her nap so the grown-ups can have their fun.”

Brooke pressed the phone’s button, and Elliot dropped the dress, returning his pacifier to his mouth and suckling it softly. It was a strangely comforting distraction from his current humiliating situation. His pulse raced in fear and arousal as he imagined who would see that video, knowing Brooke would be posting it wherever she pleased…

“Now that that’s all done, Mommy has a gentleman caller coming over,” Brooke said casually, texting him on her phone.

“Wh-what!?” Elliot whimpered around his pacifier. “You have another man coming over - tonight?!”

“Mmmhmm,” Brooke said. “But don’t worry. Mommy got you a nice dolly, and a tea set to play with.”

So that was the scene Brooke’s lover (huge, and black, of course) walked in on. Despite Elliot’s frantic protests, soon he was sat on the floor with a plastic pink tea set, a floppy rag doll sat beside him. The door went just as he was pouring out imaginary tea into a cup for her, face bright red as Brooke cooed and encouraged him, watching him hesitantly play ‘pretend’ for her amusement.

“The door is open, Caleb,” Brooke called, and Elliot’s eyes were wide with mortification as he heard the door open, heavy boots on the floor as the man walked in.

He whimpered behind his pacifier as the muscular, dark-skinned man came into view, at first not even noticing Elliot on the floor. Instead, he grasped Brooke around the waist, making her squeal with delight as he kissed her with animalistic passion, Elliot looking on jealously.

At last, he turned his head, noticing the man dressed in a frilly blue dress and playing with dollies. Caleb raised an eyebrow in amusement.

“Who’s this?”

“Oh, you remember me mentioning my little sissy,” Brooke said, chuckling. “Say hi to Mommy’s… friend, Elli.”

Elliot frowned, but slowly, hesitantly lifted his hand, waving at Caleb, who snorted in amusement.

“I thought you were joking,” the muscle-bound man said, squeezing Brooke’s shoulder. “...Let’s go to the bedroom babe. Maybe we can play some games of our own.”

He slapped Brooke’s backside, making her squeal again, giggling as she followed him up to the bedroom. Elliot’s heart sank again. Brooke had never let him treat her like that in their entire relationship, but now she was acting like a slut with random men she barely knew.

“Be a good girl!” Brooke called from the hall, and any thing else she might have been about to say was drowned out by a lust-filled moan as Caleb kissed or groped or fondled somewhere, both of them stumbling up the stairs, drunk on desire for each other’s bodies.

A few moments later, and Elliot winced, cock throbbing inside his padding. He could hear the loud thumps from upstairs as his wife eagerly spread her white legs for another man, crying out her delight as his enormous cock plunged into her willing, dripping pussy.

Elliot sucked the pacifier worriedly. Maybe they would be quick..?

***

They were not quick. The thumps and moans from upstairs seemed to end in an explosive cry every so often, and then the house would be still… Until they started up again.

Eventually, dejected, Elliot headed to the kitchen to make his own dinner. He put his wife’s apron on over the dress, worrying she’d be upset if he stained what he was currently wearing. At least the frilly white apron covered his diapers… from the front, anyway. Elliot tried not to think about how his padded backside was being shown off to anybody who entered the kitchen, tugging the dress down self-consciously as he carefully measured out water for the pasta.

“Cook some for me, baby,” a voice suddenly commanded from behind him, and Elliot span around, coming face to face with his wife’s black lover. “Me and my woman are hungry.”

“She… she’s my wife, you know,” Elliot mumbled, frowning, and Caleb merely smirked broadly back at him.

“Dat is so funny. Because she says you are her sissy baby, and she is your Mommy,” Caleb replied, patting Elliot’s thickly padded backside. “So be a good girl and make your new ‘Daddy’ some dinner.”

Elliot gave him a challenging look, but Caleb only had to step forward, a confident, easy smile on his face, and Elliot retreated, cowering, ashamed… aroused.

“Y-yes, sir,” Elliot replied, the word ‘sir’ coming out automatically.

“Good girl,” Caleb replied. “I can see why your Mommy keeps you around.”

***

As requested, Elliot served up three plates of pasta with red sauce and parmesan, meekly handing two of them to Caleb, who took them upstairs. Elliot was left all alone by himself downstairs - trying to drown out some of the noises from upstairs, he lay on the couch, turning on the television, as his mind raced.

How had this happened? He squeezed the doll he hadn’t realized he was holding against his chest, whimpering. His wife was now his dominating Mommy, and she was fucking other men in his marriage bed while he lay downstairs alone, in his thick pampers and girly dress. He didn’t think he could get more humiliated…

“Baby girl?”

Elliot looked up. Brooke had walked downstairs in just her lacy negligee, and she smiled as she approached him. Elliot couldn’t help himself, sitting up and looking up and down her body, admiring her curves. He wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her, taking her like a man… instead of a sissy baby girl.

“Hey princess, how are you doing?” Brooke asked, gently stroking Elliot’s hair. “Sorry Mommy’s so busy upstairs…”

“It’s otay, Mommy,” Elliot said, blushing as he pulled his pacifier out. “...Are you done now?”

“Oh, no, sweetie,” Brooke replied, laughing, and Elliot’s heart sank. “I just need your help…”

Before Elliot could ask for more information, Brooke lifted the gauzy skirt of her teddy dress, revealing her shaved slit. Elliot’s eyes went wide, nostrils flaring as he stared at it for a moment.

“I need you to clean Mommy’s pussy up,” she explained. “Caleb’s left such a big load inside me… I don’t want him to have sloppy seconds…”

Elliot didn’t know whether to cry, throw up… or masturbate. His conflict showed in his face as he looked up helplessly at Brooke, who smiled confidently down at him, as if she was completely certain Elliot would follow through on this humiliating order.

“Come on, baby girl,” Brooke urged. “I know you’ve fantasized about this. Lick Mommy clean, that’s a good girl…”

Whimpering, Elliot lowered his face to Brooke’s crotch, his wife’s crotch… his Mommy’s crotch. As he got closer, he could smell the scent of her arousal - but also the smell of another man’s musk.

Elliot’s cock rubbed against the soft padding of the diaper as he knelt obediently, using his tongue to part Brooke’s sloppy folds. She moaned at the feeling of him cautiously licking away the cum on her inner lips, forcing himself to swallow it down. His erection throbbed at the sheer humiliation of the act. Brooke was right - this had been a pet fantasy of his. Now it was real, it was almost as wonderful as it was terrible.

“Mmm, get right in there, baby,” Brooke commanded, pushing his head down, and Elliot felt tears of shame stinging his eyes as he slid his tongue out further, delving into her well-used vagina and licking out the deposit of sticky, still-warm cum inside there.

He couldn’t help rocking his hips as he licked and gulped, cleaning her entirely. Soon he couldn’t reach anymore, despite pushing his slippery tongue in as deep as it could go, so he gently teased her clit a few times, until it was stiff and eager under his attentions.

“Ooo… that’s it, baby,” Brooke moaned, pushing him away. “Naughty girl. Mommy has to go upstairs again now. Sleep tight.”

“N-night, Mommy,” Elliot replied, swallowing, the taste of another man’s semen still on his tongue.

Predictably, a few moments later he heard the sound of happy voices upstairs - and then, suddenly, those same thumps and groans, Brooke’s lover apparently eager to take her freshly-cleaned pussy once more.

Elliot swallowed, trying to ignore how his dick pulsed in his diaper as he stared up at the ceiling. He knew this situation wasn’t something he should be aroused by. Knew he should only be disgusted and horrified by it…

His body hadn’t gotten the message.

Shamefully, Elliot lifted his skirt, pressing his palm against the outside of his diaper. He groaned, whimpering as he rocked his hips, sliding his cock against the padding as his hand pushed it down onto his dripping length.

“Oh!!! Caleb!” Brooke moaned from upstairs. “There, right THERE!”

Elliot couldn’t help himself. Biting his lip, knowing he was nothing more than a pathetic, diaper-wearing infant to his wife, that she was being rutted by a real man right now, imagining his enormous cock slamming into her over and over… He moaned, rubbing faster and faster, full of shame and lust that swirled inside him.

He was so pathetic, and he relished the feeling, wallowing in it like a pig in mud as he heard Brooke scream in orgasm, knowing her african american lover had squirted deep inside her. Elliot gasped, eyes flying open wide as he came himself, his throbbing sissy clitty spurting into his diaper, making it sticky as he groaned…

“Ohh… Mommy,” he whimpered, rocking slowly against the diaper as he rode out his orgasm.

After he came, he was immediately overwhelmed by shame and embarrassment, closing his eyes and trying to shut out the noises from upstairs. He couldn’t believe he’d just gotten himself off to his own cuckolding… Could he get any lower than this?

Elliot shivered, knowing that he could… and knowing there’d be a part of him that would like it, too.

Now his cock was deflated, he could feel just how full his bladder was. Elliot whimpered, trying to focus on the television, but a few moments later he realized he couldn’t hold it for much longer. Closing his eyes with shame once more, he again debased himself, slowly letting out a thin stream of urine into his diaper.

The sticky padding grew hot, and wet, as he peed into it, the crotch soon swelling with discoloration from how wet it was. Elliot blinked curiously down at it, pushing at the thick, swollen padding between his legs, amazed by how it grew. He’d thought it was thick before, but now it pushed apart his legs further, forcing him to waddle if he stood up.

At last, his bladder emptied, and he sighed in relief, laying back on the sofa. Elliot knew how silly he looked, laying there in a frilly dress and a used diaper. But despite the shame, he couldn’t deny how primally arousing it was to have another man come into his house, and claim his wife’s body…

While he was left laying on his couch, dressed like a toddler girl, his own urine soaking his diapered behind.

End.

Cuckolded, Sissified and Put back in Diapers! 


Elliot woke on the couch to the sounds of footfalls on the upstairs landing. He was still dressed in the pink footed sleepsuit Brooke had put him in last night. 

Groaning, Elliot tried to roll over to get back to sleep, his diaper rustling as he moved, heavy and swollen with the urine from last evening. Brooke... His Mommy... Had been busy with her boyfriend all night, and so she'd left him in a thick diaper, so he didn't need to be changed. Miserably, Elliot had covered his ears to block out the moans and grunts from upstairs, and finally managed to fall asleep. 

At least while he was asleep, in his dreams, Elliot was a real man again, not a diapered sissy baby. In a horrible twist, his former sordid, sexual fantasies had turned into his everyday reality, forced to wear diapers and dresses by his wife as she fucked any other man she could find... While he fantasized about going back to the way things used to be, and being her man of the house once more. 

Speaking of the man of the house... Elliot's eyes flicked up to the ceiling as he heard someone walking down the stairs with heavy footsteps. Caleb, his wife's dark-skinned lover, was a common sight around the house nowadays - but Brooke still often had other men visiting. Jerome, Leroy, Tyler... All big, black men, who fucked Elliot's wife so she moaned and screamed in pleasure, while he slept on the couch, his baby-sized cock tenting the front of his pink diaper. 

"Get me my coffee, babe," Brooke called dreamily from upstairs. "Ooo... And give the baby her bottle..." 

Elliot turned around as Caleb reached the bottom of the stairs, both of them not acknowledging each other. Caleb was whistling a carefree tune as he worked in the kitchen, but it only seemed to emphasize his natural masculinity. If Elliot had been doing it, he would have seemed even more like the flouncing, delicate diapered princess he was. 

The sound of the microwave heralded Caleb's arrival. Elliot tried to blush as he looked up at the approaching black man, his chiseled abs and muscular body glistening in the half-light of early morning. He wore boxers briefs, and as Elliot let his eyes flick downwards, he swallowed, feeling very, very inadequate. Even through clothes, Caleb's bulge was enormous. 

"Here you go, baby," Caleb said with a smirk as he tossed the bottle to Elliot. Elliot scrambled to catch it, face red with humiliation at being dressed this way in front of the bigger, stronger man. 

"Drink," Caleb suggested. "I need to take coffee up to your Mommy." 

"She's fucking other guys too, you know," Elliot said suddenly, spitefully. "Whenever you're not here." 

Caleb blinked - and then slowly smiled, closing his eyes as if basking in the harsh truth Elliot had revealed to him. Elliot frowned uncertainly. 


"I know," Caleb finally replied. "She is a huge slut. She's a whore. Elliot, your Mommy loves big, black cock, you know? She's addicted to it..." 

Elliot shrank down further and further, more and more ashamed as Caleb kept talking. His own wife, addicted to black cock, desperate for rough, hard pounding sex that Elliot could never provide. His own inadequate length was soaking in his own urine right now, surrounded by the thick, swollen padding of the diaper. 

"...Maybe one day soon you will be addicted too," Caleb added, with a chuckle. "I've seen you looking... Don't be ashamed, sissy. You're not really a man. It's normal to be curious about what real men have in their pants." 

At Elliot's childish scowl, Caleb laughed heartily, walking back towards the kitchen. Somehow he always seemed to have the upper hand on poor Elliot... Although maybe that wasn't a surprise, since Elliot was dressed like an overgrown toddler girl at all times around him. 

With a reluctant sigh, Elliot gently tipped the bottle back and put it to his lips. The milk was warm, sweet, and relaxing. He closed his eyes, savoring the taste. The humiliation of his wife fucking other men day and night still stang, but right now, like this, Elliot could imagine this was one of his fantasies again. 

He was Mommy's diapered babygirl, slowly drinking warm milk from a pink bottle. Being her helpless sissy... wetting his diapers, being pampered and fussed over. 

The fantasy was so appealing... Not for the first time, Elliot wondered if he just gave in, would he feel better? Maybe life as Brooke's cuckolded sissy wouldn't be so bad. He could even feel his little cock twitching, stiffening in the padding of his wet diaper, rubbing against the swollen lining. Oh... Maybe Caleb was right... 

No... No. Elliot shook his head, humiliated. He wasn't a sissy baby. He was a man. He had to fight this. With a soft snort, he finished the mouthful of milk he was drinking, and put the bottle down. 

If he could just show Brooke she was a real man... despite all the diapers and dresses and sissy girly fantasies... Elliot felt sure he could prove that he was the only man she needed. That his cock, his body, was good enough for her all by itself. 

*** 

"Let's get my little girl changed," Brooke said, laying Elliot down on the floor a half hour later. 

She was glowing, walking with a sleepy, bow-legged gait that told Elliot all too clearly what she'd been doing upstairs. Elliot cringed, trying not to think about it as the zip on the front of his sleepsuit was slowly undone, revealing his bare chest. 

"Oh, you didn't finish your bottle!" Brooke suddenly said, with faux-concern. "Come here, babygirl." 

"Mmf!" 

Elliot protested as the nipple of the bottle was forced into his mouth, pushed hard downwards against his lips. He struggled for a moment, tears of humiliation burning his eyes, pushing the nipple up and away with his tongue... But that just made milk spurt out of it, down his throat, making him cough. 

"Good girl, good girl," Brooke muttered, as Elliot gave in, cringing as he gradually drank the creamy fluid. "Such a good baby." 

Satisfied that Elliot was going to keep drinking, Brooke guided his hand up to hold the bottle while she undressed him. Peeling off the pink sleepsuit slowly, she soon had him dressed in nothing but his swollen diaper, laying on their living room floor. 

"Maybe one day we can keep you in these all the time," Brooke said with a wistful sigh, as she untaped the sodden padding. "Wouldn't that be nice?" 

Blushing, Elliot nodded softly as he finished his bottle, putting it down to one side. He burped softly as he sat up to watch Brooke peeling back his soaked diaper. Her maternal touch made him shiver slightly as she wiped him clean, a pinkness coming to his cheeks. Despite everything, her mothering him still made him feel good, and warm inside. 

"All clean," Brooke finally said, bundling the used diaper up to throw it away. "Isn't that much better, baby?" 

Elliot had to agree. The cool air felt wonderful on his bare, clean skin. 

"It's a shame you still have to pretend to be a man at work," Brooke continued, gesturing to the neatly folded work clothes she'd gotten out for him. "...But at least we can still keep you in panties, like a little girl should be." 

Completely naked, Elliot sat up quickly, frowning. Just as she said, Brooke was holding up a pair of cotton women's briefs, light blue with clouds and raindrops all over. They really did look like something a little girl would wear. 

"Brooke... Mommy, no," Elliot said, nervously. "You can't... At home, fine, but-" 

Elliot gasped as he felt Brooke's other hand running up his thigh, towards his crotch. It had been so long since she'd touched him like this... The moan he let out as Brooke's hand found his already-throbbing limp dick was anything but masculine, but Elliot couldn't help himself. Already, he was stiffening as his wife stroked gently up and down, her grip loose around his small shaft. 

"Is baby feeling fussy?" Brooke cooed, a smirk on her lips as she manipulated Elliot's length into hardness. "Does my little girl need Mommy to play wiv her widdle clitty?" 

"Nmm... M-mommy... Please," Elliot panted, his legs twitching as he bucked upwards towards the stimulation. "Please... I need it so badly." 

"Are you my little sissy slut?" Brooke asked as she leaned over, her grip growing tighter, pumping Elliot's stiff clit up and down. "My sissy faggot, desperate for Mommy to touch her?" 

"Y-yes! Mommy I'm a faggot," Elliot moaned loudly. "I'm a filthy little girl... nmmf... I'm your toy... Oh God please don't stop... I'll do anything." 

The words spilled out of Elliot's mouth without him even thinking about it. A babbling brook of pure lust revealed the fantasies that lurked just below his manly facade, betraying himself as he humped and ground needily against his Mommy's soft hand. 

"You love being my helpless diaper wearing bitch," Brooke hissed, her movements more forceful now, as Elliot whimpered and bucked again and again. "Don't you? You want this. You confessed, this was your fantasy... I'm giving you what you want, aren't I?" 

"Nnnnnmmm! Yes! Yes!" Elliot stammered, panting hotly. 


He'd have admitted to anything right then, but there was a feeling burning deep inside that it was all true. That he really wanted this, as badly as he'd desired it before. That Elliot's deepest desires were just to be treated like a humiliated sissy cuckold, unable to make love to his own wife, dressed like a girl in his own home and- 

"Ohh! Ohh! Mommy!" Elliot squealed as he came, grunting and bucking his hips feverishly against the pleasure radiating through his crotch. "Ooohhh!" 

"Good girl, good little sissy," Brooke said, practically purring as she pointed Elliot's throbbing shaft upwards towards his stomach. "That's my good little faggot princess..." 

Elliot's little clit pulsed and spat fresh, hot cum onto his own skin, coating his belly, and Brooke's fingers. It felt filthy and depraved, and that only made the sissy baby moan and cum harder than ever, until finally he was done, belly smothered in drippy goo. 

Now he was done, Brooke gently squeezed up along Elliot's cock, wiping off the slick, sticky fluid from his still-stiff shaft. She dropped it, and it smacked against his fluid-coated stomach, making him groan. 

Still panting and recovering from the post orgasmic bliss shaking his world, Elliot jerked backwards as he felt Brooke's fingers at his lips. She pushed forwards forcefully, and Elliot understood. Blushing, he obediently slipped his tongue out, licking her hand clean of his chemical-smelling cum. 

"That's right, sissy," Brooke giggled, as she spread her hands to make sure Elliot's tongue could reach between her fingers. "Clean up your mess, and then we'll get you in your panties." 

Elliot groaned - but he was in no position to refuse now. 

*** 

Elliot arrived home at 5.30. He squeezed the steering wheel, parked, waiting outside in the car. 

The day had passed without incident. At work, it was easy to almost forget that he was being turned into his wife's cuckolded sissy. Nobody knew that underneath his pressed navy slacks he was wearing comfy, cotton women's panties. 


Being surrounded by people who didn't know anything about Elliot's homelife was reassuring. It made him feel more normal. He could have left, moved into a motel for a few days, left Brooke with some dignity... Maybe meet a new woman who thought of him as a real man. 

Elliot's hands tightened around the wheel, as he glanced anxiously up at the house. It would be so easy... But Elliot stayed. 

As much as he didn't want to admit it, it wasn't just the fact he loved his wife, the fact he didn't want to leave the relationship. On some level, having all his fantasies brought to life in the most horrifying, humiliating way was still... incredibly erotic. 

While he was at work, Elliot kept finding his mind drifting to what his wife would have planned for him that evening, tenting his panties beneath his slacks. With a groan, Elliot closed his eyes and tried to settle his unsteady breathing - before undoing his seatbelt, heading willingly into the belly of the beast once more. 

He hoped his erection wasn't too obvious. 

*** 

"Hello, babygirl," Brooke purred as Elliot entered, pulling him into a surprisingly gentle hug. "Did you have a good day?" 

"It... It was okay, Mommy," Elliot stammered, as Brooke reached for his collar, slowly undoing his buttons. "I got a lot done." 

His heart thumped as he tried to adjust to the change in dynamics. It felt like the floor was being pulled out from underneath him, the world spinning rapidly upside down - but he found some part of him relishing it, guiltily and quietly. 

As Elliot lifted his arms to allow Brooke to slide the unbuttoned shirt off, there was a loud scraping noise from upstairs, like furniture being moved. Elliot's head jerked upwards, mouth turning downwards with concern. 

"Don't worry, sissy," Brooke said, stroking his bare back before her hands wandered down to his zipper. "It's just some of Mommy's boyfriends putting your crib together. We can go upstairs and watch once you're all dressed up..." 

Elliot grimaced slightly as his slacks were pulled down, stepping out of them. His cock was still semi-hard, pressed slightly to the side by the panties. Brooke snickered as she rubbed her thumb over the wet patch at the end of his sissyclit, teasing his length into further stiffness. 

"Oh no, it looks like babygirl couldn't keep her panties dry," Brooke cooed mockingly. "Good thing we have nice, thick diapers for you, hm?" 

Brooke shimmied Elliot's girly panties off, around his ankles, and soon he was laying on the floor, peering between his thighs as the crinkly disposable diaper was slid up between them. The act of being diapered was still bizarrely intimate. Humiliating... but at the same time, Elliot felt his heart pumping in his chest as Brooke's fingers brushed his skin, affixing the tapes to the landing zone. 

"That's better," Brooke said with a giggle. "Keep that cute widdle sissy clit covered up. It's not useful to anybody, is it?" 

N-no, Mommy," Elliot agreed, suppressing a whimper. 

His wife could be so entrancingly cruel when she wanted to be, and Elliot felt his hard but diminutive cock stirring inside his diaper as she approached again with another dress in a powdery purple shade. There was another thump from upstairs, and Elliot winced, reminded that there were other men in the home, his home, that he shared with his wife... And that they were going to have sex with her. 

Why was that still so arousing? Elliot furrowed his brow as the cottony dress was pulled down over his chest, zipped up in the back slowly so the white peter pan collar rested against his flat front, making him look like a prepubescent girl. Elliot knew any other man would have been horrified in this situation, plain and simple, but somehow his kinks remained. 

As repulsed as he was, Elliot could also feel the throbbing need inside his diapers, to watch Mommy be fucked, to hump his diapers as the woman he loved moaned in ecstacy as she got what he could never provide - a real man's cock plunging in and out of her needy pussy. 

"There we go, pretty princess," Brooke said. "Let's go upstairs and see Mommy's boyfriends while they're fixing up your crib... Come on now." 

Obediently, Elliot followed his Mommy-wife up the stairs, a thin frown on his lips. He was so close to her, right now... He wanted to grab, cling, rub up against her, use his erection like a real man and pound her. It was too bad that his thick diapers prevented anything but whimpering dryhumping. 

"Caleb, Daryll," Brooke said, grinning as she pushed Elliot into the room. "I'd like you both to meet my little girl." 

Elliot squeaked, making an attempt to cover himself with his hands as he was thrust forwards in front of two sweaty, hardworking black men. Caleb he recognized, but he'd never seen Daryll's face before. Elliot's eyes ran up and down the man's bare, glistening chest - and then jerked back sharply, a blush on his cheeks as he realized he'd been staring. 

"Shit, this your husband?" Daryll said, with a cruel smirk. "Damn, he really is a little bitch, huh?" 

"He sure is," Brooke replied brightly. "Or he used to be my husband. I think you'll agree he makes a much better sissy baby than a man." 

"You got enough men, don't ya, Brooke?" Caleb asked, swatting Brooke's backside hard. 

"Eek!" Brooke squealed happily, giggling as she wriggled her bottom playfully. "Enough, you two! Me and baby will just sit here on the bed while you finish getting the crib ready..." 

"What's in it for us?" Daryll half-teased, while Elliot felt more and more like he wasn't in the room at all, sparks flying between his wife and the two hulking dark-skinned hunks. 

"A very special reward," Brooke said, in a voice dripping with innuendo. "...One this little baby never gets any more." 

"Mmm! Yes ma'am!" Daryll agreed, hurriedly picking up a wrench to tighten the last few nuts remaining. There was a bulge in his jeans that Elliot found himself unable to look away from, biting his lip in a combination of arousal, jealousy, and anxiety. 

Brooke sat down on her mattress, and soon Elliot watched impotently from the bed as his wife stroked the skirts of his purple dress. He wanted so badly to get up and be a man, to fix the crib himself - no, to make something else, with his hands, like a man would. 

Biting his lip shyly, the sissy adult baby turned back towards his Mommy. Sensing his unease, Brooke pulled him into a snuggle, letting him rest his head on her chest. His cock pulsed gently inside his diaper as she stroked his hair maternally. 

But if he was a man... he'd have to give up his greatest fantasy. Real men didn't cum to the thought of being made into helpless, sissy babies, did they? 

"Elli," Brooke murmured in his ear, so quiet only he could hear it. "I know you must think I'm doing this just to be cruel..." 

Elliot stiffened as Brooke went on, her arm wrapping around his waist as she held him in place against her. 

"But I'm not. I'm doing this... because I know it's what you really want," Brooke said softly. "I know it makes your pathetic cock hard to see me being fucked, to be sitting in your crib, thickly diapered, unable to do anything but whimper as I'm used by strong, alpha men..." 

"...And Mommy loves it too," Brooke added with a smirk, patting Elliot's crinkly backside from under his dress. 

"But B- mommy-" 

"Go on, then," Brooke said, more firmly. "Tell me right now this doesn't excite you, too... That you want to go back to being a normal, vanilla couple..." 

Brooke looked Elliot hard in the eyes, and he looked back, his resolve steely... At first. Within a few moments, his gaze faltered, and his lips trembled. Heart racing, Elliot turned away, feeling as if Brooke was staring into his very soul. 

"...No, Mommy," he said in a soft whisper, swallowing. It was the first time he'd completely admitted that to himself, too. 

"Good girl," Brooke replied, chipper once more. "...Are you boys done over there?" 

Elliot looked up curiously, pouting as he saw the big, varnished beech wood crib that would soon be his sleeping area for the foreseeable future. The crib itself was the color of natural wood, but the bedding and crib bumpers inside were all various shades of pink. There was no doubt left about the gender of the 'baby' who'd be sleeping there. 


"Such clever boys," Brooke purred as she stood up, walking over to them. "Such big, sexy men I have to take care of me." 

"We can take care of something else for you, now," Caleb muttered, as Brooke's hand stroked gently up and down his broad shoulders. "Baby can go in her little sissy crib." 

"That's right," Brooke giggled, as she grabbed hold of the railing of the crib, pushing it slowly down. "Come here, little princess. Crawl into the crib for Mommy so she can -Ooo! - have some grownup time with these nice men." 

Daryll had pinched Brooke's backside as she spoke, making her cheeks flush with eager excitement. Elliot's legs moved reluctantly as he pulled himself off of the bed, walking as if through molasses, thick diaper forcing him to waddle anyway. Despite his reticence, his penis was rock hard, swollen against the cottony padding, rubbing against it with every step. 

He'd dreamed of sleeping in an adult crib in the past, but nothing could have prepared him for how small he felt as he sat inside it. Elliot's heart fluttered with happy embarrassment as Brooke pulled the side of the crib back up, locking him inside. He was surrounded on all sides by bars, unable to escape without being helped out... and forced to watch what happened next. 

"Ohh! Caleb!" Brooke squealed as one man kissed up and down her neck, throwing her onto the bed passionately. "Mmmf..." 

Through the bars, Elliot whimpered as he saw Daryll unzipping his jeans, his huge, thick cock flopping out. Elliot felt horribly inadequate as he watched it throbbing in the big black man's hand, precum dribbling from its head as Daryll prepared to have his wife service him any way he wanted. Inside the crib, Elliot squirmed, squeezing his knees together, unable to stop himself from rocking slightly as the scene unfolded in front of him. 

His polite, smiling wife was on her knees now, drooling around an enormous African American cockhead, as Caleb forced her head down further on his massive length. She moaned, eyes rolling back in her head as she bobbed her head back and forth, sloppy wet noises filling the air as she tried to take all of the man's cock down her throat. 

"Ass up, bitch!" Caleb commanded as he slapped Brooke's backside hard from behind her. 

She squealed frantically, mouth full of big black cock, but obeyed, scrambling to shove her rump up to where her lover wanted it. Inside the crib, Elliot bit his lip hard, grunting quietly as he pushed his crotch down harder, grinding firmly against the padding of the diaper. He could see Caleb lining his throbbing erection up with Brooke's glistening slit, so big Elliot swore it would never fit. 

"Nmmmm! YESSSH!" Brooke moaned loudly, pulling her head back to cry out as she felt Caleb thrusting deep into her sensitive pussy. "Fill m- mmf!" 

"Quiet, fucking white slut!" Daryll grunted as he shoved Brooke's head back down, forcing him to deep throat her. 

Elliot watched her moan reverberating inside her esophagus as she bobbed her head back and forth, drool and precum running down her chin. The twin thrusts from both ends pushed her back and forth, juicy noises coming from between her legs as her very willing pussy was plowed hard by the two powerful men in control of her. 

The sissy baby didn't know how to feel about seeing his wife treated in such a degrading manner... Like a... well. A slut. And being trapped in the crib, inches away from the action but unable to do anything... Elliot felt tears of shame burning his eyes, whimpering audibly, his protesting noises not loud enough to drown out the noises of rough sex happening right in front of him. 

But as humiliated as he was, Elliot couldn't believe how aroused he was, either. He had to stop himself from grinding now, quivering, waiting, his little erection on a hair trigger - wanting to time his orgasm with the moment his wife was pumped full of cum. 

Brooke was moaning with pleasure, trembling as she thrust back against Caleb's crotch aggressively, body tensing more and more as she was used like nothing more than a cheap piece of meat. Her throat bulged along with her cheeks, which hollowed and then expanded as she sucked back and forth, moaning into Daryll's crotch. Elliot groaned as he saw her legs lock, body shuddering all over with the unmistakeable signs of an orgasm - a bigger one than Elliot had given her in a long time. 

Daryll himself had his teeth gritted hard, nails digging into Elliot's wife's hair. She squealed as he tugged it, tears in her eyes - but the show of dominance only made her want him more, apparently, as she pulled back, slurping and jerking her head back and forth, lips and tongue working the head of his cock eagerly as her hands gripped his shaft. 

Brooke pumped furiously, breathing hard through her nose as she was fucked from behind, feeling Daryll's cock growing stiffer and stiffer, his grimace setting more and more, as he approached his climax. 

"Fuck, bitch, here it comes!" Daryll groaned, throbbing in Brooke's hand as she wrapped her lips tightly around Daryll's cockhead, gulping as he twitched, surely spurting his first load down her throat. "Nggh!" 

Brooke yanked her head back, panting as she squeezed Daryll's cock, milking it all out of him. Elliot's jaw dropped as he watched thick white strands spurt into the air, splattering all over his wife's face, some landing in her hair. She'd never have allowed him to do that, but now she welcomed it, rubbing her cheek hard against his mushroom head as the last few drops oozed out, painting her cheek with white, sticky fluid. 

"Oh YESSSS!" Brooke moaned, close to cumming again, spasming around Caleb's cock. "Mark me! Let everybody know I'm a sl-slut for black cock! I'll let any man fuck me - as long as it's not my husband!" 

"Fuuuck," Daryll groaned, as his orgasm slowly subsided, his massive erection becoming slowly soft. "Damn... your slutty Mommy's a good fuck, baby." 

Elliot flushed as the bull talked to him so directly, noticing the strand of cum and saliva that dangled between his softening cock and Brooke's lower lip. Her mouth was hanging open in rapture, eyes glazed over in pure bliss as Caleb took her from behind, grunting and huffing like an animal as he firmly grasped Brooke's hips. 

His thrusts were so powerful, so intense, and it was obvious he was in complete control. Elliot's heart pounded, palms sweaty as he found his hips moving of their own accord. As the stronger, more virile man in front of him made rough, messy love to his cum covered wife, Elliot grunted, whimpering, grinding his cock against the inside of his slick diaper, sissyclit dribbling clear fluid. 

"I'm gonna cum, slut," Caleb grunted between thrusts. "Wh-where do you want it?" 

"Inside! Please!" Brooke pleaded, hands gripping the bedsheets, white-knuckled. "Fill me up with your cum!!! Nggh! Knock me up! Give me black babies!" 

Caleb's thrusts became hard, erratic, fast, as he banged Brooke's little white cooze frantically. Below him, she squealed and gasped, moaning, rocking, cumming around him, while Elliot watched, grunting, working himself hard against the inside of the diaper, knowing he'd never give his wife pleasure like she was getting right now... 


Elliot came as he saw Caleb's balls throb, the bigger, stronger man thrusting himself deep into Brooke's pussy. Elliot moaned, half in pleasure, half in pain, as he climaxed, grunting and rocking back and forth, his thin cum spilling inside of the diaper uselessly as Caleb's healthy spunk was pumped deep into his wife's womb. He trembled as he imagined her being impregnated, her babies coming out dark-skinned and looking nothing like him - Caleb would be his new Daddy, and he his sissy babygirl, squealing and climaxing in her thick pampers as Daddy fucked Mommy right in front of him. 

"Ohhhhh," Elliot moaned with a final buck of his hips, feeling his balls empty themselves completely, shame washing over him. "...God." 

"Nmmmmf," Caleb grunted, slowly pulling out his dripping cock, Brooke's fluids glistening on it. "You're so good for it, Brooke, baby." 

"Y-yeahhh," Brooke moaned, delirious with pleasure as she finally collapsed, resting her wobbly limbs. As she fell, Elliot got a good look at her goopy, gaping pussy, gulping as he saw just how used she looked down there. 

His attention was stolen as Caleb approached, his half-flaccid cock flopping through the bars of his crib. Elliot had a pretty good idea of what he wanted as he eyed the slimy, cum-covered length, but Caleb's hand on the back of his head forcing him down towards it, confirmed it. 

"Clean me," Caleb commanded, and Elliot gulped, the warm smell of his wife's pussy emanating from the thick piece of meat in front of him. 

"Uhhh," Elliot said nervously, looking at his Mommy for support, hoping she'd get him out of this. 

"Go on, sissy," Brooke said, face still bright pink. "Mmm... be a good girl for Mommy and clean my boyfriend's cock off. A-at least that way you'll be making yourself useful..." 

Elliot gulped once more. It didn't look like there was any way out of this... With a whimper, he slid his tongue out, running it across the sloppy head of Caleb's dick. His nose wrinkled at the taste of another male's fluids, but Caleb pushed him down, guiding his careful tongue up and down the soft length of manmeat. 

Elliot had thought he'd been made as low as possible already, but clearly he'd been wrong. He couldn't think of much that was more humiliating than cleaning his wife's tangy juices off of another man's cock after he'd fucked her, and the knowledge of what he was doing both thrilled and repulsed him. 

"Good job, babygirl," Caleb rumbled, as he pulled himself away, stuffing his clean length back into his boxers. "Maybe one day I'll let you suck it..." 

Wide-eyed, Elliot swallowed, hard, looking from Daryll, to Mommy, to Caleb, diapered and wearing a short baby girl dress... 

And wondering why that suggestion sounded so... appealing. 

The End. 

Cuckolded, Sissified, put in Diapers… 
and serving Daddy

As had become routine for Elliot over the past few weeks, he sat on the end of the couch, wearing a frilly purple dress and a thick, slightly damp diaper. Sometimes his 'Mommy'-cum-wife would make the diapered sissy sit on the floor instead, so the 'grownups' could use the couch - but today Elliot had been lucky… to a point.

A Barbie movie played on the TV, but nobody was really watching it. Elliot's knees were pulled up underneath him, his pampers crinkling occasionally as the couch bumped and shook from the movement of the other two occupants of the couch - his wife and her lover, Caleb.

While Elliot took up just under a third of the couch, somehow the pair seemed to take up less than that, rolling around on top of each other as Caleb stroked and caressed Brooke's curvy figure. Elliot watched glumly, trying to ignore how his cock throbbed inside the diaper.

After coming home to find his wife indulged in an interracial affair in their marital bed, Elliot was as heartbroken as he was aroused. His wife had recently discovered his passionate fetish for being feminized, put into diapers, and generally treated like a diapered baby slave. Brooke just couldn't see him as a man after that.

While she'd seemed completely disinterested at first, in a wild twist, Elliot's home life had been transformed rapidly into the stuff of filthy fantasy, with him sleeping in a crib each night and being put in diapers and dresses, while his wife allowed any number of men to paw at her, instead of him.

Usually, those men were black. Like the man Elliot's wife was drooling over right now.

The man entangled with Brooke right now was 'Caleb', his wife's lover who came around more and more often than any other man. Elliot had to admit he'd probably be considered her boyfriend, a thought that made him flush with embarrassment, envy, and arousal.

"Ohhh, Caleb…" Brooke moaned, craning her neck back so Caleb could plant firm kisses all the way down it. "I love it when you touch me like that…"

"And I love de noises you make," Caleb replied, smirking cockily as his hand slid under her spaghetti string top, grabbing at her breast. "You're so beautiful…"

"Mmmhmmmhmmm," Brooke giggled, as she leaned over and turned her head, kissing Caleb sloppily.

Face bright red, Elliot found he couldn't possibly focus on the movie even if it had been entertaining for a grown man - which it wasn't. Instead, his palms gripped the cushions, cold and clammy in contrast with his bright hot cheeks and neck.

Elliot tried to avoid looking at the couple beside him, but it was impossible not to. His cock throbbed inside his diaper, and every so often he found himself unconsciously rocking his hips back and forth, grinding his short length against the inside of the soft lining.

He was full of jealousy and lust in equal amounts, swallowing as he heard his wife's gasp of pleasure as Caleb slipped his hand shamelessly into her panties. This felt so wrong, and yet somehow right, Elliot hating and loving what was going on. He was Brooke's husband - he should be the only one to touch her that way…

…But then why did it make his cock so hard?

"Would you please just STOP IT?" Elliot cried out, in a moment of extreme frustration and arousal, tears on the edge of his voice. "Please!"

Both Caleb and Brooke looked briefly shocked for a moment - but then Caleb smirked once more, his fingers slowly squeezing and releasing as they were wrapped around Brooke's perky right breast. He looked into Elliot's eyes challengingly the whole time, and only spoke once he was done.

"Stop what, little girl?" Caleb asked, a sneer on his lips. "Touching my woman?"

"She's my woman!" Elliot exploded, tears in his eyes, corners of his mouth pulled down in a furious grimace. "Not yours!"

Caleb moved swiftly, his expression dark as he stood up. Elliot barely had time to react before he was being pulled over Caleb's much bigger, stronger lap, his legs kicking in protest. He gasped as his dresses were shoved up, face firey red at just how easily Caleb had flung him over his knee.

"I'll show you how we deal with disobedient children where I'm from," Caleb growled, as he yanked down the back of Elliot's diaper, revealing his bare, trembling backside. "You naughty little girl."

"Wh-what are you - AH!"

Elliot's sentence was interrupted by a pained gasp, as he felt Caleb's big, broad, palm slap hard against his backside. He didn't have time to think before another hard swat landed just below it, making him squeal in alarm as another man spanked him.

He was embarrassed to feel Caleb's cock through his pants, hard against his stomach - but even worse was the fact that his own cock throbbed harder and harder every time Caleb landed a blow on his already-smarting backside.

Tears stung his eyes, and Caleb's head spun as he yelped at another hard smack on his rear, on some level unable to believe this was really happening to him. It was the best and worst of his fantasies come to life, and he couldn't decide if he hated that he loved it - or loved that he hated it.

"Bwaahh! Hu-hhu-hu!" Elliot sobbed, feeling miserable, pathetic, and utterly horny. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"

Whenever the remnants of his former masculinity chafed against the frilly restrictions of his new sissy lifestyle, Elliot was dealt a hasty reminder that he was no longer the man of his own house. He was nothing but a crying sissy baby in diapers, pulled over a bigger man's lap and spanked until he sobbed in his poofy purple dress.

"That's right, little baby," Caleb chuckled as he landed one last swat on Elliot's red, throbbing backside. "I hope you've learned your lesson…"

"Y-ye-yessir," Elliot cried, sniffling, wiping his nose as he was dropped back on the couch, wincing at the sore feeling of his spanked bottom. "I have…"

"I'm not sure," Caleb muttered, looking over at Brooke. "What do you think, my beautiful?"

"I think you're being ridiculous, Elli-Wellie," Brooke cooed, lifting Elliot's chin up with a finger to look into his sparkling, tear-filled eyes. "You know you're just my iddle sissy baby girl! I'm Caleb's woman… You aren't even a man!"

She and Caleb shared a chuckle, as Elliot looked down at his feet, a wobbly frown on his face. He felt as small and chastised as a child, but his dick throbbing inside his diaper reminded him he was well past the point of pubescence.

"I think she needs to learn a little respect," Caleb muttered, crossing his arms as he towered above the man cowering on the couch. "From now on, you will be calling me 'Daddy'."

Brooke giggled in delight, while Elliot gulped, lifting his eyes slightly. Now Caleb's crotch was directly in his line of sight, his cock hard and stiff inside his pants. Elliot could clearly make out the bulge inside, swallowing and feeling inadequate the longer he looked at it.

"Do you understand me, sissy?" Caleb barked, and Elliot's head jerked up, and then down again, nodding in a panic.

"Y-yes, Daddy!" Elliot squeaked. "I understand…"

"And don't think I didn't feel your pathetic little pencil dick getting hard," Caleb sneered, reaching his hand down and groping Elliot through the thick diaper, teasing his throbbing cockhead clumsily. "I can tell you like to be dominated by a real man…"

Elliot closed his eyes, heart thumping. He tried not to moan in front of his wife and her lover as the other man squeezed his crotch just hard enough to make his meagre length twitch excitedly. The front of the diaper crinkled as Caleb's hand rubbed gently up and down the short distance, and at last Elliot let out a soft whimper of pleasure.

"Hah!" Brooke giggled, her eyes sparkling, as Caleb swiftly withdrew his hand. "Awww, she's so excited for Daddy to touch her clitty!"

"Maybe she's a little too excited," Caleb said, sneering. "Woman, go upstairs and get the little present we got for our sissy. Perhaps that will teach her her place…"

"Ooo, good idea," Brooke purred, standing on her tiptoes so she could kiss Caleb's cheek. "I'll be right back - Elli baby. Be a good girl for Daddy while I'm getting your special present…"

Elliot pouted slightly. So she even had secret presents, things she planned together with Caleb. He truly had been relegated to the status of a cuckolded sissy baby, hovering on the outskirts of his wife's relationship with her Bull.

"Don't be so fussy, baby girl," Caleb implored, gently stroking Elliot's hair. "Mommy is doing this because she loves you."

Elliot would usually be ashamed to admit the touch was comforting, but with his bottom smarting and his nose still running, he leaned into Caleb's caressing fingers. The dark-skinned man was so much bigger and more powerful than he was…

Wasn't it right, then, that he was in charge and Elliot was submissive? He blushed at the thought… But at least his cock had gone down a little, letting him deny how excited the situation was making him.

"I found it," Brooke said excitedly. "Awww… is baby girl getting some attention from Daddy?"

Elliot flushed and jerked away, humiliated by his expression of simple bliss. Caleb chuckled, wrapping an arm around Brooke's waist and pulling her in for a deep kiss. Elliot looked on with longing and envy as it went on for second after second, before the pair finally pulled away.

"Mmmm," Brooke murmured, licking her lips. "I never get tired of that…"

"Let's get this little sissy's cock locked up," Caleb murmured, sitting down on the couch and sliding his hands under Elliot's armpits.

"Yes, that'll make her much happier," Brooke added. "Without those naughty boy parts getting in the way…"

"Wh-what are you talking about?" Elliot squeaked, as he was laid down on his back, his black 'Daddy' holding him down while his 'Mommy' lifted his dress and pulled his diaper down. "Mommy?"

"Shhh," Brooke said, fiddling with something. "It's just a chastity cage, lots of sissies wear them - as you know very well, don't you?"

Elliot's jaw dropped. Brooke had gone very far with cuckolding and sissifying her husband, but she'd always let him keep that remnant of his manhood. Even if he didn't always love everything that was happening in his relationship currently, he was always able to take some pleasure in humping and grinding against the inside of his diaper, even experiencing shameful orgasms as he watched his 'Mommy' getting fucked by strange men.

Reading sissy stories on the internet, Elliot had seen plenty of writing about chastity cages. Some men said their orgasms changed - slowly, they got hornier and hornier in their cages, losing the ability to get erections - but having powerful orgasms through rectal stimulation.

Elliot trembled as he felt the plastic ring being threaded over his testicles. Was that what they wanted? God, was that what he wanted?

His cock throbbed slightly, but Brooke hurriedly slid the plastic case over Elliot's little manhood, stopping it from swelling further. Elliot heard and felt the metal shackle of a padlock being fed through some hole at the top, clanking against the plastic once it was clicked shut.

"Good girl," Brooke purred, patting Elliot's thigh, and making him whimper. "That'll stop those naughty pokies…"

She stood up, smirking slightly at the sight of the poor man's cock caged up, swollen and pink inside the clear plastic. Ironically, being put into chastity was turning him on, his slightly-stiff cock taking up all the space inside the cage but never able to get fully erect.

He could feel the cage keeping him contained, looking down between his legs with a gulp. Elliot's length was engorged, with no space at all - and slowly, he watched his arousal recede, his cock seeming to realize there was no space for him to get excited in that way.

Embarrassingly, Elliot's chastity cage was very small. His lip quivered as the plastic-covered member was hidden once again by the thick, crinkly diaper that he'd come to know as his bathroom and underwear for the past few weeks.

"Here are the keys, babe," Brooke said, handing the chain to Caleb. "Could you do them up around my neck for me?"

Elliot looked up at the beautiful, curvaceous woman he'd once seen as his wife. Now she towered above him, a motherly but cruel goddess, the keys to his cock dangling around her neck and fastened there by her dark-skinned lover.

Elliot didn't think the pit of humiliation in his stomach could get any deeper - but Caleb was about to prove him wrong.

"Come here, baby girl," he murmured, in the deep, rumbling voice that made Elliot feel incredibly emasculated. "Let Daddy see your diaper…"

On trembling legs, feeling the plastic cage pressing against his crotch, Elliot waddled over towards Caleb. With a firm hand on Elliot's shoulder, the shorter, sissified man was quickly spun around, squeezing his eyes shut in humiliation.

Elliot gasped as he felt the hot, veiny mass of Caleb's mostly-flaccid cock being slid into the back of his diaper. It twitched slightly as it pressed against Elliot's backside, but stayed heavy and dangling, impressive even while flaccid. Elliot's face was flushed, and he tried to ignore the blood surging to his own cock at the fact that this much more virile and attractive male was sliding his penis down into his diaper.

With a sudden squeak, Elliot felt warm liquid gushing against his bare bottom. Squirming, whimpering in unrepressable shame, he felt the hot liquid pooling against his backside.

Some primal part of him responded with a mixture of disgust and overwhelming arousal, knowing he was being marked, claimed by the more dominant alpha male. Caleb chuckled in his deep, chocolate-rich voice as he emptied his entire bladder slowly into the back of Elliot's diaper.

Embarrassed, Elliot closed his eyes, trying not to think about the fact he was in a frilly dress and a diaper, or that he was feeling another man's urine soaking into it. He especially tried not to think about how uncomfortable his cock cage was, his little sissy clitty straining impotently against the plastic. It was so humiliating this was happening - and it was worse that he liked it.

"Awww, who's Daddy's little potty princess?" Brooke cooed, tickling under Elliot's chin with a smirk. "Such a good, obedient babygirl."

Elliot shifted just barely, but didn't dare to move any further. He could feel the musky yellow liquid pooling against his backside, smell the masculine scent wafting up towards him. It made his heart thump even harder with inadequacy and lust, biting his lip to keep in a moan as the warmth of the diaper grew and spread upward, against his own pathetic, caged member.

"Mmmm… I needed that," Caleb grunted, as he pulled his cock slowly out of Elliot's diaper. "What do we say, sissy?"

Elliot refused to meet Caleb's eyes as he mumbled a response, the skin inside his diaper feeling hypersensitive, unable to stop noticing the warmth enveloping him, knowing it didn't come from his own body.

"…Thank you," Elliot muttered, and then looked upward in alarm, remembering. "I mean, thank you for using my diaper… Daddy."

Brooke snickered unkindly, and Caleb chuckled, taking his seat on the couch, his hefty cock still out for all the world to see. Elliot tried not to look, but it was impossible not to stare, knowing that enormous length had been pressed against him just a moment ago.

"Sit on de floor, sissy," Caleb urged, pointing down, and Elliot instantly dropped onto his soggy, squishy backside. "Enjoy the feeling of my piss inside your nappy. My woman and I are going to be enjoying each other's bodies, so you just watch your little girl show…"

Elliot hesitated for a moment, as he watched Brooke kneel on the couch, bringing down her hand to squeeze around the base of Caleb's shaft. He swallowed, his mouth dry, the betrayal stinging while the arousal surged within him once again, as he saw that Caleb was getting steadily harder and harder under Brooke's loving attentions.

She squeezed and stroked gently up and down as the big, black man groaned in pleasure. As Caleb's cock slowly bobbed upward to its full size, Elliot began to turn around to watch the TV, trying to pretend he didn't know what was happening behind him. It was unbearable, both because his little length kept straining against his plastic cock cage, and because he couldn't bare to watch his wife degrade herself like this.

"Oh, it's so big!" Brooke said with pleased surprise, as if she hadn't stroked and fondled that same black length a hundred times before. "Mmmmm!"

Turned away, feeling another man's urine soaking against his skin, Elliot cringed at the sound of Brooke taking Caleb's cock into her mouth. Here he was, dressed like a baby girl with a soaked diaper, listening to the sounds of his wife giving oral sex to somebody else.

It was the stuff of his filthiest, wildest dreams - and now of his most vivid, real life nightmares.

***

Elliot tried to keep his eyes on the new girly-pink cartoon that was playing until the 'adults' behind him were finished - but the noises of blissful satisfaction from behind him piqued his curiosity. Slowly but surely, he found himself turning his head to look at the action behind him.

The other two didn't notice him turning around at all, and it was obvious why. Brooke's head was shoved right down on Caleb's crotch, as the strong, dark-skinned man used one hand to force her head to bob up and down. Her hair veiled the full view of what she was doing, but the sounds left little to the imagination, with lewd slurps, moans, and occasional gagging sounds filling the air.

Caleb's eyes were closed tightly in the intensity of feeling, as he yanked Brooke up and down on his cock, treating her as if she were nothing more than a fucktoy to him. But Brooke didn't seem to mind at all, moaning around his length as her hand worked busily between her legs, masturbating herself as she was used like the slut she'd become.

Elliot felt just a little naughty, watching this, as if he wasn't supposed to see. He was being a bad, bad, naughty sissy… Maybe Daddy would punish him again…

Flushing, Elliot looked away for a moment as he realized what he was thinking. Those filthy thoughts that had stayed fantasy for so long were starting to drip into real life once more. He was losing control of himself, after so long without any real release… Elliot could tell his sexuality was warping to fit this harrowing situation, and he wasn't sure he wanted it to stop…

"OoOOOHH!" Brooke suddenly gasped, grabbing Elliot's attention again. She lifted her head up, lips still glistening and a strand of hair sticking to them, thighs trembling. "Oh GOD!"

Elliot bit his lip, watching as his wife climaxed, another man's cock in her hand. He rocked his hips, trying vainly to grind his plastic-encased softness against the inside of the diaper, wanting, needing to hump something, to cum as hard as Brooke was right now.

Caleb watched Brooke with pride as she orgasmed, spasming and giving blissful gasps as each fresh wave of pleasure hit her. When her climax finally came to an end, he stroked her hair gently - and then turned to look right at Elliot. Shocked, the adult baby sissy didn't even look away, blinking as Caleb's eyes met his, knowing immediately he'd been caught.

"Looks like the baby girl wanted to see us playing grown-up games," Caleb said, with amusement in his voice. "Do you think she wants to join in?"

Still quivering with the effects of her orgasm, Brooke slowly withdrew her sticky fingers from out of her panties, sucking them carefully clean as she looked Elliot over. Her husband - now her sissy babygirl whenever he was home - met her eyes, his own full of hesitance and desire in equal measure.

Brooke's eyes grew lidded, as her smirk spread across her face, and Elliot gulped as she nodded.

Things moved quickly. Elliot was quickly pulled upwards, his heart pounding, diaper sagging between his legs as he was toddled up the stairs to the bedroom. Caleb and Brooke embraced and grabbed each other while he watched, awkwardly, hands behind his back as another man pulled the clothes off of his wife's nubile body.

Now fully nude, Brooke lay on the bed and made a 'come hither' motion with her finger, and Elliot eagerly obeyed. As he reached her, Brooke's hands slid under the many layers of Elliot's poofy dress, grabbing the tapes of his soaking diaper.

The air felt cold on Elliot's skin, but his heart pounded as the padding was removed and thrown away. Could Brooke really be about to let him fuck her? She slid her hand under Elliot's chin, and pulled him close, kissing him firmly on the lips. Brooke's tongue slid into Elliot's mouth, and the sissy kissed back, eagerly, feeling like he was right. Maybe today he'd finally get to have real sex again…

After a moment, Brooke and Elliot separated, saliva mingling on both their lips. Elliot knew he couldn't penetrate her like this, but he still whimpered, pressing his plastic-encased clitty against Brooke's inner thigh. He clung to her like a drowning man to a piece of driftwood, biting his lip, trying to push hard enough to feel something through his chastity cage.

"Oh look at her, Caleb!" Brooke said, with a harsh, amused laugh, eyes sparkling with cruel glee. "She really thinks I'd let her fuck me!"

Elliot flushed, knowing he looked pathetic as he clumsily smushed his crotch against his wife, the ruffles of his dress swaying as he bucked his hips needily. He whimpered as he felt Caleb's hands on him, rolling him off of Brooke, grasping at her weakly. Caleb's cock was still hard, and Elliot's face was full of shame and disappointment, the denial hitting buttons in him born long, long ago.

"Silly little sissy," Caleb chuckled. "You think you can pleasure a woman the way a real man can, with that tiny little rod of yours?"

Swallowing, Elliot shook his head, trying not to look at Caleb's crotch.

"That's right… Now get up onto your knees…"

Maybe if he wasn't so worked up, Elliot would have protested. But right then he was so caught up in his own arousal, he wanted this - whatever 'this' turned out to be - almost as badly as Caleb seemed to. Moving into the submissive, vulnerable position of all fours, he lifted one hand to sit upright - but Mommy Brooke stopped him.

"No, don't use your hands," she said. "You'll need them under you for… support, later."

Elliot felt the weight on the back of the bed shift as Brooke stood up, hearing her moving about behind him. He looked up at Caleb, feeling the stronger, taller man's dominant gaze boring into him, his erection throbbing shamelessly in the warm air.

"Since you were so rude to Daddy and me earlier," Brooke continued, the sounds of straps being pulled tight accompanying her voice from behind Elliot. "I think you should -mmf! …Should make it up to us both."

Slowly, Brooke came into view, still mostly naked…

Except for the black strap-on harness and slender purple dildo jutting out from her crotch. She smirked at Elliot's shocked expression, as the helpless sissy tried to decide if he was more aroused or panicked right now. On the one hand, he couldn't believe his wife was really doing this for him, after he'd craved being dominated in such a filthy way for so long.

On the other hand, Elliot couldn't believe Brooke was really doing this to him - forcing him to worship her cock, along with another man's…

Caleb stroked himself gently with one hand to keep himself hard, although it didn't seem like he needed it. Elliot was so close to Caleb's erection he could make out every vein standing out on the surface, feel the heat coming off of it as it throbbed, inches away.

"Wh… what do you want me to do, Mommy?" Elliot asked, all nerves. "Use my mouth?"

It was a stupid, childish question, and both Caleb and Brooke snorted softly at it. Brooke nodded as she lowered one feminine hand toward his head, stroking his hair softly as she pushed Elliot down toward her purple phallus. Elliot almost wasn't sure he could do this - could he really make himself give a blowjob not just to his wife's fake, silicone cock… but to a real man's too?

"It's okay, sweetie," Brooke murmured, in a voice that was so low Elliot almost couldn't hear her. "Mommy knows you just need a little push…"

Slowly but surely, Elliot felt his head being pushed down towards the glistening purple shaft. With an eagerness that surprised even Elliot himself, his tongue slid out, running across the 'head' of the slippery silicone cock. There was slick, strawberry-flavored lube coating it, inoffensive and sweet against his tongue.

"Mmmm, good girl," Brooke said, Caleb's cock twitching inches away at the sight. "Mommy's good little bitch, aren't you?"

Elliot nodded softly, letting the length slide easily into his mouth. His cheeks burned brightly as Brooke guided his head back and forth, unable to stop staring at Caleb's erection. The plastic dildo felt like just that, a piece of rubbery plastic rubbing against his tongue over and over… But Elliot knew the experience would be very different when it was a real, throbbing cock inside his mouth.

He closed his eyes, trying to imagine it. That was the most taboo aspect of Elliot's fantasies for all those years, the one that made him ashamed almost as much as it turned him on. As Brooke guided her silicone cockhead towards the back of Elliot's throat, he felt his heart thudding hard in his chest, getting caught up in this himself.

Yes, he was Mommy's good little bitch. He was Mommy's toy, Mommy's sissy, not her husband. He was no good as a man - Elliot knew he belonged in diapers, belonged here, submissively worshipping his wife's strap-on… and her boyfriend's cock. Elliot felt his throat spasm slightly as Brooke's strap-on pushed right at the opening to it - then slid back, rubbing back and forth against his slippery tongue.

"I think you're ready to please Daddy, now," Brooke murmured, gently guiding her silicone length out of Elliot's mouth. "Be a good little sissy for Mommy…"

Slowly, the strap-on was guided out of Elliot's mouth, leaving it hanging open, a single strand of saliva dangling between it and his lips before it broke and fell to the bed. Elliot's cock was swollen and red, fit to burst from his cage, as Caleb guided his face towards his own massive cock.

"Kiss Daddy, sissy," Caleb urged, and Elliot hesitantly pursed his lips, planting a soft kiss on the hard flesh.

Instantly, he noticed how different the feeling of Caleb's cock was when it was hard, how it felt like warm, throbbing skin pulled taut over a steel rod. Caleb's length twitched as Elliot tentatively kissed it once again, feeling every bit like the shy, inexperienced sissy he was.

Elliot wasn't gay, had never been attracted to a man. But the humiliation of serving, being treated like a girl, submissively kissing another man's cock made his cock throb needily, his cage trapping the swollen organ inside it. Elliot loved and hated this in almost equal measure, his arousal making the experience much better but the pit in his stomach telling him he'd feel disgusted later.

"Needy little slut," Caleb muttered. "Be Daddy's good little girl and suck my cock."

Even though it felt filthy and wrong, even though it shattered his pride and destroyed any illusions of manhood, Elliot obeyed. With Brooke lovingly stroking the back of his head, he lowered his lips around Caleb's dark, dripping cockhead, swirling his tongue across the opening.

The taste was salty and chemical, fresh against Elliot's tongue as Caleb's prick dripped fresh precum. Hungry for more, eager to prove himself as the slutty, submissive sissy girl his wife knew he was, Elliot pushed forwards, letting Caleb's cock slide deeper into his mouth.

"Nmmmm," he moaned, tears in his eyes, cheeks burning in shame and humiliation - and cock trying desperately to harden in his chastity cage.

"Good girl," Brooke murmured. "Goood girl for Mommy…"

Yes, he was Mommy's little girl. Elliot slowly bobbed his head back and forth, nose wrinkled, the musky scent of the man's crotch filling his nostrils. Caleb's breathing was slightly heavier now as he gripped a chunk of Elliot's hair at the scalp, nudging him to and fro, more and more clear fluid running from the larger man's cocktip down Elliot's gulping sissy throat.

Elliot couldn't believe he was really doing this, couldn't believe this was really happening. He was his wife's obedient, submissive little sissy. Elliot would do anything for his Mommy - including sucking off her boyfriend to make her happy.

"Lick my balls, slut," Caleb commanded, tugging hard on Elliot's hair and making him whimper.

Just like his wife, Elliot found that the rough treatment didn't make him less eager at all. It made him feel controlled, owned, possessed - and right then and there, that was all he wanted. There seemed to be no limit to the depths of depravity he'd be forced to, and Elliot soon found his nose and mouth pressed against the sweaty, heavy balls of the black man using him.

Elliot ran his tongue along the swollen testicles, hearing Caleb grunt. He looked up at his wife, who was biting her lip, squeezing her thighs together rhythmically. Brooke was enjoying the show, enjoying controlling her husband, turning him into her sissy toy. She could be so beautifully cruel, and Elliot loved her for it, for the moment feeling sheer overwhelming lust as he focused on how humiliating it was to be forced to lick another man's testicles.

Caleb made him switch back and forth several times, his cock growing harder and harder. Elliot felt tears running down his cheeks from embarrassment, so ashamed, with nowhere to hide how aroused he was or how low he'd really sunk. As Caleb pressed his hand down hard on the back of Elliot's head, his cock sliding slowly down the other man's throat, Elliot whimpered, humiliated.

"You're doing such a good job, babygirl," Brooke said lovingly, stroking one hand down along Elliot's back, her touch gentle through the cotton-y dress fabric. "Mommy is so proud to see her sissy fully accepting her place."

Elliot groaned, squeezing his eyes shut for a moment, cheeks burning red. Had he really accepted this? God, this felt so wrong and dirty - but so right. Maybe Elliot's fantasies of being turned into his wife's submissive sissy toy had spoken to a deeper truth inside of the slutty diapered man all along…

"Nmmm, push your tongue up against the bottom of my cock… Dat is a good girl," Caleb grunted, hips rolling back and forth as he slowly fucked Elliot's mouth. "You really were meant to be a girl. You're so good at this."

Pink already in his cheeks, Elliot couldn't deny some small part of him felt a sense of pride at that. He'd never pleasured another man before in his life, but he could tell as Brooke watched, giggling, eager and excited, that she was proud of him too.

"And since you're doing so well at this," Brooke said, stroking Elliot's hair softly before climbing onto the bed again, slowly moving around behind Elliot again. "I think it's time for Mommy to show you what girls are really for."

Elliot gulped, swallowing his pride along with a mouthful of saliva and precum. He had a good idea what Brooke meant, and even though he'd fantasized about it in the past, he didn't know if he could really go through with actually letting her peg him…

"Just focus on pleasing Daddy," Brooke murmured, her voice coming from behind Elliot as she pushed up the frilly dress, exposing his bare backside. "That's Mommy's good little sissy."

Elliot could hear his pulse racing, blood rushing to his face and crotch at the same time. As Caleb pressed his thick black shaft deeper down the smaller man's throat, they both groaned, overwhelmed by the kinkiness of the situation. Elliot knew if he wasn't caged right now, his cock would be harder than it had ever been in his life.

Just as he felt the slippery touch of 'Mommy's' lube-covered finger against his tight pucker, Elliot also felt the tip of Caleb's dribbling cocktip sliding down his esophagus. It was a disquieting sensation, one that made Elliot panic initially, before he breathed out hard through his nose, allowing himself to be guided into the position 'Daddy' wanted.

"Good girl," Caleb groaned, rolling his hips steadily forward. "Take all of Daddy's cock."

Elliot couldn't believe it as he felt the entirety of the thick, throbbing length moving right down his throat, being careful to breathe through his nose as Caleb's shaft slid back and forth, dribbling lubricant down his esophagus. He could feel the long tube of muscle being stretched, his head moved slowly back and forth with surprising tenderness as he was used as another man's sex toy.

Feeling the strong, alpha male controlling his head's motions, lips slurping and sucking naturally as the fat shaft stretched his lips, Elliot moaned shamelessly as he felt his wife's finger sliding into his backside. Elliot pushed back needily against the stimulation, his swollen prostate being pressed again and again as Brooke's finger slid in and out.

Another finger, and Elliot grunted as his tight hole was stretched further. His body rocked back and forth on the bed, head bobbing as Caleb moved him up and down on his cock. The stronger man's erection throbbed with life as he moved his hips with more and more urgency, in time with Elliot being invaded by Brooke's slender fingers.

His body trembling with anticipation, Elliot realized he was actually excited about the idea of his Mommy, his wife, penetrating his ass. He wanted to feel Brooke assertively grasping his hips, treating him like he was the girl while she moaned and fucked him lovingly.

"Do you want this, babygirl?" Brooke asked, her own breathing strained as she lined up the silicone phallus with Elliot's lightly-stretched asshole. "You have to tell Mommy... Beg me..."

For a moment, Caleb let Elliot up to breathe, the smaller man gasping hotly as his cock slipped from between his parted lips. He blushed as he saw it glistening with his own saliva, a clear reminder it had been sliding in and out of his throat. Again Elliot felt a wave of fresh humiliation, reminded of how much he wanted to be completely dominated by his wife and another man.

"...Yes!" Elliot cried out in response to Brooke's question, shoving his backside back sluttily. "Please, please, Mommy! I want to be your sissy baby slut! I want to be fucked while I wear pretty dresses! Mommy! Sh-show me my place!"

Brooke instantly obliged, pressing forwards into Elliot's puckered entrance. He moaned below her, grateful for the sudden entry, not given time to change his mind. Right now he wanted it bad, needed to feel his Mommy's feminine dominance over every part of him.

"That's Mommy's -ngh!- obedient sissy slut!"

Somewhere deep inside of Elliot, an ember of shame still burned, a part of him that cried out this was filthy, wrong. He was a man, dammit, not a moaning, gasping sissy, here to be fucked by his wife… But Elliot pushed back anyway, those feelings of embarrassment swirling inside him with arousal, making his trapped length twitch, swollen right up inside the cage.

Brooke’s silicone cock slid deep, deep into her babygirl’s backside, making Elli moan loudly in sheer bliss, the overwhelming feelings sending surges of pleasure straight to his trapped cock. As Brooke began to rock back and forth on top of him slowly, Elliot felt his eyes growing half-lidded, mouth hanging open in blissful submission.

Caleb took the opportunity to slide his own swollen length back into Elliot’s mouth, and the obedient sissy lowered his head, finding the black man’s big, heavy cock easily slid down his throat. Stuffed at both ends, Elliot moaned in bliss, his mind swimming in the depths of subspace, the tight feeling in his crotch growing and growing as Brooke’s thrusts pressed again and again on his prostate.

He was entirely complicit in his own subjugation, gladly servicing his wife’s lover while his tender asshole was thrust into again and again. Elliot could feel the dress bunching up around him, fabric swaying as he submitted completely to Brooke and her desires.

He loved being cuckolded… More than that, Elliot loved being treated like a sissy adult baby, half helpless, dependent, diapered infant - half submissive, moaning fuck toy. As he felt Caleb’s cock growing harder down his throat, like a steel rod sliding in and out of his spasming gullet, Elliot couldn’t help but moan. It all felt so good now, a whirl of sensation, and he loved feeling totally helpless as his meagre length throbbed in his cage.

“F-fuck, babe, she’s such a good little cocksucker,” Caleb groaned, his hip motions more and more urgent as he pushed Elliot back and forth. “She is going to make me cum!”

“Mmm, yes, do it!” Brooke gasped, her nails digging in hard to Elliot’s hips, her own sliding the silicone phallus steadily in and out, faster and faster, waves of pleasure hitting him over and over as he was anally fucked by his own wife.

“Cum in our sissy slut’s mouth!” Brooke urged. “Make her swallow every drop! Nmm! Gi-give her what she needs!”

That was apparently enough to send Caleb over the edge. Elliot’s sloppy, clumsy deepthroating was suddenly interrupted, and his eyes flew wide, feeling that massive cock throb inside of him. Caleb clumsily tugged his shaft back, just in time for the first salty, chemical-tasting load to hit the back of Elliot’s tongue and splatter down the sissy’s throat.

Elliot gulped hurriedly as the torrent of musky fluid filled his senses, gagging him. For a moment, he just reacted on instinct, drinking every drop of cum that painted his stomach without a thought.

A moment later, however, and Elliot was suddenly hit by a wave of humiliation, lust, and disbelief, as he realized he was swallowing another man’s cum, that Caleb had orgasmed right down his throat. Gripping the bedsheets, Elliot moaned as the stronger man spurted right onto his tongue, his ‘Mommy’ still shoving her shaft in and out of his tight rectum, his body shuddering with pleasure, feeling a peak approaching but afraid of how intense it would feel...

In an instant, Elliot’s feelings of shame and humiliation were suddenly blasted away by the amazing orgasm that hit him. His cock wasn’t hard, couldn’t be hard - but it throbbed inside the cage, over and over, dribbling lazy spurts of cum onto the bed below.

Elliot moaned, feeling less than a man, knowing he’d climaxed just from the feeling of a cock deep in his backside. And it felt amazing, his rectum clenching and squeezing as if milking Brooke’s silicone cock, the orgasm seeming to go on and on long after his cock was no longer spurting cum.

“Ohhh… Mommmyyy,” Elliot moaned, eyes rolling back in his head, mouth and face sticky with another man’s cum as he collapsed onto the bed, totally wrecked by the bliss that kept on reverberating inside of him. “Thank youuu…”

Elliot panted, blissful, overwhelmed with gratitude. He accepted his place now, felt complete now. He could no longer deny how much he wanted this, that he needed to be Brooke’s cuckolded, diaper-wearing

The humiliation returned as he slowly came down from his climax, feeling his Mommy’s cock withdrawing from his backside. But that shame belonged there too, an ever-present reminder that he was lower than low, below his Mommy, no longer her husband but her submissive sissy slave.

“I love you, sissy,” Brooke said, softly, as she helped roll her husband onto his back. “Thank your Daddy for using you…”

“Th-thank you Daddy, for using my mouth…” Elli muttered, still feeling the cum lingering on his lips. “I… I love serving you and Mommy.”

“Nmm,” Caleb chuckled, stroking Elliot’s hair with what seemed like affection. “Such a docile fucktoy, now…”

Elliot hardly noticed the feeling of a fresh diaper being slipped underneath him until it was being fastened around his waist. He shivered, suddenly reminded of the fullness of his bladder - and whimpering softly as he emptied it into his new diaper, the warmth spreading across his crotch once more.

Brooke slid back into the bed, and kissed Elliot’s cheek gently, cuddling him close. Elliot closed his eyes, resting his head against her chest, exhausted and embarrassed…

But knowing he would be his wife’s cuckolded sissy for as long as she wanted that.

The End.

--------------------------------------------

Mommy Chantelle

Hypnotizing my Roommates into Diapered Adult Babies

College student Chantelle smoothed her unwashed black hair out of her face, one hand curled around her cup of Alpen Dew, furiously sucking it through the straw as she waited for the next round to begin. She was glad her headset was muted, so the guys listening on the other end of the computer couldn’t hear her eagerly slurping her soda. Without seeing a picture of her, most of her (male) online friends assumed she was a cute, demure girl.

Chantelle didn’t mind the assumption.

“Alright, fuckers,” she said with a smirk as the round started up. “I’m heading to the objective, defense go right to the end, let’s kick some ass.”

A cute, demure girl - with a filthy mouth.

It’s not like Chantelle was bad looking, if she was honest. She had a kind of grungy charm. Her skin was lily white and unblemished - mostly because she never left the house - and her grey eyes had big black rings around them from spending so much time up at night and on the computer. Her hair hung limply today - she’d missed having a shower even though it was the weekend, because the guys she usually played with were having a tournament that morning.

At 5ft 2, with gentle curves and small, perky breasts, Chantelle knew some people would consider her cute. But Chantelle didn’t want to be cute.

Since she could remember, she’d gotten off to fantasies of dominating and teasing helpless bound men and women, whipping their asses, forcing them to totally humiliate themselves for her pleasure. Chantelle loved the idea of being in control.

And there was no fantasy Chantelle enjoyed more than ABDL. Most people might expect her to want to be a little, but no - Chantelle was strictly a Mommy dom. The idea of forcing somebody to act like a baby was so unbelievably dirty that it made her excited just thinking about it…

“Oh come the fuck on!” Chantelle snarled down the mic as she was blown apart by the enemy. “Do you guys want to get off your asses and help me out here?”

There were several more foul-mouthed exchanges before the round ended, and Chantelle practically threw the controller down in irritation.

“You fucking dipshits,” she growled, although there might have been laughter in there too. “I’m taking a break. When I get back, I hope I’m playing with somebody who has a clue.”

“Ehhh, piss off,” someone replied, and Chantelle laughed as she disconnected.

Whatever… She needed some stress relief after that…

Speaking of fantasies… She looked over at the door, the computer chair squeaking as she stood up. Locking the door firmly, she moved back to her desktop, one hand grabbing for her mouse and the other sliding between her legs.

“Mmm… where’s my babbies at?” she mumbled, gently stroking her mound through the thin cotton of her faded Metroid panties.

Chantelle went to bed last night in a long t-shirt and socks, panties pulled snugly over her backside - and she hadn’t changed since she got up. It certainly made it easier to touch all the sensitive parts of her body.

“Let’s see here,” Chantelle muttered, sticking her tongue out in focus as she searched for something with a Mommy and a babygirl. She went both ways, but right now she wanted something cute, where she could pretend to be the Mommy involved.

She scrolled through thumbnails on the ABDL video site she was browsing, suddenly stopping as one caught her eye.

The dom in the video wasn’t on screen, but the girl… Her hair was the same shade of brown as Chantelle’s roommate, and her figure looked similar too. For a split second, Chantelle wondered if it might even be her - but the girl in the video was shorter, had green eyes instead of brown, and her figure was more slender, less curvy.

Still… it did allow Chantelle to feed into some of the naughty thoughts she had had about her two new roommates since they moved in. She clicked play and moved her other hand under her shirt, finding and caressing her nipples

Chantelle’s roommates this semester were childhood best friends from what she could tell. It was also immediately obvious they had a crush on each other. Like, lifelong, heart-stopping, clearly obsessed with one another, crush. They were just both so shy, neither of them ever got the courage to make a move. Chantelle wondered how long they’d been doing this - living together and pretending they weren’t totally in love.

Their cute, naive shyness was incredibly attractive to Chantelle, and she could admit she’d sometimes dreamed that maybe they’d ask her to help get things moving - and maybe let her watch-slash-give orders while they fucked. Plus if they got together and started sharing a room, they could get another roommate and pay less rent.

But again, Chantelle’s ultimate fantasy was ABDL… having them both as her diapered slaves, obediently humping their diapers and kissing between Mommy’s thighs… Chantelle shivered as her hand slipped under her waistband, finding her slit dripping with lust as she imagined it, watching along with the video.

“You’re a bad girl,” the dominant said sharply, as she spanked the smaller girl over her lap. Chantelle rolled her eyes. As usual, none of the dommes looked like her - but whatever, this was still hot.

The submissive in the video squeaked with alarm at every swat that came down on her padded rear. The thumping sound echoed in Chantelle’s headset as she began to tease her stiffening clit, moaning quietly as she imagined she was the Mommy, and Kaye was the one over her lap.

“Fanku, Mommy,” the sub in the video said softly, just as Chantelle had imagined Kaye or Freddie (or both of them) saying to her dozens of times before.

That set her fingers working even faster, slick with her pussyjuices as they pumped in and out between her folds, a lower knuckle brushing against her clit. The chair squeaked and groaned underneath her as her hips rocked, watching the ‘Mommy’ kiss her diapered babygirl full on the lips, breasts brushing together.

A moment later, and the slender girl was cuffed to a giant crib, mewling from behind a pacifier, legs forced wide apart by another set of cuffs on her ankles. The dominant woman grinned as she brought down a large wand vibrator, pressing it against the padded crotch of the smaller girl. The sub jerked suddenly as it was turned on, and then let out an exaggerated moan, arching her back eagerly.

“Oh, good baby,” Chantelle moaned breathlessly, as she furiously masturbated, hips rocking with agitated lust as she watched the girl onscreen squirming and pushing her hips up desperately towards the vibrator.

Her eyes had been big and wide, so innocent, incongruous with her very adult, very sexy body, but now they were squeezed closed, and her whimpers were music to Chantelle’s ears as she raced towards her own orgasm. The filthy idea of turning a grown, independent woman into a helpless, diaper dependent baby who whimpered and cried out her name - or ‘Mommy’, even better - as they came, made Chantelle’s loins burned with desire, breath hitching in her chest, feeling a storm of pleasure building between her thighs.

“Oh, oh, oh! Baby!”

Chantelle shuddered as she came, watching the expression of the diapered girl onscreen as she (supposedly) did the same, squealing as she arched her back. Chantelle saw the crotch of the diaper suddenly swell rapidly, filling with urine as the sub completely released, grunting and moaning herself as her peak hit her with aggressive, forceful waves of bliss.

“Uhnnh! Nnn!”

Chantelle trembled, riding her delicious orgasm out, ekeing second after second of pleasure out of the fantasy of being a dominant Mommy and having her two obedient baby sluts cumming and squealing under her touch.

Finally she sagged in her chair, her lust sated, body quivering with release and endorphins. She let her head loll backwards foolishly, a satisfied smile on her face as she slid her hand out of her panties, wiping it on the bottom of her t-shirt. She’d have to do laundry soon, before her shower…

...Later. Glowing with pleasure, Chantelle’s trembling hands picked up the controller again.

She wasn’t feeling up to playing co-op right now… but she could get a few minutes of offline practice in.

***

Later on, Chantelle was walking through the lounge towards the shower, when she came across Freddie on the couch.

He had his textbook open - but it was spread out flat across his chest, his head back on the arm of the couch, legs stretched out… as he snored heavily.

Chantelle rolled her eyes. Both Freddie and Kaye over-worked themselves in different ways. Freddie was constantly tired because he spent every waking hour not in class - or with Kaye -  studying. Several times Chantelle or Kaye had found him, snoring away as Advanced Mathematics II was pressed into his cheek.

And Kaye… Well, Kaye panicked about everything. She had lists for everything, from how much toilet and kitchen roll they had (1 fresh pack and 2 rolls, respectively), to lengthy notes on chemistry she was trying to memorize. She had a tendency to leave many of these on sticky notes tacked to the walls around the house.

In fact, as Chantelle entered the bathroom, she came face to face with the mirror - all the edges obscured by yellow and pink post-its, scrawled with messages she doubted even Kaye could discern the meaning of.

Chantelle chuckled and rolled her eyes. These kids needed a Mommy - it was a shame her fantasies were just that, because she knew she could whip them both into shape easily enough.

As she stepped into the shower, Chantelle closed her eyes, again fantasizing about what being in charge of both naughty babies would be like…

***

Chantelle wasn’t terribly surprised when she came out of the shower and found Freddie still passed out on the couch. Holding the towel up with one hand, she used the other one to gently nudge his shoulder. She nudged it more firmly when he still didn’t rouse.

“Mm?” he mumbled, eyes slowly opening.

“Your bedroom’s over there,” Chantelle said with a fond smirk. “Come on, Mr. Sleepyhead. You can’t nap out here all night.”

“Oh… oh! Shit, sorry,” he said, slowly sitting up. “I was just… *yawwwwn* ...reading my notes… and I guess I fell asleep.”

“Not the first time,” Chantelle replied, rolling her eyes. “You and Kaye are way too stressed out…”

As if on cue, Kaye’s door suddenly opened, and the flustered college freshman came out, a pencil behind her ear and a blush on her face. Chantelle’s eyes roved appreciatively up and down the other girl’s body. Kaye was a little chubby, but it just made her curvy in all the right places.

Chantelle appreciated all sizes of girls - but there was something interesting about the thought of dominating someone a little bigger than her. The size difference somehow made it kinkier, more humiliating. And Chantelle could imagine Kaye’s soft face with cheeks even redder than this...

“Chan,” Kaye said, hurriedly, snapping Chantelle out of her daydream. “Have you seen my English folder?”

“The red one?” Chantelle replied. “I think it’s in the kitchen.”

“Thanks,” Kaye replied, rushing towards it. “I’m making coffee, does anybody want some.”

“Sure,” Chantelle replied, while Freddie grunted his dissent. “...I was just saying to Freddie, you guys are too stressed. It’s not healthy.”

“I can be healthy when I have a degree,’ Kaye shot back over the sound of the coffee machine. “I really need to do well at school.”

“Fuck that,” Chantelle said, bluntly. “I do well at school, and I’m nowhere near as smart as you two. Do you see me stressing out all the time?”

“W-well… No,” Kaye replied, and for a moment she didn’t say anything else, the sound of spoons clinking into cups and coffee being poured. “Cream?”

“Please,” Chantelle replied, and a moment later, Kaye was sitting on the couch beside the still-sleepy Freddie, trying to hide the little smile on her face and how she flushed from being close to him.

Chantelle herself sat on the coffee table in front of them, gripping her own mug’s handle. She had to hide a smirk as she sat down, towel straining around her figure, seeing both shy roommates’ eyes flicking over her body - and then away, embarrassed, faces hot. Chantelle knew she was sexy, but it was nice to have confirmation.

“It’s 11pm,” she pointed out. “You should both be in bed, ready for class tomorrow. Do you really think freaking out all the time is helping you?”

“Well-”

“It’s not,” Chantelle interrupted firmly. “It’s really not. You’re doing more harm than good, rushing around like this. I bet you can hardly focus in class, huh?”

Freddie and Kaye shared a guilty look - and then smiled nervously, slowly nodding.

“It’s a vicious cycle,” Freddie agreed. “I mean, we stress about college, and then we can’t focus, so we stress more…”

“I’m so nervous,” Kaye added. “A-about failing, and everything… It’s hard to just turn my brain off and relax. I end up losing half my things, and writing lists to remember where they are… and then losing half those lists, too.”

Chantelle reached across and sympathetically patted the girl’s arm. As she did so, the towel fell open just a little, showing a flash of pale skin. She caught Kaye’s shocked, flushed expression, before she reset her face to neutral - her cheeks still glowing red.

Trying to hide the wickedness in her smile, Chantelle gently stroked the soft skin of Kaye’s arm, before returning her hand to her cup of coffee, taking a big sip.

“Fuck, that’s good,” she declared a moment later. “...So I think you’d both agree… you need to relax, right?”

As both of them nodded, Chantelle could feel an evil little nugget of an idea taking root in her brain. She’d never considered it seriously… But it had definitely come up in fantasy. Several times.

“Have you considered, like, hypnosis?” Chantelle asked, in her scratchy voice, hoping she sounded as cool and casual as usual. “It could help.”

‘Um…”

“Ah...Is that even real?” Freddie asked, looking nervously over at Kaye, and then Chantelle, not wanting to offend her. “Sorry, I’ve just never… met anybody, who talked about it.”

“Oh yes,” Chantelle said, nodding. “The mind is highly malleable. You shouldn’t underestimate the power of suggestion.”

She licked her lips, trying to pretend she was just swiping her tongue over some stray drops of coffee. She certainly didn’t underestimate it - Chantelle had seen it turn grown women into drooling infants, and grown men into sobbing baby girls. Controlling somebody’s mind was the ultimate domination - and, of course, Chantelle found it extremely arousing because of that.

She just needed Kaye and Freddie to take the bait.

At the moment, they were sharing shy, uncertain glances. Neither of them wanted to say anything insulting to Chantelle, but it was obvious they were skeptical.

There was something else too, that nearly made Chantelle break out in a smirk. Their knees occasionally bumped against each other, and then one of them would flush, pulling their leg away… but always moving back to where they were before, knowing they’d bump again, lingering a little longer each time.

These two really were unbearably cute. Once Chantelle had them under, she decided the first thing she’d do was make them explore their relationship a little.

“Well…” Kaye said, after a long pause. “...Wouldn’t that be… expensive? And I don’t know where we’d each find a hypnotherapist to work on us…”

“My Mom used to be a hypnotherapist, so I know how to do it, too,” Chantelle said, brightly. “I can do it for you. Both of you, at once. If that’s okay?”

It wasn’t completely a lie. Chantelle’s mother was a new age hippy who’d researched a lot of alternative therapies. She did acupuncture now, but there had been a period when she’d been trying to learn hypnosis.

Chantelle just left out that most of her knowledge came from research online for erotic purposes, and not from carefully watching a professional practice her craft throughout her formative years.

Both of Chantelle’s future babies were silent, so she rolled her eyes and continued.

“Look, it can’t hurt to try, right?” she said, giving her most convincing smile. “And if it doesn’t work… I’ll leave you be.”

“I… I guess it can’t hurt,” Freddie muttered, rubbing the back of his neck and yawning. “...I need to sleep now though.”

“That’s cool,” Chantelle said, jumping up, and the shocked expression on both faces in front of her told her her breasts had bounced enticingly as she moved. “...Shall we say… four o’clock, in my room, on Tuesday? I know neither of you have class then either…”

“Um, sure,” Kaye replied, smiling nervously. “I hope it works.”

“Me too,” Chantelle said, smirking. “Oh, and make sure you’re well-hydrated. Won’t work as well otherwise.”

As she closed the door to her bedroom, she had to bite her fist to stop herself from squealing happily. She was actually going to get her two sexy roommates, alone…

And hypnotize them completely consensually!

***

“You guys both comfy in what you’re wearing?”

Tuesday had come very quickly, and Chantelle was giddy with excitement underneath her slightly-rough exterior.

For once, she was dressed fairly presentably, in a button-up blouse and slightly-flowing brown skirt. It made her feel more ‘Mommy-ish’, along with her hair tied back in a professional-looking ponytail.

...She didn’t wear any panties underneath her skirt, which was just for naughty, sexy feelings. Every time she squeezed her thighs together it sent a jolt to her moistening womanhood, imagining what would come next.

Neither of the future babies had asked why Chantelle was dressed that way, although she’d caught Kaye eyeing her strangely a couple of times. The second time, Chantelle caught her eye, and winked, and the other girl blushed and looked away at the ceiling.

“Yes,” Freddie said, wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms. “You said that was important, right?”

“Mmhmm,” Chantelle agreed. “You both need to be relaxed to slip into trance.”

“I’m a little nervous it’s not going to work,” Kaye admitted.

Kaye had found an adorable pair of pajamas that wouldn’t look out of place on a 6 year old. They were various shades of pink all over, with a big pink kitten on the front, and small paw prints all over her legs. Again, the incongruity of a sexy, mature woman dressed like a child got Chantelle excited, but she forged ahead, smiling patiently.

“Well, like I say, we’re just giving it a try today,” she explained. “...It’s okay if it doesn’t work.”

Kaye bit her lip, and then sighed, nodding.

“Okay,” she said, and then repeated it louder. “Okay. I’m ready.”

“Me too…”

“Okay,” Chantelle said, slowly dimming the lights and turning on the stereo, playing a gentle backing track with binaural beats behind her voice. “You feel your body getting heavier and heavier…”

***

Chantelle spent a long time making sure both of them were deep in trance, but finally she was satisfied they either were, or they weren’t ever going to be…

“Alright,” she said, softly, trying to think of a good test for the two of them.

As she looked at their close proxmity on the bed, pinkie fingers nearly touching, she suddenly grinned, having a clever idea. And she’d really only be helping things along…

“Kaye… sit up,” she commanded, and the girl instantly sat up, her eyes open and glassy.

“Good girl,” Chantelle said, her own skin tingling as she ran a hand down the back of Kaye’s neck, petting her. The other girl seemed to lean into it… Or perhaps it just seemed that way. Chantelle hesitated before she finally gave her first command.

“...Kiss Freddie.”

Kaye seemed to blush even in the midst of trance, her eyes quickly flicking, alarmed, over to her mistress. For a moment, Chantelle’s eyes went wide as well, worried the trance hadn’t really taken hold - and glad she’d chosen something more innocuous to ask, first…

But then Kaye slowly turned her head to Freddie, and lowered her lips to his. Chantelle could see her hands trembling as she did it, and it made her beyond excited, knowing some element of nervousness prevailed even though she was deeply hypnotised.

Freddie barely reacted, so Chantelle issued another order.

“Kiss Kaye back, Freddie.”

Instantly his lips pressed back against her, eyes still closed, but then opening as she pulled away to breathe, deep green-blue and burning with intensity for the girl on top of him. Again they pushed their lips together, both of them as eager as each other.

As exciting as it was to watch their clumsy, desperate make-outs, Chantelle was impatient to move on, so after they pulled away for the third time, she cleared her throat.

“Stop kissing,” she ordered, and both of them looked at each other, with twin flushed faces and unseeing eyes. “...From now on, I want you both to call me ‘Mommy’.”

Both of them nodded their agreement. It seemed like Kaye was more hesitant even while she was hypnotised, but she followed Freddie’s head motions, neck bobbing like a dashboard mascot.

“Can you say it now?” Chantelle urged, licking her lips. “Say… ‘Yes, Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both of them replied, and Chantelle thought she might cream herself right then, it was so hot. They sounded so innocent…

“Good babies,” she cooed. “Such good little babies…”

She stroked her hand down Freddie’s chest, getting no reaction. She could feel the slight layer of fat over his muscles, stroking in a circle around his heart, feeling it beating slowly. Ooo…

“Get undressed,” she ordered, and without hesitation, they both rose, pulling off their shirts first.

Chantelle bit her lip, not even bothering to hide her eager voyeurism as she watched them both pulling their clothes off, eyes lingering on Kaye’s breasts appreciatively. The usually modest girl was blushing even now, seeming to hesitate once more as she tugged down her pink pants.

She too wasn’t wearing underwear, and Chantelle felt her own heart race as she saw that perfect slit emerge, brown hair trimmed down neatly in a way that was somehow so perfect for Kaye. The domme’s eyes flicked over to rest between Freddie’s legs, grinning at what she found there.

The dark-haired man’s cock hung down flaccidly, but heavily, above his plump balls. Chantelle could have sworn she caught Kaye peeking too - but when she looked back again, Kaye was looking at her, waiting for approval - or her next command.

“Now, lay down on the bed for me, both of you,” Chantelle commanded. “Be good little ones.”

Obediently, the two muttered ‘Yes, Mommy’, and then clambered back onto the bed, barely noticing how their skin touched. Chantelle shuddered in pleasure, reaching under her skirt to lightly play with her very excited pussy, still amazed this was working so well.

‘Next, diapers…’ Chantelle thought to herself, opening her closet to find the diaper samples she’d ordered.

She pulled out one thick pink one, and one light blue. She preferred the pink herself, but they were both cute.

Chantelle saw Kaye’s eyes widen slightly, as if she was shocked, but Freddie didn’t react. Perhaps he was more susceptible?

“Now, sweeties,” Chantelle began, as she slid the unfolded diaper under Kaye’s backside. “From now on you’re going to be my widdle diapered babies, okay? You have to do what I say, and act like babies for Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” they both replied, but there had already been a change, their voices lighter, higher, their limbs shifting playfully as Chantelle slid the diaper up between Kaye’s thighs.

She’d never diapered anybody for real before, and Chantelle savored it as she slowly spread the front of the diaper out, taping it snugly into place as carefully as she could. It wasn’t perfect, but it was hard to get things perfectly straight when her heart was going a mile a minute and she felt she would pass out from sheer arousal.

“That’s right,” she said, softly, as she moved around to Freddie, using the same voice she did to put them both under. “Doesn’t it feel so good to be widdle babies for Mommy? Don’t you both love how goood it feels?”

“Yes Momma,” Freddie said, his cock twitching slightly as if in agreement.

“Uh huh,” Kaye added, sliding her thumb up to her mouth. Chantelle almost distracted herself completely as she watched the other girl sucking her thumb, without even her suggestion. God, that was hot…

She eventually got the diaper on Freddie, and stepped back to admire the sight of her two babies, well padded and laying together on the bed. Their hands slid around on the sheets - and then Chantelle couldn’t hold in a ‘d’aww!’ as suddenly they were holding hands, cutely.

“You can sit up now, babies,” Chantelle suggested, and they both did it, a dopey grin on Freddie’s face, while Kaye kept sucking her thumb. Just like the girl in the video, her eyes were huge and innocent…

Just brown, instead.

“Come here, come to Mommy,” Chantelle cooed, beckoning them to the end of the bed.

This time they crawled forwards happily, nuzzling into Chantelle as she snuggled them. The shorter woman grinned wickedly as she patted both padded rears, watching them wriggle as their owners giggled with childish delight.

“That’s my good babies,” Chantelle said, confident that they were both completely in her power now, and enjoying every second. “...Why don’t you be good babies, and use your diapers?”

“Yoos our diapees how, Momma?” Freddie asked cutely, and Kaye nodded softly, face red.

“Diapers are for going potty in,” Chantelle explained. “...So be a good boy for Mommy, and wee-wee in your pampers…”

“Ohhhh, da’s naughty!” Freddie said with a giggle, but he spread his legs, straining for a second… and then the front of the diaper began to change color, swelling with urine. “Ahh…”

Without even thinking about what she was doing, Chantelle’s hand moved to the front of Freddie’s diaper, feeling the wetness growing there. She didn’t think she could get any more excited, but this was proving her wrong. She massaged the sodden crotch against Freddie’s limp cock, hearing him moan happily as his shaft stiffened slightly under the attention, warm wetness against him.

“My pee-pee’s gettin’ big, Mommy,” he moaned, and Chantelle bit her lip from the sheer sexiness of it. She glanced over at Kaye, and frowned.

“Kaye, sweetie,” she said, firmly. “You should wet yourself, too.”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Kaye stammered, shy even now. “You’re not mad are you?”

“No, babygirl,” Chantelle insisted, smiling. “I just want to see my widdle princess with soggy diapees.”

She tickled Kaye’s side, prompting a musical-sounding giggle from the adult baby girl. That seemed to be enough to relax her - a moment later, she began to empty her bladder aggressively into the diaper. Chantelle swore she could hear it filling the swelling padding, gushing like a firehose as Kaye’s Mommy gripped the crotch of the diaper.

It was soon swollen massively, but Kaye whimpered, still wetting. As Chantelle clumsily groped her crotch, she saw and felt rivulets of thin yellow piss run down her thighs from the legcuffs of the diaper, dripping onto the comforter of Chantelle’s bed. The way Kaye’s diaper overflowed was… extremely arousing, to Chantelle. It suggested a complete loss of control, control given to somebody else - her.

“Kay-kay WEAKED!” Freddie said, gasping as he pointed at the wet spots underneath his fellow adult baby. “Kay-kay pottied on da bed…”

“Din’t meaaaan to!” Kaye whined, cutely, and Chantelle grinned as she pecked Kaye gently on the head, heart pounding happily.

“It’s okay, baby,” Chantelle cooed. “Mommy will make it all better later... That’s what Mommies do.”

For a moment, Chantelle just basked in the feeling of erotic tension inside her, quivering with excitement as she stroked Kaye’s hair. Freddie whined childishly, grabbing at Chantelle’s free arm, and her clit tingled with excitement. It was so authentically childish… She didn’t think she could get more aroused.

It had only been about twenty minutes, but Chantelle didn’t want to push her luck keeping the babies under too long. With an almost reluctant sigh, she pushed them away, her slick pussy demanding attention.

“Stay there a second, sweeties,” she commanded, moving around to the top of the bed.

She could feel their big eyes watching her intently, following her every move. It was such a turn-on to have their attention so completely… but Chantelle wanted that attention elsewhere now.

Now sitting at the uppermost end of the bed, Chantelle found she was a little nervous as she hiked up her skirt, spreading her legs to show off her bare pussy. Both adult babies gasped, eyes instantly going to the glistening treasure nestled between their Mommy’s folds, and Chantelle made a small noise of pleasant surprise as Freddie reached out curiously to touch the slickness there.

“Mommy go pee-pee?” he asked innocently, and Chantelle bit back a groan of lust at how cute and hot that was.

“N, no, baby,” she said, flushed herself. “Mommy’s just excited to play a special game with her babies.”

“Wha’ game, Momma?” Kaye asked, her own breathing heavy, making her breasts heave up and down, her diaper crinkling as she shifted on the bed.

“Can you two give Mommy’s pussy some special kisses?” Chantelle urged, smiling. “It would be sooo good of you, and so nice. I bet all you can think about now is getting your cute little face between Mommy’s thighs, isn’t it?”

Chantelle’s voice was the same low, steady one she’d used before, and the effects were immediately obvious. Both adult babies nodded, leaning forwards, licking their lips, eyeing Chantelle’s needy wetness.

Heart thumping rapidly with exhilaration and lust, Chantelle lay down a little more, spreading her legs wide.

“Eat Mommy’s pussy, kiddos,” she urged, feeling unbelievably filthy in the best way as she said it. “Use your cute widdle tongues to make Mommy cum…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both diaper-wearing adults replied in unison again, childish grins on their faces - and then dove for her.

Chantelle gasped out loud, panting, having to remind herself not to clamp her thighs hard around both of them as they rushed to pleasure her. Two tongues hungrily jostled for dominance, swiping across her outer folds, between them, into her glistening pinkness. There was no attempt at impressive technique here, and that made it even more endearing, as they lapped like eager puppies at their Mommy’s dripping slit.

“Ohh! Good babies! Gooood babies!” Chantelle moaned, grinding her hips against them as they worked to pleasure her.

The sight between Chantelle’s thighs was unbelievably dirty, two diapered backsides side by side, rubbing together, crinkling loudly as they both licked and pleasured Chantelle with an incongruent childishness, both clearly enjoying the game. Every so often one would pull away, giggling, or kiss the other, stickily, before diving back into Mommy’s warm wetness.

There was no break from the pleasure with two little mouths licking and slurping and kissing. Chantelle found her whole pussy being stimulated at once, and whenever one of them stopped for a moment, there was always another tongue or pair of lips running over her clit, suckling her stiff nub…

Her back was arching more and more, bliss building and building as she revelled in the lewd sight in front of her. Moaning, Chantelle felt one of the babies running their tongue obsessively over her clit, while another stuck their tongue right into her slick canal, squealing and retreating as Chantelle helplessly clenched around it.

“Oh my god, good little ones, you’re making Mommy feel so good, that’s right, keep going, oh, oh, oh…”

Chantelle found herself babbling with lust as she rocked her hips eagerly against the two, looking down at their diapered backsides, feeling their excited mouths working between her legs, knowing she’d turned both shy, nervous adults into her helpless, obedient babies. She was fully in control, she was the Mommy, she…

“OHHHHH! God! YESSSSSS!” she moaned, as she reached her peak, grinding mindlessly against both of them, panting.

Mommy Chantelle trembled as she was buffeted by powerful wave after wave of orgasmic bliss, pussy clenching around nothing as her clit throbbed in time with it. Nothing had ever felt better than this, and she was almost sure nothing ever would.

Even as she rode out the orgasm, both little mouths kept dutifully licking and kissing her, carrying her through the ocean of pleasure as she slowly drifted back to shore. With a moan, Chantelle shuddered one last time before collapsing.

“S-stop,” she urged both her adult babies. “Come here…”

Obediently, still smacking their lips which were coated with Chantelle’s juices, both wide-eyed diaper butts crawled up to lay either side of Chantelle, who wrapped her arms around both of them. Again she was amused by the dissonance between how much taller they were than her and the thick diapers they wore and innocent obedience they showed.

“Did we make Mommy happy?” Kaye asked cutely, nuzzling against Chantelle’s chest.

“You made Mommy so, so happy,” Chantelle murmured, kissing their foreheads, basking in the afterglow. “Such good babies…”

Chantelle knew that soon she’d have to take them both out of trance, and make sure they didn’t remember any of this the next day. But for now she just relished the feeling of being so powerful, so in control…

Of being their Mommy.

End.

****


Hypnotised by my Roommate into Messing my Diapers!

After Chantelle had changed Kaye out of her wet diaper, and sent her to bed -  with instructions that she would have ‘no memories of what happened that night’ - the curvy freshman lay awake in bed, biting her lip as her heart and mind raced.

The thing was, when Chantelle, their cute but abrasive roomie, had invited Freddie and Kaye into her bedroom to be ‘hypnotised’, Kaye had been skeptical. She didn’t think it would work. And as she lay on the bed, listening to the gentle words, she definitely felt it affecting her slightly. But nowhere near as much as it seemed to affect Freddie…

As Kaye waited on the bed beside her childhood best friend and long time crush, she tried to decide if she should speak up about the fact she wasn’t really hypnotised. Kaye hated to hurt other people’s feelings, and she worried if she said anything it would upset Chantelle, who was obviously eager to help both of them. But maybe it would be crueler not to say anything?

Just as she was trying to make up her mind, Kaye heard Chantelle’s first command. She froze as the shorter girl ordered her to kiss Freddie, something she’d fantasized about a thousand times. Kaye was torn, seconds ticking by as she tried to decide if she should walk away now, or give in to the burning desire she didn’t feel able to acknowledge in ‘real life’.

Finally, noticing Chantelle’s brief frown of concern, she hurriedly kissed the boy she loved, trying to hide her disappointment as he didn’t kiss back.

A moment later, however, and Chantelle commanded him to kiss Kaye too, and the two of them moaned into one another’s mouths, Kaye’s heart thumping wildly. This wasn’t how she imagined her first real kiss with Freddie… but she’d take it.

So then she was committed to the lie, and when Chantelle brought out thick adult diapers and put them both into them… Well, Kaye couldn’t admit what she’d done then, could she? So she played along.

A few times Kaye worried she was being too obvious, but it seemed like Chantelle was completely swept up in her own fantasies. Kaye was surprised to learn her brash roommate was excited at the thought of being a sweet and sensitive (but still dominant) Mommy for adult babies. But as bizarre and alarmed as Kaye was at first, after a little while, she found herself getting into it.

Kaye had always been a little attracted to Chantelle, but she mostly had eyes for Freddie. And it never seemed like that cute, punky sophomore could be interested in someone big and plump like her.

Apparently Kaye was wrong, though, and she had to admit, it was arousing to feel Chantelle’s palpable desire towards her, even if she had to wear a diaper to do it. Seeing the girl she’d always thought was cute getting so turned on, face red with arousal, also made Kaye excited more than she’d ever have expected.

Wetting her diaper… remembering that still brought a blush to Kaye’s face. It hadn’t quite held it all, the padding growing swollen and hot, then leaking out of the legcuffs slightly. Kaye had been horribly embarrassed by being made to use her diaper - and the leaking only made it worse. But for some reason that seemed to turn Chantelle on more.

Kaye shivered. She would never forgot the feeling of the shorter girl groping and squeezing the wet diaper, pressing it against her slickened folds, praising her for using it. The erotic tension crackled in the air, and Kaye wished for a moment she could grab Chantelle and shove her slender hand down her soaked diaper.

Instead, a few moments later she was ordered to pleasure her Mommy with her mouth. Kaye was nervous, because she’d never done anything like this with a girl before, but with Freddie’s help, they drove Chantelle to a noisy, spirited orgasm. As Kaye snuggled up to her Mommy, still reeling from the day’s events, she felt an ember of pride glowing inside her - she’d made Chantelle cum!

Kaye wondered if - or when - Chantelle would do that again. And as shy as she was, she had to admit - she hoped it was soon…

***

When they were all together again at lunch time the next day, Chantelle asked how they slept the previous night.

“Uh, pretty well,” Freddie said, with a casual smile. “...I honestly don’t even remember the hypnotism. Guess it worked, though.”

“Me neither,” Kaye said hurriedly, stirring the bowl of cereal that was her ‘lunch’ that day. “I mean, remember it. I don’t remember any of it. But I slept well.”

Chantelle frowned for a moment, but then her expression was pleased once more.

“Awesome possum, guys,” she said. “Anyway, how about we uh, do a little top-up sesh today? If you guys aren’t busy…”

Kaye began to nod, but as she looked out of the corner of her eye, Freddie looked hesitant.

“I don’t know,” he said, frowning. “I have class at three…”

“It wouldn’t have to take that long,” Kaye said, blushing at how she was ‘interrupting’. “I mean, we could have a quick session… Right, Chantelle?”

“Uh, yeah,” Chantelle replied. “I mean, of course. It could be done by two. I’d just like to help you guys out.”

Freddie breathed out through his nose. Like Kaye, he hated to disappoint anybody, and he could tell by the desperate, pleading look his best friend was giving him that she wanted to do this badly, for some reason. Maybe she thought it really would be helpful?

“Okay,” he agreed, with a shrug. “Let me finish this, then we’ll go.”

Kaye tried not to let the smile that spread over her face grow too large, as her chest thumped wildly with desires she hoped would soon be fulfilled.

***

Kaye was disappointed very quickly.

Chantelle brought them into trance just like she had last time, and when her skinny fingers brushed Kaye’s upper arm, the freshman’s heart leapt…

But nothing else happened.

Instead of urging the pair to kiss, Chantelle began trying to genuinely hypnotise Freddie and Kaye into performing better in school. Perhaps she worried they’d notice if they were still struggling after weeks of ‘hypnotherapy’.

“I am focused, at school, and in class,” Chantelle said, in a low, droning voice, as Freddie and Kaye lay on the bed with their eyes tightly closed. “I can take time to rest. I am a good student. I take care of my body, and my mind…”

Kaye tried to hide her sigh as the words washed irritatingly over her. Maybe next time it would be more exciting again…

***

There was one moment towards the end, when Chantelle reminded them both that she was their ‘Mommy’ and they should obey her. That made Kaye’s pulse jump excitedly, but she tried to keep her voice monotone and ‘entranced’ as she responded ‘Yes, Mommy…’ to the shorter woman.

Unfortunately, that was all Chantelle said on the matter that day…

And the next day… and the day after.

Kaye couldn’t tell if it was having any effect on her. She still left her notes everywhere, still found herself pushing herself too hard. It seemed like maybe it was impacting Freddie, though, because he no longer pulled all-nighters studying, and woke up bright and early and relaxed before his classes every day.

Kaye was almost jealous of how susceptible Freddie seemed to be - but then she shivered, thinking of how the pay-off was she got to be fully conscious during the naughtiness orchestrated by Chantelle. She hoped it would happen again soon...

Still, there were times when Kaye was tempted to stay up - then scolded herself, because what would her ‘Mommy’ think? The thought made her smirk, but she did head to bed soon after. Whether it was actually affecting her like hypnosis should, or was just a fun motivation to take care of herself, Kaye didn’t know, but she enjoyed the feeling anyway.

Outside of hypnosis, it seemed like the relationship between her and Chantelle was changing, though. Whereas before the shorter girl had merely rolled her eyes or made a comment about how Chantelle should keep things organized. Now she directly admonished Kaye for being messy, or not taking care of herself, and Kaye found herself obeying the orders she was given whenever they came.

“Kaye, cups need a coaster,” Chantelle would say reproachfully as she noticed Kaye’s bare-bottomed mug resting on the wooden coffee table - and Kaye would blush and apologize, before finding a coaster to put under it.

By Thursday, Chantelle had nudged Kaye into organizing all of her notes properly in separate binders, and occasionally forced her to eat breakfast when she skipped. Kaye tried to resist, politely, once or twice - but Chantelle’s raised eyebrows and maternal-yet-dominant smirk soon made those mumbled protests stop.

Today Kaye was hunched over the coffee table, furiously scribbling notes on a lined piece of paper. Her foot tapped against the floor anxiously as she tried to focus on her schoolwork, finding the harder she tried, the more the information seemed to be slipping through her fingers.

Kaye wasn’t sure how long she’d been working, but it never seemed to be enough. Kaye had no classes that morning, and Freddie did - so it seemed like a waste of her time to do anything but study…

“Hey.”

Chantelle’s voice made Kaye’s head jerk up briefly, looking at the disheveled gamer girl in her oversized shirt. Her hair was actually brushed, which was a surprise, but she wore no make-up as usual, and the bags under her eyes were obvious. Kaye was surprised by how attracted she felt to her part-time Mommy at that moment…

“Uh, hi,” she replied, quickly turning back to her work. “Are you alright?”

“Yep, but you’re not,” Chantelle said. “You look wrecked, sweetheart. You’re overworking yourself.”

“No, I’m not,” Kaye insisted softly as she kept working. “I just have to-”

She blinked as her book closed with a thump, and looked up at Chantelle, who’d pushed it shut. Usually, Kaye had to look down at the sophomore, but now Chantelle towered above her fiercely, a halo of light behind her where her dark black hair and her pale face blocked out the light. Kaye felt her heart begin to race once more.

“Take a break,” Chantelle commanded. “...When’s the last time you ate?”

“Um, uh, um,” Kaye blinked again, her head still full of facts and figures she was desperately trying to cling to. “...I don’t know. Last night?”

Chantelle clucked her tongue, and Kaye felt a shiver run up and down her spine. The maternal chiding from her friend made her feel small and embarrassed… and excited, too. Suddenly schoolwork couldn’t have ripped her attention away if it had been jumping up and down and screaming her name.

Screaming her name… now there was a thought. Kaye blushed and looked away from Chantelle at last.

“You need fuel, kiddo,” Chantelle said. “What do you want? Sandwich? Soup?”

“It’s okay,” Kaye said, but Chantelle was already heading to the kitchen.

“Tomato soup and grilled cheese,” the dark-haired girl said, smirking as she pulled out the griddle. “And no arguing.”

“O-okay,” Kaye murmured, smiling shyly.

The truth was, she was always the baby of her family. It was embarrassing that her older siblings achieved so easily academically, but she had to fight and struggle for every grade point. It had made Kaye a little too obsessive, and some of that had rubbed off on Freddie, too.

At home, her mother fussed over her for most of her life, until her health started getting bad. Kaye suddenly found herself taking care of her more often than the other way around, while her older siblings were at university or out at work. Kaye didn’t resent her mother at all… but still, being looked after like this dragged her right back to childhood, when there was always someone older to look after her or make her lunch.

At last there was a steaming bowl of orange-red soup on a tray in front of her, with a perfectly toasted grilled cheese cut into small triangles beside it. Chantelle placed a tall glass of water next to the meal, and Kaye looked up at her, questioningly. She’d been expecting her usual coffee.

“Water’s best for hydration,” Chantelle explained, in a tone that suggested she wouldn’t be replacing it with anything any less healthy. Kaye obediently grasped the cool glass, and took a long sip.

“Th-thank you,” she mumbled shyly, and Chantelle chuckled.

“Yer cute, Kaykay,” she said, gently rubbing Kaye’s back. “Why don’t you sit on the floor so you don’t spill?”

Kaye nodded obediently, and slid down onto the floor, shuffling forwards so her legs crossed under the table. She felt small, vulnerable but protected, like Chantelle was making sure she was okay, taken care of in the nicest way… Well maybe not the nicest way, Kaye thought with a blush… but it still made her feel small and cute.

As she dipped a gooey slice of grilled cheese into the soup and lifted it carefully to her mouth, Kaye felt Chantelle’s hand on the back of her head, gently stroking. She froze for a moment, before she started carefully chewing, hoping she wouldn’t move too much and discourage the attention. Inside, she was squealing happily, wanting to push back and rub against Chantelle’s hand.

“Good girl,” Chantelle muttered, and Kaye flushed pink as she quickly ate another mouthful of her lunch. “Eat up all your nummies…”

Kaye felt goosebumps on her skin, those words sounding so naughty now. She remembered vividly how Chantelle had asked her and Freddy to ‘be good babies’ and ‘eat Mommy’s pussy’, and she knew Chantelle must be remembering the same thing as her stroking grew slower, more dreamy.

Of course Chantelle had no idea that Kaye remembered that, so she didn’t notice the taller girl’s breathing quicken, or how her cheeks flushed. Kaye tried to focus on her meal, but it was hard when all she could think about was that amazing evening with her and Freddie…

And her naughty new ‘Mommy’.

***

At last, on Saturday, Chantelle invited her and Freddie into the bedroom for an ‘extended session’.

“Just to help you both stay calm over the weekend,” she explained, but the slight redness to her cheeks made Kaye curious and excited about what she might really mean.

Kaye’s hopes were realized shortly after the hypnotic induction:

“Open your mouths, babies,” Chantelle cooed, and Kaye obediently parted her lips, feeling a little jolt between her thighs at the word ‘babies’.

A moment later, and a silicone nipple was between her lips. Kaye’s eyes flew open, and she suckled uncertainly, peering over at Freddie, who looked back at her with glassy-eyed surprise. His pacifier was pale blue, and hers… Kaye crossed her eyes… Pale yellow. She tried not to smile.

“That’s my good kiddos,” Chantelle murmured. “Now stand up for Mommy, okay?”

“Yes Mommy,” Kaye replied along with Freddie, as they both shuffled off of the sides of the bed, standing obediently still as Chantelle approached.

She undressed Freddie first, and Kaye couldn’t stop herself from peeking as she saw her best friend naked for the second time since they were both kids. His cock looked thick and heavy, and his physique, while not the most muscular, was cute, cuddly, appealing in a special way that made Kaye want to hold him and make love.

“Who’s Mommy’s good widdle nakiebutt?” Chantelle cooed, as she casually reached down and stroked Freddie’s shaft, making it throb and swell a little, lazily lolling against his thigh.

“I’m Mommy’s good widdle nakiebutt,” Freddie replied obediently, and Kaye quickly looked away as she noticed Chantelle moving away from him.

“Arms up, princess,” Chantelle ordered, and Kaye lifted them high into the sky.

She tried not to hold her breath as her body was slowly exposed, feeling Chantelle’s eyes rove up and down it without any shame. Kaye was unable to suppress her whimper as her ‘Mommy’ thrust her hand between her thighs. Chantelle’s first and second fingers delved between Kaye’s folds, while her thumb sought out her clit, rubbing clumsily as it stiffened under her attentions.

“Ohhh, is Mommy being naughty?” she teased, smirking.

“N-nawty, Mommy,” Kaye whimpered in a babyish voice, as her back arched towards the attention.

“Mmmm,” Chantelle moaned, sliding her fingers back. “That’s my good girl.”

Kaye watched, fighting to keep her face neutral, as Chantelle licked her fingers carefully, tasting her own juices off of them. She couldn’t stop her blush, however, and perhaps Chantelle noticed, because she smirked, gently nudging at Kaye’s soft inner thigh.

“Spread your legs, princess,” she commanded, and Kaye did exactly that, as Chantelle pulled the pacifier from between her lips...

“Ah-h! Mommy!” Kaye gasped, as the nipple was shoved into her dripping pussy suddenly. “Nmmf!”

“Mommy’s slutty babygirl likes this?” Chantelle cooed, as she shoved the pacifier in and out of Kaye’s excited hole, pushing it in as deep as possible and grinding it against her stiffened nub.

“Y-yuh huh,” Kaye moaned, rocking her hips slightly. “I’s Mommy’s swutty babygirl…”

The stimulation the small piece of silicone provided was minimal, but the sheer pervertedness of being a ‘babygirl’, and having her own pacifier shoved into her pussy, was driving Kaye wild. She felt like she could have come just from that. Chantelle had other plans, however.

A second later, and the pacifier was tugged from between her lower lips, popping free with a slick, wet noise. Kaye’s moaned was quickly muffled, as the silicone binky was pushed firmly into her mouth, and she suckled in surprise, tasting her own tangy juices there.

“That’s so hot,” Chantelle muttered, as if talking to herself - before she straightened up, and smiled once more. “You’re such a good baby, Kay-kay!”

Kaye blushed and smiled behind her sticky pacifier, allowing herself to be sat back down onto the bed, naked, beside Freddie. She could feel their skin sticking together slightly from how close they were, wondering if it was exciting him as much as her… But as she looked over, Freddie was purely entranced by Chantelle, and Kaye hurried to watch her Mommy, too.

“Sweeties, do you remember what Mommy made you two wear last time?”

“Diapers,” they both repeated, although Kaye was a little slower, her face reddening against her will. “Babies wear diapers.”

“That’s right,” Chantelle purred, stroking Freddie’s shoulder. Kaye felt her heart jump, jealous of Freddie and Chantelle at once.

“Now, last time Mommy made you do… mm… pee-pees in your diaper,” Chantelle began, the unrestrained lust in her voice obvious. “...Do you know what else babies do in their diapees, widdle one?”

The question was directed at Kaye, so she nodded, shyly. She really couldn’t believe what Chantelle was suggesting… but she knew she had to answer soon.

“Um,” she began, softly, from behind her pacifier. “...Poopies?”

“That’s right, my clever babies,” Chantelle replied, heading to the closet. “But sometimes little ones can have some trouble making poopies in their diaper, if they’ve been using the nasty potty for too long. So Mommy has some help for you…”

Kaye was surprised to see that Chantelle wasn’t holding an enema, or a bottle of laxatives, or even a suppository in her hand. Instead, she carried a bag of pink and white marshmallows over towards the naked pair, and they both peered curiously at the packet, neither of them comprehending the meaning of it.

“Wha’s dat for, Mommy?” Freddie said, in a cute and innocent voice that sent tickly shivers up and down Kaye’s spine… and apparently Chantelle’s too.

“Ohh… These are gonna help you both make poopies,” Chantelle said, smirking. “...I’ll show you. Freddie, get on the bed on all fours… Yes, like that… Bum in the air, kiddo.”

Freddie obediently got into position, not protesting or questioning what Chantelle wanted. Kaye gulped, having a pretty good idea at this point, and when Chantelle produced a small bottle of lube, her suspicions were confirmed.

“Kaye,” Chantelle said, drawing the taller girl’s attention once more. “Mommy needs your help. Give me your hand…”

Kaye’s hand trembled slightly as she passed it over to her ‘Mommy’, and soon felt a blue rubber glove being pulled over it. She started at it with what she hoped passed for curiosity, as a generous dollop of lube was squirted onto her fingers, Chantelle’s hand delicately spreading it around.

“Now, come here, baby,” Chantelle directed Kaye, bringing her hand to Freddie’s exposed anus. “Mommy’s going to put these marshiemallows into your baby brother’s tushy, so you need to get that slimy stuff inside his bottom, okay?”

Kaye hesitated, but nodded, slowly. Freddie continued to suckle his pacifier mindlessly, one side of his face against the comforter. He obviously trusted his Mommy completely - or had no idea what was being said.

Either way, he didn’t seem to react at all to Kaye’s ginger prodding of his tight pucker - until she suddenly pushed, her finger sliding deep inside.

“AH! MOMMY!” he grunted, sucking his pacifier hard as Kaye slipped her fingers back and forth inside his hole, coating it all with lubricant. “Owiiiiie!”

“Shhh, it’s okay, it’s okay little man,” Chantelle murmured soothingly as she stroked Freddie’s hair from one side. “You’re being such a good, brave little boy.”

Despite his whimpers and protests, Freddie didn’t try to pull away or force Kaye’s fingers out. The freshman felt guilty for how aroused this was making her, watching his clenching hole squeezing around her, feeling his muscles from the inside as she slowly worked her second finger in.

“Nggh!” Freddie groaned as Kaye’s lubricated fingers were embedded up to the last knuckle, and Chantelle looked over with a smile.

“Great job, Kaye,” she said. “Pull your fingers out, okay?”

Obediently, Kaye did just that, seeing Freddie shiver as the tension left his body. Kaye was secretly amazed at how compliant he still was, even though he obviously wasn’t enjoying this part of the experience. He had barely moved at all as she lubricated his backpassage - and even now he waited, breathing a little heavily as his Mommy opened the package of marshmallows, intending to insert them deep inside of him.

“We’ll do one at a time,” Chantelle murmured. “First Mommy…”

“Gnnh…” Freddie groaned as the fluffy white marshmallow was pressed against his lightly lubricated and stretched backside, before disappearing inside of him.

“Now you, Kaye-kay.”

Kaye clumsily grasped another marshmallow, pushing it tentatively against Freddie’s backside - and then more firmly, shoving her gloved finger in as deep as possible, pushing both marshmallows deep into his aching rear.

“Ooohh!” Freddie moaned slightly, and his cock twitched. Apparently Kaye had brushed against a sensitive part inside him - but of course, she had to withdraw her finger quickly, instead of lingering and teasing him.

“Such a good boy,” Chantelle muttered, as she prepared the next marshmallow. “Herrrre we go…”

They continued like that for several minutes, until Freddie’s tight canal was filled with no less than six marshmallows. His tight pucker strained around nothing, but Chantelle hurriedly rolled him over, pushing a diaper under his backside.

“Now, you hold that for as long as you can,” Chantelle said sternly, as she hurried to fasten the diaper around his stiffening cock. “Be a good boy for Momma.”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Freddie grunted, his hands going to his stomach. Kaye could already hear slight gurgles, and from the look of discomfort on his face, the marshmallows inside had already gotten to work.

“Now you, Kaye,” Chantelle said, and Kaye obediently got herself into the same position. Her heart raced, brain urging her to protest - but she’d come this far. And besides… she was a little curious.

She was so nervous, she didn’t hear Mommy’s orders to Freddie, but she felt the bed shift a moment later as he got behind her...

Kaye only just managed to stop herself from gripping the sheets too tightly as she felt Freddie’s warm breath against her slit, displayed for him and her Mommy. She couldn’t suppress the yelp, however, as her childhood best friend stuck out his tongue, and carefully licked upwards from her hidden nub, to her dripping hole.

“Good boy, more, more,” Chantelle urged, and Freddie grunted slightly himself as his stomach gurgled more insistently, but obediently licked at Kaye’s wet slit, slathering it in his own saliva again and again.

“Ohhh!” Kaye moaned around her pacifier, nearly letting it fall from her mouth as she arched her back, hoping for more attention. “Feelsh gud, Mommy.”

“I know it does, babygirl,” Chantelle replied, lust and self-satisfaction in her voice.

“Ngghh… Mommy…” Freddie groaned as his stomach rumbled, sweating slightly from the effort of holding back. “Feelsh funny…”

“Keep licking Kaye’s pretty kitty,” Chantelle commanded gently, guiding his head back towards it. “That’s my good boy.”

Freddie kept going, but Kaye could tell he was struggling. This was never how she’d imagined he would give her oral sex for the first time - thickly diapered and being ordered around by their bossy roommate. But it was arousing Kaye wildly, and she shoved back happily against his mouth.

Chantelle directed him, and suddenly Freddie’s licking was all about Kaye’s clit. Kaye squealed in pleasure as he hit it again and again, working her up towards a peak. She squirmed delightly on the end of his tongue, panting heavily, her pacifier falling from her lips as she felt her orgasm surging closer and closer…

“Now her tushy!” Chantelle commanded, and Freddie’s tongue instantly went to Kaye’s tight pucker.

“Bwah!?” Kaye yelled unintelligibly, as Freddie’s tongue ran over and over her smallest hole.

His thin saliva left a shiny coat across it, and after several eager laps, Kaye felt his tongue teasing at entering her. She moaned from the sheer filthiness of it, her face bright red as she felt Freddie’s hands on her asscheeks, spreading them wide as he licked and slobbered over her tight backpassage.

“Nghh! Mommy!” Freddie suddenly groaned. “It’s, it’s coming, Mommy!”

“K-keep licking!” Chantelle ordered, and from her frantic breathing, Kaye could tell the older girl was touching herself. “Good boy! K-keep… nghh! Yes! Load your diapers!!!”

Freddie moaned defeatedly as he noisily messed himself. Kaye heard the sound before she smelt it, as his padding was filled with loud ‘blort’s and muffled farts, but still he kept tonguing her anus. She could feel the tears on his cheeks against her skin, and almost felt guilty - but his loving licks that now traced all the way from her slick slit to her crinkled hole above made her moan in her own desperation.

As the scent finally reached her, Kaye wrinkled her nose. It was strangely sweet - probably from the marshmallows - but severely muffled by the diaper, which she was grateful for. As Freddie was pulled away, Chantelle cooed over him, soothing him gently as Kaye’s backside trembled, still stuck up in the air.

“Such a good, stinky baby,” Chantelle praised Freddie, openly playing with herself as her free hand stroked his cheek. “Doesn’t it feel good to have a nice, warm load in your pants?”

“Yes, Mommy,’ Freddie replied, wrinkling his own nose at the feeling of the watery mess smushing against his backside as he was sat on the bed. “I’sa good baby…”

“Now it’s your turn, Kay-kay,” Chantelle said, moving back towards the curvy girl. “Here we go…”

“OOf!”

Kaye gasped as she felt a lubricated finger probing her own backside. She tried not to say anything that would give her away as her teeth grit hard around the pacifier, wincing at the uncomfortable sensation of her backside being invaded.

Truly, this was a kinkier scenario than Kaye had ever imagined in her wildest dreams. Buck naked and kneeling on her roommate’s bed, while her best friend was sucking hard on a pacifier, the scent of his messy diaper filling her nostrils… and all the while her ass was being fingered gently by a woman who made them call her ‘Mommy’. It made Kaye’s toes curl from the sheer perversion of it all…

Slowly, the discomfort in her backside faded, and Chantelle added a second finger, stretching the taller girl open a little more. Kaye moaned softly, the strange mix of discomfort and pleasure jolting up and down her spine. She found herself panting slightly around the pacifier, pushing her rump back against Chantelle’s intruding fingers sluttily.

“Good girl, good widdle girl,” Chantelle encouraged, as she finally removed her fingers. “Here come da marshmalloooows…”

“Nggh… feelsh funny, Mommy,” Kaye grunted, in almost the exact same way Freddie had. “...ticklesh.”

Chantelle just chuckled as she pushed the marshmallow in deep, following it with another straight afterwards. The powdered sugar on the sweets made Kaye’s backside feel as strange as the continued intrusions made it feel full. It almost burned around the part just inside of her entrance, but she could hardly focus on it for more than a second before another marshmallow disappeared inside her.

“Ohh, so many marshies in such a widdle tush,” Chantelle muttered, and Kaye nodded in agreement, squeezing her eyes shut as she felt a fifth - or was it sixth? - marshmallow being inserted into her backside.

“All done, kiddo,” Chantelle said cheerily, but the edge of lust in her voice was undeniable. It would have made Kaye’s knees wobble - if she hadn’t been rolled onto her back immediately after.

The diapering was quick this time, but again Kaye found herself enjoying the pillow-y feeling of the diaper between her thighs, shamefully stroking her mound through the padding. After a moment, she winced, tugging her hand away from her crinkly crotch, as she felt and heard her stomach gurgle.

“M-mommy…” she whimpered uncertainly. “...G-gotta make poopies.”

She expected Chantelle to order her to hold it in, like she had with Freddie. Instead, she helped Kaye to the end of the bed, encouraging her into a crouch.

“Like this, sweetie, squat down…”

Kaye blushed as she was forced into the toddler-like pose, her legs bowed and her padded bottom sticking out. Her tummy grumbled noisily, and she gasped and whimpered, shifting her legs uncomfortably. Her fingers gripped the comforter tightly as she quivered all over, looking over at her Mommy and waiting for some kind of command…

“It’s okay, princess,” Chantelle cooed, rubbing the smooth crinkly plastic of the taller girl’s diaper. “Just empty your tushy right into your pampers. Make a big stinky for Mommy…”

Kaye groaned, trembling. Oh god, was she really going to do this? Was she actually going to poop her diaper?

A sudden surge of intense pressure, her bowels clenching and pushing, and the decision was made for her. Kaye felt tears squeezing out of the corners of her eyes, as her body forced the intruding marshmallows out of her backside, along with a growing of her own waste.

Kaye moaned softly as lewd, filthy noises escaped from her body, loading her pampers thoroughly. She could feel them starting to sag from the weight, her whole rump stained brown as the liquid mess seeped into the SAP. Kaye whimpered softly as she felt Chantelle pressing the soiled diaper up against her backside, her lip curling at the pungent odour as she finally finished messing herself.

Her body trembled furiously from the exertion of pooping herself so violently, and Kaye was almost relieved as Chantelle helped her onto the bed, feeling the wet, thick mess spreading quickly across her backside. Chantelle’s cheeks were bright red, and she couldn’t seem to keep her hand from slipping underneath her skirt, even as she praised Kaye for using her diapers so thoroughly.

“What a big poopy!” Chantelle praised, grinning. “Do my widdle ones want a special treat?”

“What kinda tweat, Mommy?” Freddie asked cutely, rocking his bottom on the bed, apparently enjoying the feeling of the diaper mushing against his backside.

“The kind that will make both my -mmm- little ones feel so so nice…”

Kaye’s cheeks felt like they would set alight at any moment, from her friend’s lewd behavior, her own messy diaper… and how she was still, somehow, a little turned on. When Chantelle pressed the thick head of the wand vibrator against her padding, Kaye’s eyes flew wide, and she trembled, eagerly anticipating the feelings against her crotch.

Freddie’s limp body was moved on top of Kaye, their thick diapers pushing together, the wand trapped between them. Kaye was intoxicated at the feeling of his hot, slightly-clammy body against hers, hearing the crinkling as he shifted, the playful giggles as Chantelle carefully positioned them against one another.

And then the vibrator was switched on, and Kaye gasped as her world exploded into radiant whiteness, legs going rigid and eyes rolling back into her head. The pleasure she suddenly felt was like nothing else, and she and Freddie both whimpered and moaned eagerly. The pair frantically humped and ground their diapered crotches against themselves, against the toy, against nothing, in the search for deep, intense pleasure.

Chantelle watched, panting herself as she touched herself desperately, driven mad with lust at the sight of what was clearly a long-time fantasy of hers.

“G-good babies, ngggh, good babies, hum-hump in your messy diapers, ohhh!” she babbled, and Freddie and Kaye mindlessly obeyed.

It felt so good. Kaye was sure nothing had ever felt this wonderful, and as she moaned and ground her diapered crotch needily towards her climax, she was overwhelmed by the fact she was doing this with Freddie. The man she’d wanted for so long, and they were here, together, both diapered, crotches only kept apart by their diapers as they both thrust and humped constantly.

“Ohh! Mommy! Feelsh gud!” Freddie groaned, his rock hard cock rubbing against the thick head of the vibrator through his padding, leaking constantly as he humped needily, frantically.

Kaye nodded wordlessly, so hot, so excited, feeling her climax surging towards her. She felt so naughty, so dirty, so slutty, consumed by the sensations of the buzzing padding being pressed hard between her folds. She whimpered, gripping Freddie tightly, knowing they were both racing towards the same finish, she was going to cum, Freddie was going to cum, oh god, she and Freddie were going to-

“C-cummin’!” she squealed, as she trembled, shook, went rigid underneath Freddie as she lost her mind with pleasure.

She felt him grunt and suddenly tense up, and knew he was experiencing his own climax, pushing her deeper into hers. Kaye moaned with lust-filled delight as her orgasm rolled over her, making her purr like a sex kitten as she rocked her hips, twitching, throbbing, her clit tingling as her pussy squeezed and squeezed towards the vibrator.

Freddie grunted again as he shot his load into the diaper, again, and again, and Kaye shivered with pleasure when she heard Chantelle’s own snarl of delight join their noises. The orgasms seemed like they fed into one another, going on and on forever…

Until finally, the pair of diapered adult babies were spent, sagging against one another as their orgasms finished. The room was full of the sound of heavy breathing, as they collapsed in a warm heap, Chantelle pushing herself between the two of them, into a dreamy post-coital cuddle.

Kaye let her eyes slowly close, nuzzling against her Mommy…

...And secretly found herself dreaming of the next time she got to be Chantelle’s diapered babygirl.

End.

-------------------------------------------

Unfinished Serials and One Shot Stories

His Girlfriend’s Adult Baby Boy 


Todd twitched the end of the blind, tugging it slightly to the side to make sure the whole window was covered. He wasn't even sure if anybody could see inside the 3rd floor apartment he shared with his girlfriend, Rachel, but he always got a little paranoid on days like this. 

Rachel and Todd had been together for nearly three years now, and in all that time, Todd had never told her about his diaper fetish. It was difficult keeping his ABDL interest hidden all the time, but Todd knew his prissy, fussy girlfriend could never accept that her manly boyfriend liked diapers and acting like a baby. 

Todd anticipated every time he would be alone in the apartment eagerly, knowing he'd get to dress up and be the helpless baby boy he wanted to be for an hour or so. As much as he loved his girlfriend, there was still nothing that made him as excited as wearing and using his diapers. 


He kept them well-hidden, behind a box of junk they never used, a blanket draped over the top. Even though he'd done this a hundred times before, Todd's heart still thumped with happy excitement as he pulled the blanket back, shifting the box a few inches with a grunt of effort. 

His stash was meager, but Todd grinned all the same as he grabbed his pacifier and baby bottle from on top of the half-empty pack of diapers. Todd's hand reached out again a moment later, and grabbed the most important element - the diaper itself. 

"That's right... Babies need diapers," he muttered to himself, letting himself enjoy the pleasant feeling of mild embarrassment that set his cheeks aglow. 

As Todd lay down on the floor in just his shirt and socks (after one last check that the blinds were closed), he briefly felt the longing inside for an ABDL partner. A Mommy who'd keep him in pampers and spank him for talking back... Todd shivered, his cock already hard just thinking about it. 

But that wasn't going to happen. Todd was happy to keep this part of himself a secret as long as it meant he kept Rachel... It was best just to enjoy the little time he got to himself. 

Focusing on his task, Todd breathed quickly through his nose as his fingers gripped the wings of the diaper, tugging it upwards towards his waist. As his bottom descended into the cotton-y comfort of the thick diaper, he moaned, wriggling gently against it. 

A moment later, and he had grasped the front of the diaper, pulling both sides down and apart, making sure everything was in the right place. The slow, careful ritual of diapering himself felt almost religious, a crinkly prayer he'd said 500 times or more. 

"Ah," Todd exhaled softly as he peeled open a diaper tape, holding the front of the diaper in place to carefully position it. "...There." 

Todd moved to the other side, opening another bottom tape, and again placing it carefully on the plastic shell of the diaper. 

It stuck firm, and Todd smiled softly to himself as he moved to the upper tapes. 


There was a moment of happy tension, always, as he did up the last tapes. The moment when Todd went from 'about to be in diapers' to in diapers. As Todd was finally snugly embraced by the padding surrounding him, enveloping his hips and cradling his throbbing length, he sighed, closing his eyes and laying back against the floor as if a great weight had been lifted from him. 

Dreamily, one hand slid down to the front of his diapered crotch, fingers sliding up and down the slightly rough plastic. Something Todd loved about the diapers was how solid they were - touching, stroking them... they shifted under his fingertips, moving along with his playful motions, a wonderful sensory treat. 

Todd could have stayed like that all day, laying on the floor and rubbing his crinkly diaper, listening to the sound, feeling it on his cock through the padding. But he only had a limited amount of time... 

With a reluctant sigh, the adult baby boy slowly stood up, smiling shyly at the sound of his rustling padding, and the thickness between his thighs. He grabbed his bottle too, carrying it into the kitchen. 

In no time at all, he had a warm bottle of sweetened, vanilla flavored milk, and Todd took his seat back on the couch, laying back on it as he took the nipple of the bottle into his mouth. 

"Mmmm," he moaned to himself, the sweet liquid filling his mouth as his eyes closed. "God I've missed this..." 

Alone in the house, Todd felt warm all over, totally little and free of responsibilities. As he lay back, he imagined his dream Mommy holding the bottle, smirking at him as he drank. 

"What a pathetic little baby," she said, with a cruel chuckle. "Everybody else thinks you're a big strong man... I know better, don't I?" 

Todd let his free hand wander down to his thickly padded crotch, his erection still throbbing against the soft inner lining. He clumsily groped the shape of his own hardness through the diaper, stroking gently up and down, imagining a beautiful woman doing it... 

What would Rachel think if she walked in and found him like this... Todd's dick twitched in response to the thought, picturing her instead, shocked, amused, mocking him. 

"What's wrong with you?" she said,  her hand wrapped around his shaft, hissing in his ear. "I can't believe you're still doing this, grinding your pathetic little dick against your pampers rather than fucking a woman." 


"Nmmgh...." Todd moaned, biting his lip as he squeezed his erection harder. "Y, yes Mommy, I'm a pathetic baby boy... Completely helpless..." 

In his mind, Rachel bit her own lip, focusing in concentration as she worked his pathetic baby dick up and down. His length twitched, hips bucking and rolling as he stimulated himself through the diaper, breathing out heavily through his nose. 

Todd put the bottle to one side, grasping his pacifier by the handle. With excessive force he pushed it into his mouth, picturing Rachel shoving it between his lips to shut him up. 

The diaper rustled loudly as his girlfriend kept laughing, teasing him, reminding him what a naughty, dirty baby boy he was. How she couldn't see a man when she looked at him, only a brainless infant. A pervert who fantasized about being treated like an infant, cock hard at the sight of pampers and baby wipes. 

"Naughty boy," fantasy-Rachel said with more urgency as she frantically stroked his cock through the diaper. "Are you going to cum, you filthy, shameless adult toddler, right into your wet diapers while your Mommy's-" 

"Mmmf! Fu-fuck! Oh!" 

Todd bit down hard on his pacifier as he spurted hot cum into the padding of his diaper, grunting and groaning as he imagined Rachel ridiculing him for cumming so early. He panted, hips jerking at every squirt, dreaming of being that helpless adult baby boy, humping needily against his diapers all day and night. 

As his orgasm ebbed away, Todd moaned, panting as he lay there, his own stickiness pressed against his receding hardness. With a shudder, Todd heaved himself upwards, hearing the diaper rustle between his legs. 

He'd thought about the 'discovered by my girlfriend' fantasy several times, but as his relationship went on, he found himself turning to it more and more. Todd turned his fear at Rachel finding out and what she could say into arousal, and as he had to hide it more and more it became more interesting... 

Sighing, Todd grabbed the bottle again, closing his eyes as he took another sip. He didn't have long to do this... but this evening he could browse any ABDL stories he liked, Rachel would never notice... 


Even if those stories were about busty girlfriends laughing at their limp-dicked baby boyfriends when they discovered his diaper fetish. 

*** 

Todd's downfall came on Friday. 

"Todd?" 

"Hm?" 

Todd looked up from his phone as his girlfriend called his name. As his eyes focused on her and what she was holding, the color slowly drained from his face. 

Rachel's mouth was turned down in a frown of something approaching disgust, one hand holding the bag of trash from their bathroom... 

And at the very bottom, bundled up and very wet, was a thick adult diaper. The same one Todd had been wearing in secret just a few days ago. 

He gulped. 

"Todd, what is this?" Rachel asked, frowning like there was a sour taste in her mouth. "Why is there a diaper in the trash?" 

Todd's pulse pounded in his wrists, hands cold and clammy. There was nothing he could say. His brain just wouldn't work, leaving him staring dumbly at the offending undergarment. 

"Todd?" Rachel repeated. "Why do you have this?" 

"I, um, I," Todd swallowed hard. "...I wet the bed sometimes?" 


"Really? I've never seen you wear diapers to bed, and we sleep together every night," Rachel said, lowering her eyebrows. "Try again." 

"It's... it's really funny," Todd tried again as instructed, laughing awkwardly. "Um... It was a dare, from a friend-" 

Rachel rolled her eyes, and Todd stopped. This was it. Rachel was going to break up with him over this. As horny as it made him to think about her seeing him as a disgusting diaper humping loser, he didn't think there was any reality where she'd want to stay with him in a relationship after this. 

"Just shut up," Rachel said. "I already know what it's for. I know how to use the internet too, you know." 

"Y-you... you do?" 

"...This is an adult baby diaper," Rachel continued, with a small smirk on her face. "I think you wore this because you like to pretend you're a little baby, don't you?" 

Another gulp. 

"Don't you?" 

Todd's lip wobbled pathetically at exactly the worst time, and Rachel laughed cruelly, dropping the garbage bag to the floor. The cat was out of the bag. 

"Oh my God, Todd! You're 32 years old and still wearing diapers, wetting them like a toddler, trying to hide them from Mommy," Rachel said, her voice shining with amusement. "Do you have any idea what a loser you really are?" 

When Todd didn't respond, Rachel kept going, advancing on him. 

"And the funniest part is that you thought you could hide this from me," Rachel said, chuckling in disbelief. "Do you even know how to delete your browser history?" 

"I'm, I'm sorry," Todd mumbled, cringing back as Rachel reached out for him. "I didn't think - mmf!" 

Rachel's hand was now around his jaw, gently squeezing his cheeks so his lips were pushed out childishly. She giggled cruelly. 

"You didn't think, did you?" She said. "You're a stupid little baby. Say it." 

"I'm, I'm a stupid little baby," Todd replied, red hot humiliation burning on his face - but his flaccid length throbbed a little, stirring slightly, as his fantasies became real in front of him. "...How long have you known?" 

"Forever," Rachel replied, narrowing her eyes. "You aren't as stealthy as you think. I thought maybe you'd grow out of it..." 

She squeezed Todd's cheeks and then released him, shaking her head with a disdainful smirk. 

"Obviously not," she went on. "All you are is a pathetic little diaper humper, aren't you?" 

"Y-yes," Todd replied, motivated by the blood rushing to his crotch as he spoke. "I'm just... worthless... I'm so sorry." 

"That's what I thought," Rachel said, sitting up with a smug grin. "...So now, because you've been such a bad little boy... Hiding this from me... thinking you're smarter than I am... I think it's time I taught you a lesson..." 

Todd whimpered as she stood back up, reaching for her purse. God, this was it. she was going to leave him. Todd blinked rapidly, trying to get the tears out of his eyes. At least he could face this like a man. 

Rachel's hand didn't grasp the handle of her purse. Instead it travelled further down, into the purse itself, opening it... and pulling out a wooden ruler. Todd squinted in confusion - what the hell was that for? 

"Like I say, it's time I taught you a lesson," Rachel said with a big grin on her face. "And bad little babies need spankings, don't they?" 

Todd's eyes grew even wider as she stood back up, struck by mental whiplash pulling him this way and that. WHAT was going on? His mind swam with confusion as she tapped the wooden stick against her open palm. 

"Wait... You're not leaving me?" he said, heart in his mouth. "I don't... I don't understand." 

Rachel laughed melodiously as she sat back down on the couch. 


"Oh honey," she said, with a grin. "I was just having a little fun with you... I've known about your little hobby for a long time. I wasn't sure when to say something, but last night I looked at the computer... Seems like you were really enjoying the idea of your girlfriend catching you." 

Todd smiled bashfully, his pulse still racing. She knew all about his kinky fantasies... and she didn't mind. In fact she was going to... play along with it? 

"I can't believe this is really happening," Todd muttered. "I really don't know what to say..." 

"Say 'yes', Todd," Rachel said, smirking. "Say you want to be my little diapered baby boy... just for today." 

"...Y...Yes," Todd finally said, hesitantly. "I want that. Please, Mommy, I... I want to be your widdle diapered baby boy." 

He had whiplash from how fast things were moving, but the words spilled out of his mouth with ease, completely honest. Todd's heart thudded, unable to believe Rachel was really doing this - but as she guided him over her lap, Todd gripped the couch and realized it was true. 

"Oh my gosh, you're so adorably pathetic," Rachel squeed, and Todd blushed. "Of course I should have guessed from the beginning you're not really a man, you're just a little baby..." 

Rachel lightly tapped Todd's backside with the ruler, almost experimentally as she tugged down the back of his pants. As much as he'd fantasized about getting a real spanking, he was terrified of how much it would hurt. Whimpering and squirming on his Mommy's lap, Todd bit his lip as he felt the second layer of his underwear being pulled down slowly. 

'The safeword is octagon," Rachel murmured into Todd's ear, waiting for his nod - before she brought the ruler down hard across his backside. 

As he predicted, the flat piece of wood stang like hell as it slapped against his backside. Todd cried out, tears already stinging his eyes as the line of the ruler burned brightly on his bottom. 

"What a naughty, dirty boy!" Rachel-now his Mommy- hissed, before she whacked him again with the ruler. "Naughty diaper boys get spankings!" 


"Ah! I'm sowwee Mommy!" Todd babbled as he sobbed helplessly, hands curling into fists in protest. "I'm soweee!" 

"Nasty little pervert, touching himself to thinking about Mommy touching his little baby cock!" 

"AH! AH! AH!" Todd yelped over and over as the smacks came harder, down on his backside repeatedly. 

The seat of his bottom felt bright pink and hot, and he whimpered, sniffling indignantly as he was spanked like the shamed little boy he was. Mommy's swats came together quicker and quicker, her breathing heavy from the exertion of spanking her own adult baby boy. 

The pain had started off as a sudden, sharp sting that drew tears from Todd's eyes, but as the spanking went on it changed. Now it was more of a fresh ache, a bruise slowly forming under Todd's skin - a reminder for the next week to behave himself, or else. 

Even as he was whimpering and crying through his painful spanking, Todd could feel his erection stirring against Mommy's legs. He yelped at a particularly forceful swat, and then bit his lip, whimpering humiliated beyond belief - and only more turned on because of it. 

It felt like Mommy had been spanking him forever when she finally stopped. The thin wooden ruler bounced off of Todd's backside one last time before she pulled it away with a sigh. Todd sniffled, tensing up as he felt Rachel's hand sliding beneath him, towards his tented big boy pants. 

"Oh my," Rachel said, tutting as she groped and squeezed the stiff piece of meat through Todd's underwear. "Baby boy got very excited during his punishment, didn't he?" 

Todd had to moan and nod, rolling his hips towards the wonderful feeling as Rachel's fingers wrapped around his cocktip, teasing it. Through the fabric of his underwear, her thumb pressed down in a circle on his sensitive head, making the adult little boy whimper and shove his hips forwards... until Rachel unceremoniously pulled her hand away. 

"I think you need to be humiliated a little more, don't you?" Rachel teased, as she cupped and groped his sore red backside. "Answer me, baby boy." 

"Y-ye-yes," Todd whimpered, blinking back the tears of pain from his still sore bottom. "Pwease Mommy... Show me my place as nothing more than a... a naughty widdle diaper humper..." 

"Hmm... a diaper humper..." Rachel said, with an evil grin. "Get down on the floor, little boy. Mommy's going to get you some things..." 

Obediently, Todd lay on his back on the carpeted floor, his rump still throbbing with pain from the spanking. His cock was at full mast now, and as he looked down between his legs, Todd's eyes were wide in awe. 

He'd never been this aroused before, and he couldn't wait to see what Rachel did next... So far this fantasy was a dream come true, and Todd kept almost wanting to safeword to find out if this was really, actually happening... 

But of course, he wouldn't. He liked experiencing it more than knowing if it was 'real' or not. 

Finally, Mommy returned, carrying a box of some kind that Todd couldn't see inside. In her other hand she had two diapers, and Todd's pacifier, and she smirked as she set them down beside him. 

"Ass in the air, baby boy," she commanded, and Todd instantly obeyed. 

He'd wondered if Rachel intended to put him in double diapers for extra thickness, but as he lowered his rear back down, he could tell there was only one diaper under there. Feeling small and submissive, Todd trembled as he took the offered pacifier and put it into his mouth, sucking nervously. 

He watched the crinkly front panel of the diaper being brought up between his legs the same way he'd imagined it a million times before, only now it was real. Todd swore his heart stopped as he watched his Mommy carefully tug the diaper into place... then position the tapes one by one to do it up. 

With a little whimper of satisfaction, Todd could soon feel that his entire groin was encased in the secured diaper. It felt good, hugging his lower body, cotton-y lining pressed against his erect staff. Todd's hand ran slowly down towards his crotch, and he shamelessly rubbed his palm against his cock through the plastic of the diaper, heart jumping every time it crinkled. 

"Dirty little boy," Rachel said with a fond-sounding chuckle. "...Come on, now you have to put Mommy in her diaper..." 

Todd blinked in surprise, sitting up uncertainly. Despite everything, he felt himself turning red as the diaper rustled between his thighs, the crinkly plastic making his erection throb and twitch. 

"That's a good little boy," Rachel cooed, as he slipped the diaper under her backside. "...Why don't you give Mommy a kiss, before you tape her up?" 

Obediently, Todd slowly lowered his puckered lips towards Rachel's slit. She could feel him quivering as he spread her folds with two fingers, leaning right in. She felt his breath against her slickness, and then moaned gently as Todd placed a very innocent-seeming chaste little kiss.... 

Right on the end of Rachel's stiff, throbbing clit. 

"Ohhh, good boy," Rachel muttered. "Well, get Mommy in her didee, so you can match..." 

Still slightly confused, Todd obeyed, trying to get 'Mommy's' diaper as tight and snug as his own. He breathed out hard behind the pacifier, wiping away a little trail of unfocused drool, as he carefully pulled Mommy's diaper up between her legs. 

The tapes went down in the same order as Rachel's had, but for some reason, Todd's were uneven. He frowned behind his binky, and Mommy shuffled upwards, chuckling behind her hand as she looked down at the messy tape job. 

"Oh, sweetie, I guess that's why babies don't put on their own diapers, hm?" Rachel said, condescendingly. "Which is exactly why you were a naughty boy for not telling Mommy about this!" 

"I'm sorry, Mommy," Todd replied, blushing. 

"You may be sorry," Mommy said, as she gently rolled Todd back onto his bed. "But you still deserve to be humiliated a little for being such a bad baby..." 

Todd wasn't sure what Mommy meant as she straddled his upper legs. She shuffled forward, her crinkly padded crotch brushing against Todd's, and for a moment he stiffened, wondering if she was going to press downwards and grind against him through his diapers, until they both moaned and climaxed together. 

But Rachel kept shuffling forward, higher, until she gently lowered her weight just above Todd's diaper. She slid backwards, using the padding of his crotch as a cushion, knowing full-well Todd was achingly hard under there. 

"Ohh yes, I think this is the perfect angle," she muttered, grinning as she ground her rump back and forth teasingly against Todd through the diaper. "...Here's what happens to naughty little boys who don't tell Mommy they don't want to use the potty anymore." 

Todd wasn't sure what she meant, but Rachel bit her lip and bore down, a slight flush across her cheeks. Todd wrinkled his brow - and then his eyes flew open wide, gasping behind the binky as he felt it. 

Mommy was wetting her diaper on him, on top of him. He could feel the warmth growing and spreading against his skin, only a thin layer of plastic separating his girlfriend's urine from his bare flesh. His cock throbbed needily as he whimpered, brain and genitals fighting. Having Mommy pee on him, even through a didee, was so hot - and so gross and humiliating. 

"Ohhh, Mommy," he eventually whined, feeling the soggy wetness against him growing heavier and heavier, groaning as Rachel rolled her hips to grind the squishiness against him. 

"Nmmf... Now my baby boy IS Mommy's potty, isn't he?" Mommy said with sudden fondness. "What a dirty, dirty boy!" 

Rachel bounced gently up and down on Todd's tummy and crotch, forcing thin rivers of urine out of the swollen diaper. He gasped, gripping the carpet as he rocked his hips upward towards her, desperate for her bottom to slide back just a couple of inches so he could hump it through his padding. 

Instead, Rachel chuckled and unstraddled him, her own cheeks flush with excitement. She grabbed the box, and slid out what was now obviously a strap on dildo. 

"If you're a good boy, and help Mommy to cum," Mommy said. "Maybe she'll give you a reward, too." 

There was some kind of cruel twist to that, Todd could tell. But he still found himself nodding eagerly, desperate to fuck his girlfriend... even if it had to be through a diaper... 

No, who was he kidding? He LOVED that it was through a diaper. As Rachel secured the harness, the big rubber cock's base held firmly against Todd's own crotch, he felt his heart flutter, full of perverse love for the woman who'd turned him into a diaper humping baby boy. 

Everything about this scenario seemed engineered to humiliate him perfectly. Even the plastic phallus itself was an inch or so longer and quite a bit thicker than Todd's own, and the difference made him cringe in humiliation at the same time as his real cock throbbed. 

Mommy winked at Todd as she knelt above him, reaching down between her legs. Carefully, one of her nails began to tear a hole in the crotch of the diaper, letting soggy SAP and fluff tumble out onto Todd's tummy. 

Soon though, Rachel had a big enough hole, and Todd looked up with interest as she positioned it over the faux-phallus strapped to him. Rachel bit her lip, uncertainly, as if worried it would be too big... But then slowly lowered herself downwards. 

She hadn't lined it up exactly, and as erect piece of silicone pushed against her sodden diaper, Rachel moaned softly and slid forward until the tip of it caught. Then she pushed downwards, Todd's eyes boggling as he watched the end of the fake penis disappear through the diaper, and deep inside of his Mommy. 

Rachel groaned happily, forcing herself down eagerly, trembling as she was completely filled. Todd's erection twinged in his diaper, as he tried to remember the last time she'd made that sound for him. He felt truly pathetic, and there was nothing that seemed to arouse him more - but seeing his 'Mommy' in diapers was apparently up there too. 

Although they'd barely begun, Todd was already whimpering at how cruel this was. He could see a cock, protruding from his own crotch slipping in and out Mommy's pussy... but could feel hardly anything through the thick diaper. 

As Mommy gasped and bounced on the big dick sliding easily in and out of her slick pussy, Todd whimpered in frustration behind the pacifier. He could feel the occasional jolt of pleasure as the base nudged against his erection through the diaper, but other than that, Todd could only watch as his Mommy rode him like her sex toy. 

"Oooo, n-naughty little boys don't get to fuck Mommy," Rachel teased with a smirk. "Mmmm... besides, Mommy's toy is s-so much bigger than you, baby...." 

Todd groaned, rolling his hips up miserably, body on edge, brain racing with the urgent need to be fucking something, anything... and his cock barely able to even grind against the diaper as Rachel rode the fake one strapped to him. 

Seeing Mommy's pelvis mashing against his, her thick diaper soaked with urine, Todd bit the pacifier hard as he watched her hand slide down between her thighs. As she rocked and rode her dildo, leaving Todd's cock untouched and trapped in her diaper, she moaned, stroking her clit needily. 

"Oh yes, baby boy, nnghh, my tiny cocked little diaper wearer," she panted filthily, as she jerked up and down on Todd's lap, knowing the pressure would transfer to his hard cock through the padding... but not enough. "Ooo, Mommy's going to cum riding you, Mommy's going to cum so hard and you won't even feel it." 

As Todd panted, every extra bounce sent a throb of stimulation to his cock, back arched, eager for more and more of this, wanting Mommy to rip away the diapers and fuck him hard... He watched her hand working wildly between her folds, rubbing her clit with almost obsessive impatience, eyes tightly closed as she pushed this feeling to the limit and then... 

"Oh! YES! Mmmf!" 

Rachel bucked and ground herself against Todd as she came, moaning and rolling her hips through her orgasm. Todd whimpered, watching her gasp and jerk repeatedly as if struck by lightning, clearly riding out a bliss too amazing to endure. 

Slowly, her pleasure ebbed away, and Rachel was left panting, moaning, as she slowly dragged the wobbling purple cock from her well-stretched, still spasming entrance. 

With the clumsiness of being post-coital, Rachel reached down and ripped off both sets of diaper tapes. Todd's pacifier fell out of his mouth in shock as she brought the diaper up towards his face, forcing him into one of his most humiliating fantasies. 

Todd tried to pull away, but Rachel had him pinned, pressing the sodden diaper lining against his face. He sobbed worthlessly as he felt his girlfriend's piss against his skin, nose filling with the musky scent of female urine. He was so humiliated, cock so achingly hard, that he almost didn't notice as Rachel tugged the diaper and harness down, revealing his own erection to the cooler air. 

"Good baby boy, just lie back," Mommy muttered. "If you love wet diapers soo much, that's what you can look at while Mommy helps you make cummies...." 


Todd moaned in lust as he felt her hand wrapped around his his length. His deep, frantic breaths sucked in the smell and taste of Mommy's pee, which was all around him, sodden and wet as the diaper pressed against his face. 

Mommy stroked up and down as Todd squirmed and curled his toes, back arched needily towards the attention. He wanted more, right now, and as he panted and grunted, wet diaper right in his face, Todd could tell he wouldn't last long. 

"Are you going to make stickies for Mommy?" Rachel cooed, and Todd moaned his assent, although something in her tone made him worried. "Come on then, make a little baby load, make your belly sticky..." 

Todd could tell he was about to do just that, so close to the edge now... as Rachel fripped his cock tighter and tigher, Todd moaned, panting, so close, so close.... 

"Ahh!" 

Just before he came, Todd throbbed in Rachel's hand. She chuckled, feeling it, and then pulled her hand away, leaving Todd's cock spurting uselessly into the air. 

He moaned in disappointment as his orgasm was ruined, his prick throbbing again and again as spunk emptied his balls, painting his tummy with his cream. With a whimper, Todd bucked his hips upwards in a last ditch attempt to get any pleasure from his cummies, but his climax was already coming to an end, his cock bouncing slightly as the last few drops of cream trickled out. 

"Aw, poor baby," Rachel said, with a giggle. "Did Mommy spoil your cummies?" 

Todd nodded, sadly, face bright red and a little damp from pee as Rachel pulled away the diaper. 

"Well, that's too bad," Mommy told him. "Because Mommy is in charge of whether or not her little baby gets to make cummies at all." 

She gently flicked Todd's nose, both of them breathing heavily and smiling - Mommy's wide and happy, Todd's nervous and a little disappointed. 

Rachel leaned in to kiss Todd's cheek, and then thought better of it, noticing the pee shining on his face. That mild repulsion made Todd blush harder than even, and Rachel chuckled a moment later. 


"So, baby," she said, her voice still husky and low. "Was that like your fantasies?" 

Todd bit his lip. Part of him had hated it in real life. Wanted to feel his cum spurting into Rachel, to watch her moan as he fucked her, to have her see him as a 'real man'. 

...And another part found the humiliating fantasies he'd indulged in in his mind a million times a million times BETTER in real life. Heart pounding, Todd nodded, slowly. 

"...Better," he finally said, and from Rachel's grin, he could tell she'd be playing with him like this again soon. 

He wasn't sure if he was more excited... or nervous. 

End. 

Hypnotised into Humping in Diapers

For as long as she could remember, Hope Sanders had had a humiliating secret interest in diapers. She didn’t know when it had started, but it had been a source of shame for her throughout her life, especially when her parents found her browsing history and told her exactly how disgusting they thought her fetish was.

Hope had never worn real diapers, just the granny panty pull-ups you could find in any store. When her fetish inevitably peaked again, she desperately wanted to buy real, thick, crinkly padding… But she knew she’d just end up throwing them out in a desperate binge a week or two later.

Since her boyfriend, Lucas, moved in, Hope had thrown out her meagre stash once more, and hadn’t let herself buy anything new. Hope tried to suppress all of her ABDL desires, but she still found herself fantasizing about them; shamefully masturbating as quietly as possible while Luca snored beside her, visiting ABDL websites and chatrooms and frantically deleting the evidence after she was done.

Today was her 5th visit in two weeks to a website called ‘Diaper Dependents’, where Hope occasionally posted and chatted under a pseudonym - ‘DaisyOrigami02’. Lucas wasn’t going to be home until much later, so hope felt free to browse.

“Let’s see what’s in ‘New Stories’,” Hope mumbled to herself, yawning behind her hand. It had been another night of trying to muffle her moans and grunts through a bitten lip as she scrolled through diaper porn on her phone.

Hope hated concealing this from her boyfriend, but there wasn’t really any other way to handle it… He’d be disgusted if he found out, and Hope was too ashamed to argue about it if he was.

“Ooo,” Hope said, pleasantly surprised. “DiaperedDalliance posted something new… Their stuff is always good.”

It turned out the story was about a girl who found a magic teddybear that slowly turned her into a baby, mentally, making her love using and wetting her diapers, eventually needing to be pushed around in a stroller because she could only crawl. Hope found the fantasy incredibly arousing, and it didn’t take long until her hand slid under the waistband of her sweatpants, finding her needy slit slick and ready for attention.

“Mmmmf,” Hope moaned, biting her lip out of habit.

These were her favorite kinds of stories. The ones where the heroine (it had to be a girl - Hope needed to imagine herself as the main character) got regressed against her will into a helpless baby, gurgling and cooing and even messing herself when the urge hit. Nobody could be mad at the girls in those stories - it wasn’t their fault, they hadn’t asked for it, even if they ended up enjoying it after all.

Hope’s finger made small circles around her tender nub, teasing the stiff projection as she imagined herself in the place of those girls. Something outside of her control, soothing her, easing her down into the role of permanent baby girl… Making her admit she loved her diapers… Hope whimpered, cheeks flushed from both how she was stimulating herself thinking about it and how shameful the thought was.

Of course, it couldn’t really be shameful if somebody else made her do it, could it? She’d just be a helpless victim of circumstance, unable to resist or even think for herself anymore… Hope’s mind flitted to the idea of being put into diapers by her boyfriend, of him being the one to take control, and her hand moved more quickly between her thighs as her pleasure built, imagining it.

The Lucas in her mind insisted she needed diapers ‘for her own good’ as he spread her legs apart, finding her cunny sticky with arousal as Hope blushed and sucked her thumb. Her mental defenses were weak, Lucas had seduced her, somehow, into loving wearing diapers. As he taped it up around her and the diaper was pushed up firmly against her crotch, Hope moaned in the fantasy and in real life.

More images flitted through her mind… Her mind going blank, drooling around a pacifier… Bouncing on a rocking horse fitted with a dildo that made her squeal and orgasm over and over… Eagerly repeating over and over that she loved her diapees to anybody who would listen, her mind totally gone, turned to mush as she regressed into total infanthood-

“AHHH! NMmm!” Hope cried out, trembling as she feverishly stroked her clit, orgasm buffeting her over and over as she came, hard. It had been imagining herself in a giant stroller, straps across her soaked diaper as she was paraded down the street, that had brought her over the edge.

Her hips rocked needily against her hands, lip bitten as she rode the blissful feelings out - until eventually she collapsed, finally sated, panting with delight.

She just about managed to type out a quick comment - before she passed out, exhausted.

***

Hope woke up several hours later in the dark, still laying on the couch. There was a blanket draped over her that she pulled tightly around her, sighing happily. Lucas must have decided she looked cold and brought it out for her. He was so thoughtful…

Wait…

Hope’s eyes opened suddenly, peering around in the dimness of her living room. Where was her laptop? She’d had it just before she fell asleep…

She couldn’t feel it under the blanket, but Hope patted herself down nonetheless, panicking when she realised it wasn’t there. She pushed the blanket off, and stood up, hoping to find the laptop - only to find it two seconds later, closed, sitting on the dining table.

Hope gulped, feeling sick to her stomach. Had Lucas seen what she was looking at? What did he think of her now? Maybe he didn’t even notice?

Hope wanted to barge into their shared bedroom right then and there and demand Lucas tell her what he’d seen, and if he still loved her. What was left of her sanity at that point stopped her, though, and she reluctantly traipsed back over to the couch, her heart pounding and her blood full of adrenaline - but with nowhere for it to go.

Knowing she’d never be able to go back to sleep now, Hope opened up her laptop and started playing a space-age FPS game that she found helpful to channel nervous energy into. She kept the volume muted and tried to minimise the noise of her clicking and thumping the keys, not wanting to wake Lucas - but she knew she didn’t need to worry too much. That man could sleep through anything.

Her pulse still racing, Hope prayed that if Lucas had seen anything, he just moved on and pretended he’d never seen it.

Hope thought she would die of mortification if he asked her about it…

***

“Morning,” Hope said croakily when Lucas finally came out of their room, wandering over to join her on the couch.

“How long have you been up?” he asked, yawning and putting an arm around her.

“A little while,” Hope replied. “Not too long.”

In truth, Hope had been up since maybe 3am, when she realised her laptop had been moved. She definitely felt tired now, but she had to get up and shower, and go off to the mind-numbing inanity of working retail for another day.

Hope had also spent the last hour or so checking the clock repeatedly and jumping at every noise, wondering if it was Lucas coming out to tell her he was dumping her for being a pervert. Now he was actually there, and seemed to be treating her normally, Hope relaxed. Maybe he hadn’t looked at her laptop last night after all…

“Hope,” Lucas said after a moment of cuddling. “Can we talk?”

...So much for that.

“Uhhh,” Hope replied, already feeling nervous sweat prickling her pores. “‘Bout what?”

“What I saw on your laptop last night…”

Uh oh - abort abort ABORT! Hope said nothing, but her wide eyes and shaking hands clearly said ‘Busted!’, and she wouldn’t look at Lucas any more.

He pressed on, sensing Hope wasn’t going to say anything.

“That stuff about… Adults in diapers? And-”

“I was just looking!” Hope said, suddenly looking up frantically. “I was just visiting this weird site a friend sent me, I swear!”

Lucas looked unconvinced - and it wasn’t just because Hope was a terrible liar.

“Um, I’m pretty sure I saw your account on there,” he said. “‘DaffodilOrigami’? Daffodil was the name of the dog you had when you were 9… And even I remember the obsession you had with origami stars when we first met.”

“Plus, I recognised how you type,” Lucas added, and Hope’s heart sank.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, looking down at her lap. “I… Sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” Lucas said, chuckling. “I mean, I wish you’d told me sooner, but we’ve done kinky stuff before… I know you indulge my fetishes… Maybe I coul-”

“No! No, no,” Hope said, without even thinking. “Please? I just… This… fetish… is so embarrassing for me. I didn’t even want you to know about it!”

Hope was relieved Lucas didn’t hate her, but honestly, she didn’t want something like… this… to be associated with her, ever. She really hoped he could just forget about it.

“I don’t understand, I think it’s fine,” Lucas said, frowning. “I mean, if I’m okay with it - why be embarrassed?”

“You don’t get it,” Hope said, groaning. “I’m just… It isn’t something I accept, in myself. I’m ashamed of it.”

Lucas’ hand slid down her arm, grabbing her hand gently but lovingly as he turned to her.

“You shouldn’t be,” he said, gently. “There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Hope looked away, her eyes wet. She knew logically she wasn’t harming anybody - but it was hard not to feel like a freak for liking diapers and being treated like a baby.

“...One day I want to explore this with you,” Lucas said, smiling. “But for right now, I guess I understand if you’re too embarrassed.”

“Thank you,” Hope replied, smiling back, gratefully. She leaned in for a hug, pressing herself against his warm chest and closing her eyes with a sigh…

While Luca looked over the top of her head into nothingness, thinking about how much research he had ahead of him to learn more about this ‘ABDL’ thing... if Hope wasn’t willing to talk.

***

Over the next few months, Lucas occasionally hinted at or brought up ABDL things, but Hope would always insist he stop talking about it, saying she was still too embarrassed. Lucas had been wracking his brains to try and come up with a way to help Hope embrace this part of herself, but it was only a couple of weeks ago that he’d begun to come up with a solid plan.

He’d been practicing alone, reading all the information he could online, until he was fairly sure he could induce a mild hypnotic trance in Hope - if she was willing, which Lucas hoped she would be. She was usually game to try something new in the bedroom, if Lucas was the one suggesting it.

Lucas could only remember one time that Hope had asked him to fulfil a kink of hers, and it had been extremely mild. Hope had blushed and stammered her way through the conversation, before she finally confessed that she wanted to be spanked.

It had seemed hilarious to Lucas at the time, since he’d asked often if he could handcuff her, or be tied up himself at that point. But perhaps Hope was just ashamed of her sexuality in general.

Lucas wondered if the spanking thing tied in with Hope’s secret interest in ageplay. It would make sense… Sometimes when he was spanking her, he’d call her a ‘naughty girl’, and she’d moan louder and get wetter between her legs… But after they finished, Hope would be more withdrawn, shy, watching Lucas’ face as if for signs of disgust.

Tonight, Lucas was going to make sure Hope’s mind was so fuzzy she wouldn’t even have the presence of mind to be worried about whether Lucas was judging her or not.

He hadn’t seen hypnosis specifically mentioned often in the stories ‘DaffodilOrigami02’ commented on, but he’d noticed some themes. It was obvious that Hope wanted an ‘out’, some person or thing to ‘force her’ into her diapers and make her act like a baby. She fantasized about her mind being altered without her knowing about it - so she’d eventually have no clue it was weird or shameful to be a diapered babygirl.

It had taken a while to understand how putting somebody into trance worked, but now Lucas was confident he could do it, if Hope was game. Everything he’d ordered had come on time… now he just needed the most important piece of the puzzle - Hope herself.

***

That evening, they were cuddling on the couch, kisses occasionally becoming more passionate as they started to think about going to bed together. Hope’s hand was just starting to trail down Lucas’ thigh, when he gently grabbed her wrist, stopping her.

“Hey, babe,” Lucas said, trying to keep his voice even as he spoke, although his heart hammered in his chest like a bass drum. “I was thinking maybe we could do something.. New, tonight?”

“You mean sexually?” Hope asked, her cheeks flushed, a smirk on her face. “S-sure.”

“Excellent,” Lucas said, grinning as he took Hope’s hand and led her to the bedroom.

“What is it we’re going to do?” Hope asked, curious about what new kink Lucas had discovered. He was usually the one who brought more spice into the bedroom - but Hope certainly enjoyed it too.

“I was thinking I could try to hypnotise you,” Lucas said, smiling. “It could be sexy, making you my obedient slave… Seeing you freed from your inhibitions.”

Hope blushed, biting her lip. She didn’t know that Lucas knew about her proclivity for having somebody or something else controlling her, turning her into their helpless babygirl… Of course, Luca wasn’t planning anything like that, but it was still sexy…

“Okay,” Hope eventually replied. “It sounds hot… What should I do first?”

“You should get comfortable,” he said. “So do whatever you need to to feel relaxed.”

Hope nodded obediently, already excited at what was going to happen. She reached down to her jeans, undoing the fly eagerly, shimmying out of her pants to show off her slight but curvy figure, turquoise panties a sharp contrast to her milky weight skin.

Lucas watched as Hope reached behind and unhooked her bra, but he was focusing on what he planned today, grinning inside as he thought about it.

Despite Hope’s fantasies, Lucas had researched hypnosis very thoroughly - and knew what it could, and could not do. Namely, it couldn’t force Hope to do anything she didn’t want to, couldn’t compel her to do something she was disgusted by or hated in reality…

...But he didn’t need to tell Hope that. If she wanted to feel like she had no choice in the matter, that was fine by him.

“I’m ready,” Hope said, laying back on the pillows, her breasts loose and free under her t-shirt. “How do you start?”

“Hmmmm,” Lucas said, heading towards the light switch. “It should be dark first…”

The lights went out, and Hope grinned, closing her eyes in anticipation. She could already feel her slit getting slicker and slicker, the fact she didn’t know exactly what Lucas had planned making this even more exciting. She felt the weight of the bed shift, and Lucas moved so he was sitting next to her head, leaning against the headboard.

“Listen to the sound of my voice,” he said, slowly, and Hope found she had no way not to listen to it - it had a strange new timbre, a slowness that pulled her in like quicksand.

“You are calm. You can allow yourself to feel completely relaxed,” Lucas continued, in the same droning voice. “You only need to focus on my voice, as you slowly drift into trance.”

At the start, Hope’s brain had been buzzing with a thousand thoughts. Now those thoughts dropped like flies, until only one remained - focus on Lucas’. Listen to Lucas.

“Feel your body relaxing,” he said. “Every muscle untensing, every part of you feeling like you’re sinking, down into the bed…”

“Mmmm,” Hope murmured, feeling that warm wave of relaxation spread through her body, calming her instantly. Her limbs felt loose and floppy…

“Let your mind go completely blank,” Lucas ordered, gently. “Let go of all your thoughts… You only need to obey right now. I am in control.”

“Mm,” Hope responded, once more.

Lucas was so smart. Lucas knew what she needed to do. Lucas would tell Hope the right things to do.

“You’re my obedient girl, aren’t you, Hope?” Lucas murmured. “Nod your head. Tell me who’s my good girl.”

Hope nodded slowly, and then opened her mouth, speaking in a dreamy, monotone voice:

“I’m your good girl, sir,” she said, and Lucas smirked.

“That’s right, Hope, well done. You should feel happy to be my good, obedient girl.”

As Lucas said that, Hope shivered, feeling warmth spreading through her body, realizing what he said was true. Yes, she was happy, proud, even, to be his good girl. To be owned by him… do anything he said.

“In a moment,” Lucas began. “I’m going to tell you to open your eyes. But you will be completely under my control until I tell you it’s time to ‘wake up’.”

Since she hadn’t received a command, Hope merely lay there, staring ahead into the darkness of her eyelids. Lucas would decide for her what should happen next.

“Okay, Hope, open your eyes and look at me,” Lucas commanded, and Hope’s eyes flew open.

Instantly, they were drawn magnetically to Lucas’ face - she couldn’t look away, even if she’d wanted to, his green-blue eyes locking with hers and luring her deeper into trance. Hope felt so good, so peaceful, as Lucas leaned down, kissing her lips softly - they twitched in response - she hadn’t been ordered to kiss back.

“Kiss me,”Lucas murmured, and then Hope was instantly responsive, kissing back eagerly, loving every moment as she moaned into Lucas’ mouth.

Lucas moaned back, Hope’s eager kissing inflaming his own arousal, his cock throbbing up the inside of his jeans. He reached down to adjust himself with one hand as the other slid up under Hope’s t-shirt, brushing her nipples. She gasped at the touch, arching her back as tingles of pleasure built from Lucas’ insistent stroking of her stiffening nubs.

“Mmm,” Lucas groaned, pulling away, Hope following him for just a moment before she lay back on the bed and resumed looking up at him with entranced adoration.

“From now on, I want you to agree with anything I say,” Lucas said, grinning. “So… Have you been a naughty girl, Hope?”

Hope nodded.

“Yes sir, I’m a naughty girl,” she said, her face flushed. “I’ve been a very naughty girl…”

“That’s right,” Lucas said, grinning. “You’re a naughty girl. You need a spanking, don’t you?”

“Yes, I need a spanking,” Hope repeated, her breathing heavy as dim, distant memories of Lucas’ hand coming down on her backside filled her head.

“Roll over,” Lucas commanded, as his hands pushed her over to where he wanted her.

Hope giggled, biting her lip as she lay on her stomach, panty-clad booty wriggling slightly in anticipation. Lucas was so strong… She was so glad he was in complete control of her, mind, body and soul…

“Ohhhh,” Hope moaned as she felt Lucas’ hand cupping her backside, stroking it tenderly. “...Sir…”

“You want to call me ‘Daddy’, from now on,” Lucas insisted, trying to keep the tension out of his voice as he wondered how Hope would react to his command.

The websites he’d read advised against pushing a sub too far, too fast, so he just hoped this lined up with Hope’s secret fantasies enough to not pull her out of her chance. Her soft moan a moment later allayed his fears - but what Hope said a moment later made his cock throb with excitement.

“Yes, Daddy,” Hope said, obediently, still waiting for her spanking.

Through the deep haze of hypnosis, some part of her was beyond aroused at Lucas’ request, another part frozen by shame… but it didn’t matter. Outside, in the real world, Hope was completely submissive and obedient to her Daddy’s every command.

“Ah!” Hope cried out, as Lucas’ hand came down on her rear. “Ah, ah!”

“Mmm, does my little girl like her Daddy spanking her?” Lucas murmured, as he swatted

“I l-love it, Daddy,” Hope instantly replied, blushing at her lack of control, aware enough to know she’d never normally say that - but not enough to stop it. “I love feeling Daddy spank me-OH!”

That last swat was harder than the ones before, leaving Hope’s backside a healthy glowing pink. Her mind still a swirl of commands and obedience, she lifted her hips up towards Lucas’ hand, begging for more.

He didn’t disappoint.

“Oh, oh, OH!” Hope yelped, kicking her feet slightly as her backside was turned a rosy pink, every swat sending vibration straight to her honeypot, hips rocking against the invisible pleasure that teased and aroused her. “OH!”

Hope continued to cry out as Lucas’ spanked her, until both of them were breathless and aroused beyond belief, Hope’s rear glowing through her panties as her body trembled, desperate for Lucas’ touch.

“Thank me,” Lucas commanded. “Thank me for spanking your bottom, babygirl.”

“Nmmfff,” Hope moaned dreamily, head too fuzzy to think.

“Thank you for spanking me, Daddy,” she said a moment later, parroting Lucas’ command, melting into the bedsheets

“That’s my good girl,” Lucas replied, sliding his hand down her backside, between her legs, finding her panties soaked through with sticky girl juices.

“Ahh…” Hope whimpered, pushing back against his palm as he ground it against her dripping, cotton-covered slit. “Daddy, it tingles…”

“You’re soaking wet, you naughty girl,” Lucas muttered. “Tell Daddy how wet you are…”

“Soaking, Daddy,” Hope replied, sincerely, still with the same dreamy tone to her voice, but it sounded like maybe what she was saying was more truthful than she’d usually admit. “My pussy is soaking wet.”

“Mmm,” Lucas murmured, slipping his fingers under the crotch of her panties, her slippery juices coating them as he slid one deep inside her, feeling her clench around him and moan.

“Do you know what we do to little girls who can’t keep their panties dry?”

“What, Daddy?”

“We put them in diapers…”

On some level Hope was shocked, her face going bright red, suddenly humiliated… But those concerned thoughts drifted away as her trance swept her under once more, feeling Lucas’ thumb find her clit and tease it gently.

“You like diapers, don’t you, princess?”

“I love diapers, Daddy,” Hope replied, instantly and earnestly, breath hitching in her throat as Lucas fondled her stiff nub while his other fingers plunged in and out of her soaking pussy. “Ohhh, Daddy…”

“Roll onto your back,” Lucas commanded, as he slid his fingers out of Hope’s slick entrance.

She couldn’t even be upset as she obeyed him, the warm pleasure she got from following her Daddy’s commands washing over her once again. If Daddy wanted to touch between her legs, that was his choice - if he wanted to stop, that was up to him, too. Whatever choice Daddy made was the right one.

Laying, thighs spread on the bed, Hope watched with bated breath as Lucas opened their closet - and pulled out a diaper from a pack he’d hidden there.

Hope’s heart pounded. It was thick and crinkly, pure white, just like she’d always fantasized about. As deep as she was in her trance, her excitement and terror started low, but surged upwards again as Lucas walked over towards her, smiling wickedly… But one look in his eyes, and Hope was sucked under again.

Of course this was a good thing. Daddy wanted it. So Hope wanted it too, because Daddy told her to.

“Do you want me to put you in a diaper, babygirl?” Lucas asked, and Hope felt her body grow even more tingly and excited as she nodded.

“Yes please, Daddy!”

They both held their breath as Lucas peeled off her soaked undies, revealing her bare mound. Hearts pounding, Lucas unfolded the diaper uncertainly, slipping it underneath Hope’s backside…

It was so soft, softer than Hope had even fantasized about. She gulped, hands twitching at her sides as some of her usual doubt began to poke out, fearing what Lucas ‘really’ thought of her. Lucas looked up, seeing her conflicted expression, and smiled as he began to tape up the diaper.

“It’s okay to love your diapers,” he said, in the same soothing, monotone voice. “You’re Daddy’s babygirl, and you belong in nice… thick… diapers.”

As Lucas spoke, he taped Hope’s diaper up, wrapped snugly around her waist. She blushed as she peered down at it, but felt an overwhelming sense of peace and comfort.

“I belong in diapers…” she murmured, repeating Lucas’ words.

“That’s right,” Lucas said, as he began to rub her gently through the front of the diaper, soft padding grinding against her eager clit. “Because you’re a helpless babygirl, aren’t you? I bet you can feel all those naughty grown-up thoughts drifting away… I bet it’s getting harder and harder to think about anything but Daddy’s hand here, touching your princess parts, and how goood it feels to be in a thick diaper…”

Hope moaned, grinding herself against his hand. Slowly she felt those lingering adult thoughts being washed away, the world getting far smaller as she focused on how good it felt to have him touch her.

“You’re just a little baby,” Lucas urged. “And from now on, I want you to talk like my baby, and think like my baby. You love to be Daddy’s’ obedient little girl.”

“Yesh, Daddy,” Hope said softly, blushing as her words turned to mush in her mouth. “I tawk wike a baby...”

The hypnosis had dragged her under further than she ever thought possible, regressing her mind to that of a toddler - albeit a toddler who had the sex drive of an adult woman. She couldn’t worry any more - she was completely helpless and dependent on Lucas now, and she slid her thumb into her mouth, suckling quietly as she lay there, feeling Daddy’s naughty hand roam up and down her body.

Lucas was surprised how much of a turn-on it was to hear his adult girlfriend lisping like a toddler, but he found himself reaching down to undo his own trousers, pulling them down so his hard manhood stood firm and throbbing, tenting his boxer shorts. Lucas ground his length against the side of Hope’s crinkly hip, and she peered down with wide-eyed curiosity, blinking at it.

“Ooooo,” she said, after a moment. “Daddy’sh pokey!”

“Daddy’s very pokey,” Lucas confirmed, a growl in his voice. “Does my babygirl want to suck on Daddy’s pokeything like it’s a pacifier?”

“Yesh pwease, Daddy,” Hope said, eagerly getting onto her knees. “Ahhh!”

“No, no,” Lucas said, chuckling as he stood up off the bed to position Hope. “Lean your head over here… right, and prop yourself up… There we go! Who’s Daddy’s good widdle cockslut!”

“Me Daddy, me!” Hope replied, bouncing slightly, holding her upper body up as she leaned slightly off the edge of the bed, licking her lips as Lucas guided his manhood into her open mouth.

She eagerly wrapped her lips around his cocktip, suckling happy like it was a binky. Lucas moaned from the lewd sight as he looked down - his girlfriend, dressed in a thick diaper and t-shirt, looking up at him with wide innocent eyes as she suckled on his cock like a binky.

When Lucas put his hand on the back of her head and pushed her down, Hope was immediately compliant, moaning happily and vibrating his whole shaft as it slipped down her throat. Lucas’ hips rocked slowly, grunting, pleasure building in his balls, alternating between closing his eyes tightly from the intensity of the sensations, and opening them so he could look down at Hope’s bobbing head and thickly padded backside.

Lucas was just starting to really get into the blowjob, using Hope as his willing fucktoy as he yanked her happily squeaking head back and forth, when he noticed her squirming and shifting, tensing up and relaxing as if uncomfortable…

“Is something wrong, princess?” he asked, sliding his cock right out so just the tip was nestled in Hope’s cheek, stroking himself to stay hard.

“Daddyyy,” Hope replied, pouting. “I needta peeee….”

“Oh you do?” Lucas said, smirking. “Well… good babygirls pee in their diapers. You want to be a good babygirl, don’t you?”

“Yesh, Daddy,” Hope responded, sitting up on the bed.

Daddy had told her to do it, so it must be good. Hope sighed with relief as she felt Lucas’ hand move between her legs, feeling the warm wetness growing, as his other hand stroked his cock. It felt so good to do this…

“What are you doing, little one?” Lucas asked, smirking.

“I’m goin’ peepee in my diapee, Daddy!” Hope burbled, as she finally finished emptying her full bladder into the sodden padding. “All donesh!”

“Clever girl,” Lucas said. “Give me a kiss…”

As Lucas leaned down, crushing his lips against Hope’s, she kissed back with equal enthusiasm, albeit more childishly. Her clumsy tongue slid into Lucas’ mouth, and she moaned loudly as they made out, sloppily.

At last, Lucas pulled away, panting, grabbing Hope’s shoulders… And pushing her back onto the bed, making her squeal with surprise. Lucas climbed onto the bed, between her legs, pressing his firm shaft against the woman he’d turned into his helpless, diaper wetting slut. She giggled cutely as her Daddy ground against her wet diaper for his own pleasure, looking up at him with big eyes once more.

“Nmmf… Babygirl… What do you want Daddy to do? … T-tell Daddy honestly, what do you really want, deep down inside?”

Hope shivered, feeling the veil lifting slightly, all her own urges and desires bubbling to the surface suddenly. She knew what she wanted, but her inhibitions were gone, and as if commanded by an invisible force, words spilled out of her mouth - still in that same infantile tone - as her cheeks turned redder and redder.

“I wan’ Daddy to FUCK me! I wanna feel Daddy’sh big big pokeyfing right inside my pwincess partsh, wan’ him to rip off my soggywet diaper an’ plunge hish cock deeeeep in’o my babygirl pusshy!”

Lucas didn’t need any more prompting. He grabbed the front waistband of the warm, wet padding, pulling hard, tearing it open, exposing Hope’s pussy. It glistened with more than one kind of wetness, but Lucas didn’t waste time just looking.

They both gasped as Lucas’ cock plunged deeply into Hope’s slick canal, filling her with his throbbing thickness. They’d both been on edge for so long that they were both ready to go full-throttle, Hope gasping and moaning as she was fucked hard into the bed, her Daddy using her with all his might, hearing the squelching noises of his firm length plunging in and out of her.

Lucas couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this horny, Hope’s wanton but childish moans hitting his ears, sounding like a beautiful song of fuck as he pounded her, claiming her roughly. This fantasy was amazingly hot, Lucas the powerful Daddy, Hope his innocent but slutty babygirl, and he could tell from how she thrust her hips up to meet him it felt just as good for her, too.

Daddy was fucking Hope so hard! He felt so big, and he was so strong, and he kept shoving it in over and over! Hope whimpered and gasped happily, feeling the big-feelings getting closer and closer, noticing how quickly Daddy was moving now. Ooo she wanted to have cummies so bad, whimpering as every thrust in rubbed her special spot inside, Daddy’s hard thrusts coming faster and faster.

“Babygirl, nggh,” Lucas groaned. “I’m cl-close to cumming…”

“Pwease! Cum in my pussy, Daddy!” Hope begged, whimpering, and Lucas snarled, grabbing her thighs.

He frantically pounded her as she panted, eyes wide, surprised at his ferocity. Daddy’s movements had lost all their finesse, replaced by sheer, animal force, and as he ground against her g-spot over and over, Hope felt her own orgasm building, building, building…

“AHH! Daddy!!!” Hope cried out, her pussy clenching frantically as she orgasmed around Lucas.

It felt so good, so good, and even better when Lucas’ orgasm hit too, his thick length swelling up inside her, shooting hot cum deep into her pussy as she shuddered and milked him with her squeezing muscles. They moaned and shuddered, rocking as one as they rode out the powerful sensations, Hope feeling deeply, deeply fulfilled, in more than one way. She was being good for Daddy, and that was all she wanted.

Finally, their orgasms subsided, and Lucas rolled off of Hope, leaving her sticky and full of cum, legs spread wide. He lay on the bed, turning to smile at Hope lovingly…

But his diapered babygirl had a big, goofy smile on her face, and closed eyes - because she had fallen fast asleep the moment Lucas pulled out.

End.

Her Public ABDL Funishment 


Emily brushed her hair slowly in front of her vanity, pulling it into two bouncy pigtails with pastel purple ribbons that complimented the outfit laid out on her bed. 

Like always, her heart thudded giddily as she thought about the fun today would bring. On Saturdays, her boyfriend Tim was her Daddy - and she was his little girl. Together they enjoyed a lot of the same kinks... including some exhibitionism... 

Finished with her hair, Emily stood up, naked from the waist down, and picked up the checkered white and pink skirt she'd be wearing today. Emily slid the skirt on before her underwear, doing the zip up as she pulled it into place, before she grabbed the other item that had been laying beside it. 

A folded pink pull-up with a gamboling blue pony was ready for Emily to wear today. As she carefully unfolded it, listening to the rustling, Emily blushed slightly as she thought about what she was doing. 

Only big girls got to wear pull-ups, because they knew how to use the potty... But Emily didn't plan on being a big girl, today. As she stepped into the legholes of the rustling underwear, she breathed out slowly, focusing on imagining what could happen today. 

It was guaranteed she would use the pull-up and end up in diapers at some point. But everything else was up to her Daddy... And that was very exciting to Emily. 

Would he force her to wear 2 or 3 diapers at once, waddling around the house all day? Give her an enema and lock her in plastic pants? Emily shivered from the anticipation of not knowing, the safe kind of thrill you got from being on a rollercoaster... 

Shaking her head to clear it, Emily yanked the pull-up further up, until it caressed and cradled her smooth mound. Emily kept herself completely hairless from the neck down, 'baby smooth' as her Daddy called it. 

Gently, she tugged the pull-up fully into place, feeling the stretchy sides and thin padding snug against her. Biting her lip, Emily let her hand wander down between her legs, absently pressing the front of the pull-up against her crotch, while the other hand lifted her skirt. 

She looked up at the mirror, teeth still toying at her lip, and giggled softly. Like this, Emily looked much younger than her actual age. Even her light blue glasses seemed infantile with her current outfit, and it took some effort for her to tear herself away from staring at herself to focus on putting her socks on... 

*** 

"You ready, princess?" Tim asked as Emily bounced down the stairs a few moments later. "Are you wearing your special undies?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, her cheeks going pink. 

To her squirmy delight, her Daddy ignored her reply, checking anyway. His strong, warm hand slipped up under Emily's skirt, drawing her closer, as he clumsily caressed her backside, running his fingers across the outer shell of her pull-up. 

"Good girl," Tim remarked, withdrawing his hand with a smile. "Sit on the stairs for Daddy so he can get your shoes on..." 

Emily sat down politely on the second to last step, offering her socked feet to her Daddy. He made her feel so delicate and precious, and as he slid one pink sneaker on, Emily's heart thudded happily once more. 

She watched him carefully pulling the laces taut, lacing them around carefully before he pulled them into a bow. Emily offered her other foot, and her Daddy took it with a smile, giving it a loving squeeze before he slipped that into the second shoe. 

Once Emily's sneakers were done up, her Daddy took her hand and pulled her upwards, doing one last pat down to make sure he had his wallet, keys, and everything else, before they headed out the door. 

"Where are we going today, Daddy?" Emily asked in her sweetest voice, as Tim buckled her into the front seat. 

"Just to get groceries, kiddo," Daddy replied, with a loving smile. "...If you're well-behaved at the store, I'll let you get a drink." 


"I'm always well-behaved, Daddy," Emily said, with a pout - that devolved into giggles as her Daddy gave her a look of loving doubt. "Okay... I'm mostly well-behaved." 

They both knew that the mundane chore of grocery shopping was just a front, a stage for the scene that was unfolding today. They did need groceries - but their ABDL kink could turn even a simple shopping trip into something thrillingly erotic, and it made Emily's hard sing, and her pussy wet. 

"Well, just remember that bad girls get punished," Daddy warned as he pulled out of their drive, the low tone of his voice making Emily shiver. "You don't want to be punished, do you?" 

"No, Daddy," Emily lied. "I'll be a good girl." 

Again, Tim smirked but said nothing. 

When they arrived at the grocery store, he parked and then turned to Emily, leaning over her to undo her belt. 

"Now, princess, I want you to remember that you're wearing a pull-up, and those are for big girls," he said firmly. "And what do big girls do when they need the potty?" 

"Umm... they ask to go, Daddy?" 

"That's right," her Daddy said, kissing her cheek gently. "I know you know to ask if you need to go. So remember that if you decide to be a naughty girl and wet yourself like a baby, there will be consequences." 

Emily nodded shyly, although those 'consequences' were exactly what she was counting on... Self-consciously, she gripped Tim's hand as he led her into the store through the sliding doors. 

"There's a bathroom right there," Daddy commented as they walked in. "Would you like to go use it, just in case?" 

It was a joke of a question, because they both knew Emily would refuse. But it would only make the scene more humiliating, make Emily seem even more childish and naughty when she did wet herself. 

"No, Daddy," Emily said. "I don't need to go right now. I promise." 

In truth, her bladder was already a little full, and she could definitely have used the toilet easily. But Emily smiled innocently up at her Daddy, and let him lead her to the cart, instructing her to hold onto it as they walked around the store. 

Grocery shopping was boring, but as she walked, Emily focused on the feeling of fullness inside her bladder. It slowly grew as they filled their cart, until eventually she knew she really needed to go. 

"Stay here, sweetheart," Daddy said, as he looked over at the deli counter. "I'm just going to go order something..." 

Obediently, Emily stayed where the cart was, holding onto it like a good girl... while having very naughty girl thoughts. 

Shuffling her feet slightly apart, Emily bit her lip and tried to force herself to relax, pushing slightly. As she did so, she felt a small spurt of urine squirting out from between her folds and into the thin padding of the pull-up, making her gasp softly. 

Now the seal was broken, Emily's fingers squeezed the cart handle as she slowly but steadily drained her bladder into the waiting absorbent zone between her legs. The liquid wasn't all absorbed at once, spreading across her crotch in a rapidly growing puddle, slowly soaking into the lining and swelling it with pee. 

Shivering, Emily focused on the relief of wetting herself right there, in a public place. Nobody knew the childish-looking woman in the middle of the store was pissing herself in public, it was a secret just for her, and she moaned gently as she felt her bladder finally empty. 

As she finished wetting it, Emily squeezed her thighs gently around the swollen pull-up. It had held, but now it was heavy and bulging with her pee, the warmth and wetness of her fresh urine squashed against her bare slit. 

Emily bit her lip, feeling like a naughty, dirty little girl. She longed to touch herself right then and there, but her Daddy was walking back over now. With a blush, Emily forced a smile, half hoping Daddy wouldn't notice she'd wet herself... half hoping he would. 

"Let's go," Tim said, apparently ignorant about the state of Emily's underwear. "We just need to pick up a few more things and then we can go." 

"Okay, Daddy," Emily said brightly, her chest still pounding as the scene went on. "Can we get ice cream?" 

"We can get one carton of ice cream," Daddy replied with a chuckle. "And that's a treat for after dinner only, okay?" 

Emily nodded vigorously. Secretly, she was beyond aroused, feeling her own urine squishing between her thighs with every step. It felt warm and naughty, reminding her of what a little girl she really was - and, she thought with a shiver, reminding her Daddy soon. 

*** 

As he promised, Daddy bought Emily a drink at the checkout. Emily chose a small container of iced tea, which she now held on her lap as they drove towards the gas station. 

The cold drink was very refreshing on the hot summer day, but as Emily gently sipped from it, all she could think about was how her bladder was slowly filling up more and more. The wetness squishing between her legs and against her backside was colder now, supposed to make a little girl feel like she needed to be changed... But Emily didn't want a change yet. 

"Alright, here we are," Tim muttered, undoing his seatbelt. "I'll just be a few minutes, princess. Be good while I'm gone." 

Emily nodded softly, taking another swig from her iced tea as she watched her Daddy get out of the car and walk around to the pumps. As she savored the sweet taste, Emily's eyes ran up and down her Daddy's sexy, masculine body, the one that claimed and possessed her every night... 

Squirming slowly in her seat, Emily felt the heat growing between her folds, slick and sticky with moisture that wasn't urine. With a shiver, she closed her eyes - and pushed out another small stream of pee into her pull-up. 

Sitting with her legs squeezed together, the urine was forced up and to the front of her slit, the slow river tickling her clit as it spilled out. Moaning, Emily spread her legs, feeling the hot yellow stream dribbling into the already soaked lining of the pull-up. 

The swollen undergarment was already full, so Emily immediately felt the wetness against her skin, dribbling down towards her backside as it looked for a place to go. Emily felt like she was sitting in a puddle now as she finished emptying her bladder once more, the liquid starting to slowly dribble out of the legcuffs. 

As she watched her Daddy pumping gas, Emily sat forwards, spreading the full, squishy pull-up out underneath her bottom... And forcing out the remaining unabsorbed pee. 

"Oops," she said with a giggle as she wriggled her bottom, wetness seeping out into her skirt and the seat below. "Daddy's gonna be mad..." 

Her face flushed, Emily gyrated her hips gently against the warm wet lining of the pull-up, feeling the sodden mass of squishy padding pressing up against the top of her slit, teasing her clit. She whimpered softly, biting her lip - as she noticed her Daddy coming back around to the front door of the car. 

"Well, that's all done," Tim said, with a smile... then he noticed Emily's bright red face. "...You okay, princess?" 

"Um, um, yes," Emily replied, the feeling of tension rising inside her. "I'm okay, Daddy." 

Again, Daddy ignored her answer, and Emily squeaked as he thrust his hand between her legs, pushing her skirt up. Her thighs were soaking wet, and he tutted in mock anger as he pushed his hand up further, forcing Emily's legs apart as he got closer to the pull-up itself. 

Once he did, Daddy firmly cupped the squishy crotch and pressed it hard against Emily's mound, eliciting a soft, desperate moan as she pressed her hips forwards to meet him. Urine ran once more down from the legcuffs, and Tim pulled his hand back, giving Emily an animalistic smirk as he looked her over. 

"Well, princess," he muttered. "It looks like you wet yourself like a little baby, instead of a big girl. That was very naughty, wasn't it?" 

"It was, Daddy," Emily agreed, shivering. 

"Do you remember what Daddy says happens to naughty little girls, baby?" Daddy asked as he drove a few feet into the gas station parking lot. Carefully and deliberately, he put the car into 'park', and looked at Emily, waiting for her response. 

Emily's chest felt like it might burst from how hard her heart was pounding. A giddy mix of fear and excitement raced through her veins as her Daddy parked the car, part of her dreading he might punish her right there - but part of her desperate for it. 

"Um... they get punished, Daddy?" Emily squeaked. 

"That's right," her Daddy said, with a wicked grin. "So get out of the car, and put your hands on the bumper. You're going to get a dozen swats with Daddy's hand, and then I'm taking you home to put you in a baby diaper, where you belong." 

"D-daddy, no!" Emily cried out, equal parts alarmed and excited. "I can't do-" 

"I wasn't asking, babygirl," Tim said, tutting. "Now get out, and do it." 

Inside, Emily could feel the war raging between parts of herself. This was so, so humiliating, and on one level she really didn't want to do this. Peering out through her window, she could only see a couple of people around, but this level of public embarrassment... It felt like too much. 

But that was what made it so arousing... Being forced to do something she'd never choose to do herself. With a brief shiver, Emily grabbed the doorhandle, and slowly made her way around to the back of the car. 

Her heart raced as she obediently took up the correct position, palms flat on the bumper. Emily trembled, peering sideways at her Daddy as he approached, her bottom stuck out. She could tell that some of the soaked pull-up was exposed already, but she had other things on her mind... 

"You know this is for your own good," Tim muttered, as he drew his hand back... And then brought it down firmly on Emily's soaked backside. 

"AH!" 

At the first hit, Emily yelped, jumping forwards a few inches as tears stung her eyes. Her Daddy's other hand reached underneath and tugged her backwards, putting her back in the correct position for another swat. 

Again Emily cried out, feeling her Daddy's broad hand slap her upper thighs. She whimpered in humiliation and shame, sensing eyes on her, feeling like everybody was watching her. 

More blows, sharply hitting her thighs and even the soaked pull-up itself, forcing out more urine from the back of her legcuffs, running down her legs behind. Emily's face was bright scarlet as she whimpered, enduring her spanking, those tears in her eyes spilling free. 

Her lower backside stung, almost as pink as her cheeks as her Daddy swatted her disobedient backside. Every swat sent a jolt straight between Emily's legs, and as she gasped and gulped her way through her punishment, she could feel her pussy growing slicker and slicker. 

By now she knew people were staring, the man who'd been pumping his gas when she got out gawping, dumbfounded as he saw an adult little girl being punished by her Daddy. Emily knew she was completely exposed, and as embarrassing as it was she could only focus on the stinging pain in her rump as her Daddy spanked her poor little backside. 

"Ah! Ah! Daddy!" Emily squealed, sobbing and whimpering as her rump took the brunt of the spanking. "I'm sowwee Daddy!" 

"Shhh, just a few more spanks," Tim muttered, stroking Emily's back gently to soothe her as she hiccuped and cried. "That's my good girl." 

Emily forced herself to nod, face red and splotchy and wet - another hard smack made the air crack and Emily squeal, and then Daddy brought down one more, leaving a glowing red handprint on Emily's bare upper thigh. 

"Good girl, good girl, all done," Daddy cooed, kissing Emily behind her ear as he leaned over her, lifting her skirt and tucking it in to show off her well-spanked, soaking backside. "Wait here for Daddy while he sorts out the front seat for you..." 

Cringing, Emily waited with her palms flat on the bumper again, the urine that had run down from the pull-up cooling on the back of her legs. The hot sun beat down on her bare skin as she listened to the sounds of Daddy leisurely opening the doors, moving a towel into the front seat for her. 

Cars rushed past on the road nearest the gas station, the noise of the world around her making Emily's face flush pink. Her bottom stinging, all she could think about was how exposed she was to the whole world, everybody seeing her as she really was - a naughty little girl in a soaking wet pull-up. 

At last, Tim finished laying the towel down in her seat, and led her over to the front door. Emily gratefully scampered forwards, hiding her face in her hands with a shy grin as her Daddy did up her seatbelt, and drove her home. 

*** 

Daddy didn't seem to be able to keep his hands to himself now. As they drove home, every time they stopped at a light or intersection he reached over and shoved his hand between her dripping thighs, rubbing the pull-up against her pussy. 

Emily squeaked and moaned, grinding herself against Daddy's hand, arousal inflamed by the spanking she'd received. Her mind still reeled from how public it was, leaving her completely exposed in front of anybody who walked by. 

Just as she felt like her excitement was reaching a peak, Tim yanked his hand away with a smirk, focusing on the road once more. 

"Dadddddyyy..." Emily whined, spreading her legs wantonly. "Don't tease!" 

"I'm driving, princess," Daddy said, with a chuckle. "Besides, you've been a naughty girl today. Do you really think you deserve to make cummies right now?" 

Flushing, Emily looked away, although there was a little smile on her lips. The idea of her big, strong Daddy controlling her orgasms made her feel even more aroused, completely his property to do with as he wanted. 

Biting her lip, she moved her hands down between her thighs, glancing over at Daddy to see if he was watching. Certain he was distracted, Emily pressed her soaking wet pull-up against her mound, whimpering and grinding herself against the swollen padding. 

Her eager movements made the pull-up rustle loudly, the towel bunching up under her backside as she hunched her hips needily. 

"Ah-h....AH!" 

Daddy had slapped Emily's hand away, with a frown. She pouted as she rubbed the back of her palm, crossing her arms across her chest. Apparently she'd have to wait until she was home to get those special good girl feelings... 


Once they got to the house, Emily could hardly wait to get indoors. She hopped out of the car and rushed into the house, but her Daddy stopped her before she headed upstairs, grabbing onto one side of the pull-up. With a grin, he pulled - and ripped the soaking wet pull-up off, making Emily squeak in surprise as her wet cunny was exposed, hairless and displayed to the world... and her Daddy's hungry stare. 

"Go upstairs," Daddy growled. "Wait for me on our bed. Do NOT touch yourself, do you understand, little one?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, pouting. 'I'll be a good girl." 

As she headed up the stairs, every step seemed to jolt her eager, excited pussy. Groaning as she made it to the top of the stairs, Emily walked with her thighs crushed together towards the bedroom, the tension of her muscles making her clit throb between them. 

Laying down on the bed, Emily could feel her heart beating, her entire slit feeling like it was pulsing in time with the rhythm. She wanted so badly to reach down and play with herself, but she knew she shouldn't... Sighing, Emily screwed up her eyes, slowly pulling her knees up, spreading her thighs so she'd be completely exposed and available to Daddy as soon as he walked in. 

It felt so dirty to think about that... That she was an innocent little girl, waiting for her big, grown-up Daddy to come up the stairs... and do dirty things to her. Dirty things that she loved. Emily shivered, closing her eyes as she dwelled on the thought. 

Emily could hear Daddy downstairs, putting the shopping away. She whined needily, although she knew there was no way he could hear her from up here. Time moved slow as molasses as she waited there impatiently for him to finally arrive... Desperate for his touch on her body. 

At last, she heard the sound of her Daddy's footsteps on the stairs. Emily's heart skipped a beat as she sat up slightly, grinning as she finally saw Tim's face appear around the side of the door, pushing it open with a smile on his own face. 

"Daddy!" she squealed, throwing her arms open excitedly, as if she hadn't seen him in forever instead of just three minutes. 


"Princess!" Tim responded with the same amount of glee, leaping playfully onto the bed and snuggling Emily tightly. 

For the circumstances, it was a surprisingly chaste cuddle, and Emily sighed softly as she rubbed her head against her Daddy's chest, feeling safe and loved... 

The chasteness didn't last long however. With one arm still snuggling Emily close, Daddy's hand crept up her thigh, until one finger brushed her dripping slit. Emily gasped, spreading her legs submissively as her face went pink, allowing her Daddy to do as he wished with her. 

Tim ran his finger between Emily's folds, sliding up towards her clit but never quite touching it. Emily whimpered and gasped, pushing her hips upwards as Daddy slid his finger down towards her hole, probing at entering it... before he pulled back. 

"Well, it looks like you kept your promise, babygirl," he said, with a smirk. "Your little pussy isn't sticky enough for you to have cum.... Now, if you're a good girl and let Daddy diaper you without any fuss... Daddy might let you have a special treat." 

"What kind of treat, Daddy?" Emily said, eyes big and curious, although she was pretty sure she knew what Daddy meant. 

"The kind of treat only naughty, slutty little girls get," Tim replied with a wink, pulling a diaper from their closet. "Now lie back down for me, beautiful..." 

Obediently, Emily flopped backwards onto the bed, heart hammering in her chest as she spread her legs open once more. She watched as Daddy unfolded the diaper, lifting her rump to let it slide underneath. It felt like a soft cloud underneath her backside. 

"Hmm," Daddy said, peering between her damp thighs. "Looks like you're still a little wet down here..." 

Emily expected Tim to grab a packet of wipes or something. Instead, he crawled onto the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them with both hands. With wide, disbelieving eyes, Emily gawped as her Daddy lowered his tongue to the wetness still remaining from earlier, the rivulets of urine that had run down and started to dry. 

Emily gasped softly, feeling like electricity was tingling on the surface of her skin as Daddy's tongue ran across her inner thighs, licking her clean. This felt beyond taboo, her boyfriend, her Daddy cleaning away her golden piss using his own mouth. 


"Ohhh, Daddy," Emily moaned, fingers gripping the comforter as he moved higher up, taking his time as he carefully licked her outside labia, tongue running smoothly across her bare skin. "Please... more..." 

Daddy breathed out hard through his nose, but didn't otherwise respond, focusing himself completely on the task. Now his lips and tongue moved closer, teasing at spreading her folds, running up from the bottom of her slit to the very top. Emily whimpered, pushing her hips forwards excitedly, as her Daddy's tongue slipped deep between her folds... 

In one swift motion, he pushed his slippery pink tongue upwards firmly, swiping hard across Emily's stiffened clit. She squealed, bucking her hips upwards... And then Tim pulled his tongue quickly back out, leaving her panting and unfulfilled, body still teetering on the edge of a climax that wouldn't come. 

With a grunt of frustration, Emily threw her head back, pouting as she felt Daddy pulling her diaper up between her thighs. The tapes were soon pulled into place, and Emily's ears perked as she heard one, two, three, four being done up, looking up eagerly. 

Her Daddy wasn't standing at the end of the bed, though - and when Emily turned her head to the side to see where he was, he was right beside her... 

Holding her big pink wand vibrator, and smirking. 

"So, babygirl? Do you want your special treat?" 

Emily nodded harder than she ever had in her life, scrambling backwards, thighs spread wide, diaper thick and crinkling between her legs. 

As the wand was clicked on, Emily jerked instinctively before it even touched her, watching it come closer and closer to her padded crotch. She whimpered, pushing her hips softly against the air, as it slowly approached, heart in her mouth from eager desperation... 

"Ahh! Ah! Daddy!" Emily gasped as Tim suddenly thrust the vibrator hard against the thick padding of the diaper, aiming it exactly towards where he knew her clit was nestled. "Ohhh Daddy please! More!" 

Emily's hips ground her desperately against the stimulation, smushing her slippery pussy up against the dry puffiness of the diaper. The strong vibrations spread out across her mound, directing the strongest pulses towards her stiff, needy clit. 


"That's my good girl, good princess," Daddy muttered with a grin on his face, stroking the buzzing head up and down on the outside of the padding, waves of pleasure making Emily's thighs quiver. "You love being a diapered slut for Daddy, don't you?" 

"Y-yes! Yes, Daddy, I'm your naughty little girl!" Emily squeaked and gasped, back arched in sheer bliss as she humped desperately at the vibrator pressed up against her dripping slit, her clit throbbing and pulsing in time with the vibrations. "Oh, Daddy, please let me cum, I'm gonna cum! I need it!" 

"Cum for Daddy, princess!" Tim commanded, pushing the vibrator in hard, holding it firmly in one spot as Emily worked herself harder and harder against it, a panting, whimpering mess, desperate for release. 

"Oh Daddy, Oh DADDY!" 

Emily's voice wobbled with passion, as she squealed and humped and felt the tension building between her thighs, the pleasure building to a head rapidly. She was Daddy's girl, Daddy's slutty little diaper wearer, humping and grinding against her pampers, so close, so close... 

"OHH! Mmmf! nggh!" 

Emily grunted and gasped as she was hit full-force with a hard orgasm, her clit exploding with juicy pleasure as her pussy squeezed and pulsed in time to her heartbeat. She quivered all over, hips bucking wildly as Daddy held the vibrator right in place as she rode it out. 

Nothing had ever felt that good in that moment, and Emily's mouth was open wide in an expression of sheer bliss, whimpering and gasping as she felt the waves of climax wash over her again and again. 

Tim watched with a smile as his adult babygirl brought herself to a sticky finish at his hand, holding the vibrator firmly as he watched her thrashing slow, her hips eventually dropping as she panted, all worn out from her thrilling climax. 

"Ahh... s-sensitive," she managed to mumble weakly, flopping her hand in the vague direction of the vibrator. 

Daddy flicked the switch and pulled it away, and Emily sighed and sagged, sinking into the comfy bed. A moment later, and Daddy joined her, wrapping his arm around her from behind, kissing the back of her neck adoringly. 

"I love you, babygirl," he muttered, as she lay there, blissfully embraced by him and the afterglow. 

"Love you too, Daddy," Emily replied instantly - already wondering what naughty things they'd get up to together next time... 

End. 

Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife

Mrs. Yolanda Moody was tired of her husband’s controlling, miserly behavior. Married for a decade, he still insisted on checking each and every receipt to see how much she’d spent whenever she went out. It was impossible to buy him Christmas presents - he would demand to know, in detail, what every one of the charges on their shared account were.

It was especially ridiculous because they were extremely wealthy - Yolanda and her husband, Larry, lived in a 5 bedroom house with a shiny new car each, and had a maid and gardener who kept their house and yard clean. Why Larry liked to fuss and fight her over every measly penny was a mystery to Yolanda, and frankly, she didn’t think she could put up with it much longer. It was downright humiliating having to justify every little expense to her husband, like she was a little girl borrowing Daddy’s credit card.

So Yolanda had come up with a plan.

Larry was a heavy smoker, as were many of the other CEOs and powerful businessmen he associated with. For years he’d been trying to quit, trying every pill, patch and gum on the market… but he could never quite kick it.

By coincidence, the other week Yolanda had caught an episode of a tv show espousing the medical benefits of hypnosis. Of course, she had heard hypnosis recordings could be used to help curb smoking cravings, but until that day, she’d never thought about potential… other applications of it.

Yolanda had been researching her plan for a while now, finding people willing to do what she needed… for the right amount of money. She just needed a good excuse - but helping Larry quit smoking once and for all seemed like something he might go for…

***

“Dear?” Yolanda said to her husband one night, looking up from her laptop. “I found something on here I think might be useful.”

“Mm?” Larry replied, not taking his eyes off the newspaper. “What is it?”

“Well, you know how you’re always trying to quit smoking?” Yolanda began, trying not to sound nervous. “I’ve found a website that makes custom hypnosis tapes to help. You listen to them every night - and eventually you stop even craving a cigarette.”

Larry finally peered over the top of his paper.

“Are you sure those really work?”

“Oh yes,” Yolanda said, nodding vigorously. “I just saw a segment on them on Great Day, USA the other day. They’re scientifically proven.”

“Hmmm,” Larry said, thinking. “...How much.”

Yolanda swallowed. This would be the hard part. Finding a fetish hypnotist willing to make a completely custom set of recordings to do what she wanted, with such extreme effects… Well, the recordings certainly weren’t going to be cheap! Trying to keep her voice level as if it were a perfectly reasonable price, Yolanda smiled and responded:

“$350, dear.”

Larry sputtered, throwing his paper down.

“$350?! For some blasted recordings?”

“They’re custom, dear,” Yolanda hurriedly explained. “100% guaranteed to work, and completely tailored to you.”

Larry continued to look at her suspiciously, his eyes narrowed. His lips almost pouted, and Yolanda had to suppress a giggle at his almost childlike expression. How amusing, given her plans for him...

“You’re paying for the best quality,” Yolanda added. “Unless you’d like something… cheaper?”

As much as Larry hated spending his money, something he hated even more was the suggestion he’d accept anything less than the best. Scowling, he snatched his paper back up, and Yolanda knew she’d won.

“Fine. Fine,” Larry said, exasperatedly. “But they had better work, or I will write a strongly worded letter of complaint.”

“I know, dear,” Yolanda replied placatingly, internally grinning with delight as she began filling out the form for her custom recordings.

Within two weeks, she’d have Larry listening to them day and night, and slowly turning into her dependent little baby boy. Originally, she’d thought about just hypnotising him to let her do what she wanted with their money, but when she saw the ‘ABDL’ option, she instantly wanted that, too. What could be better than making the man who’d treated her like a little girl all these years into a little boy?

They’d never had kids. It was something they’d planned at first, but now approaching their 50s, Yolanda didn’t think it would ever happen. Didn’t she deserve someone to spoil and pamper of her own?

Humming cheerfully, Yolanda clicked the ‘buy now’ option, already looking forward to her new life with her new baby boy.

***

“Are you sure this is going to work, Yolanda?”

Two weeks later, the recordings had been emailed to Yolanda, and she’d eagerly loaded them onto a MePod for Larry to listen to while he slept. Now he was dressed in his silk pajamas, holding one earbud in his hand, while the other nestled snugly in his ear, looking a little apprehensive at the thought of being hypnotised.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Yolanda said, smiling. “Don’t worry. And if it doesn’t work, we can just ask for out money back, can’t we?”

There was, in fact, no ‘money back’ guarantee on the site - but then again, Yolanda hoped Larry wouldn’t care about things like that if the recordings worked successfully. She kissed his cheek, and then settled down in bed, yawning as she turned out the light.

“Good night, dear,” she said. “Have pleasant dreams.”

“Mm…” Larry grumbled uncertainly.

He put the other ear bud in, and pressed ‘play’, settling down in bed. Almost instantly, a gentle woman’s voice started in his ear:

“Hello. Today we’re going to help you… embrace and accept your true self… To begin, I’m going to slowly help you enter trance…”

As the woman led him through the induction portion of the recording, Larry found himself slowly drifting off to sleep…

***

The next day, Larry got up, stretching as he climbed out of bed, wondering where Yolanda was… After a moment he decided she must already be awake, perhaps cooking breakfast…

A second later, Larry suddenly realised the first thing he thought about hadn’t been cigarettes. Of course, now he thought of it, he was craving one - but usually he craved one the instant his eyes open.

Strangely, his first thought had been about Yolanda. That hadn’t happened since they were both young. Larry pulled a cigarette out of the packet next to his bed, and opened the window, preparing to blow the smoke out of it. Baby steps, baby steps…

***

Five minutes later, Larry was downstairs in his pajamas, delighted to be greeted by a plate of bacon, sausage and eggs, and a piping hot cup of coffee. He wasn’t usually affectionate, but he kissed Yolanda’s cheek and squeezed her hand as she passed him, before he started eating.

As it was a Saturday, he didn’t have to work today, but he still planned to organize some meetings with business acquaintances of his. It paid to always be networking, he’d learned.

Larry had just finished his breakfast, when he felt a warm liquid spreading across his groin. At first he thought he must have spilled some lukewarm coffee onto his lap, but as he looked down between his legs, he was horrified to realise he was emptying his bladder all over his seat - without even knowing it!

He felt he was completely frozen in place, unable to say or so anything but gawp, wide-eyed as he continued to wet himself, a wet patch spreading over the crotch and thighs of his pajamas. Urine trickled down off the edge of his chair, dribbling on the floor. Finally, his body seemed to be done, and Larry bit his lip worriedly at the thought he was losing control of his bodily functions in such a dramatic way.

“Are you alright, dear?” Yolanda asked from the doorway as she came back in.

Larry looked up like a deer caught in headlights, and she hurried over.

“What’s hap- oh, my!” Yolanda clapped a hand to her mouth - mostly to cover her smile - and then gently rubbed Larry’s back. “Did you have an accident?”

“Y-yes,” Larry agreed, embarrassed to hear it described that way. “I suppose I did…”

“I bet you just fell asleep for a moment,” Yolanda suggested. “And your body thought you were sitting on the toilet. It’s no big deal.”

Larry tried to smile, but he found his face frowning and… were those tears on his cheeks? He sniffled, childishly. He never cried… but he felt bad for wetting himself. He felt… naughty.

“Don’t worry, lovey,” Yolanda said, cuddling him gently. “You’re not in trouble. Just pop upstairs and get washed in the shower, and we’ll get you in some new clothes.”

Somehow that made Larry feel much better, as if Yolanda’s reassurance had taken away all his shame and feelings of naughtiness. As she urged him upstairs in his wet pajamas, he thought nothing of it - until he realised how strange the interaction had been, him nearly in tears, being comforted by his wife, when he was usually the stoic, unemotional man of the house.

“You’re going soft, old man,” he teased himself, as he stepped into the shower. “Soon she’ll be running around with your credit card, buying whatever she pleases…”

He laughed at the very idea as he washed himself off.

***

After getting out of the shower, Larry shaved, and then got dressed in a clean, pressed pair of pants and a button up shirt. He still felt his cheeks flush as he remembered his earlier accident, but he tried to put it out of his mind.

...Actually, that was strangely easy to do, Larry realised with a little alarm. And then, suddenly, that thought was drifting away too, as if it had never been there.

Larry got halfway across the room before he wet himself again. It was much less this time, but it still seemed as if his entire bladder had emptied all over his new clothes.

“What the fuck!” Larry muttered at himself, staring down at the wet patch on the crotch of his trousers. “Why is this happening!”

He knew he hadn’t wet himself at all in the shower. It had only happened as soon as he put his new pants on. Larry’s eyes burned again, and he whimpered, realising he was crying, Humiliated, he pulled off his trousers and underwear, and returned to the bathroom, sitting down on the toilet.

He was determined to squeeze out every last drop of urine before he put some new clothes on. Larry must have sat there for 10 whole minutes, tensing and pushing, relaxing, trying to empty his bladder completely once and for all.

What was so strange again now was that he could definitely feel when he was urinating. Then why couldn’t he tell when it ended up in his pants?! Embarrassed, Larry finally left the bathroom, quickly picking out a second pair of pants and underwear. He waited a few moments before heading downstairs, to make sure he didn’t wet himself instantly.

He’d decided not to mention his second accident to Yolanda when he arrived downstairs. She would only worry, the silly woman.

“Feel better, dear?” Yolanda asked, smiling as she poured him another cup of coffee. “Will you be spending today in your office.”

“Yes, thank you,” Larry replied briskly, taking the cup of coffee. “To both things. I’ll see you later, dear.”

“Alright,” Yolanda said, smirking as he turned and walked away.

Larry hadn’t noticed it yet - but Yolanda could see the tiniest wet spot already forming on the crotch of his pants.

***

Larry couldn’t understand why this kept happening.

Soon after sitting down in his office chair, he’d realised with a sinking feeling that his thighs were suddenly completely soaked with urine. Worse, he’d peed himself without even realising - again! He’d been as secretive as he could when he tiptoed upstairs to change his clothes for the third time, hoping it would also be the final time.

Larry was horribly ashamed, sneaking around like a little boy with wet pants, but he was also deeply humiliated at the idea of his wife finding out. His fragile ego was easily damaged, and it wouldn’t do to have his woman know that he couldn’t help wetting himself like a toddler all of a sudden...

The next accident happened while he was smoking, actually. Larry didn’t realize until he was outside with a cigarette between his fingers that he had only had two so far that day - usually by this time he was on his fifth or sixth cigarette, and when he wasn’t smoking he was fantasizing about smoking. Those tapes were really working…

“Oh for fuck’s sake!” he groaned, as he felt himself letting go again, urine running down his legs and into his socks. “What the fuck is going on…”

Larry stormed back into the house, stubbing his cigarette out on the wall. He was about to head upstairs - when he walked right into his wife.

Yolanda raised an eyebrow, and Larry watched with horror as her eyes slowly drifted down…

To his sopping wet pants.

Whimpering, Larry stumbled backwards, suddenly embarrassed and afraid for some reason. The thought that he was ‘in trouble’ flitted through his mind, making him frown. Why was he thinking like that?

“Oh dear, did you have another accident, baby?” Yolanda asked, her voice sympathetic - but she seemed to be smirking, too. “Let’s get that taken care of…”

Larry didn’t know why, but as soon as Yolanda called him ‘baby’ he felt his mind go blank. Suddenly it was hard to even think, and without even really noticing, he found himself taking one plodding step after the other up the stairs, until he ended up in their bedroom. Larry furrowed his brow, shaking his head to clear it.

“...I wet myself,” he said, as if remembering.

“Mmmhmm, you did,” Yolanda said, undoing Larry’s pants without even waiting for his permission.

Usually he’d have protested, but in his dazed state, Larry merely spread his legs, allowing her to pull down his wet trousers and underwear. His face flushed as he was exposed, not for any erotic purpose, but to change his wet clothes, like he was a little boy who couldn’t control his bladder yet.

“Lay down on the bed,” Yolanda commanded, and without even thinking, he obediently complied, looking up at her shyly.

This wasn’t like him, he mused, without making any effort to change it. He was always in charge, especially in the bedroom. Now it seemed like it was right for Yolanda to take control. It no longer brushed up against his testosterone-fueled ego, anyway, and he watched as she pulled open the closet.

“Now, honey,” she began, a touch of nervousness in her voice. “I’ve been thinking… Since you seem to have so much trouble keeping your pants dry… Maybe we should put one of these on you?”

With a flourish, Yolanda pulled out a thick adult diaper. Larry’s jaw dropped as he stared in disbelief at it. He might have been feeling more pliable today, but that was just too far… And when and where did she get those diapers anyway? Larry felt his mind fog as he tried too hard to think about that, so he shook his head, focusing on the diaper itself.

“Not on your life, Yolanda,” he said, setting his jaw and glaring at the crinkly undergarment. “What do you think I am, a baby?”

Yolanda’s smile only grew, and Larry found himself staring at it, entranced… before he blinked, looking away in shame.

“You’re my baby,” she said, softly. “...Anyway… Wouldn’t it be better than wet pants?”

“I’m… I’m not going to wet myself any more,” Larry insisted, but he sounded unconvinced.

“Dear, I’ve seen the piles of wet clothes in the hamper,” Yolanda said, reproachfully. “Now I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to insist. I can’t have you ruining all your trousers.”

Larry felt like he should protest - but it felt like he couldn’t find the words. Instead, his mouth formed a thin line, and he watched nervously as Yolanda approached him, unfolding the thick diaper that would soon be underneath him. He lifted his rear obediently, allowing her to slide it under.

“Aw, don’t look so grumpy, buddy,” Yolanda said, chuckling. “Here… let me show you how nice being put in diapers can feel…”

Larry looked down in surprise as his wife began stroking his limp cock into hardness. They rarely had sex nowadays, and especially never with Yolanda initiating. He wasn’t about to complain though, grunting enthusiastically as his length stiffened in her hand. His hips rolled up to meet Yolanda’s hand as she stroked him up and down, giving his cock a little kiss before she climbed onto the bed, hitching up her skirt.

“Does baby want to play naughty games?” she asked, grinning, pulling her panties aside to rub her moist slit on his throbbing length.

Larry swallowed, confused by the strange wording but understanding the meaning behind them loud and clear. He nodded, and then shuddered, gasping as she lowered herself onto him, impaling herself on his achingly hard cock. The diaper rustled underneath him as she began to slide up and down, clenching her vaginal muscles deliberately to squeeze and massage his length as it pushed in and out of her.

“OH! What a big, big baby!” Yolanda panted, as she rode him.

Never before had she been so enthusiastic during sex, but now she really gave it her all, her hips working, her breathing heavy from sheer exertion as well as the building pleasure. She moaned with her own pleasure as Larry felt his stiff cock being buried again and again in her invitingly wet pussy.

“D-does baby like his diaper change?” she asked, moaning, and Larry felt compelled to nod furiously as she looked down at him, the wet sounds of vigorous sex filled the air as they both humped and ground towards what was sure to be an explosive climax.

Never a particularly attentive husband, Larry nonetheless noticed that Yolanda was acting strangely, but as she bounced up and down on his erection, he moaned, eyes rolling back in his head as he found himself unable to focus on that thought from the sheer pleasure building in his groin. He could feel himself swelling in Yolanda’s slick canal, grunting as his hips pushed hard up into her.

“Nmmf, is baby gonna make stickies? Ri-right inside Mo- inside me, hm?”

“Y-yes! Oh god, ngh, Yolanda, I’m going to c-cum!”

“Yes! DO IT, baby boy!”

She bore down with her muscles, squeezing him as her hips slammed down, filling her entire passageway with her husband’s cock. With a helpless moan, Larry orgasmed, throbbing inside Yolanda as he climaxed. He felt himself spurt into her, more than he had in a long time, grunting with every jet of cum that left his cock.

Moaning, he slowly rode out his orgasm, panting as he came down from the mountaintop he’d been riding up to. Yolanda sedately rocked her hips a few more times, and then dismounted, pulling her underwear neatly over her well-used pussy.

“What a clever boy,” she cooed, as she pulled up the front of Larry’s diaper while he couldn’t protest.

Panting, Larry looked down as his manhood was covered up by the thick padding, gulping as he felt it being done up, snugly.

He had no idea this was the beginning of the end for him.

***

That night, Larry slept in his diapers with his earbuds in, the hypnosis recording playing on. He woke up wet, unsurprisingly, but had no craving at all for a cigarette. In fact, he wasn’t even thinking about cigarettes, until he thought about how much he wasn’t thinking about cigarettes… And surprisingly even that didn’t make him want one, not really.

“Those tapes are definitely working, dear,” he said to Yolanda, who was just starting to stir. “Would you mind… ahem…”

Larry gestured to his soggy diaper, waiting for her to change him. Somewhere, he was dimly aware that this was unusual, but he easily brushed the thought away. She was supposed to change his diapers, wasn’t she? That was what a M… a wife was for, after all.

“Ohh,” Yolanda replied, yawning. “Of course, baby.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Larry replied - and then froze, his cheeks going bright red as he realised what he just said.

“S-sorry, I don’t know why I called you that,” he said, uncomfortably, his face flushed with humiliation. “I, um, I…”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Yolanda said reassuringly, smiling as she slid a pack of wipes over. “You can call me ‘Mommy’ if you like.”

Larry instantly relaxed. Yes, that felt right. Why hadn’t he been calling her ‘Mommy’ all along? She was in charge, after all, they both knew that. Larry smiled shyly as his Mommy untaped his diaper, wiping him clean. He whimpered a little at the cold wipes, helpfully lifting his bottom to release the used diaper.

“Such a good boy!” Yolanda said, smiling as she praised him. “Let’s get a fresh diapee on you.”

“Okay, Mommy,” Larry responded instantly, lifting his rear. He barely noticed that the diaper was cutely patterned all over until it was under his bum, but he frowned profusely when he did.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Yolanda asked, as she taped the diaper up. “Are you hungry?”

Larry shook his head, and then considered, nodding a little.

“Maybe, Mommy,” he replied. “But… this diaper is different. It has pictures on.”

“They’re cute pictures!”

“...It makes it look like it’s for babies…”

Yolanda looked into Larry’s eyes firmly. He felt pinned by her gaze, heart thumping as his wife looked at him with a burning intensity he didn’t feel he could turn away from.

“Larry, listen to me,” she said, softly but insistently. “Mommy knows best. You always like what Mommy chooses for you, don’t you?”

Larry blinked, physically feeling things rearranging in his mind. Yes… That was right… He remembered now. Mommy was always right. Mommy said these diapers were good, so they were good…

“Yes, Mommy. I do.”

Yolanda grinned evilly as she pulled up Larry’s pajamas once more, walking him downstairs to the kitchen.

***

Yolanda couldn’t believe how well these recordings were working. In just two days she had her husband wearing and wetting diapers, and calling her ‘Mommy’ without even thinking about it. She’d been nervous when he’d pointed out the patterns on them, but just as the woman who made the files claimed, Yolanda just had to look into his eyes and slowly remind him that ‘Mommy is always right’.

When that had worked… Yolanda had been over the moon. She didn’t want to push it too much for now, though, so she just cooked Larry some pancakes for breakfast. As he cut them up and ate them, she watched, smiling as she imagined how in just a few weeks he’d be wearing a bib, opening his mouth obediently to allow his ‘Mommy’ to spoon mushy food into it.

“Enjoying your breakfast, sweetie?” she asked, wanting to hear him call her ‘Mommy’ again.

“Yesh, Mommy,” Larry replied, his mouth full of pancake. “It’s very nice.”

Taking control of her miserly, petulant husband and turning him into her obedient baby boy sent shivers down Yolanda’s spine, and she was amazed at just how easy it was so far. Between her legs, her slit moistened slightly as she thought about how she was the one with the power now, certain that she could get Larry to do anything she wanted as long as she didn’t overplay her hand.

Speaking of which… maybe now breakfast was finished, it was time to test out the reason she originally decided to hypnotize her husband…

“Larry, darling?” Yolanda began, trying to keep her voice cool and confident - the woman who sold her the recordings had said that would help.

“Yes, Mommy?”

“I’m going to go shopping, I think,” she said. “I’ll need your card.”

“Oh,” Larry said.

Yolanda felt sweat beading on her forehead as she watched her husband furrowing his brow, as if trying to work something out. It was as if he knew usually he would have objected, but he was no longer physically able of saying anything that went against his ‘Mommy’.

“...Okay,” he finally said. “It’s on my desk, in my wallet.”

“Good boy,” Yolanda said, smiling. “And what’s the pin number?”

She saw Larry twitch uncomfortably, as if her request caused him slight discomfort - but after a moment, he obediently blurted the number out:

“It’s 8932, Mommy,” he said, hurriedly, looking to her as if seeking approval.

“Good, very good,” Yolanda replied, sliding an arm around Larry’s chest and kissing the top of his head gently. “That’s my clever boy.”

She felt him relax in her arms, the tension that had been building while she asked for his card and pin number fading away almost instantly. Larry sighed and relaxed, gently nuzzling against Yolanda for a few moments, before she pulled away.

“Well, I’ll see you later, sweetie. Be a good boy for Mommy!”

And with that, she left her husband home alone, thickly diapered and wondering why his head was still spinning.

***

Larry woke up in a panic the next day, knocking his earbuds out.

It was morning, and it was… It was… Larry groaned in frustration as he tried to focus, feeling his thoughts slipping just out of reach.

...Monday! It was Monday…

What did that mean?

Larry wasn’t sure, but he knew he was supposed to go somewhere, or do something… but what? He couldn’t work it out… Naturally, he started to whimper softly, and then cry. Where was his Mommy… His Mommy would fix this.

***

Yolanda heard her once proud husband’s pathetic mewling from down the hall, and chuckled as she walked back down to her bedroom. Yes, her ‘baby boy’ definitely looked a sight now, with a thick diaper bulging under his clothes, and tears streaming down his face.

As Larry saw her, he raised his arms, whimpering, beckoning for a hug. He needed his Mommy, and Yolanda was only too happy to oblige, wrapping her arms around him in a hug.

“Mommy, I have to go!” Larry whined, tearfully. “It’s important!”

Yolanda had to suppress a chuckle. It was honestly hilarious to see him whining and fussing like a baby, not even able to fully understand the adult life that was slowly slipping away from him now.

“Go where, baby?” she asked, patiently.

Larry tried hard to think… so hard… But he couldn’t remember. Failing that, he groaned, kicking his feet impatiently.

“GO,” he insisted, firmly. “I havta go to the place!”

“Ohhh,” Yolanda said, smiling. He meant work, of course. So funny the things his mind was clinging onto, even if he could no longer understand them.

“Larry, sweetie, Mommy took care of that, okay?”

It was true - earlier that day, Yolanda had penned an email to Larry’s company, announcing his surprise early retirement from active working, and declaring his successor (a nice young man Yolanda happened to think was rather cute, from when she’d met him at company picnics). With all the money Larry had still, Yolanda didn’t think they’d even notice a difference in lifestyle.

“You did?” Larry asked, hopefully. Mommy fixing things made his head feel better. Made him feel calmer and safe.

“I did, baby boy,” Yolanda replied, snuggling him gently as she sat on the bed. “Remember you never have to worry about anything like that again. Mommy’s fixed it all.”

“Mommy’s fixed it all,” Larry repeated slowly, giggling - actually giggling! - as Yolanda kissed him on the lips.

Suddenly Larry stiffened, going bright red, and looking away from Yolanda’s face.

“What’s wrong?”

Larry mumbled something.

“I’m sorry, sweetie?”

“...I did a potty in my diaper,” Larry said, shamefully.

Yolanda smiled patiently. When she’d ordered the recordings, she’d been told repeatedly that often people had the hardest time letting go of their potty training, and to expect Larry to be ashamed and shy about using his diapers, especially by accident, for a long while.

“That’s okay, baby,” she said. “You’re wearing a diaper. How about we get you changed, hm?”

Sullen and red-faced, Larry nodded softly, laying back down on the bed, as Yolanda marveled at the change in him. Like a big, squishy teddybear now, he pouted as he looked up at his ‘Mommy’, waiting for her to change his soggy diaper.

***

Larry lay back shyly, waiting for his Mommy to change him. He felt all confused inside, and a little scared, and it was also making his thingy stiff, for some reason.

Larry knew it was naughty to wet himself, and not use the potty, but he didn’t know how he knew that… and Mommy was telling him it was okay, and changing him, which only made him more confused. If it was naughty, shouldn’t she be telling him off?

“Let’s see what’s in here,” Mommy teased as she untaped the diaper. “OH! What’s this?”

Covering his face with his hands, Larry smiled bashfully as he felt Mommy’s eyes on his stiff peepee. That was definitely naughty, but maybe it was an okay sort of naughty, if Mommy was doing it? Again, Larry found he couldn’t think about it too hard… Instead, he whimpered as Mommy wiped him, seeming to pay extra attention to his shaft, stroking the wipes up and down his throbbing length.

“Ahh… that feels good, Mommy,” he said, rocking his hips needily.

“Does it now?” Mommy replied, removing the used diaper and slipping a new one under his bottom. “Well now, if you’re good, I’ll let you make stickies in your diapers.”

Larry frowned. In his diaper? Last time he remembered he’d made stickies inside… inside… inside Mommy! That had felt really good.

“I wanna make stickies in Mommy,” he said, pouting.

“Not today, baby boy,” Yolanda chided, leaning over to look in his eyes. “Besides… You love your diapers, don’t you? Mommy says her baby boy loves his diapers…”

Larry felt his member twitch, and he nodded suddenly, realizing it was true.

“Yes, Mommy,” Larry said, gasping as he felt the diaper being done up snugly, the padding pressing against his erection. “Mmf… Baby loves his diapers.”

Obligingly, Mommy wrapped her hand around the big shape of Larry’s thingy, which made the diaper bulge at the front. She squeezed hard, making Larry moan, as she began to rub her hand up and down, enjoying how his toes curled and his breath hitched desperately.

***

Larry humped obliviously against Yolanda’s palm as she stroked him through the diaper. He whimpered and bit his lip, needily thrusting against her, looking up at her desperately. He didn’t seem to know or care that less than a week ago his idea of ‘bedroom fun’ was rolling around on top of Yolanda, grunting in alpha male style as he ‘claimed’ her.

Now he meekly accepted the handjob through a diaper, even pushing hard against the padding to feel more of it. Yolanda grinned as she rubbed more and more firmly, just to see him gasp and pant, hips rolling frantically up to stroke his shaft against her through the diaper.

“Oh Mommy!” he moaned. “It feels so good Mommy!”

“Is baby going to make stickies?” Yolanda asked, her hand still stroking the throbbing length of her husband - now her baby boy.

“Yes Mommy! Baby’s gonna make stickies in his diapers!” Larry said desperately, obviously overwhelmed, hips pumping eagerly as his hands balled into fists, he grit his teeth, focusing on what Mommy was doing, on his diapers, on what a good boy he was…

“Nn nn NGH!” Larry growled as he came, cum flooding into his diaper in thick gouts. He moaned, trembling as he rocked against his Mommy’s hand, feeling his orgasm go on and on for a few moments longer, before dying away, leaving him panting and his shaft sensitive and softening.

“Ohhh, good boy!” Yolanda said, kissing his forehead. “Someone made a lot of stickies, didn’t they?”

“Yuh… huh,” Larry replied, still breathing unevenly. “...I love you, Mommy…”

He yawned widely, and Yolanda ‘d’aww’ed at it. Larry definitely made a much cuter baby than a husband…

“Well, I love you too, cutie,” she said, smiling as she slid a finger into the cuff of his diaper, adjusting it so his now-flaccid length was pointing down.

“How about you get a little more sleep, darling?” Yolanda asked softly, as she pulled the covers back over Larry, sliding the ear buds back in. “I’ll come get you in an hour, that’s a good boy.”

“Okay Mommy,” Larry said, smiling like a cherub. “Night night.”

“Night night, baby,” Yolanda whispered.

Yolanda watched Larry obediently close his eyes as she hit the ‘play’ button, smirking as the soothing, corrupting influence of the hypnosis recording leaked into his ears and seeped into his brain, reminding Larry over and over of his place:

“Mommy always knows best. I’m just a little baby. I need my diapers. I wet my diapers. I love being a baby. Mommy is in charge. Babies use their pacifiers or suck their thumbs…”

And as Yolanda walked away, she swore she could see Larry’s thumb slowly drifting towards his mouth - where he sucked it in his sleep for the rest of his nap.

End.

Her Filthy, Taboo ABDL Fantasy 


Kimmie and Nate Carlock were alone in their bedroom. Kimmie was dressed in a short pink nightdress that looked it like would suit a toddler more than an adult woman... and nothing else. 

"I'm so glad we're doing this again," Nate murmured as he gently brushed Kimmie's red hair backwards down her shoulder. "I've missed little Kimmie." 

"Mmm, she's missed her Daddy," Kimmie replied with a soft giggle. "I'm sorry I had that business trip last weekend." 

"It's fine, I'm proud of you," Nate said, as he finally got all the tangles out of Kimmie's long hair. "...And I'm sure we'll make up for lost time..." 

Kimmie shivered at the dangerous sounding drop in Nate's voice, feeling his hands slip from her shoulders to around her neck for a second. For just an instant, there was a brief tension as he lightly squeezed, threatening her without words... 

And then released, making Kimmie's cunny tingle with excitement and fear. 

Kimmie and Nate had met long ago on a kink website. They were both into ageplay... but Kimmie liked it very, very dark. At first Nate had been uncomfortable with playing as rough as she wanted, but after a while he'd become almost as addicted to playing a dirty Daddy who abused his little one as Kimmie was to being used and abused. 

Every weekend (if their schedules allowed it) Kimmie and Nate would roleplay a naughty scene where Kimmie was Nate's helpless fucktoy. Sometimes she'd be a squealing babysitter, sometimes a bratty teen, a vulnerable schoolgirl, and sometimes, like she would be tomorrow... a diapered toddler. 

Diapers had been Nate's kink more than Kimmie's at first, but it seemed like the transference worked both ways, and now she enjoyed them - albeit for different reasons. 

One situation that Kimmie enjoyed was roleplaying that she was a teen or preteen girl being forced back into diapers. The humiliation of being made to wear babies' diapers as a 'big girl' was very arousing... 

But the other situation was even darker and more arousing... Kimmie liked diapers... because they made her feel like a little innocent baby who didn't know anything about sex. Sometimes she liked to play the situation as a glorious awakening into adult sexuality from a loving parent figure... 

And other times? Kimmie liked to pretend she was being raped and abused by her own Daddy. 

"Okay, lay down," Nate told her, getting out a fresh thick diaper for her. "Lotion?" 

"Yes please," Kimmie mumbled, eyeing the diaper. 

After all this time, it still made her blush to think about being put in one. It still felt naughty and taboo to feel her rump being enclosed in crinkly padding and feel her pee flowing from her cunny into the lining of the undergarment. She shifted slightly to let the diaper underneath her rump, breathing speeding up as she felt it against her skin. 

"Safeword?" Nate asked, popping the cap off of the baby lotion, rubbing it into his hands and lowering them towards Kimmie's bare backside. "...The usual one? Pineapple?" 

"Yes," Kimmie agreed, nodding, her cheeks flushed as she felt Nate's hands gently massaging creamy lotion into her upper thighs. "I probably won't need it, though." 

"I like you to have one," Nate said. "It makes me feel safer." 

Kimmie playfully pouted, but her heart warmed over how Nate cared so much about her after so long. She shivered slightly as his fingertips moved in slow circles around the top of her mound, teasing her clit slightly with the gentle rubbing motions. 

Now that her cunny was soaking in lotion, Nate hesitated a moment, and then squeezed more onto one hand. He motioned for Kimmie to pull her legs and bottom up, and then began to slowly massage cream into her rump as she held it up for him to fondle. 

"Any... limits?" 

Nate's question came as he traced one finger down from Kimme's lower rump cheek towards her tight pucker. Kimmie shivered, face red from more than just the blood rushing to it, as Nate swirled his lotion-covered fingertip around her tight hole. 

It was obvious what he was asking about. Kimmie despised anal and always felt too sore to sit properly the next day. There were a lot of times where she'd had to tell Nate emphatically that anal was off the table. She'd only allowed him to do it a few times since they got married. 


...But being forced to do something she hated lit Kimmie's fire like nothing else. Imagining herself as a helpless adult toddler, having Daddy's unwanted cock forced into her tight pooper... Made her wetter than she'd ever imagined. 

"...No limits," she eventually replied, heart pounding as she thought about what she was agreeing to. "...I'm going to be your diapered fucktoy this weekend." 

"Mmm," Nate murmured, smirking as he pulled the thick diaper up between her legs. "Whether you like it or not, hm?" 

"Little girls don't get to tell Daddy 'no'," Kimmie said, looking down curiously as the diaper was taped snugly into place, a big, crinkly reminder that she was nothing but a diapered toddler. "Little girls are good and let Daddy do what he wants." 

Nate seemed to shiver too, and Kimmie suspected his pants were a little tighter now. But tonight the rules were Kimmie went to bed unmolested... at least for the first hour. Sometimes Nate paid her a 'special visit' while she slept. But she always got to go to sleep, at least. 

"Well, let's get you in your crib," Nate murmured, gently helping Kimmie to her feet, her diaper rustling loudly as she waddled to the spare bedroom. 

They kept the spare room for guests... and for these roleplay nights. It was subtly childish, with a pastel-pink wall and stuffed animals lining the shelves. The single bed in there played many roles, but tonight the removable guard rails would go up, and it would be baby Kimmie's 'crib'. 

"All set?" Nate said, once Kimmie was laying down, the bars of her 'crib' up. "Got your binky?" 

"Yuh huh," Kimmie replied, grabbing the pacifier that was clipped to her nightdress, sliding it quickly into her mouth. "Goddit, Daddy!" 

Nate chuckled and reached down, mussing Kimmie's hair lovingly. 

"Well goodnight, princess... you have a big day of 'fun' planned tomorrow..." 


Nate winked, and again Kimmie felt a shiver run up her spine, knowing she'd be very sore and happy tomorrow. 

As the door creaked closed, Kimmie sighed, relaxing back into the crib. She embraced the warmth and comfort of being in a diaper, snuggled cosily under her blanket... 

...Knowing it would be a sexy contrast to her Daddy's naughty behavior tomorrow. Shifting her hips, Kimmie slid her hand down to the front of her diaper, gently cupping the shape of her mound through the padding. 

With a grunt, Kimmie closed her eyes... and pushed out the start of a thin stream of urine. She gasped softly as she ground her needy mound against the growing wetness of her diaper, pressing it inwards firmly so it ground against her clit. 

The diaper was getting hotter and wetter with every second, feeling strange but erotic against Kimmie's crotch. The only way to make herself feel really like a baby was to use her diapers like one, and as she felt the padding against her crotch growing heavier and soggier, Kimmie blushed, imagining herself smaller, more vulnerable... 

"I wonder what naughty things Daddy is gonna show me tomorrow," Kimmie muttered to herself, brain sparking with filthy thoughts as she pushed that swollen diaper crotch inwards to grind against her throbbing clit. "Nnn... he's going to make me sore all over..." 

Kimmie panted, worked up from the flirty conversation between her and Nate, and imagining what might happen tomorrow. Her pussy was slick with urine and arousal, humping and grinding like an animal against the inner diaper as the crib's bedsprings squeaked beneath her. 

"Mmmf... mff... I'mma naughty girl," Kimmie muttered breathlessly around her binky, grunting as she masturbated herself through her wet diaper. "Gunna make naughty gurl cummies in my didee...Nggh!" 

The time for talking was over now. Kimmie's clit was throbbing more and more urgently, her orgasm in sight as her face was flushed and sweaty. Kimmie was such a naughty, slutty, diapered baby, Kimmie's cunny was gonna get fucked, Kimmie was gonna get a big hard cock right up her baby pus- 

With a wordless squeal, Kimmie came, biting down firmly on her pacifier to stop herself from crying out loudly. Her body was jolted again and again by a thunderbolt of bliss, her eyes fluttering as her cunny squeezed and tensed through her mind-searing orgasm. 


Awash in a sea of taboo bliss, Kimmie squeaked as she rode out the feeling pulsing through her lower body. For one long moment, she felt like she was in heaven - whatever kind of heaven you got sent to for having such dirty, sinful fantasies... 

"Nmmm... Ohhh... Daddy," Kimmie muttered, shuddering as she finally sagged down to the bed, heart thud-thudding in her chest happily. "Sooo good..." 

Kimmie sighed, eyes fluttering shut as she let herself lay there, sucking her pacifier slowly. The throbbing feeling between her legs was slowly dissipating, leaving her bathed in syrup-y afterglow. Kimmie nuzzled a pillow softly and sighed in happiness, knowing she'd soon be asleep. 

And tomorrow Daddy would do all those naughty things to her for real... 

*** 

Nate awoke Kimmie the next day, pulling down the side of the her crib to let her out. 

As she swung her legs over the side of the bed, heart pounding with excitement, Nate lunged for her lips, kissing her deeply. As Kimmie squeaked in surprise into his mouth, Nate's hand drifted lower, groping at the sodden diaper between Kimmie's legs as she relaxed into the oral assault. 

At last, Nate pulled away, breathless. Kimmie's cheeks were big, and she gave a shy, almost-innocent sounding giggle. Nate coming in and taking control so easily had pushed her deep into her naughty subby littlespace, and Kimmie knew she was in for a day of sheer debauchery now... 

"That was a grown-up kiss, Daddy!" Kimmie said, with a grin. "Daddy gived me a special big girl kiss..." 

"That's right," Daddy purred, stroking the back of Kimmie's head gently. "That's because Daddy has a very special 'big girl' job for you today." 


Kimmie fought the urge to flick her eyes down to Daddy's crotch, the adult toddler pouting slightly instead. The filthiness had already begun, and Kimmie was determined not to ruin the scene by breaking the illusion of her innocence. 

"What kinda job, Daddy? Is it gonna take long?" 

"Not if you keep talking like that," Nate muttered, as he put his hand on Kimmie's lower back, feeling her diaper through the nightdress as he led her downstairs and to the kitchen. 

Once there, he gently pushed Kimmie towards the fridge so she was turned, facing him. It sent a thrill straight between Kimmie's legs for him to move her without even asking, just pushing her around where he wanted her to be. 

Kimmie's mouth was dry with anticipation as she stared at her Daddy's zipper as he grabbed it and slowly began to pull it open. In no time at all, his stiff, greasy cock bobbed out of his slacks and boxer briefs, pointing upwards at Kimmie as a single drop of precum dribbled down from the tip. 

"Do you remember this, sweetheart?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Kimmie replied, trying to put a nervous waver into her voice. "It's the big hard thingy Daddy hurts my wee-wee with." 

Nate groaned at Kimmie's infantile voice, his cock visibly throbbing in his hand. She had to fight a grin off of her face, playing her role perfectly, making her expression look reluctant and grossed out. 

"That's right sweetie," Nate finally replied. "Right now Daddy isn't going to put it into your wee-wee, though. Today Daddy wants you to help you milk him, for your breakfast." 

"M-milk him?" Kimmie squeaked in faux-surprise. "Daddy, what does that mean..." 

"Get on your knees," Daddy commanded. "And come grab Daddy's cock for him." 

Kimmie's diaper felt saggy and swollen, hanging down towards her knees and rustling audibly as she lowered herself to them. It was such a sexy contrast, making everything she was doing feel taboo and wrong - her waddly, crinkly, baby diaper... and her hand reaching out to stroke off a grown man's cock. 

Swallowing hard, Kimmie reached out and grasped the meaty shaft in her relatively-small fist, squeezing gently as she pumped it slowly up and down. Instead of the obvious hunger for Daddy's cock she was feeling, Kimmie tried to make her face a displeased grimace, like a little girl relegated to performing a gross chore for her father. 

"That's right, sweetie, keep stroking Daddy, up and down," Nate grunted, eyes closed as he closed his hand around Kimmie's, pressing it more feeling closed. "Good baby..." 

Kimmie's heart pounded as she jerked her Daddy off slowly, letting herself feel the play-fear that came from such a dark roleplay. Yes, she was just an innocent little girl, forced to her knees, made to stroke her Daddy's cock. The filthy roleplay scenario made Kimmie have to bite back a whimper of lust, keeping her eyes on her Daddy as he grunted and gasped in pleasure. 

With big eyes, Kimmie watched as Nate brought down his hand, holding a baby bottle in it. As she continued her rhythmic stroking of the heavy piece of manmeat wrapped in her fist, Kimmie's Daddy pressed the open end of the bottle firmly against the end of his cock. 

Kimmie was fascinated as she saw the plastic sliding around slightly, Nate's dripping tip leaving wet sticky marks on the rim. Kimmie groaned slightly, feeling her hand getting worn out from masturbating Nate for so long. 

"Daddy, my hands is gettin tiwed," Kimmie whined, slowing her stroking briefly, making her Daddy's breathing slow, length twitching as it waited for more stimulation. "Can I stop?" 

"N-no, babygirl," Nate gasped, grabbing at her other hand to place that on his cock too. "...Unless you want Daddy to make stickies in your kitty?" 

In real life, Kimmie would have loved to let Nate slide his thick piece of meat deep inside her slippery pussy. But admitting that would ruin the pretense of being a reluctant little girl, and the whole reason she had a slippery pussy to fuck in the first place. 

"No, please dun do that, Daddy," Kimmie whimpered desperately, both hands gripping his length tightly with a renewed fervor. "I'mma be a good girl for yew." 

"Y-you'd better," Nate groaned, free hand gripping the kitchen counter as his adult little girl's hands rubbed quicker and quicker, precum dribbling more and more quickly into the baby bottle. "God, yes, please keep going, babygirl..." 


Kimmie devoted herself completely, obedient to her task. Eyes closed, she bit her lip, focusing on the sensation of Daddy's cock growing harder and harder under her palms, throbbing, stiff as steel between her hands... 

"Ohh! Good baby!" 

With a grunt, Nate's erection kicked and throbbed in Kimmie's hands, and she squeezed it tightly, lovingly milking him up and down. Daddy's cocktip erupted with thick white semen, splattering against the back of the plastic baby bottle. 

Another twitch of his hips and Nate shot another thick load straight to the end of the bottle, and then another. Kimmie watched in pleased surprise (masked as horror) as Nate kept on cumming, his last few shots only making it halfway down the bottle... Before Kimmie finally squeezed the last drop out of her Daddy's cocktip, watching thick white cum dribble out into the opening of the bottle. 

"Nmmmm," Daddy moaned, panting for breath as he pulled the bottle away. "Good girl, good little baby." 

Kimmie flushed at the praise, but smiled as she stood up once more, her knees reddened from being on the floor so long. Daddy let her wipe her hands off on a towel, and then sent Kimmie into the lounge to 'fix her breakfast bottle'. 

Obediently, Kimmie toddled into the living room, heart still racing with excitement. The day had barely begun, and already they'd gone to filthy and depraved depths that made Kimmie's little pussy tingle like nothing else. 

As she looked back at the kitchen where Daddy was fixing her bottle, Kimmie felt equal parts arousal and apprehension. She knew, obviously, she'd be drinking 'Daddy's stickies', and it made her tummy feel warm and excited... but the bleachy taste wasn't something she really relished, and at least during a blowjob she could hurriedly gulp it down and drink some water... 

Kimmie wondered if maybe Nate was doing this on purpose to make having her baby bottle even more embarrassing and less pleasant for her. With a smirk, she realized the answer was probably 'yes', swooning as she thought about how much her Daddy loved her. He really knew her well... 

"Here we go, babygirl," Nate said as he entered, interrupting Kimmie's thoughts. "Get snuggled up on Daddy's knees now... There we go..." 

Daddy had eased Kimmie onto her back, laying her across his lap as one hand cradled her head upwards. Kimmie blushed, feeling vulnerable and excited by her new position as Daddy lowered the bottle nipple. 

He paused for a moment - and then Kimmie's Daddy forced the bottle hard into her mouth, hearing her gasp and feeling her stiffen. Kimmie spluttered for a moment - and then gulped rapidly, forced to swallow the white fluid running to the back of her throat. 

Kimmie's groan at the lightly-chemical, slightly salty taste of the milk running down her tongue was all too real. She winced, trying to push the dripping nipple out of her mouth with her tongue, but only making more liquid dribble from its tip. 

"Gnnnhh," she groaned in protest, nose wrinkled. "Ahhhdddyy.." 

"Quiet, babygirl," Nate ordered. "Finish drinking all your bottle, and then Daddy will get your wet didee changed." 

Kimmie flushed and began swallowing down the strange mix of milk and cum with more haste. Daddy had added something else to the liquid, something sweet and vanilla-y... But it didn't mask the funny taste completely, and Kimmie had to force herself to down the rest of the bottle. 

By the time she sucked out the last few drops, Kimmie's tummy was a little swollen, and she blushed as Daddy sat her back up, rubbing her back slowly. This always made her feel tiny and helpless, sat on Daddy's lap and being burped like an infant. 

Kimmie belched a moment later, and Daddy patted her back as her face flushed. With a chuckle, he kissed her cheek, before sliding her off his lap upstairs for that diaper change. 

The bottle lay, emptied, on the sofa behind them... 

*** 

After that morning's naughtiness, Kimmie's Daddy had kept things frustratingly tame. He wiped Kimmie's piddly privates clean very carefully - especially careful to miss her needy clit. 

Kimmie pouted as her cunny was once again covered up and enclosed by a fresh, thick diaper. Daddy took her back downstairs, cooing as he put her down to play with blocks. Kimmie's heart fluttered, feeling more innocent and helpless the more he treated her like a little girl... 

Which Kimmie knew would only make it more arousing when he ripped that pseudo-innocence away and did something naughty to her... 

Kimmie idly stacked the blocks, peering up at her Daddy occasionally, silently begging him to come touch her and do something dirty. 

Suddenly, Kimmie felt her stomach burble suddenly, and reached down to wrap her arms around her aching tummy with a soft groan. Speaking of 'doing something dirty'... Kimmie rocked uncomfortably back and forth, biting her lip. Had Daddy slipped something in her bottle? 

...Yes.. Oh, how clever. Kimmie groaned again, suddenly knowing how her Daddy was going to violate his little girl next... Kimmie panted softly, staggering to her feet and gripping the couch next to Nate, who looked up curiously. 

Kimmie felt her guts churn ominously, knowing that soon she'd have no choice about whether to mess or not. 

"What are you doing, princess?" he asked, softly, although Kimmie was pretty sure he knew exactly what she was doing. 

"No-nothing, Daddy," Kimmie mumbled through gritted teeth, locking her knees and pushing her backside out. "Ohhh..." 

As she strained, Kimmie felt her bladder release as well, a jet of hot piss quickly spurting into the inside of her diaper. With another soft moan of embarrassment, Kimmie grunted as her nails dug into the couch. 

With a quiet fart, Kimmie's anus flexed... and she began to mess herself. Kimmie's whimpers of humiliation were real as she clenched and forced out more and more of the mushy, stinky load into her diaper. The outer plastic crackled gently as it began to swell outwards, the plastic briefly tensing.. before the lump of mess was expelled from Kimmie's backside. 

"Ngghhh!" Kimmie grunted as she pushed one last time, and finally felt her bowels empty. Panting, she flopped forward onto the couch, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. 

"Babygirl," Daddy scolded, wrinkling his nose at the stinky scent hanging in the air. "Did you just poop in your diapees?" 

Biting her lip, Kimmie shook her head slowly, the lie obvious from the sagging lump in her dirty diapers. She gasped excitedly as Daddy reached over and pressed his palm flat against the bulging outer plastic of the diaper, pushing it firmly against her rear. 

Kimmie cringed and shivered, feeling absolutely filthy as her Daddy rubbed her own waste against her backside. He gave her padded bottom a quick smack for emphasis, and then tutted, standing up. 

"You've been a naughty babygirl, Kimmie," Nate said, firmly, arousal making his voice quiver only slightly. "Daddy's going to have to punish you for messing your diapee and lying about it..." 

"No, Daddy! Dun punish1 I'm just a widdle baby!" Kimmie protested, her heart pounding as Nate grabbed her hand and yanked her upwards, taking her up to the changing table in the bedroom. 

Usually hidden away, the folding table had a colorful padded plastic mat on top, and Kimmie knew from experience it was almost exactly at Daddy's crotch level. Swallowing, Kimmie made a small attempt to genuinely fight back to add to the excitement for both of them, squirming and trying to tug her wrist out of Nate's grip as he marched her up the stairs. 

Her attempts to escape failed, and Kimmie hesitantly allowed herself to be laid on the changing table. The cuffs were quickly done up around her wrists, locking her in place but leaving her rump available and free to move. Kimmie felt a small thrill of panic run through her - there was no getting away now. 

"Daddy gonna change my didee?" Kimmie said, sounding hopefully innocent. "Pwease?" 

"Oh yes," Nate chuckled in a dark way that made all the hairs stand up on the back of Kimmie's neck. "Daddy's going to change your didee, and then you're going to get punished..." 


Trembling, Kimmie licked her lips, eyeing the bulge in Nate's pants as he leaned down to untape her diaper. 

"...What kinda punished, Daddy?" she squeaked, quivering in anticipation. 

"That's for Daddy to know... and you to find out," Daddy rumbled, looking up and meeting Kimmie's eye. 

As he winked, she swallowed again, her backside instinctively clenching tightly. He'd even cleaned her all out for this.... 

As Nate brought down the first wipe, Kimmie jerked in surprise at the coolness of it on her hot, wet skin. Her jolt-y movement reminded her that she was strapped to the table, and she swore her pussy got juicier just thinking about it. No way to get away from what Daddy was going to do to her. 

The anticipation that swirled inside Kimmie's chest as her Daddy cleaned her was half arousal, half fear. God, did having a cock in her ass hurt! 

...But the painful penetration made Kimmie feel good, made her feel like she was really a helpless little girl with small holes. She whimpered softly in a confused mix of desire and anxiety as one of Daddy's wipe-covered fingers passed over her vulnerable pucker. 

A dozen soiled wipes later, and Kimmie could see Daddy was pulling the wipes away nearly clean. A few more, and Kimmie squeaked as her bottom was forced upwards, the soiled diaper pulled away... and replaced by a new one. 

Kimmie wriggled her bottom against the comfy padding, having a feeling she wouldn't have long to relish that feeling. Peering between her legs, Kimmie could see Nate opening the cap on a bottle of baby oil, and felt her breathing suddenly quicken. 

"Do you know what your punishment is, little one?" Daddy said, softly, as he undid his fly once more, letting his pants fall right down, his cock visible through his tight boxer briefs. "Can' you guess?" 

Kimmie gulped softly as she watched Nate grip his throbbing shaft with his baby oil covered palm, stroking gently up and down as he got himself thoroughly lubricated. Kimmie's heart pounded as she imagined what was coming - she was just a little baby, strapped to a table by her Daddy, a naughty Daddy who was going to force his huge cock right into her tiny hole.... 

"Um, um, I dunno, Daddy," Kimmie fibbed, biting her lip. Now she half-wished she'd made anal a limit today... 

But more of her was glad she didn't... 

"Hmmm," Daddy frowned, sliding one thick, oil-coated finger between Kimmie's soft rumpcheeks. "How about now?" 

"Ah-h!" 

Kimmie winced, curling her toes in discomfort as Daddy's finger pushed hard at her tight hole, before pressing inwards. The adult little girl panted softly as she endured the gentle finger-fucking, rendering her speechless for a few moments as Nate carefully lubricated her tight backside. 

"D-Daddy's gonna... nnghh... put his big thingy in my tushy," Kirsten managed, grunting as his finger was swiftly withdrawn. 

"That's right, sweetie," Daddy said, his erection visibly throbbing as he lined it up his cocktip with Kimmie's vulnerable, exposed hole. "Daddy's going to have to punish your bottom so you learn to be good." 

"N-no, Daddy, don't!" Kimmie squealed, delicious panic rising inside herself as Nate heaved her up, hands under the back of her knees. "It hurts bad there!" 

Kimmie vividly felt Daddy's cocktip throb against her backside as she said that, and she felt a secret thrill at knowing it was turning him on so much - before she gasped, corners of her mouth turned down in pain, as she felt that dripping, oiled cockhead pressing into her rear passage. 

"FUCK!" Kimmie squealed, her voice decidedly adult as Nate shoved the end of his deep hard through the tight ring of her anus. "I m-mean... Owwiieee! Daddy! Take it out!" 

Nate snorted softly at her slip, but ignored her plea, groaning as he shoved himself deeper into the tight, burning-hot hole. Kimmie gasped loudly, tears stinging her eyes as she was painfully anally violated, her safeword swimming on the edge of her mind... 

"Be a good girl, and let Daddy make stickies in your bottom," Daddy commanded, shivering as he shoved himself in a few more inches. "Daddy will try and make it quick..." 


God, that sounded so dirty... All thoughts of safewording zipped out of her mind, and Kimmie moaned, trembling in pain as her bottom clenched around his invading member. She kept herself on the edge of pleasurable pain as she squeezed hard, as if trying to keep her Daddy's cock out. 

"It's too.... too big, Daddy!" she complained, feeling her pussy starting to quiver and slicken as well as the burning pain in her rump increased. "OW!" 

"Mmm, yesss, you're too little for this," Nate said, panting filthily as he rocked his hips, the oily shaft embedded in Kimmie's backside being dragged painfully back and forth. "It's dirty and naughty for Daddy to fuck his own little girl..." 

"Y-yes!" Kimmie squeaked, her strapped down hands curling into fists as she grimaced, the tears of pain jostled from her eyes. "Ohhh! It's wrong Daddy! I'm your babygirl! Ah!" 

Every time Kimmie felt she was adjusting to the hot spear of burning, achingly hard flesh that was being shoved in and out of her throbbing hole, Nate increased his speed. Now Kimmie gasped and moaned in time with the table creaking and rocking below, feeling her poor rump stretched again and again by Daddy's careless humping, using her like a toy. 

The pain only stoked her arousal more, and Kimmie gnashed her teeth in a combination of discomfort and frustration, wanting so badly to touch herself, too. She bucked her hips upwards occasionally, gasping as she felt the cock lodged inside her flexing... But her Daddy just kept pounding away, harder and harder, ignoring his little princess' glistening slit. 

"Ohhh! Daddy! It's getting - AH! - really hurty now!" Kimmie cried out, genuinely, heart in her throat as Nate dashed towards the finish line with forceful, hard thrusts, pummelling poor Kimmie's stretched bumhole with his swollen shaft. "OW! DADDY!" 

"Nggh, Daddy's gonna cum inside you sweetie, gonna cum in your sweet little toddler asshole," Daddy panted, grunting, lost in the fantasy as he dug his nails into the soft flesh of Kimmie's legs. 

Kimmie's shrieks and flailing were genuine as she felt the white hot fire burning and burning in her backside, feeling that cock slam into her lick a jackhammer. Oh my God, when was he going to be done?! 


"YES!" Nate suddenly snarled, slamming his cock deep into Kimmie's tight hole. "Milk me, babygirl!" 

As Daddy slammed home, Kimmie instinctively clenched, gasping as hot tears of pain ran down her cheeks. She trembled, groaning as she felt her Daddy's cock throb in her backside, his seed spilling deep inside of her. Kimmie winced with each spurt, her tender bottom so sensitive inside from the rough fucking it had just taken. 

Slowly, Nate rocked his hips back and forth as he unloaded his balls in Kimmie's rectum, moaning as he felt his climax coming to an end. God, that had been so exciting, and so, so dirty. 

With a soft groan, Nate tugged his thick length out of Kimmie's backside. She squeaked, feeling like her guts were being dragged out, her anus still stretched and sore looking as Nate lowered his head between Kimmie's thighs. 

'This is it,' Kimmie thought to herself with some excitement, still jerking at the twinges of pain in her bottom. 'Daddy's going to make me cum, too...' 

Her heart beat faster in anticipation as Daddy's head lowered between her thighs, seeing her lightly parted pink peach nestled there. Kimmie shivered as he planted a gentle kiss on the top of her mound... 

...And then he pulled away, smiling. 

"I love you, baby," he murmured lovingly, grabbing the front of the diaper. 

Kimmie visibly sagged, some of the erotic tension leaving her body as she pouted. 

"Isn't Daddy gonna touch my weewee?" Kimmie asked, still panting, as Daddy pulled the front of the diaper up, covering up her ruined asshole and her slick, needy pussy. 

"Nope," Nate said simply as he pulled the diaper tight, quickly doing it snugly up around Kimmie's hips. "..That's the other part of your punishment." 

Kimmie's mouth hung open as Daddy undid her wrist cuffs, still feeling her pulse in her sore backside, the hot fluid deep inside her bowels. She winced sharply as she was sat up, pouting as Daddy took her back downstairs... 

Knowing the delicious denial would make her eventual orgasm so, so much better… 

End. 

His Descent into Diapers

Sawyer Douglas and Andrea Blackburn met at a friend’s party several months ago. From the get-go, Andrea was more assertive. Sawyer didn’t even really feel like she was flirting with him - not ‘flirting’ in the way he was used to, anyway.

Instead of coyly biting her lip, pushing her bust out, playing with her hair, showing the signs Sawyer knew how to read… Andrea smirked, and raised an eyebrow occasionally. She didn’t walk away when Sawyer spoke, but he felt himself blushing instead, put on the spot by her intense, focused interest.

And yet, it felt like she was a cat, and he was a mouse she was toying with. At any moment Andrea might decide she’d lost interest in Sawyer and walk away, turning to something else. The glint in her eyes said ‘entertain me, or I’ll leave’, and Sawyer felt compelled to obey.

Afterwards, he wasn’t surprised at all when she asked him out, although it was less ‘asking’, and more of a statement:

“You can pick me up and take me out to dinner next Thursday,” Andrea said, pressing a business card into his hand. “Call me on this number after 5. I’ll tell you where to pick me up.”

“Uhhh,” Sawyer stammered, but Andrea continued.

“Take me to a place with four or more stars,” she said. “I’m not cheap.”

And just as he was told, Sawyer had taken her to one of the best restaurants in town that Thursday, wearing his best suit… which ended up on her bedroom floor later that night.

“Mmm… Mama likes what she sees,” Andrea purred as she stripped Sawyer down, still wearing her own slinky black dress.

Sawyer could only blush as she pushed him onto the bed in his boxer shorts, already stiff and throbbing inside them - and then tugged them away with her teeth.

“Wh-whoa, that’s hot,” he muttered, and Andrea winked at him as she took his turgid shaft into her mouth, her palate warm, wet, and inviting as she bobbed her head slightly, her throat gulping exaggeratedly.

Sawyer groaned as her hand stroked his shaft, while her tongue worked his cockhead. She teased him like that for a few moments - and then suddenly, she pulled her lips away, leaving his shaft bobbing in the air, still glistening with her saliva. In another moment, she’d leapt onto his lap, straddling him as she pushed him back down onto the bed with a smooth, catlike movement.

Before Sawyer could open his mouth, he felt the slickness of her entrance at the end of his cock, as Andrea swiftly moved aside her silky black panties. A moment later, and she slammed her hips down hard, moaning and trembling as she felt Sawyer’s cock filling her.

“Ohh! Yes!” Andrea gasped, lifting her hips and slamming herself back down again with wild abandon. “Fuck, YES! Good boy!”

Sawyer could only moan and close his eyes himself, completely overwhelmed by the experience as the sheer force of Andrea’s movements forced him down into the bed, springs creaking with her motion. The pleasure was intense, like nothing he’d ever felt before, consuming all of his senses. He could smell the deep ginger and blossom scent of the perfume she was wearing, heated by their bodies, her own natural scent and the smell of sex lingering all around them.

As she rode him harder and faster, grunting with effort as she took all the initiative, Sawyer felt her nails digging into his shoulders, leaving tiny grooves there. It stung, but in an erotic, exciting way, adding a razor’s edge to the intense pleasure he was feeling and only making his dick throb more insistently within Andrea’s taut, wet confines.

She gripped him tightly to begin with, but as they both headed towards what was guaranteed to be an earth-shattering climax, Andrea squeezed and clenched tighter and tighter, moaning hotly as she bounced on Sawyer’s erection. Her tight pussy rubbed and stroked at all the most sensitive parts of his erection, making it swell harder and harder - and from the way Andrea gasped with delight and ground her hips against him it seemed like she was enjoying it just as much, his thick hardness hitting all the sweet spots inside her.

“Mm, mm, mmff!” Andrea moaned. “Ohhh baby… Mommy’s gonna cum!”

Sawyer dimly felt alarmed by her choice of words, but Andrea’s eager, frantic hip motions soon took the entirety of his attention, as she panted, gasped, humped desperately towards her own peak. She came a few seconds later, spasming in pleasure around his embedded length.

Sawyer groaned as she clenched around him rhythmically, and a moment later he came too, erection swelling fit to burst as he spurted hot, thick semen up inside her. Their motions became as one as they orgasmed together, pushing against one another, moaning and shaking as they came. Sawyer couldn’t remember an orgasm that had felt so good, lingering on for second after second.

At last, he was spent, and Andrea sighed in delight as she unsteadily unmounted him, rolling over onto the bed. They lay there panting for several minutes, until Andrea stood up, stripped off, and then insisted he move into bed with her. Wordlessly, Sawyer did just that, and hardly noticed when his head ended up resting on Andrea’s chest, being cradled by her like an infant.

What he did notice, as he moved his foot, brushing against the sheets, was the plastic crinkling underneath them. He hadn’t felt it while they’d been having sex on top of the comforter, but now he noticed it it seemed awfully loud. In fact it made Sawyer blush a little, to be held like this, laying on plastic sheets.

“Wh-what are the sheets for?” he asked, hesitantly, after a moment.

“Sheets? Oh, those are just in case of spills,” Andrea said, dismissively. “...For… *yawwn* easier clean up…”

Sawyer shrugged, accepting that. As he slipped off to sleep, he had no idea how his life would change over the next few months…

***

Sawyer never asked for it, and Andrea never explicitly stated it, but from that moment on, it was clear the two were an item.

The roles in this relationship were reversed from the ones Sawyer had been in before. Andrea bought him expensive gifts all the time, but Sawyer didn’t think it was even to impress him. Instead, he felt more like a trophy she was adding polish to - as if it would be embarrassing to her to take him out in anything less than an Armani suit or new Rolex watch.

Andrea took Sawyer along to all kinds of high society events that made him feel out of place and small. But Andrea (and her friends) seemed to find it endearing how little Sawyer knew about art auctions or charity dinners. They fussed and cooed over him, and Sawyer felt like it was only a matter of time before they started pinching his red cheeks and calling him a baby outright.

It turned out the ‘Mommy’ thing wasn’t just something Andrea liked to yell out during sex. She called herself that all the time, as a joke… At least, Sawyer was pretty sure it was a joke.

“What do you think, baby?” Andrea asked, as she posed in a tight red dress in front of the changing room mirror. “Does Mommy look good?”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer replied, with a small flush on his cheeks. “You look amazing, babe.”

“Mmmm, baby knows what Momma likes to hear,” Andrea cooed in a sultry tone. “...Baby’s going to get a treat when he gets home…”

Sawyer shuddered as she groped him through his new pressed suit trousers. Usually he’d have protested this embarrassing treatment, but Andrea’s aggressive sexuality was intoxicating. He felt himself getting more and more swept up in her dominating nature, giving more and more of himself to her… And he thought he might just like it.

***

“Where are you going?”

Andrea’s voice sounded coolly interested - demanding a response, but not suggesting Sawyer would be penalized for whatever he said.

Sawyer was dressed casually, with a pair of jeans and sturdy boots on. His t-shirt was almost like what he would have worn before he met Andrea… But she’d bought it for him, and it had a big grinning cartoon animal on the front.

It was actually a character from a show Sawyer and Andrea watched together. Normally it wouldn’t have been his thing… But Andrea was, as always, very persuasive. And it ended up being pretty interesting, anyway.

“I’m just heading out with my friends,” Sawyer replied, standing up after he’d finished tying his shoes. “...Is that okay?”

He blushed. Why did he feel like he needed to ask Andrea if that was okay? He looked at her coyly with a bitten lip, eyes big and hopeful. Although Sawyer was several inches taller than Andrea, he always felt smaller around her, somehow.

“Of course it’s okay, little one,” Andrea replied, smiling. “Just be good, and have fun, alright?”

Sawyer sighed with relief as he walked out. It had been too long since he’d seen his friends… They were starting to ask about him.

Once Sawyer was at the bar, a few of them made comments about him being ‘whipped’, which embarrassed Sawyer - but maybe they had a point...

Somehow one drink turned into two, turned into ten, and before he knew it, Sawyer was stumbling back to Andrea’s, happily drunk.

“Huuurk!”

...Or maybe not so happily. Sawyer groped blindly for the wall of an alley, holding onto it as he threw up. Wrinkling his nose, he stepped clumsily backwards, hoping he could find his Mommy’s apartment soon.

Mommy? Why had he thought that? Andrea was his girlfriend…

“Urrgghhh,” he moaned, as he banged on her front door. “Mmf… Andrea, it’s me…”

There was no response, so Sawyer drunkenly banged on the door again. He could hear Andrea moving around, and he groaned, feeling the liquor sloshing around in his stomach as her pressed his flushed forehead against the door. He squeezed his eyes shut, hoping it would stop the world spinning beneath his feet.

The door swung open and Sawyer cried out in alarm, stumbling backwards, losing his balance.

“What are you doing?!” Andrea hissed, irritated. “You’re making a scene!”

“Sorry, sh-sorry, sorry,” Sawyer mumbled, not realizing how loud his voice was.

“Just get inside!” Andrea barked, grabbing his wrist and yanking him indoors. “Come on…”

“You had better sleep on the couch,” she added, annoyance clear in her voice. “Mommy’s very upset with you. Don’t think you won’t be punished tomorrow.”

“Mmm…” Sawyer groaned, as he was laid down, hot and sick and feeling like his legs would give way any moment.

The cool red leather of the couch stuck to his skin, and Sawyer soon found himself drifting into unconsciousness, snoring like a foghorn as Andrea rolled her eyes with irritation, before heading back to bed.

***

Sawyer woke up with a start several hours later. He was cold, he was wet… and he reeked of piss…

“Ngghh… Andrea?” he moaned, groping blindly at his thighs. He could still feel the alcohol in his system. “And-guh!”

Sawyer whimpered out loud as he realized what had happened, feeling the soaking wetness of his trousers. His face burned with humiliation, realizing he’d wet himself on Andrea’s couch… what was she going to think of him now? He hoped he hadn’t ruined her furniture.

Without even thinking, Sawyer burst into tears, helplessly whimpering into the dark. He called out for Andrea again, unthinkingly, but he could already hear her getting out of bed, coming to see what had happened. He sobbed harder, simultaneously calmed and horrified at the idea of her being here.

A moment later, Andrea threw open her door into the living room, and walked hurriedly over to the couch, flipping the light switch as she went.

In the sudden, searing brightness, Sawyer lifted a hand to cover his eyes - but he couldn’t cover anything else in time.

He heard Andrea’s gasp of shock, and he turned away, blushing bright red as his eyes slowly slid open. A moment later, and he heard her tut softly, but lovingly.

“Couldn’t keep your pants dry, huh, baby?” she sneered, and as Sawyer opened his eyes fully and looked up at her shamefully, he’d never seen such a sensual look of amusement and irritation mingling together.

“I-I was drunk,” he stammered, sniffling. “I’m… I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay, just wait here, okay?” Andrea said, with a small, sly smile on her face. “Mommy’s gonna get you something…”

Sawyer gulped down some more tears, nodding softly. It seemed like a strange time for Andrea to use that nickname, but he didn’t dare tell her not to, not right now. He shivered on the couch, staying obediently in place as he waited for his dominating, but loving, girlfriend to come back.

“Here we are, cutie,” Andrea announced as she walked back in, producing something from behind her back with a flourish. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes - and into something nice and cute.”

He smiled at first - but then Sawyer saw what Andrea was holding, and his face fell.

It was a neatly folded diaper, but it was much, much too big to be for a baby. Which was surprising, because it had a pattern of teddybears across the front, as if it was designed to be worn by an infant. Where the hell had Andrea gotten this?

“What’s wrong, baby?” Andrea asked, and Sawyer pouted and then blushed, turning away once more.

“I… I can’t wear that,” he stuttered. “I’m… Th-this was just an accident…”

“Well, widdle boys often have accidents,” Andrea said, grinning. “If my baby wants to come sleep in bed with Mommy, he needs his didees on…”

Sawyer groaned. He knew he would eventually give in. Why argue? He sighed, laying back and beckoning Andrea over. His face was beet red, but at least Andrea didn’t seem angry with him… This was better than her throwing him out in the early hours of the morning, and having to walk home in soaked pants.

“Good boy,” Andrea purred, and despite the situation, Sawyer felt his cock twitch slightly. “Let Mommy get these wet pants off…”

Sawyer had let himself be undressed by Andrea a hundred times, but it never stopped being a little humiliating… And that small humiliation never failed to make him a little excited, which made him more humiliated, feeding into a naughty cycle where Andrea somehow made him feel happily submissive.

As Andrea approached with the opened diaper now she’d stripped Sawyer of all his wet clothes, he felt his heart thudding crazily with the humiliation of the situation. It sent a jolt straight down to his cock, and he lifted his eyes upwards, an embarrassed smile on his face, hoping Andrea wouldn’t notice as he got one of the hardest erections of his life.

He knew it wasn’t normal for a girlfriend to do this… And it definitely wasn’t normal for him to like it. But as Andrea slid the thick padding under his bottom, Sawyer had to suppress a whimper as he felt the dry, cotton-y material against his backside.

“Such a well-behaved baby!” Andrea praised absent-mindedly, and Sawyer could tell from the smirk on her face she’d certainly noticed his physical reaction - which only made him blush more and more. “Let’s get this alll done up…”

The diaper was big enough it covered Sawyer’s erection as Andrea pulled it taut across his belly, but it tented the material strangely. Sawyer bit his lip as he felt the softness inside being pressed hard against his dripping cockhead, the tapes fastened securely around his hips.

Before Sawyer even knew it, he was wearing a fresh, thick diaper for the first time since he was a toddler… And he had a raging hard-on.

“Looks like baby’s diapers aren’t fitting right,” Andrea said, with faux-shock. “Why don’t you come to bed with Mommy and I’ll see if I can help with that?”

“O-okay, Mommy,” Sawyer stammered, as she helped him off of the couch. It was the first time he’d used her nickname back, but the flash of a grin on her face was all Sawyer needed to let him know it was the right thing to say.

***

Shortly after, they were both lying in the bedroom, on Andrea’s pink, pressed sheets. Sawyer whimpered as Andrea’s hand stroked him lightly through the diaper. He throbbed against even that gentle touch, and as she curled her palm around it, squeezing lightly at his cock through the thick padding.

“Ohhh,” he moaned, biting his lip.

Why did this feel so good? Sawyer knew this was taboo, and embarrassing for his girl to be in control - but that fact only made him more exciting for some reason.

“Does baby like that?” Andrea murmured huskily, moving her hand slowly up and down the smooth plastic outer shell of the diaper.

The baby-ish undergarment crinkled loudly with every motion, and somehow that made Sawyer even more aroused, his cock throbbing and twitching, oozing precum into the absorbent core of the diaper. His hips rocked as he moaned an agreement to Andrea’s question, grinding his hardness against her palm through the padding pulled up around his crotch.

“Tell me,” Andrea demanded. “Tell me you love Mommy touching you this way…”

“Ahh-h… I, I…” Sawyer whimpered, breathless as he struggled to even form coherent words. Andrea’s attention’s slowed slightly, and he groaned, wanting more, more touching, more stroking.

“...I love Mommy touching my peepee through my diapees!” he suddenly blurted out, and instantly, he felt her hand clench tightly around his erection.

He had no room to even think about how filthy and embarrassing what he just said was, because all the space in his mind was suddenly taken up by the sensations of her hand rolling the diaper again and again against his throbbing erection. His constant dribbling had made the inside of it slick and warm, and Andrea’s hand rubbed quickly up and down, bedsprings squeaking, diaper crinkling loudly as Sawyer moaned helplessly.

He was completely submissive and under her control, feeling his body ramping up towards a rapidly approaching peak. Sawyer’s balls pulled up, tight and full of cum, ready to blow, as he gasped and whimpered and humped desperately, mindless with diapered bliss.

“Mommy, I’m going to cum!” he cried out, without even needing prompting, and Andrea let out a little moan of lust herself as she frantically stroked him through the thick padding.

They both felt his orgasm rocking his body, and he groaned deeply as his hips shoved his cock hard against his Mommy’s hand through the diaper. Sawyer hunched them desperately over and over as he came, hot cum spilling into his padding in voluminous gouts. He felt totally awash in pleasure, shuddering and grunting with each new spurt, not remembering the last time he’d cum quite so hard.

At long last, he moaned deliriously, collapsing back on the bed, head swimming. Sleep beckoned, and his eyes slid shut.

“L-love you… Mommy,” he mumbled under his breath, too lost in post-orgasmic bliss to be embarrassed.

“I love you too,” Andrea replied - and the last thing Sawyer heard before he fell asleep was a harsh little laugh.

For the moment, it was the most beautiful sound he’d ever heard.

***

Sawyer woke up in the morning with a blinding headache. He groaned as he rolled over, away from the light shining in through a chink in the curtains. Every little noise grated on him…

How much had he drunk last night? Sawyer squeezed his eyes shut and closed a few times as he tried to wake up, cheeks flushing as he remembered the events of the evening. He shifted, feeling the plastic of the diaper move with him, crinkling loudly. His legs were parted slightly awkwardly by it, but overall it was fairly comfortable, like a soft, fluffy cloud around his waist…

Sawyer blushed harder. That wasn’t a very manly thought. He groaned as he yawned, stretching his legs and arms out, his brain stirring a little more.

The noise of running water from the bathroom told him Andrea was already up, and in the shower. Imagining her naked body might have given Sawyer an erection normally, but as he sat up and looked down, he realized he already had one, tenting the front of the thick padding. Sawyer whimpered slightly at the feeling of pressure on his bladder as he moved, the dull pleasure in his shaft reminding him he needed to use the bathroom.

“Andrea?” he called out, but the water kept flowing… she must not have been able to hear him…

Sawyer winced as he shuffled off the bed. Oh, shit, his bladder was more swollen than he thought, and the sound of water dripping from the next room over wasn’t exactly helping.

“An-Andrea,” he groaned again, crossing his legs together and bouncing slightly as he knocked on the door. “Ngh… I need… Andrea, I need to use the bathroom.”

“What?” Andrea called out. “Hon, I’m in the shower, hold on.”

But Sawyer didn’t think he could ‘hold on’ much longer. His erection was wilting now, as his body decided the fact he was up and moving about meant he was ready to use the bathroom immediately. Hissing through his teeth, Sawyer grabbed his crotch, pressing the thick padding against himself with a whimper.

“Andrea, please, open up!” he begged. “I’m desperate!”

“Don’t be ludicrous, Sawyer,” Andrea replied, the water still loudly flowing. “You’re a big boy. You can hold it…”

She almost sounded amused - but it was hard to tell over the sound of the shower.

Sawyer bit his lip, hard. God, he needed to go so, so badly…

His eyes opened as a thought hit him. He… He was wearing a diaper, after all. Sawyer flushed with humiliation, not believing he was even considering this in the first place… But then another wave of pressure hit him, and he grunted in discomfort, doubling over.

Maybe he could just let out a little? Andrea… Andrea probably wouldn’t even notice. It would be such a small amount, just enough to relieve the pressure until she came out of the shower.

“Ohhh…” Sawyer moaned softly as he unclenched his tightly squeezed muscles, letting out a thin trickle of urine into the padding of the diaper.

As he’d hoped, it was quickly sucked up and wicked away from his skin. Relief filled him, and every instinct said he should keep going… Besides, he barely felt wet. He could let out a little more, right?

With a shudder, Sawyer relaxed his muscles further, feeling himself wetting more and more. In an instant, he realized this had been a mistake, but he whimpered, helplessly standing in front of the bathroom as he felt his diaper growing warmer and heavier between his legs. His bladder slowly drained, and soon Sawyer was soaked, feeling the squishy padding against his crotch as he waited, shamefaced, for Andrea to open the door.

Maybe he could sneak past her before she noticed? Sawyer shuffled from foot to foot, noticing the weight of his well-used diaper, feeling how it sagged between his thighs now. With a blush, he realized there was no way he could hide it. Andrea would definitely notice his soaked padding, and scold him for it.

‘Now I really am acting like I’m a little boy and she’s my Mommy,’ he thought to himself, biting his lip at the thought.

Before he could wander further down that mental pathway, the bathroom door was suddenly pushed open, and Sawyer let out an unmasculine squeak. Blushing, he looked at Andrea as she tightened the towel around her upper chest, pushing a lock of dripping hair under the one atop her head.

“What?” she asked, turning to look at him. “What’s- oh my!”

Sawyer hung his head in shame, although he could swear there was an element of performance in Andrea’s noise of shock. A moment later, and he heard her chuckle, feeling the humiliation burning on his face as he was embarrassed in front of his sexy, dominant girlfriend.

“Poooor baby,” Andrea cooed with a snicker. “Did someone wet his widdle diapee?”

“N-no!” Sawyer snapped, lifting his head quickly - then faltering as he saw Andrea’s amused expression, one eyebrow raised high. “I mean… I guess. I needed to go…”

“And you couldn’t wait five minutes?” she asked. “Honestly, Sawyer. You really are just a big toddler, aren’t you?”

She brushed past him, with a nonchalant glance backwards, and Sawyer swallowed shamefully. The diaper between his legs seemed even heavier now, and he dreaded to think what Andrea thought of him at that moment. Perhaps she would never want to sleep with him again, after he’d humiliated himself… He started to slink off towards the bathroom, ready to clean himself up and get properly dressed, hoping to make himself look like something of a man in front of Andrea.

“Where do you think you’re going, little boy?” Andrea asked, her voice as cold as ice.

“I-I, I’m just going into the bathroom, to change,” Sawyer stammered. “Since, I, you know…”

He gestured lamely at his crotch, refusing to look up at Andrea.

“Oh no you don’t,” Andrea said, with a hint of a smile. “Little babies who are too widdle to make it to the potty on time are too widdle to change their own didees. So come over here and let Mommy take care of it.”

“But, I-”

“Now,” Andrea demanded, pointing aggressively at the bed. “Lay that squishy butt down for Momma.”

Sawyer wasn’t too surprised when he felt his cock stirring again in the diaper as he submissively waddled over to the bed. But he was still very embarrassed, which somehow only made him more excited…

He hesitated slightly as he looked at the bed, knowing Andrea would see his erection if she ‘changed’ him, and know this was making him excited. But a second later, Sawyer felt her swat at his crinkly backside, and ‘eep’ed gently as he hopped onto the bed, rolling onto his back with his legs spread slightly by the mass of soaked padding.

“Oh, what a wet baby,” Andrea said in a husky voice usually reserved for the bedroom. “Aren’t you a naughty boy?”

Remembering the game from last night, Sawyer nodded gently, cheeks pink with embarrassment and arousal.

“Yes,” he said, and gasped as he felt Andrea grab the crotch of his diaper, teasing him lightly through it.

“Yes, what?”

“Y-y-yes…. M-m.. Mommy?” Sawyer said, with an apologetic, bashful grin. Was that really what she wanted to hear?

Apparently, yes. Andrea practically purred with happiness, and Sawyer moaned himself as he felt his ‘Mommy’ squeezing his cock through the diaper, squishing the wetness against his hard erection. She firmly pressed the pulpy padding against his cock, the warm, swollen inside feeling so strange, but so good, against him.

“How does this feel, baby?” she cooed, making Sawyer’s toes curl with an unexplainable lust. “Do you like Mommy touching your peepee?”

“I… Y…” Sawyer stammered at first, searching huntedly for the right thing to reply with, not wanting this wonderful sensation to end. Finally, he blurted out:

“I love it when Mommy touches my peepee!”

“Good baby, gooood baby,” Andrea replied encouragingly, her hand moving a little quicker as she teased Sawyer just a little closer to release. “Such a good boy for Mommy.”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer mumbled distractedly, pushing up to meet her hand motions. Why did something so naughty feel so good?

A moment later, and suddenly, the stimulation stopped. Sawyer’s eyes flew open with worry that he’d done something wrong, but Andrea had merely grabbed a packet of wipes from the bedside drawer. He looked on with excitement as she untaped the diaper carefully, finding him achingly hard.

“Looks like baby loves his diapers, too,” she teased, and Sawyer huffed playfully, moaning again as he felt the cool touch of the wipe on his flesh, cleaning his throbbing, hot shaft.

“Does baby wanna make stickies?” Andrea asked once she’d finally cleaned him to her satisfaction, the used diaper balled up on the floor for disposal. “Does baby wanna play at bein’ a big boy, with Mommy?”

Sawyer nodded and emphatic YES to both questions, but as Andrea seemed to hesitate, waiting for something else with a patient, wicked grin on his face, he bit his lip, before confirming it verbally:

“Baby wanna make ‘tickies in Mommy!” Sawyer said, not sure what was more humiliating - the fact he’d actually said that, or the way his cock twitched as he did so.

“That’s Mommy’s good boy,” Andrea said, grinning as she straddled him. “Ooo, such a cute little peepee…”

Sawyer didn’t protest at the mild insult, just moaned, rolling his hips upwards to meet Andrea as he felt her entrance at his cocktip. Like always, she controlled the movements, pushing down hard to make him fill her completely. She moaned, and Sawyer felt his heart pound at the sound - and thump even harder at what she said next:

“Oh, god, yes! Fuck Mommy’s pussy!” Andrea cried out, as she bounced gently on his cock, her pussy slicker and more excited than he’d ever felt before. “Such a naughty baby!”

Only too happy to oblige, Sawyer began pushing his hips up over and over to meet Andrea’s eager thrusts, enjoying the warm wetness his cock was embedded in. His thrusts started slowly, but were soon as eager and forceful as Andrea’s, whimpering and panting with exertion as she rode him.

Sensing she needed another boost, Sawyer threw caution to the wind, and began yelling what he hoped was what Andrea wanted to hear, finding it made his own genitals tingle and surge with pleasure too.

“Baby wuvs humpin’ Mommy’s pussy!” he moaned, the submissiveness of the phrase and the way Andrea instantly squeezed and rolled her hips making him incredibly aroused. “Baby wanna make cummies in Mommy!”

“Oh god! Oh you dirty, nnf, naughty little boy!” Andrea panted, slamming herself down over and over. “Oh your cute little weewee keeps hitting Mommy in just the right spot - nn! That’s it! Right there, good boy!”

Sawyer kept stroking his cock frantically back and forth over the same spot, as Andrea eagerly worked herself against it. They could both feel the pleasure building and boiling between them, gripping each other, moaning with lust. Sawyer was fucking his Mommy, his Mommy who put him in diapers, his Mommy who made him cum in his diapers and wet his diapers and his diapers diapers diaper-

“Mommy!” he gasped, loudly, without even thinking, as his hips bucked hard upwards, feeling his length throb deep inside her.

“Ohhh, yes!” Andrea cried out, a moment before she felt Sawyer’s orgasm. “Make stickies inside Mommy! Good, good boy! Nmmmm!”

“Nggh! Nggh! AH!” Sawyer trembled as he came, spurting deep up into Andrea, who was losing her mind on top of him.

Sawyer had never seen a woman, let alone Andrea, go so wild, and as he unloaded gout after gout of cum into her, he watched, mesmerized, as her shaving, moaning, clenching popped her towel undone, exposing her nude body. She cried out fiercely as she seemed to have orgasm after orgasm, shuddering, feeling the last of Sawyer’s cum shooting into her…

Finally she moaned, sagging, trembling on top of him. She stayed that way for several long seconds, both of them panting hotly in the hot bedroom air.

Eventually Andrea reached out to Sawyer, and he helped her down onto the bed, biting his lip as he did so. The post orgasmic regret was suddenly setting in, and Sawyer could tell from Andrea’s blissful expression she’d want to do this again.

“Ohhh, baby,” she moaned, nuzzling against him. “That was so good for Mommy. You’re such a big boy.”

And Sawyer gulped as he realized that he might want to do it again as well…

End.


Daddy’s Padded Babygirl 
Her First Time in Diapers

Ben and Viola had, by all accounts, a pretty kinky sex life. It started at first with them tying each other up with rope and handcuffs, and progressed until every other night they were roleplaying something or other.

To be honest, it was mostly Ben who suggested things. It wasn't that Viola wasn't as kinky as him, she was just too shy to share her fantasies. While Ben delighted in making her play a naughty nurse, or dirty French maid – or being tied up and spanked for being a disobedient slave himself - what he was really curious about was just what his girlfriend was hiding.

He could tell there was something she was keeping secret from him, some kink she didn’t want to tell him about. Ben was determined to get to the bottom of it. Sometimes, it even seemed like he was getting close - but then Viola would abruptly clam up, and refuse to talk about it.

“You smell so good," Ben murmured, kissing Viola’s cheek, before planting another on her lips. "I love you."

"Mm, I love you too," Viola murmured, biting Ben's lip as she pulled her own away. "I love making you feel good..."

“Let me make you feel good," Ben said suddenly. "Why won't you tell me your secret fantasy?"

"What secret fantasy?" Viola said, trying to scoff, as if what Ben was saying was ridiculous. If the way her cheeks turned bright red wasn’t a dead giveaway that she was pretending, the way her voice squeaked and cracked was.

Unsurprisingly, Ben looked completely unconvinced. They’d been doing this dance for quite a while. The only reason he even knew Viola had a fetish was because sometimes she would come very close to telling him.

He'd asked her a thousand times if there was anything she want to try in bed. Sometimes she said no – a little too quickly. Sometimes she said she would have to ‘think about it’, and never did so. And sometimes she would just say ‘maybe’ - with the 'maaayyy' drawn out, long and coy, getting flustered when Ben pressed for details.

Even though it was obvious she wanted to tell her boyfriend deep down, Viola always chickened out before she could do so. Sometimes - like right now - she denied that she had any special or unusual kink at all, and acted like Ben was crazy to ask.

Often Ben would just let it go at this point, but not tonight. The truth was he felt guilty, knowing he was getting all his fantasies fulfilled… while his girlfriend wasn't having any of hers satisfied. Ben was sure whatever it was, it couldn’t possibly be as bad as Viola was making out.

"Come on, babe," Ben implored. “You know me. I told you all kinds of embarrassing shit. You can be honest, I won’t judge."

Viola’s breathing quickened, and Ben could feel her palms getting clammy against his skin. She was packing, but that was probably a good sign. Viola was panicking because she was thinking about telling him. If she were secure, knowing Ben would never know, that she would never tell him – well, why would she be so nervous?

Ben fixed her with a surprisingly effective pleading look, as he fought to keep the smile off his face. He watched as Viola looked away, biting her lip, worrying it gently for several long seconds… Until she suddenly sighed, dropping her head as if defeated.

“Okay,” she said, and then looked up, repeating herself louder. “...Okay.”

“Okay?” Ben asked, wanting to be sure he understood.

"Yes, okay," Viola replied. “I do have a secret fantasy, you’re right. I’ve been wanting to tell you… It’s just hard.”

"Hey, you know I would never judge you –" Ben began.

“It's not really about you," Viola said, interrupting him. "It's more about how I feel about myself. I’ve had these fantasies for as long as I can remember. I always thought it was super perverted. I never wanted to share them with anybody…”

"Never ever?" Ben asked, with a raised eyebrow.

Viola's face suddenly changed from lightly pink to bright red, and she refused to meet Ben's gaze.

"Well… I admit, I have thought about telling you," Bayliss said, still beetroot red. “But I didn't want to freak you out."

“Well, I promise not to be freaked out,” Ben replied, rolling his eyes. “...So what is it?”

“U-ummm,” Viola said, biting her lip. “...Can I tell you later?”

At Ben’s skeptical look, Viola hurriedly explained:

“I promise I will. As soon as you want. I just… I guess I’m a little scared after I tell you, you won’t want to have normal sex with me any more or you won’t think I like it. And I definitely do… So… Can we keep going?”

Ben smirked slowly, and Viola slowly returned the look as her hand slid down to find his shaft, stroking it easily back into full hardness. Ben moaned, rolling his eyes back into his head in pleasure.

It didn’t seem like he minded putting the conversation off after all.

***

A half-hour later, they were both laying in bed together. Viola's head rested on Ben's chest, and he lovingly stroked her long brown hair. She had her eyes closed, listening to Ben’s gentle heartbeat, feeling the rise and fall of his chest stop.

“So,” Ben said, trying to sound nonchalant. “What is your secret fantasy?”

"So" said, trying to sell plant. "What is your secret fantasy"

Viola’s eyes flew open. She wasn't sure whether she was more pleased or scared, that Ben had remembered to bring it up, and so soon. She had half thought he would fall asleep after the sex, and not remember until later what she’d said - when it was hopefully far too late to request that Viola talk about her dirty thoughts.

But Ben was awake, and he wanted to know about those secret fantasies. Viola had no choice but to be honest now.

"If I tell you," she began, nervously “You’re sure that you won't freak out?"

Ben nodded impatiently and Viola took a deep breath. It was now or never.

"You know what an Adult Baby is?" She asked, heart pounding in her throat. The cat was out of the bag now. She couldn’t go back from that point on, and it excited and terrified her all at once.

“Uhh,” Ben said, squinting. “I don’t… But I could guess. Is it like, ageplay?”

Viola jerked her head in a ‘yes’ motion. In some ways that made things a little easier. But actually explaining it to him would be… embarrassing.

“Right, yep, you’re… right,” Viola said, flushing. “...Sort of. It’s really really extreme ageplay. Like playing a baby or toddler, instead of a like, sexy school girl, or something…”

Ben looked at her, waiting for her to go on, so Viola continued. At least he didn’t seem to be freaking out, so far, anyway.

“S-so, people who are, are adult babies, they uh, drink bottles, and call their partners ‘Mommy’, or ‘Daddy’, and act like toddlers,” Viola babbled, blushing as she got to the most embarrassing part of all. “...And sometimes they wear diapers…”

“Whoa,” Ben said, holding up a hand, looking surprised. “...Do they… use them?”

“Um, s-so-sometimes,” Viola managed, shaking with embarrassment. “...Mostly just for wetting.”

Ben frowned, and after a moment of silence, Viola hurriedly jumped in again to try and cover up any interest she might have had in the topic, telling Ben they ‘didn’t have to do this’ and he was ‘so sweet for asking but obviously it was too weird’.

“Hey, hey!” Ben said, grabbing Viola’s chin and making her look into his eyes. “Vi, I don’t think it’s that weird. It’s just new, is all…”

Viola whimpered, but smiled weakly at Ben’s own encouraging smile.

“...So you like diapers, and being treated like a baby, huh?” he asked.

“....Yes,” Viola admitted, cheeks pink as an erotic thrill went through her from saying that out loud. “Sexually. I want, I want sex to happen.”

“I thought as much, yeah,” Ben chuckled. “It’s good to have confirmation, though… What is it about this that you like?”

Feeling a little bolder, Viola shrugged, snuggling against Ben’s chest. It was hard when she was so excited to put her thoughts into words, so she closed her eyes for a few moments to calm herself down, taking several deep breaths. Ben’s comforting scent soon soothed her, and she sat up, ready to answer.

“I think part of it is just ingrained,” she began. “Like when I was a little girl for real, I’d steal my brother’s pull-ups and wet in them…”

“Cute,” Ben teased, and Viola giggled before continuing.

“But I think it’s partly just about being completely submissive, and humiliated… It’s really embarrassing to have somebody control your, um, bodily functions,” Viola said, face red. “Toddlers and babies are controlled every second of the day. And if an adult doesn’t have time to change them…”

“...They have to sit in their own pee,” Ben finished for her, and she nodded.

“Or worse,” she added, looking away as soon as she said it.

“Th-the other reason,” Viola continued quickly. “Is just how taboo it is, I guess. I said it was filthy… Well I guess that’s part of what gets me excited?”

“Yeah,” Ben purred. “There’s nothing dirtier than fantasizing about being a helpless babygirl in thick diapers, sucking on Daddy’s special pacifier…”

Viola sat up straight suddenly, gulping hard as Ben’s words struck her naughtiest fantasies directly. He gave her a sly smirk, and she forced a nervous smile onto her face, trying not to look too surprised or delighted by what he’d just said. Viola had fantasized about this day coming, but she’d never really believed it would…

“S-so,” she said, stammering, shaking badly. “...You’d be okay with trying it somehow?”

“Of course,” Ben replied. “I told you I wanted to fulfil your fantasy… There’s just one thing.”

“Oh?” Viola said, her heart sinking. Maybe he objected to some part of it… Probably the diapers.

“I want to really understand this,” Ben said, squeezing Viola’s hand. “...So I want to wait a while to try it out. Do you think if I have questions you can answer them?”

“U-um, I can try,” Viola replied, flushing. Her heart was pounding just imagining this could possibly be for real.

“Thank you,” Ben said, pulling her close to him. “I’m so glad you shared this with me.”

“Me too,” Viola mumbled, as she breathed in his comforting scent again, and dared to think of it as ‘Daddyish’ for the first time.

***

The next week passed in a flurry of filthy bedroom conversations, embarrassed texts and instant messages, and the occasional shameful sharing of a particularly naughty ABDL porn video or photo shoot.

The more they talked about it, the more confident Ben got with the idea, seeming to absorb the information like a sponge. Viola suspected he was doing his own research, because he seemed to learn awfully quickly.

One night, while he was fucking her, he asked her to beg for Daddy’s load, and Viola squealed as she had an enormous, toe-curling orgasm from the sheer perversion of it. She almost apologized for it afterwards when she’d recovered, since she’d thrashed about like a mad thing - but Ben’s cheeky grin told her that had been exactly the kind of result he’d been looking for.

She had a feeling he was planning something this evening. He’d been unusually secretive, but also happy, that morning. He’d winked when she left for work, too.

Viola’s heart thumped as she dared to consider that this might be it… the night he fully explored her ABDL fantasies with her.

Viola was looking forward to it more than she’d ever looked forward to anything in her life, but she was also incredibly nervous. What was he planning? She wanted to know, so badly, but she also wanted it to be a surprise… wanted him to be in total control.

As she closed the front door behind her and set down her bag, there was no sign of Ben - even though his car was outside. She checked the living room and the kitchen, but he obviously wasn’t anywhere to be found.

“Ben?” Viola called out into the empty house, hearing a floorboard creak upstairs as she did so. “Ben, is that you?”

“Yes,” he replied. “...Come to the bedroom.”

Viola’s heart pounded even harder. Oh god, this was really happening, wasn’t it? She felt giddy, nerves jangling and mouth dry as she climbed the stairs, muscles feeling like molasses as she headed towards the realization of her fantasy.

The bedroom door was pulled nearly closed, but not shut all the way. With a gentle push, it opened, revealing Ben, standing beside the bed… and the items laid out on it.

Viola’s eyes were drawn to the diapers immediately. She’d never actually seen or held an ABDL diaper in real life, and she was amazed by how poofy and thick they looked. They had a pure white shell, with a pattern of baby blocks across the crinkly landing strip. Viola instantly wanted to put one on… but there were other things to look at.

A soft cotton sleeper with no feet, in a soft baby pink. And a lilac pacifier… in an adult size.

Viola looked up shyly at Ben, unable to keep the smile off of her face. He smiled back, knowing he’d done well - but he asked for confirmation anyway…

“What do you think, hmmm?” he asked, as he walked over to Viola, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close so his hands rested on her backside. “Did Daddy do good?”

Viola hid her face in Ben’s chest, squeaking as he called himself ‘Daddy’... So fucking hot!

“What?” Ben teased, pulling her away to look at her red face. “Is it because I called myself Daddy? … daddy, daddy, daddy…”

Playfully hitting Ben in the chest, Viola next grabbed his hands, squeezing them tightly. She was grinning and bouncing like a little kid on Christmas morning, her face flushed with excitement, waiting to unwrap her present… Or to be wrapped, in something else.

“Does my little girl want to be put in her diapers?” Ben asked, rolling the word ‘diapers’ off of his tongue tantalizingly. Viola whimpered, nodding.

“Yes… Yes please, Daddy,” she murmured, and Ben kissed her gently as he began to undress her.

It wasn’t like he hadn’t taken off her clothes before. But now it felt strangely more intimate, more intense. As more and more of Viola’s body was exposed, she felt like her whole inner self, heart and soul, was being exposed as well.

Finally, she stood naked, her pert breasts proud and round against her chest, her long hair trailing down her tawny back. She felt Ben’s approving gaze roving up and down her body, peering between her thighs at her trimmed mound. Viola blushed, squeezing her thighs together slightly - but Ben tutted, motioning for her to part them.

“Don’t hide from Daddy, babygirl,” he told her. “Keep yourself on display for him… in fact, why don’t you turn around for me, hm? That’s it… slowly!”

Viola’s face was hot and pink, but it wasn’t all embarrassment. She couldn’t remember ever being this horny in her life, and as she slowly turned around, knowing her ‘Daddy’ was watching, part of her wanted to jump straight into sex and skip everything else.

As she turned and saw the diaper again, Viola changed her mind back instantly. She wanted to wear that, badly.

“Good girl,” Ben murmured, taking Viola’s slender wrist in his hand. “Lay down on the bed for me.”

“Okay, Daddy,” Viola said, the word feeling strange but exciting in her mouth. “I amma good girl, Daddy.”

“You are,” Ben replied, as he watched her get into position, laying on the bed, her ankles slightly parted and her knees in the air. “Lift your pretty bottom up, baby girl…”

Viola tried not to swoon as she pushed herself up, away from the mattress. She wanted to hold onto every second of this, but she also wanted to hurry right to the part where she was securely diapered, padded and crinkly around her beloved Daddy.

Her toes curling with delight, Viola felt the soft padding of the open diaper against her backside, her rear sinking into it just slightly. Plastic crinkled as Ben shifted her into place, and a moment later, she felt the front of the diaper being pulled up, her private areas hidden from view and nestled comfortably inside a cotton-y prison.

Viola couldn’t contain a soft whimper as Ben fastened the first tape, and she caught his eyes as he looked down at her with wry amusement.

“Baby loves her diapers, doesn’t she?” he asked, and Viola nodded shyly, feeling the front of the diaper growing snug across her tummy.

“Yesh Daddy,” she replied, blushing. “...Baby wuvs her diapees…”

“Good girl,” Ben said back, as he finally secured the last tape. “...Because Daddy thinks you look very, very sexy in them.”

“Daddy!” Viola squealed and giggled, pretending to be scandalized. “That’s a naughty thing to say…”

“Oh, is it?” Ben asked, pulling her up effortlessly. “Well maybe I’m a naughty Daddy then. For a naughty little girl.”

“Hmf,” Viola replied, faux-pouting. She was on cloud nine, and amazed by how easily she was getting into the role already.

“Don’t pout, baby,” Ben said, smirking. “Let Daddy put your jammies on…”

Privately, Viola wondered how long those pajamas would stay on for, but she obediently stuck her leg out, feeling the soft, stretchy cotton being pulled up her over her feet. Daddy helped her up, and soon the whole thing was being snapped up, her arms and legs covered in the soft pink fabric.

She could feel it stretched just slightly across her padded bottom, and she giggled, stomping her feet playfully. The diaper was pressed more firmly against her, and as the fabric shifted, so did it, crinkling loudly.

“Silly baby girl,” Ben teased, smiling, seeming completely at home in his role, too. “...Get your binky, little one.”

“Ohhh,” Viola said, reaching clumsily out for it on the bed.

It only took a moment for her to pop it into her mouth, and once there, it seemed to fit perfectly. Instinctively, she suckled on it, sighing happily.

Being put into the diaper seemed to have affected her psyche. Viola felt a little more carefree, giddy and small. She clungy to Ben, grinning as he patted her crinkly backside, wiggling it against his hand.

“Wub you, Daddy,” she mumbled behind her pacifier, as she was led downstairs, eager to see what was next…

***

“Sit here, babygirl,” Ben ordered, as he draped a soft blanket over Viola on the couch. “Daddy has to go get something…”

Before he left, he turned the television to colorful children’s programming. Viola blushed as she looked up at him, but he was already leaving, not looking at her reaction too. The fact he didn’t put it on the embarrass her… only made her more pleasantly embarrassed.

“Daddy know I’s a baby,” she mumbled to herself, giggling at her cutesy-sounding voice.

Viola’s toes wriggled under the blanket as she waited. She could hear ben in the kitchen, using the microwave for… something. She played with her pacifier in her mouth as she looked up at the tv screen, spinning it around slowly using her tongue.

Viola used a free hand to gently pull on the ring, sucking hard as she did so. She did that for a while, seeing how hard she could tug before her suction wasn’t enough, and the binky popped free. Giggling, Viola repeated that a few times - before she heard her Daddy coming back, and looked up, eagerly.

With a little blush, Viola realized Ben was carrying a full baby bottle of strawberry milk. She couldn’t tell from where she was, but she assumed it was heated, and that was why she’d heard the microwave. She watched as Ben sat down on the couch, and gently patted his lap.

Viola looked up at him hesitantly. Was he asking her to..?

“Come on, sweetheart,” Ben beckoned. “Lay on Daddy’s lap.”

Viola was only too happy to comply, heart thudding with glee as she clambered onto Ben’s lap, rolling onto her back. There were a few awkward repositionings, and a few ‘oof!’s from Ben as his babygirl squirmed into place. But finally he held her, supporting her with one arm that wrapped securely around her side, her head resting against his chest and upper arm.

The other arm offered the nipple of the warm bottle of pink milk, and after a moment’s hesitation, Viola parted her lips, allowing it to slip inside her mouth.

“Good baby,” Ben said, softly, with love in his voice. “...I love you so much, Vi.”

Viola’s own eyes were a little misty as she looked back at him, her mouth full so she couldn’t reply. She didn’t need to - it was obvious she was brimming over with love for him too, as her wildest fantasies were realized.

Her eyes sliding closed a moment later, Viola focused completely on the sensations surrounding her. The sweet strawberry flavored milk filled her mouth, although she had to rhythmically suck to get it out. That little motion made Viola feel completely like a baby, tiny and helpless, dependent on her Daddy to feed her as he held her bottle up, supporting her lovingly.

The warmth of their bodies together felt like a glowing ember of love shared between them, and Viola sighed through her nose, knowing she could have lay there forever in Ben’s arms. Slowly she drank, shifting occasionally, feeling and hearing the thick diaper between her legs shifting and crinkling.

She wanted the moment to last forever, but eventually Viola realized she’d drained the entire bottle. Whimpering, she suckled on air for a few moments, before Ben slowly slipped the bottle from her lips, sitting her up.

Viola felt him rubbing and patting her back, and a moment later, on cue, she burped gently. She blushed, but Ben just pulled her towards him, laying her head on his chest once more. Her pacifier was put back in, and Viola sucked slowly on it, her cheeks a rosy pink as she nuzzled against her Daddy.

Slowly, tenderly, Ben rocked the diapered girl on his lap, cuddling her close as she sighed, relaxing against him. The total peace she felt was only slightly offset by the tingling excitement she felt between her thighs… But they were both pleasant, building on each other.

And besides, Viola thought. Later she could do the sexy things… For now, she would enjoy this as long as she could - in case orgasm took either or both of them out of the moment…

***

It didn’t take long for Viola to start wriggling slightly again. Daddy had put on a Biznee movie, and they were both watching it quietly, Viola sitting beside Ben and leaning on him.

She had rushed home from work today, forgetting to use the bathroom. And now she could feel her bladder straining… Viola didn’t want to break character, but she was sure Ben wouldn’t be okay with her actually using the diaper… Would he?

“Daddy,” Viola said softly, blushing. “I have… I have to go peepee.”

She looked up at him hesitantly, but Ben just rubbed her shoulder lovingly before responding.

“Go in your diaper, then, babygirl,” he said, casually, and Viola felt herself go violently red. “That’s what it’s there for.”

“A-are you sure?” Viola asked, flushing brightly.

She’d never dared to even fantasize about this. Actually using her diaper now she was a grown woman seemed so naughty, so taboo… And doing it right there, with her boyfriend watching. Viola sucked her pacifier worriedly, as Ben sighed, gently sitting her up to look at her.

“I’m completely sure,” he said, smirking… And then something seemed to strike him. “In fact… Come here…”

“W-what are you doin’, Daddy?” Viola asked after pulling out her pacifier, as Ben began to unpop all the poppers down the front of her sleeper. She blushed a little but didn’t pull away as her perky breasts burst free, and Daddy peeled the soft fabric down her arms.

“I want you to sit on my lap, princess,” Ben urged, as he undid the rest of the sleeper, revealing the front of her thick diaper. “...While you go peepee.”

Viola made a squeak of alarm.

“Daddy! Yo-you… You don’t mean that, right?” Viola asked, her heart hammering as he stood her up, very deliberately stripping her down to just her diaper.

She felt completely bare and exposed in front of him, squeezing her thighs together over the mass of the diaper that spread them slightly despite her best efforts. Without speaking, Ben took her by the hand and led her over to him. Viola hesitated, locking her legs for a moment, uncertain that Ben really wanted this…

...In response, Ben found the zipper of his jeans, and slowly undid them, so his stiff, throbbing cock jutted out into the air. Viola’s eyes went wide.

“I’m so horny for you, baby girl,” Ben said, and when he pulled her closer once more, there was no resistance. “Press your diaper right up against Daddy, that’s a good baby.”

Trembling with arousal, Viola straddled Ben compliantly. He guided her pacifier back into her mouth, and soon she could feel the hardness of his shaft pressed up against her, through the diaper. The plastic crinkled loudly as they ground against each other, Viola whimpering as she felt the padding pressing against her slickened slit, teasing her.

Her bladder felt swollen, body urging her to empty it, and as she sucked rhythmically on the pacifier, she looked into Ben’s eyes questioningly.

“Come on, sweetie,” he said, smiling, as he pushed his hips up, grinding his shaft against the outer shell of the diaper. “Let go… Wet your pampers for Daddy.”

Viola whimpered around the pacifier, unable to disobey such a direct, arousing command. Blushing furiously, she tensed her muscles, pushing… and then relaxing as she slowly wet herself, warm yellow urine seeping into the front of the diaper between her legs and changing the color, swelling it outwards.

It grew against Ben’s aching length, making him throb slightly as Viola watched, mesmerized. It felt so good to do this, to let go completely, and she moaned shamelessly around her pacifier, humping slowly against Ben’s cock as she continued to empty her bladder into her diaper. She felt a wonderful, potent mix of innocence and naughtiness. The fact this seemed so wrong only made it feel more right, arousal growing inside her like a burning fire.

As she finished wetting, they both shivered slightly, as if experiencing a shared orgasm… And then Ben kissed her firmly on her binky, pressing it deeper into her mouth. Her cheeks were pink, eyes wide, feeling small and submissive and owned.

“Such a good baby,” Ben murmured, as his hands found her hips, wrapped in the crinkly plastic of her padding. “Wetting your diaper for Daddy. Did it feel good?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Viola moaned, rolling her hips against him, whimpering with arousal. “It felt sooo good.”

“Let’s both make each other feel good, together,” Ben said, smirking as he undid the tapes on each side in one surprisingly smooth movement.

Viola squealed as she felt her sodden diaper being stripped away, and now there was nothing between them, her slit slick with her own urine and excitement as they both worked together to position her eager entrance against Ben’s dripping cockhead. With a single thrust, he entered her, groaning as his hips rolled up to push himself all the way in.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned breathlessly as she felt him deep inside her, his shaft like granite as he slid his hips slowly back. “Feelsh sho good, Daddy…”

Ben moaned himself, holding onto her hips for dear life as he worked his throbbing length back and forth inside the molten pot of ooze that was his babygirl’s pussy. The fantasy seemed to have gripped him tightly too, almost as tightly as the clenching warmth of Viola’s slick canal.

They moved together, overwhelmed with bubbling pleasure. Viola’s pacifier soon fell from her lips as she gasped and cried out, feeling Ben’s cock pushing in and out of her, over and over, teasing her. His length stroked again and again against her that sweet spot inside of her, making her tremble as the pleasure built and built.

Daddy and babygirl were a moaning, writhing, humping mess for the next few minutes as they enjoyed each other, enjoyed the fantasy, crying out ‘Daddy’ and ‘babygirl!’ occasionally in time with their passionate movements. They loved this, loved each other, and both of them knew Viola never had any need to hide this fetish again…

“D-daddy! I’m go-gonna make cummies!” Viola squealed impulsively, feeling her peak approaching, her whole body tense as Ben’s hard cock pounded away at her.

“C-cum with Daddy, princess! Cum around Daddy’s cock!”

Viola trembled, eyes wide - and then she did exactly that, squealing and thrashing as she orgasmed, clenching and massaging her Daddy’s deeply embedded erection. Her clit throbbed and tingled, and through the haze of her own pleasure she felt Ben explode inside her too, pumping hot cum deep inside her, as the rhythmic spasms of her own canal coaxed his semen deeper.

She moaned wordlessly, back arched as she squeezed out ever last second of pleasure… And then sagged, shaking all over as she clung to her Daddy, feeling the last few lazy spurts into her.

“Ohhh… Daddy…”

“That’s my girl,” Ben murmured, kissing her cheek as he gently guided her off of his lap, and onto the couch beside him. “That’s Daddy’s little girl…”

And as Viola’s eyes closed happily, she sighed, knowing it was true.

End.

****

ABDL Suzi’s Easter Adventure

Suzanne woke up from a lovely dream involving her Daddy. Like most dreams, the details began slipping away as soon as she awoke, but she knew it had been a good one, because she was still smiling.

Wriggling and turning over, Suzi was a little surprised to see that the pillow next to her was bare. Her fiance - her Daddy - Isaac had gotten up before her. Usually they woke up at the same time… Suzi sniffed the air, feeling her mouth start watering. What was that? He must have been cooking something… Pancakes? Waffles?

Licking her lips, she sat up, stretching and yawning. What day was it? She realized a moment later that today had even more reasons for her to smile - since it was Easter Sunday. Suzi wondered what Isaac had planned for today, sure it would be exciting…

Hopping out of bed, her bare feet hitting the carpet, she quickly scampered to the stairs. Suzi’s bedtime clothes were a t-shirt and panties… Sometimes her Daddy put her in diapers, but not usually. That made them more kinky and humiliating when she was put in them…

“Daddy!” Suzi cried out as she reached the kitchen, rushing to wrap her arms around the waist of the man she loved most in the world, who was facing away from her, cooking bacon to go with the waffles in the waffle maker. Suzi giggled as she stroked his tummy - he was wearing her apron over his normal Daddy clothes.

“Morning, sunshine,” he said, beaming as he pulled her around to his side, wrapping an arm around her waist as the other hand held the spatula that flipped the bacon. “And happy Easter.”

“Happy Easter, Daddy,” Suzi replied eagerly, looking at the bacon sizzling in the pan. “...Do I have an Easter present?”

“Hmm… maaaaybe,” Isaac replied, as he turned the heat down on the stovetop. “If you go into the dining room, there might be a basket for a certain little girl…”

Suzi was off before Daddy could finish his sentence, rushing in to see the table decorated with a red gingham tablecloth, and right in the middle of it, a straw-colored Easter basket…

With a single chocolate rabbit inside.

Pouting slightly, Suzi went over to the table, picking the rabbit out, looking underneath it to see if she’d missed anything. She wasn’t a spoiled little, generally, but she was a bit disappointed. Usually for special occasions Daddy went all out. Last Easter he’d gotten her a huge hollow chocolate egg, and lots of naughty little girl toys. The fluffy handcuffs were still attached to their headboard…

So it was hard for Suzi not to feel like maybe she’d been a bad girl, if Daddy got her such a big, empty Easter basket.

“Are you alright, princess?” Isaac asked as he bustled into the room, carrying two plates of waffles and bacon. “You look a little upset.”

“Well… I’m not being greedy, Daddy,” Suzi said, softly. “But last year you got me a lot more stuff… And the basket is really big…”

“Oh, you didn’t think that was everything, did you?” Isaac asked nonchalantly as he slid the plates onto the placemats, unable to keep a small smile off of his face.

“It’s not?” Suzi asked in happy surprise. “What else is there?”

“Weellll, I set up a little Easter hunt around the house for you,” Daddy explained, as he pushed Suzanne’s chair in now she was sitting down. “I couldn’t fit everything in little eggs, but, after breakfast, I’ll help you look for everything. Won’t that be fun?”

“Uh huh,’ Suzi enthusiastically agreed. “You’re so clever, Daddy.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” Isaac said as he took his seat.

Suzi seemed distracted, peering around behind her, trying to spot where her first present would be hiding. After a few moments, Isaac cleared his throat, and Suzi’s head whipped back around, her smile bashful and her face pink.

“Breakfast first,” Daddy ordered, pointing at her plate with amused annoyance. “Then the easter egg hunt.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Suzi said, a little grumpily - setting herself to the incredibly arduous task of eating waffles and bacon with extra syrup.

***

Frustratingly, Isaac insisted that Suzi clear her plate and wash her face and hands after breakfast, and then she had to trudge back into the dining room and show them to him to prove she’d done it.

“Dadddddy,” she whined, as she turned her clean hands over for the 3rd time. “Stop stalling!”

“Okay, okay,” Isaac said, grinning. “I just think you’re so cute when you’re grumpy, my little bunny.”

He reached out to pet Suzi’s head, and she bounced upwards, snapping her teeth at him with a giggle.

“I’m gonna be a bunny who bites if you don’t let me go look for my presents…”

“Well, off you go then,” Isaac commanded, and Suzi took off like a shot once more.

It only took a few moments of searching before she found her first presents. Hunting high and low, she blushed as she noticed a bottle of clear lubricant with a ribbon in in her shoe… and in the one beside it, a plastic box containing a brightly colored, easter-egg shaped buttplug.

“What’ve you found, princess?” Isaac asked, trying not to smirk, as the adult little girl gingerly picked the toy and lube up out of her shoes, giving him an unamused but still embarrassed look.

“I think maybe this is more of a present for Daddy,” she accused, smirking herself. “Do you really want to put something inside my tushy, Daddy? On Easter?”

Suzi’s tone of mock offence sent the blood straight rushing to Isaac’s crotch, and he nodded, smirking back. Soon Suzi felt his hands on her, giggling as she was led over to the arm of the couch, and bent over, her bottom wriggling in the air. Daddy gave it a gentle swat, and she eeped in surprise, giggling again.

“Oo… be careful,” she warned, feeling Isaac slide her panties off. “It’s been a while.”

“I always am, aren’t I?” Daddy murmured, as he squirted lubricant onto his fingers.

“N-ngh… m-mostly,” Suzi replied, her face flushed from the position and the sensation of one digit probing her hole. “Ah!”

“Goood girl,” Isaac said soothingly, rubbing her back as his finger slid in deeper, pushing lubricant into her backside. “Relax your bumbum for me, angel.”

Suzi tried to obey, grunting gently. Anal play was always a little uncomfortable, but that was part of why it was enjoyable. It was undeniably not for her pleasure, but for her Daddy’s, and the thought of being his helpless toy as he used her tight rosebud was… exciting, to say the least. Add in the fact that he was playing with the ‘wrong’ hole, not even designed for sex, and Suzi found the whole affair wonderfully dirty and naughty in a way that sent tingles to her pussy.

“Gnnuhh,” she groaned, muscles twitching as Isaac’s finger slipped back and forth in her rear, lightly stretching it.

There was enough lube now for him to add a second finger, but Suzanne still panted and gripped the arm of the couch as he slid it in beside the first. He worked them back and forth slowly, just trying to open her up a little more to take the plug.

“Oooo, it feels so funny, Daddy,” Suzi grunted, clenching around his fingers as they slid in and out of her.

“You’re doing great,” Isaac said reassuringly, stroking her back. “...I think you’re ready now.”

“Mmf… yeah,” Suzi agreed, heart in her throat as she obediently waited for the intrusion of the small plug.

It came sooner than she was expecting, and she gasped, feeling the rounded tip of it probing her slightly stretched pucker. Gritting her teeth, she tried to bear down to let it in, moaning as she felt it slide deeper into her, spreading her tight hole around it. After a moment of pushing past that tension, it suddenly slipped right in, making her cry out in alarm as her rump sucked it up into place, her hole clenching around the skinny neck of the plug, the round base resting on the outside.

“O-ooh,” Suzanne mumbled, as she gingerly stood back up, reaching back to rub at where the plug had entered her. “I feel so full…”

“I can tell,” Isaac said, grinning. “...You make such cute noises when you’re getting your rump stuffed, honey.”

“Hmmmf,” Suzanne said, bending to pull her undies up - stopping as Isaac reached a hand out.

“Leave them off,” he said. “Daddy likes the view better this way.”

“Yes sir,” Suzi said, blushing and smiling shyly. “...Where else should I look?”

“Hmmm,” Isaac replied, rubbing his chin as if thinking. “Well, you didn’t hear it from me, but I think I saw something over in that direction…”

He pointed to the windowsill, and Suzi scanned it with her eyes. A moment later, she gasped as she noticed the bright pink egg hidden at the base of a potted plant, whatever was inside hidden from view.

Rushing over, Suzi eagerly popped the egg open, beaming as she saw what was inside.

“Ooo, a new binky!” she squealed, pulling out the pastel pink and white pacifier, with a smiling bunny on the button. “Fanku, Daddy!”

She said those last words around the pacifier nipple, which she’d immediately pushed into her mouth, suckling happily. She could tell from how Isaac looked at her he thought she was adorable, and she grinned harder, cheeks pink with happy embarrassment as she wandered around the room, searching for her next present.

Daddy didn’t really say anything as Suzi searched the living room, smirking whenever she bent over. Suzi felt his gaze on her, and smirked, occasionally wriggling her bottom as he stared, pushing it out so he could see her pussy squeezed between her thighs, and the base of the toy lodged in her rectum.

“Well, I can’t see anything else,” she said, pouting as she stood up.

“No? Maybe you should bend over some more and check again,” Isaac said, chuckling.

“You’re a pervert, Daddy,” Suzi replied, rolling her eyes. “I’ve checked everywhere… that wasn’t it, was it?”

“Hmmmm… maybe some of your presents are in other rooms?”

“Oh… Oh!”

Suzi wandered into the kitchen, holding Isaac’s hand. She walked much more slowly now, because if she ran, her clenched rumpmuscles spasmed around the intruding object buried in her backside. She didn’t mind the feeling, though. The full sensation was a reminder of her Daddy loving her… in his own special way.

Her search through the kitchen was fruitless, but there was still one last room to try - the downstairs restroom. Suzanne thought she could probably guess what would be in there, and she sighed when she opened the door to the small room, proven right again.

“Diapers,” she said, with an amused smirk. “Another present for Daddy…”

“Don’t be fussy,” Isaac chided, grinning. “I know you like feeling cute in your diapees too.”

“...Maybe,” Suzi said, blushing as she snuggled into her Daddy’s chest. “...But it’s more fun to pretend you’re making me.”

“Mm, in that case,” Daddy said as he shuffled around, grabbing the small stack of diapers that were wrapped up in shiny pink ribbon. “I’m going to make you wear a diaper right now.”

“Oh no!” Suzanne replied in mock alarm, covering her mouth with her hand.

***

They were back in the lounge again, only this time Suzanne lay back on the soft carpet in the center of the room, a fresh thick diaper slid under her bottom. It was plain white - but the landing strip was pale blue, with cute bunnies all over.

Isaac preferred the classic look of thick white ABDL diapers, and Suzi had to admit they made her feel very babyish and cute as well. She liked the patterned, colorful ones as well, but the soft white plastic between her legs screamed ‘diaper’, which was just the sort of gentle humiliation Suzi enjoyed.

“Here we go,” her Daddy murmured, as he pulled the diaper up between her legs, smoothing it out across her tummy.

Like always, he was careful to make sure the leakguards were in place, running a finger along the inside of the legcuff to pull them them up. Suzi blushed at the little act of caring, soon feeling the loose plastic across her belly grow taut, hugging her hips as the tapes were done up tightly.

“Fankyoo, Daddy,” Suzi cooed around her pacifier, and Isaac gently pulled her up onto her padded rear. “H-ahh… The plug.”

“Sorry, cutie,” Isaac replied, although he didn’t look very sorry. “Come on, crinkle butt. You’ve still got more things to find…”

“Yeah…” Suzi frowned thoughtfully. “I dunno where the rest of the stuff could be…”

“Well, you’ve looked all downstairs,” hinted Isaac. “Maybe the rest of your presents are upstairs?”

“Oh… Oh! Maybe,” Suzi said, grinning. “Come on, Daddy…”

Suzi took off quickly again, but after a few steps she gasped, her hands flying back to her rump and wincing. She’d have to remember to go slowly… Luckily, her pacifier didn’t fall out, and while she recovered from the jolt that shot up her spine, Suzi focused on sucking it.

Thinking about it, she must have looked pretty cute to her Daddy, in just a diaper and t-shirt, a pacifier between her lips. Passing the mirror at the bottom of the stairs confirmed this assumption, and Suzi couldn’t help but wave goofily at her reflection, her eyes crinkling up into a smile.

This was shaping up to be a pretty good Easter so far - but more presents awaited! So Suzi turned, and started walking up the stairs… more gingerly this time.

***

Initially, Suzi thought she’d end up heading to the bedroom first, but as she walked up the stairs, she noticed the door to Daddy’s home office was wide open. Suzi squinted… It looked like there was something on the desk…

“Noticed something?” Isaac asked as he came up the stairs, smiling with amusement at how Suzi stood frozen in the hall.

“Oh! Um, yeah,” she replied, a little flustered. “I’m just gonna check…”

As Suzi approached the desk, it became clear that what was on it was a tube of chocolate body paint and a paintbrush, still in their packaging. She giggled and blushed as she picked them up, looking at Daddy curiously.

“Instead of decorating eggs?” she asked, curiously.

“Exactly, sweetpea,” Isaac replied with a chuckle. “I’d rather decorate my pretty little girl anyway…”

“Hmmm… Hold this, Daddy,” Suzi said, clearly on the prowl for anything she hadn’t seen when she walked in.

The office didn’t seem to hold any other secrets, but the more she moved, the more the plug inside her bottom seemed to press on her bladder, which was slowly growing more and more full. As she knelt down to peer through Daddy’s filing cabinet, Suzi gave a little grunt of effort, pushing out some urine into her diaper.

As she relaxed, still crouching slightly, she could feel her bladder emptying into the thick, thirsty diaper, warm wetness making it swell slightly between her legs. Suzi sighed in relief, not having realized how badly she needed to go until now, slowly feeling the pressure decrease until the fullness inside her was gone, and instead she felt the comforting warmth of a soaked diaper between her legs.

“Having fun?” Isaac asked in an amused tone from behind her, and Suzi flushed as she turned her head around. “...What are you doing, hm?”

“Just, um,” Suzi blushed harder, and then shuffled around to show off her soggy diapers. “...Usin’ my pampers, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” Isaac rumbled as he walked over, stroking her hair as he snuggled her into his chest. “You’re so adorable when you do that.”

Suzanne didn’t respond, just nuzzling against his chest, cheeks a happy pink. She was so lucky to have such a good Daddy she thought, with a sigh. But… there were still presents to be found, and Suzi was determined to find them!

Next, Suzi headed to the linen closet, where she was pleased to find a little plastic purple egg hiding. When she twisted it open, three pastel-colored condoms fell out, and she had to giggle at the idea of her Daddy’s funstick being wrapped in a baby pink or pastel blue sheath as it thrust into her princess parts.

“Okay, okay,” Isaac said, rolling his eyes as she related her thoughts to him. “One more present… And I thiiink it might be in the bedroom.”

“Why, Daddy,” Suzi said, pretending to gasp as she waddled down the hall. “Whatever could you want me to do in the bedroom with you?”

“Hmm… You’ll find out,” he replied with a smirk.

Suzi didn’t have to wait long to find out at all. As soon as she entered the bedroom, she could see a big pink and white massage wand propped up on her pillow, wrapped up with a festive yellow bow. She gasped - when had her Daddy managed to sneak off and do this?

“I put it up here just before I brought dinner out,” he explained as he saw Suzi’s shocked look. “...I hope you like it.”

“I love it!” Suzi declared, grinning. “It looks really good…”

She grabbed for the wand on the bed, unwrapping the ribbon. Giggling with excitement, she turned it on, pressing it to her nose with a happy snort. It tickled there, but she could feel the buzzing sensation too… and it was strong.

Flicking it off and tossing it back onto the bed, Suzi almost threw herself onto the bed too… before she remembered the plug in her rear, and thought better of it. Instead, she gently lowered herself onto the bed, wincing at the feeling of it pressing against the walls of her bowels, and then relaxing, her diaper still warm and soggy.

“What first?” she asked her Daddy, heart pounding with excitement just like the first time they had sex. “Where should we start?”

“Well, how about a kiss?” Isaac asked, as he sat beside her, and Suzi was glad to oblige, turning her head as she pressed her lips firmly against his. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach once more, and she panted as she pulled away, giggling.

“Take off your shirt,” Daddy ordered, and Suzi did exactly that, slowly peeling it off to reveal her flat stomach and perky breasts.

“Lie down, babygirl,” Isaac said, grabbing the chocolate body paint. “Daddy’s going to decorate you now…”

***

Ten minutes later, and both Suzi and her Daddy were dressed in just their underwear, giggling as they played with the chocolate paint.

Suzi had used it quickly first, painting a sloppy cross onto Isaac’s arm, and then dotting his cheeks with brown chocolate freckles she eagerly lapped off like a puppy. Chuckling, Isaac had pushed her down onto the bed, kissing her soft lips firmly… and then setting to work decorating her tummy.

Suzi watched curiously as her Daddy slowly traced the shape of a bunny on her stomach, using her belly button for its nose. The ‘paint’ was thick and gooey, and uncooperative, but that just meant every few seconds they’d giggle at how the rabbit was becoming lumpier and lumpier by the second.

“Eep!” Suzi squeaked, wriggling and laughing. “That tickles, Daddy!”

“You mean… here?” he asked, flicking the brush teasingly across the same spot.

“Bwahaha! Y-yes! Daddy stop!” Suzi protested, every little twist reminding her of the plug in her bottom.

“Hmm,” Isaac said, as he slowly joined up the last line to complete the rabbit’s ears. “Well… Maybe there are other places I should paint then, huh?”

“What places, Daddy?” Suzi asked, blinking cutely as she lay on the bed in her soaked diaper.

By way of response, Isaac squeezed out a little more chocolate onto the brush, resting it at the base of Suzi’s breast. He drew it up, inwards, towards her nipple, in a thick, chocolatey line. Suzi shivered with pleasure as he swished the brush across her little nub, before sliding the paintbrush down along a new path. He repeated this again and again, teasing her nipple each time in a way that sent excited tingles down Suzi’s spine.

Before long, her right breast was decorated with lines of chocolate radiating out from a nipple that was smothered in it. Isaac moved on, doing the same to Suzi’s other breast, as she watched.

The motions were so gentle and loving, the light touch of the brush barely there at all - and yet, so absolutely tangible, because the bristles on her sensitive nips made her whimper. Her pacifier lay on the bed, removed before Isaac kissed her - but Suzi wondered if he’d have preferred her muffled for this, unable to stop herself gasping every so often.

“There,” Isaac said proudly as he sat back, surveying his work like an artist looking at his canvas. “What do you think?”

Sitting up slightly, Suzi peered down at her sloppily painted chest with a smirk.

“Um… Very abstract?”

“Do you think you can do better?” her Daddy challenged, handing her the brush. “Let me see…”\

The bulge in his boxer shorts had been obvious for some time, but now he pulled the last article of clothing he was wearing down, revealing his rigid shaft. Eagerly, Suzi sat up on her heels, wincing a little as she moved… but then wrapping her hands around his throbbing hardness, stroking gently up and down.

“Mmf, I told you to decorate it, silly,” Isaac said. “...If you keep that up, I’ll be decorating your chest in white before too long…”

“Sorry, Daddy,” Suzi said, grinning as she grabbed the tube of chocolate paint. “I was just excited…”

Suzi began to carefully paint a spiral up from the base of Isaac’s cock, slowly swirling around as the brush climbed higher and higher. Occasionally the aching hardness flexed in the air under Suzi’s delicate brushstrokes, but Isaac held back from thrusting or moving his hips too much.

At last, Suzi’s brush swirled around the mushroom-shaped head of her Daddy’s penis, coating the most sensitive area with thick chocolate ‘paint’. Isaac grunted, slightly, and a thin drop of precum trickled down his shaft, ruining the solidness decorating his tip and some of the swirl along the shaft.

“Daaaaaddddy,” Suzi chided playfully. “You messed it up…”

“Sorry, sweetie,” Isaac replied. “...Isn’t it time you cleaned it off, anyway?”

“Mm… I guess so…”

Suzi’s eyes glittered as she slid her knees back on the bed, so her body was more stretched out, face level with Isaac’s crotch… and padded rump in the air. With her diapered bottom on display for Isaac to watch, she lowered her mouth to his cock, one hand cupping his balls as she slid her tongue up along his throbbing shaft.

Hearing the low moan in the back of her Daddy’s throat was all the encouragement she needed, and Suzi traced her tongue up along the spiral, twisting up and up to the top of his cock. Without hesitation, she flicked her green eyes open and looked up at Isaac’s face, her tongue running across his dripping cockhead, licking away precum and smeared chocolate.

“Ohhh, good baby girl,” Isaac moaned, as Suzi slipped the end of his cock into her mouth. “Your mouth feels so good, sweetheart.”

Suzi pushed down further, so the end of his cock pressed against the back of her throat. She hesitantly let it probe deeper, and then groaned, gagging as she rapidly pulled back up.

“S-sorry,” she muttered, embarrassed.

“Whoo,” Isaac murmured. “...Don’t be sorry. That was hot.”

“Yeah?” Suzi asked, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand. “...I think I got all of the chocolate.”

“Well, I guess it’s my turn then, huh?” Isaac said, and Suzi blushed slightly as she lay back, her Daddy advancing on her like a hungry animal.

One hand pressed between her legs, squishing the diaper up against her, groping the sodden padding, Isaac leaned forwards, licking his lips predatorily. Suzi gasped aloud as she felt his tongue trailing across her stomach, licking the bunny away lazily. It tickled a little, but more than that, it was an exciting touch, a promise of that tongue lingering elsewhere, soon enough.

Daddy’s tongue continued its leisurely path upwards, swiping away the rabbit’s left ear, moving dangerously close to Suzi’s breasts… before it slid down again. Suzi moaned, knowing she was being teased, savoring the feeling of being on edge, waiting for him to stop pretending this was innocent and head for her chest.

At last, the rabbit was gone, and Isaac smirked as he looked up at Suzi playfully.

“Where should I clean now, babygirl?”

“My…. my boobies,” Suzanne replied, a flush to her face that wasn’t entirely embarrassment. “They’re all covered, Daddy.”

“Oh no,” Isaac said, chuckling. “Let Daddy clean you off…”

Again, he used the lightest of tongue motions to slowly lick away the paint around the bottom of her breasts, ever so gradually working his way up to one nipple. Suzi jerked slightly as that tongue brushed across her sensitive nub of flesh, but soon it was gone, the attention teasingly quick.

“Mmmf… Daddy,” she whimpered, feeling him groping her diaper more insistently.

He’d moved onto the other breast now, and once again he slowly licked away all the paint, only letting his tongue glance briefly across her nipple before he moved on.

Once her chest was clean, he sat up, smirking.

“Do you think I got all the chocolate, babygirl?”

“Um, um,” Suzi blinked, and then smirked back. “Nooo… you missed a spot right here.”

She tapped her breast, right next to her nipple.

“Hmm… here?” Isaac asked, swirling his finger around the stiff piece of flesh, but not quite touching it.

“Y...yes… nearly, Daddy,” Suzi said softly, heart thumping and cheeks flushed.

“Hmm…”

Wordlessly, Isaac dropped his mouth down onto her stiff nipple, parting his lips and suckling gently. Suzi moaned with pleasure, arching her back, her sodden diaper crinkling under her backside as she squirmed.

“Ohhh, Daddy!” she moaned.

Suzi didn’t feel her Daddy’s hand leave the crotch of her diaper, but she felt the wand pressed against her a moment later. With a soft squeal, she pushed her hips eagerly up against the firm vibrations, dissipating through the surface of the soggy padding and buzzing her entire vulva, like some delicious massage.

Isaac switched to the other nipple, as the vibrator slid up and down, teasing Suzi, pushing her closer and closer to climax as her back arched up, pushing her towards the source of her newfound pleasure. She panted desperately, grunting in a mixture of deep pleasure and discomfort as her muscles clenched eagerly, squeezing at the plug lodged in her rear.

The vibrations pushed her on and on, however, and any protests she might have had were soon lost in a sea of gasps and moans of bliss, as her Daddy masturbated her through her wet diaper, hips rocking eagerly to meet him, his mouth teasing and licking her nipples, her body desperate for release that had been building since he slipped the egg plug inside her…

“Ahh! Ahh!”

Suzi’s whole body spasmed with tremors as she came, the naughty twinge of the feeling of her backside being totally full only making the cascading waves of pleasure feel all the better. Her Daddy was making her cum, she thought, and it was good. Moaning and writhing, Suzi rocked her hips back and forth against the vibrating head of the toy, panting and gasping as her orgasm slowly ebbed away.

Feeling her cum, Isaac waited until the vibrator was just starting to become uncomfortable before he pulled it away, turning it off in the same motion as he flung it aside.

Suzi was still panting and recovering from her orgasm when Isaac ripped off her diaper tapes, making her shriek in surprise. A moment later, he was on the bed, his throbbing cock sliding up and down between her folds as his other hand held the three condoms.

“Which color, babygirl?” he said, and Suzi giggled at his silliness, even now.

“Pink!”

“Anything for my princess,” Isaac replied with a wink, and soon his shaft was covered in thin bubblegum pink latex.

Again Suzanne stifled breathless laughter, but soon the time for laughing was over, and she gasped loudly as Isaac’s cock suddenly slid deep into her slick, waiting entrance.

With the plug in her rear, and Daddy pumping his hips slowly back and forth as he worked his impressive shaft in and out of her, Suzi felt incredibly full. The stretched feeling bordered on uncomfortable, but the way Isaac’s cockhead thrust against her g-spot again and again felt like heaven, so it seemed like a fair trade.

“Oh, princess, you feel so good,” her Daddy muttered, and Suzi blushed, biting her lip - before she let out another moan of bliss.

Daddy was being so forceful today, his hips thrusting frantically as that pink-covered cock slid in and out of her, the rubber condom slipping from the slickness of his pre coating the inside. Suzi gripped the bedsheets, too overwhelmed to speak, as he lovingly pounded her into the mattress, grunting and groaning as he used his sweet little girl’s pussy.

Normally it would have taken Suzi a while to cum again, but with Isaac hitting that sweet trigger inside of her again and again, it didn’t take long before she was right on the edge. She could feel Isaac’s thrusts getting more and erratic, more eager, hear the panting lust in his voice as he leaned over her, closer and closer to the edge.

She came first, with a sudden gasp, muscles clenching rhythmically once more. It felt so good to be so full, her body trembling as she thrust up to meet him, moaning in ecstacy.

Feeling her squeeze around him, Isaac groaned, shoving his whole length in and eliciting a soft squeal from Suzi… before he, too, began to cum.

The condom stopped Suzi feeling his semen being pumped up inside of her, but she felt him throb, moaning as her stretched walls throbbed with him. They both lost themselves in bliss for a few moments, grunting and whimpering as they rode out their orgasms in unison, babygirl and her Daddy floating above the world on a cloud of pleasure.

“Ohhhhhhh,” Isaac groaned, as he finally felt him empty the last of his load into the condom. “...Woo…”

He rolled over as he slid the condom off, wrapping it in tissue and dropping it into the trashcan efficiently. Suzi giggled as she squirmed her way over to him, resting her head on his chest as they both panted, slowly getting their breath back.

“Happy Easter, Daddy,” Suzi murmured. “...Can we do that again next year, too?”

“Can we?” Isaac replied, breathlessly. “I insist on it.”

And Suzi grinned even harder at that.

End.

****

Adult Baby Katie’s Magical 2nd Birthday 


"What do you think, Kate?" Aunt Tina asked cheerfully. "Pink and purple, or pink and white?" 

"Don't know, don't care," Katherine Craine grumbled in reply, as she idly twisted ribbons around a pair of shears. 

Today was Kate's cousin's birthday - her 1st birthday, to be precise. And Kate had been reluctantly roped into organizing the decorations with her older Aunt Tina, while Kate's Mom and the other older adults collected the cake- and Kate suspected, enjoyed themselves while she was left alone to finish everything. 

"Have you blown up the rest of the balloons?" Aunt Tina continued cheerily. "I think we should put them up pink, dark pink, pink again." 

Kate rolled her eyes. Tina didn't seem to care that she hadn't been invited along with the other women, or maybe she'd volunteered to stay and help. There was something mysterious about Aunt Tina, who lived alone and had piercing green eyes - but Kate had the same bright eyes herself, too. 

"Sure," Kate replied with a shrug. "...I don't get how you can enjoy this so much, Aunt T." 

"What do you mean? I love these celebrations!" 

"I don't," Kate grumbled. "It's stupid anyway. Aunt Sharon's kid isn't going to remember this when she's older. It's such a waste of time." 

"Hmm, sounds like maybe somebody's jealous," Tina teased, with a knowing smile as she carefully tied three balloons in a bunch with ribbon. "And you know your cousin's name is 'Cassie'. I know it must be strange that someone your age has a baby, but there's no need to be rude." 

Kate's cheeks flushed hotly. There was no way she was jealous of baby Cassie... Sure, it would be nice to just lie around all day and have people love you, unconditionally... Take naps and get presents and all this fuss for doing nothing all day... Okay, maybe that did make her feel a little jealous. So what?! 

"It's not strange that Sharon has a kid," Kate replied. "I mean, not after how she acted while we were at school together..." 

Aunt Sharon was 19, and she and Kate had gone to the same high school before she got pregnant. They knew a lot of the same people - and at Kate's school, Sharon had been known for being something of a slut. 

"Stop that!" Aunt Tina protested with a frown. "You're being unkind." 

"Sorry," Kate muttered, still looking irritated. 

"Let's just try to get all this done," Tina said. "You pin these balloons up, I'm going to go finish icing the cupcakes in the kitchen." 

"Mm," Kate grunted noncommittally as Tina left. "Bye." 

*** 

Not more than twenty minutes later, Tina called her into the kitchen. 

"Sorry, Kate," Aunt Tina said, smiling guiltily. "I have to leave to pick up your grandmother. Can you finish icing these cupcakes for me?" 

Kate really didn't want to, but she found herself nodding anyway. 

"Thanks, hon," Aunt Tina said. "Be good now!" 

Tina kissed the air on either side of Kate's cheeks cheerily, and then grabbed up her purse and left. Now Kate was really alone - and faced with the boring task of icing several cupcakes. 

At first she managed to keep her mind on the job, swirling pink buttercream around on the plain cakes. It wasn't long before Kate started getting bored, though. 

Soon the perfect swirls got sloppier and sloppier, until eventually Kate resorted to just squeezing on a big dab of icing, smearing it around with the back of a spoon. By now the bratty teenager was eyeing the line of bare cupcakes with disdain, sneaking little licks of the buttercream off the spoon as she moved down the counter. 

It would take her 30 minutes to finish icing these, at the very least... An eternity when she could be talking to her friends online, or planning what to say if her crush from high school actually came to Sharon's baby's party... 

"Whatever, Aunt Tina can finish this herself," Kate said suddenly, putting the icing bag down with a wet THUD on the table. "I have shit to do." 

Tossing her hair, the blonde girl traipsed off back to her bedroom, to pick out something cute to wear. When she heard Tina get back, and the sounds of annoyance from downstairs, she hid in her room and refused to respond. 

*** 

Kate had gone to great lengths to pick out an outfit that looked casual, but still hot. A tight fitted red t-shirt with a black band logo went great with her skinny jeans, clinging to the curves of her body, outlining them subtly. With her hair combed and styled with wax into a punky, sexy style that hung down over one heavily mascara-ed eye, she couldn't help but admire herself in the mirror. 


The party downstairs sounded like it was about to start. Feeling smug, Kate opened the bathroom door and headed down the stairs. Most likely Tina wouldn't confront her right before the celebration started, and if she did, Kate felt confident she could get away easily enough. There would be a lot of distracting things going on, after all. 

Kate's confidence faded slightly as she took the last step, turned into the kitchen - and her eyes met Aunt Tina's across the counter.... Covered in perfectly-iced pink cupcakes. 

"Uh. Hey," Kate said, blushing as Tina glared at her. 

"'Hey'? Is that all you have to say?" Aunt Tina snapped, storming over to Kate. "I promised Sharon we'd have everything done by 1pm. But because of your selfishness, I had to finish icing all the cupcakes and putting up the decorations by myself!" 

"Whatever," Kate mumbled, although a little seed of guilt blossomed inside her. "It's not a big deal..." 

Tina glared, and as Kate turned to leave, she grabbed her arm tightly. Kate jumped, heart racing as mysterious energy seemed to crackle between them. 

"You really don't care about anybody but yourself, do you?" Tina said, in a low and dangerous voice. "Mark my words... you're going to regret being so selfish today." 

Kate felt herself knocked back, as a flash of green light filled her vision. She blinked, stumbling one step, two steps back, Tina now releasing her arm. Groaning, Kate reached up and rubbed her temples with one hand, squeezing her eyes tightly shut. 

When she opened them again, the light was gone, and Aunt Tina looked down at her with an expectant smirk. 

'Was that a migraine?' dazed Kate thought to herself. It had been so weird - but it only lasted a moment, and it didn't look like Tina had noticed anything strange. 

"I get it, I get it," Kate finally replied. "Let's just go to this stupid baby party." 

Aunt Tina didn't say anything, but she smiled a little wider, and walked out of the kitchen, leaving Kate shaking her head and wondering why her aunt was so weird... 


Feeling just a little guilty, Kate reached down to pick up the plate full of cupcakes. Aunt Tina really had done an amazing job... The least Kate could do was bring them out for her... 

"Katie! What are you doing?" 

Kate abruptly pulled her hands away at the sound of her mother, Charlene Craine, yelling in a shrill voice. Even though she was an adult now, Kate's Mom always managed to make her feel like a guilty child with just a tone of voice. 

"I'm just trying to help with-" 

"No treats before the buffet," Kate's mother scolded her, pulling her back abruptly from the counter. "And why aren't you all dressed up?" 

Kate's lips turned down in a scowl at being interrupted, and her mother's comment only further soured her mood. Rolling her eyes, she stepped to the side, trying to escape her Mom's reach. 

"I am dressed up, mother," Kate replied. "This outfit actually looks cool, unlike anything you might wear." 

"Now, now, don't be fussy on your cousin's birthday, young lady," Kate's mother said, as if she thought Kate was a baby instead of a teenage girl. "Come upstairs with me. Mommy has an outfit for you." 

"What? Mom, I don't need an-" 

"What did I say about being fussy?" Charlene snapped, as she pulled Kate along by her wrist, and up the stairs. 

Kate blinked, in a daze again, as she was led along. Her Mom was acting really fucking weird - she'd fussed over Kate's clothes before, but she'd never outright picked something for Kate to wear instead. 

The teenage girl really doubted that her mother would have anything she'd like to wear, but it couldn't hurt to look. Maybe the outfit wouldn't be completely hideous, and Kate could just pick out one or two parts of it, as accessories? 

"Here we go, button," Charlene said cheerily, as she walked into her bedroom. "What a pretty dress, aren't you a lucky girl?" 

Kate was walking behind her mother, and she couldn't see the outfit on the bed until she was right inside the room. Once she did, Kate's jaw dropped in alarm, not believing what she was seeing. 

"Oh my God, Mom!" Kate exclaimed, as she looked at the huge, frilly monstrosity in front of her. "It's like a... A toddler's Easter dress. It's crazy. You're-" 

Kate's eyes went even wider as she noticed the thick pink rectangle of plastic and padding, folded up neatly beside the dress. Her face went bright pink, as she tried to think of a rational explanation for what she was seeing - but came up with none. 

"What the fuck?!" Kate finally managed. "Mom! Is this some kind of joke?" 

"Oh, come on now, Katie-watey," Charlene cooed, trying to tickle under Kate's chin. "Don't get pouty with Mommy today." 

Kate squirmed away, her face burning red. She tried to keep her voice firm and steady, but it squeaked and cracked childishly as she protested. 

"N-no! Mom, stop it! You're acting weird!" 

"Oh for goodness sake, Kate," Mom said, getting impatient now. "I'm not going through a huge rigamarole today. "Let's get you changed and ready for the party." 

Charlene pushed Kate forwards suddenly, knocking her off-balance. Kate gasped as she ended up sitting on the bed, surprised by how strong her Mom seemed to be all of a sudden. Still, she couldn't let this happen! Kate's heart raced. Her mother had obviously had a mental break of some kind. 

"Mom, stop! Stop! Ow!" 

Kate struggled as her mother tried to undo the fly on her jeans, brushing aside her flailing limbs like they were made of tissue paper. Kate's heart was in her throat now, legs trembling as they were swiftly exposed. 

"Stop! Stop!" she shrieked, as loud as she possibly could. "Help! Somebody help me! Mom's gone crazy!" 

If anybody heard Kate from downstairs, they didn't respond. Nobody rushed upstairs to Kate's aid or called back to ask what was going on. 

"Please, Kate, don't make today difficult," Charlene pleaded exasperatedly, as she reached up to hook her fingers into the waistband of Kate's underwear. "Oh, really now... Who on earth thought you were old enough for these?" 

As Kate felt her underwear being pulled away, she reacted instinctively, slapping her mother's hand, hard. 

"Ow! Kate! You naughty girl, that hurt Mommy!" 

"Then stop!" Kate replied, heart pounding. "Stop!" 

Kate shoved her mother away as hard as she could, and the older woman stumbled backwards, gasping in shock. 

"Kate! That is very naughty behavior," Charlene said. "Are you going to act like a good girl today, or am I going to have to punish you?" 

"No!" Kate squealed, childishly, scuttling backwards on the bed. "Fuck off!" 

Charlene reached out and grabbed Kate's foot with a look of irritated exasperation. Kate squeaked as she was slid back down the bed towards her mother, suddenly regretting her outburst... 

"I'm not a fan of corporal punishment usually," Kate's Mom said, almost under her breath. "But sometimes children need a firm hand..." 

Before Kate could ask what that meant, her mother had suddenly taken a seat on the bed, pulling her swiftly over her lap. Kate squeaked in surprise as her panties were tugged down, but the surprise soon turned to a yelp of pain as Charlene's hand landed squarely on her bare bottom. 

"Ow! Mom!" Kate yelped, kicking her feet. "Stop!" 

Charlene just tightened her grip on Kate's waist, bringing her hand down hard once again. She spanked poor Kate's bare bottom rapidly, making her daughter squeak, tears welling up in her eyes. 

As swat after swat rained down on Kate's backside, her head span with confusion and pain. Why the hell was her Mom doing this? What possible reason could she have - maybe she'd just snapped randomly... Kate cried out suddenly as one blow landed on her upper thigh, stinging painfully. 


"Stop wriggling!" Charlene demanded. "This hurts me more than it hurts you." 

And that was another thing - why couldn't Kate get away? She was pretty sure she was stronger than her Mom normally... and yet right now no matter how she kicked and screamed, Kate remained laying across her lap, unable to stop the open palm slapping her bottom. 

Everything seemed overwhelming, and the sore redness of her backside wasn't helping. Kate whimpered, her lip wobbling, feeling like there was no end to this humiliating spanking. Tears of shame pricked the teenage girl's eyes - she was 18 years old, dammit! She was too old to be pulled over her 'Mommy's' lap and spanked. 

"Are you sorry yet?" Charlene asked, her hand trembling above Kate's backside, ready to come down when she didn't receive a response. "Are you going to behave now?" 

Kate closed her mouth tightly, even though her eyes were brimming with tears. Her Mommy sighed in annoyance and resumed her spanking, the sound of the teen's tender flesh being smacked reverberating around the room as Kate gasped. 

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" Kate cried out, sobbing in earnest now. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" 

Again Charlene's hand paused, coming down slowly this hand, stroking her daughter's bare red backside. Kate whimpered at the touch, her shoulders shaking with loud, heartfelt sobs. 

"I'll wear the outfit. I'm sorry, Mom," she pleaded, fat tears rolling down her face and dripping onto the comforter. "I'll wear it." 

To Kate's surprise, Charlene didn't respond right away. Instead, she moved her hand upwards to gently stroke her daughter's back, sniffling softly herself. Kate glanced upwards to see her mother crying quietly, the image making her insides churn with guilt. 

Slowly, Kate shifted on her sore bottom to sit on her Mom's lap, snuggling into her chest as they both cried. Charlene didn't complain at all about Kate's adult-sized weight on her lap, as if she didn't even notice it. 

"There there, babygirl," Charlene said in a wobbly voice. "All better now. You know Mommy doesn't like having to punish you." 


Kate's face was pink as she buried it in her mother's soft, lightly-perfumed chest, curling into her bosom like she was an infant. Her bottom stang even now, bright pink and throbbing against her Mom's lap, but she ignored it, curling her hands into fists and gripping tightly to her Mommy. 

Kate knew she should be furious at Charlene right now, but the spanking seemed to have knocked all the fight out of her, the pain giving her a rush of endorphins and catharsis that made accepting this treatment much easier. Her mind no longer raced as she worried about her mother's mental health - instead, her thoughts felt like they drifted slowly behind a thick fog, just out of reach. 

"Now, let's get you into your pretty clothes, and a fresh diaper," Kate's mother said after a few moments, sliding Kate back onto the bed. 

Kate didn't protest, but she looked away, her mouth a wobbly line of humiliation. She felt incredibly exposed now, with her naked privates facing upwards towards the ceiling and her bare bum still burning pink from the spanking. 

Her mother didn't even seem to notice that there was anything strange about her adult daughter being naked - which made complete sense, Kate supposed, if she really thought Kate was a baby still. Resigned, Kate decided she'd just wait until she was downstairs and get help from somebody else. As soon as the rest of the guests saw her they'd know something was very wrong with her mother and call an ambulance, or something. 

"Ow!" Kate winced as her Mom lifted her legs, sprinkling powder onto her bottom and patting it in. "That stings!" 

"Shh-shh-shh," Charlene cooed, as Kate felt tears pricking her eyes again. "Here we are baby girl. This will make you feel better..." 

The pacifier slipped right into Kate's mouth as she whimpered in alarm and embarrassment, and she sucked on it softly, hoping not to make her mother annoyed again if she challenged her delusion that Kate was still a toddler. The rubber nipple felt soft against her tongue as it bobbed back and forth in Kate's mouth, and to her surprise she found the gentle sucking was actually soothing her, her heart rate slowing as the thick, jumbo-sized pamper was pushed underneath her. 

"Ohh, someone's being a good girl now, isn't she?" Charlene said, beaming as she reached down to tickle Kate's side. "Oo's a good widdle baby, hm? Who is?" 

Kate spluttered and giggled around the pacifier, kicking her feet slightly. Her cheeks glowed with embarrassment, but also happiness - she hated to admit it, but being looked after like she was a baby again was actually somewhat comforting. As her Mom's skinny fingers poked and wriggled against her side, she felt her bladder spasm, squeaking in alarm as a hot jet of pee spurted out from between her legs. Kate's mouth dropped open in shock, mind short-circuiting.  She hadn't had an accident since she was about 8 years old, and this was the worst possible time for it to happen! 

"Oops! Baby had a little accident there! Good thing I'd nearly gotten this diaper on already!" Charlene said brightly, pushing the thick padding up between Kate's thighs. "Mommy had better do this up before it happens again, hm?" 

Whimpering, Kate turned her head to the side, sucking on the pacifier worriedly. She could feel the crinkly diaper being pulled snugly down around her sides and taped into place, the babyish scent of powder in the air. Now not only was her mother making her feel like a baby, but her own body was, as well. The sooner she got out of this situation, the better. 

"Aww, don't you look so cute in your diapee," Charlene cooed. "I almost want to send you down in just a t-shirt and your pampers... But then we wouldn't get to see you in your lovely pink dress, would we?" 

Kate's heart skipped a beat as Charlene suggested that she walk around the house with her diaper exposed for her whole family to see. She couldn't imagine anything more humiliating, palpably relieved as her Mom confirmed she wanted her teenage daughter to wear a dress over the crinkly undergarment. It felt strange to feel relief over having to wear the ridiculously frilly, poofy pink toddler dress... But the alternative was far worse! 

Obediently, Kate sat up as her mother pulled her upwards by her arms. The bulk of the diaper between her legs compressed and pushed against her mound, crinkling loudly with her movement. Kate winced. Even with a dress on, the noise of her adult-sized pampers would be obvious to anybody around her. 

Her arms were lifted above her head, and the loathsome pink dress was pulled down them, poofy sleeves soon resting on her shoulders. Kate bit on the pacifier in irritation as she heard the noise of the zipper, trapping her in the babyish outfit. Hopefully, the rest of her family would put a stop to this soon... 

Kate had thought that was the end of her embarrassment, but apparently her Mom didn't think her outfit was complete. With a little grunt of protest, her feet were lifted one by one, and Charlene giggled as she slipped a frilled white ankle sock onto her foot. As Kate continued to pout grumpily behind the pacifier, her mother chuckled with fond amusement at the display, tickling at the other foot as she grabbed it. Kate squealed again in laughter, feeling humiliation wash over her like a hot wave as she released more pee into the diaper. 

It felt warm and a little damp against her bottom for a moment, before it was quickly absorbed and leeched away from her skin. Luckily this time her Mom didn't notice, too busy pulling the second sock onto her daughter's foot. 

"Now what are we going to do with this messy hair?" Charlene muttered as if to herself, pulling the ends of Kate's styled locks down towards her shoulders. "Hmmm... Maybe pigtails?" 

"I'm going to look stupid," Kate complained, but her Mom acted as if she hadn't heard her, responding in a chipper tone as if Kate's words were nonsense baby babbles: 

"Ooo, little one likes that idea," Kate's mother declared, as she pulled the hairbrush from her nightstand. "Won't you look like a widdle princess then, hm? A widdle baby pwincess for Mommy!" 

'Little one' definitely did NOT like that idea, and Kate was aghast behind her pacifier as she felt her mother roughly pulling the brush through her hair, ruining all of her careful work on her hair. The product in it brushed out within a few seconds, and soon Kate's blonde tresses dangled limply downwards, parted loosely from the center and waiting to be tied into two bunches. 

Again, Kate found herself feeling small and helpless as her mother carefully pulled the hair into the band, being sure to use a gentle finger to bring in any loose strands. She remembered having her Mom style her hair like this for her when she was in kindergarten, and the memories churned a sea of nostalgia inside the confused teen. 

"There," Charlene finally said, as she finished pulling all of Kate's hair tightly into pigtails. "Don't you look cute! Everybody's going to think you're so adorable when they see you!" 

Kate's face went even redder, but she stuck her lip out determinedly behind the binky, allowing her Mom to pull her sock-covered feet into a pair of polished black Mary Janes, completing the baby-ish outfit. Soon she'd be downstairs, and everybody would finally realize something was wrong. 


*** 

Charlene fussed over her a little longer, but it seemed like Kate was all dressed now. Her heart pounded and she felt sick with nerves as she followed her Mom down the stairs once more, not sure what people would say to her. One hand reached down and tugged on the dress' hem, trying to make sure the diaper was covered, but every step Kate made caused the undergarment to rustle loudly, giving her away before anybody even saw her. 

"Come on sweetie, don't be shy," Kate's mother said, as they approached the noisy living room. "Everybody's dying to see you." 

Kate swallowed, letting herself be led by the hand as the door was pushed open. Instantly, all eyes turned to look at her, her heart thudding frantically in her throat. She could instantly pick out her other relatives - aunts, uncles, cousins, her two older siblings giggling behind their hands at the outfit she was wearing. Kate tried not to let her humiliation be obvious as she felt her eyes grow watery, turning her head up and away. She just needed to swallow her fear and tell everybody her mother had gone crazy, and she needed help... 

"Oh, isn't she precious?" her creaky great Aunt Elise said, hobbling towards Kate on her walking stick. "What a well-behaved baby!" 

Elise reached out and pinched Kate's cheek gently, making her pout harder. 

"Ow! Aunt Elise, stop!" Kate said from behind her binky. "My Mom's gone crazy! She's making me wear this dress, and treating me like a baby-" 

"Still not talking yet, eh, Char?" Kate's Uncle Dan asked, chuckling. "Don't worry, she'll soon catch up. " 

"She's got quite a mouth on her already. Listen to that babbling!" Another of Kate's uncle's commented. "I'm sure I heard 'Momma' in there a second ago." 

"Babbling?! I'm not babbling!" Kate said, her voice rising higher. "I'm talking perfeckly plainly!" 

Her pacifier fell out of her mouth as she complained, but one of Aunt Sharon's friends darted in and grabbed it, taking it off to be cleaned quickly. 

"Oh, please hurry with that," Kate's mother said. "She's being very fussy today, and that seems to be the only thing that calms her down..." 

"It's a lot of excitement for a toddler," one person remarked. 

"And now she's starting the terrible twos... Good luck!" one person joked, and several of the adults around Kate giggled as her mind imploded. 

As the slightly-damp but now clean pacifier was pushed into her mouth, Kate screwed up her face, full of rage and shame at how she was being treated. Was her whole family insane now? It was one thing when it was just her mother, but now every person at the party seemed to think Kate was nothing but a helpless infant, smiling at her as if she was a smiling, babbling toddler. She couldn't stand it - screwing her fists up at her sides, Kate stomped her foot hard. 

"No! Listen to me!" she protested, her binky falling out again. "I'm a grown-up! I'm an adult like all of you! Let me go, or I'll call the police!" 

Kate's face burned with rage as she lifted her fists, hoping to look threatening... Nobody seemed to care, though, except for one or two elderly aunts who tutted at her behavior. 

"Oh dear," Charlene said, blushing herself as somebody else hurried to get Kate's pacifier cleaned off. "She's definitely in a bad mood today... Maybe she's thirsty." 

"I could give her a bottle, if you need help," Uncle Dan offered. "It's no trouble." 

"Really? Oh thank you so much. There's formula in the fridge." 

Kate looked from her mother to her uncle with wide eyes, not believing what she was hearing. They talked about her as if she wasn't even there, and then suddenly she was passed over to Dan, his hands sliding down under her armpits. 

"Eep!" 


Kate squealed, grabbing for her bear of an uncle as he lifted her up into the air effortlessly, one hand curving under her and supporting her padded backside. She was so shocked she forgot to be embarrassed about the diaper she was wearing at first - promptly blushing furiously as she realized Uncle Dan now knew she was wearing a diaper. 

"Here we go, little one," he muttered, as he easily carried her into the kitchen. "Where's baby's formula, hm?" 

Dan didn't seem to notice anything amiss about Kate wearing a thick diaper as he searched through the fridge. The whole situation was completely bizarre, shocking Kate to her core. She was so stunned by the guests' reactions that she barely reacted as Dan sat her right on his lap on the sofa, only realizing what was happening as he pushed the bottle's nipple into her mouth. 

"Nmmf!" she complained, trying to force it out with her tongue, but Dan just chuckled, bouncing her gently on his knee and rubbing her back. 

"Oh my, you certainly are fussy today," he remarked, as the cool, sweet fluid flowed into Kate's mouth and she was forced to swallow it quickly. "That's a good girl, I know you must be hungry, hm?" 

Kate flushed, surprised to find the formula was actually pretty tasty. Closing her eyes, she suckled quietly on the bottle to appease the adult who's lap she was sitting on, wondering when this madness would end. Slowly, she found herself leaning more and more against him, the rising and falling of his chest soothing her. 

To Kate's surprise, the milky fluid filling her belly actually did improve her mood. She felt herself growing calmer in her Uncle's arms, sucking slower and slower as she drank from the bottle like a toddler would. As Kate finally finished her drink, Dan had to pull the nipple from her mouth sharply to get her to release it, rubbing her back in small semi-circles. 

"Urrp!" 

Kate went wide-eyed as she felt herself burp, but her Uncle just chuckled again, patting her back once more, seemingly satisfied. 

"That's better, eh, kiddo?" he muttered, grinning. "I know I get grumpy with an empty stomach..." 


Kate frowned slightly. Did nobody see a problem with this? As party guests moved back and forth from the living room to the dining area and kitchen, not a single person batted an eyelid about the fact a full-grown adult was being bounced on her uncle's lap. In fact, as Kate watched the expressions of people coming and going, she noticed only smiles and waves, people cooing at her like she was an infant. 

"How's she being now?" Charlene asked as she came over, pushing the clean pacifier back into Kate's mouth once more. "Better?" 

"Much quieter," Uncle Dan said, with a smile. "I think she was just grumpy because she was hungry." 

Kate frowned harder, but nobody seemed to notice. Was she the one who was going insane? Maybe, in reality, everybody was acting normally, and she was bouncing herself up and down on a couch cushion, peeing into a homemade cloth nappy pulled between her thighs... 

Was this going to be what life was like from now on? Her being treated like an overgrown baby by everybody around her? She whimpered, and soon felt her uncle's leg jouncing her up and down in an attempt to soothe her, only making her eyes fill with even bigger tears. 

As she felt her diaper growing warm and wet once more, then damp and swollen, pushing out her thighs just a little more, Kate trembled and sniffled, burying her face in her uncle's chest. When would this humiliating experience end? 

*** 

A few more adult relatives came by and remarked on how cute 'little Katie' was, none of them seeming to notice that she was actually a teenage girl and not a toddler. 

While one of Aunt Sharon's high school friends gushed over her 'pretty dress', Kate watched as Aunt Tina walked into the living room. Kate eyed her suspiciously - she hadn't seen her since right before all this started. 


As Kate stared, Tina looked back, and winked. Kate jumped slightly - was she really behind this? Or was she just playfully interacting with what she thought was a baby? 

"Sis? Charlene?" Aunt Tina said, smiling cheerfully as she addressed Kate's mother. "The cake is all set up... If you want to put baby in her high chair, I can bring it out to the table in a moment. " 

"Oh, you're an angel, Ti," Kate's mother said. "Come on, kiddo... Let's get you ready for your birthday cake..." 

"My birthday cake?" Kate asked in shock as she was lifted to her feet, the thick diaper under her poofy dress forcing her to waddle. "Mom, it's not my birthday!" 

"That's right, Katie!" Kate's mother said cheerily. "It's a cake for Katie! What a clever girl!" 

"But I-gah!" 

Any protests Kate might have had were ignored, as she was lifted high into the air once more. Her heart pounded, clinging to her mother as she moved Kate about as easily as if she were a bag of flour. Kate was so distracted by the heart-in-mouth sensation of being picked up so quickly she didn't notice where they were heading. 

"Heerrre we go, baby girl!" 

Kate felt herself being lowered into a seat of some kind, the padded cushion squishing her diaper against her backside. To Kate's surprise, she really was sitting in a high chair - an extra large one that towered over all of the other chairs. 

"Let's get baby all strapped in," Charlene said, as she fastened the straps across Kate's chest, pulling one up between her legs. 

Kate fidgeted uncomfortably as the strap was done up. It squished the damp diaper against her private parts, making her feel hot under her frilly collar. It was a constant reminder that she was wearing a diaper like a baby. 

Kate's Mom slid the table into place, trapping the adult baby in the high chair. Feeling claustrophobic, Kate pushed vainly at the tray, kicking her legs gently. 


"Mom, let me out," Kate hissed, frowning, as the rest of her family gathered around, smiling. "Come on... This is embarrassing! Please!" 

"Okay, Tina," Kate's mother said, ignoring her daughter's complaints entirely. "We're ready now! Bring the cake in!" 

The lights flicked off, and Kate jumped again, whimpering. Her Mom found her hand in the dim light, squeezing it to calm her - as two glowing cakes began to move towards her. 

"Haaaappy birthday to you," Aunt Tina began, and everybody else soon joined in. 

"Happy birthday to you... Happy birthday dear Katiieee," the throng of relatives and friends surrounding her continued. "Happpy Birthday to you!" 

Kate shrank down in her high seat, but there was nowhere to hide. She was completely on display here, being treated like a toddler, trapped in the high chair until someone decided to let her down. 

"Make a wish, baby," Charlene said, as the small cake with its two glowing candles came close. "Blow it out." 

"N-no," Kate protested, face bright red. "Mom, this is crazy! All of you, stop!" 

"I don't think she's big enough to understand," Tina added, a mischevious glint in her eye. "You'll have to help her, Char." 

"Ooo, does somebody need Mommy's help?" Kate's Mom asked. "Come on then... One, two, three..!" 

On three, Kate's mother blew hard, extinguishing both the candles. A cheer went up from Kate's entire family, and soon people began to spread out around the table, taking their seats for slices of cake. 

"Can somebody put a bib on Kate for me?" Charlene asked, as she dealt with slicing the cake and dishing it out. 

Kate didn't even see who did it, but sure enough, a moment later a bib was being fastened around her neck from behind, a gentle pat on her shoulder reassuring the apparently nervous baby. Kate blushed, pouting as she looked down at the seaside-themed bib she was now wearing, tugging gently at it to see if it would come off. 

"Here," Aunt Tina said, as she approached. "Cake, for the baby- I mean birthday- girl." 

For just a moment, the slice of cake that was slid onto the tray seemed to sparkle. But then it stopped, and Kate found herself licking her lips at the sight of a big slab of yellow cake and pink and white frosting in front of her. She was still pretty hungry, apparently, and she just hadn't noticed 'til now. 

The teen's hand reached out for cake, trying to carefully pick up the whole slice and nibble one end. 

"Wha!" Kate exclaimed, as her palm pressed down hard into the top of the cake, smearing icing on her hand. "That's not right..." 

Kate tried again, clenching her hand muscles in an attempt to pick the cake up. Instead, her hand closed completely, crumpling half of the birthday treat into a pile of icing and crumbs. Whimpering, Kate pulled her hand back, uncertainly. 

So far, whatever was happening today hadn't affected her too much, just the people around her... or so she'd thought. But then again, she had been wetting herself... And now she found herself unable to use her arms correctly, her sense of pressure and force totally out of wack. It made her feel just like the big, diapered toddler she was being treated as. 

Kate had  a small frown on her face as she looked around at everybody else using a fork or spoon to eat, some of them managing what she couldn't and picking little pieces up with their hands instead. Kate knew it would be pointless to ask for cutlery herself - for one thing, nobody would understand her request, thinking it was just baby babble. 

For another, Kate didn't think she'd have any more luck using a fork than her hands. She sighed... 

Well, if people saw her as a baby... She may as well act like it, she thought to herself. 

Hesitantly, Kate lifted her icing covered hand to her mouth, sloppily licking the pinkness off. It tasted as sweet as she'd hoped, and while her face was bright red, nobody seemed to be batting an eyelash at the sight of her messily eating her 'birthday cake'. 

Almost sure now that nobody was judging her for acting 'like a baby', Kate grabbed a big handful of the cake, pressing the gooey sweetness into her mouth. At least half of it didn't make it inside, dropping onto the tray below, flecks of icing and cake crumbs on the teen toddler's bib. 

"Whoops!" Kate giggled to herself, finding it almost a fun challenge to try and eat with such limited control. "Baby made a little mess!" 

Kate scooped up what she'd dropped, and shoved it and several fingers into her mouth. The cake was good and sweet, and she wiggled happily in her damp diaper as she ate, barely noticing the feeling of it growing heavier and thicker between her legs as her body wet without any input from her. 

So engrossed in eating the cake now, Kate didn't even notice that Aunt Tina was watching her from across the room. 

And she was smirking again. 

*** 

By the time she'd finished the cake, Kate could tell her diaper was soaking wet. She could feel dampness around the cuffs, and the padding inside had swollen so much her thighs were forced apart. 

Wrinkling up her face in discomfort, Kate squirmed from side to side, not enjoying the sensation of pee against her skin. She hadn't thought the diaper could get much bigger when she first put it on, but she was definitely being proved wrong now, as the SAP inside strained against the outer plastic, swollen with her urine. 

"Baby girl's all done, hm?" Kate's mother said in a sing-song voice, approaching Kate with a wet wipe. "Well, let's get those mitts cleaned off..." 

"Gah! Mom!" Kate squealed in protest as her hand was grabbed, her mother running the wipe over it again and again to clear it of icing. "Stop that!" 

"Don't fuss, Katherine," Charlene said, distractedly, as she cleaned off Kate's other hand. 


Finally, she grabbed another wipe, spreading it across Kate's face and swiftly removing the cake that had ended up there. Not expecting the cold touch on her blushingly hot cheeks, Kate squirmed away, turning her head this way and that with her eyes closed until the wipe was gone. 

"There, fresh as a daisy!" Kate's mother said in a chipper voice as she pulled away the tray from the high chair. "...Or are you?" 

"MOM!" Kate gasped in loud protest as her mother's hand lifted her skirt, squeezing the crotch of her diaper shamelessly. 

Kate didn't think her face could get any redder as her mom palpated the mass of squishy wetness between her thighs, frowning as she evaluated how badly Kate needed to be changed. The humiliation made Kate want to disappear, but she was still up high, on display, with everybody thinking she was nothing but a stupid baby. 

"Is she wet, Char?" Aunt Tina asked, seemingly appearing out of nowhere. 

"Very," Kate's Mom replied, finally pulling her hand away with a sigh. "I'll have to change her before I can have her open gifts..." 

"Well, babies are going to wet themselves, aren't they?" Aunt Tina said pointedly, smirking as she looked right at Kate as if talking to her. "They just can't help filling their diapers..." 

Kate's heart pumped frantically as her big eyes met her Aunt's narrowed ones, seeing the smirk on her face. She knew! Somehow she knew, and she was teasing Kate. 

"I can change her," Aunt Tina offered. "So you can get on with cleaning up." 

"You're a lifesaver, sis," Charlene said with a relieved smile. "Be a good girl, baby Kate!" 

"Oh, I think Kate's going to be a very good girl for me, aren't you, sweetie?" 

Kate gulped, and nodded slowly. Aunt Tina seemed to be unaffected by this... curse... or whatever it was. And Kate wanted to stay on her good side, just in case she could help. 

Bib removed, Kate gasped as she was lifted out of the chair, one hand supporting her squishy bottom below the dress. As if to make it even more embarrassing on purpose, Tina happily bounced Kate on her arm, the wet diaper squishing against her rump as she was carried to the center of the living room. 


Kate looked around at all the people sitting and talking on the couches, some standing, all of them smiling or enjoying themselves. They didn't pay any attention as Kate was carried through them, but fear rose in her chest as her pulse raced, praying frantically that Tina wasn't going to change her right in the middle of the room... 

"I know what you're thinking," her Aunt whispered in her ear with a giggle. "But I'm sorry, kiddo. Babies don't have any choice in where they're changed - and nobody cares, anyway." 

Kate gulped, blushing as she was laid down on the floor, her dress pushed up and exposing her soaking wet padding. She covered her bright red face with her hands, peeking out shyly through them at everybody, sure they were all watching... 

"Oh don't be silly," Aunt Tina continued, pulling the changing bag towards herself. "Everybody just sees a helpless toddler when they look at you. I'm the only one who knows you're actually an adult." 

Kate pulled one hand away, and looked up at her smiling Aunt. 

"How come?" she asked. 

"Because I'm the one who cast the spell to make everybody see you as a baby," Tina said simply, as she reached for the tapes of Kate's wet nappy. "Duh!" 

"Y-you, you what?!" Kate hissed, looking around, worried somebody would overhear her and realize she wasn't really a baby - and shriek in alarm at the sight of her laying there in an enormous soaked pair of pampers. "You're a witch?" 

"Nobody can understand you, either," Tina pointed out. "Or somebody would have come when you were yelling at your Mom. All they heard then was a crying toddler being dressed up for a party." 

Kate gulped, trembling as she watched Aunt Tina pull the sodden front of the diaper away from her crotch. The cool wipe on her skin felt refreshing, but knowing Tina knew she wasn't really a baby, was fully aware that Kate was a teenage girl... It made the whole process far more embarrassing than her mother diapering her. 

"Anyway, yes, I'm a witch. You- we -have a long history of magic, in our family," Tina went on, wiping Kate slowly clean. "Nobody else in my generation ever showed 'the gift', but I think you just might, as well." 

"When you started acting like a brat yesterday, I was willing to let it slide at first. But after you left me to do all the work here, and had such an attitude, I got so angry. I decided to teach you a lesson." 

Kate blushed, turning away from Tina as she easily lifted her bottom into the air, sliding the dirty diaper away. Then this whole thing had been her own fault, in a way. If she hadn't acted like a child earlier, she wouldn't be being treated like one now... 

"It seemed like you enjoyed some parts of it," Tina added, with a grin, and Kate turned even redder, but couldn't stop her shy nod. "So it's not all bad, right?" 

"I... yeah," Kate mumbled. "I guess not. I'm sorry for being such a brat before. I've really learned my lesson, I promise." 

"Oh have you now?" Aunt Tina asked, powdering Kate's backside generously as she began to pull the fresh, thick diaper up between her legs once more. "In that case... I could let you change back right now..." 

Kate looked up eagerly, wanting that very much... but having a feeling her suddenly-very-interesting Aunt was going to offer her another choice she might like as well. 

"Or you could agree to spend the rest of the day as a baby. And I'll teach you how to use your powers." 

The thought of spending the next 5 or 6 hours in a diaper unable to control her bladder didn't appeal to Kate, but she really wanted to understand how to use magic. She'd only met a handful of magic users in her life before this, and had had no idea she might have any talent for it... 

Weighing up her options, it was easy to see the 'right' choice was to agree and endure the rest of the day as an infant. But it still made her feel ashamed to agree to that - giving up her pride and saying, essentially 'yes, please treat me like an infant, I want that'... Even if it was for a greater cause. 

"Okay," Kate finally said, her cheeks pink. "I'll do it. I want to learn how to use my powers as well." 

"That's a good little girl," Tina chuckled, as she finally did Kate's new diaper back up. "I think next they're going to have you open birthday presents. Won't that be fun, hm?" 

Kate nodded shyly as she was sat up, aware of the thickness of the new diaper as it refused to give way with her movements. 

"Fair warning," Aunt Tina continued with a wicked smile. "I have something special planned for later today." 

"Yeah," Kate said with a sigh. "I bet you do." 

*** 

The next hour was full of minor embarrassments, but Kate got through them all. It was true that her mother wanted her to open presents, and a camcorder was pointed right at Kate's face to catch the 'baby's reactions as she unwrapped things. 

The presents were things like toys, bottles, soft books made for toddlers... Kate didn't know what her face looked like to the gathered crowd of adults, but after every gift they laughed or clapped or 'aww'ed, while she frowned or rolled her eyes at the childish treatment forced upon her. 

Sort-of forced, she thought to herself. At least she had something of a choice now... 

Shortly after the last present was opened, Kate felt her eyelids beginning to droop. Another way she'd been affected by Tina's spell that she hadn't noticed - she was exhausted already. Before Kate knew what was happening, she fell asleep on the arm of the couch, much to the amusement of the other party guests. 

"Looks like it's naptime," Uncle Dan mused, while one of her siblings snapped a photo of the adorable sleeping baby. "Cutie, ain't she?" 

"She certainly is," Aunt Tina replied, with a giggle, only her seeing Katie as she truly appeared. "Char, maybe you should put her down for a nap..." 


"Mmm," Charlene agreed, and Tina's eyes fluttered open briefly as she was moved onto her mother's lap, a finger sliding into her diaper's legcuff to check her wetness. "She doesn't need a change yet.... Everybody wait her, I'll take her up to bed." 

Kate felt herself being lifted again, but she was too tired to care. As she faded in and out of consciousness, she felt herself being undressed, a pink t-shirt pulled over her head in place of the frilly dress. When a pacifier pushed asgainst Kate's lips, she took it happily, sucking on it as she was laid gently down to sleep. 

"Goodnight, baby," Charlene muttered, stroking her little girl's hair. "Mommy loves you." 

"Mmf... luv you..." Kate mumbled around her binky - as she fell into a deep, babyish sleep. 

*** 

Kate awoke to bars all around her, and was momentarily confused. 

Then she felt the heavy wetness of the diaper between her thighs, and remembered what had happened. With a soft groan, the teenage girl sat up, wondering where her mother had even gotten such a big crib from... Kate peered up towards the top of the bars. She didn't think she'd be able to climb out of there on her own... Maybe she could just sleep through the rest of the day, here? 

A loud rumbling from her stomach made Kate realize that wasn't an option, and she gulped, hard. The sensation of needing to use the bathroom was so overwhelming, it must have woken her up... Kate groaned in discomfort as a wave of cramps swept over her, cold sweat breaking out on her forehead. 

"Oh sh-sh-... sugar," Kate groaned, finding herself unable to swear. "I need to get out of here before I poop myself..." 


Unsteadily, Kate pulled herself up using the bars of the crib, her chest level with the upper bar. She whimpered as she tried in vain to pull herself up and out of her infantile prison, tears of panic and discomfort beading at the corners of her eyes. 

"Oww... God, somebody, please come!" Kate yelled, hoping one of the noisy voices from downstairs could hear her. "Ngghhh... Please!" 

Kate grit her teeth in desperation, her pacifier having fallen out while she slept. Her body's cramping was getting more and more insistent, and Kate's breathing was heavy and strained as she tried hard not to soil herself. Just a few more moments, and she'd be out of the woods. 

"Oh God, this can't be happening, this can't be happening!" Kate muttered to herself over and over in a mortified tone, her legs locking as she trembled, clenching her muscles as hard as she could to hold back the mess inside. "Please, somebody let me out!" 

But nobody came. Whimpering, tears spilling down her cheeks like a real toddler, Kate's nails dug into the white paint of the crib. She groaned, feeling her guts churn painfully once more... And then with a soft grunt, she felt her bowels beginning to empty into her diapers. 

"NGGHH! GNNHH!" Kate grunted, straining, not sure if she was pushing her muscles to hold everything in - or push everything out. "Ohhh GAWD... I'm pooping my diaper!" 

Her face was bright red from exertion, screwed up in effort as she emptied the contents of her bowels into the soaked back of her diaper. She could feel it starting to sag, the back bulging out as she trembled and moaned, more poop filling up the seat of her padding with every contraction of her muscles. Red hot shame burned on her cheeks as she finally finished loading her diapers with her own mess, reaching behind herself in disbelief. 

"Oh God, I can feel it!" Kate moaned miserably as she felt the large lump in the seat of her diaper now, heavy and hot in her hands even through the plastic. "Th-this sucks so much!" 

Kate's eyes welled up with tears once more. The rush of endorphins that came from no longer holding back her mess hit her like a truck, and she suddenly found herself crying like an infant, humiliation and relief combining awkwardly as she fell back down onto her messy rump. The poor teenage girl winced at the feeling of the warm load spreading across her rear, sobbing harder, howling really, as she sat in her own mess like a helpless baby, crying loudly until somebody came to change her. 

Unfortunately for Kate, somebody did. 

"Hey hey hey, what's this noise about?" 

Kate gasped at the sound of that voice. It couldn't be... The world... Her aunt... Wouldn't be so cruel, would it? But as she stopped crying, giving a big sniff, the person standing in front of her was unmistakeable. 

It was Tyrell - the boy she'd had a crush on since she could remember... And he'd caught her in a diaper full of her own shit, crying like a baby. Seeing him there overwhelmed Kate again, and she threw her head back, crying even harder once more. Tyrell chuckled, quickly pulling down the side of the crib to let Kate out. She cringed as he lifted her out, his hand pressing the soiled diaper against her backside, but soon she was being laid down on a changing mat sized for an extra large baby. 

"Shh, shh shh, it's okay, kiddo," Tyrell said in a soft voice that Kate had only dreamed of hearing until now - although she wished it could have been under different circumstances... "Don't worry... I have a little sister. I'm used to changing stinky baby diapers." 

Kate sniffed hard again, blinking away tears as she peered curiously up at Tyrell. Her heart thudded excitedly as he smiled at her, just for her. Seeing her cheer up a little, Tyrell reached down and tickled the teen's side, making her squeal and giggle happily, despite the mess in her britches. 

"Peeyuuww," Tyrell said, holding his nose as he grinned. "Somebody really had to go poopy, didn't they? I'm surprised you're not already potty-trained. You look old enough for it." 

Kate blushed - Tyrell didn't know just how true that was. 

"Let's see the damage," Tyrell muttered, grimacing as he gingerly peeled open the diaper. 

Kate looked away shyly as Tyrell discovered the big poop she'd made, feeling it sticking to her backside as the diaper moved. He made a soft 'huh' noise as he reached for the wipes, cleaning away the worst of the mess with the front of the diaper. 


"Well, it looks like we got lucky here, kiddo," Tyrell remarked. "Most of it's on your tushy, not your... uh... Girl parts." 

Now Tyrell blushed, even though as far as he knew he was talking to a baby. Kate giggled, finding herself chewing on her thumb shyly as she watched Tyrell start wiping her clean. 

The gentle touch as he slid the wipes across her messy backside felt good, and Kate found her pulse quickening as Tyrell slowly cleaned her up. Each successive wipe came away less and less brown, and every time Tyrell touched Kate she found herself more and more squirmy and excited. 

She felt guilty about it, because Tyrell definitely thought she was a baby, but she just couldn't help it... As Tyrell finished cleaning off her poopy bottom, he lifted the diaper up, off of the changing mat, balling it up with the wipes to be thrown away. Kate's legs twitched, watching with hungry eyes as the object of her affections grabbed another wipe, swiping it down across her mound. 

"Oooo," Katie moaned, knowing Tyrell wouldn't hear her. "Oh gosh..." 

This felt very different to having her Aunt wipe her up, and Kate was incredibly embarrassed by her body's responses. As Tyrell took a wipe and pressed it between Kate's folds, she gasped, feeling his fingertip brush her stiffened clit, sending jolts of electricity up and down her spine. Biting her lip, Kate pushed her hips up urgently, whimpering, wanting more of Tyrell's intimate touching... 

"Whoa!" Tyrell said suddenly, with an awkward laugh. "Uh, I think that's enough cleaning for now..." 

He pulled the wipe away, and Kate's bottom dropped onto the mat, pouting. Tyrell chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. He was uncomfortable - but little Kate was just a baby, she had no idea what she was doing. 

"Let's get those naughty bits covered up," Tyrell said quickly, slipping another thick diaper underneath Kate's backside. "And then I'll take you back downstairs to join the other guests." 

Kate huffed softly, but nodded, as she felt the diaper being swiftly brought up between her thighs. The clean padding felt much nicer against her bare backside, and soon it was done up tightly, leaving her unable to touch - or let anybody else touch - her private parts. She was as chaste as a toddler should be, and the thought made her feel at once very safe and very shy. 

"That's better," Tyrell said. "Let's go." 

Kate clung to him, arms around his neck as he carried her down the stairs after putting the dirty diaper in the genie. She breathed in his scent deeply, the comforting notes of sandalwood and coconut making her feel protected and safe. 

As they arrived downstairs, many of the adults cooed in delight - the party was winding down, and as people left, they were happy to say goodbye to the crinkly guest of honor. Kate herself managed several sleepy nods of acknowledgment, resting her head against Tyrell's chest as she felt his heart slowly beating. Somehow a pacifier had found it's way into her mouth, and Kate found herself drifting off as she relived the days events. 

She'd been naked in front of her crush! Sure... She'd had her diaper changed, and she was poopy, but... The memory of Tyrell looking down at her so adoringly gave Kate butterflies. She clung to him happily, part of her hoping this moment would never end, even if she had to be in diapers to enjoy it. She'd be Tyrell's baby girl, if that was what he wanted... 

Kate smirked, a little. Heck... With Tina's magic, she could make him HER baby girl, instead... 

With a yawn, Kate nuzzled against Tyrell as the voices around her slowly faded into the background. 

She would just take a short nap. 

*** 

Kate jerked awake to the sound of voices - although she wasn't sure who's voices, or what they said. 

"Whu-?" she asked groggily, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes clumsily. 

"I said, are you going to get up to help with the birthday party?" her mother's voice demanded, and Kate's eyes sprung open. 

The room looked completely normal, and as she sat up and looked down at the couch, Kate noticed she wasn't wearing any frilly dress or thick diaper. Instead, her skinny jeans were back on... She must have fallen asleep in the living room. 

"Um. Sure," Kate mumbled groggily as she stood up. "Let me... *yaawn* just go get out some of the supplies." 

Had that really all been a dream? Kate couldn't be sure... It felt so real, but then again, dreams sometimes did, didn't they? 

Even if it was a dream, Kate was determined to commit fully to helping with the party this time. She felt incredibly guilty for leaving Tina alone with all the responsibility, resolving to apologize from her heart the next time she saw her aunt. Her mind grappling with what exactly she'd imagined as she napped on the couch, and why she'd had such detailed fantasies about wearing diapers, Kate wasn't paying much attention as she opened the closet... 

But as she saw the giant high chair folded up and standing right in the middle, Kate gasped, jaw dropping at what she saw. It had been real! 

With trembling hands, Kate reached out to pull the note attached off of the high chair, cheeks pink as she realized she really had done all those things in her 'dream'. How embarrassing! 

Turning the note over in her hands, Katie slowly read what was written there: 

Nice job, baby, 

I'll be back soon to teach you about magic, 

love, Aunt T 

Kate gulped, but then let a soft smile spread slowly across her face. She couldn't wait to use the new powers that Tina would be showing her soon... 


And maybe she'd return to being a baby again sometimes... just for a day... Or two. 

End. 

**** 

Doubly Diapered: A story of two ABDL Transgender Switches

Helen Strand carefully slid the par-boiled potatoes and carrots, smothered in butter and rosemary, into the oven. The meatloaf had already been cooking for some time, so Helen was just making sure the vegetables would be done on time. She wanted to cook a perfect meal for her girlfriend, Violet.

Speak of the devil…

“Helen, I’m home!”

Helen felt her heart beat faster even after all this time. The girls had been living together for 2 years now and it still seemed just as magical and exciting. Helen felt incredibly lucky to have met Violet, and she knew Violet felt the exact same way.

As attractive but nerdy trans girls going through transition, dating had never been easy for either of them. Add in a serious fetish on both sides for playing both a diaper-wearing babygirl and a kinky Mommy, and finding a compatible partner was even harder.

The few people who were interested were always creeps. Helen had grown sick and tired for being fetishized for her penis, a part of herself that she wasn’t always that fond of. And most people seemed to only want it one way - for Helen to be their strict Mommy, most of the time, but some people only wanted her to be a dependent baby for them. Very few people seemed to switch like she did, and none of them were Helen’s type.

For a long time, it had felt like she could either accept being alone, or agree to being turned into a sex object 24/7 for aspects of her body she was less than comfortable about. Hel seriously considered the latter for a while, bouncing from Master to Daddy as she tried to find someone she felt okay with… But she’d left eventually given up in a fit of self-loathing.

And she’d never been more glad that she had. As cliche as it was, Helen had met the perfect person as soon as she’d stopped looking.

Violet saw the cute chubby t-girl on her Kinklife feed one day, checked her location… and sent off a message. Helen was beyond excited to read it, seeing how perfectly all of their kinks lined up, and how much they had in common. Their first date went well, their second, even better, and now for the past couple of years they’d been living together in kinky, diapered bliss, switching off Mommy and baby roles - and sometimes sharing, both wearing diapers and snuggling up as twin babygirl sisters…

Helen giggled at herself. She was getting distracted, lost in her memories, instead of answering Violet…

“I’m in the kitchen, hon,” she called back in a syrupy voice. “I’m making meatloaf.”

“Smells delicious,” Violet said as she entered the kitchen, sniffing the air. “I bet it’s going to taste great. Mmmf. Thank you, beautiful.”

As Viole spoke, she wrapped her arms around Helen’s waist, and snuggled her tightly to her.  Helen’s chest fluttered happily as her taller, dark-haired girlfriend rested her chin on top of Helen’s head, stroking her hands up and down her sides.

Violet always made Helen feel small, and cute, and attractive in the most feminine way. Helen turned her head slightly towards Violet, and they shared a long, lingering kiss, before Violet gently pulled away.

“Hm,” the taller girl said, tugging a little at Helen’s apron strap.”Aren’t you a little overdressed, babygirl?”

Babygirl. So that was the game. Helen squealed internally. Yes, being Mommy’s baby felt absolutely perfect right now…

“Um, well, I do have to wear the apron, Mommy…” Helen mumbled, and then squealed as Violet’s hand trailed up the front of her blouse.

Her soft, round breasts were tender and sensitive from the hormones, still slowly growing even now. Violet knew just where to touch and how much to tease her babygirl, knew just how to keep her teetering between the edge of pleasure and pain. Helen whimpered, arching her back as Mommy found her slightly stiffened nipple, rolling it between her fingers through the fabric.

“I meant everything but the apron, actually,” Violet teased, turning Helen to face her. “Come on, darling. Let Mommy see that cute nakie body of yours…”

Helen flushed, but obediently allowed herself to be led into the hall, where Violet quickly undid her apron, hanging it on the armchair for safekeeping. It still felt naughty and cute to be undressed by her Mommy, and Helen obediently lifted her arms and stretched her legs out as Violet stripped her down to nothing but her panties and bra.

“Eep!”

Violet had pinched her bottom playfully, and now chuckled.

“No diaper, little one? Very naughty,” she tutted, as she unhooked Helen’s bra, letting her ample breasts fall free. “Babies need their didees… So lay down on the floor for Mommy.”

“Otay, Mommy,” Helen replied shyly, sliding onto the floor.

Her panties showed her small bulge between her legs, hidden and tucked away, but still there. As Violet pulled down her panties, it all hung free, her soft little girlcock and balls exposed.

“Such cute little girlybits,” Violet teased, as she gently rubbed her thumb around Violet’s soft cocktip.

Helen whimpered, nodding and biting her lip. HRT meant she no longer got real erections, but her body was a thousand times more sensitive now. Violet’s fingertips brushing across her little clit, coaxing sticky girljuice from the tip, made Helen whimper and squirm with delight, her hips pushing needily towards her Mommy’s special attention…

“Ah ah ah,” Violet chuckled, pulling her sticky fingers away. “Not for naughty babygirls… here, suck! … Now, where’s your plug…”

Flushing, Helen parted her lips and obediently suckled on her Mommy’s fingers, tasting her own thin but sticky fluids there. There was no way she could have known that Violet wanted her diapered before she came home, but that was okay. The kinds of punishments Mommy Violet had in mind were the kind that made Helen excited in the naughtiest ways.

“Here,” her Mommy said, holding a sizable purple buttplug in one hand. “For my slutty babygirl who needs her bottom punishing…”

“Oh, no, Mommy,” Helen giggled, as her legs were pushed up towards her chest, her chubby bottom spreading and exposing her tight pucker. “I’mma good little girl… Nggh!”

The tapered tip of the plug probed at Helen’s entrance, and she quivered, moaning softly as it began to enter her. As it went deeper, getting wider as it went along, it began to press against her prostrate, at first gently, but then more and more firmly. Helen squealed in slight surprise as the plug suddenly slid all the way in, her bottom squeezing around the thinness before the flat base.

“Good little girls don’t get excited when their Mommy plugs their tushy,” Violet pointed out. “Now let’s get your diaper on before dinner’s ready.”

Helen whimpered and squirmed happily as her Mommy manipulated her body easily, the large thick diaper pulled up between her legs in a matter of moments. Inside her bottom, the plug stretched her sensitive walls around it, her swollen prostate pressed firmly up against it, little clit dribbling clear fluid into the padding that was being pulled tight against it.

“Ooo…”

Her toes curled as the diaper was done up, keeping the plug embedded deep in her backside. The snug thickness felt so good against her excited girlcock, pushing her thighs apart as she was helped back up. With a smirk, Violet slipped the apron back over Helen’s head, and then did the ties up around her waist.

From the front, Helen’s chubby body was covered. From the back, only the strings tight against her skin covered her, the round curve of her padded rump sticking out as she walked, white plastic a contrast to her pale skin.

“That’s more like it,” Violet said, hand thumping against the diaper she’d put Helen into. “Go finish up dinner, baby… And maybe afterwards Mommy can give you some special cuddles…”

***

“That was delicious,” Violet said, licking her lips. “You made the vegetables really well, babygirl.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Helen replied, as she gathered up the dirty plates. “I bought some cheesecake for dessert if you’d like some…”

The apron was gone now, and Helen felt Violet’s eyes on her body as she worked -  especially her soft, plump breasts. The crinkly diaper between her legs was now wet and slightly swollen, and the yellow wetness indicator had turned green and blue in some places.

“Cheesecake sounds amazing,” Violet agreed. “One plate, okay?”

Scurrying off obediently to the kitchen, Helen returned a moment later with two portions of cheesecake on a single plate. The diaper rustled as she walked back over towards Violet, her limp clit stirring slightly inside it.

Legs crossed, Helen sat down opposite from Violet, with a soft grunt. The plug inside her was pushed in deep, sending tremors of pleasure up and down her spine.

“Nmmm,” Violet murmured around a mouthful of cheesecake. “Here, open wide, little one…”

Shyly, Helen parted her soft lips. Mommy gently spooned some of the topping into her mouth, and she ate it, hungrily, the soft sweetness delicious against her tongue. Another spoonful, and Helen wriggled happily, her bottom squeezing around the plug, hedonistically wallowing in both kinds of pleasure.

“Taste good?” Violet asked, smirking as she took another mouthful for herself. “That’s Mommy’s good girl... here comes the choo-choo train…”

“Choo-choo!” Helen giggled, taking the offered bite eagerly, sticky whiteness smearing on her lips. “Yummmm!”

“What a greedy baby,” Violet teased, as Helen sucked on the spoon, her tongue running along the inside of the bowl.

“Nuh huh, Mommy,” Helen replied. “I jus’ like Momma feedin’ me.”

Violet’s heart fluttered, but another part of her stirred as well. HRT had softened and feminized her features, granting her a feminine appearance and pert little tits with excitably stiff nipples. But unlike Helen, it hadn’t stopped her cock from getting hard, something that was especially noticeable right now as she looked at her babygirl, half-naked and giggling in a wet diaper…

“Eep! Mommy!”

Violet flushed, blinking. She’d jerked the spoon away too quickly, and a morsel of cheesecake had fallen from Helen’s lips onto her bare chest. A few crumbs and a blob of white rested there, on Helen’s right breast, inches away from her nipple.

The electricity was palpable as Violet slowly reached over with her thumb, scraping away the sweet dessert. Helen gasped in pleasant surprise as it brushed over her nipple, making it poke out excitedly.

Sensuously, Violet sucked her thumb clean, giving Helen a seductive smirk. The cheesecake was put aside with trembling hands, and Violet undid her tight, curve-hugging jeans. They slid down her thighs as she stood up - revealing the stiff girlcock stretching out her silky panties.

Helen licked her lips even more eagerly than she had done when Mommy was feeding her, as Violet stroked her dripping shaft, raising an eyebrow as she looked down at the shorter girl. Violet was a vision of beauty, dark hair framing her feminine features, every part of her as sexy and lovely as the rest - and especially her stiff, slender erection, pointing up, excited just for her diaper-wearing babygirl.

“Go get your buzzything,” Violet ordered, and Helen hopped up immediately, rushing upstairs to grab the wand vibrator that Violet had used to bring her to countless squealing, grunting orgasms.

“On your knees,” Violet commanded again, and Helen instantly got down on the floor, cheeks bright red and her heart pounding as she watched Violet’s every move.

Helen’s Mommy pushed two cushions between her babygirl’s legs, so they nearly pressed up against her soggy diaper. Next she wedged the blocky head of the vibrator in between it all, pinned against just where she knew Helen’s cute little girlybits would be.

“Mmf, th-thank you, Mommy,” Helen mumbled, as she pushed herself downwards eagerly, the wetness of the diaper’s crotch shoved up against her by the foam top of the vibrator.

“It’s okay, sweetie… Mommy wants to see her little babygirl cum,” Violet muttered as she gently brushed Helen’s hair back. “Especially when your cute little mouth is full of Mommy’s cock.”

With that, she pressed the switch on the vibrator in, and Helen squeaked, shuddering as her body was struck by a sudden burst of pleasure. Her clit stirred slightly, plumping up but never rising like Violet’s did, just pushing harder up against her padding as she moaned, grinding herself softly against the head of the vibrator.

Helen’s passionate panting was interrupted as Violet took her hand and placed it on her slender Mommydick, stiff and throbbing in her babygirl’s hand. With a soft moan, Helen squeezed tightly beginning to stroke firmly up and down, up and down as she lowered her face towards it.

Violet’s eyes rolled back in pleasure as her diapered girlfriend slipped her sensitive, dribbling cockhead into her mouth. It felt like all her nerves lit up with focused bliss, as she watched Helen’s head bob back and forth, every pushin forwards taking the tip of Mommy’s cock deeper into her mouth.

Helen’s diapered backside wriggled rhythmically back and forth as she worked her mouth up and down her Mommy’s stiff shaft. Her soft moans sent soft vibrations along Violet’s turgid length, and now Violet could feel she was sliding down the back of her babygirl’s throat. Hand on the back of Helen’s head, Mommy Violet guided her back and forth, grunting and biting her lip as she pushed her slender cock back and forth, leaking onto Helen’s tongue.

Meanwhile, Helen was grinding more and more frantically against the vibrator, her clit’s juices leaving the inside of the diaper slick and sticky. It felt so good, and so naughty, diving fully into this filthy fantasy. On her knees, being pleasured by a vibrator crammed up against her swollen baby diaper, sucking Mommy’s cock desperately as the pulsations teased her needy princess parts.

The air was filled with the sound of faster and faster diaper-rustling, gulping, moaning, and hot breaths blown out through feminine nostrils. Violet could feel her orgasm approaching, her member swelling, cum in her balls desperate to escape. The horny trans girl began to thrust almost unthinkingly down Helen’s throat, taking forceful control, babygirl underneath squeaking and thrashing slightly as she was used as a toy, nothing more than a soft, warm wet hole for her Mommy to cum into-

“NMM!”

Helen’s eyes crossed as she came, hard, the way Violet’s hand dug into her hair really pushing her over the edge. Her legs trembled and she moaned around the swollen girlcock filling her mouth, squealing again as she felt it throb down her throat. The plug inside her rear felt amazing as she clenched around it again and again, her orgasm more extreme than she’d ever felt before.

Cum burst from Violet’s tip, painting the back of Helen’s throat. She trembled too, a low, feminine moan escaping from her own lips as the sight of her diapered princess cumming and grinding against her own wet diapers fuelled the torrent of girlspunk that drenched Helen’s throat.

Helen was the first to finish coming, groaning gently as her eyes rolled back into her skull, shivering all over. She felt Violet’s cock pulse once more, a final load being deposited right on the back of her tongue. Mommy Violet sighed softly in relief, slowly letting her softening shaft slither out of Helen’s mouth, leaving a last drop of cum on her lips that lazily dribbled from Violet’s tip.

“Oh, babygirl,”  Violet said, breathlessly, as she fell back onto the couch, panting. “You’re so cute when you’re sucking my cock…”

“Thanks, Mommy,” Helen replied, pulling herself up onto her trembling legs. “I love you.”

“Love you too, babygirl,” Violet replied, as Helf threw herself down beside her with a squeak, snuggling close, heart still pounding…

Glowing all over from her recent orgasm.

***

Hours later, and both girls stood side-by-side, in front of the bathroom mirror. Each of them held a pink and purple toothbrush in her hand, flashing along to let them know how much longer to brush.


"Gnnh," Violet mumbled, baring her teeth at her reflection. "Ish done?"


After the naughty playtime, and resulting cuddles, Helen had kept her diaper on for a while longer - before it began to leak out of the legcuffs. As it was late by then, Violet had begun to slip out of her Mummyspace, and so Helen removed the diaper and buttplug by herself. 


Now they were both sisters. Both of them giggling, blushing little girls – with cute little cocks between their legs.


Helen wrinkled her nose, peering at the flashing yellow light on her toothbrush, still brushing her own teeth.


"I think so," she said, as violet grabbed the bubble gum flavour mouthwash in response. "What diaper should we wear to bed?"


"Mem," Violet responded, as she swished the mouthwash run the mouth, then spat it into the sink. "How about the ones that smell like lavender?"


"You just like them because they’re purple," Helen giggled.


Both girls wore cute matching nightdresses. Helen’s was blue, with a smiling cream-coloured raccoon on the front, while Violet’s was a light purple, with a big flower. Now in the bedroom, Violet threw herself onto the bed, crying out a giggly 'whee!' as she landed on it, springs wobbling below her.


"Be careful," Helen warned, but there was no great strength behind it. "Okay, pull up your nightdress sissy. I’ll do you first."


With a single girlish giggle, her cheeks slightly flushed pink, Violet lifted her nightdress. Her legs were shaved completely all the way up to her thighs, and her crotch was bare as well. It always made her feel a little embarrassed, a little humiliated in the nicest, most gooey feeling way to be naked and exposed this way, in front of her sister – or her Mommy – before being diapered.


"Okay, Sissy," Helen said grinning as she pushed the unfolded diaper underneath Violet’s bottom. "You always look so cute in these."


"I look cute in everything," Violet replied, with a grin on her face.


Helen just giggled, as she carefully tucked the back of the diaper into position. Violet watched with interest. After all this time, and thousands of diaper changes, she could feel still feel her cock stirring between her legs. There was just something so inherently erotic about a beautiful girl putting her into a diaper, especially with the added taboo of being ‘sisters’.


"Naughty sissy!" Helen chided teasingly, seeing Violet’s cock throb and twitch lazily, rising slowly as it began to fill with blood. "It's bedtime, not naughty time."


Violet blushed, looking away, and let out a soft moan as Helen unexpectedly squeezed her half hard shaft. She whimpered, bucking her hips, hoping for more stimulation – but with a hurried rustling Helen had pulled the front of the diaper tight, spreading it across Violet’s tummy and securing the tapes snugly in place. 

Violet pouted up at her girlfriend/sister. Helen was grinning herself, hopping onto the bed,  wriggling along on to the mattress she pulled up her nightdress. She stuck her tongue out at Violet, who rolled her eyes, before getting up to retrieve Helen’s own diaper.

Soon Helen’s own privates were encased in the softness of a diaper and she sighed happily, wriggling her bottom from side to side, the buttery smooth plastic slipping on the sheets. Violet breathed in deeply. The lavender scent of the diapers was uniquely babyish, and therefore arousing to her.


"Could you grab my paci, sis?" Helen asked, and a moment later, Violet had grabbed both pacifiers, bringing them over towards her diapered adult baby sister. "Thank you."


"You're welcome," Violet mumbled around her own binky. 

They both climbed into bed together sliding under the sheets. Helen snuggled back against Violet as the taller woman wrapped an arm around her. Apparently, her sis was in a cuddling mood.


… Or maybe not. Helen gasped in alarm, and then giggled, as she felt Violet grinding the front of her diaper against her own padded bottom, humping her like a naughty puppy dog.


"Sis!" Helen protested, laughing. "It's sleeping time!… We can play those games tomorrow."


"Our… Okay, sissy," Violet said stopping her hip motions. "I love you."


"I love you too," Helen replied sleepily, with a yawn. "Good night."


And together, both diapered baby girls slowly began to drift into sleep. Two girly cocks were nestled in the pretty purple diapers, one soft and small, the other throbbing, and occasionally twitching, even as Violet slept 

***

Violet woke up after Helen, as usual. Her pacifier had fallen from her lips in the night, and she groggily reached for it as she rolled onto her back, spreading her legs.

Her binky back in her mouth, Violet suckled sleepily, reaching a hand down to squeeze and rub her diaper. She’d wet her in the night, but wasn’t quite soaked, and Violet could tell it was her swollen bladder that had woken her up. Maybe if she emptied it, she’d be able to go back to sleep…

“Nmmm,” Violet wriggled her head back into the pillows, as she relaxed, sinking into the bed. “Ahh…”

Hot wetness flowed into the already soggy padding, slowly filling it. Violet sighed happily as she soaked the diaper completely, feeling warm wetness spreading across her crotch, running down to her slender backside. The padding that was merely wet before was now thick and swollen and hot like a furnace, and Violet slowly sucked the pacifier, enjoying the relief as she finally felt the last trickle spilling into the diaper.

Mmm… so warm, so comfortable… Violet would be worried about leaking, but she was still in the grip of sleep, and she wanted to close her eyes before her body had a chance to realize it was daylight. Rolling over onto her side, Violet felt the diaper squishing between her thighs, pushing them apart as she let her eyes slide shut, breathing slowly and softly…

Just a few more minutes…

“Babygirl, get up.”

Violet groaned, opening one sleepy eye to peer at the woman she loved - who dared to disturb her slumber.

“I see you,” Helen said, with a smile in her voice. “I know you hear me. It’s time to get out of bed.”

“Nnoooo,” Violet mumbled into her pillow. “I don’t wanna get up, Mommy.”

“Really? Not even for breakfast?”

Violet lifted her head just slightly, peering out from her nest of blankets and sheets

“Maybe… if I can have pancakes…”

“Of course!”

“...and special Mommy milk first…”

“Ah... okay, sweetie,” Helen replied, with a blush on her cheeks.

A side effect of the progesterone she took was lactation. It rarely affected trans women so strongly, but she was just ‘lucky’, she supposed. While Helen was extremely embarrassed by her leaky, milky breasts, Violet loved them. Any chance she could, Violet would demand to be breastfed by her ‘Mommy’, her erection soon swelling to attention at the naughty, erotically charged act.

“...And big girl touches,” Violet added, sitting up so the covers fell off of her top half. “Alright?”

“And big girl touches,” Helen agreed, rolling her eyes. “...Scoot over then, so Mommy can feed you…”

“Yay!” Violet wriggled her soaked diaper bottom against the bed, pushing the covers away and shuffling to the side. “Nmm, Mommy milk!”

Helen pulled her flowing skirt up as she settled onto the bed, legs crossed and back against the wall. They’d done this thousands of times, but it still made her heart palpate with naughty embarrassment, feeling a little ‘dirty’ about something designed to feed a child being used to help her perverted girlfriend get off.

...But maybe Helen was a pervert too, because it certainly made her excited to be called ‘Mommy’ and let Violet suckle on her in a full diaper. With a sigh, she carefully unbuttoned her blouse, her round, full breasts still contained in her bra. Violet licked her lips as she reached out with one hand, groping and weighing Helen’s breasts as if examining fruit at the market.

“Wow, Mommy,” Violet said, in an imitation of innocence. “Mommy has a lotta milk here for baby!”

“Yes, she does,” Helen replied, her own cheeks still red. “I hope you’re a thirsty girl…”

“Mmmhmm,” Violet’s fingers pulled down one of the cups of Helen’s breasts, sliding the fabric down and revealing her Mommy’s milky skin.

Helen put one arm behind Violet’s neck, supporting her head as she wriggled down into position, curled around her Mommy with her soggy diapered crotch pointing right at her. Violet snorted slightly as her face drew closer to Helen’s breast, her nipple still flat, hidden.

“Ohh!”

Helen moaned weakly as Violet ran her tongue across her soft pink bud, feeling it stir and tingle in the air. Another lick, and Violet nuzzled forwards, taking the now stiffened nipple into her mouth, latching on carefully.

Groaning softly, Helen stroked Violet’s hair as she watched her drink. Warm, sweet milk dribbled into her babygirl’s mouth and she drank it down hungrily, throat gulping and swallowing. Violet’s cheeks were lightly flushed from arousal, the suckling motions and the wet padding against her crotch causing a physical response between her legs.

“That’s right,” Helen urged, feeling jolts and tingles of pleasure racing up and down her spine as Violet’s suckling stimulated her, too. “Drain Mommy’s tits full of milk. It’s all for you, little one.”

With a murmured grunt, Violet reached up, grabbing at Helen’s breast with her right hand. As the curvy woman gasped, Violet gently palpated her breast, milking her like a cow as she drank. Her cock was now fully erect, pushing hard up against the swollen padding of her diaper. The arousal from last night had returned again, in full force, and Violet whimpered needily as she greedily drank Mommy’s milk.

“Oh, what do we have here?” Helen muttered, breathless. “Seems like a certain little princess is getting excited…”

Violet whined in agreement, and then bucked her hips sharply as Helen’s hand closed around the upper part of her bulge. The soft squishy warmth of the wet diaper wrapped around Violet’s dribbling cocktip, and she pushed her hips up as Mommy squeezed her through it, teasing her sensitive girlybits.

“Such a dirty little babygirl,” Mommy cooed. “Getting so pokey and excited just from sucking Mommy’s booby…”

“Nmmf… Yesh Mommy,” Violet mumbled, pulling away for a moment, licking her lips of stray milk droplets. “I’sh naughty…”

“Very naughty,” Helen agreed, pushing Violet’s head firmly back towards her bosom. “Ah! Don’t stop drinking now, little one…”

“Nmmmmm…”

Violet’s eyes rolled back in her head as she swam in sheer sensory delight. The light but sweet taste of milk on her tongue, the soft skin of her girlfriend and the way her nipple was stiff against her questing tongue was arousing enough, but the diaper was now being pressed hard against her erection, rustling back and forth as Helen stroked her through it.

“Such a slut for Mommy,” she said. “Look at you, laying there in a soaking wet diaper, grinding yourself helplessly against Mommy’s hand.”

With a grunt, Violet felt her hips rocking more and more insistently, squeezing her eyes shut as she let Helen’s playful taunts wash over her. Oh yes, she was a slutty little girl, letting Mommy touch her like this while being breastfed.

“Does that feel good, sweetie? Mommy playing with your sissycock? Even though it’s so, so naughty?” Helen asked, a giggle in her tone, her own breath a little heated now. “I can tell.. You’re humping against Mommy like a doggy…”

Violet’s eyes popped open, and she gave Helen an apologetic glance, but her body kept rocking, grinding against Mommy’s hand, her cock throbbing and swollen, more and more by the second. Helen could feel Violet breathing heavily through her nose against her skin, and her suckling grew more and more frantic.

Obviously she was still pent up from last night, and Helen moaned gently as she felt teeth closing softly around her nipple for a moment, before Violet recalculated, and went back to suckling normally, milk still flowing.


“Ooohh… Babygirl… It feels like you’re nearly ready to make milkies of your own,” Helen teased, red-faced and panting, and Violet nodded as firmly as she could while latched onto Helen’s nipple. “Let Mommy help you cum, baby…” 

Violet squeaked, unusually taken off-guard as Helen’s motions grew rougher and more frantic. She stroked up and down through the diaper, wet padding pressing, squeezing, rubbed again and again continuously against the throbbing length inside it. Violet trembled, stopping her sucking for a moment as her nostrils flared, body tensing, toes curling, and-

“Ah! Nmmm! Mommmyyyy…”

Squirming and grunting, hips jerking occasionally, Violet came hard. She felt her throbbing cock grinding against the soaked padding, twitching and splattering the inside with girlcum. With a series of soft moans, she rode out those powerful feelings against Helen, eyelids fluttering , hips rolling, the orgasm dragging her down as she panted and gasped in her Mommy’s arms.


With a grin, Helen kept up her gentle, teasing stroking until Violet finally sagged in her arms, totally exhausted and glowing. The soaking wet diaper’s padding seemed to be totally destroyed, but Violet practically purred as she lay her head on Helen’s lap, eyes closed dreamily. 

“I did that so you’d get up!” Helen protested, but she sounded more amused than angry.

“Well,” Violet responded. “How about we stay here for five minutes… and then I show you what else I can do in bed… Mommy.”

Violet’s eyes met Helen’s, and Violet winked, making the curvier girl turn pink again.

It didn’t look like they’d be leaving bed any time soon after all…

End.

****

Genderfluid and Diapered by Daddy

Kacie

K peered into the mirror as they brushed their teeth, trying to decide how they felt that morning. They’d already showered, and their strawberry blonde hair was wrapped up in a towel, the rest of their body glistening lightly with wetness, droplets clinging to their dewy skin and pert breasts.

It was Saturday, which meant diapers and littlespace for K. The work week was over at last, and K and their Daddy would have all day to spend together…

K wrinkled their lightly freckled nose at the foggy image in the mirror. Hmm… Definitely a girl mode day, at least for now, she decided, as she washed her brush off and walked back into the living room where her Daddy was waiting.

“Morning, cutie,” Adam said, without looking up. “Did you brush your teeth?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Kacie replied, giving an exaggerated grin. “All done.”

“Mm…”

Adam was a little distracted by what he was doing right then, laying out Kacie’s clothing for the day. He picked out a shirt from one drawer, and then hesitated, looking over at her.

“What kind of day is this, pumpkin?”

“Kacie, I think, Daddy,” the nonbinary princess replied, and Adam smiled back, tossing the blue shirt with a unicorn on onto the bed.

It was soon followed by a bra, a pair of cute ankle socks with kitten faces on, and a gauzy-looking skirt in varying shades of pink and purple.

“Okay, princess,” Adam began. “You all dry? Okay, lay down on the bed.”

Kacie flopped back onto the bed, giggling slightly. Daddy unwrapped the towel from around her hair and it spread out on the bedspread as she looked up at him with loving vulnerability, shivering as he used a dry edge to dab at the remaining dampness on her skin.

Days like this, Kacie was reminded of how lucky she really was.

At first she’d been afraid that any Daddy or Big she had would only be interested in this side of her, only really looking for a ‘little girl’, and unable to accept that she was as much Kay and Kayden as she was Kacie. Her little boy and neutral sides needed playtime and love too, but it seemed like everywhere she looked Daddies were only interested in girls.

Then came Adam.

Bisexual, and experienced with littles of all kinds, he immediately helped Kacie to feel respected and at ease. She didn’t have to spend a long time explaining the intricate nuances of her gender that made even her own head spin. She just had to say ‘I’m a boy now’, or whatever, and Adam accepted and embraced that too.

It was only because she knew she was allowed to be anything she wanted, with no pressure, that Kacie felt so free to admit when she was feeling more girly. It wouldn’t lock her into that role with Adam forever, she knew.

“Mmmf,” Kacie murmured slightly as the towel was patted between her smooth, soft thighs, up towards her bare mound. “Dadddyy…”

“What is it, sweetie?” Adam asked, smirking a little himself, bringing the towel up gently between her legs.

He stroked it softly against her closed lips, and Kacie shivered at the rough texture on her most intimate area.

“Are you being naughty, Daddy?” Kacie asked, almost hopefully. “Touching my princess parts...”

“I’m just drying you,” Adam said, feigning shock. “What an accusation to hear from my own baby girl!”

“Dadddyyy- BWAHAHAHA!”

Kacie’s teasing protest was cut off as Adam abandoned drying her, instead sticking his fingers into her side below her ribs, tickling her firmly as she squealed, squirmed, and giggled helplessly. For a few moments she kicked her feet and spluttered with laughter, eyes creased up with glee as Adam went after her with a matching smirk of his own.

“Ahahaha! … Daddy! You are bein’ naughty!” Kacie said, breathlessly, as the tickling finally stopped.

“Oh, you got me,” Adam replied, smiling as he spread out the fresh white diaper Kacie knew would soon be secured around her bottom. “Now lift that cute tushie so Daddy can pad you up…”

Kacie pouted and grumbled a little, but obeyed. Maybe later Daddy would touch her in the naughty way she liked, but at least he was putting her in a diaper…

Her rump nestled in cottony softness, Kacie sighed contentedly as her Daddy sprinkled lavender-scented powder on her bare mound, gently patting it into her skin so she wouldn’t get a rash. Kacie loved that babyish scent, and she felt her heart flutter as she was swept deeper into cuddly, innocent littlespace, watching her Daddy’s strong hands pulling up the front of the diaper towards her. It was soon being snuggled into place across her flat stomach, pulled taut, and then she felt the tapes being done up, wrapping her in a cocoon of soft padding around her bottom and between her legs.

“There’s my cute baby,” Adam cooed, as he patted the front of the thick diaper crotch. “Let’s get you dressed…”

***

A couple of hours had passed, and Kacie was sitting on the couch with her Daddy, watching Princess Pony Power while clutching a baby bottle of apple juice in her right hand. Breakfast had been cereal with those little marshmallows in, and Kacie had already had several bottles of juice.

As a little girl, Kacie saw herself as a princess, and Daddy was only too happy to indulge her. So when she demanded they watch girly shows and cuddles, Adam sighed and rolled his eyes, but ultimately put up no resistance, clipping Kacie’s pacifier to her shirt before he wrapped his arms around her and drew her close.

“Mmnnf,” Kacie murmured, nuzzling against her Daddy’s chest. “Eep! Daddy!”

Adam’s hand had pushed Kacie’s skirt up, and he groped gently at her diaper with teasing fingers. She looked up at him, with a mix of curiosity and surprise, feeling him palpate the slight dampness of the padding against her crotch.

“Just checking to see how wet you are,” Adam said, smirking. “Looks like you don’t need a change yet…”

“Actually, Daddy,” Kacie said, her cheeks a little pink. “I think I needta go peepee again…”

“Oh?” Daddy replied, his hand pushing the dampened softness harder against Kacie’s slit. “Well go on then… Soak your pampers for your Daddy, sweetie…”

Kacie giggled shyly, but shuffled her legs apart, pushing her bottom out slightly. She pushed gently, nibbling her lip as her body tensed, and then shivered, relaxing as she began to empty her bladder.

Her Daddy squeezed and groped at the diaper as it was slowly filled, hot wet piss against Kacie’s skin as she wet herself. Her face was a little red despite the number of times she’d done this already, the fact Daddy’s hand was right there, feeling the padding swell and grow against Kacie’s crotch.

Finally she sighed, feeling warm all over, but especially between her legs and underneath her bottom. The diaper sagged slightly, supported by her Daddy’s cupped fingers, feeling heavy and full of her pee.

Adam grinned, leaning down and turning his mouth to gently kiss Kacie’s lips, as he slowly withdrew his hand, letting the sodden padding hang freely. Kacie murred softly as he kissed her, parting her lips with his and gently running his tongue along the lower one.

“Do I get a reward for going potty in my diapers like a good girl?” Kacie asked, batting her eyelashes with a grin. “I think I deserves one, Daddy.”

“Hmmm,” Adam said, stroking his finger across one of the tapes of Kacie’s diaper. “...Well… Since you’ve been such a good little princess for me…”

Kacie giggled, shuffling down slightly more on the couch, spreading her knees as Adam pulled off the tapes, one by one. Kacie opened her mouth as her Daddy pushed the pacifier into it, and a moment later, she felt the warmth of the used diaper fall away from her crotch.

“Ooo, you look wet, princess,” Daddy murmured from between Kacie’s legs as he lowered his face to her crotch, taking a deep breath, inhaling the musky scent of her feminine urine. “Should Daddy clean you up?”

“Uh huh,” Kacie mumbled from behind her pacifier. “P’ease…”

Her heart thumped and she felt giddy, even after all this time. Kacie knew how dirty and taboo this roleplay was, feeling like an innocent babygirl whining and cajoling her Daddy into licking her sweet little pussy. She felt an electric tingle run through her as Adam’s cool breath blew across her hot, damp skin, and then let out a soft cry of surprise and delight as his tongue passed over her outer lips.

“Mmf.. Good baby,” Adam muttered between her thighs, as he planted a kiss right at the top of her slit, where her clit was nestled. “Such a good girl for Daddy.”

Kacie whimpered, rocking her hips just slightly as her Daddy spread her pussylips with one hand. The air felt cool on her spread cunny, and a moment later, she gasped again as Daddy’s tongue swiped upwards between her folds lovingly, hitting her clit on the way.

Her breathing was already growing heavier, as Adam worked her little nub expertly, teasing it out of hiding with firm, decisive licks. Soon it projected firmly against his lips, and he kissed it gently once more, eliciting a happy moan from Kacie.

He continued, tongue moving rapidly up, over and over, between Kacie’s moistening folds. She groaned around her pacifier, her head back as her hips pushed themselves up and out, towards her wonderful Daddy’s intimate attentions.

Daddy chuckled, increasing the speed of his tongue’s movements, stiff and stroking up and down between Kacie’s folds. He always managed to hit her eager lovebutton, every time, working his babygirl up more an more as she panted, moaning, rolling her hips towards him. Kacie’s nails dug into the couch from the intensity of her grip, unable to stop her body pushing towards the intense stimulation.

Her Daddy could sense how close she was, feeling her pulse racing every time his tongue connected with her throbbing clit. With a sudden passion, he grabbed her thighs and spread them wide, as he dove in, moaning, slobbering, barely breathing as he devoted himself completely to eating his little princess’ pussy.

“Ohhh!”

Kacie moaned, rigid and red and quaking as her dripping slit endured the assualt between her folds, the pleasure building and building, more and more, pushing her quickly towards the edge. She bit down hard on her pacifier with another whimper, breathing hard through her nose -

And then she came.

“Nmm! Ohh! Daddy!” Kacie gasped between breaths as she came, the wave of pleasure crashing over her.

Her clit throbbed urgently against Daddy’s tongue as he continued to lick, feeling her plummet over the edge. It felt so, so amazingly good, gripping her tightly as she swore she felt her whole crotch pulsing and burning with the intense orgasm. Her muscles clenched repetitively, slick wetness painting Adam’s tongue as her let her ride out her climax against his face.

The explosive peak soon began to wear down, the ocean of pleasure dribbling away to gentle waves lapping at the sure. Kacie sighed as her body sagged, all tension gone from her body, feeling warm and full of bliss all over.

Adam slowly lifted his head, looking down at Kacie’s blissful expression as she lay bonelessly on the coach, smiling up at him with her face deep red, pacifier still in her mouth.

There was no question that he’d done a good job.


Kay

“You okay there, babygirl?”

Kay wrinkled their nose. They’d been fiddling with their bra strap for a while now, as they felt themself drifting towards the ocean of gender neutralness they so often drifted on.

Kay didn’t mind having boobs when they felt this way, but the way the bra made them stick out, lifting and separating them, emphasizing them beneath their shirt… And the pink and purple skirt didn’t help matters…

“Mmmf,” Kay grumbled, tugging at the fabric of the skirt. “...Notta girl.”

“Oh?” Adam said, uncertainly. “So then you’re…”

“Just neutral… enby.”

“Right. Nonbinary, right?” Adam replied, as he slipped his arm from around Kay’s shoulders. “Should I go and get you some different clothes, kiddo?”

“Please,” Kay replied, with a little smile. “Thank you, Dada.”

“No problem, pumpkin,” Adam said, pecking them on the head as he stood up. “That pull-up still okay?”

“Yuh huh!” Kay called, as Adam was walking away.

After they’d been eaten out by their Daddy, Kay had been put into a thinner pullup with punky feminine designs on. They didn’t mind that - the pattern was pretty neutral, and besides, it would be covered up soon by whatever Adam brought down.

When Adam returned, he wasted no time in unhooking Kay’s bra through their t-shirt, and the little helped squirm out of it, Adam pulling it down and out of the shirt’s armholes.

“Okay pumpkin, stand up for me,” Adam said. “Let’s get you into these shorts…”

***

Sat cozy side by side, Adam and Kay played video games, both gripping their controllers tightly. Kay’s shorts were gone, and now they were dressed in just a t-shirt and the pull-up snuggled between their thighs, stretchy sides holding it up.

Kay shifted slightly as they let another thin trickle of urine out into the already-damp padding of the pull-up, wriggling and squishing down as it pushed up against their bare slit. The warm sensation against their privates was starting to distract them in a slightly pleasant way, their face flushed slightly every time they rocked against it.

While Adam seemed as interested as ever in Guns of Fire 3, Kay was starting to get bored. When Daddy beat them for the 4th time in a row, Kay pouted, crossing their arms and putting the controller to one side.

“I don’t wanna play anymore,” they grumbled. “I wanna do something else…”

“What do you wanna do, kiddo?” their Daddy replied with an affectionate chuckle, putting his own controller aside. “You wanna play a diiifferent kinda game?”

Kay giggled, feeling Daddy tickle their side gently, the arm around them guiding them down towards his lap. Kay knew what kinda games Daddy meant, and they clumsily trailed a finger down his zipper, looking up at him with a big grin.

“Maaaaaaaayyybe,” they said, pinching the zipper between their fingers. “Does Daddy wanna have his baby play with his special joystick?”

“Daddy does,” Adam replied, guiding Kay’s hand down so the zip came undone. “What do you think, kiddo, can you get Daddy stiff?”

Kay’s eyes glinted as they reached into Adam’s jeans, pulling his mostly-limp cock out. They squeezed and massaged the thick length in their hands, feeling it slowly growing hard between their fingers, kissing the tip as it rose up to meet them.

When they were Kay, they loved games, playing, being naughty, and the challenge of making Daddy feel good in the best of ways.

Adam’s cock had swollen to full-size now in Kay’s mouth, and they pulled away, letting the cockhead pop out, leaving a trail of saliva and pre-cum that dangled between their lips and Adam’s length. With a grin, Kay gripped the stiff piece of meat in one hand, pushing it back and forth like a big, fleshy joystick.

“Nn… What are you doing, baby?” Daddy asked, a rumbling chuckle in his throat. “I don’t -ng- I don’t think that’s how you’re actually supposed to play with that…”

“No, Daddy?” Kay said, with faux-innocence. “...More like this, then?”

“Ahh.. yes, just like that,” their Daddy panted as Kay’s hand squeezed tightly, running up and down from base to tip, as if they were milking him. “Mmmm, that feels so good…”

Kay kept up their slow teasing for another minute, until Adam was throbbingly, achingly hard. In a flash, they let his shaft go, where it stayed pointing up to the sky, pulsing slightly in time with his racing heartbeat. Kay scrambled up onto his lap, pressing their thighs on either side, wet pull-up against his hardness, gently grinding the fade-when-wet designs against it.

“Ohh, li’l Kay wants to play big kid games?” Adam teased, pushing his hips up to meet her eager motions, feeling the slight squish and warmth of the pullup with his erection. “Does Kay wanna ride Daddy like a horsie?”

“Nmm… uh huh, Daddy,” Kay said, biting their lip as they bounced lightly on Adam’s upper thighs. “I wanna…”

Adam’s heart thumped in unison with Kay’s as he pushed aside the sodden pull-up at the same time as he pushed his hips upwards, his cockhead brushing against their slickened pussy. Kay whimpered, softly, reaching down eagerly as they lined their Daddy’s hot, turgid length with their needy wet entrance… and lowered their hips slowly.

“Ohhh! Daddy!”

They moaned as they felt themself being filled, trembling as their crotch slowly came to meet Daddy’s, his hands on their hips. The two of them rocked together, submerged in a bubble of love as they engaged in the naughty roleplay, Daddy’s cock thrusting up, in and out of his baby’s slick, eager hole.

Adam watched the cute expression change from one of gleeful mischievousness to pure, overwhelmed bliss, their tongue poking out from between their pouting lips. Their skinny form was androgynous in the dim light, as they bounced like an overgrown child on a pogo stick, up and down and up and down…

“Daddy! Nmm! Fuck my baby pussy!” Kay demanded, their whole body swaying as they lifted themself up and then slammed back down. “D-daddy, please, give it to me!”

Their Daddy moaned, throwing his head back as he tried to keep pace with their frantic movements. Their cunny was like a warm, wet vice around him, squeezing with a furious intensity as they bucked and writhed atop him.

The pleasure was completely overwhelming, for both of them. Adam’s swollen cock head squeezed past Kay’s prominent g-spot every time, each stroke sending him deep, deep inside them, clit nudged firmly by his pubic bone, grinding their bodies together like madly impassioned animals. The pull-up rustled and squished between them during every thrust, only adding to the kinkiness of the experience.

“Nmmf! Fu-fuck, sweetie, if you keep going like that, Daddy’s gonna cum…”

“Cu-cum! Please Daddy, cum inside me!” Kay begged, as the squirming little whimpered and clutched Adam’s shoulders, pushing needily, desperately, their peak approaching fact too…

Adam panted along with them, looking down between their legs, watching his cock disappear again and again inside of his little one. It was filthy and taboo, the contrast between hard, adult fucking, and the cute unicorn shirt, the shy moaning, the wet baby pullup slid to one side to let him fuck them, fuck his baby, his little one, his-

“Ngghh!”

Kay squealed as they felt their Daddy’s cock flex inside them, suddenly trembling as they shoved their crotch down hard. They came together, moaning, gasping, grunting, as Kay’s warm passage clenched furiously again and again, milking Adam’s rockhard cock.

His balls emptied again and again inside of Kay, flooding inside of them, dripping down between their thighs. They shivered and gave a soft, delighted moan as they rode out their orgasm, waves of pleasure washing upwards from between their thighs, enveloping them all over, deep tendrils of delight seeping into their every pore, the way Daddy’s cum seemed to be sinking into their womb.

“Ohhhhh… y-yes,” Adam said, breathlessly, as he finished his climax. “Thank you, kiddo…”

“You’se ...su...super welcome, Daddy,” Kay panted too, as they rolled off of the softening cock.

Adam looked over and smirked with interest as Kay slid the pull-up back into place, the load he’d left inside them trickling down, and into the used padding. Something about having his little one ‘marked’ like that made him want to put off changing for quite a while longer…

Kayden

‘

“Okay buddy, arms up.”

Kayden had begun complaining just as Adam said he was going to start making dinner. It was rare for his gender to slide so much in one day, but as he explained to Daddy, it was probably because he’d had to present as a girl at work so much recently.

Now he was shirtless on the bed, legs kicking and the waistband of his diaper poking out of his shorts. The snug shorts outlined the bulge of his thick diaper, and he occasionally gave it a pat and grinned at the soft ‘thump’ noise it made, but for now his arms were held up high, letting his Daddy pull the binder down to compress his breasts.

The binder was made of stretchy compression fabric, designed to hide a ‘female’ chest. Kayden grunted softly as it was pulled down into place, squishing his boobs against his chest until they were flat. Adam tugged the binder down, and then it snapped back, holding it all together.

When Kayden’s cute shirt was pulled back down, the binder was almost completely hidden underneath it, his chest flat and boyish. Just the way he liked it.

“Thanks, Daddy,” Kayden said, slipping off the bed with a loud crinkling sound. “I feel better now.”

“No problem, little guy,” Adam said, ruffling Kayden’s hair. “Let’s head back downstairs and start making dinner…”

With a swift nod, Kayden took his Daddy’s hand and followed him, waddling with every step he took.

***

Kayden swallowed as he waited on the bed for Daddy, just like he’d been told to. He was on all fours, shorts around his backside as he fought to keep the naughty grin off of his face, part of him as excited as he was dreading the spanking he was about to receive.

As a little boy, Kayden had a mischievous streak a mile long. When Daddy had asked him to stir the spaghetti sauce while he used the bathroom, Kayden hadn’t been able to resist having a taste or two, despite Adam’s stern warnings not to.

A taste had turned into several more, and Adam had returned to find his baby boy with his shirt and lips stained with red sauce, holding the spoon aloft guiltily. He’d fixed the diapered adult toddler with a stern but amused gaze, hands on hips.

“You know Daddy’s going to have to punish you after dinner, don’t you?”

Kayden had nodded and gulped, and now Adam was about to make good on that promise.

His heart was in his throat, shaking with anticipation both good and bad. There was nothing like a punishment from Daddy to make him feel like a naughty little boy, and he felt his pupils grow even bigger as he heard footsteps on the stairs growing closer and closer.

“Now, buddy, you know what you did, don’t you?” Adam rumbled as he approached the bed.

Daddy kept his body behind Kayden so he couldn’t see without turning his neck all the way around - and when he did, he squealed as he felt a hand slapping his upper thigh, instinctively whipping his head back around. Kayden’s heart raced desperately.

“I said, you know what you did,” Adam rumbled, leaning down, his hand on Kayden’s shoulder. “Don’t ya, kiddo?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Kayden squeaked. “I’m sorry. I ated the um, I ated the sauce…”

“Mmmhmm,” Adam agreed, and Kayden bit his lip, feeling the diaper being slid down by a firm hand, knowing soon it would be landing on his bare backside. “You were being a naughty baby, after Daddy told you not to…”

“Ye-yes, Daddy,” Kayden mumbled, gasping as he felt Adam groping his backside. “...I deserve to be punished…”

His Daddy didn’t respond, but that big, broad hand slid down between Kayden’s thighs, shoving the diaper down further as a thick finger rocked back and forth against Kayden’s slit. He moaned low in his throat, wetness slickening Daddy’s digits.

“Filthy baby boy,” Adam grunted, yanking his hand back. “Are you really that excited for Daddy to spank your cute little behind?”

Kayden didn’t say anything, but the longing look in his big eyes as he peered back said it all, the slightly-guilty smile that said ‘you got me’. His Daddy chuckled throatily as he placed a hand on the small of Kayden’s bare back, feeling no guilt as he lined up his hand for the first swat… Kayden quivered nervously, waiting, anticipating, until…

SLAP!

“AH!”

Still feeling the handprint glowing on his backside from the first smack, Kayden yelped again as his Daddy hit him again in exactly the same spot, then followed it up with another, and another. He hissed through his teeth, clenching his bottom muscles tightly as Adam readied another harsh slap.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Kayden cried out over and over, feeling the skin where Adam’s hand came down hard on his rear growing hot and pink. “Agh! Daddy!”

“What, naughty little baby doesn’t like his spankies?” Adam teased, aiming his next spank right below Kayden’s buttocks, hitting his upper thighs and jostling his excited, eager wetness. “My bad little brat.”

“Nnn, I’m s-sorry, Daddy!” Kayden panted, tears stinging his eyes as his backside grew hotter and hotter, and sorer and sorer. “I’ll, I’ll be a good boy!”

Adam’s cock was stiff inside his pants as he grit his own teeth, hearing Kayden’s voice growing squeakier and more breathless. He slapped, slapped, slapped, over and over, until finally he gave one last hard SMACK to Kayden’s bare rump, squeezing it gently afterwards.

“Nnnn… Daddy…. Please…” Kayden moaned, unsure what he was begging for, but Adam was going to give him what he thought he needed apparently.

Kayden’s face was pushed down into the bed, and he squeaked, as he felt the mattress sinking slightly behind him, his Daddy’s weight behind him. His hips were gripped, and Adam inched his crotch closer...

Kayden groaned and bit his lip, shoving his backside up wantonly. The spanking had left his thighs quivering, his slit slick with eager wetness, begging for his Daddy’s touch. He whimpered, pushing back against his Daddy’s crotch, rubbing frantically against the bulge in his pants. His cute little bubble butt made

“If you’re going to act like a slutty little boy,” Adam growled. “You’re going to get what slutty boys need…”

“Ohhh, please, Daddy,” Kayden said grunting and trying to shuffle backwards, diaper around his knees.

Adam continued to thwart his baby boy’s best efforts by stepping backwards, until Kayden found himself pushing his needy rump back against nothing, whimpering. Adam chuckled from behind him - and a moment later, Kayden squealed as his Daddy firmly shoved his big hand against the little’s curvy backside.

“Oh!” he gasped as he wobbled, and then fell onto his face and elbows into the softness of the bed. “Hmf! Daddy!”

He looked back with a pout for a moment, his bottom now sticking right up. The diaper kept Kayden’s legs from parting too far, his knees tucked in together underneath him. His pussy would be mostly inaccessible in this position…

...But little boys didn’t take Daddy’s cock in the pussy, now, did they?

Kayden’s pout faded away as he saw Adam reaching for his belt buckle. He trembled with desire as his black trousers slid to the floor, revealing his erection, clear as day through his briefs. Adam knew Kayden was watching, and he took his time, slowly pulling his underwear down.

First his shiny cockhead crested over the waistband, pulsing and swollen with excitement. Then Adam very gradually tugged that waistband down, until his erection flopped forwards with aplomb, still rigid and stiff and pointing right at Kayden’s bottom.

“Turn back around,” Adam barked, knowing how Kayden preferred him to play rougher when he was in boy mode. “And maybe Daddy will give you what he knows you want…”

Kayden quickly whipped his head back around, putting all his weight on his elbows, turning his face so he could press a cheek against the bedspread. His heart thumped and his clit throbbed between his thighs as he heard the familiar sound of the cap on the lubricant being unpopped.

With a small jolt and a gasp, Kayden felt the cold slime being poured onto his tight pucker, but Daddy held his bottom in place with a firm hand. His cheeks were parted, and he felt dizzy with anticipation, feeling one finger swirling around his entrance.

The position and the binder pressing down Kayden’s chest made it harder to breath, but he loved every moment of this. Somehow the discomfort made him feel even more… owned. He was Daddy’s fucktoy now…

“Gnnnhh,” Kayden grunted and winced as he felt that thick finger probing into his hole. “Ohhhhh, Daddy… It’s so big…”

“And you’re gonna take something much bigger in a moment,” Adam replied, as he slowly worked his lubed finger back and forth inside his baby boy’s ass. “So relax for Daddy…”

Speaking in such a harsh way didn’t come naturally to Adam, but the effect on Kayden was obvious and immediate. He moaned, a genuine moan of passion and lust, rocking his hips against nothing even while Adam’s finger was embedded in his ass up to the last knuckle.

When Kayden was in girl-mode - was Kacie- she preferred to be a princess, being doted on and spoiled by her Daddy. And when Kayden was Kay - neutral, or ‘nonbinary’ as Adam had learned people called it - they wanted to be playful and silly, even during sex.

But something about taking on a male persona made Kayden crave rougher treatment, wanting spankings, anal, and for Daddy to be in complete control of his curvy body. Adam had initially felt uncomfortable with it, but Kayden’s obvious enjoyment soon put him at ease. Without even noticing it at first, Adam had found himself getting better and better at the role of ‘gruff, dominant Daddy’ over time.

“Good boy,” Adam muttered, as he withdrew his slick finger from Kayden’s slightly stretched bottom. “Here comes Daddy…”

Kayden gripped the covers even tighter, swooning. Adam hadn’t asked for permission or even implied he was waiting for it… It made Kayden feel so small and helpless, a slutty little boy who got padded and plugged by his Daddy, fucked hard into the mattress by him every day…

“Ah!”

He felt his Daddy’s cockhead pressing against his lubed backpassage, licking his lips slowly as he waited for Adam to push forwards. Daddy’s shaft felt unbearably hot against Kayden’s hole, and he moaned softly as he felt him beginning to push into his backside.

Kayden grit his teeth, whimpering as the first few inches of Adam’s dick began to sink into his squeezing hole. He loved the feeling of being so full of his Daddy, especially in his ass, where it felt so dirty and taboo… But his body never seemed to get the memo, clenching and resisting as if was the first time he’d ever had anal sex, every time.

“Relax for me, kiddo,” Adam murmured, stroking Kayden’s trembling back gently. “Don’t you want all of Daddy inside you?”

“Y-yes sir,” Kayden replied, earnestly, although he was already feeling very stretched and a little sore. “I want it so-  AH! - bad.”

It was true. Right then, his heart pounding underneath the binder that squeezed his ribs, Kayden was treasuring even the discomfort of being penetrated. Pushed face down into Daddy’s bed, crinkly diaper pinning his legs together, the searing hotness of Daddy’s cock burying itself deep in his bare backside… Kayden felt exposed, dirty, vulnerable, and he knew before long he’d be eagerly moaning as he was humped like a puppydog by his strong, assertive Daddy.

“Ohh, ohh, ohhh!”

Both Daddy and babyboy gasped and grunted as Adam’s thick shaft disappeared deep inside of Kayden. After several long thrusts as Kayden felt his Daddy go deeper and deeper, finally they both felt the base of Adam’s crotch resting against Adam’s spread asscheeks.

“Mmmm, damn, baby boy,” Adam groaned, feeling his hardness pulse as it was embedded in Kayden’s hot backside. “I wish you could see Daddy fucking you… It looks sooo hot seeing my meat plunging in and out of you.”

Kayden could only moan softly, feeling Adam’s member slide back and forth inside of him, rocking him slowly on the bed. Now he was working his shaft in and out of the adult little boy, opening him up more and more with every grunt and push.

“S….so big, Daddy, feels sooo good,” Kayden panted sluttily, feeling Adam’s short fingernails dig grooves into his hips. “Pleease… harder…”

Adam’s thrusts continued at the same incessantly steady pace, ignoring Kayden’s pleas. As the helpless baby boy whimpered and tried to shove back against the fat cock inside him, Adam held firm, holding Kayden exactly in place as he rocked his hips back and forth, using his curvy body and squeezing rump at his leisure.

Kayden whined, trying to push his bottom back harder. Adam snarled and smacked that soft rear, hard, leaving a glowing red handprint. Kayden yelped, but Adam’s next thrust elicited nothing more than a soft whimper.

“Daddy’s in charge,” Adam growled at the boy panting beneath him. “Daddy decides how fast he fucks you.”

“Y-y-yessir!” Kayden cried out distractedly, eyes opening wide as Adam began to pound him harder.

It wasn’t long before the sensation of plunging into such a tight, hot hole, over and over, massaging his entire cock, had Adam close to orgasm. His balls were swollen with cum once more, and he longed to empty it all inside his adorable little prince.

Kayden felt so hot, so hot all over. Most of the lube had worn away, giving him that delicious scraped feeling of friction as his Daddy’s swollen length pounded his tight backside. His binder was tight and hot too, his chest sweaty, and the air was full of the scent of dirty, naughty sex.

Even Kayden’s breathing was hot, unbearably so, warm, aggressive panting, full of need and desire. His slit longed for Daddy’s touch, a finger stroking his clit, teasing between his folds, but the rough anal sex only fueled the fire as he was pounded into the mattress, moaning, whimpering, gasping as he felt Adam’s thrusts lose all finesse, crotch slamming against his rear again and again and again and…

“Nnnn! Baby!”

Adam grunted as he unloaded deep into Kayden’s backside, feeling like he’d emptied his balls in one enormous spurt. He throbbed angrily inside him, hot cum pumping up into the baby boy’s clenching rear.

Kayden himself moaned in a mix of bliss and disappointment, feeling teased by the lack of stimulation to his clit but loving it all the same. He found himself squeezing rhythmically around Adam’s erection, as if coaxing out every last drop of his Daddy’s cum.

At last, he felt Adam moan and sag over him, withdrawing his softening cock and giving Kayden’s rear a smack. Kayden’s legs trembled, his body still seeking a climax he knew wasn’t coming, sweet torture as his asshole gaped for just a moment, then slowly closed around nothing, looking swollen and pink.

The plug that probed it a moment later was a shock, and Kayden gasped loudly, but his Daddy paid no attention. A gentle push later, and Kayden grunted as he felt the plug sliding into place, leaving him feeling full again, the hard plastic reminding him of his recent use.

“That’s to keep Daddy’s cum inside you,” Adam muttered, as he hiked Kayden’s diaper back up, over his backside. “What do we say?”

“T-thank you for -oof- using me, sir,” Kayden replied breathlessly, as he was rolled onto his back, feeling the plug poking into his inner walls. “I love being your slutty baby boy…”

“And I love it too, little guy,” Adam replied, scritching Kayden’s exposed tummy below his binder. “And I love you when you’re my little girl, or my little pumpkin, too.”

And once again, Kayden felt like the luckiest adult baby in the world.

End.

****

Wildest Fantasies: Press Start 


"Hey, do you want to come to mine and play a game of 40k?" 

Heath Davis' hand gripped his backpack strap as the teenage boy walked home with his best friend, Phillip Thomas. They both got off at the same bus stop, their houses just a block apart, growing up together from diapers to high school diplomas. 

Well. They hadn't gotten the diplomas yet... And Heath blushed as he thought about the other thing. Diapers were a secret fetish of his - along with half a dozen others, as you might expect of a horny teenage boy. 

"Nah," Phil said, sniffing. "I need to get home. History paper to write. I'll see you tomorrow though, ay?" 

"Tomorrow," Heath agreed with a grin, bumping Phil's fist with his own. "Later." 

The bespectacled, floppy-haired teenager sighed and turned to make his own way back home. He could probably find something to do when he got in, maybe a new video game... Or he could- 

The ground crunched loudly as Heath took another step, looking down in surprise. He lifted his foot - underneath it was a blocky handheld game console. Curious, Heath reached down and flipped it over, picking it up. 

"'wildest Fantasies'... I never heard of them," Heath muttered as he read the hot pink writing underneath the cracked screen. "Shit... did I do that?" 

He ran his fingers along the hairline crack, feeling it carefully. Hitting the power button did nothing, not even turn a light on. Popping open the opening to the batteries revealed that they were long corroded - but maybe the compartment itself could still be salvaged? 

"Well, this is definitely something I could do this evening," Heath said, glad to have another project. "I wonder what the games are like on it..." 

*** 

A few hours later at his desk, Heath had nearly gotten the console working again. 

First he'd taken it apart and cleaned it inside and out, getting rid of the debris that had built up since however long it had been on the ground for. Now the outer black case shone, and a new screen from an old phone had been scavenged to replace the cracked one. 

The corrosion from the battery terminals had been cleaned off as well, and now Heath only had to screw the whole thing back together and add new batteries. 

"Here goes nothing," he muttered as he slid one AA battery into the clean, refurbished console. 

Another one followed a moment later, and finally, Heath firmly closed the battery compartment, turning it around in his hands to admire his work. The console looked brand new - not that Heath had any idea where it had come from or what it might look like when it was new. 

Googling it hadn't turned up any results, so he'd been doing the repair blind. It seemed fairly straightforward, but having a guide was always reassuring. Heath shrugged - there was no time like the present to test it... 

Pressing the light grey power button in, Heath heard a happy tone from the speakers as the screen flicked on, white at first - then fading to a moving blue and pink background with male and female symbols on, a big 'start!' icon in the center of the screen. 


"Uh, start... Okay," Heath pressed the 'select' button, and the screen changed once more. 

Heath squinted at what he was looking at. A pixelated image of the world rotated slowly, with 'DEFAULT' contained in a yellow bubble above it. Three buttons on the side of the screen were selectable, and Heath used the D-pad to highlight them in turn. 

"World, Player... NPCs," he muttered to himself, frowning as he selected that option. "Male. Female... All... Specific? What?" 

Two minutes into playing the game and Heath had no idea what it was for. He clicked 'specific' on a whim - and was surprised to see a pixelated woman appear on screen, standing on a pedestal. 

'Amelia Andrews' the pedestal said. Heath frowned. He felt like he vaguely knew that name, actually - it sounded like a girl from his school? He pressed the d-pad to the right and the image was instantly replaced by one of a boy: 'Adam Carr'. Now Heath was certain he'd heard that name... and seen that person before as well. 

The image was a little grainy, the character on screen made up of polygons like in old life simulation games... But it was definitely Adam, the boy who sat two seats away from Heath in class. 

For a second, Heath was alarmed... How did they get all this information on him? After a moment though... 

Well, companies were always collecting data on consumers, right? And the console had two lights, so, most likely one of them was for wifi... It seemed kind of old to be using an internet connection, but that was the only thing Heath could think of to explain this. 

It stood to reason the game had just accessed his internet connection and looked at his online profiles. Maybe there was a camera in it with facial recognition, so it didn't use the wrong data? 

Whatever it was, Heath was intrigued. Maybe the fact it used such advanced technology on the back end was why the graphics were so poor - you probably couldn't have both. 

"Okay, let's look for... Jasmine... Perfold," Heath muttered, using the in-game keyboard to type her name into the searchbar. "Oh, there she is!" 

Heath's crush of the past two years span slowly on the same pedestal, smiling and waving blankly at him. Her green-brown eyes blinked several times as Heath moved upwards using the d-pad. 

There were a lot of options to choose from, almost too many. Heath wasn't really sure what was going on, until he pressed a random button and it changed Jasmine's shirt from purple to red. 

"Oh, it's like.. A weird dress-up game?" he said to himself, uncertainly. "...Or maybe like, the sims?" 

Whatever it was, the buttons at the top of the screen apparently corresponded to different settings he could change on the character he was currently editing. Curious, Heath looked through the small icons, finding the underwear button easily enough. 

He was surprised when he scrolled through the options and found an adult-sized pink printed pull-up, Jasmine's onscreen skirt disappearing briefly to show it off. Instantly, Heath selected it, grinning as he went back to choose other options. 

One icon that immediately stood out looked like a male and female symbol intertwined. With the sudden interest of a teenage boy getting a whiff of possible sexuality, he pressed A to select that one. 

"Whoa!" 

As he'd suspected, the tab that opened listed several sex acts, and Heath felt his cock twitch in his boxer briefs as he looked through them. Glancing up at the door to make sure nobody could burst in on him, Heath soon selected 'blowjob' from the list. 

"Uh, location...? School," Heath sniggered, feeling the beginnings of a boner lazily forming in his jeans. "Target... Heath Davis..." 

As he selected his choice, the screen blinked blue for a moment, but nothing else changed. Frowning, Heath jumped around on the top set of icons, but it stayed on the same image, Jasmine looking down at her hand in an idle animation. 

"How do I... 'view in world'... Is that it?" 


Heath's cock throbbed in anticipation, hoping to see an in-game image of Jasmine doing the debauched things he'd selected. The game zoomed out, spinning the pixellated world on screen... and then zooming back in rapidly on a small house that got bigger until it filled the whole screen. 

Soon the picture was somebody's bedroom - Jasmine's, it looked like. Heath looked at the image eagerly, waiting for something dirty to happen... But nothing did. Jasmine's figure lay under the covers in bed, snoring softly, doing nothing sexy at all. 

He tried to highlight her character, but every option was greyed out. Frustratedly, Heath mashed buttons randomly, but nothing onscreen changed. Hitting start didn't bring up any kind of 'save' menu - only the picture of Jasmine remained. 

"What a piece of crap," Heath groaned as he hit the power button, disappointed that his new toy wasn't any fun. Maybe the main point of the game was just dressing them up weird? 

"Whatever," Heath said as he put the blocky console back down on his desk along with his glasses, jumping backward onto his bed as he unzipped his fly. 

Even if the game hadn't worked, he still had a hell of a hard-on... And the fantasy of Jasmine blowing him in a pull-up was pretty hot. 

Grasping his throbbing cock with one hand, Heath sighed, closing his eyes as he worked himself into masturbatory pleasure, dreaming of his crush padded and sucking his cock, until he finally drifted to sleep... 

*** 

The next day at school, Jasmine ignored Heath as usual, but he spent half of homeroom sneaking glances at her, wishing he could kiss her perfect pink lips. Her sandy blonde hair caught the light just right from where she was sitting near the window, and Heath sighed longingly, remembering his fantasy from last night... 

"Hey, Heath," Phil said, gently punching him in the shoulder. "C'mon, man. What about... Lisa and Marcy, one on each side... while the cheerleaders strip for you." 


Heath had told Phil about the 'Wildest Fantasies' console he'd found, and the subsequent disappointment when it hadn't shown Jasmine sucking his avatar's cock. He'd left out the detail that Jasmine was supposed to be in a pull-up... Now he and Phil were discussing in hushed voices what else they'd like to see, if the game had worked how Heath hoped. 

"Sounds good," Heath admitted. "What're Marcy and Lisa doing?" 

"Uh... you're fucking one doggystyle," Phil said. "...And she's eating the other girl out." 

"Hot," Heath said, with a grin. The bell went a moment later. 

"We should get going," Phil said, eyeing the clock. "I have an algebra exam this morning." 

"Ugggh," Heath groaned. "I don't want to be at schooool..." 

"Suck it up, buddy," Phil said, grinning. "I'll see you at lunch?" 

"Yeah, I need to take a piss," Heath sighed, as he and the rest of his classmates shuffled out of the door. "See ya." 

As he got to the urinal, Heath dropped his backpack to the floor, unzipping his fly. This bathroom didn't get a lot of traffic, which he preferred - there were only two urinals, and it was awkward peeing shoulder to shoulder with another guy. 

"Ahh..." 

As Heath relaxed his bladder, a thin stream of urine running into the bowl below, he heard the door creaking open behind him. He stiffened slightly, but didn't turn around, trying to pretend he wasn't self-conscious as another guy walked in. 

"Um, excuse me..." 

Heath straightened up in surprise. That was definitely a girl's voice. He tried not the blush as he glanced backward, still not able to see the girl as he hurried to finish using the urinal. 

"Excuse me?" she asked again, and Heath cringed. 


"Uh... you... this is the boy's bathroom," he mumbled, as he finally managed to empty his bladder, moving to stuff his flaccid dick back in his pants. 

"I know," the girl replied, and now Heath swore her voice was familiar. "I'm just here to suck your cock." 

Heath was so shocked he span around without doing up his fly, staring into the big hazel eyes pointed his way. Jasmine blushed, smiling sheepishly as she brushed away a strand of dirty-blonde hair. 

"Uh... you are?" 

"Yes," Jasmine said, quickly. "I don't know why, but... since this morning, I haven't been able to stop thinking about your hard, throbbing cock sliding down my throat." 

Her cheeks were bright red. Heath's mouth continued to hang open - he'd never heard Jasmine say anything like that in his life, and now she was saying it to him in a school bathroom... 

While his mind was having trouble catching up, his penis was speeding ahead, already stiffening in his pants again. As Jasmine noticed the bulge in his pants, she dropped to her knees, grabbing at it desperately. 

"Whoa, hold on," Heath blurted out suddenly, pushing her away as he backed up. "Let me just..." 

He backed up into the door, effectively holding it closed with his body weight in case anybody came in. Jasmine looked at him hopefully, her mouth practically watering as Heath shifted his fly open, letting his fully-erect cock slide out, throbbing in the stale air of the bathroom. 

"Oh thank God," Jasmine cried in relief. "I'm sorry, I just... I really need to do this... Mmf... Here... At school..." 

As she spoke, she wrapped her hand around Heath's shaft, giving it gentle kisses and licks. Heath's brain short-circuited, sweat beading on his forehead as he tilted his head down to watch as Jasmine took the spongey tip of his length into her mouth, moaning lustily as she stroked up and down. 

His glasses slid down his nose as he looked down more intently, his own mouth gawping in awe at the way her tongue pressed his cockhead up to the roof of his mouth, massaging it rhythmically. Heath had fantasized about this for years, but the real thing was beyond his wildest dreams, wet and warm and embracing the end of his cock with feverish sucking. 


"Nmmgh... nmmghh... oh shit," Jasmine panted, yanking her head away suddenly. "Hold on... I have to show you something." 

Heath's heart sank slightly, not wanting to lose the feeling of his crush's beautiful, plump lips around his dick... But it was worth it, for what she showed him next. 

Hand trembling, Jasmine grabbed the bottom of her pleated skirt, and began to slowly lift it up. For a moment, Heath thought she might be about to show him her pussy, but as the skirt lifted higher, he audibly gasped as he saw what she was wearing. 

The same pull-up he'd picked out on the game last night was hugging Jasmine's hips tightly, the pattern on it much clearer in real life, purple flowers contrasting with the light pink. Jasmine bit her lip, as if nervous about what Heath might think, but displaying it anyway. 

Heath's mind reeled. Somehow the game had done this, he knew. This was much better than seeing the pixelated image of Jasmine wearing a polygon diaper, but much harder to comprehend. How had this even happened? Heath was generally a skeptic, he'd never believed in the supernatural... But this... He couldn't think of any other explanation. 

"T-touch it," Jasmine urged him, softly, and Heath moved instantly, pressing the dry padding of the pull-up up against Jasmine's mound with one eager hand. "Ah-h!" 

Suddenly, figuring out how the game's reality-warping properties worked didn't seem to matter. He had a real girl here (assuming he wasn't dreaming - but if so, this was a dream he never wanted to wake up from) who was wearing a pull-up just for him, inviting him to touch between her perfect peach-colored thighs. 

"I... I think I'm going to use it," Jasmine mumbled under her breath, as if she was embarrassed by saying it, but couldn't stop herself. "Do you want to feel?" 

Heath couldn't nod fast enough, and Jasmine whimpered, biting her lip as she spread her legs slightly. Heath swore there were tears glistening in her eyes as she shuddered, relaxing her muscles. 

As he felt the front of the pull-up growing warmer, Heath pushed his palm frantically between Jasmine's legs, crushing the thin padding against her pussy. She moaned softly as the urine began to fill the pseudo-diaper, swelling the lining quickly. 

Heath's dick pulsed with excitement as he felt the warmth growing and spreading, the pull-up slowly growing outwards, bulging with hot piss. As Heath pressed more firmly, he could feel his fingers digging in, making grooves in the swollen crotch of the diaper. 

"Oh my God," he gasped, hardly believing what he was seeing and feeling. "Oh my God!" 

"Ahh... fu...fuck!" Jasmine squealed suddenly. 

Heath looked up to ask what was wrong, but a moment later he felt wetness on his hand, looking down as Jasmine continued to wet herself even though the pull-up wasn't catching it anymore. 

Jasmine sobbed quietly as she kept emptying her bladder, yellow liquid running down the inside of her thighs, dribbling onto the floor below. A small puddle formed on the floor of the boys' bathroom below her as she finally finished, whimpering and stepping awkwardly away from it, Heath's hand still between her legs. 

"D-did you like that?" Jasmine squeaked, trembling, sniffling. 

Heath's dick throbbed, although he felt a little guilty. Jasmine seemed humiliated beyond belief by the fact she'd wet herself, apparently not enjoying the experience at all - but doing it for him, because the game dictated it. Heath nodded, curtly - but now his hardness was demanding attention loudly. 

"Uh... suck it," he commanded, palms sweaty as he leaned back against the door, grasping the base of his cock using his free hand. "...Diaper-wearing sl-slut..." 

Heath regretted the derogatory language a moment later, but Jasmine didn't seem to notice or care. Shuddering, she moved to her knees once again, grasping the base of his swollen erection in one hand. 

Carefully, Jasmine parted her lips and took Heath's cock into her mouth, moaning in what seemed like overwhelming lust as more of his length slid deeper, towards the back of her throat. 

Again, she bobbed her head slowly back and forth, smooth fingers grasping Heath's length as she stroked it firmly up and down. Heath moaned, panting, overwhelmed as one hand gripped the door, the other grabbing Jasmine's head awkwardly. 


Her long hair felt like feathers against his skin, but there was another sensation he was more focused on now... Grunting and moaning, Heath watched his long-time crush's cheeks bulge and hollow, her head sliding back and forth, the wonderful suction wrapped around the end of his cock as she moved. 

Heath wasn't sure what to do, close his eyes to focus on the sensations, or keep watching, glued to the image of his fantasies come real. Eventually it overwhelmed him and his eyes clamped shut, nails digging into Jasmine's head as he whimpered, knees wobbling. 

God, Jasmine was really doing this, to him, in the bathroom. She'd really worn and wet a pull-up in front of Heath, he'd really felt it growing swollen and soggy beneath his palm, really seen her soak the floor in her hot piss. 

The possibilities of what the wildest Fantasies console could do seemed endless, and for a moment, Heath's mind span as he imagined it - Jasmine in diapers, the girls in his class begging him to change them, his own cock being stroked through thick padding... 

All of that paled in comparison to Jasmine, right then and there, sucking him off... 

And wearing a soaking pull-up. 

"NMM!" 

Jasmine's complaint was muffled around Heath's pulsing erection, the throbbing length kicking and spasming in her mouth as he came. Heath moaned, balls throbbing as he unloaded them down Jasmine's throat, eyes closed in bliss... 

After a few moments, his hand slipped from her head, and Jasmine tumbled back, Heath's next spurt of cum hitting her across the face and glazing her lips. Heath quickly reached down to squeeze out the last couple squirts from the end of his cock, splattering Jasmine's neck and then drooling onto the floor below. He panted, knees wobbling hard as he leaned back against the door, needing it to hold him up. 

"Oh my God," Jasmine groaned, as she coughed, voice sticky with Heath's cum. "I really did that..." 

Heath was too wiped out to reply, but he felt Jasmine grabbing him and pulling him away from the door with surprising strength. 


"Move!" she commanded, face burning with shame as she pulled the door open and dashed down the hall, presumably to the girls' bathroom to clean up. 

"Wow," Heath finally said to himself, grabbing a sheet of paper towel from above the sinks. "That... Wow." 

He clumsily cleaned himself off, then stuffed his cock back into his pants. He was going to be at least 10 minutes late to class - but it was honestly hard to care about that right now. 

*** 

Phil didn't believe Heath when he told him. 

Once again, Heath left out the excessive ABDL details (although come to think of it... those were the most exciting parts), but he didn't omit anything else. Jasmine's shame, her oral skill, her demandingness... Heath told his friend everything. 

Even the fact his teacher hadn't seemed to care at all that he was late to class. Heath walked in in the middle of him talking, and Mr Hassen just nodded politely and carried on. Like it hadn't even happened. 

"Fuck off," Phil said, rolling his eyes. "You're telling me Jasmine, one of the hottest girls in school, who barely knows you... Gave you a blowjob?" 

"Exactly," Heath replied, his breathing heavy from the swift walk towards the bus. "I swear!" 

"And you think it's because of-" 

"Because of the game, yes," Heath insisted. "Look... it all happened just like on the screen last night. She came in and... sucked my cock... Started begging for it.." 

There was a lull in the conversation as they got on the bus, but once they were sitting down, Phillip carried on: 

"Not that I believe you," he hissed in a low voice. "But even if that did happen, maybe it was just a coincidence? Like... maybe subconsciously, you got kind of a... Dick-sucky vibe off of her, and that's why you made her do it in the game?" 

"Nah, no way," Heath scoffed. "The details were way too similar." 

"What details?" 

Heath blushed. 

"Uh, just, like, the color of her panties," he stammered. "I don't know, it doesn't matter. It was just... exactly like the game." 

Phil still looked skeptical, but Heath's insistence was starting to wear him down. As they approached their stop, Heath finally suggested Phil come inside and see for himself what the console could do. 

"So what does it look like?" Phil asked as they stepped into Heath's bedroom after saying hi to his mother. "The game thing." 

"Uh," Heath pulled several things on his desk aside, frowning. "I... Fuck... where is it?" 

"Oh, now you've lost it?" Phil chuckled. "Figures... If it was ever even real..." 

Now Heath was starting to panic, ignoring Phil's amused comments. Had he somehow imagined the whole thing? Maybe it was like, a single-use deal, and now it had disappeared? 

"Mom! MOOOMM!" Heath said, as he pushed open his door. "Mom!" 

"Jesus Christ Heath, what?" Candy Davis replied up the stairs. "Don't yell like that!" 

Heath rolled his eyes - this was important! 

"Mom, were you in my room?" he asked. "Did you move my games' console?" 

"What console?" his Mom asked, as she climbed up the stairs. "I didn't see any games' console..." 

"Are you sure?" 

Heath was getting more paranoid now... Maybe he really had imagined the whole thing. Was he really that crazy? 


"Yes... Oh, I did see your little sister playing with something earlier..." she added nonchalantly. 

Gulping, Heath felt sweat breaking out on his forehead... What the hell kind of things could his little sister be seeing on that tiny screen? 

"In fact, I think I saw her with it downstairs..." Heath's mother went on, as she finally reached the top of the stairs, frowning as she looked at Heath and Phil, hands on her hips. "...What on earth are you two dressed up like that for?" 

"Like what?" Heath asked, a bad feeling in his gut before he even asked the question. 

"Those pants!" Candy said, waggling her finger in the boys' direction. "You should take them off... Otherwise, how on earth am I ever going to check your diapers?" 

"What the fuck?!" 

It was Phil who spoke first, and Candy gasped, clapping her hand over her mouth. 

"Language!" she hissed. "Especially while Mina is in the house. I don't want her to be influenced." 

"Mom, we don't wear diapers," Heath said, hurriedly. "Don't be... don't be crazy." 

As much as Heath hoped his mother would just accept that, she didn't seem swayed at all. Heath groaned, knowing for sure now that the games' console must have been in somebody else's hands... And honestly, his little sister was probably one of the least-terrible options. At least he could probably get it back later... 

There was no time to focus on that right now, though. Heath's mother lunged for both of them, and with what seemed like superhuman strength, heaved one full grown teenage boy over each shoulder. 

"Well, that won't do at all," Candy said cheerily. "Let's get you two boys padded up!" 

"What the hell!! Mrs Davis! Put us down!" Phil complained in a dangerously squeaky voice. "Dude! Your Mom's gone crazy!" 

"It's the console!" Heath said. "Mina must have it somewhere in the house!" 


Phil's disbelief seemed to dissipate now that he was being hefted like a bag of potatoes over the shoulder of a woman 3/4ths his size as she carried him toward her bedroom to put him in adult diapers. Both of them squirmed and struggled, but it was futile. 

"Well, how can we get it back?!" Phil hissed. "I don't want to be wearing huggies in high school, man." 

"Let's just get through this, then we can make a plan!" 

Heath's surprising calmness didn't reflect the confusion and anxiousness he felt inside. His chest pounded as both he and Phil were laid down on the bed side by side, looking around for an escape. As much as he loved the idea of being put in diapers, this was way too extreme to be happening in real life. 

"Off come the pants," Candy said in a musical voice, smiling cheerfully as if she didn't notice that her son was protesting and resisting every step of the way. "Don't be fussy, Phil!" 

Phil had kicked out at Heath's mom as she undid his fly, but she brushed his foot aside as easily as if it were an annoying insect. Heath looked over at his friend sympathetically, biting his own lip and closing his eyes, face bright pink with embarrassment as his Mom tugged his pants and underwear down and off. 

"Haven't you grown," his Mom commented, and Heath cringed harder. "...But still in diapers, aren't you?" 

"Mom, we ... we don't need diapers!" Heath tried one more time, but Candy ignored him. 

"This is crazy, I'm buck-ass naked here!" Phil complained, his hands between his legs and covering up his manhood. "Heath, tell your Mom to fuck off!" 

"Mom! Stop!" Heath ordered, but his mother just rolled her eyes, grabbing a fresh diaper from a large pack in her wardrobe. 

In the midst of everything, Heath's curiosity was piqued. He'd never seen adult diapers in real life except crappy Depends, and now his Mom was approaching them with two thick, premium diapers. Shivering, Heath couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to wear one, even in this situation. 

"Oh my God," Phil moaned, as Candy pushed his bottom up high, slipping the thick diaper under it. "This feels so weird..." 

"You're next, Heath-y," Heath's mom said, with a sugary smile. "Let me just get Phil back in his pampers..." 

Heath's mouth was dry as he watched his best friend being forced into diapers by his mom. Phil lay back defeatedly, covering his face with his arm as he cringed, the crinkly padding being wrapped around him carefully like Candy had done this a hundred times before. 

Phil groaned softly in protest as the diaper was tightened and taped up, and despite everything, Heath felt himself getting.. excited. Not from his mother, of course, but just from the diaper itself, imagining it against him... 

"Now you, baby boy," Candy cooed. "Oh dear, we'd better hurry! Some boys love their pampers too much!" 

Heath blushed intensely as she commented so blithely on his semi-erection, his cock lolling lazily along his thigh. Closing his eyes, he forced himself to focus, willing his cock to go down. He was only glad Phil still had his eyes closed and couldn't see. 

"That's better," his Mom went on, smiling. "Nothing I haven't seen before, though... Upsy-daisy, big guy!" 

She lifted him with ease, and Heath's eyes grew wide at the feeling of being so small and powerless. Once the diaper was underneath him, things seemed to move in slow motion, despite how quickly Candy was actually wrapping it up. 

First she smoothed out the back wings, making sure they were in the right place. Heath swallowed, breathing out hard through his nose as he peered down between his thighs, seeing the padded crotch of the diaper being lifted. 

"Hahh..." he moaned softly as it was snugged into place, Phil peering out curiously behind his hand at the sound. "It's... it's soft." 

"It's a diaper, dude!" 

Heath ignored his friend, focusing on the sounds and sensations that enveloped him. The front panel was pulled tautly downwards, as Candy carefully fastened one tape after another onto it. 

The tapes crackled excitingly, the diaper rustling loudly as Heath moved. His face was flushed red, and as he looked over at Phil, his dark skin had a pink glow of humiliation to it that made him look like a scared little boy. 

"All done," Candy said, patting their thickly padded crotches. "...Now you boys come find me if one of you needs a change." 

Phil whimpered as he sat up, slowly, his diaper crinkling. Heath stared at his own crotch as he sat too, mesmerized by the thickness and rustling between his thighs. Hesitantly, he pressed his palm against the diaper, like he'd done to Jasmine the other day. 

He needed to find that console, and fast... But for now, it was just him and his best friend. Sitting on his Mom's bed. 

In diapers. 

End 

**** 

The Regression Pill: His Adult Baby Belle

“Daddy?”

Marshall looked up from the e-reader he’d been thumbing through. In front of him stood his petite, small-breasted girlfriend, Belle. She was dressed in a short pink nightie, sucking her thumb, looking at him with big hazel-green eyes as she’d squeezed a teddy bear to her chest. She looked adorable.

“Can you wead me a bedtime story, pweeeease?” Belle lisped around her thumb.

If the outfit and pigtails didn’t turn Marshall on, the guileless expression of love on Belle’s face as she asked for a bedtime story certainly did. Belle sucked her thumb slowly, and the motions of her lips back and forth send quivers of excitement straight down to Marshall’s crotch. He was hard even as he led his babygirl up the stairs to bed and picked out a story.

“Once upon a time, a beautiful Princess was born,” Belle’s Daddy began reading from Sleeping Beauty. “And all the kingdom came to celebrate.”

Belle was snuggled up against Marshall, her head on his chest. His arm was over her shoulder, for now - but as the story went on, Marshall’s hand moved down, exploring the supple curves of his little girl’s body. As he paused his narration to squeeze Belle’s rounded tit, he heard her gasp, softly.

“That’s naughty, Daddy,” Belle informed Marshall, as his hand slipped up her thigh and onto her pull-up covered crotch, midway through Sleeping Beauty. “You’re not… mm… supposed to touch a little girl there…”

Her honeyed voice had an edge to it that told Marshall she knew exactly what she was doing. Playing a naive girl who didn’t know why Daddy would touch her in such a dirty place, only that it was ‘wrong’. She didn’t protest or stop him, only watched with wide eyes as his hand pushed up her nightdress, running up to her bare, flat stomach.

“You don’t tell Daddy what to do, do you, little one?” Marshall reminded her, smirking, as he pushed his hand down, pressing and grinding the pullup against her. “You belong to Daddy, so he’s in charge…”

“Nmmf… Y-yes. Yes, Daddy,” Belle whimpered in response, trembling herself at the naughty words. “I’s sowwee…”

“Good girl,” Marshall cooed. “Now… Wet your pretty pull-up for me…”

“Oh but, Daddy!” Belle replied, her cheeks flushed. “That’s so naughty! I’m a big girl! I use the potty!”

Her seemingly innocent protests had the intended effect, and Marshall stifled a groan as his length throbbed needily in his jeans. He resisted the urge to push Belle down and shove his aching cock deep inside her - but only barely. The foreplay, the building tension, was one of the best parts of this...

“Do you want a spanking for disobeying Daddy?” Marshall rumbled, rapping his fingers hard against the thin outer shell of her pull-up. “Hm?”

At this point, things could go any number of ways.

Belle could protest further, and end up spanked and bawling over Marshall’s lap, before he fucked her into a puddle of catharsis and release.

She could escalate it herself, grabbing Daddy’s hand and pushing it down to her soaking pussy, or reach for his cock through his pants.

Or Belle could keep playing an innocent little girl, shaking her head and obeying her Daddy as if she didn’t know any better.

Today she chose the latter option.

“No, Daddy,” Belle whimpered, pouting cutely as she shuffled her legs slightly apart. “I don’t wanna be ‘panked.”

While Belle was in reality a grown woman who could fully consent to the whole experience, both she and Marshall revelled in the taboo nature of the fantasy they were both enjoying. In fact it had been Belle who introduced her boyfriend to ‘playing Daddy’ - at first just as a nickname, but as time went on, she revealed more and more of her dirty fantasies, and Marshall found his cock stiff and his mind spinning with how filthy they were.

Belle had played bratty schoolgirls and playful babygirls from horny and willing, to reluctant and shy. But her favorite role was more like this - a toddler, nearly done with potty training, still innocent and lisping and wearing pull-ups to bed. Sometimes they would be diapers. Belle admitted she loved the idea of being tiny and innocent - because it made the kinky things her Daddy did and said to her so, so wrong.

“It’s… It’s comin’, Daddy,” Belle moaned, as she screwed up her eyes, tensing her muscles and then relaxing. “Ahh…”

Marshall felt the warmth of Belle’s urine near-instantly through the outside of the thin pullup. It quickly swelled under his fingers as she whimpered, cheeks pink with mild embarrassment as her Daddy made her wet herself for him.

Her bladder was more full than either of them expected, the absorbent SAP inside the pull-up growing and growing, until a trickle of liquid ran down from one of the legcuffs, onto Marshall’s finger. Belle gasped, unable to stop herself, as the already full padding slowly leaked more and more, the urine hot and yellow and lightly scented with feminine musk.

“I’m sowwee, Daddy!” Belle squeaked. “I didn’t mean to get potty on you!”

Marshall didn’t seem to mind, squishing the pullup hard against Belle’s mound to hear her gasp in surprise. More wetness seeped out onto her thighs as her Daddy ground it urgently against her private princess parts, knowing her slit would be slippery and slick with arousal by now.

“D-Daddy, it feels tickly…” Belle gasped, as the soaking padding pushed between her folds to nudge against her stiffened clit. “Oooo… Daddddy…”

“I know it does, babygirl,” Daddy replied, rocking his hand hard against the swollen, leaking mass between her thighs. “Because you’re Daddy’s special princess.”

“I, I am?”

“Mmm,” Marshall affirmed. “Only special princesses get to feel this good when their Daddy touches them here…”

“Oh!” Belle squeaked in surprise as Marshall’s fingers pushed underneath the cuff of her pull-up, sliding easily across her bare, wet skin.

He quickly found her clit, one rough, Daddy-ish finger stroking and teasing it as it throbbed underneath his touch. As Marshall had expected, Belle’s pussy was dripping with eager juices, her hips rocking up to meet his hand as he faux-molested his adult little girl. She moaned softly, breath catching in her throat as he worked her up more and more…

“Daddy! It’s… nmmf! Oh Daddy it’s so naughty!” Belle half-protested, although her body wasn’t able to keep up the roleplay, grinding and pushing herself eagerly against his ‘naughty’ fingers, ever-more lubricated by her flowing fluids.

“You’re a naughty girl, too,” Marshall murmured, his breathing heavy and rough as he leaned over her smaller frame. “Do you want Daddy to fuck you?”

“Nmmf! O-oh, yes! Please, fuck me, Daddy!” Belle squealed, tugging at the side of her pull-up, desperately trying to rip it away. “Please, I need it!”

The material tore, and Marshall snarled with lust as he yanked his hand upwards, ripping the other side as he did so. Belle’s bare slit was exposed and glistening in the low light of the bedroom, and she desperately spread her legs as Marshall unzipped his jeans, shoving them awkwardly down as his thick, throbbing cock was revealed.

Belle’s Daddy had never seen such an eager, sex-crazed ‘innocent little girl’ in his life. She humped at the air, whimpering needily as Marshall’s cock thumped against her thigh. Belle was squirming so much, he couldn’t line himself up correctly.

With a forceful snort, Marshall grabbed one of Belle’s thighs in each hand, pushing his hands up under her knees. She trembled as he physically held her in place, the head of his erection pushing against her slick folds.

Belle’s heart pounded as she looked up at her Daddy. She felt so small, helpless, vulnerable, lust racing through her veins as she waited for him to enter her. His cock seemed so enormous next to her little slit, although she knew if it felt too big, it would feel too big in the best way possible.

.

Belle gasped, eyes rolling back in her head as she felt Marshall thrust forwards, his swollen cockhead prying her open, pushing deep into her slick hole. Her Daddy steadily entered her, filling her, stretching her wide, and Belle moaned, pushing her hips up eagerly to meet his.

“Nmm, such a TIGHT little girl,” Marshall teased, punctuating the word ‘tight’ with a rough thrust that sent goosebumps up along Belle’s bare skin, gasping in sudden delight as he began to slip back and forth within her.

“Ohh, I love you, Daddy,” Belle whimpered. “I love how your cock feels inside your little girl’s pussy!”

“I love you too, princess,” Marshall panted in response, as his hips rolled hard down to meet hers again and again, breathing heavy as he claimed her squeezing canal with pounding Daddycock.

As his thrusts picked up speed, the bedframe rattled against the wall loudly, thump, thump, thumping as Marshall’s thick erection thump-thump-thumped the deepest depths of his little girl’s pussy.

Belle’s cunny clenched and quivered around him, growing slicker and tighter with every time Marshall bottomed out inside her. His urgent thrusts stroked against Belle’s swollen g-spot again and again, and his own cock was growing harder and harder as he ploughed her insistently into the mattress. Babygirl and Daddy moaned and gasped, grabbing each other, hot and sweaty bodies writhing as the filthy fantasy enveloped them both, racing towards a climax that felt like it was dripping with taboo.

Nails digging into Marshall’s skin, Belle gasped and moaned and squirmed as she felt the pleasure between her thighs building incessantly. Oh yes, she was going to cum, she was going to cum while being fucked, fucked by her Daddy, what a naughty little girl being used and -

“D-DADDY!” she squealed, loudly, as her orgasm rocked her whole body. “NNMM! DADDY!”

His cock felt amazing inside her as it tensed and pulsed, blasting cum deep inside of her. Belle gasped, shuddering, her walls clenching and squeezing rhythmically as she came, pleasure flooding her body so she couldn’t think about anything else but how she was being fucked by her Daddy. Moaning, Belle rolled her hips gently in time with the waves of pleasure that hit her over and over, feeling Marshall’s cock throbbing along with her movements.

“Ohhhhhh…. Ohhh, Daddddyyy,” Belle said in a pleasantly whiny voice, cheeks glowing with post-orgasmic bliss. “That was … reaaaallly nice.”

“I know,” Marshall panted, kissing her red cheek as he slid himself out of her full cunny, leaving a slippery trail down from her thighs to the bed. “I love you babygirl…”

“Nmm… love you too, Daddy…” Belle replied, nuzzling against Marshall’s chest as he rolled over onto his side, hugging her close, protectively, as if she were some precious thing.

The peace lasted for only a moment - and then Marshall lifted himself off the bed, carefully extracting his arm from underneath his exhausted adult baby girlfriend. She looked up, puzzled in her post-coital daze - and then giggled as she noticed Marshall was bringing a thick diaper towards her.

“Ooo, Daddy,” Belle sighed as she lifted her bottom for him. “You’re soooo thoughtful.”

“Mmm… Well, I don’t want any puddles in bed…” Marshall said, still breathless himself. “Baby girls need to be in diapers…”

“Daddy…” Belle said, hesitantly as she watched Marshall pulling the front of the diaper up between her legs. “How would you feel if I, well… Would you still wanna fuck me if I was like. Really like a little girl?”

“Uh, like, if you were a child?” Marshall blinked, a flicker of disgust crossing his face, followed by worry. “No! No way. I’m not a pedophile… Does that really see like something I’d like?”

Belle shook her head vigorously, cheeks flushed. Obviously that was how Marshall would interpret it… She’d tried to be vague to avoid embarrassment, but Belle could see that wasn’t going to work now.

“No! No, of course not,” Belle insisted, her face bright red. “I meant like… Well, what if I was, like, me, but given… medication, or something, to make me feel and act more like an… innocent little girl.”

Marshall paused, frowning, as he pulled the lower set of tapes into place. He was clearly mulling it all over.

“That sounds kind of… Wrong,” he said, finally, as he applied the last tape.

“Y-yeah,” Belle agreed. “But, that’s… kind of what makes it so hot?”

Marshall looked up at Belle. She was biting her lip nervously, her eyes big again, this time shining with worry about how he would react. Was this the culmination of all her fantasies before?

“I’d, I’d be consenting,” Belle blurted, suddenly. “Like… beforehand, you have to consent. Like when you get hypnotized. And I’d still have adult… urges. It’s not like I’d be a real kid. I’d just, like, act like one, more naturally, and think… Think more simply, I guess. Be more dependent on you for a bit.”

“You’ve been researching this for a while, haven’t you?”

Belle looked away, but nodded, softly. Since she’d heard there were pills on the market for short term mental regression, she’d been devouring all the information she could - especially about whether or not people used them during sex.

Marshall lay back down in bed beside her, quietly thinking. It still sounded a little wrong and dirty to him, but he couldn’t deny it was… an arousing fantasy. And if it was just the two of them enjoying this together, and Belle genuinely wanted it, it’s not like he would really be doing anything immoral, right?

“Okay,” Marshall said, uncertainly. “Let’s try it.”

“Yay!” Belle grinned, squeezing her Daddy around the waist. “When?”

“...Next weekend, on Saturday,” Marshall replied. “...We’ll visit a dispensary in the morning, and come back here and… we’ll see how it goes.”

Quietly, Belle’s heart pounded desperately as she clung to Marshall - Saturday couldn’t come soon enough.

***

The trip to pick up the mental regression pill had been surprisingly non-stressful. Marshall and Belle had been escorted into a small room to discuss what they wanted with a consultant, and to get Belle’s weight and height so she could have the dose that was correct for her size.

There had been a form to fill out, asking what they wanted to use the medication for. Marshall was surprised to see ‘Sexual Purposes’ as an option they could check, but Belle knew this wasn’t really that uncommon. Nobody remarked on it, other than the consultant suggesting they only try a low dose at first, in case either of them found the situation too alarming.

They’d settled on an amount that would work for a half hour or so, thanked the employees for their time, and drove home.

Now in their living room, Belle clutched a full glass of water in one hand, the pill in the other.

“Ready?” she asked, hesitantly.

“I’m ready,” Marshall insisted. “It’s just for a half hour.”

“Or forty minutes,” Belle reminded him. “But yeah… I think I’m gonna like it though… Here goes…”

Before Marshall could say anything else, Belle had dropped the red and yellow pill into her mouth, and swallowed it with a big glug of water. It seemed amazing that something so small and insignificant looking was going to affect her so much.

“How do you feel?” Marshall asked, in awe.

“Fine,” Belle replied. “I mean, fine sho- so… so far…”

Belle’s fingers tingled as she lifted a hand to her mouth, feeling her lips. It felt like she didn’t have as much control as before… was it really working that quickly? Belle whined as her newly-clumsy hand pushed a little too hard against her nose, bumping it slightly.

The world seemed strange and out of focus. Like everything else was too hard to concentrate on, except for what was right in front of her. Belle’s heart thudded as she realized, dimly, that the medicine was definitely affecting her, finding that her brain couldn’t remember simple words or recall any of her earlier adult concerns or feelings of anticipation.

Her bladder had felt a little full earlier, but now Belle couldn’t identify any of the feelings in her body at all. It might have been scary if she’d been ‘mature’ enough right then to recognize a difference.

“Marshie… I feel funny,” she mumbled, screwing her eyes up into a squint as if that would help her focus. “Funny in my peepee place…”

Marshall’s cock twitched. Was his newly mentally-regressed girlfriend saying she was aroused, already? As Marshall hesitantly slid his hand up between her jean-covered thighs, Belle groaned softly…

As she began to wet her pants.

“Gah!”

Withdrawing his hand, Marshall watched as wetness seeped into the blue denim of Belle’s jeans, a wet, shiny stain that spread all the way down to the carpet. She whimpered again, helplessly, pulling her thighs together but unable to stop the flow at all, completely forgetting how to use those muscles.

“Baby go peepee!” Belle squealed, as the air was filled with the scent of musky female pee. “Uh oh! Uh oh!”

At last she was done, and the carpet was soaked. She sniffled, reaching her hands out for Marshall, who was still reeling from how quickly she seemed to have regressed.

“Upsies, Da-da?” Belle pleaded, and Marshall gingerly hooked his hands underneath Belle’s armpits, gently pulling her to her feet.

“Oo… here we go, babygirl,” he muttered, as he watched his girlfriend take stumbling uncertain steps. “Someone had a big accident, didn’t she?”

Belle nodded in agreement, although Marshall honestly wasn’t sure she understood what she was agreeing with now. Belle seemed to have no shame about what she’d done, her thumb finding its way into her mouth as she looked down and backwards at the big wet patch on the carpet. As she noisily sucked on the digit inside her mouth, Belle’s nose wrinkled again, and she reached back to pull the soaking wet denim away from her backside, seemingly not caring that she was touching her own urine.

“Daddy, ish wet…” Belle complained. “Dun wike it.”

“Well, let’s get you outta these wet clothes and get you changed, hm?” Marshall offered. “Baby girls belong in thick diapers, don’t they?”

“Uh huh,” Belle agreed mindlessly. “I gotta be in diapees Daddy!”

“Clever girl!” Marshall cooed, shuffling awkwardly as he felt Belle’s wet thigh pressing between his crotch.

He was rock hard, and even though they’d discussed it several times earlier in the week, it felt awkward to imagine his innocent babygirl feeling his cock through his clothes - no matter how physically developed she was… Belle stumbled as he moved away, her soft but small breasts bumping into Marshall’s chest. He was surprised how much of a turn on it was to have her completely willingly regressed - but still have the sexy body of his adult girlfriend.

Undoing Belle’s jeans while holding her up was a struggle, but Marshall managed to make it fun for her. As she swayed from side to side, squeaking in surprise, Marshall played it up like you might do with a small child, making ‘whoooosh!’ noises with his mouth as one hand tugged the soaking clothes off of her.

“Bahahah! Daddy siwwy!” Belle giggled in delight, shivering as the wet jeans were pulled right down her legs. “Dun wet me fall, Daddy!”

“I promise,” Marshall said, her wet bottoms now around her ankles. “Now come here… That’s right, good girl…”

Belle stepped unsteadily out of her soggy clothes, and Marshall picked up a towel from a pile of clean laundry on the couch, laying it out on the loveseat. Carefully, he eased Belle down onto it, hearing her whimper slightly as he lowered her down.

“Dun go, Daddy,” Belle whined clingily, and Marshall wasn’t sure whether his cock or his heart throbbed harder.

Outside of her fetishes, Belle was actually pretty independent. Marshall hadn’t really thought about it when they’d been discussing things earlier, but her being so needy and clingy tapped into a primal part of himself that associated loving and taking care of someone smaller, being strong, masculine, and relied upon… with sex.

“Don’t worry, sugarplum,” Marshall replied, kissing her cheek. “Daddy will be right back, I promise.”

“Pwomise?” Belle whimpered, looking at Marshall with big eyes. “Come back?”

“I promise,” Marshall said. “Now wait here for a second for Daddy to go and get everything.”

As he stood up, Marshall pulled one edge of the towel up slightly to obscure Belle’s dampened mound, blushing at how often he felt his eyes going down to look at it. Despite everything his body was telling him, it still felt like it would be somehow wrong to ogle Belle right now.

Once upstairs, Marshall hurried to grab the supplies he needed. A fresh diaper was the first item on the list, but he also made sure to head to the bathroom to grab a couple of old towels and some enzyme cleaner for the carpet.

“Daddy!” Belle squealed as Marshall reappeared in the doorway, her arms and legs jerking up and outwards. “Missed you, Dada!”

Marshall swallowed hard, his face red. Belle was still as shamelessly naked as before, not even caring that she was flashing him her bare pussy or sitting on a towel made damp with her urine. Marshall forced himself to smile evenly as he walked over, trying to ignore the throbbing lust in his pants before he’d cleaned up the puddle on the floor.

“That’s right, babygirl,” Marshall said, his eyes drawn between her legs again, eyeing her glistening slit… unsure if all of the wetness there was pee. “Now Daddy just has to clean up this puddle, and then he can put you in a diaper.”

“Otay, otay!”

Marshall wasn’t sure if he should have diapered his newly un-pottytrained girlfriend first, but he needed to think for a bit before he acted.

As the urine soaked into the towels, Marshall took a deep breath. This was more intense and dirty-feeling than he’d even imagined… but Belle had been right, that did only make it more exciting. With a sigh, Marshall rubbed the towel back and forth over the carpet, until he was satisfied it was only mildly damp. Was it weird that even taking care of Belle in this way was turning him on?

Grabbing the squeeze bottle of stain remover, Marshall frowned slightly, misting the stain below. Did Belle even have sexual feelings right now? Perhaps he should just treat her like a real child for the next half hour, put on a Bizney movie and-

“Ohh…”

Marshall lifted his head in surprise. Belle was moaning gently behind him, the leather of the loveseat creaking as she moved. Now that he listened more closely, Marshall could hear little wet noises as well, almost as if Belle were…

Marshall turned around in disbelief, feeling like he might explode in his pants right then and there at what he saw. Far from being ‘innocent’ now, it seemed like Belle was just as horny as ever - her legs were spread, eyes closed, and as Marshall watched, she unashamedly moaned and stroked her swollen clit, fingers wet with her own juices.

“Baby, what are you doing?” Marshall asked, trying not to sound surprised, not wanting to make Belle stop. Her eyes opened and she gave Marshall a guileless smile, cheeks flushed from pleasure.

“I’m playing wiv my kitty, Daddy,” Belle explained. “It feels good!”

“Little girls don’t get to play with their own kitties,” Marshall said, before he even realized the words were coming out of his mouth. “Their Daddies have to do it for them.”

“Oopsy,” Belle replied with a gasp, withdrawing her fingers from between her folds and shivering. “I’s sorry, Daddy… Could you pwease?”


“Please what?” 

Marshall expected Belle to blush or look embarrassed as he asked her to clarify, but she just seemed a little perturbed at having to explain what should have been obvious.

“PWEASE touch my kitty, Dada!” Belle squealed, insistently, reaching out for his hand with her sticky one. “It feelsh shooo good!”

Throb, throb. Marshall’s cock ached in his own jeans, and without even thinking he grabbed Belle’s wrist in his bigger hand. Belle giggled as her silly Daddy sucked her fingers clean, tasting her slippery fluids.

“Daddy will touch your kitty,” Marshall reassured Belle. “But first he’s going to put you in a nice new diaper.”

“Otayyy….”

Belle giggled as she was slid onto her back, legs splaying wildly, her pussy wet with excitement. It took some wrangling, but soon the dinosaur-patterned diaper was underneath Belle’s backside, and Marshall was pulling the front of it up between her soft thighs.

“Byebye, kitty!” Belle said in a childish voice as she waved to her own private parts. “Daddy’s gunna make you feel sOOOPPer nice soon!”

“I am,” Marshall agreed, almost trembling as he pulled the front of the diaper flat across Belle’s tummy, pulling the tapes up.

One by one, he did them up, securing the diaper in place. Now the adorable curvy babygirl in front of him was completely protected from any other accidents… and Marshall had to admit he was even more attracted to her when she was dressed like this, in nothing but a diaper and t-shirt.

“Touch, Daddy!” Belle squeaked impatiently, humping the air. “I wanna feel good!”

Marshall was again struck by how shameless and naughty Belle was being right now. She’d been completely right about her adult impulses - they hadn’t faded, or even decreased. In fact, it seemed like without the inhibitions a lifetime of subtle shame brought, Belle was even more eager and open than she’d ever been before.

“Okay, okay,” Marshall said, a chuckle in his voice, concealing the primal lust in his voice. “A deal is a deal… Come here, cutie… Spread your legs.”

Belle eagerly did as she was commanded, and gasped with excessive delight as she felt Marshall’s hand slide down the front of her diaper. Marshall wished he were more ambidextrous as he clumsily grappled with his own zip, pulling his cock out through the opening in his boxers.

As Marshall’s fingers wrapped around his own burning hot shaft, Belle moaned happily along with him as his other hand moved up and down inside her padding. For a moment the only noises in the room were the sounds of Belle’s diaper loudly crinkling, and each of them loudly breathing in and out.

“Ohhh, Daddy,” Belle whimpered happily as Marshall’s big Daddy finger pressed down firmly on her clit, stroking it in small circles. “Yor makin’ my kitty feel sooo good!”

Marshall could only grunt in response, his own eyes squeezed tightly shut as he squeezed his cock equally tight in his fist, stroking up and down slowly. He knew all the best places to touch Belle, hearing her squeal and clench around his fingertip as he pushed it into her slick little hole. She bucked her hips enthusiastically, plastic rustling with the motion, her breathing hitching in her throat, almost heavier than her little lungs could keep up with.

“Pwease keep goin’, Daddy!” Belle pleaded, in a desperate, childlike voice that provided a filthy erotic contrast to her very wet and very adult pussy. Her breasts bounced from her body’s movements, as Marshall groaned, squeezing and massaging his cock as he fingered Belle at the same time, feeling her wet canal getting tighter and tighter around his intruding digit.

“Good babygirl, good little diapered princess,” Marshall told her, as he stimulated both of them together, grunting and huffing between words. “You’re doing so well, Daddy loves playing with his little girl’s kitty…”

“Nmmf… nmmf… D-daddy… I’m gunna….nmm!”

Marshall could tell his adult little girl was close even before she said anything, but the confirmation encouraged him. He felt Belle stiffen and heard her squeak loudly as he began to pump his fingers in and out, harder and faster, thumb rubbing her clit desperately.

“Cum for Daddy, princess,” Marshall urged. “Cum inside your pampers for Daddy!”

“Daddy Daddy Dad- DA--- DADDDY!” Belle cried out, trembling and going rigid as she orgasmed, overwhelmed by the usually familiar sensations.

Marshall moaned himself, feeling a gush of fluid that could have been an erotic release, or urine, and not caring as it soaked his fingers and into the thick diaper between Belle’s legs. She gasped and shuddered wordlessly, eyes open wide as she came her tits off, grinding her clit against Marshall’s hand as his fingers were buried deep in her cunt.

Watching, Marshall marvelled with arousal, his cock stopping its motions on his erection for a moment, the member itself throbbing unaided in the air as Marshall felt and saw Belle’s orgasm. She squirmed and whimpered, tears in her eyes from the intensity of the feeling, shamelessly rocking and wetting herself as she climaxed.

At long, long last, Belle gave one final spasm around Marshall’s finger, and then collapsed, tongue hanging from her mouth, breathing heavy and unsteady. Her chest heaved up and down as she looked up at her Daddy with red cheeks and lidded, exhausted eyes, trailing down to Marshall’s own erection.

Instinctively, she reached out a clumsy hand for it, and Marshall grunted as her smaller fingers closed around his shaft. Belle’s movements were shaky and unsure, both from her regression and her orgasm, but Marshall could feel his own climax rapidly approaching despite that.

“Open your mouth, baby,” he ordered, feeling there was no time for a more complicated discussion. “Here cums Daddy…”

Belle gave a soft yelp as Marshall pushed her down towards his crotch, quickly pushing the dripping end of his cock into her parted lips. Instinctively, she began to suckle on the end of his length, Marshall grunting and rocking his hips as he wrapped his big hand around hers.

It felt like something out of an incredibly filthy fantasy, but it was really happening to him. Marshall squeezed Belle’s hand hard around his erection, jerking it up and down, while the other kept his happily sucking little girl’s mouth around his cock. He was swollen up so much inside her mouth, his balls tight and full, his cum desperate to burst out like a geyser down her throat…

“NNMM!” Belle protested, tugging her head back as Marshall began to cum.

“S-swallow all of Daddy’s milk!” Marshall ordered, holding her head in place, grunting as he unloaded down her throat.

He heard Belle hurriedly swallowing as his erection throbbed and tingled all over with pleasure, groaning deeply as his balls unloaded into her warm mouth. Marshall’s hips rocked, pumping up mouthful after mouthful of ‘milk’ onto the innocent adult baby girl’s tongue, feeling her breathing unsteadily through her nose against his crotch.

“Goood girl, good little baby,” Marshall said once more, stroking the back of her head as he squeezed out the last few drops of cum from his tip. “You made Daddy feel sooo good…”

“Nmm.”

Belle slowly began to sit up, gulping one last time. Her eyes looked a little shiny, and Marshall felt slightly bad - but they’d always played rough before, and Belle was soon grinning with pride, glad she’d satisfied him.

“You made lotsa milky, Daddy!” Belle giggled, wiping her sticky lips on the back of her hand. “It was soooper yummy!”

Marshall relaxed slightly, enveloped in the afterglow that surrounded them both. He beckoned Belle over, snuggling her against his chest as they both panted and felt their heartrates slowly return to normal.

“I hopes I get to pway wiv Daddy again soon,” Belle said, softly, as she nuzzled against his chin. “Dat was fun!”

“I hope so, too,” Marshall said, hoping that Belle would feel the same once the pill wore off. “I really do.”

End.

****

Feeding his Babygirl

Sam’s diaper tapes were peeled peeled open slowly, the only sounds in the room the rustling of her squishy night time diaper, and a sleepy little girl yawn as she waited for her Daddy to finish changing her.

“You must have had a lot to drink last night,” Jack said with a smirk, as he began to wipe her plump pussy lips clean. “My soggy baby girl…”

“Daaaaddy,” Sam giggled, hiding her face behind her teddy bear. “I’m a big girl…”

Jack’s cock throbbed slightly. He’d never admitted it to Sam, but he had a thing for bigger women… especially if he helped them get that way. As his adult baby girl innocently claimed she was a ‘big girl’, his mind was instantly filled with the image of her so much rounder, plumper, fatter…

He swallowed, wriggling a finger between Sam’s folds to distract her, eliciting a moan from the blonde-haired woman.

“You’re a wet little baby,” he corrected, as he slid the soaked diaper away, rolling it up and placing it in the trashcan. “Babies need diapers, don’t they?”

“W-well,” Sam stammered, biting her lip cutely. “Sometimes. But sometimes grown-ups do too!”

Jack chuckled quietly as he shifted the diaper up underneath Sam’s bottom, the pillowy softness crinkling beneath her. He hesitated a moment, then pulled the back of the diaper down an inch. A few months ago, that height would have been just right. Now he didn’t think the front of the diaper would reach up high enough…

“Diapers for grown-ups don’t have cute little diapered animals on,” Jack pointed out, as he pulled the front of the crinkly undergarment up between Sam’s thighs.

She huffed softly, sliding her thumb into her mouth absent-mindedly as she watched Jack diapering her. He pulled the crinkly clear landing zone of the diaper taut across her belly, finding his breathing quicken slightly as he noticed just how much softer and rounder her stomach was.

Trying not to be too obvious, Samantha’s Daddy gently pressed at her plump stomach, using his positioning of the diaper as a way to conceal his interest. Samantha gave a small giggle as his thick fingers pressed against her chub, tickling her slightly.

A moment later, and Jack almost-reluctantly moved on to taping the diaper up, opening the first tape and carefully placing it on the landing zone.

His heart jumped again, although he was careful to conceal his excitement from his adult baby girlfriend, smiling lovingly at her in the Daddy-ish way he was so good at as he did the diaper up snugly around Sam’s hips.

Jack could see again how much weight his babygirl had gained, from how much further apart the tapes on her diaper were. At first, mediums had been almost baggy on the slender girl, pulled tight around her hips, tapes nearly touching in the middle of the diaper. But over the past few months the distance between them had grown and grown, to accommodate Sam’s slowly growing hips and waistline.

Finally doing up the last tape, Jack thought back to the picture of their second date he kept on their phone. Samantha thought he kept it there because he was sentimental, and liked to look back at the day he started to really see a future with her. That was true, but Jack had other, less innocent reasons for keeping that picture front and centre in his mind at all times…

It was unbelievably sexy to compare the old photo to Sam’s present physique. Where she’d been skinny and athletic before, now her hips were plump and rounded, her backside notably bigger, thighs no longer held apart when she stood. Jack hadn’t really done it intentionally, but he’d done a very good job of fattening his babygirl up.

Sam’s Daddy bought her all the treats she asked for, and then some. He spoiled her with cakes and dinner dates, and never allowed her to pass up appetisers or desserts. If she so much as glanced longingly at some tasty tidbit in a store, Jack would buy one, and then another, just in case Sam was hungry later.

Sam didn’t know it of course, but it gave Jack immense pleasure to watch her eat. Sam ate like a greedy child, hungrily wolfing down the first few bites of whatever you gave her, then savoring the last morsel, licking the wrapper and her fingers clean, making sure she got every scrap.

And the noises she made were practically orgasmic. Sam moaned and murmured her appreciation whenever she ate, closing her eyes and getting lost in the sheer sensory pleasure of food. The experience was so enjoyable for Jack that he found himself stopping at the donut shop every other day after work, guiltily grabbing a half-dozen box of whatever looked the most decadent that day.

Jack always claimed he just loved that store, but he never actually ate any of the donuts. Sam would practically inhale the first one that very evening, ‘treat herself’ to a second one a little later on, and then the third would be nibbled away slowly, before the last bite disappeared down her hungry gullet right before bedtime.

The entire half dozen would be gone in two days. More and more often, they would be gone in less than two days. Lately Jack had been picking up a box every single evening, and while Sam had mumbled some protests about gaining weight, Jack had noticed her consumption only increased the more food he provided.

Sam just didn’t seem to be able to stop herself from indulging, and Jack loved that about her. The lack of control was so genuinely childish and innocent… and the results… Jack stroked his finger idly across a diaper tape, staring down at Sam’s soft stomach, wrapped in the thick diaper.

“Hmf.”

Jack’s hazel eyes flicked upwards to meet Sam’s, raising a curious eyebrow. Sam was pouting, staring back at Jack steadily, and for a second he worried she was upset about his secret fantasies, that she’d somehow read his mind - and hadn’t liked what she’d seen.

“You were starin’ at me, Daddy,” Sam pouted, as she trailed her finger along the other tape. “...Lookin’ at how much bigger I’ve gotten?”

“Can’t I just look at my beautiful baby girl?” Jack said, trying to hide the nerves in his voice as he splayed his fingers out across Samantha’s thickly diapered crotch. “Laying on the bed in her nice new diaper..?”

“Mmf,” Sam replied, sighing. “...You can. But be honest. You can tell I’ve gained weight, can’t you?”

To illustrate her point, Sam wiggled her hips slowly from side to side. The diaper crinkled as she moved, and Jack could see the plastic sides stretched tightly around her hips, slightly wrinkled from how the tapes pulled the material down and inwards. Jack found his mouth suddenly dry, but he forced himself to keep his voice even, hiding the lust he felt for his girlfriend’s new fuller figure.

“I hadn’t noticed,” he lied.

It was impossible not to notice, actually. Samantha must have gained 20, maybe 25 lbs since she’d moved in with Jack a little over three months ago. But Jack didn’t want to hurt his little princess’ feelings… Or have her stop gaining.

“Don’t be silly,” Sam said with a scowl, her hand shooting down to the side of her stomach. “Look!”

She pushed her shirt up slightly, revealing her bare stomach. Jack found himself looking very closely indeed, as she poked and pinched at the growing flab there, grabbing it between her forefinger and thumb. Sam looked up at her Daddy with a look of slight triumph, glad to have proved him wrong again.

“Seee? I couldn’t do that before…”

“Well, now there’s more of you to love,” Jack said, firmly.

“Do you still wuv me, Daddy?” Sam asked, in a vulnerable voice that made Jack’s heart jump.

“More than ever,” he replied truthfully.

Before Sam could reply, her Daddy rolled over her onto the bed beside her. He felt his body brush hers just slightly, noticing the soft warmness there, but not commenting on it. He hoped Sam hadn’t seen or felt his erection as he’d moved.

Samantha still seemed to be pouting, unconvinced, so Jack quickly wrapped his arms around the plumper girl, snuggling her close to his chest. She giggled and squealed as she felt Jack’s bristly stubble nuzzling against her neck, tilting her head away with a big, babyish grin.

“Mm, you’re so cuddly, too,” Jack added. “You can be my little plushie from now on, okay?”

“Heehee, otay, Daddy,” Samantha said, flushing. “...But don’t you wish I was littler?”

“You’re perfectly little to me,” Jack purred. “And besides, there’s more of you to love!”

“Hmf!”

“Especially here!”

Sam gasped as she felt her Daddy’s coarse hand move boldly upwards to her breasts, cupping one and groping it gently through her pajama shirt. She couldn’t suppress a soft moan as Jack’s thumb brushed over her nipple, pressing firmly against that little nub as he teased it into stiffness.

“Y-you really love me more now?” Sam asked. “Promise?”

“I promise,” Jack said solemnly. “...Does this feel like a lie?”

Slowly, Jack moved his hips forwards, until his groin was pressing against Sam’s outer thigh, where the crinkly white plastic of the diaper crumpled and moved as he did so. Sam squeaked softly as she felt the reason Jack had kept his hips pulled back for so long. He was rock hard, and he slowly rocked his hips against Sam, feeling the bed squeak in symphony with her padding rustling loudly.

“I,  I guess not,” Sam mumbled, her face pink. “Sorry Daddy.”

She paused, licking her lips, before she glanced down at her Daddy’s hard cock, tenting the front of his pajama bottoms. Sam was clearly excited by Jack’s obvious desire, and she looked up and over at him curiously with big eyes, her naughty little mind ticking over.

“Would you like me to take care of that, Daddy?” Samantha asked, in her best ‘little girl’ voice. “Pwease can I?”

“Hmmmm,” Daddy Jack said, smirking. “...Okay. But no more doubting how much Daddy loves you.”

“Yessir,” Sam agreed, spreading her plump white thighs as Jack moved over on top of her.

Jack slid his pajama bottoms down, his cock being slowly revealed, throbbing in the bedroom air. His eyes travelled up and down Sam’s curvier body, imagining her growing fatter, bigger, softer… He sucked air in through his teeth as he lowered his erection, stroking it against Sam’s diapered crotch slowly.

Sam giggled cutely as Jack grabbed her upper legs, lifting and squeezing them together so her soft thighs pressed together around his throbbing dick. Jack rocked his hips slowly back and forth, the tight warmth around his dick feeling amazing. He was leaking constantly from his cocktip, slippery pre coating the insides of Sam’s pudgy thighs, and the front of her thick diaper. His dick rubbed against the outer plastic again and again, humping slowly as his heart rate began to slowly increase.

“Mmmm, lift your shirt up for me, princess,” Jack urged. “Let Daddy see your cute tits…”

Obediently, Sam grasped the bottom of her shirt, lifting it up slowly to show off her ample chest. Jack groaned as he watched her breasts spill out. They’d been held in place slightly by the shirt, but now hung free and full on her plump stomach, round and white and perfect. Jack grunted as he looked down at them, humping more desperately as he pushed Sam’s thighs closer together around his thick cock.

“Ooo, you’re not fat at all, princess,” Jack said, breathless, as he had a wicked thought. He could, in fact, feel her plumpness under his fingers as he tugged her closer, fingertips tracing the leg opening of her diapers with gentleness.

“I’m n-not?”

“No, no,” Jack replied. “In fact, I think you need feeding up… You need lots of Daddy’s cream to grow up to be a big girl…”

This was so filthy. Jack allowed himself to combine two of his biggest fantasies as he went along with his dirty talk, hoping it was innocuous enough to make Sam agree. Having an innocent, diapered adult baby girl who was ‘fattened up’ by his cum was a very arousing thought.

“Oh,” Sam said, blushing, but grinning. “...Well, um. Would you like me to suck your thingy, Daddy?”

Jack groaned. Sam knew her Daddy preferred when she used childish terms for sex acts and genitals. The combination of such a naughty, adult act, and such innocent, childlike language sent all the circuits in Jack’s brain fizzing.

“Actually,” he said, panting as he looked over his girlfriend’s plumper physique, noticing how there was a slight roll to her stomach that wasn’t there a month ago. “I have a different idea…”

He moved quickly. Sam squeaked curiously as Jack hungrily tore her shirt off, leaving her bare-chested, ample breasts spreading down and out until Jack’s strong hands grabbed them both. He nestled his penis between them as he pressed them around his cock, grinning at how they disappeared between the softness of Samantha’s tits pressed together. When they’d met, her breasts had been barely a handful - now they were huge and soft, flesh bulging out between Jack’s fingers where he gripped them.

Little Sammy bent her neck so her chin rested on her breastbone, as her Daddy began to stroke his sticky, hot penis back and forth between her boobs. Jack looked down at his adorable diapered princess as she stuck out her tongue, licking across his dribbling red cockhead over and over, making soft moans of appreciation. Even her face was looking a little rounder…

“Oh god, babygirl, yes!” Jack groaned as he moved his hips forwards, thrusting his tip into Sammy’s parted pink lips.

She squeaked a little in surprise, but then immediately wrapped them around the end of Jack’s cock, licking and sucking as it thrust in and out of her soft mouth.

Jack panted desperately as his erection throbbed, hard as steel. The pillowy softness around his cock felt amazing, and the wet, teasing, licking and sucking of his adult babygirl’s mouth was incredibly enticing. He hammered away frantically, thrusting himself down towards the back of Samantha’s throat as hard as he could, again and again, feeling his balls tightening, cock swelling, orgasm rushing onwards…

“Nggh!”

Jack grunted as he came, pushing Sam’s boobs together hard as his erection pulsed between his babygirl’s tits. He unloaded a huge load into Sam’s warm mouth, and she quickly suckled it down, gulping all of her Daddy’s ‘cream’. Jack moaned softly as he shot another strand to the back of her throat, then another. He shuddered as his orgasm began to draw to a close, pulling his twitching cock back, his cum splattering on Sam’s pink lips.

With a soft sigh, Jack watched as the last of his load dribbled out onto his princess’ pale chest, plump breasts parted once again now that Jack wasn’t holding them up. Sam looked up at him, licking her lips happily and then smiling.

“Was I good, Daddy?” she asked, cutely, smacking her sticky lips together. “Hmmm?”

“Soooo good, babygirl,” Jack said, still struggling to catch his breath as he rolled over onto his side beside Sam. “How did Daddy’s cream taste?”

“Nmmm,” Sam wrinkled her nose, feeling Jack’s hand slide down to her stomach, gently rubbing it in circles. “Really delicious, Daddy… But what’s for seconds?”

Jack chuckled, but couldn’t deny how hot that made him, even right after an orgasm. The idea of his babygirl eating and eating and eating until she was huge… That was unbelievably hot. Even now he could feel the small give to her stomach, the softness that wasn’t there in the past...

“Nmf… I havta pee…” Sam said shyly, biting her lip. “Should I go in my diapees, Daddy?”

In response, Jack’s broad hands moved down between Sam’s thighs, stroking and pressing the diaper up against her pussy, massaging it through the thick, crinkly plastic of the diaper. He felt Sam tense her muscles slightly, and then relax...

“Mmm...aahh…”

She sighed dreamily as she began to wet, a slow trickle at first. Jack’s fingers pushed firmly into the outer shell of the diaper, noticing as his fingertips grew warm, urine soaking into the SAP and padding inside the undergarment. Sam shivered and moaned softly as her Daddy rubbed gently back and forth, through the soggy diaper to her sensitive, excited pussy.

With a final shudder, she emptied her bladder, leaving the diaper swollen and discolored. Jack kissed the top of his babygirl’s forehead, as he pressed the diaper more firmly against her, stroking softly, sliding the bulging padding against her wet folds.

“Ohhh, Daddy,” Sam moaned, rocking her hips towards his tentative attentions. “That feels so, so good…”

Jack’s smile turned into a smirk as he rubbed harder. He knew it would probably be quite a while before they both got out of bed that morning…

***

“So, do you have anything planned for tomorrow evening, Daddy?” Sam asked as she rifled through their dresser, after several squealing orgasms from Jack’s hand.

“Tomorrow?” Jack said, hiding his smile and playing dumb. “What’s going on tomorrow?”

Sam turned around quickly, shocked, a pair of jeans in her hand. Jack eyed them - they were her largest pair, the ones she previously referred to as her ‘comfy jeans’, because they were so baggy. It had been a long while since Sam had worn any other pair.

“Daddy! Tomorrow is our ten month annive- oh, hmf!” Sam huffed as she noticed Jack’s smirk, her cheeks going pink as she plonked her rounded, diaper-covered backside down on the bed, with a loud crinkle. “Well, what are we going to do?”

Jack watched as Sam carefully slid her pale legs into the jeans. She seemed to be hesitating, almost embarrassed to pull them up. Perhaps she was afraid they wouldn’t quite fit? Jack swallowed, blinking to clear his mind of the erotic image before he replied to Sam’s question.

“Well, princess… I’ve ordered a very special meal for us tomorrow night,” he said, smiling. “It’s from a new gourmet restaurant that recently opened. They come by and set up everything themselves.”

What Jack failed to mention was that this catering service was usually only offered to groups or parties. The restaurant had agreed to serve Jack enough food for six people that night, and he couldn’t wait to see how the decadent meal disappeared down Sam’s delicate throat.

Sam was tugging her pants up slowly now, trying not to show the strain in her features as she struggled to pull them over her thighs. The jeans clung to her figure in a way they hadn’t in the past, squeezing her chubbiness as she finally reached her diaper.

“O-oh, okay,” Sam muttered in response to Jack’s news. “That sounds really.. Ngh… tasty…”

“Are you okay, buttercup?” Jack asked, watching Sam. She’d lifted her bottom off the bed and managed to tug the jeans up to her waist… The only trouble now was doing up the button.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Sam mumbled, clearly humiliated. “I’m just having a little trouble doing up these jeans.”

Her face was bright red, ashamed of how much she’d ‘let herself go’. Jack almost felt bad - but she was so sexy like this… Sam flopped backwards onto the bed, straining and grunting as she tried to pull the two sides of her fly together. Occasionally she would get it, only to fumble and groan with frustration as it popped apart.

At last, with trembling hands, Sam managed to do the button up, although it looked like it was strained nearly to the limit as she did so. Jack swore he could see it quivering, the plastic covered padding of the diaper bulging out of the fly, before Sam hurriedly stuffed it back in, sucking in her breath as she zipped the jeans up.

“Whoof,” she said, flopping back onto the bed. “These diapers… are thicker than I remember…”

Sam was panting from exertion just from that physical activity, pulling her jeans on. Jack couldn’t wait until she was so fat she got out of breath doing anything at all… And it was so cute how she blamed the diaper.

“I’m sorry baby,” Jack replied, not saying anything about how much chubbier Sam was now. “I need my little princess to be protected, after all.”

When Sam stood up, Jack’s eyebrows rose immediately. The jeans were so tight, they accentuated every feature of Sam’s physique… including clinging to her diaper. The bulge was obvious from the back, looking as if Sam had shoved a towel down her pants, thick and huge even though it was compressed by the jeans. There was a clear line where the diaper began around her upper thigh.

The idea of his chubby princess being unable to hide her diapers from anybody really excited Jack, although he didn’t say anything. Instead, he playfully smacked her padded backside, enjoying the resulting sounds - the padded ‘THUMP!’ of his open palm on her rear, and the resulting happy squeal as Sam jumped forwards, turning around to grin at her Daddy.

The love in Sam’s eyes was obvious as she kissed Jack softly. She only knew him as the adoring, attentive, doting Daddy she loved. She had no idea of his naughty plan for fattening her up.

“What’s for breakfast?”

Jack stifled his laughter. Trust his little padded piggy to immediately start thinking about food.

“How about McDonnies?” Jack said, seeing Sam’s brown eyes instantly go wide as she hungrily licked her lips, imagining it. “They do breakfast after 10 now…”

“Yes p’ease, Daddy!”

***

Moments later, Sam was carefully strapped into the back seat of Jack’s car, and he was driving to the McDonnie’s a block away. He had no plans to just buy one or two breakfast items for Sammy - he’d let Sam pick out one or two things from the breakfast menu, then buy her a large meal and a soda, a whipped icecream… and maybe a Snappy meal too, to eat on the way home.

Plus, if Jack knew Sam (and he did), she’d also beg for a bite of whatever Daddy was having

“What do you want, princess?” he asked.

“Umm, could I get a MacGribble with sausage and a muffin with egg and bacon, please?”

Sam didn’t even think twice about asking for several things, and a moment later Jack was at the window ordering for her.

“Hey, can I get a Snappy Meal, a sausage MacGribble, a large number 3, a medium N7, a MacFlorry, and a MacMoffin with egg and bacon?”

Jack looked into the rearview mirror to see Sam’s reaction to his excessively large order. She was so cute - her eyebrows had gone up, and her cheeks turned pink, wondering if her Daddy expected her to eat all that… A little scrap of tongue darted out from between her lips, as she daydreamed about eating all that food. It would be very easy to persuade her to try and finish it all, Jack knew.

At the next window, Jack paid, and received two brown bags full of hot, steaming food, along with a cutesy cardboard carrier for Sam’s Snappy meal. Jack handed her the box without a word, along with the MacGribble on top of the bag.

He heard Sam inhale deeply behind him, breathing in the syrupy scent through its wrapping. There was a rustling, and before they’d even pulled away from the drivethru, Sam had taken an enormous, ravenous bite of the whole thing.

Within seconds, the MacGribble had disappeared down Sam’s gullet, and she smacked her lips, licking her fingers clean of syrup and grease. Jack was almost alarmed by how fast she’d eaten it - but mostly he was just sad he hadn’t gotten to watch.

He still found himself excited, however, when he heard Sam pop undone the tabs of the cardboard box containing her Snappy meal. She plucked the plastic bag containing the toy out of the food inside, placing it on the seat beside her - and then grabbed the cheeseburger out of it, hurriedly unwrapping it halfway.

Jack glanced in the rearview mirror as he was waiting at a stoplight. Sam hadn’t been able to stop herself from taking a bite of the burger, even as her other hand was grabbing fries.

Sam didn’t take one or two at a time - instead Daddy’s pudgy little angel grabbed fistfuls from the small bag, shoving them into her mouth with near-obsessive haste.

“MMmm!” she moaned with her mouth full, swallowing the fries before they were even fully chewed.

The light turned green, and Jack reluctantly turned his attention back to the road, driving towards their house.

***

Moments later, the rest of the fast food feast was spread out on the coffee table, as Sam sat on the couch. Sam took a deep breath as the salty, sweet scent wafted into her nostrils. As she leant forward, Jack could see the waistband of her jeans digging into her soft flesh, her shirt lifting slightly from how tight it was.

“Gnuh, I need to get out of these jeans,” Sam remarked.

“Let Daddy help, while you eat,” Jack insisted, as he reached around to find Sam’s fly.

“Otay, Daddy,” Sam giggled, as she poured another packet of fries into one side of the largest burger box. “Mmm, I’m sooo hungry.”

Jack’s heart pounded, his erection pressed down the leg of his jeans as he tried to undo Sam’s pants as well as watch her eat. She ate a little more conservatively now, but Jack still shivered as he heard the crunch of the fries as she funneled them into her mouth, saw the grease shimmering on her fingers, grains of salt lingering there.

“Oh god this is so good,” Sam mumbled to herself, as Jack found the nickel button holding her fly together.

The jeans were so tightly done up, it was almost impossible to push the buttonhole to the side to undo them. Jack strained and grunted as Sam grabbed her soda, gulping down several large mouthfuls quickly. Jack swore he could hear her stomach gurgling, see it swelling before his very eyes.

Finally, with a burst of effort, he managed to undo the tightly closed button. Both sides of the fly ‘ping!’ed apart dramatically, and Sam gasped at the sudden feeling of relief.

There was a loud unzipping noise as the fly opened completely, the white padding of Samantha’s diaper bulging out through the gap. She moaned softly in shame as her clothes were almost bursting off of her - but she didn’t stop eating, squeezing the seeded bun of the next beefburger between her fingers, taking a hefty bite from it, teeth slowly closing as she tore off chunks off bun and meat.

Sam distractedly lifted her bottom as she was lost in hedonistic pleasure. Jack pulled her jeans down, and they quickly rolled down his pudgy babygirl’s legs. She groaned appreciatively, her gut already swollen with food and soda. Instead of soft flab resting on top of her otherwise slender stomach, Sam’s belly was beginning to look round and full already…

“Urrp! S’cuse me, Daddy,” she said, blushing, as she covered her mouth with greasy, salt-covered fingers. “It’s just sooo nice…”

“It’s okay, babygirl,” Jack reassured her, pulling her jeans all the way off, her feet kicking them away. “I love spoiling you.”

“Nmmmf, you’re sure -URP!- this isn’t, uh, too much food?” Sam asked, pushing the last of the burger into her mouth as she finished speaking. Her cheeks looked full of food, and Jack watched her swallow hard, grabbing for her soda to wash the rest down.

“Oh, I’m sure,” Jack purred, as he snuggled next to her on the couch. “Nothing is ‘too much’ for my princess.”

Sam flushed although she was still slurping her soda. Jack could see her swollen stomach starting to jut out a little over the front waistband of the diaper, her shirt even tighter than when she’d first put it on. The wetness indicator had turned a deep blue in places, making it obvious his naughty babygirl had wet herself.

With a shudder and a soft groan as she ate her bacon and egg muffin with one hand, Sam began to wet again. Jack watched as the indicator turned completely blue, the already-damp padding of the diaper growing swollen and heavy. It seemed like the ultimate display of what a lazy little piggy his princess was - soaking her diaper without a word while she ate masses of fast food, too engrossed in eating to even use the toilet.

“Oooo,” Sam moaned, as she rubbed her stomach. “I needed that…”

Tearing his attention away, Jack popped open his own burger box, knowing Sam would be watching closely.

Sam’s eyes followed his motions, just as he predicted. Jack picked up a little container of sauce, and took his time about opening it, carefully placing it in the box beside his own fries, picking up a single fry at a time and dipping it into the sauce.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Sam licking her lips, and smirked. She’d finished her breakfast muffin now, and as she kept staring at her Daddy’s food, she continually reached out for the remaining fries in her own burger box, fingers reaching out for any she’d missed.

Finally, Sam’s fingers scraped the empty box just as Jack lifted the burger to his mouth and went to take a bite.

“D-Daddy,” Sam said, a little out of breath from the exertion of stuffing herself so thoroughly. “What have you -urp!- g-got there?”

“It’s a Big Bacon Boy Burger,” Jack said, squeezing it gently. “It’s a special.”

Sam whimpered, her lip quivering as she looked at the big, bacon-y burger. It looked so tasty - she knew she should have been full already, and she was… but it was just so tantalizing. Sam wiped her mouth, blushing, as she realized she’d been drooling.

Jack tried not to smirk as he opened his mouth slowly, and took a small bite of the burger, savoring the flavors that immediately hit his tongue.

“Mmmmmm,” he moaned exaggeratedly as he chewed, eyes rolling upwards in obvious pleasure. “Sooo good…”

“...Can I try some, please, Daddy?” Sam asked, making little begging paws with her hands. “I wanna try!”

Jack chuckled, holding up the burger to Sam’s face. She eagerly lunged forwards, taking an enormous bite - so big, in fact, she had to jerk her head back sharply to rip it off. Jack watched as she awkwardly gulped down some of the bite she’d taken, a quarter of the burger hanging from her mouth, sauce and grease dripping onto Jack’s fingers.

Blushing hotly, Samantha used a single finger to push everything into her mouth, using her tongue to pull it deeper. She gave a small moan of appreciation, muffled by just how full her mouth was, as she chewed that large bite of Daddy’s burger hungrily. Without even noticing, her hips rocked just slightly against her swollen diaper, body awash in all kinds of naughty pleasure.

“Naught girl,” Jack chided. “So greedy, aren’t you? My little piggy.”

“Gnnf… oink oink,” Sam giggled, as she swallowed. “Sorrryy Daddy.”

“It’s okay,” Jack said, privately thinking it was more than okay. “...But you’d better clean off Daddy’s fingers.”

Jack pushed his outstretched hand towards Sam, and she carefully took it in hers, running her tongue along the underside of Jack’s thumb. He shivered as he felt her tongue sliding across his fingerpad, watching her eyes flick up towards his own, a cheeky grin on her lips.

“Gah!”

Jack gasped as Sam’s lips suddenly slipped down one of his fingers, sucking and slurping off the sauce that had spilled there. She bobbed her head back and forth just a little, suckling gently, swirling her tongue around his fingertip. Jack moaned at the sexy display, heart thumping wildly as he watched her move onto one finger after another, until they were all clean, shining with her lingering saliva.

“Goood girl,” he practically purred, taking another bite of his burger. “Daddy loves you.”

Sam didn’t say anything, but a moment later, her hand darted over to grab a massive handful of Jack’s pile of untouched fries. Jack looked over at her with his eyebrow raised, trying to display a combination of amusement and annoyance.

In reality, he thought the whole situation was incredibly hot. His babygirl, in a swollen, soggy diaper, panting and grunting as she forced food down her throat. Her belly was now distinctly curved, her diaper looking like it was straining against her stomach. Jack could see her heavy breasts rising and falling with her deep breathing, and his cock throbbed urgently.

“You had the same fries,” he said, with just the right amount of playful chiding to make it fun for Sam to grab another handful. Jack watched as her fingers grasped for them again, leaving salt and oil all over her fingertips.

Sam gave Jack a cheeky grin.

“Daddy’s fries taste better,” she said, before she crammed them into her mouth. “Nghh…”

“You okay, princess?”

Samantha nodded, but her face was bright red, and her forehead beaded with sweat. She clumsily grabbed for her soda and downed several mouthfuls, panting before she spoke.

“I’m just… s-so full,” she moaned, rubbing her growing stomach. “...But it’s sooo good. I don’t wanna stop e-eating…”

“Then don’t,” Jack said, hastily, pushing the box towards her. “Come on, I bet you can finish these…”

“I d-don’t know,” Sam said, showing the slightest hesitance for the first time so far. “Nmm… can I have some of your soda?”

“Sure,” Jack agreed, sliding the almost full cup over to her. “That’s my good girl.”

“Mmhmm,” Sam nodded as she greedily sucked the sugary soda up through the straw. It was completely empty calories, but she didn’t seem to care at all. “Ooo… Okay… I’ll try.”

Jack finished his burger a moment later, wiping his hands on a napkin. As Sam picked up french fry after french fry, he soothingly rubbed her back, in big circles. Feeling the softness there, how she was getting fat everywhere. That was so exciting…

Sam’s eating was definitely slowing down now. She picked up each fry with a slight but unmistakable reluctance, as if she didn’t really want to eat it at all, but was forcing herself to. Jack murmured encouraging words in her ear as his hand slid under her shirt, fingers tracing the band of her bra. It was digging into her skin more than ever, although Jack eagerly noticed it was on the very last set of hooks.

“Ngh… P-please?” Sam mumbled through a bite of several french fries. “T-too tight…”

Understanding her complains, Jack gently tugged the hooks apart, and then let go, letting Sam’s breasts hang freely in the loose bra cups. She moaned, shifting as her Daddy tugged the straps down her shoulders, letting the whole bra fall off in a gentle movement that made her diaper rustle loudly.

“Ohhh,” she moaned softly around crunchy mouthfuls of french fries, as she felt Jack’s hand move around, gently massaging her sore, swollen-feeling breasts. “F-fuuck…”

“Language, babygirl,” Jack hissed in her ear, as she finally picked up the last french fry. “That’s it… eat up.”

Sam finally swallowed the fry, gulping it down hard. She sat up with a sense of achievement, although her face was still flushed, and her lips shone with salty grease.

“I did... *BURRRP*... I did it, Daddy…” Sam said, eyes wide as she burped, covering her mouth in shame right after. “...S’cuse me again.”

“It’s alright, babygirl,” Jack said, with a chuckle. “...But you still have the icecream to eat.”

“Ngghhh,” Sam groaned, reaching for it. “...I guess it couldn’t hurt…”

But before she could grab the small tub of icecream, Jack’s hand grasped her wrist, stopping her. She looked up at him questioningly, but he quickly silenced her thoughts with a firm kiss on the lips, tongue running over them eagerly, tasting the saltiness there.

Jack guided his babygirl down onto the couch, so she was laying on her back, legs parted slightly, watching him curiously as he picked up the icecream himself.

“What are you doing, Daddy?” Sam asked, breathlessly.

“I’m going to feed you,” he said, smirking as he watched her face turn even redder. “...And you’re going to touch yourself while I do.”

“D-daddy!” Sam squealed, embarrassed. “...That’s naughty.”

“I want you to do it,” Jack implored, trying not to seem too eager. “Do it for Daddy, please?”

Sam frowned uncertainly, but her hesitance was extremely fleeting. Jack watched with hungry anticipation as her palm slid down the rounded bulge of her stomach, fingers fluttering across her diaper’s waistband. Jack stirred the icecream slightly as he waited, smirking as Sam looked over and met his eye.

It seemed like Sam was having some trouble squeezing her fingers under the waistband of the diaper. Her belly was so full, the diaper dug into it, leaving red lines on her skin as she pushed the crinkly undergarment up and down. Jack watched as she struggled, but finally she pushed her hand down deep into the warm, wet confines of her diaper. She fixed Jack with a pout - but she licked her lips as he lifted the spoon up towards her face.

“Nmmm,” Sam moaned as the first spoonful of icecream slid down her throat, coating her lips with sticky sweet whiteness. “It… It’s good.”

Jack smiled, scooping another spoonful out, watching carefully to see Sam’s reaction.

Like the good babygirl she was, Sam’s wrist began to move jerkily under her diaper. Her fingers found her clit, already stiff and throbbing. She gave a soft groan of pleasure as she stroked her needy wetness, mouth open again for another mouthful of icecream.

Her Daddy delivered a moment a later and Sam hungrily ate what she was offered, feeling a sticky trickle of melting ice cream run down the side of her face. Another spoonful came soon after, and Sam moaned, rolling her hips, as she felt the tingling pleasure between her thighs growing more and more intense.

“Good baby, keep going, Daddy loves you,” Jack muttered, as he rocked his own hips against nothing, painfully hard in his jeans. “Mmm… such a dirty little piggy…”

“Uh… uh huh!” Sam grunted, her hips bucking eagerly towards her hand as she masturbated herself on the sofa, stomach stuffed full of food, her breathing heavy as spoonful after spoonful of delicious, creamy ice cream filled her mouth.

“Guh!”

Sam squeaked as she felt one side of her diaper tapes pop undone, her vigorous masturbation and how tight it was against her plump stomach combining to make it burst open. She hesitated for a moment, whimpering, looking at her Daddy uncertainly. The shame on her face was obvious, but Jack kissed her sweetly on the cheek.

“Keep going, cutie,” he urged her. “...Then you can have more ice cream.”

Sam moaned like a wanton slut, humiliated, but aroused beyond belief. Her hand now had far more space to move, her wrist no longer pinned to her body by the diaper. She stroked herself more and more eagerly, fingers working desperately at her clit as tension built between her thighs, making them quiver, as her breathing grew heavier and more distracted.

Just as he’d said he would, her Daddy kept spooning ice cream into Sam’s mouth. Jack watched with intent lust, entering a kind of erotic fever of his own as he wanted to stuff Sam more and more. Sam could barely keep up with the spoon that was no longer merely offered to her, but instead thrust into her mouth repeatedly, each time with more icecream. She groaned in mild discomfort, gulping down the creamy treat, as she noisily stroked her slick pussy.

Jack’s fantasies were coming to life in front of him. Sam’s belly jiggled just a little now she was moving quickly, her fat breasts spread out and jerking with every motion of her body. She was panting desperately in between being fed, but to Jack’s delight, every time she swallowed she opened her mouth like a starving baby bird. 

“Ohh Daddy!” Sam managed to squeal, just before Jack  shoved another spoonful of icecream into her mouth. “I-NMMF!”

He could tell she was close, her whimpers and grunts were far closer together, her humping motions more frantic, tension building inside her. Her face and hands equally sticky as she gulped down more ice cream, breathing heavy, back arched upwards as what remained of her diaper rustled loudly… and then…

“AHhh! Nnmf!” Sam squealed as she came, grunting and rocking against her fingers, moaning with delight. “Nmm! Daddy!”

Hurriedly, Jack put down the nearly empty dessert he’d been feeding Sam, and placed his hand on her plump, swollen stomach, rubbing and stroking as she rode out her orgasm. For several long seconds, she was a moaning, whimpering, grunting mess, lost in complete pleasure, belly completely stuffed with food and pussy tingling with naughty excitement over making such a pig of herself in front of Daddy.

“Ohhhh,” she finally moaned, as her orgasm came to an end. She sagged onto the couch, panting, looking up breathlessly at Jack, disheveled, face and lips smeared with icecream, her soaked diaper heavy and half hanging off her.

“...Th, that was… interesting…”

Jack nodded, licking his lips. Tomorrow he would ensure things got even more interesting…

End.

****


CAUGHT! In Diapers and Dresses

"Ngh... go in..."


Gritting his teeth, Brandon Palmers' slender fingers pushed the suppository deeper into his backside. He was laying on his bed, in a frilly pink baby girl's dress with lacy, poofy sleeves and trim, an opened diaper waiting beneath him.


"Ah!" Brandon gasped, feeling his muscles suddenly relax, allowing his fingers to push the torpedo-shaped object up where it belonged. "Mmm..."


Curling his two fingers slightly, Brandon pressed and teased at his prostate, moaning as he felt his limp sissycock stirring and starting to harden. With a whimper, he gently fucked his own tight backside with his stiff digits, his hips rocking against the air as his dick got slowly harder.


"Only dirty sissy faggots like playing with their own assholes," he moaned to himself. 


Brandon was briefly tempted to grab his cock and stroke himself off right there to the naughty mental image of himself as a helpless, dress wearing girly-boy, shoving his fingers in and out of his clenching passage to make himself cum. But that would be a waste... Reluctantly, he withdrew the two fingers, grunting in slight discomfort as his hole was stretched on the way out. A baby wipe cleaned them off, and then sissy baby Brandon lay back on the bed, and on the diaper he'd soon be taping closed around himself.


It was hard to position the thick padding over his erection, but luckily he'd never been particularly well-endowed. As Brandon snugged the waistband across his flat stomach, he blushed at the thought that a real man, with a man-sized cock, would poke right of the top of the diapers Brandon wore. But his own cute little erection was now pressed up against the cottony softness of a diaper that was lightly sprinkled with baby powder, trapped and embraced inside it.


The tapes were carefully applied, making the waist and sides taut around him, enclosing him in the pillowy padding. With a soft sigh, Brandon leaned back, savoring the sensations for just a moment. 

One hand massaged his eager crotch, stiff through the diaper, as he focused on the small object melting in his backside, the pink frilly dress he was in... As he lay back, Brandon's eyes caught the silver glinting of the object hanging from his dresser - an 'ice lock' that would slowly release a padlock key over an hour or so, hanging over a bowl to catch drips


His palm flat against his diaper, Brandon allowed himself a few moments of gentle grinding. He whimpered, feeling his babyclit dribble into the padding he'd soon be filling with his own mess and urine, imagining himself trapped inside his loaded diaper for a whole hour. 


"Such a dirrrrty little girl," he hissed, groping the vague shape of his erection through the diaper. "So, so naughty. Can't be trusted to -mm!- use the toilet like a big boy... I'm nothing but a pathetic little baby... Ooo!"


Brandon abruptly pulled his hands away, his eager clit twitching inside the padding of the diaper. He knew if he kept going he'd bring himself to a premature climax, and as nice, and humiliating, as that may be, there was much more he wanted to do today.


It wasn't often that Brandon got a lot of time to himself. He shared an apartment with his childhood best friend, Sheila, who didn't understand things like 'knocking' or 'privacy'. Brandon was usually limited to sneakily wearing a diaper under his pajamas to bed, or whacking off to sissy porn in his ensuite bathroom - which had a lock, fortunately. 


Sometimes it annoyed Brandon when Sheila took so many liberties, but most of the time he was just happy to have her around. Being totally honest, Brandon really liked Sheila... which was another way to say he had had an enormous crush on her since they were kids. Everybody else could tell, but Sheila herself acted completely oblivious, even when their mutual friends teased her. Brandon himself thought he'd never work up the courage to tell her how he felt, anyway.


Experienced with how the stinky scent of a messy diaper lingered in a bedroom, Brandon had taken the precaution of buying some pink plastic pants... with a chain around the upper opening. Slipping his pink-sock-covered feet through the legholes, Brandon pulled the plastic pants up over his padded crotch and rear. The pink vinyl lent the white diaper underneath a feminine touch that Brandon felt was perfect for his current girly ensemble.


"Gotta make sure sissy babies can't mess with their diapers," he muttered to himself, flushing and smiling as he pulled the chain snug around his waist.


Hands trembling, Brandon grabbed the small padlock on the nightstand. The key was trapped inside the same ice lock the sissy had been eyeing earlier, and once it was done up... he'd be trapped in his diapers for an hour. 


It was a scary yet arousing thought. He'd be completely unable to escape, even after the suppository had taken effect. Brandon bit his lip, cock quivering as he imagined what might happen if Sheila were home right now. The idea he might get caught and have no way to stop it made Brandon excited enough to steel his nerves, and he slipped the shackle of the padlock through both ends of the chain.


With a deceptively small click, the padlock was closed, locking Brandon in his sissy diapers for the next hour. A wave of relief, excitement, and pleasurable fear went rushing down his spine, but Brandon merely closed his eyes and focused on his next task. He could feel his guts beginning to rumble loudly - and he wanted to be fully dressed before the suppository took effect.


Hurriedly, Brandon grabbed the thick padded mittens he'd ordered online. They were pink (of course), and patterned with a nursery print. As Brandon slipped his fist into the elastic cuff opening of one, he briefly regretted that they weren't locking too. But then he probably wouldn't have been able to do them up alone...


"Ah-hh!" 


Brandon groaned, eyes popping open wide as he grabbed his stomach with his mitten-free hand. The suppository was definitely starting to work. He clenched his muscles hard, squeezing them shut to stop from emptying his bowels too early. It was much more exciting to wait until he couldn't hold back, filling his diapers helplessly like a real baby girl.


Feeling that time was running out now, Brandon grabbed the second padded mitten and pulled it on. His fingers flexed inside, but the outside material barely moved. Brandon curled his fingers, and the mittens moved too, but left his hands unable to grip much of anything through the thick padding. 


Grinning, Brandon reached for his pink pacifier, tucked under his pillow. His clumsy mitten-covered hand managed to pat it towards himself, but Brandon found it took several tries to pick it up and bring it up towards his face.


The loss of fine motor control was such a turn-on. Now Brandon was nothing but a helpless toddler, unable to carry out even the most basic tasks, clumsily dropping his own binky onto the comforter once again. Blushing as he briefly fantasized about a Mommy grabbing his pacifier for him and shoving it into his mouth, Brandon finally got the nipple between his lips, the silicone nipple resting against his tongue as he suckled like the infant he was dressed as.


"Gnnh... " Brandon tensed again, feeling his body pushing more eagerly for him to mess himself. "Oh gosh... not yet..."


Shivering slightly, he walked quickly through the open bathroom door to look at himself in the full length mirror there. The sight that greeted Brandon was thoroughly humiliating - and therefore exciting. 


His skinny feet pointed inwards, pink kitten socks covering his toes and lower shins. Eyes wandering upwards, Brandon flushed as he saw the frilly hem of his dress, moving up, up, to see the whole sight of a grown man dressed in a pretty baby girl's dress. 


The pacifier just barely hid part of Brandon's bright red face, and he couldn't help but smile shyly as he slowly suckled. He imagined a Mommy watching him, smirking, teasing him.


'Baby girl loves to suck, doesn't she?' the imaginary Mommy dom muttered. 'She doesn't care if it's on her binky, or on another man's big cock....'


Brandon whimpered, mitten-covered hands trailing down to the frilled hem of his dress, picturing the woman telling him to lift it. He imagined her laughter as he fumbled with the girly material, finally hooking it under his wrists, and pulling it up, putting his diaper on full display. 


The fluorescent light of the bathroom made parts of the pink plastic pants shiny and reflective, and Brandon ran his mittens up and down the slippery plastic with ease. His cock strained against the inner lining of the diaper, his hips rocking slightly... The pressure building in his bowels ominously... 


"Ohhh God," Brandon moaned, panting as he rocked his hips once again, pressing down firmly on the front of his diaper with his palm. "Ohhh yes..."


He found himself moving back towards the bed, biting the pacifier hard as he threw himself down. Brandon groaned softly, pushing the front of the diaper downwards hard, forcing the inner lining of the diaper against his erection.


Moaning softly as he clumsily pushed and pulled the thick padding back and forth, he felt his trembling sissycock being teased and rubbed by the cotton-like padding. The diaper felt amazing on Brandon's meagre length, and he whimpered like the bitch he was as he humped mindlessly against it, mumbling naughty things to himself behind the pacifier.


"Oh God, such a naughty little sissy, so pathetic, nmmf... Gonna mess your pampers like a poopy little slut, a-aren't you... nghh," Brandon grunted, sucking furiously on the pacifier with sweat beading on his forehead. 


His bowels were churning harder now, and even though he wasn't quite ready to empty the load into his diapers, Brandon's filthy fantasies were fuelled by the thought of it. He moaned girlishly, lost in his fantasy of being some Mommy's helpless babygirl. Knowing he couldn't get out of the diapers even if he tried, seeing how his hands could barely maneuver even the simplest objects...


"You're such a slut, humping your diapers," he moaned. "Making yourself c-cum to thinking about messing your sissy diapers for Mommy... Helpless, obedient... nnghh..."


The dirtiness of the situation was making Brandon more excited than he'd been in months. Although he wanted to hold back and savor this feeling for as long as possible before his climax, his body was urgently pushing him towards orgasm.


Brandon's unimpressive erection was nevertheless as hard as steel, thrusting again and again against the soft inner of his diaper. He was panting helplessly, so close, so needy, sissy was going to cum, she was going to make stickies while she humped her diaper-


"Bran'?" 


Brandon stopped dead as he heard Sheila's voice in the shared hallway. Oh God. What was she doing home so early? Desperately, Brandon began to use the mittens to paw at the slippery plastic pants, trying futilely to push them off.


"Are you hiding away in your room again?" Sheila asked, and Brandon could hear she was closer now. "You're such a nerd..."


Spitting out his pacifier, Brandon ripped one mitten off with his teeth, heart pounding. With one hand free, he reached down and grasped the pink plastic with some difficulty. 


Panicking, he dug his nails in, trying to rip the plastic pants off himself, to tear them, pull them down, anything. The thick vinyl refused to give way, holding firm even as Brandon pulled harder and harder. 


"D-don't come in!" he finally blurted out, as Sheila's footsteps stopped outside his door. "Please!"


But it was too late. Sheila turned the knob and pushed the door open...


You could have heard a nappy pin drop, as Brandon's best friend gawped at the sight of him dressed up like a sissy baby. One mitten on, his thick diaper still exposed from where he'd been trying desperately to remove the plastic pants. The pacifier lay a few feet away, but Brandon saw Sheila's eyes dart over towards it, mouth open in shock - then back towards Brandon himself as a fairly accurate image of what he'd been doing before she came in formed in her mind.


Brandon watched as Sheila's expression transformed suddenly from confusion to mirth, eyes crinkling up cruelly as she laughed at him.


"Bwahahaha! Oh my fucking God! I always knew you were a pervert!" Sheila snorted, as she quickly pulled her phone out of her purse, lining up to quickly snap several photos of Brandon in the vulnerable position. "Smile, baby."


"Sh-sh-Sheila, stop!" Brandon stammered, dazed and reeling since the very start of this encounter. "Please, don't photograph this."


"Awww, relax, widdle babygirl," Sheila cooed, as Brandon lifted a mittened hand to block her shot. "I won't show these to anybody..."


"You won't?"


"...Not as long as you do what I say."


Brandon swallowed. He was completely humiliated to his core, feeling violated by not just the pictures Sheila had taken, but by the invasion of privacy as she stormed in. But he had to admit this kind of scenario had been a fantasy of his for years. His female best friend, the girl he'd had a crush on for years, coming in and catching him in a diaper and baby girl dress, mocking him, snapping photos... 


During the initial confrontation, Brandon's meagre erection had waned, but now it surged back once more. Despite his very real fear, Brandon's body was filled with a rush of powerful arousal even as he considered the consequences of what had happened, scrawny length pushing up against the diaper padding once again.


"Please, Sheila, just forget you saw this," Brandon tried to reason with her. "I know it's weird but-"


"I don't think I can forget this as easily as that," Sheila replied with a smirk, showing a cruel streak Brandon rarely saw. "...Not until you explain why you're dressed up like that... Like a little girl. In diapers."


Hearing his long-time crush say the word 'diapers' so clearly, with so much disgust, sent a shiver down Brandon's shine. He repressed the moan that wanted desperately to escape, not wanting to prove Sheila's accusation that he was a 'pervert' right, but his small length was pulsing gently now, tenting the front of the pink-covered diaper slightly.


"It's, it's, just something I like to do," Brandon admitted. "I... I'm a... 'sissy'."


"A sissy?" Sheila screwed up her face and opened her eyes wide, amused. "Are you telling me this makes your little dick hard? Wearing baby girl clothes? Pissing yourself?"


Brandon nodded shamefully, hornier than he could remember being in his life at the same time he wished the bed would swallow him up forever. Sheila was on her phone again, searching the internet for the term 'sissy', leaving Brandon sitting there in his frilly dress, trying to ignore the growing pressure in his guts. 


'Please let her leave soon,' he silently prayed, gritting his teeth slightly.


Sheila suddenly burst out laughing again, turning the phone to show Brandon a screen covered in pictures of other men in dresses and diapers. Some were being spanked, some mimed crying, some lifted their dresses to show off the thick, sodden padding they'd been forced to use by their Mistresses. Brandon's face turned crimson, and he looked away, humiliated at seeing his own behavior so clearly reflected.


"Hey, there's writing... 'I want Mommy to play with my sissy clitty like I was a real babygirl'," she read out, looking up at Brandon to see his expression. "That's so fucking pathetic! Is that right, dude? Do you call your tiny prick a 'sissyclitty'?"


Brandon squeezed his eyes shut, the cruel humiliation driving tears to them. He nodded reluctantly.


"S-sometimes..."


He'd hoped that going along with whatever Sheila asked would get her to leave more quickly, but it didn't seem to be working. In fact, she took a step into the room now, leaving the door open behind her.


"Come on, let me look at you," Sheila beckoned, grinning. "Get off the bed."


Swallowing, Brandon began to pull himself up. He could feel the pressure building in his bowels, uncomfortably cramping as he staggered to his feet. He pulled the other mitten off hesitantly, looking up at Sheila, who said nothing... until he too a step forwards.


"Uh, no," Sheila giggled. "Babies crawl."


Oh God. That dominating, but playful tone of voice, while Sheila asked him to crawl for her... Brandon whimpered half in arousal and half in shame as he slowly lowered himself to the ground, on all fours. His dress was naturally lifted as he did so, his pink plastic pants stretched tautly over the diaper.


Heart thumping in his ears, Brandon began to slowly shuffle along the carpet on his hands and knees.  He was hyper-aware of Sheila's eyes watching him, her camera out again - this time taking a video - and of all the mixed emotions warring inside him.


Arousal and excitement fought for top billing with shame and humiliation, each of them feeding on each other in an ouroboros of kinky torment. Brandon felt deeply embarrassed of how achingly stiff his sissyclit was inside his diaper, and the knowledge of how pathetic he was, aroused by his own humiliation, only made him more excited. 


"Good girl, crawl around for Mommy," Sheila said mockingly, and Brandon breathed out hard through his nose. 


The pressure in his guts had been building for some time now, and it was fast becoming unbearable. Brandon felt sweat on his brow as he clenched as hard as humanly possible, trying not to mess himself while Sheila watched. 


Eventually discomfort became near-agony, and finally Brandon stopped, teeth clenched shut, bent over, one hand pressed hard against his stomach. He trembled, unable to meet Sheila's eye as she watched him curiously.


"Please. Leave," he managed, shaking. "Please."


"Aww, what's wrong?" Sheila faux-cooed. "Is baby too embarrassed?"


Brandon shook his head violently, looking up at his best friend in the hope of seeing some mercy in her eyes. When he found none, he groaned before he spoke.


"...I put a suppository in my... you know..." Brandon muttered, face bright red. "To make me go... poop. And now it's.... ghh... taking effect. So please go."


It was a shamefully candid admission, made even worse by the fact Sheila's expression instantly changed to one of amused disgust once more - but still didn't make any move to leave.


"My God, you really are disgusting," Sheila said, her words as clear and cold as they were cruel. "What kind of creep shits in diapers to get off?"


When Brandon didn't respond, still battling with his body to not release his stinky load right there, Sheila continued.


"Why don't you just go to the toilet?" she asked. "Or is this some perverted scheme to get me to watch you crap yourself?"


"No! No!" Brandon protested earnestly. "I can't... I'm. I locked myself in this diaper. I can't get out until the key's released."


Sheila squinted, following Brandon's trembling finger as he pointed in the direction of the ice lock.


"It's set to release in an hour," he explained, voice shaking. "So please! Just leave!"


The way Brandon's voice cracked as he pleaded didn't seem to do anything to persuade Sheila. She paused a moment - before quickly moving towards Brandon.


Sheila seized the back collar of the dress and tugged quickly upwards. Not wanting it to tear, Brandon gasped, obediently following along as she lifted him to his feet. The quick movement made his stomach clench eagerly, trying to force out the mess inside it.


"If you want to be in poopy pampers so bad, fine," Sheila snickered as she pushed him over the bed, his hands just barely flying out to catch him. "Squat down..."


"Sheila, please, stop," Brandon begged, face aflame. "Oh God, please... I'm, going to..."


Pushing him down hard, Sheila forced Brandon into an unwilling squat, like a toddler. As he trembled, Brandon could feel himself losing the battle - it wouldn't be long before he messed himself for real, a final mortifying embarrassment that he knew Sheila would never let him live down.


"Do it," Sheila urged. "Fill your didees like a good baby girl for Mommy."


Brandon's hands gripped the comforter, he let out a miserable groan of lust - and then nodded curtly, biting his lip as he began to push.


"NGggghh..." 


He felt Sheila stepping away, but his mind was occupied right now by the fact he was filling his diapers uncontrollably. First he strained to push the mess out of his entrance, but now he couldn't stop it, hot, warm, mushy poop dropping into the seat of his diaper.


Quivering with shame like the overgrown toddler he was dressed as, Brandon's eyes sparkled with tears, grunting and gasping as he emptied his bowels into his rapidly filling diaper. With one particularly hard push, a loud farting noise filled the air, and Sheila laughed harshly. His muscles strained beyond endurance, Brandon whimpered as he felt his bladder releasing too, soaking the front of the padding so it pressed against his half-limp shaft.


At last, he could feel he'd nearly completely emptied his bowels. Brandon grunted as he pushed with all his might, finally filling the diapers with everything inside him. The scent was well-muffled by the plastic pants, but there was no escaping the sensation of warm mess smushed against his backside. As Brandon shifted, he felt the stinky load in his britches move with him... And then his frilly dress being lifted, showing off the sagging bulge in the back of his sissy padding.


"What a faggot," Sheila remarked for her phone camera, as Brandon looked around in shock to find that she was filming him. "She pooped herself just because I told her to..."


The reminder of Brandon's humiliating obedience made him moan, feeling his waning length spring back into arousal. His cock was now nestled in a warm, wet enclosure of padding, his own urine heating his crotch and making him achingly hard.


"Tell Mommy what you just did, baby girl," Sheila urged, grinning as she brought the camera around to Brandon's face. "Don't be shy. You can't be shy after a performance like that..."


"I... I..." Brandon gulped.


"I pooped in my pampers... Mommy," he said, cringing even as his crotch tingled with excitement. "I messed my didees like a n-naughty babygirl." 


"Stand up," Sheila ordered, and Brandon slowly pulled himself up onto his trembling legs. "Ohh my, look at the big load in your diapers. What a dirty, dirty sissy."


Brandon squeezed his eyes shut, cringing again. He felt as disgusting as Sheila said he was, and that only made his erection throb harder in his soiled diapers. With his eyes closed, he didn't even notice Sheila's hand reaching for his crotch, until she was suddenly squeezing and groping it through the padding.


"M-Mommy!" Brandon gasped in shock, his eyes opening wide. The diapered sissy's hips thrust forward, wanting more of Mommy's naughty touching - but Sheila pulled away, grinning.


"He's hard! Wow... not that you can really tell, it's so small," Sheila said for the camera, giggling. "Why's your clit hard, baby? Is it because I made you poop yourself?"


The humiliation shone visibly in Brandon's eyes, but he still nodded reluctantly, giving a soft whimper as he did so.


"You're a pathetic little sissy, aren't you," Sheila added, cruelly. "Aroused by being degraded like this..."


"Y, ye, yes, Mommy," Brandon stammered. "I'm pathetic..."


These were words he'd imagined being forced to utter in his most shameful fantasies. Now they were coming true, and Brandon wasn't sure how to feel. Humiliation and excitement washed over him in waves, although his face only showed his distress, hands balled into fists of shame and rage.


"Well, dirty girls need to be punished," Sheila said, matter-of-factly. "Get over the bed."


Brandon blanched, looking up at Sheila uncertainly. She couldn't possibly mean what it sounded like... but the wide-backed hairbrush she was removing from her purse now certainly supported the idea that she was going to spank him. Brandon gulped, quivering, pulling himself over the bed.


His cock throbbed in his warm, wet padding, pressed against him as he lay on his belly. The stinky scent was escaping a little now, making Brandon's nostrils wrinkle along with Sheila's as the dirty evidence of what he'd done filled them. Never, even in his fantasies, had Brandon imagined how shameful and naughty he would feel at this moment.


There was a movement in front of him, and suddenly Sheila was pushing the pacifier into his mouth. Obediently, he allowed it in, aware of how comical he must have looked now. Sheila couldn't help chuckling as she looked down at the pink-clad 20-something year old man, his frilly dress pushed up slightly and exposing his loaded diaper, face strangely innocent as he suckled on his bright pink binky.


The pacifier bobbed back and forth as Brandon suckled, breathing heavily in and out through his nose as he waited for the first blow. Sheila was waiting an agonizingly long time to do it, one hand grasping fistfuls of Brandon's frilly dress as another reached down and gently groped the full seat of Brandon's diaper.


He groaned softly, feeling her pressing the warm muck against his backside. It felt so dirty, and as Brandon shuffled his hips forwards to move away, he found he only managed to stroke his sissyclit gently against the inside of the diaper.


"What a slutty little sissy," Sheila teased. "Practically begging for a good, firm, spanking..."


The first swat came as a surprise to Brandon and he yelled out around the pacifier. Sheila was just testing the strength of her swing for now, but the hairbrush thwacked loudly against the shiny pink plastic of Brandon's messy rear, smushing his dirty diaper against him.


"Dirty girl," Sheila hissed. "Such a filthy baby, messing her pampers like that."


"AH!" Brandon yelped at the next hit, which was far harder, making his rear sting even through the thick diaper. "Nmmg... please!"


"Don't talk back!"


Sheila punctuated her demand with a series of hard, painful swats to Brandon's diapered backside. Occasionally she hit his bare upper thighs as well, making him yelp in pain and leaving bright red marks. It had only been a minute or two, but Brandon could already feel tears at the corner of his eyes, his lip quivering behind the pacifier as he was harshly spanked like the helpless adult toddler he was.


But there was another feeling present, as Sheila beat poor baby Brandon's backside with her hairbrush. Every time she hit him, the sissy gasped girlishly and rocked his hips forward away from the pain, slowly pulling back after a second to receive another swat. 


These tiny, almost unnoticeable motions were having a cumulative effect on Brandon's arousal. Again and again his swollen sissycock stroked against the fevered wet heat of the crotch of his diaper. He whimpered around the nipple of the pacifier, tensing more and more as Sheila swatted at him repeatedly with the hairbrush.


"Nmmf... p-pleash..." he pleaded, the tears in his eyes squeezed free between a brief moment of respite between spanks. "Nghh... stop..."


"Be quiet while I'm punishing you, sissy," Sheila said, amusement in her voice as she brought the brush down harshly on Brandon's rump. 


"AH!" Brandon cried, jerking forwards rapidly. "Ohgod..."


His red hot shaft dripped frantically inside the diaper, pee and precum soaking into the padding as his length was rocked back and forth against the soggy material of the diaper. Brandon moaned in sheer, mindless lust as he let his hips rock along in time with Sheila's swats, cheeks bright red.


Since Sheila walked in and caught him dressed up, there had been an ongoing war inside of Brandon, between his pride, the image of himself as a man who Sheila would maybe one day be attracted to, strong, and virile... A man who'd never admit his shameful longings for being a sissy ABDL princess, spanked and disciplined by a Mommy.


And on the other side of the battle, the depraved, desperate sissy who wallowed in shame and humiliation while she stroked her little clit in diapers. Helpless and horny, overwhelmed by sensation and the waves of pain and pleasure that attacked his senses, Brandon knew that that part of him was winning.


"Oh Mommy, please!" he moaned loudly, grunting as he felt the soft mess being pushed up against his bottom by the hairbrush, his hips rocking faster and faster. "I'm a naughty girl! I need to be punished!"


Sheila didn't know how to respond to that, laughing loudly and abruptly,  pausing in her spanking to do so. Even the sound of Sheila's cruel laughter was arousing, Brandon knowing she utterly dominated him, taking joy from his humiliation and the ruination of his manhood.


The hairbrush soon started coming back down again, harder and harder, THWACK, THWACK, THWACK. Brandon could barely catch his breath from gasping every other second, hands balling into fists around the comforter cover, back arched, hips lifted...


His cock leaked constantly now, balls tight, as the dirty diaper-wearing sissy humped his diaper needily, overwhelmed by pleasure. He was Sheila's sissy babygirl, being spanked through her messy diapers, in a pretty pink dress, sucking a pacifier, her sissyclit so stiff, so needy, so-


"NMMM!"


Brandon sobbed in shame as he orgasmed, his erection throbbing as he spent his load inside the diaper. He trembled visibly, grunting and bucking his hips with each new load that shot out, as tears ran down his flushed face.


"What? Oh my God..." Sheila's disbelieving voice was in his ear as he quivered through his climax. "Are you CUMMING from being spanked?"


Brandon could only groan in protest, as Sheila laughed harder at him.


"That's pathetic... What's wrong with you, you freak?" She mocked him, grinning. "Who knew you were such a worthless loser?"


As the last jerk of his sissycock dribbled cum into the diaper, Brandon's tears ran down his face in earnest as he sobbed like the baby girl he was dressed as. Sheila grinned, continuing.


"I never thought you were much of a man," she said. "But I didn't think you were a GIRL... Wow."


The jabs delivered from Brandon's best friend hurt, but there was worse to come:


"I know you've always had a crush on me," she said, and Brandon tried to hide his face in shame. "And I've considered throwing you a bone out of pity... But now I've seen this? I could never see you as anything but a faggot."


As she spoke, Sheila had been getting closer and closer to Brandon, leaning over him. As she finished her sentence, she lowered her lips and gently kissed his damp cheek, giggling as she pulled away.


"Still love you though, sissy," Sheila added with surprising tenderness and affection. "...And I'll be back again to play with you again sometime."


Brandon looked behind him as she left, closing the door tight behind her. He wasn't sure if he was more excited or afraid about the idea of her returning and spanking his sissy ass once again...


From the dresser, there was the soft sound of metal hitting plastic - at last the ice lock had melted. 

End.

****

Bisexual Babyboy: Sandwiched between my ABDL Mommy and Daddy

George couldn’t remember how long he’d had dirty thoughts about other guys. That was something for secret bedtime fantasies between him and his right hand, furtive porn searches that he cleared moments after cumming into a crumpled tissue.

‘Bisexual’ was probably the right word for him, George knew, but he could never admit that to himself. That seemed like such a strong label, and he didn’t want the stigma that came with it. So he kept his naughty thoughts about other men to himself, afraid of what other people would think of him.

Surprisingly, George’s interest in ageplay was far less humiliating to him. George had gone to several littles’ meets and events, and even had a girlfriend at one point who liked to switch with him. Being Mommy’s helpless diapered baby boy was a pet fantasy of his - but he’d never breathed a word to anybody else about how he felt about having a ‘Daddy’.

One evening, he was browsing Kinklife and found a profile that took his breath away. The woman in the pictures was beautiful and sexy, big round breasts, brown skin and black hair that framed her features, an impish smile beneath a rounded little nose and a pair of big green-brown eyes.

She said she was a Mommy, and liked to play with little boys. She was nearby, and she seemed perfect… Except…

Right there in her profile, George read her requirements.

‘I never play alone’ her profile informed him. ‘So please don’t message me if you’re not interested in having a Daddy as well as a Mommy ;)’

George swallowed hard. Did she really mean that? And what would it be like? As part of him rebelled against the idea of doing anything with a man, another part was running wildly through filthy fantasies, sprinting headlong towards the naughty ideas that he wanted to indulge in.

Before he knew what he was doing, George had clicked on the message button, and sent something off to the woman he’d found.

Maybe he wouldn’t even get a reply.

***

George got a reply, and he got a meeting to have coffee, too.

The woman was named Anita, and she was married to a man named Sam. From their first exchange, she’d been very clear about how he was definitely going to be involved too. George had mumbled affirmatives once they’d met in person, and sent ‘I know :)’ back in messages, but now they were finishing their coffee, he wasn’t sure if he could go through with this.

It felt like he was on the edge of a precipice, about to jump off. What would George feel after this? Would he still feel like himself?

“Well… If you’re ready, we should head up to my apartment,” Anita said, smiling. “I texted Sam a little while ago…”

“Y-yeah,” George stammered. “Um…”

“We don’t have to, if you don’t want to,” Anita said, sliding her hand across the table and squeezing George’s reassuringly. “We can wait until next time.”

“N-no! I want to!” George blurted, surprising even himself. “I’m just afraid. Because it’s my first time… With a guy.”

“Mmmm,” Anita seemed to enjoy hearing that information once more, biting her lip gently. “...Well, I’ll tell ‘Daddy’ to be very gentle with you, okay?”

“Okay,” George said, uncertainly. “...Let’s go…”

“Good boy,” Anita replied, as she stood up too, taking George’s clammy hand and leading him out the door, into the street.

To the apartment where a big, strong, Daddy was waiting.

***

“You’re shaking,” Anita giggled, as she sipped her wine, laying back on the big bed with George’s head on her lap. “Look at him, Sam.”

“He’s nervous,” Sam said. “Is this your first time being diapered?”

“N-n-no, sir,” George replied, blushing, unable to meet the man’s eyes as he sat on the other end of the bed. “...But I’ve never been with, um, a guy before.”

Sam pulled himself up slightly, looking surprised. He swallowed slowly, and then looked over George’s head, grinning at Anita.

“You didn’t tell me about that, babe,” he said, with a big grin, before looking back at George once more. “I think that makes it more… special. Adds a little innocence to it. Kinda hot.”

George nodded slowly. Since he’d come up to Anita’s apartment after their coffee date, he’d been amazed at how big and strong Sam was. His hair was dark, black or maybe a very deep brown, cut short, his face grizzled with stubble. Muscles played under a thin layer of fat, t-shirt stretched across his chest and showing off his masculine physique.

In an another situation, George might have been jealous of the handsome man in front of him. Right now, he only felt himself staring, eagerly, wondering what it would feel like to have Sam’s body pressed against his smaller, weaker one.

“So, should we get this little boy into a diaper?” Anita asked, setting her glass down. “What do you think, Georgie?”

“Yes, yes please, ma’am.”

“Call her Mommy,” Sam commanded. “And I’m ‘Daddy’. Understood?”

George flushed. The other man was so clearly in command, and all George could do was nod dumbly, looking up at him. He seemed to be waiting for a response, so George stammered back:

“Y-yes sir... I mean, yes, Daddy!”

“Attaboy.”

Anita lifted herself, sliding George onto the bed. He felt surprisingly vulnerable as he lay on it, looking up, watching Sam and Anita peer into their closet, searching for a diaper to put their new baby boy into. After a few moments, Anita returned, holding aloft a crinkly plastic rectangle.

“Okay, baby,” she cooed. “Take off your clothes for Mommy and Daddy.”

George glanced uncertainly at Sam, but his fingers found the hem of his shirt, and he slowly pulled it off. He could tell both people in the room were watching him closely, eyes roving up and down his body. George was nervous, knowing another man was looking at his slender body, getting excited at the idea of touching him, sucking him…

His cock was still mostly limp as he pulled off his trousers and underwear, but blood was flowing down towards his crotch in anticipation, making his penis swell slowly without properly firming up. Anita beamed at him, and approached, unfolding the diaper and sliding it onto the bed.

“Come here, baby,” she said, gripping both of George’s ankles and lifting his backside high. “Little ones need their pampers, don’t they…”

“Yes, Mommy,” George said, grinning as the diaper was pushed under his rear. “I’m a good baby boy.”

“You sure are,” Sam rumbled, watching as his new baby boy was taped into the thick diaper. “...Why don’t you come wriggle about on Daddy’s lap for a bit, hm?”

As the final tape was fastened, George lifted himself on uncertain legs, walking slowly and nervously like a baby giraffe. Sam was sat in the armchair facing the bed, legs spread, reminding George of the rooms at the back of clubs where you could get lapdances - at least, that was what he’d seen in video games.

He kept walking, his feet propelling him towards the other man, who sat waiting for him. Sam grinned, and George’s cheeks went pink, as he turned slowly around, looking over at Anita. Sam grapped his diapered hips, and George squeaked as he was pushed down onto the other man’s crotch, diapered backside up against it.

“Wriggle around for him, baby,” Anita ordered, as she slipped out of her own skirt. “Make Daddy hard against your little tushy.”

Obediently, George began to move. At first his movements were hesitant, but after a moment, he found new confidence, rolling his hips and biting his lip as he moved his lower body, pressing and grinding against Sam.

Even through the diaper, as George gyrated and pressed his backside up against Sam’s crotch, he could feel his hard cock through his jeans. George felt tingles running up and down his spine as he realized his backside was inches away from another man’s erection, his movements teasing him, making him hard in his pants.

That physical reaction was all for him, George realised. Sam wanted to hump and grind against George’s cute diapered backside, and as he heard a masculine groan from behind him, George felt his own cock stirring to life inside his diaper.

“Ooo, I bet you’re making Daddy so hard right now,” Anita moaned from the bed, her thighs parted, underwear gone, as she stroked herself while she watched the dirty scene in front of her. “Is bouncing your baby boy on your lap getting you off, you pervert?”

“Nmmm,” Sam murmured in agreement, jerking his hips hard and making George squeak in surprise as his denim-covered crotch slapped into his backside. “I think it’s making him excited too…”

George flushed, squeezing his eyes shut as he felt two pairs of eyes on his crotch. It was undeniable now that the front of his diaper was tented outwards, barely concealing his erection. George felt humiliation and excitement racing through his veins, knowing that everybody present knew why he was excited - it had turned him on to have another man grinding against his backside, it had made him aroused to be making Sam so aroused himself.

“You’re right,” Anita said, her breathing laboured. “I think maybe it’s time we taught our little boy how to please his Mommy and Daddy… Come over here, sweetie…”

She patted the comforter below her bottom, legs trembling with excitement as George slowly stood and began to make his way over towards her. The thick diaper made him waddle slightly, and Anita tittered as he climbed onto the bed, on all fours.

“What should I do, Mommy?” he asked, in his most innocent voice, the fantasy turning him on too.

“Oooo… Give Mommy kisses,” Anita ordered. “Down here…”

Her hand stroked the glistening wetness of her folds, and George lowered his face down with a wide-eyed curiousity that belied his actual age. Softly, he planted a chaste kiss on Anita’s outer lips, making her whimper gently - before he pulled away, wiping the stickiness on the back of his hand.

“Like that, Mommy?” George said, continuing the pretense of being an innocent little one, even while his diaper was straining against his very adult erection. “Did I do good?”

“Fuck… that’s so hot,” Anita moaned, but Sam took more direct action, pressing his hand down on the back of George’s head. George’s skin prickled where the bigger man was touching him, pushing him down towards his wife’s pussy.

“Use your tongue, kiddo,” Sam urged. “Lick Mommy. All in between her pussy. That’s a good boy.”

George would have enjoyed continuing the roleplay a little longer, being shown how to please his Mommy, playing his innocent role as his ‘parents’ walked him through sucking and fucking for the first time. But he could sense the urgency in Sam’s tone, and Anita’s thighs were spread right open, wet slit thrust upwards towards him.

Slowly but surely, George lowered his head between Anita's legs. He could smell her excitement before he even tasted it. As he slid his tongue out uncertainly and slipped it deep between her slick pussy lips, George heard a moan of pleasure from above him, telling him he was doing a good job.


"That's a good boy," Sam mumbled from behind him. "Here you go."


Just as it was impossible to forget the thick diaper around his waist and between his legs, it was impossible for George to forget that it was a big, tall, strong man who was stroking him through his diaper. He gave a small squeak, as he felt the tip of his throbbing cock being squeezed the thick padding of the diaper.


It was obvious Sam had stroked off other diapered little boys before, and George’s soft moans were soon muffled in Anita's pussy. The adult baby boy trembled, as he tried to keep his focus on pleasuring the woman in front of him. His tongue pushed firmly and decisively up between her folds, hitting her clit over and over as her back arched, his firm movements a clear contrast to the way he was actually feeling – nervous, off-balance, and desperate for the dirty touching to continue.


"Oh, daddy, he's so good at this!" Anita giggled. "Rub his cute little peepee harder."


George breathed out hard through his nose in shock, as Sam's grip on him through the diaper intensified, squeezing hard as he jerked his hand back and forth. There was a cacophony of rustling below him, the diaper loudly crinkling as it shifted back and forth in the taller man's hand. 

George could feel his cock leaking pre-cum into the padded lining of the diaper and he moaned helplessly, before remembering his task. With a shudder, he pressed his face down hard once more, and he continued to eat Anita out, working his tongue firmly against her, delving deep between her folds, kissing and licking and sucking that sensitive nub again and again.


His face was bright red, embarrassment, and pleasure, from his mind spinning, at this once secret fantasy coming true. He could feel his Kock surgeon to right inside the diaper, not card stiff, swollen. His tongue that frantically, losing more finesse as he thought so company against the hand stroking to diaper, you could tell he was close. Just a few more seconds and-


"Ah! Oh! G-good baby!" Anita grunted as she orgasmed, pushing herself hard against George's tongue.


She humped and ground against him, her eager movements tossing him this way and that as she rode out what was obviously an explosive climax. George dutifully kept licking as she came, feeling Anita spasming against his tongue. With a soft whimper, he realized Sam's hand had retreated, leaving him humping sadly against nothing. 


"That's right, lick up all Mommy's juices," Sam growled from behind him, that hand now on the back of George's head, pushing him down between Anita's thighs as she shuddered and moaned. "Good little slut."


George's cock twitched at that, still swollen and tenting out the front of his iaper. Yes... He was Mommy and Daddy's slut, being an obedient baby boy, diapered as he made his Mommy cum hard for him. 


At last, Ania sighed softly, sagging to the bed as she stroked George's hair back. He gave her sensitive clit a few more worshipful licks, before Sam finally took his hand off the nape of his neck.


“Did I do a good job, Mommy?” George asked, heart pounding in his chest. “Did I make Mommy feel good?” 

“Mmmmmm,” Anita purred, her head rolling back. “Yesss….”

George squeaked as Sam swatted his padded backside hard, spinning around with his face still covered in his temporary ‘Mommy’s juices. Sam chuckled low in his throat, reaching down to his fly and slowly unzipping it.

“I’d say that’s a yes, little buddy… You ready to make Daddy feel good, too?”

“Um, um...”

George looked hesitant, but his erection stayed just as hard as ever, pushing against the thickness of the diaper. Sam’s cock suddenly slid free from his underwear, and then it was hanging in the air, heavy, veiny, and swollen with arousal. George gulped, realizing just how much he wanted to touch it, stroke it… He reached out nervously, then glanced up at Sam uncertainly.

“I… Can you show me how, D-Daddy?” George asked, face flushing as he spoke. Anita ‘murr’ed happily as she watched from behind them.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Anita mumbled, as she pulled herself up into a sitting position, still drunk on the afterglow of orgasm surging through her body. “Teach our little boy to make his Daddy cum…”

“You gonna be a good little cockslut for Daddy?” Sam teased, grabbing George’s smaller hand with his one.

George nodded dumbly as he watched his fingers being wrapped around the huge manhood dangling in front of him. The skin below his fingertips felt so familiar and yet so alien, a layer of soft fleshiness coating a steel pole that throbbed responsively under his touch.

As George watched with wide eyes, Sam squeezed the smaller man’s hand around his cock, stroking it slowly up and down. A little lubrication trickled down from his tip, running over George’s fingers, dripping under them and speeding his hand’s motions. He tightened his grip, looking up hopefully at Sam.

“Oh, fuck, keep doing that,” Sam groaned, his voice deep and manly and full of lust.

It send shivers all through George’s body, and he obediently kept stroking, feeling Sam throb in his hand. George was on his knees, stroking another man off, feeling every vein pulsing underneath his touch, and loving every moment of it. The shame that bubbled inside him only fuelled his arousal, and without even thinking, George lowered his mouth to Sam’s cock, swirling his tongue across it.

“FUCK!” Sam snarled, bucking his hips hard at the unexpected contact. “Nggh! Dirty little boy, aren’t you?”

George blushed, his diapered bottom sticking out as he bobbed his head back and forth, sucking the dribbling tip that stretched his lips and pushed down the entrance to his throat. The taste of another man’s precum on his tongue, he breathed out hard through his nose, the scent of manly musk and arousal filling his nostrils.

“G-god, ‘Nita, you need to bring home little boys more often,” Sam murmured, stroking George’s hair gently. “Think he can -ah!- take me in the ass?”

George’s ears perked as he heard that, but Sam’s hand was on the back of his head, keeping him from turning around. His chest thudded quickly, full of sudden anxiety and excitement. Did Sam really expect him to take this massive thing inside his backside? ...And did George want that too?

“Ooo, I think so,” Anita replied, sitting up, sliding her arms around George from the back. “Wouldn’t he be adorable, getting his cute rump stuffed and moaning around a binky?”

Sam grunted in response, but George felt his erection pulse inside his mouth.

“Better hurry, though,” Anita added. “Or baby might end up drinking all of Daddy’s milk, instead of having it injected in that tight ass of his.”

“You’re right… stop, kiddo,” Sam ordered, as he took his hand off of George’s head. “G-god… Anita, get him on his belly for me.”

The way the conversation went back and forth without ever involving George made him quiver with excitement. They talked about him, not to him, like he was a child. It made the scenario feel filthy and taboo - he was just an innocent, wide-eyed little boy, still in diapers, about to have his Daddy’s cock sliding into his ass as Mommy cooed and held him.

George felt himself being rolled over, grasping the sheets as he was toppled onto his stomach. The sheets felt soft against his stomach, but the bed pressed the front of his crinkly diaper firmly against his achingly hard cock. He looked back over his shoulder, eyes big and curious.

“Let’s get baby’s pampers off,” Anita cooed, grabbing at the tapes of George’s diaper. “So he can play some naughty big boy games…”

“Otay, Mommy,” George mumbled, hearing the tapes tearing away from the landing zone. “I wanna play games with Mommy and Daddy…”

“I bet you do,” Anita replied, grinning as the crinkly softness of the diaper fell away. “Now come snuggle with Mommy while Daddy gets your little tushy all ready…”

Obediently, George wriggled up and rested his head against Anita’s breasts. His stiff cock pointed right between her thighs, sliding between them as she readjusted them both. With a naughty grin, ‘Mommy’ offered George a pacifier, squeezing him gently as Sam grabbed lubricant from one of their drawers.

George’s mind and heart raced together. Was he really going to have anal sex with a man he just met? He couldn’t believe it, it felt so dirty and yet so exciting. Things were moving so fast, sweeping him up in a dirty fantasy he never believed could be realized. With a soft gasp, he felt a lubricated finger probing his bottom, and suddenly snatched the pacifier out of Anita’s hand with his teeth, sucking worriedly on it as he clung to her.

“Easy, baby boy,” Sam muttered. “Just bear down for Daddy, like you’re fillin’ your pampers. That’s a good boy…”

“Nmmgghh…” George grunted as the thick, lubricated finger pushed past that ring of tautness, stretching his entrance. “Ohhh!”

“Our slutty little boy’s never played with a big man before, remember,” Anita warned, as Sam’s finger plunged deeper, sinking in up to the last knuckle. “Go slowly for him.”

“He’s a tough little guy, aren’t you, kiddo?” Sam replied, dragging his finger backwards. “He can take it…”

George gasped and nodded around the pacifier. Even just Sam’s finger felt enormous in his virgin backside, and he felt himself clenching and squeezing unconsciously around it.

As a second finger was added, he yelped, and both Anita and Sam chuckled softly.

“G-gently, Daddy!” George squeaked, and Sam slowed his fingers movements back and forth, for just a moment.

“You wanna take Daddy’s cock, don’t you?”

“Y-ye, yes,” George whimpered, teeth clenching around the pacifier. “Ohh… Yes, please, Daddy.”

The two thick fingers pushed in and out of George’s squeezing tightness, as his body rocked slightly back and forth. He cried out occasionally as Sam shoved his fingers deeper on occasion, stretching his bottom thoroughly and leaving thick lubricant ready to ease the passage of his big cock inside.

George’s cock didn’t seem to know what to do, softening slightly from the discomfort in his backside, then perking up, throbbing and hard once more as Sam’s fingers brushed his prostate. He moaned, pushing back against Sam’s hand, and Anita giggled.

“I think he’s ready,” she said, and a moment later, George felt the fingers invading him being pulled out, making him gasp, feeling his backside gaping… And then Sam’s throbbing erection poking at his puckered hole.

The finger that had probed and lubricated George’s back passage could never have prepared him for the large, hot cockhead currently pressing against his backside. He groaned from behind the pacifier, sucking with concern, as Anita gently stroked his waning erection.


He could feel the slickness of her entrance against his tip as he stroked his hips back and forth. The truth was, George was having a hard time focusing on that for now, grunting and trembling, clinging to his new "mummy" dear life.


“Ow! It’s too big, Mommy!” George spluttered in sudden desperation. “It won’t fit!”


The couple merely laughed together. Apparently this wasn't the first time they had heard something like that. George could feel the vibrations from behind him, as Sam chuckled heartily.


"Just relax, sport," Sam said. "It gets a lot easier once it's in."


George's cheeks were bright red, and he was beginning to think this might be a bit much for him. He let out a series of soft grunts as he felt Sam begin to push slowly forwards, entering him once more, with the most intimate part of himself. Tears stung George’s eyes, running down his cheeks as he squeezed them shut, sucking hard on the pacifier.


With a grunt Sam's fat cockhead slipped into his baby boy’s virgin backside, and George moaned softly.


"Oh, what a good baby boy," Anita cooed, watching George’s pained expression in satisfaction. "Doing such a good job of taking daddy."


George and Sam moaned together, one man's voice high, the other’s low and rumbling. George swore he was being split apart by the enormous cock invading him, but Sam didn't seem concerned at all, his hips moving inexorably forward, plugging the baby boys cute little tushy.


As uncomfortable as it felt to take something so large, there's no hiding his body's reaction. George’s cock had surged back to full attention ever since Sam’s cock had begun to enter him. The bisexual urges he’d denied for so long rushed to the surface, pressed between two beautiful, attractive humans of both sexes, and aroused beyond belief.


The softness of Anita’s skin below him, seemed a complete contrast to the firm muscle of the man who was currently filling his backside. Eyelids fluttering closed and open, George moaned softly, resting his head on Anita’s soft, warm chest, pacifier between his lips and his Daddy pushed deep inside him.


"You're doing so well," Anita said, voice loving and maternal. "Here, fuck Mommy’s pussy at the same time as Daddy fucks your ass."


Her tone was completely matter-of-fact she reached down between her legs, grabbing George's aching erection. He moaned gratefully she took it in one hand, guiding it towards her dripping slit.


George gasped around the pacifier once more, as he felt Sam pulling out a little, the cock buried inside him scraping his insides as it pulled backwards. George felt hot breath on the nape of his neck, and a moment later Sam was again leaning over him, pushing deep into his clenching backpassage. As his bottom was filled, Sam's hips slowly met George’s backside and guided him into his wife's pussy.


The adult little boy couldn't help but squeak as he felt that warm wetness enveloping his throbbing cock. George slipped in so easily, so deep, and once he was hilted inside the beautiful woman he was calling ‘Mommy’ for today, he felt her squeeze hard around him, teasing him. George’s eyes rolled back in pleasure.


"That's a good boy," Daddy growled from behind him. "Such a good little slut for Mommy and Daddy, aren't you?"


“Y – yes," George replied, stammering in his excitement, not even sure why he was agreeing. 

These words and thoughts had never left his deepest, most shameful, filthiest fantasies before. And he he was, admitting to them in front of two relative strangers, letting them call him baby boy as they both dominated and fucked him.


"Yes, what?!" Sam demanded, with a hard jerk of his hips. "Say it, baby boy. What are you?"


George yelped as Sam pumped his hips, punctuating each of his questions with a hard thrust right up his rear. Inside the plush, slick vice of Anita’s pussy, he felt his cock throb hard. Anita herself moaned in delight, hand sliding between the two of them as she began to stroke her excited clit.


"Oh! I'm, I am a good little slut!" George cried out, meaning every word, the pacifier falling from his mouth as his breathing came in ragged gasps and moans. "I’m a good little fucktoy for Mommy and Daddy!"


That seemed to satisfy Sam. He slapped George's backside, and began to thrust in earnest.


The enormous cock that had like it was splitting George in half earlier now slid over and over again against prostate. George was so tight, his backside gripped Sam like a clenched fist, making their body’s move as one. As Sam thrust deep in and out of George’s bottom, Anita below moaned and gasped in delight herself, feeling Georges stiff cock thrusting in and out of her slippery slickness.


"Oh, just like that baby," Anita panted. "You're making Mommy feel so good!" 

Sam opened his mouth to reply, but all that came out was another weak moan. The sensations were completely overwhelming, not just physically, but mentally and emotionally too. A week ago, he couldn't even admit to himself that he was bisexual. And now he was being butt-fucked on a bed by a man who made him call him ‘Daddy’.


It felt strange and unnatural to be filled over and over, to have something so big plunging and pounding his backside, a hole designed to push things out, and nothing else. But unnatural didn’t necessarily mean bad. 

The bed creaked as all three of them began to move faster and faster, nearing climax. Anita's hand was between her legs, working eagerly, stroking her clit as her new baby boy fucked her pussy. George felt Sam’s rough, calloused hands gripping his hips hard, and moaned uncontrollably as he felt his Daddy’s thrusts: full throttle, pounding his tight ass and shoving his own cock in and out of Anita’s wet pussy.


"Mommy! Daddy!” Josh squealed in desperation."Baby, baby’s going to come!"


"Cum for daddy!" snarled Sam behind him, pounding his prostate over and over.


"Yes! Come deep in mummy's pussy!" Anita demanded, biting her lip as she felt her own peak thundering towards her. “Such a good boy!”


George trembled, his body buffeted by the feeling of being pounded, sensations more than washing over him now. They were hitting him, slamming into him like huge waves. The end was inevitable now, feeling his dick growing so big, so swollen deep inside of Anita. The world dimmed to just this scene, being fucked hard in the ass, another man’s swollen cock slamming into his ass again and again and- 

George cried out as he came. Just as Anita begged, the adult baby boy finished deep inside his new Mommy’s pussy. He heard her squeal as his cock kicked hard, throbbing inside her, filling her up with spurt after spurt of cum. Anita’s pussy spasmed around him, clenching and squeezing as he emptied his balls, backside squeezing in the same rhythm around Sam’s erection. 


"Oh, yes! Baby!" Anita cried out, moaning and writhing on the bed. "Oh Sam, fill his cute little ass up!"


Sam didn't need any more prompting. George gasped, as Sam's hips shunted him forward suddenly. He felt the enormous thing lodged in his backside pulse deep inside him, and he shivered, eyes wide in fascination and arousal, as he felt the warmth spilling out into him.


It went so deep, amazingly deep. George felt an extra hard jet of cum spill from the embedded cockhead into his bowels, as his backside squeezed and tensed, milking the man behind him. Sam's snorted like some wild beast, his breathing shaky as he emptied his massive load in the formerly virgin backside of the little baby boy sandwiched between him and his wife. 

“Ohh… sooo good,” he grunted decisively, as he felt his orgasm finishing, all of his cum filling George’s tender rump. “What a good little fucktoy…”

“Oh my God,” George murmured, eyes wide. “Oh my- ah!”

Sam’s cock slid out of him, cum spilling down between his rumpcheeks for a moment before his hole closed back up. George felt strangely empty now, his bottom sore but in the nicest way, pleasantly used.

Anita rolled him off of her, and all three of them lay together in a sweaty, mostly-naked heap, panting and staring at the ceiling.

George felt his eyes brimming with tears, and a smile on his face. He’d done it, he’d had sex with a man, and a woman at the same time, and he didn’t think he could say he’d preferred either. At last he was ready to admit this to himself…

“Mommy, Daddy,” he said, suddenly. “...I’m bisexual.”

And the pair on either side of him laughed, Anita cuddling him closer as Sam rubbed his tummy gently.

“We could have guessed that, buddy,” Sam rumbled, and George flushed, but his proud smile didn’t go away.

End.

----------------------

My Wife is My New MOMMY?

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 1

Joshua awoke with a groan, trying to remember the blur of last night. He’d been at one of his favorite bars, with his friends, drinking and partying.

Focusing, details came back a little more quickly now. His wife had been there, asking him to come home because they had brunch with their parents tomorrow, and he’d already missed it twice. She said she was embarrassed about making excuses for him.

Josh remembered with a little shame that even his friends had tried to push him to leave, but like he always did, Josh insisted he could stay at the bar and come home in a couple of hours. He promised not to stay out all night. He promised not to miss the brunch.

The thumping pain in Josh’s head and the way he was collapsed on the sofa reminded him that he hadn’t kept the first promise. Oops. Time to see if he’d broken the second one…

Peering blearily up at the clock, Josh saw it read 3:23pm. Well after the 11 o’clock time they’d set for meeting with Joanna’s parents. Josh frowned guiltily. This was the third time this had happened, and he’d blown off countless other events that Joanna considered important, so he could keep partying.

Sometimes it was just hard to stop having fun… he felt bad, but, Joanna knew when she married him he loved to have a good time. Getting up slowly, he went to the fridge to grab some water and a sandwich.

When Joanna got back, he’d apologize, and she’d forgive him, and they’d both move on. Like always.

***

When Joanna arrived home, she didn’t come into the living room right away. In fact, she went right upstairs. Josh continued to watch his television show, listening to the sound of her moving things around upstairs. When she finally came back down, she was carrying something.

"What's this?" Joshua asked, nervously, looking at the bags Joanna was holding.

One was the same leather suitcase they'd taken on their honeymoon. The other was a new suitcase, in a soft shade of pink. She dropped both on the floor, on either side of her.

"Josh, we need to talk," she said, frowning. "I'm sick and tired of you going out all night and partying. The two of us are supposed to be adults, facing the world together. Instead half the time I find myself making excuses for you. I feel more like a mother to a big baby than a wife."

Josh hung his head, ashamed, frowning. He'd heard this lecture many times before, and while he did feel guilty, he also knew it was best to just act as remorseful as possible to make it pass as quickly as possible. Joanna would forgive him in no time, like she always did.

"I can tell you're not really even listening, are you?" Joanna said, sighing. "That's alright. I didn't really expect you to."

"That's why I'm leaving."

Joanna's statement felt like a punch to the gut, and Josh looked up, his mouth open in an almost-comical expression of shock and horror. The suitcases...

"Please, babe, no, you can't!" he pleaded, looking aghast. "I'll do anything."

"It's too late for words to change anything, Josh. You clearly don't really mean anything you say, since you make the same promises every time you let me down."

Josh opened his mouth to argue, but found that he couldn't. She was right, she was totally right, and now he'd fucked up with the only woman he'd ever loved.

"Please, please don't go," he begged, tears filling his eyes.

"I didn't think you cared, Josh," Joanna said, checking her phone for travel plans. "Since you never bothered to take care of this relationship."

Like a helpless child sobbing for his Mommy, Joshua began to cry, sobbing loudly as he got to his knees, clinging to her dress, trying to keep her from leaving him. It felt so sudden, but he knew he only had himself to blame. All he could do was cry, hoping she'd take enough pity on him that she would stay.

"Please, I'll do anything, anything," he begged over and over.

Finally, Joanna responded.

"Anything?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "Anything at all?"

Seeing light at the end of the tunnel, Joshua nodded frantically, swallowing hard.

"Yes, anything, anything at all, I promise, I'll do it, please, babe, just give me a chance!"

Joanna seemed to think about that... and then, slowly, she started to smirk. Josh didn't like the look of that smirk, but what else could he do or say now?

"Okay then," Joanna pointed towards her first suitcase. "In this case is all the things I was planning to take to my parent's house tonight, as I was leaving you. I didn't think you'd be willing to really commit to fixing this relationship, and I still have my doubts. But if you're that desperate..."

She trailed off, pointing at the other suitcase.

"Inside that are the supplies I think can help fix our marriage. You treat me like a mommy you can have sex with, all the benefits of acting like an irresponsible child with none of the rules or structure that come with it. If you're going to make me take care of you like a little baby, I think you should be treated like a baby."

Joshua wasn't quite following her, but she nodded towards the case.

"Open it," she said, simply. "And then tell me how much you're really willing to do to save this marriage."

Joshua shuffled forwards on his knees, unzipping the case and letting it fall open. He gasped, horrified and shocked for the second time that day.

Inside the case were about a half dozen fluffy, folded, diapers. If they were pure white Joshua might have been confused about what they were, but they were brightly patterned, with little boats and stars on them, and purple wings.

Underneath the diapers, Josh could see several brightly colored outfits, a handful of pacifiers and baby bottles. What did this mean? Did Joanna want him to have a baby with her, did she think that would help him be more mature? He looked up at her, but she only smirked harder as he pulled out one of the diapers, slowly unfolding it.

With alarm, Joshua realized the baby-patterned diaper was enormous... Or rather, it was exactly his size. It was a baby diaper by all appearances, but it was sized for a grown man. Holding it up, his mind slowly ticking along, Josh gave his wife a look of disbelief.

She couldn't mean...

"Yes, that's right," Joanna said, smirking. "I expect you to wear that. You agreed to try 'anything' to help with fixing our relationship. Well, this is what I want you to try."

"Jo, you can't be serious," Joshua said, incredulously. "This is crazy."

"Then don't do it," Joanna said, shrugging. "I'm not forcing you. I've told you this is what I want you to agree to for me to stay. I have my other suitcase packed for a reason."

Joshua gulped.

"I was sure you wouldn't be able to show any real commitment to our marriage."

Looking over the diapers, Joshua's mind raced as he considered his options. He could never let Joanna go... but here she was, about to walk out. To stop her, he'd have to go along with this crazy plan. It was too much, too weird, and Joshua wanted to tell her to get the fuck out and take her bullshit suitcase with her - but he knew there was a good chance if he said that she'd really listen.

Sighing, Joshua finally nodded, his voice barely a whisper.

"Okay."

"What was that?"

"I said, okay," Joshua repeated, blushing. "I'll, I'll do it."

Joanna beamed, pushing the adult suitcase away and taking the diaper out of Josh's trembling hand.

"I'm so glad to hear that! Now, lay down, so I can put a diaper on you, while I explain all the rules of our new arrangement."

Josh gulped and swallowed, laying down on the floor. His wife unzipped his trousers and slid them down, his underwear soon following suit. Normally his cock would have been springing to attention instantly, awaiting the feeling of her soft lips wrapped around his shaft, or her tender touch on his balls. Instead, right now it was completely flaccid, dangling down slightly as Joanna lifted his backside with surprising strength.

As his rear landed on the soft padding, Joanna began to speak.

"Now, rule one. You wear diapers at all times. You use them at all times. You do not ever use the bathroom without my permission - if you need to poop, or pee, you use your diapers. Do you understand?"

Joshua cringed at the thought of using his diaper at all, and his face was bright red and hot at the idea of it, how humiliating it would be to ask his wife's permission to use the restroom. But he nodded, reluctantly. Perhaps she'd forget about all this in less than a day and he'd never have to use it at all?

The diaper was brought up between his legs as Joanna continued.

"Rule two. I'm not your wife anymore. I'm your Mommy. Okay? No more using my first name either. Just 'Mommy', got that?"

Josh nodded again, but Joanna gave him a pointed look.

"I asked if you understood, Josh."

"...Yes, Mommy," Joshua said, feeling he might sink into the ground and disappear, shame engulfing him completely.

"Rule three," Joanna continued, satisfied with his response and starting to tape up one side of the crinkly diaper. "You do as Mommy says, at all times. You go to bed when Mommy tells you, you obey Mommy, and if you don't, you'll be punished."

Joanna smoothed the front of the diaper out and taped the other side up, looking down at her handiwork with a smile. Joshua's face was flushed pink as he looked up at her, following her gaze down between his legs to the diaper he knew was there, because he could feel it, thick and crinkly and patterned. He whimpered, seeing it covering his manhood, hiding it with layers of thick padding that he could already tell would make him waddle.

Seeing his gaze, Joanna chuckled.

"Oh, rule four - no playing with yourself. In fact, no sex- no 'grown up time' of any sort unless Mommy says so."

Joshua pouted, looking like an overgrown toddler in his rumpled t-shirt and thick baby diaper. It soooo wasn't fair she was treating him this way. He sat up, trying not to blush even more as he felt the thick padding shift as he moved, the cottony softness honestly very comfortable, and the loud crinkling humiliating him further with every tiny motion.

"Grumpy, baby boy?" Joanna teased, pinching his cheek. "Well, rule five - you can make this stop at any time. But when you do, know that will be the end of us. I'll walk out the door and never come back. So I suggest you try and follow the other rules first, okay?"

Swallowing, Josh nodded. Yes, of course it was 'okay'. It wasn't like he had any other choice, after all.

"Now, let's get the big baby properly dressed up, hm?" she cooed, squeezing his cheeks.

Joshua blushed, looking away with impotent anger as Joanna smiled, rifling through the suitcase. Eventually she pulled out a green t-shirt with a picture of toddler's TV character on. It was definitely not something Joshua would have chosen to wear normally, but it wasn't too bad. Someone who didn't know him well might think he was being ironic.

Joanna made him lift his arms, easing his old, grey shirt off, and pulling the new one down. It felt... nice, in a strange way, to have her dress him. Joshua couldn't help but mumble a 'thank you' afterwards, quickly appending 'Mommy' to it once he saw Joanna's look.

"Now, sit on your knees and lift up your shirt so your diaper shows," Joanna said, standing up.

Joshua obeyed, blushing, not sure what she wanted from him, but doing it anyway. When he saw her camera phone, he whimpered, opening his mouth to protest.

"Jo- Mommy, you can't!" he pleaded, having no idea who she was going to show the photo to, but terrified anyway... If his friends at work saw him like this... Oh god.

"You're so right, baby," Joanna replied, unusually chipper. "I can't... not without accessorizing!"

Before Joshua could protest, a big, baby blue pacifier was shoved into his mouth. He suckled, frowning hard, as Joanna stepped back. The camera light flashed, and then flashed again, as she took a photograph of him looking up at her cutely, a pacifier in his mouth and a thick crinkly diaper between his legs.

"Awwww, such a cute picture!" Joanna gushed, grinning as she rapidly typed something on her phone.

"...Mommy, where are you sending that?" Joshua asked, whimpering around the pacifier. "Mommy?"

Joanna just laughed as she read messages that were coming in from her phone, before sliding it back into her pocket

“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. Let’s watch some tv, hm?”

***

Other than the diaper, it was a fairly normal evening from then on. Every so often Joanna slid her hand down and patted his bottom while the two of them were snuggling, and Joshua would break out into a fresh blush, reminded of the thick diaper he was wearing. Joanna also kept pushing the pacifier back into his mouth, and Joshua learned to be quiet, suckling softly, his cheeks flushing with shame.

He couldn’t believe this was happening to him. He’d always been a normal, slightly exuberant guy, but now his wife had decided she was his Mommy, and he was her diapered baby boy.

After a few hours, he felt his stomach rumbling.

“Aw, does Mommy’s widdle guy need nommies?” she asked, cooing as she patted his backside. “How about we order something from our favorite restaurant?”

Joshua agreed, nodding instantly, and Joanna got up off of the couch to go and ring them. Joshua was a little surprised she hadn't asked him to cook for them both, but he guessed that babies probably weren't allowed to cook.

"Hey, can I get a chicken tikka..." Joanna's voice trailed off as she walked around the corner. Still feeling the effects of his hangover, Joshua slumped back onto the sofa, sleepily... he would just take a quick... rest...

Joshua was awakened by the sound of the doorbell ringing. He jumped up without even thinking, before looking down and seeing his bare legs - and then remembering his plight, feeling the cushion-y padding between them. Blushing, he made to sit back down, but Joanna called down the stairs to him before he could do so.

"Honey, could you get that? I'm using the bathroom..."

Swallowing, Joshua looked down at himself. It was obvious Joanna had planned this, and he felt shame at just the thought of another human being seeing him in his crinkly pampers. He briefly weighed up his options - he definitely didn't have time to find his pants, answer the door, come back and then pull them off and hide them again. Tugging at the diaper, he wondered if it was less embarrassing to answer the door naked, or in what looked like a giant pampers.

The door bell rang again, more insistently this time, and Joshua jumped, knowing he had no more time to make a decision.

With trembling fingers, he grabbed the door handle and opened it. The cool air on his bare legs made him shiver, but he smiled at the delivery girl anyway, trying to keep her eyes from drifting downwards.

He failed, almost immediately.

"Hey, your curry is- Oh my god! Man, what are you wearing?" the girl asked, unable to stop herself from laughing loudly.

Not answering, Joshua looked at the floor, shameful tears filling his eyes once more. Ordinarily he might have imagined the girl in front of him would think he was attractive, handsome. Maybe he'd even have flirted harmlessly with her a little. But now he felt like a shamed toddler caught wearing diapers at daycare, and all he could do was stare at his bare feet.

"Oh Joshie, what's the matter with you?" a voice came from behind him, and he stiffened, squeezing his eyes shut as he heard his wife approaching. "Sorry, he's not normally so shy."

"Shy? Dressed like that?" the young woman chuckled again, handing over the bag of food. "$28, please."

"Well, he didn't dress himself, obviously," Joanna replied. "His Mommy did."

Joshua felt like his whole face was on fire from how red it was turning. The delivery girl chortled again, looking him up and down with apparent satisfaction.

"I've got to take a picture, can I?" she said, pulling out her phone. "For my friends, they'll never believe me."

"No!" Joshua replied, whimpering, and then gasping in shock as his wife - his Mommy - swatted him on the bare back of his upper thigh.

"Joshua, the grown-ups are talking!" Joanna scowled at him, before smiling politely at the woman in front of them. "Anyway, of course! I'd be happy to let you do that."

Joanna put one arm around Joshua's waist, posing him slightly as he looked at the ground, ashamed and looking away.

"Look at the camera, sweetie!" Joanna insisted, and he did so, pouting and red-faced, but unable to do or say anything to stop it.

The girl holding the phone paused, clicked, and then beamed.

"Awesome, got it, thanks!" she said. "Here's your food!"

She handed the bag over to Joanna, who passed it to Joshua. Meanwhile Joshua himself could still feel himself reeling from that encounter. His mind raced with images of where that image could end up, feeling the control of the situation slipping rapidly through his fingers, knowing now this whole thing had already gone too far for him to really come back from.

"Joshua, sweetie, go put that in the kitchen," his Mommy ordered, distractedly as she peered at the photo her new friend had taken. "Oh my, you really have to send that to me! My phone number is..."

The sounds of the two women laughing and talking about him were muffled as he walked into the spacious kitchen. Doing a double-take, he realized something had changed, and looking again, he instantly saw what it was.

One of the chairs had had some kind of booster seat attached to it, and two connecting pieces on either side that, he worked out, would allow the plastic tray on the table to slide into place, locking an adult in as they ate. It was essentially a high chair for someone his size, and he blushed as he realized that.

Joanna had been really serious about this after all... Remembering his earlier promise, Joshua gulped. Maybe this wouldn't be over in a day or two, after all.

"What's this?" he demanded, when Joanna walked in.

"I'm sorry?" Joanna replied, frowning. "Is somebody being a little brat? Do you need me to turn your backside pink?"

"No, Mommy," Joshua replied, hurriedly. "I'm just... curious. Why is it here?"

"It's a highchair for you, silly!" Joanna said, shaking her head as if she couldn't believe he'd just asked such a ludicrous question. "Now come on, get in so Mommy can feed you."

Joshua felt furious. It was one thing to put him in diapers when they were in private, and even to let a stranger see him in them, briefly. But to parade him around and let somebody else take a photo of him, in this embarrassing state, barely a man.. .And then tell him he had to climb into a highchair so 'Mommy' could feed him... Joshua let his face show his anger.

"No! I won't! I don't want to!" he insisted, trying to keep his voice stern, hoping he didn't sound like a little boy, but afraid (with good reason) that he was failing. "You can't make me."

"Oh, can't I?" Joann said, looking equally irritated. "I think as your Mommy, I definitely can."


"You're not my Mommy! You're my wife, stop thi-"

Joshua shrieked as he felt the wooden spoon come down hard on the back of his thigh, leaving a bright red imprint. The shock brought tears to his eyes, and he stared at Joanna with a gaping, open mouth as all his machismo and anger flooded away.

"Now listen to me, Josh," Joanna said, angrily, advancing on him. "You agreed to this. After letting me down over, and over, and over, this was the last straw. And you had the chance to walk away. But you chose not to."

"But, but-"

“No buts! Stop making excuses young man! I’ve had it up to here with your attitude, and the only reason I’m even still here is because I think maybe if I treat you like the little boy you so obviously actually are, you’ll learn a little respect.”

Joshua sagged, pouting. It still wasn’t fair.

“I hope we’re clear,” his Mommy growled. “Now bend over the counter.”

“M-mommy, please, no,” Josh said, whining. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

If she wanted him to act like a baby, maybe if he played along she’d take pity on him and not punish him?

“NOW, Joshua!”

Eeping at Joanna’s loud tone of voice, Joshua scrambled to bend over the kitchen counter, his rump sticking right out. He felt the diaper being pulled down and off, something that he thought he would make his heart leap with joy… but now he just felt terrified, dreading the spanking he knew was coming.

"Please, Mommy, you don't need to-"

The spoon whistled through the air before coming down with a SMACK on his backside. Joshua yelped in pain, trying to reach back to rub the sore spot, but Mommy's spoon whacked at his fingers, making them retreat rapidly, whimpering.

Mommy continued, bringing her spoon down again, and then again, the air filling with the sound of loud swats, Joshua gasping and trembling in pain. His rump stung and so did his eyes, tears starting to drip out onto his cheeks. As Mommy gave a particularly hard swat, Joshua cried out in pain, and then started howling, sobbing helplessly as he took his punishment.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" he cried, fat, guilty tears flowing down his cheeks. "I'm sorry I was bad, Mommy!"

Seemingly ignoring his words, Joanna swallowed, steeling herself, before she smacked his rump some more, seeing him shudder and sob as his backside began to grow pinker and pinker.

"Why are you sorry, Joshua?" she asked, as she lined up another smack.

"Because I- OWWW! - because I was n-naughty and never -OUCH!- never did the stuff I p-promised?" Joshua whimpered, crying as Joanna's spoon hit him right across the sweet spot.

"You hurt Mommy's feelings,"  Joanna said, plaintively. "You embarrassed Mommy -WHACK!- and completely blew off all the commitments we made together as a couple!"

"I'm s-sorry!" Joshua cried, shaking. "I'm so so so so sorry!"

He meant it. How could he have been so selfish to his own wife? Tears filled his eyes, this time of humility and shame. Had she been holding onto these feelings of resentment long? How long had she suffered because of him.

“Are you really sorry?” she asked, pausing, her voice slightly strained as if it was full of emotion.

“J- Mommy, I promise. A real genuine promise. I’m really truly sorry,” Joshua sniffled. “And if this is what it takes to make it up to you… I accept it. I might not always like it, but… I just want you to know how much I love and appreciate you.”

Joanna seemed to sniffle herself, then - but then she WHACKed Joshua’s backside once more, making him yelp with pain.

“I’m glad to hear it, baby boy. But don’t think your punishment is over just because you’re sorry!”

“I know, Mommy,” Joshua replied, forlornly, sniffling. “A-and I’m prepared to take the punishment…”

Joanna responded only with another hard swat to his rump.

Over the next few minutes, something strange started to happen as he was spanked. The swats still stang horribly, and occasionally he gasped and tried to squirm away from the pain of a smack that hit too hard, but the tenderness was palpable as Joanna stroked his lower back, soothing his stinging bottom with caresses between every other swat.

Each smack sent a jolt, straight between his legs, and with some humiliation he realised that his cock was starting to rise to attention from the spanking. Why was this turning him on? He was supposed to be the big strong man, but instead he found himself rock hard as his wife bent him over the table and spanked his rear end raw.

He felt so… naughty. Like a bad little baby boy. He couldn’t help but let out a little moan at a more gentle slap, biting his lip shyly. He was almost disappointed as the spanking came to an end and Joanna kissed the back of his neck.

“All done, Joshie,” she said, pulling the back of his diaper up over his rump. She tried to pull it over the front, and then paused, finding his cock standing erect and in the way. She said nothing, but gently helped it into the diaper, eliciting a soft whimper from Joshua as she helped him stand up, his rear end smarting.

“What happened to your diaper, baby?” Joanna asked, with faux surprise.

Blushing, Josh looked down at himself. The padding of his crotch was tented outwards with his hardness, swollen and aching in his diaper. It looked as uncomfortable as it was.

“I don’t know, Mommy,” he fibbed, shyly. “I just got really really excited…”

“Awww, sweetie,” Joanna smirked, rubbing his hardness through the diaper, eliciting a pleased gasp. “Do you want Mommy to make baby feel good? And help that diapee fit again?”

Joshua moaned in pleasure, nodding vigorously in response.

“Y-yes please, Mommy,” he moaned, rocking his hips, pressing his cock against her palm through the diaper.

Joanna chuckled, stroking gently up and down through the crinkly diaper, feeling his hardness throbbing and pushing against the thick plastic. He moaned in pleasure, gritting his teeth as his hips rocked.

“Mommy, why does it feel so good?” he gasped, getting into the role.

“Because it’s a special grown-up big boy feeling, sweetie,” his Mommy cooed, her hand grasping the shape of his erection through the padding. “Only for good boys, like you?”

She rubbed up and down quickly, precum leaking into the absorbent inside of the diaper, his hips pushing hard against her hand as he moaned vulnerably. He loved it, loved how his Mommy was making him feel good, loved how he was so under her control. He humped her hand, grinding against the diaper like a desperate puppy dog, even whimpering like one, biting his lip, the pleasure building and building.

“Baby wanna make stickies?” Mommy asked, smiling as she rubbed harder, the sound of crinkling plastic filling the air. “You have to ask nicely, little one!”

“Please Mommy,” Joshua moaned loudly. “Let baby make stickies, pwease can baby make stickies in his pampers?”

He knew he wouldn’t be able to hold it back for much longer anyway, the kinky excitement of being in a diaper and grinding against it exciting him more than he thought possible. He panted, grinded, needy and desperate, his eyes pleading with her for an orgasm only his Mommy could allow…

“Awww… Of course, sweetie,” Mommy said, wrapping her hand hard around his member through the diaper. “Come on, make stickies, make stickies in your diaper for Mommy!”

Joshua grunted, huffing and rocking his hips, pushing himself more eagerly and frantically against her palm through the diaper, until, suddenly…

“OH! MOMMY!” he gasped as he came, pushing himself hard against her.

He moaned, eyes rolling back as his hips rocked lanquidly, spurt after spurt of cum soaking into the diaper as his hard cock rubbed against the soft padding of the inside of the diaper. He could feel himself throbbing and knew his Mommy could feel it too, squeezing it through the padding as he drained his balls straight into his diapers.

“Gooood boy,” Mommy said, as she slowly removed her hand, feeling his orgasm ebbing. “Such a big mess in your diaper!”

“Uh… huh…” Joshua said, panting. “I need a change, J- Mommy.”

“Not yet, sweetie. You need dinner first.”

Joshua sighed, but didn’t complain - climbing up into his ‘high chair’ and awaiting his dinner, tummy rumbling and diaper crinkling and sticky inside.

It was going to be an interesting few weeks…

End?

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 2

That night, Joanna had strapped Josh into the semi high chair and served him curry. Not his favorite, a spicy, exotic tasting dish, but a mild, creamy, coconut-flavored sauce, with no meat.

"Jo- I mean, Mommy," Joshua had whimpered. "There's no chicken in it..."

"Mmmhmm," Joanna had said as she spooned some out of the bowl. "It's just like baby food for my little baby!"

Then, before he could protest, Josh's Mommy was spooning the warm, thick liquid into his mouth. He blushed as she cooed at him, swooping the spoon through the air like an airplane. He knew how he looked, with a thick, poofy diaper on his backside, being fed slippery mush by his 'Mommy'.

"Who's Mommy's good boy, hm?" she asked, and Josh's face went bright pink. "Who is it?"

"M-me..." Joshua replied, shyly. "I'm the good boy?"

Joanna seemed pleased by that. She kissed his forehead as she finished feeding him the last spoonful, leaning down to wipe his messy face with a paper napkin, her blouse parting slightly as she did so to expose her round, full breasts.

With dinner over, Joanna led her bashful little boy upstairs, teasing him about the sound of his diaper rustling. He hoped she might change him out of the sticky diaper he’d been in for a while, but she insisted he stay in the diaper for now.

“It can come off when it’s really used, baby boy,” she said, and Joshua whimpered, hoping she wasn’t serious.

Joshua was apparently going to be sleeping in his diaper and t-shirt, but Joanna stood up off of the bed, slowly stripping off her clothes to get ready for bed. As Joshua watched his wife’s ample figure being slowly revealed, he felt his cock stirring once more. At least one part of him was still a real man…

He licked his lips as he watched her slide off her stockings, her skirt slowly slithering to the floor. Joanna caught him staring and raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“Does my little man like to watch Mommy undress?” she teased.

“Yes, Mommy,” Josh agreed, blushing. “...It makes me feel funny.”

“Oh? Funny how?” Joanna asked, as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, her full bust coming into view, button by button, revealing her bosom barely contained by her white bra.

“It makes my peepee hard, Mommy,” Josh said, embarrassed at how he was talking, but strangely aroused, too. It made him feel vulnerable and childlike, while Joanna was powerful, seductive, in control.

“Oh, it does, does it?” Joanna asked, as she unhooked her bra, letting that fall to the ground too. “Well, if it makes you so excited to see Mommy naked, how about we play a special big boy game together?”

Joshua nodded so hard he worried his head would fall off, his mouth hanging open foolishly as his eyes focused on Joanna’s panties as they were slowly slid off, her perfect plump peach between her thighs coming into view.

“What kind of game, Mommy,” he whispered, as she sat naked on the bed beside him.

“Mommy wants you to give her kisses, sweetie,” Joanna said, with an almost maternal smile.

Joshua wriggled forwards on the bed, his diaper crinkling, as he kissed Joanna gently but earnestly on the lips, grinning as he pulled away. The heat and tension in the room had increased, but he was enjoying the foreplay now, drawing it out as his Mommy shifted her legs apart wider.

“Oh, no, sweetie, Mommy meant a special kiss… Down here,” Joanna smiled, her own face slightly flushed, using her fingers to spread her folds and show off he pinkness nestled between them.

Joshua clambered between her thighs, leaning down. He took a deep whiff of her feminine scent, whimpering as it filled him with lust, his cock now achingly hard as it was trapped in the confines of the diaper. He leaned forwards, pressing his lips against Joanna’s slit, and she gasped happily.

“Good boy, good boy,” she muttered, stroking his hair.

“This seems naughty, Mommy,” Joshua said, in a cute voice, and Joanna moaned softly at the sight of her diapered husband saying those words.

“Well… maybe you’re my naughty boy then, hm?”

Joshua considered that, licking his glazed lips, and then grinned before he slowly made his way back down between Joanna’s thighs.

“I like being your naughty boy, Mommy,” he told her, between gentle, exploratory licks between her folds.

“Ohhh, gosh, I know, baby,” Joanna moaned, spreading her legs as wide as possible.

Joshua licked slowly at first, his tongue lingering on her outer lips, teasing as he moved slowly inwards, feeling Joanna tense in anticipation and then moan in disappointment as his tongue flicked for only a moment between her folds. He continued that for a while, his teasing getting closer and closer together, until his tongue gently slid up and down between her soft pinkness, enjoying the taste of her pussy.

“Ooohh, you’re making Mommy feel so good, my little diaper baby,” Joanna huffed, her hips rocking slightly as Joshua’s tongue split her folds over and over, rolling casually over her clit and making her whimper for more.

“Mmmm,” Josh moaned too, sending vibrations between Joanna’s legs that made her gasp and shudder.

His lips nudged and teased her clit, while his tongue lapped oh-so-gently at her entrance, tracing her folds over and over, coaxing whimpers and gasps and squirms from her feminine body. Josh could feel her heartbeat thumping in her stiff nub, could tell she was needy, desperate, begging for him to bring her over the edge.

His own hips pushed too, against the diaper, trying to grind against something that moved with him. Joshua whimpered frustratedly, his hard cock throbbing pointlessly in its padded prison, unable to do anything to stimulate himself properly. He was so overcome with lust, so desperate, and he began to pour all that energy into eating Joanna’s pussy.

“OHHH! BABY!” Joanna cried, eyes flying open as she felt Joshua’s renewed burst of energy.

He was like an animal, licking sucking, devouring the deliciousness between her legs as if he were trapped in the desert and her sweet cunny was a fragrant oasis. Joanna moaned and bucked against him, burying her fingers in his hair as his tongue seemed to hit all her sweet spots at once, firmly running against her clit again and again, swiping her g-spot briefly, a full-on oral assault as she tensed and pushed her groin hard against Joshua’s face, her baby-husband, eating her out in a thick, crinkling diaper.

Joanna gasped as she came, trembling, a gush of juice hitting Joshua’s tongue that he eagerly lapped up. His tongue stroked her clitoris over and over as he felt it throb, Joanna pushing eagerly, desperately against his mouth, losing her mind with pleasure as he took her over the peak and then some, her body shaking with the sheer overwhelming feeling of her orgasm.

When the waves of pleasure finally subsided, Joanna trembled, leading Joshua up to cuddle her in the afterglow. Panting and satisfied, she kissed his sticky lips, patting the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness there.

Joshua whined, looking at her pleadingly as she vaguely groped the shape of his cock through the padding.

“What is it, sweetie?” she asked, breathlessly.

“Can baby cum too, please, please Mommy?”

“Hmmm,” Joanna paused, seeming to be considering it. Her hand grasped Joshua’s shaft loosely through the diaper, and she stroked gently up and down, feeling him push his hips hard against the light stimulation, groaning.

“...No, I don’t think so,” she said, letting go, as Josh sagged in disappointment. “You already had a big boy treat for today. Mommy doesn’t want you to get spoiled.”

Joshua pouted like the big baby he was, sitting in their marriage bed and dressed in a thick diaper that barely contained his straining erection.

“But-”

“Don’t argue with Mommy, sweetie,” Joanna chided. “Or you’ll be getting another spanking. You don’t want that, do you?”

Dejected, Josh sighed and shook his head. “No, Mommy.”

“That’s a good boy,” Joanna said, kissing his cheek. “Now, let’s both try and get some sleep…”

She lifted the covers, shuffling them over them both. Joshua slid down, resting his head between her breasts, an infantile but comforting position as he clung tight to his ‘Mommy’.

“You know,” he whispered. “I thought you might have replaced the bed with a giant crib when I came up here at first…”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Joanna replied, sleepily. “I couldn’t possibly afford...nmm… a crib AND a stroller.”

Joshua laughed slightly at that, assuming she was joking. It didn’t take long at all for them both to fall asleep - Joanna completely nude, and Joshua in his poofy white diaper and t-shirt.

***

Joshua woke up at around 3am, a familiar pressure in his bladder rousing him from his sleep. He groaned, moving to roll out of bed, when he remembered the diaper, crinkling loudly as he moved. He blushed - how could have he have forgotten it? It was so thick, encasing his cock and rear in thick plastic and padding.

Biting his lip, Joshua shifted again to try and get up and go to the bathroom, wincing as the bedroom filled with the noises of rustling plastic. Maybe he could just sneak out and back in without Joanna noticing.

“Mm… Baby?”

So much for that plan, Joshua thought, sighing.

“Where are you going?” Joanna asked, yawning as she sat up in bed. “You’re not trying to use the bathroom, are you, baby?”

Joshua looked at the floor, saying nothing.

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, smirking. “Someone really was being a naughty boy. Come back to bed, sweetie.”

“Joanna-”

“Mommy, remember?”

“...Mommy, I, I can’t do it. It’s too embarrassing,” Joshua whined, pouting. “Please don’t make me, Mommy.”

Joanna shook her head, patting the bed beside her and inviting Joshua back into it. Reluctantly, he got on his hands and knees, crawling towards her with his diapered bottom sticking in the air. She rolled him into her arms, sliding a hand down and gently patting the white front of his diaper.

“It’s okay, sweetie, that’s what the diapers are there for. You’re my baby boy now, so you’ll have to get used to using your pampers.”

“But, but,” Joshua tried to protest, but Joanna’s arm had snaked around his waist, holding him in bed as he squirmed slightly, feeling the discomfort of holding his urine for several hours.

“Shh, no buts, sweetie. Remember you’re just Mommy’s little baby now, and little babies use their diapers without reservation.”

Joshua opened his mouth to protest, but one withering look from Joanna’s direction made him shut it again. It was obvious the only way this would end was with him wetting his diaper - or getting another spanking. His rear still smarting from the last time, Josh pouted, closing his eyes and focusing hard.

It was tricky to overcome years of potty-training, instincts screaming at him that he was still clothed, that he needed to get to a toilet instead of emptying his bladder in his underwear. But after several seconds of pushing, he felt the first tiniest trickle start to run out.

“A-ahh…” he sighed, his body going limp as he wet himself for the first time in over a decade.

Urine flowed out into the diaper, being quickly absorbed by the thick white padding. Joshua blushed as he felt it growing soaked and heavy with his own pee, the wet warmth against his skin feeling alien and odd but not disgusting.

Joanna also felt him wetting through the front of the diaper, and she rubbed it gently as the light yellow color spread out, leaving the padding sodden and well-used.

“That’s my good little baby boy,” she cooed, kissing his cheek. “Fill your diapers for Mommy.”

Joshua whimpered, but nodded, continuing to wet. Slowly but surely, the flow ended, and his diaper now felt significantly heavier and bulkier. Joshua pulled his legs together, realizing the soaked undergarment now kept his legs apart - if he were walking, he’d be forced to waddle like a toddler to get anyway.

“Such a little baby,” Joanna teased, snuggling back down under the covers. “Well, goodnight little one. You have a big day tomorrow…”

“W-wait… You’re not going to change me?” Joshua asked, pouting. He wanted out of this soaked diaper right now - he wasn’t a baby!

“Joshie, little babies don’t ask for changes, they get changed when their Mommies decide,” Joanna murmured, exasperated. “So go to sleep, and if you’re good, Mommy will change you when we get up, okay?”

Frowning as he wriggled back down under the covers, Joshua wasn’t entirely sure he’d be able to sleep like this, with the constant warm wetness against his crotch and rump, his legs pushed apart slightly by the diaper itself. But as he lay there with Joanna, he actually began to find the warmness of his used diaper… comfortable. It was almost a turn on, and he felt his penis throb slightly, although it didn’t stiffen.

Tired because of the hour, Joshua yawned, closing his eyes, and soon, to his surprise, falling asleep once more.

***

Joshua woke with a start once more, but this time it was because Joanna was untaping his diaper.

“Good morning, little man,” she cooed, smiling at him as she pulled the wet diaper away.

Joshua smiled, and then blushed, feeling his morning hardness throbbing in the cooler air. His mild excitement from last night had flourished into a full-blown erection, and Joanna raised an eyebrow as she looked down at it.

“Looks like someone’s enjoying their diapers, hmm?” Joanna cooed, grabbing a wipe.

Joshua blushed at her comment, opening his mouth to protest - but as he did, the wipe was run across his hot, wet skin, and he gasped.

“C-cold!”

“Awww, I’m sorry baby, it’ll be over soon,” Joanna replied, delicately wiping his erection.

Josh had hoped he might get another ‘big boy treat’ when he felt Joanna’s hand closing around his hard cock, but she just wiped it clean, the cool wipes softening it slightly.

“Bottom up,” she ordered, and Josh groggily complied.

The wet diaper was removed, and Joanna slid a fresh new one under Joshua’s rump, quickly taping it up while his erection was waning. She patted the plastic gently, smiling at her baby’s diapered state.

“All done, sweetie!” she said, as she stood up to look through his closet.

As she walked away, Josh frowned - now he was more awake, he was thinking about work. What would people say if they found out?

Joshua worried Joanna would bring out some ridiculous outfit for him to wear, but to his relief, she brought out his usual suit and tie - although she insisted on dressing him herself, right down to tying the tie. It was embarrassing, but Josh endured it, smiling bashfully. It was almost nice, having somebody take care of him.

He stood up and went to look at himself in the mirror, frowning at the audible crinkling from under his clothes.

“I hope nobody notices I’m wearing this,” he mumbled, looking down at his crotch. “Do you think it’s obvious?”

“No,” Joanna replied, picking out her own clothes. “But they’ll know anyway. I’m going to call ahead and tell them about our new arrangement.”

Joshua’s eyes bugged out comedically as he heard that, and he whipped around to make sure Joanna had really said what he hoped he had only imagined.

“Y-you can’t!” he finally spluttered. “Please!”

"Oh, I can't, really?" Joanna said, looking vaguely annoyed. "I think you'll find that little babies in diapers don't get to decide what their Mommies can and can't do."

"Please, Joanna," Joshua replied, breaking role in his panic. "I can't, you can't do that, it'll ruin me, I'll be a laughing stock."

Joanna's face became stern and grim. She looked at Joshua for one, two, three seconds, and then sighed heavily, sounding irritated beyond belief.

"Joshua," she said, in a voice as cold as ice. "You agreed to this, remember?"

Gulping, Joshua looked frantically around the room, hoping to think of some way to make Joanna change her mind. She wouldn't really do that, would she? Expose him... expose this, to all his co-workers? He could feel himself breaking out into a cold sweat, his face flushed with pre-emptive embarrassment.

"I, I can't let you," he insisted, whimpering. "I'm sorry, Jo, but I have to put my foot down."

Joanna was silent for a moment.

"...It's 'Mommy' to you, baby," she murmured, stepping forwards.

"Please, Jo, this is hardly the- AH!"

Joanna had wrenched his arm behind his back, paralysing him with shock as she shoved him over her dresser, sending a few pieces of jewelry flying. Josh whimpered, wriggling underneath her as she began to undo his trousers, letting them fall to the ground before she patted his bottom.

He squirmed again, trying to get away. He wasn't sure if she'd suddenly become very strong, or if she just got him at a opportune angle, but whatever it was, he was pinned against the dresser now, bent over, rump raised.

"Joshie, you're being a very naughty little boy, aren't you?"

Heart pounding in his head, Josh felt so flustered, so weak, so childish. He wasn't sure what to say, so he just whined, stomping a foot like the child Joanna clearly saw him as.

"Lemme go!" he cried, and Joanna smacked his bare upper thigh, provoking another shriek from him.

"No, no, no," Joanna said, sighing. "Not until you've learned your lesson. I didn't think I'd have to remind you again so soon of who's in charge, but it seems like you keep forgetting who your Mommy is, don't you?"

Josh whimpered, eyes filling with tears, knowing what was about to come, and dreading it. He saw Joanna slide her wooden hairbrush off of the dresser, and felt his diaper being tugged down, exposing his backside.

"Please, Jo-"

His words were interrupted by a ringing, cracking sound as the brush came down hard on his backside. He howled, squeezing his eyes shut as the pain ran right through him.

Joanna lifted the brush again, smacking his backside again, and then again. Joshua moaned through gritted teeth, tensing his buttocks to endure the pain of the smacks, gasping loudly as another came down in the same spot, leaving it red and glowing. Joshua cried helplessly, feeling completely submissive, his protests and adult arguments knocked out of him by Joanna’s hairbrush swatting his backside over and over.

“Please, Mommy, stop!” he pleaded, slipping deep into a childlike headspace, where he was a naughty boy being spanked by his Mommy.

But although that slowed Joanna for a moment, he soon felt another hard swat on his backside. It was clear the spanking would end when ‘Mommy’ decided, not baby.

“Be quiet, you little brat,” Joanna grumbled, bringing the brush down hard on his upper thighs. “You need to learn your place!”

“I will, I will, I’m sorry Mommy!” Joshua bawled, crying like the big toddler he was as his backside grew redder and redder. “I’ll be a good boy, I promise!”

Joanna didn’t respond, thwacking him again and again, making him yelp, and cry, begging for the spanking to stop. Eventually, his crying slowed, and so did the smacks, coming less and less frequently until he finally felt his diaper being tugged back up, Mommy releasing him from his awkward position.

He tentatively stood up, glancing at Joanna uncertainly.

“Well? Are you going to behave now?” she asked, frowning. “I don’t like to punish you, but when you’re being so naughty…”

Joshua sobbed a little, nodding, feeling every bit the chastised little toddler he looked, rump glowing red from a spanking and a thick diaper covering it up. He reached towards Joanna for a cuddle, and she obliged, rubbing his back soothingly.

“I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m sorry,” Joshua moaned, sniffling. “I’ll be a good boy from now on, you won’t have to punish me again.”

And, unseen to him, Joanna smiled over his shoulder, knowing he meant it.

***

On the way to work, Joshua tried to stay distracted, but as soon as he arrived at work, he froze, knowing that by now Joanna would have called ahead and told them exactly what was going on with him. He flinched internally thinking about it - what kind of man lets his wife put him into diapers and treat him like a baby?

Finally, sighing, Joshua walked into work. He heard the whispers and giggles as soon as he walked in the door, but he tried to ignore them, walking towards his cubicle with his head held high, pretending not to notice the way the diaper crinkled loudly behind him.

“Josh?”

One of his bosses, Emma, poked her head out of her office and smiled at him.

“Could you join us in here for a little chat?”

Josh could only nod helplessly, his false bravado melting away in an instant as he walked into Emma’s office. His other boss, Derek, was also there, along with Emma’s new mousy-haired assistant, Paula.

“Take a seat, Joshua,” Derek said, smirking, as if at some untold joke. “And let’s talk.”

Numbly, Josh sat down, feeling his face burning with embarrassment. His bottom crinkled as he sat, and he smiled shyly at Emma.

“Coffee, Joshie?” she asked, and when he nodded, she gestured to Paula, who rushed off to the coffee maker.

“So, your wife called today,” Derek began, reading over a folder.

Joshua’s blood ran cold, even though he’d known this was coming. He was waiting for them to laugh, to fire him immediately. Why oh why did Mom- did Joanna have to get his work involved?

“A-and?” Joshua said, after some time.

“Josh, we’re now all aware of your… situation,” Emma began, diplomatically. “And we’re going to be supporting your wife’s decision to keep you in diapers until such time as she deems it suitable for you to ‘grow up’ and stop being her baby.”

Josh shriveled as she said those words, utterly humiliated. This was ridiculous! Were they really serious? Paula handing him his coffee, broke his focus, and then once he looked, he found himself blushing again.

Instead of a steaming cup of dark coffee with just a splash of cream, he had something light brown and milky, so milky it didn’t even burn his hands to touch the baby bottle it was held in. Joshua looked inquiringly up at Paula, and she just smiled.

“Drink up, baby,” she cooed. “I’m told this meeting might take a little while!”

Joshua pouted defiantly for a few seconds, about to demand his normal coffee, when a twinge of fear snuck in. Would he get another spanking for refusing? Hesitantly, he lifted the bottle’s nipple to his lips, suckling curiously.

The liquid that flowed into his mouth was warm, milky and overly sweet, but it was still coffee. Joshua felt his face turning pink as noisy suckling sounds filled the air, but he turned to look at Emma and Derek, showing them he was listening.

“We’ll be bringing in a new nurse to help you change,” Derek said. “And, other things…”

Emma and Derek looked at each other with amusement, but neither of them said anything further on the topic.

“For now, Paula will be in charge of checking and changing you,” Emma told him, smiling. “So you’ll get to know her very well over the next few days.”

The bottle nipple still in his mouth, Joshua whimpered as he looked over at Paula, who was also smiling brightly. Slowly, he stopped drinking the coffee, frowning.

“Guys… I…. come on. You don’t really have to do this, do you?”

“I’m afraid we must insist, yes,” Emma told him, frowning. “Of course if these new rules for you are… too much… we’d be happy to provide a reference to help you seek employment elsewhere. A very detailed reference…”

Joshua’s heart sank. He wasn’t sure exactly what Joanna had told Emma, but it was obvious that the two girls were sticking together. There would be nothing he could say to change the situation. Briefly, he toyed with the idea of quitting, but then he thought about the idea of being Joanna’s stay-at-home baby for the rest of his life… If this was humiliating, he had no idea how far she might take it if he was there all day.

“...Okay,” he finally said, in a tiny voice. “Is that all?”

Derek and Emma glanced at each other once more.

“Not quite. Before you go, Joshie, we’d like you to stand up and show us your diapers. Just so we can check them.”

Screwing up his eyes from humiliation, heart pounding, Joshua stood up. He undid his trousers, allowing them to fall to his ankles, revealing his clean white diaper. He heard a couple of gasps, and felt Paula coming closer.

Without warning, she slid a finger into one of the legcuffs of the diaper, making him yelp.

“He’s dry,” she said, as she patted his bottom in a way that made him feel even more like a toddler.

“Thank you, Paula,” Emma said, smiling. “That will be all for now Joshua. Paula will come and check on you in a couple of hours.”

Before he could say anything else, Joshua’s pants were pulled up and he was being whisked out of the door, still clutching his baby bottle of coffee. He blinked, then blushed, trying to hide it… before he sat down in his cubicle, and suckled it as discreetly as possible.

***

With the coffee, it didn’t take long for Joshua’s bladder to start demanding he go to the restroom. He squirmed in his seat for a while, before he finally gave in, biting his lip as he slowly emptied his bladder into his diaper.

It was at once a relief, and worrying, that it was so much easier now to wet. Joshua moaned with the feeling of release as his diaper grew soggier, warmer. Once again, he noticed just how good it felt against his groin, his cock stirring in his diaper once more.

It pressed against the sodden padding in just the right way, warm and wet, and without even thinking, Joshua began to rock his hips gently, biting his lip. His face was bright red from the shame of what he was doing, but it felt so, so good. His cock oozed precum into the soggy diaper as he rocked back and forth, squeaking his chair, eyes closed as he focused on the sensations, rustling and crinkling filling the air.

“Excuse me, Joshie.”

Joshua’s eyes opened wide, and he frantically looked over to see Paula standing over him, watching. They both had bright red blushes on their faces, and were silent for several long seconds.

“Um, sorry for… disturbing you,” Paula said, cautiously. “But I need to check your diaper.”

Joshua groaned, giving her a pleading look, but she merely shrugged and smiled.

“Stand up for me?” she said, gently taking Joshua’s hand. She skillfully undid his pants with one hand, groping the squishy front of his diaper with the other.

“Oh boy, somebody needs a change, huh?”

Blushing, Joshua was led out of his cubicle. He tried to grab his pants, but Paula said there was no point, he’d be back soon - so he was led by the hand, waddling, his wet diaper on show to the entire office, down to conference room C.

***

Inside the conference room, Joshua was laid down on the enormous table, blushing. The huge size made him feel even tinier and more babyish, and it didn’t help that Paula was looking down at him, slowly untaping his diaper.

“Oh my!” Paula gasped as she pulled the front of the diaper away, Joshua’s firm erection springing out immediately.

Joshua turned away, shyly, a bashful grin on his face.

“S-sorry,” he said, nervously. “I uh, it just happens sometimes.”

“Oh, it’s okay,” Paula said, cheerily as she opened her wipes. “It’s very normal for babies to get erections during changes.”

She frowned, tugging at a stubbornly stuck wipe, before continuing.

“It’s just, a little shocking, when you’re such a biiiig baby.”

Not sure if that was a compliment, Joshua blushed anyway, shivering as she started wiping him clean. The cool wipe on his bare flesh yanked him out of the almost-casual conversation and straight back into this weirdness, where he was laying on a conference room table and having his urine soaked diaper changed by a woman he barely knew. It was so humiliating, Joshua just closed his eyes, hoping for it to be over soon.

Paula didn’t even bother asking him to lift his rump - with one hand, she held his ankles, and lifted, pulling the wet diaper out from under him and wiping his rear. The dry diaper was finally pushed underneath him, and Joshua almost found himself sighing with relief as Paula taped up his diaper, glad it was over.

“All done, baby boy,” Paula said, patting Joshua’s bottom as he walked out the door. “I’ll come see you a little later, okay?”

Joshua tried to waddle as discreetly as possible to his cubicle, trying to protect what little was left of his dignity.

***

Joshua tried not to focus on the diapers too much, just wanting to work normally, but the office made it… hard.

He was checked very vocally every hour, or less, and changed once more before the end of the day. Every so often Paula would offer him coffee, and he’d get another baby bottle. Once he made his own cup of coffee and she took it away, scolding him.

“The coffee machine is not for babies!” she’d said, threatening to spank Josh if he did it again.

Even when Josh had tried to do something as simple as grab a donut from the break room, another concerned employee had come over, fussing over him, insisting she break it up into tiny little pieces so it was ‘safe for a baby’.

The end of the day couldn’t come soon enough. Joshua felt like his face would be permanently red as he left work, he’d been blushing so much all day. He was glad for the brief time to himself as he drove home, but he was also glad when he reached home and saw Joanna standing there, smiling.

“Oof, somebody’s huggy today,” Joanna giggled as Joshua clung to her, sighing.

“I had a weird day, Mommy,” Joshua said, pouting. “Maybe you know something about it?”

Joanna slowly let a smirk spread over her face, and when Josh saw it, he began pouting, just as much.

“Mmmaaaybe,” she said. “Sorry, baby boy. We did agree you were going to be my little one for the foreseeable future…”

“Mmmf…” Joshua grumbled, huffing and burying his face in his Mommy’s chest.

Joanna made an ‘aww’ noise, stroking his hair. Joshua was so cute, not even noticing how babyish and small he was acting. And speaking of babyish…

“How’s that diaper, baby?”

Joshua blushed again, refusing to meet her eye. He’d wet just after leaving work, and the warm wetness had now turned cold and clammy.

“...Icky.”

“Well let’s go change, hmm?” Joanna said, leaning forwards to whisper her next words. “In the bedroom?”

Joshua instantly perked up, and obediently followed her upstairs, laying on the bed with his legs parted. It had only been a day, and already he could feel his body responding just to the idea of Joanna changing his diaper, such a weird concept just a day ago - but there it was. His cock was tenting the front of his diaper in an obvious way by the time Joanna returned with the wipes, and Josh whimpered, pushing his hips up against the soaked padding with an imploring look on his face.

Sliding off his pants, Joanna smirked as she untaped his diaper, his stiffened cock immediately swinging into view. She chuckled, raising an eyebrow.

“Is some naughty little boy enjoying his diapers?”

Blushing, Joshua wanted to deny it. But he also wanted Joanna’s hand stroking his cock, and he couldn’t lie - last night and today, the soft, wet padding of the diaper had felt pretty good against his crotch.

“Yuh huh, Mommy,” he finally replied. “They make my thingy stiff.”

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, faux-gasping. “Well then, maybe Mommy had better take care of that before she puts your new diaper on, hm?”

Joanna wasted no time. Her hand wrapped around Joshua’s aching shaft, and he moaned low in the back of his throat, nodding his agreement. He thrust eagerly against her palm, wrapped around his shaft, whimpering and gasping as she rubbed up and down, up and down, feeling his heart pound in his groin.

“Such a good baby for Mommy, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Joshua managed, watching as Joanna lowered her head to his groin.

He couldn’t help groaning as he felt her lips parting around his cocktip, tongue sliding and swirling across the dripping end of his penis. Joanna sucked gently on his length, cheeks bulging and hollowing out as she bobbed her head back and forth, her hand on his shaft still sliding up and down, stimulating all of him.

“Ohhh, Mommy, that feels so good,” Joshua whimpered, trying not to rock his hips too aggressively, panting with excitement as she fondled and cupped his balls.

“Mmm,” Joanna replied, the vibrations making Joshua shudder with pleasure.

Her lips slid up and down his hardness, his cock being pushed and pulled in and out of her mouth, her tongue and lips working his most sensitive areas. Occasionally she would take him deeper, and Joshua gave soft moans of pleasure as he felt her whole palate massaging and teasing him, his hard cock throbbing needily in her mouth.

Joanna stroked harder now, her head bobbing on his erection as she pleasured him, feeling him growing tense, toes curling, breath heavy in the back of his own throat as hers was stuffed with his meat. She cupped his balls, gently fondling them as her other hand whipped up and down the slimy shaft, moaning on his tip, pushing him closer to the edge, making him whimper and whine with pleasure.

“Oh! Mommy! Mommy, baby’s cumming!” Joshua gasped, as he did just that.

Joanna swallowed happily as Joshua’s penis twitched in her mouth, hot ropes of cum flooding it as an unbearable pleasure rocked his world. He groaned softly, his hips twitching as he drained his throbbing balls down Joanna’s throat, feeling her eagerly gulp down each drop, until, finally, he sagged, the last few strands of cum spilling lazily into Joanna’s mouth.

Joanna quickly swallowed, wiping her mouth as Josh laid there, dazed but happy, his cock slowly starting to soften. She pulled out a wipe and began to clean him off, eliciting a whimper as one last trickle of cum dribbled out of his tip.

Before Joshua even knew it, Joanna had taped up a fresh diaper, leaving his cock soft and nestled in the padding.

“I love you, Mommy,” Joshua murmured.

“I love you too, baby boy,” Joanna replied, kissing his forehead.

End.

The Office Nurse made me LOAD my DIAPERS!

Joshua nervously walked into the office, not sure what would be waiting for him. His first and second day back at work as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy had been horribly embarrassing, but he was starting to get used to drinking everything out of a baby bottle - even though the coffee seemed to get milkier and milkier every time he drank it.

Harder to get used to was the frequent diaper checks and changes by his boss’ pretty assistant, Paula. Every hour, like clockwork, she would march over, make him stand and drop his pants, and check to see if he was wet, like he was a real baby. He’d grumbled a few times about the inconvenience - all that happened was Paula said she’d talk to his Mommy about getting pants with snaps on to make it quicker.

“Or there’s always dresses,” she’d mused. “Those are easier to check under.”

Joshua had hurriedly assured her that pants were fine.

But apparently today Paula wouldn’t be the one changing him at all. His bosses had said the new nurse who was capable of dealing with his ‘unique needs’ would be arriving today, and that thought made Joshua very nervous. What new humiliation would she inflict on him?

Some of his co-workers giggled as he walked past, rustling loudly. By now everybody in the office knew what was going on with him and that he was in diapers 24/7 - that he was wetting them like a baby and being changed on a table whenever he filled them. Some people thought it was hilarious, others seemed to find it cute. Joshua wasn’t sure which was more embarrassing.

“Hey there, little man,” one of his more attractive female co-workers said as he was going past. “You’re in a hurry. What’s the matter, got a full diaper you need Miss Paula to take care of?”

Joshua felt his cheeks turn scarlet, shaking his head shyly. Before this had happened, before he’d been turned into his wife’s obedient little diaper boy, he and the woman in front of him had had a lot of flirty conversations. They never went anywhere, obviously, since he was married - but it felt nice to know he could probably have had her if he wanted her.

Now those lingering, flirty looks over her coffee mug missed him entirely, and he could see she’d occasionally glance and look up at another man who was standing by the water cooler, biting her lip. His heart sank, knowing he was no longer even a man to her, to anybody - he was a baby, and that’s all anybody saw him as.

“Well,” the woman said, chuckling as she reached up to ruffle Josh’s hair, making him feel small despite his height. “Us grownups have got to get back to work. See you around, kiddo.”

Josh tried not to pout as he made his way towards the new nurse’s office. Other people seemed to have adjusted to his new status remarkably quickly, far quicker than he himself had. Was it really so easy for them to just see him as a baby?

When he brought those feelings up to his Mommy, she’d laughed.

“Well, of course it’s easy for them to think of you that way, silly,” she said, as she did her make up in the mirror that very morning. “Anybody who met you probably realized what I did long ago - that you’re just a toddler in an adult body.”

Was that true? Had his co-workers really been thinking that about him the whole time?

Joshua didn’t have much more time to think about that now. He was right in front of the door, which had a shiny new plaque affixed reading ‘Infant Care Room’. That made him blush too, but he was here now - trying to conjure up any lingering feelings of adult masculinity, he curled his hand into a fist and banged on the door.

“Come in,” came a feminine voice, and Joshua pushed open the door shyly.

“Well hello,” the red-haired woman said, motioning for him to sit down as the door closed behind him. “You must be Joshie, am I right?”

“Um… yes ma’am,” he replied nervously, trying to smile the way he used to smile at pretty girls as he sat down - only managing a bashful, childish grin.

“Aww! Well aren’t you a little charmer!” The woman remarked, beaming at him. “I’m Nurse Rita, it’s lovely to meet you.”

“You, too,” Joshua offered.

“And such good manners! Alright…”

She peered around on her desk until she found what she was looking for - a clipboard with some kind of form or checklist attached to it. Squinting, Josh could make out his name at the top, but not much else.

“Now, sweetie, do you know why I’ve been brought in here?”

Joshua felt his face was a furnace - he’d never get used to talking about this out loud…

“Um… To, to change my… diapers?” he said, hesitantly.

“Very clever, little buddy,” Nurse Rita said with a wink, the kind that made Josh feel like a small child being condescended to - it was not the kind of wink a woman gave a man.

“Yes, that’s right, I’m here to change your diapers,” Nurse Rita continued. “But I’m also here to make sure you’re fit and healthy and looked after at dayc- I mean, at work. Your Mommy is leaving me in charge of your care for the time being.”

“Oh,” Joshua said, frowning. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’ll decide when it’s breaktime, what you’re having for lunch, when it’s naptime…” Joshua’s eyes had gone wide at the mention of ‘naptime’, but Rita carried on, ignoring him.

“Making sure you’re drinking plenty of fluids - I’ll be keeping a record of your diaper changes on the wall chart there - and of course, I’ll take care of your discipline, if you’re naughty.”

“Discipline?” Joshua groaned, having a pretty good idea of what that meant…

“Yes, Joshie,” Rita said, smiling. “Time outs, scoldings… oh, and spankings, of course.”

“Of course,” Josh grumbled.

“Now, back to my first job… Making sure you’re healthy. I’m going to need to do an examination, alright?”

Josh nodded, always a little anxious at doctor’s visits, but not wanting to show it in front of Nurse Rita.

“Okay, well, first of all I’d like to take your heart rate,” she said, wheeling her desk chair around to the other side of the table, holding her stethoscope ready. “This might be a little cold..”

Joshua gulped, and then shuddered as he felt the cold steel on his skin. He hated being poked and prodded, it made him feel like some kind of alien specimen being studied. Plus he was always afraid he’d somehow end up needing a shot… And now he noticed his waistband was poking up, showing off his diaper, making him blush harder.

“Hmm,” Nurse Rita said, thinking as she checked his pulse, pushing his shirt up further as she moved the stethoscope around on his chest. “Take a big boy breath in for me… Aaand out?”

Joshua complied, feeling slightly dizzy after she repeated the request a few more times.

“It looks like your heart’s beating a little fast,” Nurse Rita told him as she pulled the stethoscope away. “Tell me, Josh, do you find going to the doctor a little bit scary?”

Without even thinking, the words “Uh huh” slipped from Josh’s mouth in a soft, childish voice. He pouted as soon as he’d said it, looking away from Nurse Rita. He was a man, damn it… he wasn’t supposed to be scared of something as simple as a routine health examination…

“Aww, that’s okay,” Rita said, smiling. “Lots of little boys and girls are afraid of the doctor. I’ll try and go slowly and explain everything I’m doing, okay?”

“...Okay,” Josh said softly.

“In fact, why don’t I get you a friend out to help you feel braver?”

Joshua wasn’t sure what she meant as she wheeled herself back behind her desk, pulling open a drawer - until she held aloft a fluffy green teddy bear, making it wave its paw at Josh as she smiled. He bit his lip, uncertainly - he definitely did NOT want to cuddle with a teddybear… did he?

“Here we go, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said sweetly, as she slipped the bear into Joshua’s hands. “Just give him a snuggle while I take care of everything else. I’ll do your blood pressure next.”

Hiding his pink face in the bear’s green fur, Joshua cuddled the stuffed toy to his chest, focusing on that for a moment, and not whatever Nurse Rita was doing. He glanced up when he felt her gently extending his arm, wrapping the blood pressure cuff around it. Josh whimpered, knowing it was going to feel uncomfortable and strange, squeezing the teddy to his chest as the cuff began to squeeze.

It was silly and embarrassing, but it really did make him feel a little better. As the cuff paused at the tightest spot, he bit his lip softly, peering out from behind the bear to see the monitor, the numbers slowly climbing.

“Hm… 132 over 86… It could be lower, but I’ve seen a lot worse,” Nurse Rita muttered almost to herself, before turning to Josh with a gentle smile. “You did a great job, kiddo. Did Teddy help?”

Josh felt a strange feeling coming over him, as if by being treated so much like a child every day he was starting to slip into the role himself. He giggled and nodded softly, his cheeks flushed as he scuffed his feet across the floor.

“Okay, now we’ll need to do the physical examination… Could you hop up on the examination table, please?”

Shyly, Josh obliged, hyper-aware of his diaper crinkling under his clothes as he moved to the padded examination table. Of course, any minute now she’d see it for herself, a thought that made Josh blush all the harder.

Nurse Rita pulled the teddy-bear printed privacy curtain halfway around, reaching down and undoing Joshua’s shirt buttons. Once she undid the last button, the shirt fell open all the way, and Joshua looked away in embarrassment as he realised the front waistband of his diaper was showing again.

“That’s a good boy, lay down for me,” Rita said, smiling warmly as she pulled Josh’s shirt off and then reached down to undo his pants.

There was something deeply shameful and symbolic about how those pressed, smart work trousers were pulled down, revealing the thick, poofy diaper beneath. Joshua whimpered, fighting the urge to hide his diaper with his hands - instead, he hid his face behind the bear again.

“Well, this looks dry, but…”

Nurse Rita slid a finger into the cuff of the diaper, running it along the inside of the padding. Once she was satisfied the diaper was completely clean, she patted Josh’s padded crotch with a smile, as she walked to the wallchart she’d pointed out earlier.

Josh looked at it a little more closely now, peering out from behind the teddy bear, trying not to think about how humiliating his current position was. The chart was wipe clean, with the days of the week up one side, and times across the top. Joshua watched Rita find the 9am spot for Wednesday, and put a big, green tick in it.

“What happens if I’m, uh, wet, when you check me?” Joshua asked, shyly.

“You get a red cross,” she explained, smiling. “But don’t worry - you’re a little baby now… you’re expected to use your diapers.”

Josh nodded dumbly, as he thought of the embarrassing prospect of a whole chart of red crosses to indicate that he, a grown man, kept wetting himself. He whimpered, hoping he managed to keep control before Joanna got tired of this.

“Now the physical exam,” Rita said, smiling. “Stretch out your arms and spread your legs.”

Hesitantly, Josh obeyed, lifting his arms slowly, his teddy clutched in one hand. Rita gently lifted each one of his limbs in turn, checking them for any injuries. She was going a little overboard, but she wanted to start with something simple before she moved on to more… challenging parts of the exam.

“You’re looking a little plump,” she said, squeezing some chubbiness on Josh’s belly. “I’ll tell your Mommy to watch what she feeds you.”

Josh blushed, but said nothing, closing his eyes in embarrassment as his diaper was undone. Rita snapped on a pair of blue medical gloves, gently cupping his testicles in one hand. He bit his lip as she gently kneaded them, feeling blood flow to his crotch.

“These are very healthy, baby boy,” she remarked, as she moved her gloved hand to his flaccid shaft.

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked up from her task for a moment.

“Don’t worry,” she teased. “I’m sure it will get bigger when you grow up…”

Joshua frowned at that, but couldn’t think of anything to say to defend himself - particularly because as she fondled and manipulated his soft cock, it began to harden. His eyes went wide, his mouth a thin line of embarrassment as he saw and felt himself growing erect in her hand.

“Oh! Perhaps you’re feeling a bit more grown up now, then?” she said, blushing a little herself.

“I, I’m so sorry…” Joshua spluttered, his cheeks pink. “It’s not, I mean, I don’t-”

“Shh baby boy, it’s okay,” Nurse Rita said reassuringly. “It’s completely natural. It’ll go down soon.”

“If you’d like,” she said, softly. “I can give you a… medical procedure. To make the swelling go down?”

As she said that, her gloved hand rubbed up and down his shaft, the friction almost painful. Joshua swallowed, his face red. There was no doubt about what she was asking…

“My Mommy…”

“Has already agreed she approves any and all… treatments, I deem necessary,” Nurse Rita said, with a seductive smile. “If you like, we can call her and ask? I think she’s at work, isn’t she?”

“N-no, it’s okay,” Joshua said, hurriedly. He couldn’t imagine the mortification if he were to do that. “Uh, um… yes. I, I think I’d like that.”

“Ask me nicely, baby boy…” Nurse Rita said, removing her gloved hand and reaching in one of several drawers for a small packet of some kind.

“Um… pretty please can you … do that?” he said, hopefully.

“No, no… Ask me like the little baby boy you are,” she chided, opening the packet, which turned out to contain lubricant that she poured into her hand.

Biting his lip, Josh could feel his heart racing. Pretending to be a little boy while he did this felt so naughty, and it made him feel so vulnerable, so humiliated, putting on a gooey, mushy baby voice even in an intimate moment like this.

“Please… Pwease Nurse Wita,” he said, screwing his eyes shut in embarrassment. “Pwease pway wiv my peepee.”

Instantly, he felt that gloved hand, slick with lubricant, wrap around his throbbing shaft. He moaned, squeezing his teddy bear to his chest, as Rita’s hand squeezed his cock just as tight. Her motions were gradual but precise, and Josh found himself fighting the urge to buck and hump against her slow, teasing strokes.

“Therrre’s a good baby boy,” Rita cooed, as she stroked up and down his cock. “Why does baby want me to play with his peepee, hm?”

“Feels nice, Nurse Wita,” he said, in that same shy, babyish voice, whimpering as he felt her increasing the speed of her hand, so tight, squeezing him hard as she masturbated him.

Laying on the back, his skin sticking to the examination table, looking at the babyishly patterned curtain while a nurse stroked and fondled his throbbing cock, it was easy to lose himself in the fantasy too. He was Mommy’s diapered little boy, getting a special treat from the nurse for behaving so well during his procedure. Moaning, he rocked his hips up in time with Nurse Rita’s hand movements, trying to follow them naughtily.

“That’s a good little boy, good baby,” she cooed, as Joshua whimpered, peering down at the way she was rubbing his shaft up and down, faster now, from behind his new friend. “It feels nice, doesn’t it, my naughty little man?”

“Ohhh, yes, it feels re- weally, weally good, Missus - nghh- N-nurse Rita!” Joshua said, panting enthusiastically. “Pl-please don’t stop touching my peepee!”

Rita obliged, gripping his cock ever tighter, her wrist motions a blur as she worked him into a huffing, panting, groaning mess, humping frantically against her hand.

“Is baby going to make stickies?” she asked, breathless herself.

“Uh huh!” Joshua said, gasping himself, his cock throbbing urgently with the need for release, when, suddenly.

“Ooooo, gooood baby!” Rita cooed as she felt Josh’s member pulse hard in her hand, sending a spurt of hot cum into the air, splattering on Josh’s belly.

As Joshua moaned, helplessly bucking and grinding against the hand that was still stroking him up and down, milking every last drop, he shivered with the overwhelming pleasure he was feeling, gasping as his body pushed out load after load, splattering into the tissue Rita was now holding over his tip.

His orgasm slowly died down, a last spurt lazy dribbling down Nurse Rita’s gloved hand, as she removed it, leaving his hypersensitive shaft alone as he breathed heavily, awash in bliss. Pulling out a wipe from the dispenser, Rita quickly cleaned the still-warm cum off of her hand and Joshua’s belly and crotch, balling it up with the tissue into a sticky mess that she then threw into the trash.

“Alll done, sweetie,” she cooed, smiling. “See, the nurse’s office isn’t so scary after all, is it?”

Josh shook his head, a distracted, dopey smile on his own face.

“Now that you’re nice and relaxed, baby boy, Nurse Rita’s going to take your temperature.”

“T-take my- mmf!” Josh found himself being rolled gently onto his front, his nostrils filled with the scent of sanitized hospital beds as his cheek was now squashed against the examination table.

His heart thumped with trepidation as he glanced back, gulping, seeing Rita using another packet of lubricant to prepare the thermometer. Joshua was very afraid of where she was planning on sticking that…

“N-nurse, can’t you just put it in my mouth?” he pleaded.

“Don’t be silly,” Nurse Rita replied, with a chuckle. “It’s much more accurate rectally… Besides, sweetie, little babies can’t hold still properly to have their temperature taken.”

“But, but-”

“No buts!” Nurse Rita said, and then chuckled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Well. One butt! And here comes the thermometer…”

Whining, Josh turned away, not wanting to see what he could feel happening. Nurse Rita grasped one of his rump cheeks, pulling it to the side to get access to his tight backside. Joshua felt the slender tip of the thermometer probe his back passage, and gasped with surprise as it began to slide into him.

It didn’t hurt exactly, since it was so slim - despite how much Joshua’s muscles were clenching against the invader. But it was cold, and cool, and poking up inside where things didn’t belong, and Josh gritted his teeth and closed his eyes at the humiliation, finding it very uncomfortable.

“That’ll take a few moments,” Nurse Rita said, grabbing her clipboard again. “I’m going to ask you a few more questions, alright, baby?”

“U-uh huh,” Josh said shakily, extremely away of the thin object lodged in his backside, unable to stop focusing on it.

“Attaboy,” Rita said, tapping her clipboard with a pen. “So, Joshie - how often do you have a bowel movement?”

“Wh-what?” Josh said, looking around with wide eyes, caught off guard by the personal and slightly gross question.

“Sorry, sweetie,” Rita said, looking apologetic. “I guess that’s a big word for a baby… How often do you make a stinky?”

Josh’s face was bright red as he answered, wanting to explain he’d obviously known what she meant, but knowing it was futile.

“Um… maybe once or twice a week?”

Rita’s eyes narrowed and she ‘hmm’ed as she wrote something down, but said nothing else until she asked her next question.

“How often do you get to make stickies?”

Josh blushed and stammered, feeling very uncomfortable, and every awkward, shy movement reminded him of the thermometer in his backside. He whimpered, feeling very much like a shy little boy put on the spot about his toilet and masturbation habits at a doctor’s visit.

“...I don’t know… um, once a day, maybe? If my w- if Mommy lets me.”

“Ah, so you’re not allowed to make stickies on your own?”

Joshua hesitated, part of him wanting to lie - but he sighed, knowing he’d be caught eventually if he did. Pouting, he confessed that, yes, he was only allowed to make stickies if a ‘grownup’ helped him.

Rita smirked playfully at that.

“Actually, sweetie, I already knew that. I was testing to see what you would say - if you told me a fib, I was going to spank that cute little butt of yours.”

Joshua’s eyes went wide again for a moment, and then he looked right at her, pouting fiercely.

“No fair,” he said, childishly, making her laugh at his cute behavior.

“Sorry buddy, I have to make sure you’re behaving…”

“Hmf,” Josh said, but more playfully this time. “Is it done yet?”

“Let me check… it looks like it is…”

Josh gasped again as he felt the thin shaft of the thermometer being slid out of his tight passage, glad to have it out but discomforted by the sensation of it leaving.

“Hmm.. Looks like it’s all good here,” Nurse Rita said, smiling as she set it aside to clean after Josh’s appointment. “Alright, well, I have one more procedure to do before I can let you go… And I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”

“Wh-what is it?” Josh said, clutching his bear, not liking the sound of this. What could be worse than that nasty little thermometer up his bottom?

“I’m going to give you an enema, Joshie,” she said, in a businesslike voice. “So please get your bottom in the air, and wait patiently while I get it ready.”

“N-no! Please!” Josh protested. He couldn’t, just couldn’t let her do that. It was beyond humiliating, and he couldn’t stand the thought of anything else invading his tushie today.

“Josh,” Nurse Rita said, suddenly stern. “We can do this with your full co-operation, or I can go and fetch the biggest men in this office - and have them help me hold you down.”

Josh swallowed hard, as he looked from the nurse, to the door, to the chart on the wall, his mind running through a million scenarios.

They all ended the same way: him with a tube forced up his backside, and water flowing into his bowels. Only, if he submitted, it wouldn’t be as bad…

“Okay,” he said softly, defeatedly, giving up another piece of his adulthood, his manhood.

“Okay,” he repeated louder, looking right at Nurse Rita. “...Be careful?”

“I always am, kiddo,” Rita said soothingly, moving over to something Joshua hadn’t really noticed when he first entered the room.

A bag hung from a metal pole - on wheels, Joshua noted - and a long tube that wrapped all the way around it. He watched with dread as it was wheeled over, whimpering, Rita motioning for him to move into position. Reluctantly, he pushed his bottom into the air, shuffling forwards on his knees while he kept his front half pressed against the exam table.

“Wonderful,” Rita said, smiling, as she uncurled the hose. “Now, sweetie, I’m going to put this little nozzle in your bottom-”

“It doesn’t look very little…” Joshua said, biting his lip - the thin plastic shaft was much wider than the thermometer had been.

“Don’t be silly, Josh,” the nurse said, chuckling. “I promise, it will slide right in.”

Josh pouted, doubting her words very much, but not able to do anything to stop this or dissuade her. He really was as helpless a child he thought to himself, as he watched, swallowing as Nurse Rita lubricated the enema nozzle. She approached him, and he trembled, knowing what was coming next.

“In it goes,” Rita said, gently, the tip of the nozzle pressing at Josh’s tight pucker.

As he’d predicted, it felt far bigger than the thermometer, and he could feel his muscles clamping, trying to refuse it entry. But Rita was determined, and soon, he felt his clenched hole being pushed open.

He made a strangled squeak as it slid further into him, delving into his bowels as Rita guided it inside. It ached in a strange way, his body reminding him urgently that something was lodged in his bottom, spasming every few seconds to try and push it out, but it was lodged - or held - firmly inside him.

“Alright, the hard part’s over, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said, then chuckled, seeing Joshua’s expression, the miserable little boy sulking with embarrassment.

“Okay, fine,” she admitted, rolling her eyes. “One of the hard parts is over.”

“I’m going to turn the valve on now, okay?” she continued, walking back to where the bag was hanging. “This is just a saline solution, it should help get your bowels working…”

Josh bit his lip anxiously as he saw her turn the little knob, knowing water was now flowing through the hose. It reached him more suddenly than he’d expected, and he gasped at the unusual feeling of cool liquid flowing into his bowels.

“U-urgh… why do we have to do this?” he moaned, feeling the water slowly filling his belly.

“Pooping once a week isn’t good for you,” Nurse Rita said, frowning as she stroked his back, seeing it quiver as his bowels were filled. “You’ll have regular enemas until you’re going regularly.”

She glanced at her clipboard, resting on her desk.

“Besides, I’ve been instructed to help you get used to using your diapers. I’m sure once you’ve been messy a few dozen times, you won’t even bat an eyelid. That’s what babies do, after all.”

“W-what?!” Josh groaned, sweat beading on his forehead from the discomfort of such a volume of liquid filling him. “Nooo!”

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Babies don’t get to use the toilet.”

Joshua whimpered, feeling tears sting his eyes. The discomfort of the tube crammed into his bottom, the growing swelling of his stomach, sloshing with water - and now this new humiliation, knowing he was expected to empty his enema into his diaper, pooping his pants like an un-pottytrained toddler.

“Ngh.. it’s so full…” Joshua groaned, feeling his bowels swollen and full of liquid, his stomach cramping. “Please, can we stop now?”

“Not yet, baby,” Nurse Rita said, gently. “The bag’s not empty yet.”

Joshua trembled, gripping his bear tightly with one hand while his nails dug into the thick vinyl of the examination table. He’d never had such a volume of anything up there, and it just seemed to never end. If he’d been in control he would have gotten up long ago, but with Nurse Rita in charge he felt more and more liquid flooding into him, his guts churning in protest, insisting he expel what was filling them.

“All done!” Nurse Rita said, suddenly. “Squeeze your muscles shut while I take out the nozzle, okay?”

Joshua grunted as he did just that, his buttocks quivering as he clamped his muscles closed. He felt so… full.

Nurse Rita yanked the nozzle out of his backside, eliciting a very un-manly squeal, before she rolled him onto his back, quickly moving his diaper back into position, taping it up with an efficient precision. Joshua blinked, and he was back in his thick diaper, stomach heaving with the fullness of the enema.

“C-can I… do it behind the curtain?” he asked, uncertainly, his bowels spasming insistently.

“Certainly not!” Nurse Rita said, with a chuckle. “I need to get some paperwork done, and tidy this room up after your examination. You need to go back to work. I’ll come find you in an hour.”

“What?! N-no, you- guh!... Nurse Rita, please!”

His pleas fell on deaf ears, as she was already pushing him out of the door, then closing it in his face. Stunned, he turned the knob a few times, and then whimpered, realizing he was completely shut out.

More than that… She hadn’t re-dressed him. Joshua was completely exposed, only the plastic shell of the diaper covering his shame, and his guts gurgled, reminding him soon he’d have far more to be ashamed of.

“No, no, no,” he hissed, his face burning, vaguely aware of several people poking their heads out of their cubicles, to see what was going on.

Tears of shame and impotent anger burned in his eyes as he clutched his bare stomach, feeling the ominous rumbling building. He couldn’t believe it had come to this. He used to be well-liked, respected, the topic of water cooler gossip in the nicest ways… Now he stood in just a diaper, waiting to soil himself and be changed by a woman he barely knew, whenever she felt like it. He’d never been so humiliated in his life…

“Ohhh,” he moaned, turning away from the door. Desperately, he looked around for his cubicle, rushing towards it.

“S-sorry!” he stammered, as he bumped in to a guy on his way through the hallway, just catching the man’s shocked expression as he darted into his cubicle.

He could feel his guts pushing as he trembled, panting, looking down at the desk. He tried to clench his muscles shut as tightly as possible, feeling the cramps getting worse and worse, so much pressure as his stomach rumbled angrily, all of it surging towards his puckered opening.

Just as he was reaching the height of discomfort and panic, the phone began to ring. He groaned, wondering if this day could get any worse, picking it up with a trembling hand, knowing ignoring calls could get him in serious trouble.

“J-josh Sykes, second floor,” he said, his voice trembling. “H-how can I help you?”

“Baby!” Joanna’s voice came through the speaker, and Joshua felt a little relief that he wouldn’t have to pretend to act normally on the phone. “How are you feeling?”

“U-um,” Josh shook, sweating, grunting as another wave of cramps went through his body. “...N-not good, J- … Mommy.”

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, although her voice sounded amused. “What’s the matter?”

Joshua groaned, by now fairly sure she knew what the matter was, but knowing he’d be in trouble if he didn’t respond.

“I… Nurse R-rita gave me an enema, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “My tummy h-hurts…”

“Oh no, is the poopy trying to come out, little one?”

Joshua flushed even more at her embarrassing language, but despite his humiliation he found himself blurting out a childish response.

“Yes, Mommy, it’s pushing real bad!”

“Well, you know what to do to stop your tummy hurting, don’t you?”

Joshua gulped, a reluctant frown on his face - and then gasped as another wave of cramps hit him, hard, tears in his eyes just from the feeling.

“Y-yes…” he said, meekly, whimpering.

“Good boy… crouch down for Mommy, okay?” Joanna ordered gently, and Josh felt his knees bending, grunting as he got into a classic toddler squat, obeying his Mommy as she talked him through messing himself.

“How does it feel?”

“Gnuh! It’s… it’s c-coming!” Josh said, straining against the force of the contents of his bowels, trying desperately to escape.

“That’s right, baby boy,” Joanna cooed, delightedly. “Fill your pampers for your Mommy, just load your diapers like the helpless toddler you are.”

Joshua sobbed, but there was no holding back now. He pushed, only slightly, crouching beneath his desk like an embarrassed child. The enema he was holding and the mess inside surged forwards, and with a groan, he began to empty his bowels noisily, grunting and biting his lip as he pushed out the sticky mess into his diapers. As he strained he felt his bladder release as well, squirting urine that darkened the front of his diaper as the back got fuller and saggier.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of straining and pushing, Joshua’s bowels quivered, then relaxed, completely empty. He cried in shame, but there was relief there too, no longer cramping and aching from the enema inside him.

“I, I’m done, Mommy,” he whispered shamefully, hearing sniffs and mumbled comments from other cubicles, knowing soon the whole office would know about his mess.

“Good boy,” she crooned, pleased with herself. “Now, why don’t you sit down in your chair and get back to big boy work while you’re waiting for Nurse Rita?”

Joshua stood up, his legs shaking. He didn’t want to sit down, not with his full diaper… But he didn’t dare disobey his ‘Mommy’. Groaning in disgust and embarrassment, he lowered his rump to his office chair, hearing the ‘squish’ as he sat, the mess spreading out underneath his bottom. It was warm and mushy, and he blushed furiously, wishing he could be anywhere else.

“...I did it,” he said, softly into the phone.

“Awww! Such an obedient little boy!” Joanna said, and Josh swore he could hear her smirking down the phone. “I guess you must really love doing as you’re told, hm?”

Joshua whined in protest, but Joanna just laughed on the other end of the line.

“Well, I have to go now, sweetie,” she said. “Be a good boy for Mommy… Oh… and...enjoy your change!”

The line clicked, going dead, and Joshua groaned, putting his head on his desk. He could try to focus on work now, but it would probably be useless. All he could think about was his messy, loaded pampers, and the burning humiliation of being treated like a helpless toddler.

“Gross, what’s that smell?” he heard a woman comment as she walked past.

“Oh that’s just baby Joshie, probably. Don’t worry, the nurse will change him soon.”

Joshua didn’t think his face could get any redder, but that did it. Hearing his state talked about so cavalierly, somebody he didn’t think he even knew calling him ‘baby Joshie’, acting as if it was completely normal for him to soil himself… Embarrassed and ashamed, Josh tried to tune everybody out, pretending to work - but really just distractedly tapping the keys, glancing over at the clock every so often and hoping the nurse would be along soon.

Eventually, Rita did come get him, a little before the promised hour was up.

“Pee-yew, baby boy,” she said, chuckling. “That’s a ripe diaper - Let’s get you changed.”

Gratefully, eagerly, Joshua followed along behind her, snatching up the teddybear that had been left forgotten on his desk while he messed himself. It didn’t even occur to him how deep in he was now, to actually feel thankful to get a diaper change.

“Lay down for me, sweetie,” she ordered, and Josh climbed onto the exam table, wincing as he once again felt that mess against his rump, but glad he’d be getting out of it soon.

Nurse Rita untaped the diaper, and didn’t even grimace, keeping up a professional appearance as she gloved her hands once more, using wipes to clean Joshua’s bottom carefully. It seemed to take a while, and Joshua found himself blushing and fiddling with his teddy bear, humiliated and feeling guilty all at the same time - even though she’d technically forced this on him.

“Th-thank you,” he said, shyly, as she finally finished cleaning him, bagging the used diaper several times and depositing in a medical waste bin.

“That’s alright, baby boy,” she said, smiling as she got out another diaper - this one had teddybears on the front strip, and Josh had to admit he looked up in interest. “You have a little too much hair down there for a baby - it makes it much harder to clean. We’ll have to shave you at some point.”

Joshua just nodded dumbly, obediently lifting his bottom as she slid it underneath him. He waited for the diaper to be done up... But Nurse Rita was looking down at his flaccid penis, biting her lip.

“Joshie, baby,” Nurse Rita said, as she picked up his chart again. “After your examination - do you think you’re a healthy little boy?”

Josh looked uncertain, but then nodded.

“M-maybe?”

Nurse Rita smirked, and Joshua’s eyes opened wide as she unbuttoned her uniform, her plump, firm breasts being revealed, contained by her hot pink bra. Joshua felt his cock beginning to stir, and he moaned as Rita reached out, stroking and fondling him to full erectness.

“Oh, what a big boy,” Rita purred. “Do you have good… stamina?”

Joshua nodded eagerly, moaning as the nurse lifted her hand away.

“I’ll administer one more test today… it’ll also be a sort of reward for being such a good boy today, won’t that be nice?”

“Y-yes Nurse Rita,” Joshua murmured, watching her breasts as she climbed onto the table, straddling him.

He swallowed - this must have been what Joanna meant when she told him to enjoy his change. Joshua’s cock throbbed in the air, and he shuddered as he felt her dripping slit nudging against his cockhead, realising with a tiny thrill that she wasn’t wearing panties under her skirt. With a moan, Nurse Rita pushed backwards, his throbbing erection sliding deep into her warm, wet hole.

“Ooohhh, what a good boy,” Rita said, gasping. “Such a big, boy, aren’t you?”

“Uh huh,” Josh panted, feeling her walls massaging his length as she began to rock back and forth on top of him, his length splitting her folds over and over as he rolled his hips up to meet her motions.

Nurse Rita leaned over Josh as her hips gyrated slowly, sensually, his hardness sliding in and out of her slick wetness, making them both gasp with pleasure over and over as they fucked. Joshua panted, not believing his luck as he watched Nurse Rita’s breasts sway back and forth in his face, reaching out with clumsy paws to grope her, looking up for permission.

“G-go on, baby, it’s okay,” she said, and moaned happily as he grabbed and gently squeezed her heavy breasts.

Her movements increased in speed and urgency, her breath coming in gasps and moans and Joshua’s in pants and whimpers, totally passive as she rode his cock. He occasionally bucked up in time with her, and she gasped delightedly, but overall he was merely laying back, enjoying the pleasure as she bounced on his hard shaft.

“Oh, oh, n-nurse Rita, it’s feeling funny!” Joshua said, in a childish voice.

“Nmm, is baby gonna make stickies?”

Josh moaned, nodding hard, feeling his balls pulling up, tight, ready to release. The pleasure built inexorably and he found himself grunting and moaning in anticipation of his orgasm.

“G-go on then, baby boy! M-make stickies inside me, little one!”

She rocked frantically on his turgid length, passion building, the tension growing, hurtling towards a release they were both desperate for - and then, with a sudden gasp and a hard buck of his hips, Josh came again for the second time that day. His cum flooded into Rita’s welcoming pussy, and she gasped, moaning and shuddering as she orgasmed as well, her walls squeezing, milking his throbbing erection as he spurted again and again inside her.

“Ohhh… ohh, god, what a good boy,” Nurse Rita purred, as she sagged over him, both their orgasms ebbing away. “I can definitely write on your chart that you’ve got adequate stamina… But I might want to test it again sometime…”

They both smirked at each other.

***

Ten minutes later, Joshua was re-diapered and re-dressed, looking as he had when he walked in that morning…

...Apart from a brightly-colored sticker on his shirt, that announced in bold letters ‘I was a BIG BOY at the nurse’s office’.

End.


My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 3

When the weekend rolled around, Joshua sighed in relief. After a week of being Joanna’s baby boy at home and at work, he just wanted to hide away from the world. His manhood was utterly in tatters, everybody in his entire workplace now fully aware of how he was being treated.

And the new nurse who gave him enemas every day, forcing him to mess himself in full view of the entire office. Josh had thought the shame would get less after it happened enough times, but it just seemed to get worse, his cheeks burning with humiliation as he yet again emptied his bowels into his diapers, squatting with toddlerish grunts and whimpers as he loaded them.

The steam from the shower washed the shame away for now - at least Joanna allowed him this single adult pleasure. He was being timed, though, so he didn’t dare play with himself. He missed the days when he would get to have sex with his wife - instead of being coaxed into ‘making stickies’ through a diaper.

Finally out of the shower, he walked obediently over to the bed where Joanna was waiting.

“Good boy,” she purred, kissing his forehead as he sat down. “Let me just get this for you…”

She grabbed the towel that was wrapped around Josh’s waist, rubbing him with the fluffy whiteness all over. He blushed, submissively lifting his arms as she dried him off, whimpering slightly as she rubbed his genitals dry, feeling his cock stiffen slightly - but knowing Mommy wouldn’t let him make stickies any time soon.

Josh knew his childish, blushing posture was so different from the proud, adult man he used to be. Slowly he was losing his adulthood, learning to be dependent and clingy like a toddler. He wasn’t sure what was worse - that it was happening, or that part of him seemed to enjoy it.

“That’s my cute widdle baby,” she cooed, laying him down on the bed. “We need to get you dressed up all cute, ready to go out.”

“G-go out?” Joshua said, nervously, looking up at Mommy from his prone position. “W-where are we going?”

“Just to my parents’,” Joanna replied casually, but her smirk reached her eyes, obviously enjoying seeing Joshua squirm and worry.

“M-mommy, can I wear my big boy clothes?” Joshua asked hopefully, as he saw the t-shirt Joanna had laid out for him. “Please?”

“No, sweetie,” Joanna said. “Mommy’s picked out an outfit for you, okay?”

“...Okay,” Joshua mumbled, his cheeks pink, watching Mommy get out other items from the closet.

He watched her grab a paw of thick, babyish mittens with a pattern of bears in airplanes on, and frowned, seeing the locking chain on them glinting in the light. She kept coming up with new ways to humiliate and embarrass him.

Josh’s head lifted with curiosity as he saw her bring out a container of lube - and then he winced, lowering his head as he saw the pink buttplug she also brought out.

“Mommy, that isn’t going in my bottom, is it?” Josh groaned, pouting, knowing the answer already. “Please, Mommy.”

“Hmm,” Joanna said, looking at it carefully. “Well, how about this, little one - you can either have this in your cute little tushy - or a couple of suppositories. Which would you prefer?”

Josh groaned again at the false choice, his face flushing just imagining the humiliation of soiling himself in front of Joanna’s parents.

“...The buttplug, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “...Please.”

“Please, what?” Joanna said, smirking as she walked towards him.

“...Please put the buttplug in my bum, Mommy,” Joshua mumbled, looking away shamefully, even as his shaft twitched in response.

“That’s my good boy,” Joanna cooed, grabbing his ankles. With his help, she pushed his legs up towards his head, struggling to lubricate the plug with one hand full, but eventually she managed to do it.

“Take a deep breath, baby boy,” she ordered, and Joshua obeyed, trembling nervously.

He’d gotten used to having his backside prodded and probed since Nurse Rita started giving him daily enemas, but he’d never had something lodged in his bottom all day. Joshua gasped as the plug pressed at his tightly closed pucker, and then winced, groaning as the tapered tip entered him, poking deeper into his backside. He gritted his teeth, feeling it stretching his hole as it got bigger as it went down, whimpering - until suddenly it popped inside with a ‘squelch!’, the thinner section before the flanged base sliding quickly inside.

“That feels big, Mommy,” Joshua said, gritting his teeth with discomfort. The plug pressed against his inner walls, causing a strange ache, and a mild feeling of arousal as his prostate was teased by the silicone object.

“It’s a little baby plug, for a little baby,” Mommy said, smirking. “...Maybe you’d like a big boy plug, if you’re a big boy?”

Whimpering, Josh shook his head frantically.

“Joshy’s a widdle baby,”  he said, blushing at how easily the words came out.

“That’s right,” Joanna replied, as she grabbed a thick diaper from the pile… and then decided on a second diaper too, sliding them both under Joshua’s bottom.

Joshua pouted passively as he submitted to whatever his ‘Mommy’ wanted, feeling the diapers being pulled up between his thighs, taped snugly around his waist, a thick wodge of padding that kept his thighs spread no matter how hard he tried to close them. Even if he was wearing his ‘big boy clothes’ that Joanna allowed him to wear to work, it would have been obvious he was thickly diapered.

Joanna sat him up, and he flushed at the sound of the diapers crinkling, and the feeling of the plug shifting inside him, his backpassage clenching around the solid intruder.

“Arms up,” Joanna ordered, and then pulled the blue t-shirt over Joshua’s head. Now he was wearing it, he could see the design of a big colorful airplane on the front, to match the mittens, he supposed. He blushed, knowing his outfit was already essentially what a baby would be dressed in, noticing that his Mommy hadn’t gotten any shorts or pants out to hide his diapers.

Without waiting for him to offer them, Joanna grabbed Josh’s hands one at a time, slipping the mittens down over them. Joshua flapped his hand once the first one was on him, locked tightly, frowning at it.

“What are these for, Mommy?”

“So my naughty little baby boy can’t get into trouble,” she cooed, as if he was a troublesome one year old, and not her adult husband.

Joshua experimented with the mittens, grabbing at his shirt, and the bed sheets, trying to see what he could do. They were so thick it was impossible to get a grib on anything, his movements clumsy and childish, the locking chain stopping him from moving them even an inch off his hands. He whimpered with humiliation, pouting as his Mommy slipped his socks and sneakers on.

“Baby’s all dressed now,” Joanna said, smiling. “Don’t you look cute?”

Joshua huffed, looking away from her, as she grabbed his hands and helped him up. With the doubled diapers pushing his legs wide apart, he wobbled as he stood, blushing as he nearly fell back down like a baby just learning to walk.

“Uh oh! Be careful, little one,” Joanna said, chuckling, as she guided Joshua across the room.

The thick diapers and the buttplug lodged inside him forced Joshua to waddle by necessity, whimpering with every other step as he clumsily came down the stairs, grabbing the rail uncertainly. When he reached the bottom, Joanna clapped for him, calling him a ‘clever little baby’.

Joshua peered out of the front door nervously, seeing who was around. It was a sunny day, so several of their neighbours were outside, cutting the grass and trimming hedges. Joshua gulped, hard, trembling, not wanting them to see him like this. At least some people still didn’t know about his new status as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy…

“Come on, sweetie, get moving!” Joanna urged, pushing Joshua into the cold light of day.

Joshua stumbled and eeped, noticing a couple of heads turning in his direction - and then he stumbled as quickly as he could towards the car, reaching for the handle - but finding his mittened hands couldn’t grasp anything, let alone open the car door. He whimpered, screwing his eyes up as his cheeks went bright red, knowing the neighbours were staring at him, wondering what was going on, laughing…

“Hold on, baby!” Joanna called, loudly, attracting more attention. “Mommy’s not there yet!”

Standing in the sunlight, Joshua turned to look, seeing one neighbour pausing while holding her hedgecutters aloft, staring with wide eyes and an open mouth at Josh as he obediently waited for his Mommy to open the door for him. Joshua frowned, ashamed at being seen this way, his cheeks burning as he eagerly hopped into the car now the door was open, not even complaining about being sat in the backseat - but groaning a little as he sat, forcing the plug up inside him.

Joanna leaned in after him, humming, her breasts in her button-up blouse near to his face, tantalizingly close as she snapped up his seatbelt. He swallowed as she pulled away, the door closing, feeling the thickness of the diaper between his legs and on his rump, watching his house disappear as Joanna pulled out of the drive, totally in control, as usual.

***

When they arrived at Joanna’s mother’s house, Joshua was instantly hesitant, seeing several cars parked on the pavement nearby, no room for Joanna’s car in the drive at all.

“Ho- Mommy, why are there so many people here?”

“Oh, I think my sisters are in town,” Joanna said, vaguely. “And my aunt brought my cousin, too, remember her? She’s eighteen now.”

Joshua shrank in his seat, peering out nervously through the window and gulping. He didn’t believe for one second that Joanna hadn’t orchestrated this whole thing, but he felt sure that if he made a fuss and questioned her he’d also get another spanking.

He winced again - how humiliating as a man, not being able to even stand up to his wife out of fear of getting a spanked bottom!

“I guess I’ll have to park down the street,” Joanna muttered, as she turned the car away.

Joshua fretted as she drove right to the end of the block, sighing in relief as she stopped there, driving no further. Yes, it would be a long, humiliating walk to her parents’ house, but at least it wouldn’t be too long.

Grabbing clumsily at his seatbelt buckle before he remembered his mittens, Josh sagged, frowning as Joanna got out and went to the trunk, instead of helping him out of his seat. He waited impatiently, kicking his feet - and then stopping himself, his face red, as he realized how childish that made him look.

“Mommy?” he asked, softly, hearing a commotion from behind the car.

“It’s okay, baby, just a moment…”

True to her word, Joanna reappeared after just a second, and Joshua surprised himself by beaming like a little boy seeing his mother again, sitting up and allowing her to undo his belt. He eagerly clambered out of the backseat, taking two toddling steps before he saw… it.

“Okay, sweetie, get in,” Joanna said, straightening the hood on the new, adult-size stroller she was pushing.

Joshua took a horrified step back, whimpering, shaking his head, trying to delay the inevitable.

“I thought you were kidding about the stroller!” He hissed, eyes wide with panic. “M… Mommy, I can’t, that’s too much…”

“You can, and you will,” Joanna said, frowning. “Get in right now little boy. Or I’ll get back in the car, and drive off, leaving you to wander the streets in your diapers and mittens.”

Joshua gulped, scanning Joanna’s face for any sign that she was bluffing, but her expression stayed unreadable. Swallowing what little remained of his pride, he took one trembling step towards the stroller, then another, turning around before he gently lowered himself into the seat.

“Ah!” he said, gasping as the plug inside him jabbed him, making him squirm and grit his teeth.

“Good boy,” Joanna said, soothingly, as she did up all the straps at the front. One went up between his legs, holding the diaper close against his body, accentuating how large and thick it was, the padding bulging out on either side of the strap.

“Now, let’s get going,” Joanna said, beginning to push Joshua down the street.

Joshua felt his heart pounding as his face resembled a bright red tomato, utterly humiliated but unable to do anything about it. He tugged uselessly at one of the straps, unable to get a grip on them with the thick mittens, but hoping people would see him struggling and not think he did this willingly.

A woman walked past on the other side of the street and gasped, seeing Joshua dressed in just a diaper and t-shirt, his incongruously hairy legs dangling out of the stroller and his sneakers done up snugly, no shorts or pants to speak of to cover himself up. Joshua turned away, not wanting her to see his face, blushing, but Joanna waved cheerily, saying ‘good afternoon!’ as she passed the shocked lady.

As they reached Joanna’s parents’ house, true panic began to set in, and Joshua began to yank harder at the straps in earnest, kicking his feet desperately.

“Please J- Mommy, let me out!” he begged, suddenly terrified of being seen this way, but Joanna just rolled her eyes, reaching out to ring the doorbell.

“Maybe later,” she said, non-commitally, hearing noises from behind the door. “Oh, and one other thing - I don’t want any noisy fussing from baby today, so, here.”

Without warning, she stuffed an over-sized pacifier into Joshua’s mouth, making him cry out in muffled alarm. The pacifier was huge, taking up all the space in his mouth, making him unable to talk at all, he soon realized. Maybe he could spit it out at some point…

“Oh, and if you’re thinking of taking it out, I have a gag that can keep it in place, if you’d rather,” Joanna said, not even looking down at him as she stood up straight in front of the door.

Joshua obediently suckled, showing his compliance as the door was opened wide.

“Jo-jo!”Joanna’s mother, Linda, said, smiling broadly as she hugged her daughter. “Ohh, and who’s this? This can’t be Joshua…”

Linda chuckled unkindly as she leaned down, pinching Josh’s cheeks and eliciting a bright red blush from him. Her smirk was thin, clearly amused by his predicament, having always said Joanna was better than him, now seeing him reduced to being dressed like a baby, submissively obeying her daughter’s every word.

“How precious,” Linda said, as she stood back up. “Everybody’s in the back yard - let me go ‘round and open the gate.”

A few moments later, and the gate to the backyard opened. Without waiting for any input from Josh, she pushed the stroller into the open yard, watching mouths drop open as they saw him, his diapers fully on display and his mouth filled with a giant pacifier.

All Joshua could do was whimper and turn away, as several woman rushed over, pinching his cheeks, cooing over him, patting his diaper.

“Ohhh, he’s so cute,” one sister said, smiling. “Makes me want to have another baby…”

“Really?” Joanna’s second sister replied, grinning. “...Makes me want to do this with my husband!”

The women laughed, as Joanna’s Aunt Mildred quizzed her about his feeding and toileting routine.

“How often does he use the bathroom?”

“Oh, never,” Joanna said loudly, and Joshua shrank down in the seat, screwing up his eyes in horrible shame.

“My baby boy always uses his diaper, don’t you, Joshy?”

All eyes turned to him, and Joshua shyly nodded, his face hot and pink, feeling like this torture would go on forever. He still couldn’t believe Joanna had brought him here, parading him like this in front of her own relatives. A little fear stabbed at his heart - just how long was she planning to keep him this way!?

“Even for poops?” the young cousin asked, looking shocked.

“Yes,” Joanna replied, sounding almost proud. “He gets a daily enema to make sure he loads his pampers properly.”

The cousin - Emily, that was it - wrinkled her nose, looking disgusted, but curious, as she glanced down at Joshua in the stroller.

“He… isn’t going to do it today, is he?”

Josh’s heart thumped, hoping Joanna would leave it at ‘no’ but knowing she wouldn’t.

“Oh no, don’t worry,” Joanna said, cheerfully. “Baby’s got a nice plug up his bumbum to stop him having any accidents.”

The girls giggled, nudging and whispering to each other as Joshua shifted uncomfortably, blushing in his stroller seat. He was utterly helpless, unable to speak with the fat pacifier stuffed in his mouth, unable to even move or get up, strapped in the stroller while wearing thick diapers and a plug in his rear.

“We were just having champagne,” Aunt Mildred said, addressing Joanna and completely ignoring Joshua, who whimpered slightly as the stroller was rolled back and forth. “Would you like some, Joanna?”

“Oh, yes please,” she said, smiling.

“Oh, oh, can I watch the baby, please?” Emily asked cheerfully. “I’m not allowed champagne yet…”

“Sure thing, hon,” Joanna said, wheeling Joshua towards her, without even consulting him.

Of course, he was her baby boy now, not her husband - why shouldn’t she pawn him off to her little cousin at the first opportunity. Joshua pouted behind his pacifier, remembering when it was him who left her behind to drink with friends - now he was alone with Emily, who kept cooing over him, and pinching his cheeks.

“How old are you, baby boy?” she asked, grinning.

Joshua tried to reply honestly, but all that came out was muffled gurgles, the pacifier in his mouth stopping him from talking. He flushed pink after that, giving up, not wanting to embarrass himself further.

“Awww! Too widdle to talk, huh?” Emily said, giggling. “Maybe you’re a widdle one year old, is dat right, Joshie?”

Josh shook his head, his eyebrows turned up in distress as he gave Emily a pitiful look. He was a grown man! He shook it once more, harder this time, to emphasize his disapproval.

“Don’t fuss, baby,” Emily said, booping his pacifier softly. “If Auntie Emiwy says you’re one, you’re one, okay? Now how old are you?”

Joshua looked away, refusing to answer, whimpering.

“Does baby want a spanking?”

Josh’s head whipped around, and he gulped as he shook his head just as violently once again.

“Then… how old is baby?”

“W...wumb?” Joshua said, blushing as his voice came out muffled and childish.

“...wumb,” he repeated, lifting a single finger, before realizing his hand was covered by the mitten - looking up at the young woman and hoping raising a single hand would suffice, instead.

“Clever baby!” Emily said, giggling. “Would you wike dat big binky out so you can have some food?”

Joshua nodded. His tongue was starting to go numb from the pacifier pressing into it, his jaws aching from the motions he made to keep it inside.

“Okay, baby boy,” Emily said, heading to the back of the stroller.

It was a very peculiar sensation as the ground began moving underneath him, as he was pushed back towards the main group of women. It made his stomach flutter with fear and a little excitement as he knew he had no control at all over this situation, Emily could do anything to him right now and he’d be completely powerless to stop it.

He was utterly helpless, thick mittens stopping him from even using his hands as he was pushed wherever Emily decided he should go. The plug in his backside teased his prostate, mixing with the unusual, frightening pleasure he was feeling from being dominated and displayed to his wife’s family like this, his cock stiffening occasionally inside his diapers as he was rolled towards his wife - towards his Mommy.

“Hey, Joanna?” Emily asked, interrupting the women who were giggling as they sipped champagne. “Do you have any food for the baby?”

“I think grandma - my Mom - has some baby food,” she replied, looking down at Joshua with a twinkle in her eye. “I told her to pick some up.”

Joshua’s heart sank. He didn’t want to eat baby food, he wanted real food! Some of these cute little sandwiches… He whimpered, kicking his feet to express disapproval, but nobody seemed to notice.

***

Before Joshua knew it, Emily was sitting on a chair at the table, opening a tin of mashed carrots and peas and preparing to feed him. She wrinkled her nose at the scent as she pulled the lid off, mixing it with a spoon slightly before turning back

Joanna had tied a babyish pink bib around his neck, and now she and her sisters were giggling as she stepped back, holding her phone up ready to record the scene.

“Ready, Joanna?” Emily asked, as she grabbed the ring of the pacifier, tugging it slightly, Joshua feeling a combination of dread and relief at the idea of it being removed.

Joanna gave a thumbs up, and Emily pulled the pacifier out, giggling.

“Baby’s first feeding time!” One of Joanna’s sisters yelled, and they all laughed, as Joshua stretched his lips and stuck out his tongue, getting used to the feeling of his mouth being empty - until suddenly, a spoon full of mashed peas and carrots was shoved into it.

“Guh!” Joshua swallowed in surprise, shuddering as the slimy food made its way down his throat.

“Awww, he loves it!” Emily said, turning to the camera and grinning. “Want some more, baby?”

Joshua shook his head, glancing at the phone with distress, whimpering.

“Please, Em-unh!”

He was interrupted by yet another spoon of the vile substance, fighting to push the spoon out of his mouth, only managing to dribble a little of the food down his chin, humiliating him more.

“Uh oh,” Emily said, mockingly as she dabbed his chin with the bib. “Someone’s such a messy eater!”

Joshua swallowed the rest in his mouth as the spoon was removed, a look of disgust on his face as he tasted it for far longer than he would have liked. When Emily loaded the spoon up again, he turned his face to the side in childish defiance, and Emily giggled like it was some kind of game, chasing his lips from left to right as he whipped his head from side to side, keeping his lips pursed shut, some of the food smearing on his cheeks.

Finally, she managed to jab the spoon into his mouth, and the three older women behind the camera phone whooped, laughing as Joanna finally stopped recording.

“You should put that on FacePage!” one sister said, grinning.

“Ooo, yes, and link it to his profile… you know, the one before he became your widdle diddums!”

Joshua shot Joanna a pleading look, but his attention was soon distracted by another spoonful of baby food being shoved into his mouth, making him cough and gag.

“Let’s all take selfies with him,” Emily suggested, getting her phone out. “My friends will think it’s soooo funny!”

She knelt down in front of the crib, and Joshua looked away shamefully as she held up two fingers in a ‘peace’ sign, seeing himself in the little screen of the camera. He felt as babyish and pathetic as he looked, with food all over his face and the bib, a worried pout on his face. Emily grinned as she snapped the picture, and then quickly sent it to everybody in her friends’ list with a laughing emoji and a caption of ‘BABYSITTIN! XD’

He couldn’t believe in just one week his manhood had been so utterly shredded, his reputation as a cool, easy-going guy with lots of friends and fun interests in tatters. He wasn’t sure if there was anybody he knew who didn’t know he was Joanna’s baby now, but by tomorrow morning he was sure all of them would have seen the photos and videos, and would never again see him as a grown man, even if Joanna let him stop wearing diapers.

“Oh my god!”

Emily was laughing and pointing, and Joshua flushed, looking down between his legs at his diapers. Without even thinking about it, he’d been wetting gradually over the past couple of hours, used to his diaper being concealed from view. Now the wetness spread out across the front in full view of everybody, having finally passed the inner diaper. Joshua whimpered frantically as he tried to shut the flow off, to no avail, looking around shamefully.

“Aww, it’s okay baby boy,” Joanna said, walking over. “I should get you changed out of that soggy diaper, hm?”

Joshua nodded gently, cheeks flaming, his pride a distant memory as Joanna used the clean part of the bib to wipe his face clean, before undoing it. He accepted the pacifier as it was offered, sucking on it silently to soothe himself, finding it strangely comforting in the midst of his humiliation.

“Why don’t you come help me change him, Em?” Joanna asked, as she leaned down to undo the straps on the stroller.

Joshua stood up, finding his legs wobbly and his footing unsure after being pushed around for so long. He clung to Joanna’s arm, bent over slightly so he looked shorter than her, sucking faster in concern as he glanced at Emily.

“Okay,” she agreed, grinning. “Wet’s get da widdle baybee changed.”

Joshua was led into the house, and towards the carpeted stairs. Emily went first, and then Joshua tried to follow her, lifting a foot. He managed one step, before he stumbled, pushing forwards instead of letting himself fall back down the stairs. He suckled on the pacifier in terror as he realized he hadn’t hurt himself, just falling onto his hands and knees.

“Oof, baby, are you okay?” his Mommy asked, genuine concern in her voice. “That looked like a scary fall for a little one.”

Joshua nodded shyly, at both statements, trying not to cry from shock. What was wrong with him? It was as if constantly being treated like a baby was starting to affect how he felt, too. He used to be a manly man who rarely cried - now his lip wobbled dangerously behind his pacifier as Joanna stroked his back.

“Good,” Joanna said, smiling as he indicated he wasn’t hurt. “Then why don’t you crawl up the rest of the way, to be safe?”

Hesitantly, Joshua began to do just that. It was slow work, but he did feel more stable on four limbs than two, and when he got to the top of the stairs, he didn’t bother to stand up, crawling along with his diapered bottom in the air as he followed behind Emily, hearing his Mommy giggling indiscreetly behind him.

In the guest bedroom, he was laid on the floor, looking up at the two women as they chattered and prepared a new diaper for him. Joanna glanced over at him, and then whispered something in Emily’s ear, making her nod and blush slightly. Grinning, Joanna shuffled up to Joshua’s head, resting it in her lap and stroking his hair before she leaned down to whisper in his ear.

“Now, since you’ve been such a good boy, I’m going to let you have a little treat now, okay?”

Joshua blinked, not sure what she meant, and then realization dawned as he caught Emily’s suggestive smirk. She pulled off her t-shirt, and Josh’s eyes went wide. Joanna had lovely breasts… but they were nothing compared to Emily’s endowments. He wasn’t sure how he hadn’t noticed them before, round and full and plump as she undid her bra and tossed it aside, needing both hands to hold them up as she giggled coquettishly.

Joshua felt his manhood swell under the diaper - and then Joanna turned on the buttplug.

“Nnnnn!” Joshua moaned, his eyes rolling back in his head. He hadn’t realized it was a vibrating plug earlier, but now, pressed against his prostate in just the right way, his cock stiffened in the padding, pushing it out in a bulge that showed immediately how excited he was.

Whimpering behind his pacifier, he tried to buck his hips against the soaked padding, groaning as Emily undid the diaper, taking even that slight stimulation away. She began wiping Joshua clean, as he desperately tried to rub his shaft against her hand, thrusting her hips in her direction as the plug buzzed happily in his backside.

“Ooo, such a fussy baby, maybe you don’t deserve a treat after all?” Emily scolded, and Josh shook his head desperately, fighting his hips to keep still.

“Good boy,” Emily said, finishing wiping his crotch. She drew one wipe up along his whole shaft, just to tease him, hearing him groan and seeing his eyes roll back with denied pleasure.

“Should I?” Emily asked Joanna, who Joshua felt nod - he couldn’t look, was too focused on those perfect, plump breasts which were being lowered to his throbbing cock.

Emily slipped Josh’s shaft between her breasts, shuffling forwards so her mouth was over the head of his cock. He whimpered, feeling his length surrounded by pillow-y softness, sucking dreamily on the pacifier as Emily took just the tip of his cock into her mouth, running her tongue over it affectionately.

“That’s a good boy,” Mommy said soothingly, as he began to rock his hips, groaning from all the stimulation. “Such a good baby!”

“Mmhmm!” Emily said, her mouth full, as she jiggled her breasts, shuffling them up and down in time with Josh’s movements.

Josh was surprised to feel his cock growing as Joanna called him a ‘good boy’ but it throbbed in Emily’s mouth, as if growing at the praise itself. Josh grunted, his face flushed and sweaty as he huffed, humping needily between her now-slippery bosom, feeling her giggle as his dribbling cocktip shoved deeper into her mouth.

This was not something he’d ever fantasized about, but now it was happening, Josh found himself grinding eagerly against Emily’s chest, sucking his pacifier desperately as he craned his neck to watch her breasts bouncing up and down along his shaft. It was so different from how he used to have sex, now he was completely submissive, passive, whimpering and squirming happily as he got his special big boy treat.

“Ohhh, he’s getting close, Em,” Joanna warned, giggling. “Is Mommy’s baby gonna make stickies?”

Joshua looked up at his Mommy’s face, nodding desperately as he grunted and huffed behind the pacifier, face flushed with effort. Emily pulled her mouth off his cock most of the way, occasionally licking the head on the way down as she jiggled her breasts up and down his cock, stroking him faster and faster, the vibrations in his bottom, the sensations on his cock, and he hated to admit it, but the humiliating situation all came together, building up and up and up until-

“NGGH!! MMFF!” Joshua came like a firehose on Joanna’s chest, hips bucking frantically as he unloaded all over her tits.

Some splattered on her lips and she quickly licked it off, giggling as she slid his hypersensitive shaft out from between her boobs, pushing his hardness up towards him so the rest of his seed spilled on his tummy. Joshua whimpered as she stroked out the last few drops, giving his cock a tiny kiss on the tip as it lay there, drained of cum, all of it splattered on Emily’s chest and his own stomach.

“Whoa!” Emily said, blinking almost innocently at Joanna as she wiped her face on the back of her wrist. “He makes a lot for such a little baby!”

“That’s right,” Joanna cooed, grinning as Joshua felt the buzzing in his backside stop. “He’s Mommy’s good little baby, isn’t he?”

And without hesitation, Joshua nodded.

End.

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 4

Josh waited patiently on his bed - on his wife’s bed, he corrected himself. Baby Joshie never got to sleep with Mommy any more. He had his own crib at the foot of her bed, and he slept there after his diaper change.

Which Mommy would take care of after she was out of the bathroom…

Josh frowned as he thought about how much things had changed for him in the past two months. He was pretty sure his bladder muscles were weakened now from constantly using his diapers… maybe he couldn’t even go without them any more. That wasn’t too scary. Josh… Josh liked his diapers now.

But he didn’t like how he wasn’t allowed to use his car anymore. Now Nurse Rita picked him up and dropped him off. He never got to drive. He pouted. That was for big boys only…

And work wasn’t the same anymore either. It was more like glorified daycare. Joshie didn’t get to use his computer anymore, instead he got to fill in forms… with crayon. It was humiliating - he knew those forms were worthless, and went right in the shredder or the trashcan when he was done, while somebody else did the real work.

Josh used to be important to the team, going to meetings and giving presentations. Now he was never invited to a meeting, let alone told to attend. He could tell that Darren White and Philip Hershe, two other go-getting employees in the office, had taken over most of his duties. There was no actual ‘work’ for Josh there.

At least Nurse Rita and some of the other ladies in the office told him he was doing a great job whenever he finished a sheet. Josh thought he probably had more awards and commendations now than he’d ever had when he was a grown-up: although most of them were for things like ‘cutest employee’ or ‘best diaper filler’. Josh was embarrassed by how happy that praise made him.

But the most upsetting change was in his relationship with his w… Mommy.

When this first started, they used to have sex sometimes… Then they started doing it less… and less…

Now Mommy would stroke Josh off every other day or so, sometimes more… But since she bought the crib, she hadn’t once invited him into bed with her. She’d bought several vibrators and sex toys instead, and most nights Josh watched as she pleasured herself a few feet away, his erection tenting the front of his diaper.

Josh wasn’t allowed to play with himself, ever, so he’d just watch, trying not to whimper too loudly. Sometimes he’d try to subtly grind his diaper against the bottom of his crib, humping in hopes of reaching orgasm. Once he even managed it…

He really missed having sex with Joanna… maybe if he asked nicely she’d let him do it tonight?

“Alright, sweetie,” Joanna said, sighing happily as she returned. “Let’s get you in a nice fresh diaper, hm?”

Josh nodded softly, not speaking as Joanna untaped his sodden diaper, wiping him clean. She ignored his erection this time, but Josh was too busy remembering, imagining how it had felt to be on top of her. His soft flesh against his, feeling his shaft slick and pumping in and out of her wet pussy…

Pushing his bottom up, Josh felt a fresh diaper being slid under his backside, and soon Mommy was taping it up tightly, covering up Josh’s penis completely. He swallowed, biting his lip as she sat him up, trying to work up the confidence to ask.

“Now, I’ll wake you up at-”

“Mommy, can we have sex?” Josh suddenly blurted hopefully, looking her sexy body over as she stood up.

Joanna laughed. It wasn’t a cruel laugh - it was a laugh that said she found the question as ridiculous as if Josh had asked ‘Mommy, can we fly to Mars tomorrow?’ - but somehow that hurt Josh’s feelings even more.

“I’m sorry, baby,” his Mommy said, looking amused. “I don’t want some fumbling, clumsy little boy humping away at me. Mommy has toys to make her feel good.”

Josh whimpered.

“Please, Mommy? Pretty please? Just this once?”

Joanna groaned in irritation.

“I said no,” she repeated, and Josh’s heart sank. “But if you really want, you can play pretend and hump your diapers against Mommy.”

Josh frowned, looking down at his diapered crotch. Was he really so pathetic he’d settle for grinding his diaper against her, skin never touching? He remembered when he used to be a man…

“Come on, sweetie,” his Mommy said. “Or should I just put you down in your crib?”

“N-no,’ Josh replied hesitantly, finding his need for release and the urge to be at least a little intimate with his wife was stronger than his internal sense of pride. “I… I want to do it…”

Mommy smiled gently as she lay back, sliding her nightdress up her thighs as she spread her legs. Josh watched, savoring the moment - this display at least was for him. His wife, sexily posed with her thighs apart, silky underwear for him to see…

“Mmm,” he murmured, trying to ignore the crinkling from his diaper as he crawled between her thighs. “You look good…”

“Thank you, baby,” Joanna said, smiling indulgently. “Hurry up, Mommy wants to get to bed…”

Josh blushed, moving into position so his thickly diapered crotch was pressed against his Mommy’s mound, still covered by panties. His erection tented the front of the diaper out, and he moaned as he pressed it firmly against the inside of the padding, rocking his hips gently back and forth.

He tried to imagine he was slipping into the inviting warmth of his Mommy’s pussy, picturing his cock throbbing in the open air, slowly disappearing inside his wife. Josh moaned, lost in the fantasy, grunting as he rocked his hips insistently against Joanna.

“Ooo, that’s a good boy,” his Mommy muttered. “Hump your diapers for Mommy, that’s it…”

Josh groaned, humiliated to be reminded of the padding he was grinding against, trying to keep hold of the image of fucking Joanna, really fucking her. Pounding her into the mattress like a real man…

But all he could focus on now was the loud crinkling with every stroke of his hips, the soft padding rubbing against his erection as he whimpered and thrust helplessly against it. He hated to admit it, but he could feel himself getting harder as he focused on the sensation, the comforting softness and the loud crinkling boosting his eager, hurried movements.

“Somebody wuvs their diapers,” Mommy cooed, and without even thinking, Josh nodded, eagerly.

Whimpering, Josh grabbed Mommy’s hips, clinging to her hopelessly as humped more and more needily. His cock spilled precum into the soft lining of the diaper, grinding against the slick, dampened padding with urgency as he moaned.

It felt soo good… He did love his diapers, mm, so, so much.

“It f-feels so good, Mommy!” he blurted out, cheeks red, but not able to hold back as he whimpered, grunting and pushing frantically against her. “I wuv you Mommy!”

“I love you too little man,” Joanna said fondly. “Now come on, come in your pampers for Mommy… Make those widdle diapees all sticky…”

“Nmmf… nmmf…!”

Josh panted, mindlessly grinding his diaper against Joanna, no longer even bothering or able to pretend he was having real sex. Instead he focused fully on the sensations of the diaper and how good it felt around his cock, how safe, how soft…

“NGGH! Ahhh!”

Josh grunted as he came hard, cock throbbing impotently in his padding as he squirted cum in time with the pulsing of his erection. Moaning like a lost soul, he clung to Joanna’s hips, trembling with pleasure.

“S-soo good, Mommy,” he panted, hips motions slowing as his orgasm slowly ebbed away. “I wuv you…”

“And your diapers, hm?” Mommy said, chuckling as she patted his padded backside. “I’m glad you had fun.”

“Uh huh,” Josh admitted, sheepishly smiling as he shuffled backwards off of her, his cock softening inside his padding.

Joanna reached over, sliding a finger into his diaper. Josh moaned softly, still sensitive, but she only pushed his cock so it was pointing downwards, so the pee wouldn’t flow out of the top.

“Now, let’s get you in your crib,” she muttered, leading Josh by the hand towards his crib.

Josh blushed but didn’t give any complaint, quietly following her and laying down on the mattress, feeling exhausted. Mommy slipped a stuffed bunny into his arms, and Josh snuggled it tightly, not even realizing how much he was comforted by those simple childish acts of love until now. He smiled gently as Joanna pushed his pacifier between his lips, stroking his hair and kissing his forehead.

“Goodnight, little one,” she said softly, as she pulled his comforter up and then slid the side of the crib up all the way.

Josh knew he was ‘trapped’ inside, and part of him was humiliated and annoyed by that. But another part craved the security of his crib…

“Ni ni, Mommy,” Joshua mumbled, wriggling down under the covers.

Joanna returned to bed, and Josh winced slightly as the sound of buzzing filled the air a few moments later - reminded of how his wife would rather pleasure herself with a vibrator than have sex with him.

Of course, that made sense - he was only her baby boy, now.

Josh watched, his cheeks pink as Joanna thrust a large dildo in and out of herself, feeling horribly inadequate. The buzzing of the vibrator on her clit was maddeningly loud, but it couldn’t drown out his wife’s moans of pleasure as she eagerly masturbated herself, just a few feet away.

Josh whimpered, biting his cheek as he watched Joanna’s motions growing more desperate, her back arched towards an unbearable pleasure. She’d never acted this way in bed with him…

“OHHHH YES!” Joanna moaned, squeezing hard around the dildo as she came, shuddering, trembling in front of Josh. “Ooooo…. Mmm…”

Mommy pulled her sex toy out and put it on the nightstand, to wipe down in the morning. She didn’t even acknowledge her baby in the crib as she rolled over, and went to sleep, leaving him looking piteously over at his wife… and the big rubber cock she’d rather have than his.

***

When Josh awoke the next morning, he was surprised to find the sun streaming in through the window, but no sign of his Mommy. Usually Joanna woke up first, and then got Josh up, for breakfast…

Josh yawned around his pacifier, rubbing his eyes as he grew slowly more alert. Now he could hear voices coming from downstairs, blinking as he tried to strain his hearing to listen to what they were saying.

He couldn’t make anything out, though. Josh could tell one voice was his Mommy’s… but who was the other one? It sounded female, anyway…

Being a good boy for his Mommy, Josh lay back in his crib until she came to get him. There was an activity center on one side of his crib that Mommy had put on for him, and Josh idly reached up to fiddle with a sliding ladybug. It clicked steadily as he moved it along, and he grinned with mild amusement.

Since he was no longer allowed any adult pastimes, Joshua had noticed his mind would latch onto any distraction to avoid boredom. He knew he was regressing deeper into his role, genuinely entertained by baby’s toys… but what could he do about it?

Putting the thought out of his mind, Joshua giggled as he span a clear chamber which contained multicolor beads, making interesting popping and clacking sounds as they bounced around. The bright colors caught his attention, and Josh was so engrossed in playing he didn’t even notice his Mommy walking into the room.

“Aww, is somebody enjoying playing with his toys?” she asked, smiling from the doorway.

Josh flushed pink, but had no choice but to nod in agreement, caught red-handed.

“Yes, Mommy,” he replied, smiling shyly. “...I like the ladybug best…”

“Well that’s very cute, baby boy,” Joanna replied, pulling the side of the crib down. “But c’mon, we have to go downstairs… There’s somebody I want you to meet.”

“Who?”

“You’ll see,” Mommy said, with a smirk. “I’ve decided you probably shouldn’t go into work so often. You’re only a little baby, after all.”

Joshua deflated slightly as he waddled behind Joanna, his diaper sagging between his thighs. Even if he didn’t do anything at work anymore, it was still one scrap of his manhood he could hang onto, telling himself he had a job, he contributed…

Frowning, Josh realized he couldn’t remember where his paychecks had gone, or if he’d even had any, in the past two months.

“Mommy, I like work,” he said, sullenly, and Mommy just laughed.

“Oh, baby, I know you do, but I think it’s best for a little boy’s routine if he stays at home most days,” she explained. “And I certainly can’t be here all the time to watch you…”

There was silence apart from the sound of feet travelling down the stairs as Josh focused on walking down without stumbling, his thick wet diaper making it a little trickier. As soon as they reached the bottom, he spoke up again.

“Is it Rita, Mommy?”

“No - why don’t you go in and find out for yourself who it is?” his Mommy said, and Joshua swallowed… before heading right through into the living room.

Sitting on the couch with a cup of coffee was a full-figured blonde woman, wearing a tight pink blouse and black skirt. The blouse had some kind of cross-shaped design on the front, highlighting the fact that some parts of her figure were more full than others… namely her bust, which was extremely large, breasts visible through the neckline, like ripe, swollen fruit.

“Hello there, little one,” she said, her voice melodic and light, with an accent Josh couldn’t place. “I guess you must be Joshie, yah? I am Ida. I’ll be your new nursemaid… And wetnurse, when you need it.”

Joshua’s first instinct was to reach out to shake hands with the woman, but then he blushed, keeping his hands in fists at his sides as she spoke. He swallowed, feeling humiliated. He was a grown man, and his wife had hired a nursemaid to look after him? Josh faintly remembered the day so long ago when this all started. He’d thought it would only last a week or so… Now it looked like Joanna planned to keep him like this forever.

Would he have agreed when she pushed him to choose all those months ago, if he’d known how far it would go? Would he have let his Mommy walk out the door..? That thought was painful, somehow even more painful now. Maybe being her baby made them more closely bonded.

...He was also a little curious. Wetnurse… Did that mean…

Josh’s eyes fell on Ida’s breasts, imagining what it would be like to suckle on them. Would milk come out? He stops short of licking his lips, but he can’t hide the hunger in his gaze as he stares.

“Lay down on the floor, baby boy,” Ida says, firm but gentle. “I need to deal with that wet diaper of yours…”

“Y-yes ma’am,” Joshua replies, blushing. Another woman in his life telling him what to do…

Reluctantly, he lowered himself to the ground, legs spread slightly from the sheer thickness of his diaper. Josh looked up, the shirt he slept in sliding up slightly, showing off his stomach, blushing slightly as he stares up, vulnerable and unsure. His heart hammering - it felt almost like the first time Joanna had diapered him…

And just like that first time, he felt his cock stirring, whimpering slightly and looking away in shame as he felt himself tenting the front of the diaper, both women chuckling like it’s the cutest thing they ever saw as they knelt down in front of him, reaching to untape his sodden diaper.

“Is he often erect at changing time?” Ida asked, casually, as she ignored Joshua’s throbbing erection, exposed in the cool air.

“Yes,” Joanna admitted, smiling uncertainly. “I… Sometimes stroke him off during changes…”

“How often?”

Josh startled slightly as he felt the cold wipes on his skin. There was that sensation again, the one that makes him blushy and slightly aroused, knowing people were talking about him, but not to him. He didn’t say anything as the conversation went on, his dick throbbing, untouched except for a solitary cool wipe being slid down the length of his shaft, wiping the urine there.

Businesslike. Efficient. Not an attempt at stimulation at all…

Josh still had to hold back a moan.

“Probably every time he’s hard,” Joanna said. “Or at least at bedtime…”

“You should not do it,”  Ida replied, crisply. “He is a baby. Babies do not get to make stickies all day.”

Josh gave a whimper, but nobody seemed to notice. His heart was pounding, but it wasn’t just sending blood to his penis. That last little bit of sexual pleasure… Gone. It was humiliating to be jerked off at changing time before his cock was hastily stuffed back into his diapers… But at least it was something.

“He should only get to cum in his diapers,” Ida continued. “They must be what arouses him now.”

“Oh,” Joanna said, blushing. “What about…”

“I will take care of it…”

Joshua saw her grab rubber gloves and lubricant from the overflowing back she’d brought with her, and as she pulled the gloves on, snapping them into place, he had a hopeful flashback to Nurse Rita, stroking his cock to orgasm on the changing table. Perhaps there were going to let him have one last handjob?

Ida carefully squirted lubricant onto her gloved hands, smearing it around on her fingers… Before they dropped out of view. Joshua expected to feel the sensation of a latex-covered hand around his cock, slippery lubricant being smeared up and down it, a tight fist grasping him, masturbating him slowly there on the floor…

It never came.

Instead, Joshua felt one lubricated finger probing at his rear end.

“Ow!” he gasped, as Ida shoved her chubby digit in right up to the last knuckle. “Nghh… M-Mommy!”

“He is being fussy,” Ida said, with a chuckle. “Relax, baby. I know you have your enemas in here…”

Joshua whimpered, feeling another lubricated finger being added, stretching his anus further. It was true, he wasn’t unused to anal penetration, but usually the hose just slipped right in, staying still until his bowels were full of water. Ida’s fingers probed and rubbed like they were searching for something, and Joshua gave a moan he had to admit wasn’t entirely one of distress.

His cock throbbed every so often, as Ida’s fingers worked to find that magic spot inside him. Eventually she did find it, Joshua emitting a desperate groan as she probed a certain area inside his backpassage, stroking steadily back and forth with maddeningly consistent pressure.

Ida never once touched Josh’s cock, but it throbbed all the same, in time with her fingers’ motions, stimulating his prostate with firm but gentle rubbing. Josh made soft grunts and whimpers, bucking his hips up against nothing, feeling his muscles occasionally contracting and squeezing Ida’s fingers.

“Get the pacifier from my bag,” Ida told Joanna, not slowing the motion of her fingers. “He should come to associate his babyhood with sexual pleasure, yah?”

“That’s a great idea,” Joanna replied, and before Josh knew it, a pacifier was stuffed in his mouth, and he couldn’t help but suckle it slowly, moaning as his cock twitched in the warm air.

Joshua wasn’t sure what part of this was more humiliating. Being on display, a babyishly-printed diaper he’d soaked with his own pee opened, being masturbated through his ass without his cock ever being touched… Or the fact that thinking about it only made his dick throb harder, pacifier clenched between his teeth as he moaned, cheeks red with shame and arousal.

“Goood baby, that’s right, it feels good, doesn’t it now?” Ida cooed, feeling Joshua’s muscles spasm eagerly around her fingers. “You love being your Mommy’s baby, don’t you?”

“Uh.. Uh huh!” Josh blurted out, flushing as he said it, whimpering, tension building in his crotch and prostate.

It felt like all his muscles down there were clenched tightly, one big knot of pleasurable tension. Josh’s body was starting to tremble now, his sucking growing more and more frantic as his hips bucked upwards, groaning with pleasure at the sensations. Ida’s fingers stroked more insistently now, and Joshua could feel his whole body pushing towards that strange, intense, all-consuming bliss.

“Ngh… ngh! NGHH!” Josh thrashed slightly, pacifier tightly clenched between his teeth and fists balled up, as he came.

His rear spasmed frantically around Ida’s fingers as his cock bounced, spurting jism into the air and onto his stomach. He moaned, blushing and humiliated by his position, his own wife now his Mommy, a wetnurse hired to masturbate him through his ass… And squirted once more, less vigorously, cum dribbling down his tummy.

“That’s a good boy,” Ida said, curtly, as she withdrew her fingers from Josh’s backside, making him shudder, gasp, and release a little more cum. “Now he’s nice and soft…”

Joshua groaned, eyes rolling back in his head as he rested it on the carpeted floor. He dimly felt the sticky cum being wiped off of his skin, and the diaper being replaced by a fresh one. But instead of rapidly stuffing his flaccid cock into it and taping it up, Ida was taking her time about it, saying something to Josh’s Mommy he wasn’t really listening to…

...But she sounded interested, which seemed… dangerous.

Joshua made himself focus on both women. Ida was holding something up, and when he blinked and stared at it… he still had no idea what it was. It was shaped vaguely like his own cock, flaccid, but it was made of hard plastic and hollow.

“If you want to keep him as your baby forever,” Ida said. “Chastity is the best option. It will stop him getting… ideas.”

Josh looked frantically from Ida to Joanna, but Joanna just nodded thoughtfully, not protesting. Josh whimpered.

“Mommy, please! I didn’t think-”

“Shhhh,” Joanna said, reaching out a hand and pressing the pacifier hard into Josh’s mouth. “Mommy’s talking to Ida.”

Whimpering, Josh closed his eyes, tears of burning humiliation squeezing out of the corners. Now the orgasm was over, he felt horribly humiliated, feeling every piece of his manhood, his adult masculinity, being slowly torn away until he really was just his Mommy’s helpless diapered baby.

“Alright,” Joanna said. “How do we put it on him?”

Ida didn’t respond verbally, but Josh felt her hands on his scrotum, lifting the balls carefully. Something was slipped around them - and then a moment later, his drooping penis was slid through as well. Josh shivered, depressed at losing the use of his manhood, knowing in a few seconds he’d be caged, unable to get an erection any longer.

The plastic shaft was slipped down onto his length, with plenty of space, and he flushed as he heard Mommy and Ida giggling over that.

“A little baby cock, for a little baby,” Ida muttered, and Joanna agreed.

Josh heard it lock into place, and felt Ida turning a key on the top of it… and then it was stuck on him, locked around his softened penis, stopping it from getting hard. Gulping, Josh unsteadily reached down to feel his caged shaft, whimpering at the hard plastic under his fingers, stopping him from touching or feeling his penis itself.

“You will feel much better now,” Ida said, cheerfully. “...Mommy, I think this baby has forgotten his manners!”

“Joshie, what do you say?” Joanna chided, and Joshua flushed, not wanting to thank Ida for putting him into chastity against his will, not wanting to thank either of them for turning him into a mewling baby…

And yet… some part of him liked it. He was ashamed to admit it, but as time went on, he settled more and more into his role. Sometimes he wondered if he was only fighting because he felt like he should be…

“...Fank yoo, Ida,” he said, softly.

“Awww!” both women said instantly, smiling.

“What a precious little boy,” Ida added, pulling diaper up between his thighs and taping it up, hiding the bulky cage from view. “You’re very lucky to have such a doting Mommy, little one.”

“I know…” Josh replied, softly, feeling Ida’s hands pulling him up into a sitting position. “...Um. S-so, are you going to be… changing me, often?”

“When you’re home and your Mommy isn’t here, yes,” Ida said. “And taking care of your baths and mealtimes… making sure you’re a well-fed little boy.”

“W-well fed?”

Joanna and Ida shared a mischievous glance, and then Ida moved back onto the couch, patting the seat beside her.

“It isn’t all bad, being a baby,” she remarked, as Josh crawled up onto the cushions of the sofa. “I saw you looking at my bosoms, earlier.”

Josh nodded, shamefaced.

“S-sorry,” he muttered, as Ida’s sliding the pacifier out of his mouth.

“No apologies,” Ida said, smirking. “You aren’t in trouble… But tell me little one, would you like to see them?”

Looking hesitantly at his Mommy, who was nodding and smirking, Joshua soon whipped his head back to Ida’s face… and nodded, uncertainly. Obviously Joanna not only didn’t care - she expected this to happen.

“P...please?” Joshua mumbled. “If it’s… okay?”

“Of course,” Ida said, grinning as she pulled down the cross shape in her blouse, her breasts popping out quickly, full and firm, even better outside of the shirt than in it.

Josh realized suddenly that that was what the blouse was designed for - exposing Ida’s breasts… so she could feed a baby. He was so busy staring at her ripe pink nipples and the swollen milky flesh of her boobs that he barely even noticed Ida had taken his hand until she was resting it right on the tit closest to him.

“Ah!” he said, gasping, looking around huntedly to make sure this was okay. “M-Mommy, is it-?”

“Go ahead, little man,” Joanna said. “I want you to have a full breakfast…”

“D-Do you really make milk?” Joshua said, tentatively squeezing.

Before Ida could respond, Josh got his answer, as his gentle groping sent a trickle of milk dribbling out of that nipple, down the back of his hand. He gasped… and a moment later his hands began teasing her stiff nipple gently, making Ida moan softly as more milk spurted onto his hand.

Pulling his fingers back curiously, he licked the droplets of milk off of them.

They tasted sweet, and Josh found he was hungry for more.

“O-ooo,” Ida moaned. “Lay across my lap…”

Josh eagerly and obediently scrambled into position, looking up at Ida’s flushed face past her swollen breasts. He could feel his cock surging with blood, trying to stiffen, but just swelling against the inside of the cage, uncomfortably. He grunted in discomfort, but tried to pay it no mind as Ida cupped one breast, offering him the nipple.

“Here, baby,” she murmured, and Joshua gratefully accepted it into his mouth.

The nipple was firm against his tongue, and every suckling motion of it sent fresh, warm milk flooding into the back of his mouth. Josh moaned happily, squeezing in closer to the plump woman as he drank, feeling a warm peace spread through his body.

“Mmf… your teeth, baby,” Ida chided, and Josh grunted an apology, flicking big eyes up towards her as he stopped clenching his jaw so much, working his throat and tongue muscles carefully to suckle more delicious, hunger-quenching milk from her bosom.

“What does it feel like?” Joanna asked, fascinated. “It seems… uncomfortable.”

“Nmmm, no,” Ida replied, dreamily, stroking Joshua’s hair. “It can be painful at first if the latch isn’t good. But mostly it’s very relieving. No more pressure. It’s… soothing.”

“Well, I don’t think I could do it,” Joanna murmured. “...But look at his little face, so happy.”

Josh’s eyes were closed, in total bliss, as he drank his fill of the sweet milk, feeling it fill his tummy. It wasn’t just the fluid itself, the whole experience made him feel totally at peace. Small, weak, helpless… but okay with that.

His cock was still straining against his cage, but Josh focused on other sensations now. The subtle perfume on Ida’s skin, the thin taste of the milk. Her soft warmth under his hand as he rested one on her breast, feeling her heart beat, softly.

The quiet sound of awe as Joanna watched him, knowing she was his Mommy forever, and that he was her baby boy… And the gentle rub of the diaper between his thighs whenever he moved, proving it.

Like always, there was a part of Josh that wanted to fight this. But he was so far gone now, it was easy now just to drift off and submit to his new life… Maybe if he had to be a diapered baby, he could at least be a happy one.

“Good boy,” Joanna murmured, kissing his cheek. “Good boy.”

And Joshua found the praise felt good.

End.

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 5

Joshie cuddled a stuffed lamb on his lap as he was wheeled into the park.

Like always, he was dressed in a humiliatingly infantile outfit that did nothing to conceal his thick, soaking wet diapers. Little blue shorts clung to his thighs, complemented by a lighter blue Belebubbies t-shirt, and his caged cock was squished up against the soggy padding, jostled occasionally when the stroller rolled over a bump in the path.

Josh couldn’t keep track of the days anymore. It seemed like he’d been his Mommy’s diapered baby boy forever. Everyday was a never-ending parade of diaperings, bottle and breastfeeding, and being treated like an infant. Josh knew once upon a time he’d been a ‘big boy’, and Mommy Joanna had been his… wife? But that felt like a completely different life…

At first Josh had hoped one day she would say he didn’t have to sleep in the crib anymore, that she wanted him back as a real man, her husband, after all this time. But it seemed like every week she seemed to want things to go further and further. She spent money on all kinds of adult baby accessories she couldn’t possibly return, filled a whole wardrobe with custom-made childish outfits for him to wear… And that was before you even considered the closet filled with diapers that was re-stocked every month.

It was obvious Joanna had no plans to restore Josh’s status. He would never be  a man again - just a little baby…

He whimpered as he felt wetness suddenly seeping out from the legcuffs of his diaper, dampening his shorts.. He realized he must have been wetting himself again. Poor baby Joshie was now completely unable to control his bladder, just like a real baby.

Once his Mommy had obliged and let him wear big boy undies for once, instead of spanking him for asking. A half hour later, and he’d been almost in tears when he felt him soak his dungarees, whimpering and blubbering as Mommy led him upstairs to the bathroom saying ‘I told you so’.

Just one more way he wasn’t a grown-up anymore. At least he could control his bowels, but it didn’t matter much when he was given such frequent enemas… and anyway, Josh was forced to be a good baby and make his messies in his pampers.

“Baby?” Ida, his nursemaid/Nanny asked from behind him, sounding concerned. “Somebody sounds fussy… What is the matter?”

Joshua blushed, popping his thumb into his mouth and looking away as Ida leaned over him, peering between his legs. She soon noticed the wet patches that had formed there, and she chuckled affectionately.

His wife, Ida, Nurse Rita, they all treated this as if it was normal. That made it even more humiliating, somehow. As if he couldn’t even say he was ‘really’ a man - he was just a little baby, and now everybody else could see it.

“Oh dear, little one,” Ida said, as she straightened back up. “We will have to change you soon. Don’t worry, sweetie. Let Nanny find us a good place for a picnic, and then I can fix your diaper.”

Josh cringed, knowing she wouldn’t be taking him inside a bathroom to change him…

***

“Stop squirming,” Ida chided as she lay Josh back on the blanket. But it was hard not to stare when he could feel everybody looking at him.

“Ple-... Pwease, Ida. Dun change me here,” Josh pleaded pitifully as he felt her tugging his shorts down. “People can see!”

Now his soaked diaper was on display to anybody who cared to glance over - and several people did exactly that,watching, giggling, even taking videos on their phones as the big baby was exposed in public. Joshua whimpered gently, wanting to cover himself with his hands, but knowing that would just get them smacked away from his crotch.

“Nobody cares,” Ida said, with a handwave. “Nobody is watching a crying baby have his didee changed.”

A quick glance confirmed that wasn’t correct, but Joshua knew better than to talk back. He merely squeezed his eyes shut, trying not to listen to the snatches of conversation he heard from all around him. His face was bright red with humiliation - but despite it all, he could feel his little cock, locked in chastity, straining against his cage with arousal.

“You are very wet,” Ida remarked, as she began to undo the tapes of his diaper. Being changed was routine to Joshua now, who spent all his time padded up. His Mommy had even bought a few swim diapers for if they ever went to the beach.

“S-sorry,” Josh mumbled, shivering as he felt the cool air on his wet skin as Ida opened the diaper. “...Oops.”

A little trickle of extra pee dribbled down his thigh into the already-soaked padding, out of his control. The embarrassment was almost too much for him as he knew strangers could see his caged cock, see him wetting himself helplessly like a baby. Anxiously, Josh began to suck his thumb, waiting for the change to be over.

Ida wiped him carefully clean, lifting his legs up so she could reach his bottom. Despite his shame, Joshie was glad he wasn’t sitting in a puddle any more. It was never his choice when his diaper got changed - Mommy or one of the other grownup ladies got to decide that…

“Fank you,” he squeaked as Ida lifted him again, removing the soaked diaper from underneath him. “...C’n I have a space one today?”

One small piece of freedom Josh got was that sometimes he could pick his diaper. He inevitably chose the most ‘adult’ designs, even though his Mommy made sure not to buy anything overly medical. He was a baby after all, as she was fond of reminding him.

“Of course you may,” Ida replied, smiling. “Let me get it from my bag…”

Josh could see more smiles on a group of women further away, but they didn’t look as kind as Nanny Ida’s. They were laughing at him… Why wouldn’t they be? He was a grown man dressed as a toddler, being diapered in public. Josh would probably have laughed too, a few months ago. Now he lay obediently on the unfolded picnic cloth, waiting for his nudity to be covered up by a fresh diaper.

Ida slipped the blue, crinkly padding under Josh’s backside, and he felt a little ashamed at just how comforted he was by it. Being out of diapers just felt plain ‘wrong’ to him now. He just wasn’t used to the feeling now. Josh felt much more secure and comfortable in his thick pampers, and he let out a little sigh despite his embarrassment as it was taped up snugly between his legs.

Joshie waited for his shorts to be pulled back up, but instead he felt his left shoe being eased back onto his foot. He pulled his foot away in alarm, but Ida grabbed his leg in one hand, raising an eyebrow at him.

“N-nanny, you forgot my um, my shorts…”

“Your shorts are covered in pee-pee,” Ida replied, as she wrestled his foot back into the custom velcro sneakers his Mommy bought for him. “You can’t wear them now.”

“But, but,” Josh stammered, cheeks bright pink. “...Everybody will see my diapers! You can’t!”

He yanked his other foot out of reach, desperately, but Ida easily grabbed and pulled it back.

“Everybody has already seen your diapers, and they’ll see a baby boy with a spanked rear end if you continue,” she warned, shoving the other sneaker on and doing it up. “Honestly, little one. Everybody already knows you’re a baby.”

Josh cringed, knowing she was right, but hating to admit it. He tried to cling to the dim hope that maybe people wouldn’t look at his thickly padded backside under clothes and know a diaper was there… But there was no way to deny or hide it like this. It was immediately obvious, and Josh wanted to stay put on his picnic blanket, hiding away from everybody.

Ida was having none of that, though. She pulled him to his feet and smacked his padded backside happily, sending him off towards the playground…

Josh gulped, toddling towards the sandpit, glancing over at Ida. As people laughed and pointed, he hesitantly crouched down in the sand, feeling his cock throbbing urgently. The humiliation of being treated like this was almost too much - he wondered if he could cum even while he was inside the cage.

Of course, as the diapered boy looked up at Ida, she was holding her phone, taking photos and videos of him. He reluctantly picked up a little plastic rake, dragging it across the surface of the sand and making little waves on the surface. Ida laughed gently, and so did another woman, but Josh didn’t look up, blushing, feeling the sand against his bare legs.

There were hundreds of photos of him now on FaceSpace, many of them with his new Mommy. Once she’d shown it to him, and he’d whimpered with shame as he saw the cocky, confident young man he’d been before… next to the diaper-wearing, dependent baby boy he now was.

The worst part was that everybody could see it! All of Joanna’s friends knew. There was no turning back… Wherever he went, people would know Josh had been put into diapers and treated like an infant, willingly, for a part of his life. He wrinkled his nose as he thought about it…

At least playing with the sand was kinda fun. Josh had moved on to packing sand into a bucket, entertaining himself with the childish activity. He made several lopsided sandcastles before Ida suggested he move on, playing on the swings.

“C-could you push me higher?” Josh asked as Ida gently swung him back and forth.

“I don’t want the baby to get scared,” she replied, and Josh pouted. He looked down between his legs, seeing the wetness indicators on his diaper were still there. That made him feel almost proud - then a little embarrassed that he’d be ‘proud’ of that.

Eventually, after he was worn out from playing, Ida led him back over to the picnic blanket, and handed him his stuffed lamb again. Joshua snuggled it gratefully as he leaned against Ida. He’d gotten more and more used to physical affection like this. It made him feel small, but not in an embarrassed way. It felt like the whole world could slip away…

“Time for your snack, little one,” Ida said, and Joshua bit his lip and felt his heart pound faster as he was slid down on her lap.

Without caring who was looking, she unbuttoned her blouse, her breast slipping free… and guided Joshua’s lips towards it. Shyly, he parted them, and began to suckle, face flushed with arousal and embarrassment as he began to drink his nursemaid’s freely-flowing milk.

This felt so naughty, still, sucking on a woman’s breasts in public. If he could have gotten stiff, Josh knew he would have been tenting his diapers with his cock. For now he just felt himself swell in his cage, face red with humiliation and eagerness.

Ida moaned softly with pleasure, her own cheeks reddening from the sensation as Joshua suckled at her nipple. It was stiff and swollen with milk, dribbling sweetly into the adult baby’s mouth. Josh could hear Ida’s breath catching in her throat, shamelessly rocking her hips ever so slightly as people looked on, watching the ‘big baby’ being fed, and not realizing how perverted the situation really was…

Josh closed his eyes and sighed, his diaper crinkling as he wriggled down a little further. If he pretended nobody else was watching… this was a nice moment.

...And knowing they were? Well. That made it more exciting, which was good too.

***

A half hour later, and they were nearly home. Despite how embarrassed Josh had been at the park, now he was in a very good mood. He squeezed his lamb plushie tightly as his feet kicked, bouncing himself slightly up and down in the stroller.

“You seem happy, little one,” Ida said with amusement. “And you were so fussy earlier! Why is this?”

Joshua blushed at her question. In truth, he was happy for a rather personal, and most people would say private reason. But nothing was private for him anymore, and he was so excited he didn’t mind his Nanny knowing about it.

“I think maybe today is the day I get to have cummies,” Josh said, his voice incongruously childish for what he was talking about. “Mommy says I get them once a week!”

Josh had long since stopped being able to count the days that passed, as they all blurred together in a haze of second babyhood and sexual denial. It was hard to keep track now he was a ‘baby’, and it didn’t help that he went to daycare so irregularly now.

‘Daycare’ was his work, once upon a time, but now instead of a desk, he had a playpen. And instead of working on important things for the company, he had baby toys to play with - when he wasn’t being taken off to Nurse Rita for a diaper change or an enema.

“Oh, is that so?” Ida said, chuckling. “Well, I hope you’ve been a good boy to deserve them then, hm?”

“Uh huh,” Josh replied, biting his lip.

Soon they were at the house, and Joanna greeted them both warmly, giving Joshua a cuddle and kiss on the forehead. Her breasts pressed up against him as she rubbed his diapered backside, and the eager little boy whimpered, pushing his caged cock against the inside padding.

“Was he a good boy?” his Mommy asked. “Not too fussy?”

“His diaper leaked so I’ll be laundering his shorts,” Ida explained. “He was a good boy today. Weren’t you, Joshie?”

Josh nodded enthusiastically, hoping his ‘good boy’ status would encourage Mommy to ‘help him out’ like he wanted.

“I played in the sandpit,” he offered, and Joanna chuckled.

“Did you now?” she asked. “Well, I’ll have something to show your fans on FaceSpace then…”

Joshua looked at his feet shyly. Joanna had set up a page devoted to him, at first just for her friends and family… But gradually more and more women were finding it and following it. Some of them just posted little comments or emotes, others discussed excitedly what Joanna was doing, praising her, saying they might do the same with their own husband. Joshie had a small following now, people who looked forward to seeing their favorite adult baby boy being his whimpering, blushing, thickly padded self.

“Okay, baby boy,” Joanna said, once Ida had left to do the laundry. “Let’s go upstairs for naptime.”

Josh nodded obediently, taking Joanna’s hand as she led him up the stairs. Taking a nap probably wouldn’t have been on the agenda if he got to choose what to do, but since Mommy was in charge - and she was, always - Joshie didn’t mind getting to lay down in his crib and sleep.

“Mommy,” he said cautiously as he toddled into the bedroom, legs spread slightly by the damp padding between his legs. “Can I ask you sumthin’?”

“Mmhm?” Joanna asked, as she pulled back the back waistband of his diaper and peered in, checking him. “No messies! You can keep that diaper on…”

Josh wasn’t sure how to react, but his face was a huge red beacon of humiliation he tried to shake off so he could speak again. Joanna squeezed his crotch to confirm he wasn’t too wet, before she looked back up at him, waiting.

“Mommy, is it nearly my day to make stickies?” Josh blurted out suddenly. “Is it, is it that day already?”

Joanna d’awwed and smiled at her cute husband, now her adorable baby boy. His childish glee was truly innocent, even when he was talking about cumming in his diapers like this.

“Not today, sweetie,” Joanna replied. “It’s tomorrow.”

Josh deflated slightly, with a little pout on his lips, and Joanna stifled a chuckle as she pulled her former-husband into a Mommy-ish cuddle. She felt him nuzzling her breasts unconsciously as she continued, stroking his hair softly.

“There there baby boy, it’s only one sleep until tomorrow,” Joanna said softly. “...I forgot what a tiny baby you are, you know. After all, a big boy would know what day it was, hm?”

Joshua whined.

“Not my fault,” he complained, pouting. “Mommy should tell me what day it is…”

“Well, I don’t think a widdle toddlebutt like you needs to know,” Joanna replied, booping Josh’s nose affectionately. “Because Mommy’s in charge of everything, isn’t that right?”

Josh glanced at his crib, and the stack of diapers next to it. His face flushed, he nodded slowly. Mommy was in charge of everything, even his little caged cock.

Giving a soft gasp, Josh felt Joanna’s hands trail down to his backside, groping his padded rear lovingly, stroking up and down across the smooth plastic there. The strangely intimate contact made him wiggle slightly, pressing himself against Joanna with a mixture of childish love and teenager-like lust.

“Mmm, you have been a good boy recently,” Joanna commented, remembering how obedient Joshua was lately. “Mommy’s proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Josh said, his breath hitching in his throat. Joanna was acting almost flirtatiously, and it was driving the padded boy wild with desire.

“Joshie… How about you and Mommy have some special cuddles in bed, hm?”

Joshua stood up straighter as he looked at her questioningly. He didn’t have much hope she was suggesting they have actual sex, with his penis inside her… He’d stopped suggesting that when she laughed every time. In fact, Mommy probably wouldn’t even take his cage off.

But Josh was aroused by the thought of kissing and caressing his sexy Mommy-wife, bringing her to the edge of bliss… and then over it, all while his thickly diapered backside stuck up in the air, crinkling loudly. It would be a delicious tease to see her orgasming and moaning in front of him, because of him, even, while his own cock was untouched and throbbing, leaking in his chastity cage, into the padding between his legs.

“Um, um, what kind of special cuddles?” he asked, shyly, and Joanna smirked widely.

“The kind where you give Mommy lots of special attention,” she said. “And special… kisses.”

Joshua’s pulse quickened as he nodded, swallowing hard with anticipation. Joanna gave his crinkly diaper one last pat, before she pulled away, slowly unzipping her skirt. Josh watched with appreciation as she undressed, his cock pulsing in his cage as he took in her sexy, slender body.

A few months ago he would have been fucking her, claiming her on the bed while she moaned in pleasure at how assertive and romantic her big, strong man was. Now Josh was excited beyond all belief just by the sight of Joanna’s panties, stretched taut across her mound.

It felt pathetic to admit, but even just this felt amazing. Being allowed to be so close instead of in his crib, watching with his pacifier in his mouth as Joanna moaned and gasped with delight, touching herself under the covers. He’d try to hump against his diapers, but it felt like almost nothing with the bulky cage in the way.

“Do you like seeing Mommy nakey, baby?” Joanna cooed as she slipped out of her top, reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra. “Is somebody excited, hm?”

“Ye, yes Mommy,” Josh stammered, flushing hotly.

“Is your widdle baby cock hard?” she asked, with a teasing smirk, before giggling cruelly. “Oh, I’m sorry baby. I forgot you’re all locked up, aren’t you?”

Josh had no idea why that turned him on, but apparently months of being treated as a kinky adult toddler had warped his sexuality, because he had to bite his lip to suppress his obvious noise of pleasure, as his dick pulsed eagerly inside the chastity cage.

Now Joanna stood fully naked in front of Josh, and she beckoned him closer as she lay down on the bed they used to share. Her thighs parted, Josh licked his lips eagerly as he climbed up on top of her.

Even now he felt like a clumsy toddler, very aware of his diapered rear sticking up in the air as he grabbed for Joanna’s soft breasts with both hands. He murmured happily as he kissed one nipple, squeezing the roundness of her other tit as he did so.

“Oooo, good baby,” Joanna murmured, squirming underneath him happily, pressing her mound up towards his diapered crotch. “Mommy loves you.”

“Wub you too, Mommy,” Joshua replied as he hungrily ran his tongue across Joanna’s stiffening nipple, swirling around it as Joanna’s back arched and she let out a moan of lust.

Sex felt so naughty now, like something Josh wasn’t supposed to be doing, but was.being allowed for once. He dove for his Mommy’s left breast, and quickly took her nipple into his mouth, suckling frantically like the waddling baby boy he’d been reduced to. He heard Joanna’s gasp of happy surprise, her body rocking slowly up towards him as he moaned around her stiffened nub.

“Mmm! M-milk won’t come out, you know,” Joanna said, her face hot and pink already. “... Ohh… but it makes Mommy feel so good…”

Joshua continued to tease her breasts and nipples for a while longer, but he could sense his ‘Mommy’ growing impatient. A moment later, he felt her hand on top of his head, pushing him slowly down to her crotch. Obediently, Josh lowered his face between her thighs, licking his lips as he breathed in her feminine scent deeply.

It had been weeks… months? Since he’d been this close to that part of her body, and he could feel his pulse racing frantically. He pressed his lips against her own, far slicker ones, and his tongue slid out, slipping up between her folds.

Joshua’s tongue found Joanna’s clit, and she squealed delightedly as she pushed her crotch up towards his hungrily slurping tongue. Her obedient baby boy, licked slowly up and down, trailing the tip of his tongue the full length of her slippery slit, tasting her womanhood eagerly like it was his last meal.

“That’s, that’s a good boy, kiddo,” Joanna grunted. “I want my pampered l-little baby to make Mommy cum…”

Joshua pressed ahead, his tongue sliding deeper into Joanna, sliding against her g-spot while his lips brushed across her throbbing clit. She moaned lustfully as she stroked Joshua’s hair lovingly, her passage clenching around his tongue a little in pleasure.

Again, Joshua couldn’t help but think about how usually it would be his cock in there, thrusting up inside her like a real man. He felt a surge of arousal wash over him as he fantasized about his own denial, lapping meekly at his wife’s - now his Mommy’s - dripping pussy. He was her little diapered toy, crinkling and moaning noises filling the air as he pleasured her with his mouth, driving her onwards towards her nearing climax.

“Yes! Baby, more! Good boy!” Joanna cried out, her breathing heavy and quick as she bucked her hips insistently up towards Joshua’s face.

The motion was distracting, and made him feel smaller, weaker, more submissive. But those feelings only translated into more desperate licking, grabbing Mommy’s ass with both hands, slobbering desperately between her folds as his tongue hit her stiff clit over and over, flicking against it repeatedly. Joanna’s back arched, her body trembling, moaning, as she felt her adult baby husband push her towards the edge…

And then over it.

“OHHH! Good boy, G-good… NMM!”

Joanna’s slit suddenly became a lot slicker as she pushed her crotch eagerly up against Joshua’s tongue. He barely had to move as she rode out her orgasm, rocking and grinding against his mouth and face. She shuddered and squealed, using her obedient baby boy for her own pleasure.

Joshua willingly took it, lapping as eagerly as he could as her hip motions got less and less frantic. He hadn’t gotten any physical pleasure for himself, but making his Mommy cum filled with a strange, embarrassed sort of pride. He was being shown his place, in the sexiest way possible.

“Ohhh.. mmm… sit up, cutie,” Joanna said, moaning as she pushed his head away, gently. “Come cuddle…”

Wasting no time, Josh obediently sat up, licking his lips as he crawled to one side of Joanna, curling up against her as she wrapped an arm around him. He could still feel the intense heat coming off of her, hear her heartrate racing, but gradually slowing down.

With a gentle sigh, Joshua closed his eyes, resting his head against her chest. His legs slowly wrapped around hers, and he could feel the thick padding of his diaper pressing against her thigh as they lay there together, comfortable and peaceful.

“I’m so glad I turned you into my baby boy,” Joanna said, with a chuckle. “Don’t you think this is right for you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Joshua repeated almost automatically - but then thought about it, and decided maybe it was true. He could barely even remember being an adult any more…

“And tomorrow, if you’re good, Mommy will let you make stickies,” Joanna continued, smiling. “Won’t that be fun?”

Josh nodded eagerly.

“I wub you, Mommy,” he said, blushing.

“I love you too, little one… Now let’s snuggle for a few minutes, and then Mommy will put you down in your crib for a nap.”

Joshua treasured those next few minutes, clinging closely to Joanna. She was his, for the time being, and it felt so good. His Mommy, laying beside him…

Josh frowned as he realized he didn’t think of her as his wife at all now. When he thought about cuddling with Joanna, he thought of her as his Mommy, and nothing else. The only time the idea she had ever been married to him crossed his mind, was when he was thinking about just how much things had changed.

“Mmmf,” Joanna murmured, nuzzling her head against the top of Josh’s, and the diapered adult baby nuzzled back, smiling shyly.

In no time at all, the cuddling was over, and Joshua reluctantly climbed into his crib. His Mommy carefully checked his diaper, handed him his stuffie, and pushed a pacifier into his mouth before she tucked him in. The actions were loving, but they were so far away from any normal kind of romantic love…

Joshua pouted as she slipped the side of the crib up, and turned the dial to wind up his mobile. Here was where they parted. His Mommy wandering off back into the adult world…

And him, forever her diapered baby boy, napping in a crib in the middle of the afternoon, no longer even having an adult job to go to.

End.

My Wife is my New Mommy? Pt 6

When Joshua woke up that morning, at first it felt like any other day. His diaper was sodden with a whole night’s sleep full of urine, his cock was tightly caged, and his pacifier lay on his pillow beside his mouth, having fallen out while he slept.

Mommy’s bed was empty, and Joshie blushed as his mind filled with naughty memories of the day before, replaying them behind eyes that peered out through the bars of his adult-sized crib. Mommy had asked him to give her ‘special cuddles’, before he fell upon her hungrily, whimpering, suckling at her breasts, and finally being guided between her legs, where he licked and worshipped her pussy, cock straining against his chastity cage as he expressed his sexuality the only way he was allowed to anymore…

Adult baby Joshie blinked as he considered that. That wasn’t quite true, was it? Mommy usually let his little peepee out at least once a week, for him to make stickies. Josh whimpered, trying to remember if today was the day… Since he’d been pushed into his role as his wife’s adult baby boy, Joanna no longer bothered to tell Josh the day or even what time it was. He obediently ate, drank, had his diaper changed, and took naps, whenever she ordered.

At that moment, Josh’s Mommy walked back in, smiling as she noticed her little man was awake.

“Hey cutie,” she cooed, reaching down through the top of the crib to affectionately tickle Josh under his chin. “How’s your didee this morning?”

Josh blushed, but couldn’t stop himself from leaning into the gentle affection from the woman he once called his wife, and now thought of as only his ‘Mommy’.

“I’m very wet, Mommy,” he admitted, shuffling back, pulling his shirt up slightly to show off the mass of soaked padding between his thighs.

Joshie knew better than to ask his Mommy for a change outright. Instead he looked up at her with a mixture of hope and pleading, grunting and wincing slightly as she reached down and pressed the sodden diaper-front hard against his plastic-encased babydick.

“Looks like you had a very soggy night,” Joanna remarked, smirking. “Let’s get my tiny baby boy changed.”

Josh felt a wave of gratitude wash over him as his Mommy lowered the side of his enormous crib, offering a hand to lift him out of it. Without even thinking about it, Josh hurriedly grabbed his stuffed lamb and his pacifier before he was led over to the bed, pushing the silicone nipple into his mouth. Suckling was a natural, soothing motion for him now, and he felt himself relax as he was lowered onto Mommy’s big bed, a plastic changing mat crinkling underneath him.

Usually the bed was bare when Joshie was changed there, but apparently Joanna had decided his full diaper was in danger of leaking. Josh whimpered slightly at the thought as the swollen padding was peeled away from his skin - there was a special kind of shame in having plastic mats put underneath you so your soaking wet diapers didn’t leak on the good furniture.

“Mommy,” Josh piped up, suddenly remembering his earlier thought as Joanna wiped across the outside of his cage. “Is it, um… is today the day I get to make big boy stickies?”

“Hmm,” Joanna said slowly, a wry smile on her lips as she cleaned her big baby up. “What do you think?”

“I don’t know, Mommy,” Josh said, flushing as he gave an answer he hoped Mommy would like. “...Widdle babies aren’t good at thinking…”

That did seem to please Joanna.

“Hah! You know your place, don’t you, baby boy?” she praised Joshie, as she pulled the wet diaper away and rolled it up. “It’s okay, Mommy’s here to do all your thinking for you…”

Josh looked up hopefully. Joanna seemed to be leaving that sentence hanging - hopefully she was going to confirm that today was the day he’d been looking forward to so much, after all.

“...And yes, you’re right,” Mommy said, with a smile. “Today Mommy’s going to unlock your widdle cock and help you make stickies, since you’ve been such a good little boy lately.”

Josh sucked his pacifier gleefully as he imagined it, barely registering his legs being lifted and a fresh, crinkly diaper being slid under his backside. He was too busy letting his mind wander to the thought of his Mommy’s hand on his cock, squeezing, stroking, up and down, as he mindlessly thanked her for letting him cum. His limp shaft firmed up slightly inside his plastic chastity cage, but it was trapped in place, unable to get to any kind of hardness - and soon covered up by the front of the diaper.

“Okay buddy, let’s get you dressed,” Joanna remarked, as she secured the last tape on his diaper. “You’ve got a busy day today… Nanny Ida’s going to give you breakfast, and then she’s taking you to daycare in a little bit.”

Josh sighed as he was pulled back to the reality of his life, where he was nothing but his wife’s obedient little diapered baby boy. Reluctantly, he allowed himself to be pulled up, lifting his hands to have his sleep shirt removed and replaced with whatever embarrassing ensemble his Mommy chose.

***

Josh’s outfit for the day was a pair of brown shortalls with a teddy bear face on the chest, and a blue striped onesie that held his dampened diaper in place. The shortalls had snaps up the thighs for easy access at changing time, shining brass buttons that Nanny Ida or Nurse Rita could pull undone any time they wanted to check the state of his diaper.

Adult baby Joshie’s breakfast was spoon-fed oatmeal and breastmilk. Nurse Ida had made a big show of twirling the spoon around in the air, asking Josh to ‘open wide for the airplane’. At some point Joanna grabbed her phone and began filming a video for Josh’s FaceSpace page, much to his humiliation.

“Ohhh, baby girl is making such a mess!” Ida chuckled as she moved the spoon away at the last second so a spoonful of his breakfast ended up smeared across his cheek. “Of course such a clumsy little toddler should never be allowed to feed himself.”

Joshua squeezed his eyes shut, nostrils flaring, his face red with humiliation. Of course Ida was only doing this to embarrass him in front of everybody watching online, to drive home the point that he was no longer a man - just a helpless toddler who had to be spoonfed by his Nanny. As Josh opened his mouth reluctantly for another mouthful, he felt himself wetting his diaper without even realizing his muscles had relaxed, and he groaned.

Now he was being bundled into his car seat, carefully strapped in by Nurse Ida. Ida seemed to be in no mood to entertain an adult-sized baby, briskly doing up the straps to hold him in place, shoving Josh’s stuffed lamb into his hands.

“What’s that?” Josh asked, with a frown, as he saw the light blue pacifier Ida was holding, with some kind of thick blue strap hanging from either side. “Nurse Ida?”

“I don’t want to listen to any baby babbling this morning,” Ida said, as she pushed the pacifier into Joshie’s surprised mouth. “This is to keep you quiet on the drive this morning.”

Josh whined in annoyance, pouting as the shield of the pacifier was pushed against his lips. This felt like insult to injury, because Joshie was honestly not very talkative most mornings. Again it was just one more way to emphasize how little and controlled he was by everybody around him.

Once the pacifier was fastened around his head, Josh sucked gently for a moment, before trying to push it out with his tongue. Unsurprisingly, the pacifier stayed inside his mouth, refusing to budge more than a few fractions of an inch before the straps holding it in place pulled it back in.

The car started, and Ida dialled Rita to let her know the pair were on their way.

“Ya. Yes. I’ve picked the baby up,” Ida said into the bluetooth headset in her ear. “He is a little fussy today.”

Josh’s eyebrows furrowed as he heard Rita’s remarks about him, but his attention was stolen by a face looking at him through the window of the car opposite.

A teenage girl giggled and snapped a photo as she stared at Joshie, pulling another girl who might have been her friend or her sister over to look. Josh’s face was bright red - he couldn’t hear what they were saying through the glass, but their mouths moved animatedly, laughing and pointing at the adult baby in the next car over.

Luckily a few moments later Ida sped away, and Josh was spared embarrassment… Until they passed another car with a passenger looking out the window, at least.

***

A half hour later and Josh was finally at the place he used to call work, the pacifier removed from around his head, but another one clipped to his shirt. He was handed over to one of the ladies in the office, and now he was back in the little play area they’d set up in lieu of his old desk area.

Josh remembered the burning humiliation he’d felt the first time he came in and saw the little playpen with baby toys scattered around, knowing that was where he’d spend most of his time from now on. Now it was just another part of his adult baby life, like the soggy diaper between his legs, or the babyish outfit he was forced to wear.

“Here we go, Joshie,” the girl who was holding Josh’s hand said as she led him into the playpen. “I’ll let Nurse Ida know you’re here.”

Josh sank down into the playpen with a pout on his face, snuggling the soft toy lamb against his legs. The office was filled with the normal hustle and bustle of people working, typing, filing reports… And Josh was no longer part of it.

Seeking the form of comfort that came most naturally to him now, Josh lifted the binky clipped to his shirt up to his mouth, sucking dolefully as he peeked out at his former coworkers.

One man, Jed Harris, was sweating, stroking his hands through his hair again and again as he waited on hold with his boss. Josh frowned slightly - it didn’t look like he was having much fun, either. Was that how he used to look here every day? Joshie remembered work was stressful sometimes, but he didn’t remember how it felt anymore.

Focused now, Josh looked around and noted the panicked expressions on people’s faces, the stressed movements, the groans and grunts as spines were cracked and necks were rolled, stiff from sitting in cheap desk chairs all day. Joshua was never allowed to do anything by himself anymore, but he also didn’t have to deal with any of the stresses he saw in front of him.

Wrinkling his nose, Josh frowned behind the pacifier, harder. Being a baby… All this time, he’d thought there was nothing worse than how he was being treated. And now he found himself feeling almost grateful to Joanna for this. No longer having to work, no having to worry about money or hours or anything like that. Mommy and Nurse Ida took care of everything for him.

Josh blushed as he felt the warmth blooming around his crotch, wetness soaking the front of his diaper and running down to his backside. He was wetting again, again without even feeling himself start to go. Again Josh remembered the humiliation he felt the first time he wet his diaper - now it was so routine he was barely conscious of it happening.

...And somebody took care of that, too. Josh groaned as he closed his eyes. Thinking was too hard.

“Finkin’ is for big boys,” Josh muttered to himself in a babyish voice, although there were no ‘adults’ around to chide him. “Babies pway…”

Brushing aside his earlier musings, Josh put his arms in front of him, his stuffed toy balled up in one fist, and began to crawl towards some of the toys on the other side of the playpen. His diaper stood out clearly against his backside, crinkling audibly even over the noise of the office. Poor baby Joshie had been an adult toddler for so long he was beginning to forget what it felt

like to be a man at all.

As he reached the toys, Josh picked up a red and blue block, and began to carefully stack them. Without any access to any kind of adult entertainment - computers, movies, even books or magazines - he had learned to entertain himself with the babyish activities provided to him. Josh even felt a smile spreading across his lips behind his binky as he stacked a third block on his tower, his gaze intense as he watched it to make sure it didn’t fall.

While he played, a couple of the female office workers stopped to giggle and watch at how closely he was looking at his blocks.

“He’s so adorable!” One gushed, with a grin on her face. “I can’t believe you used to think he was hot!”

“Sh!” The other replied, face flushed. “I didn’t know he was really just a baby then, did I?

Josh looked up, his eyes wide with surprise as he heard their conversation. They both giggled and moved on quickly, the first woman wiggling her fingers in a playful wave before she left.

What surprised Josh most was how little he cared about what he’d heard - after all, the only woman a little boy needed was his Mommy, and Mommy always thought he was handsome.

***

It was around 3pm when Nurse Rita came to get Josh for his daily enema - not that the little baby boy knew the time. He’d been changed out of his wet diaper once already, before he had his lunch of applesauce and graham crackers and was put down for a nap. He’d only been awake for a little while before Nurse Rita came to get him.

Now Josh rose reluctantly and took Rita’s hand as she led him to the ‘infant care’ room, set up just for him. Having enemas was still something Josh didn’t enjoy very much, but struggling wouldn’t have made a difference - Rita would just have called in some of the bigger, stronger men from the office to hold him down, turning a small humiliation into a massively embarrassing scene.

"Your Mommy's coming to collect you soon," Rita said, with a smile, as she firmly led the adult baby boy down the corridor. "So we'd better hurry."


"Yes, Nurse Wita," Josh mumbled, his mouth a thin line as he thought about the inevitable feeling of the enema's nozzle sliding into his backside - and then messing himself helplessly in front of the Nurse. 


"Don't look so pouty, kiddo," Rita said, as she pushed open the door to the familiar space where Josh had his diaper changed every day, subjected to frequent humiliating checks and 'examinations' that seemed designed just to reinforce his role as 'adult baby'. 

"Mommy told me you're getting a special treat tonight, is that true?"


Joshie's face brightened slightly, and he nodded. If Mommy was talking to other adults about him getting to make stickies that evening, then it was almost guaranteed she'd follow through. 

The thought of finally having an orgasm after so long made Josh tremble with excitement, his balls swollen from days of denial, his cock needy but trapped and unable to stiffen. He was far from eager as he climbed onto the adult-sized changing table, sitting with his legs parted as Rita began to undo the snaps - but the thought of his coming 'treat' made it more bearable.


"That's the happy baby I like to see," Rita said, as she pushed the unsnapped shortalls up, revealing Joshie's thin onesie pulled tight over his thick diaper. 

"Who's a happy baby? Who'ssa happy baby boy?” she teased, slender fingers reaching out to tickle Josh.


"Me, me!" Josh giggled, cheeks rosy pink, as Rita tickled his tummy. "I'm a happy baby boy!"


The warmth he felt inside as he was cooed and fussed over like an infant was undeniable, if a little embarrassing. The feeling of beautiful, intelligent women thinking he was an attractive, sexy, virile man, was so far in the past Josh couldn't even remember how it had felt, really. 

Now he felt almost that same confidence and pride when those women pinched his cheeks or told him what a 'handsome little guy' he was... before going back to talk to, flirt to, 'real' men, a world baby Joshie was no longer part of.


"Turn around, get on all fours," Nurse Rita ordered, suddenly brisk now she'd undone Joshua's onesie. "There we go... Let's just pull this diaper down..."


Like always, Josh cuddled his stuffed toy close to his chest as he felt his diaper being tugged down, exposing his backside. The familiar noise of Nurse Rita pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves made him bite his lip worriedly, taking his pacifier gratefully when the woman looking down at him pulled it up and offered it. Then there was the slimy sound of the lubricant, and Joshie suckled worriedly as he turned around to see what was happening, his puckered anus clenching in anticipation.


"Deep breath in, Joshie," Rita commanded, as she held up two fingers slathered in lubricant. "There's a good boy."


Josh sucked in a big gulp of air around his pacifier, his whole body tense as he felt the fingers pushing at his exit hole. Nurse Rita didn't wait around for him to get comfortable - instead, she pushed her slickened digits deep into his tight rear, eliciting a whimper of surprise from the humiliated adult toddler. 


The whimper wasn't entirely discomfort, however. Without having his little dick directly stimulated for so long, Josh's body took pleasure from places he'd never have imagined possible this time last year. He'd always been a boyish, strictly hetero kinda guy, who'd never even thought about how it would feel to have something inside his ass - except when laughing at how repulsive the whole idea sounded. 


Now though, as Rita drove her fingers slowly in and out of Josh's tight backside, his muscles gripping her snugly, her fingertips lightly pressing his prostate every time she pushed inwards, Josh found himself breathing heavily through his nose, moaning under his breath. 

It felt weird, and strange, but also good, and without even thinking, Josh pushed back against Rita's probing fingers, quivering. His caged penis was swollen as much as possible within its tight confines, little dribbles of excited fluid running from his tip into the diaper that still covered his crotch.


"Good baby," Rita said, the smirk evident in her voice. "I guess little one doesn't hate this procedure so much any more, is that so?"


"Nmm.. hmm," Josh shuddered as he nodded, sweat beading on his brow. "Feelsh... funny but good..."


Rita chuckled, continuing to stretch and lubricate Josh's rear slowly, letting the adult toddler enjoy himself for just a little longer before she slowly tugged her gloved fingers out of his bottom. Joshie moaned softly, sagging, as he peered behind him, face red from embarrassment and excitement, watching the enema nozzle being brought close to his lubricated entrance. It seemed bigger than it had been when they'd first started - but what did Josh know? He was just a little baby, after all...


"Ngggh!" Josh grit his teeth around the pacifier, as the nozzle was unceremoniously pushed up into his bowels. "Ohhh..."


Rita said nothing as she pushed the hard plastic deep into Josh's backside, far deeper than her fingers had gone. The firm object pressed directly on Josh's secret pleasure spot inside, finding it swollen and sensitive as the big baby whimpered in confusion and arousal. 

Now the small dribbles of precum from his trapped length came closer and closer together, making the inside of the diaper slightly damp and sticky. Josh suckled the pacifier, hands balled into fists of tension as he heard the valve of the enema being opened... and felt the coldness rushing into his bowels.


Josh closed his eyes. It always felt strange to have cold fluid rushing up inside of him, to feel himself being filled with saline solution that would soon force him to mess himself. His stomach rumbled as his guts churned, slowly filling with liquid, his body quivering at the unusual, invasive sensation. 


"Good boy, good boy," Rita murmured, as she gently stroked Josh's shaking back. "You're doing so well today. After this, I bet you're going to make a big poopy for me like the healthy baby boy you are."


Nodding distractedly, Joshie felt tears of discomfort pricking his eyes as more and more liquid filled him. He was more used to it now, but his body still told him he urgently needed to expel whatever his bowels were full of, muscles cramping and clenching, insides churning uncomfortably. The saline took up so much space inside, seeming to flow forever, the cold liquid an icy contrast to the warmth inside of him. 


Just like always, as it started to feel like there was no way Josh could take anymore, that his guts would burst if more liquid ran down the hose into him... it stopped, the entire bag emptied into his rear. 

Josh quivered, body weak with pained pleasure as Rita grasped the thick nozzle and began to slowly slide it out of his bottom. Instinctively he clenched down hard as it left, holding the sloshing fluid inside himself. His stomach rumbled audibly as Rita slid his diaper back up, ready to collect the big load that would inevitably be filling it later.


"That's a good baby," Rita muttered, as she re-dressed Josh and helped him carefully to sit up, noting his wince and groan. "What sticker would you like today?"


"Da... Da bunny," Josh managed, one hand clutching his stuffed lambie friend, the other hesitantly pointing at the roll of stickers before returning to his tummy, rubbing it in ginger semi-circles. "Thank you..."


"No problem," Rita replied, carefully placing the sticker on the bib of Josh's shortalls. "You did a great job today, little buddy. No complaining at all."


Josh knew how weird it was, but he felt a warm glow inside of himself at the praise anyway, sitting up straight with a smile on his face. The saline in his bowels had warmed now, slowly being absorbed by his body, and he could feel it starting to make him cramp again. Joshie squeezed his muscles back there tightly, knowing he was supposed to hold the enema for as long as possible, knowing the feeling was going to get much more urgent in a few minutes.


The sound of rapped knuckles against the outside of the door made Joshie whimper and jump, hiding his face in shame quickly behind his toy lamb. Who was that? Why were they here? Rita chuckled at his embarrassment, patting him on the thigh before she stood up and went to answer it, Josh watching shyly from behind his plushie. 


As it turned out, it was Paula, the administrative assistant who'd changed Josh's diapers on his first day back at work. She peered in before the two women began talking, and waved at the shy adult baby on the changing table. Joshie waved uncertainly back, his legs pulled together tightly around his thick diaper, face red, knowing it was only a matter of time before he messed himself, and hoping the cute woman left before then.


"Is she here?" Rita asked, dragging Paula's attention back to her.


"Yes," Paula nodded. "You told me to come get you as soon as she arrived, so..."


"Of course, thank you," Rita smiled. "Bring her in."


"What's happening?" Josh asked, slight dread in the pit of his stomach. "Who's here?" 

"Mrs. Harper? Joshie's in here," Paula called to somebody waiting outside in the hall, and Joshie's heart leaped despite the circumstances. His Mommy was right there!


Unable to contain himself, as soon as she entered Joanna found herself being wrapped in a clumsy hug from her adult-sized toddler, chuckling as Josh squeezed her tight and close, breathing in the scent of her perfume. Josh's insides grumbled loudly, but he ignored the growing pressure as he rubbed his cheek happily against his Mommy, full of childlike glee at seeing her.


"Mommy, why are you here?" Josh asked, his pacifier falling from his mouth in his excitement. "Are you here to.. nmf... take me home?"


"I am," Joanna replied, with a smile. "I heard it was time for my baby boy's enema, so I came in to make sure you were being good..."


Her eyes twinkled with mischief.


"...And to watch you mess your britches for Mommy," she added, as Josh's cheeks flushed even further. "How much longer do you think it will be, Rita?"


"Oh, not long," Rita replied with a smirk, closing the door behind Paula as she entered as well. "Someone had a very big enema a little while ago."


Josh whimpered, looking from his Mommy to Paula to Nurse Rita, all three women watching him expectantly as he squirmed under their gaze. The humiliation of being watched so closely as they waited for him to do something so dirty and intimate made him throb inside his cock cage, groaning and clutching his swollen tummy as he tried to stop his muscles forcing the big load into his diaper right then and there.


"But... Mommy, Paula's here too," Josh protested weakly, already knowing that Joanna's intention was probably to embarrass him as much as possible. "I don't want her to see... Nghh..."


As the cramping grew more and more urgent, Joanna merely rolled her eyes as Josh's complaint.


"Oh please, baby, don't start that again," she said, with a tired dismissiveness. "You know it doesn't matter what you want. You're too little to decide. Paula was curious, so I said she could watch too."


Groaning, Josh bit his lip hard as he felt his knees bending, the urge to mess growing stronger and stronger, almost unbearable now. He looked nervously at Paula as his legs trembled, trying to decide where to go or what to do to hide from the three pairs of interested eyes watching him. 


"Gnuh!" Josh grunted, wincing as he felt the surge of mess heading towards his rear, clenching and clamping down to stop it leaving abruptly. "I'm gunna make poopies!"


In a sudden rush of panic, Josh turned around, blindly fumbling for the changing table. Paula and his Mommy giggled, watching as he carefully placed his stuffed lamb on it, and then gripped the padded topper tightly, grimacing as he bent his knees further, into a toddler-like squat. 


"Just like a real baby!" Paula said, with a gasp, but Josh had no more time to focus on the women behind him.


"NGggh! GNNN!" Josh grunted as he screwed up his bright red face, pushing hard as the pressure inside him grew too much. 


Three women watched as Josh trembled and messed himself, the hot, mushy load being pushed out into his thick diapers, the back of them bulging almost imperceptibly through his brown shortalls. Josh felt tears in his eyes as he soiled himself like a toddler, again, in front of ladies who giggled and watched as if he was a real baby, as if it was normal to see him disgracing himself like this. 


Josh groaned and quivered as he felt another surge, muscles cramping desperately as his bowels tried to completely evacuate. Josh could only moan softly as he felt his already-loaded diapers sag even further, the snug onesie keeping the stinky deposit firmly against his bottom, spreading up and downwards as he grunted, expelling it all. 

As he finally finished, Josh sagged, panting, droplets of salty water on his cheeks as he was overwhelmed with relief and exhaustion, his body tired from the exertion of emptying his bowels so forcefully.


"Peeeyuuw," Paula complained, pinching her nose shut as the thick scent of adult toddler mess filled the air. "Somebody has some very poopy pampers!"


Whimpering, Josh didn't try to rise or turn around, his Mommy coming over after a moment to help him up from his squat. As he moved, he winced, feeling the heavy load in his diapers shifting and being pressed and spread against his rump.


"Good job, Joshie," Joanna said brightly, patting his soiled diaper through the shortalls. "I'm very proud of you for using your didees like the little baby you are."


"Do you want me to change him here," Rita said, as Josh watched Paula back away, nose wrinkled and the corners of her mouth turned up in wry amusement. "It wouldn't take too long."


"Thank you, but we need to get home," Joanna said with a smile, placing her hand on Josh's shoulder as his heart sank. "We have plans for this afternoon."


As nice as those 'plans' were, Josh's heart pounded in his chest as his Mommy said their goodbyes and began to lead him through the office, clutching her arm nervously. Conversations stopped and people peered out of their cubicles as they passed, everybody trying to see what the smell was, Joshua whimpering in new humiliation as he clung helplessly to his Mommy, seeing people smiling, laughing, covering their faces and nose in disgust. 


The worst part was how nobody even looked shocked. Everybody expected Josh to be a complete toddler now, apparently, using his diapers every day for anything. Sometimes little Joshie kept the hope burning in his heart that people were surprised or amazed to learn that somebody who looked like such a big tough man was really a little baby - maybe one day, he'd get to be a big tough man again. 

But as he looked from former coworker to former coworker, all of them smiling and chuckling, he knew everybody saw him the same way his Mommy had intended... As her helpless baby boy.

***

"Phew," Joanna said with a wrinkled nose as she rolled down the window of the car. "Baby boy, what have you been eating?"


Josh pouted, looking out of his own window, barely able to see properly out of it from the car seat he was strapped into. His sagging diaper seat was forced up against his backside as he sat and squirmed in his own mess, smelling ripely of his own waste and a hint of baby powder. When Josh sat perfectly still, the scent was mostly contained - but it was hard not to wriggle with the sensation of warm, mushy poop squishing against his backside.


"Ugh, I wish it wasn't such a long drive home," Joanna muttered. "It's almost unbearable with such a stinky baby in the car."


"You, you could pull over and change me?" Joshua offered, hesitantly. 


Usually, he would have been as humiliated as always at the idea of being changed on the side of the road, but the shame of being in his own soiled underpants the whole way home was even more intense. Josh winced as he shifted in his seat, feeling the mush inside his diaper being pushed to one side by his buttcheek.


"Don't be silly," Joanna said. "It's not that far, you can wait. And where would I put the old diaper? I'm not going to litter."


Joshua felt shame burning his cheeks, and he lowered his head, nodding softly.


"Yes, Mommy," he mumbled, with a pout. "Sorry..."


"Oh, don't worry," Joanna reassured Josh with a smirk that he could see in the rearview mirror. "Nobody expects your silly little baby babbling to make sense. Toddlers like you should just let their Mommies take care of everything."


Another whimper from Josh, as he looked down at his thickly diapered crotch, feeling himself soaking his already-full diaper, the crotch swelling outwards and making his shortalls tighter. Joshua could remember a time when he 'took care' of a lot of things... or at least, he was supposed to. 


That had sort of been how this whole thing started, hadn't it? Josh and his wife were supposed to have dinner with Joanna's relatives, but he'd missed it. The blind panic he'd felt when he saw her standing there with the suitcases was enough to get Josh to agree to almost anything, even wearing diapers and being treated like a baby. 

At first, he'd believed it would be temporary... but now Joshua knew for sure he would never be able to get Joanna, or anybody else they knew, to see him as a man again. It would be absolutely futile to even try.


Joshua's expression was melancholy as Joanna pulled up, thinking about how his life had changed. It was difficult because it had been so long, and almost every aspect of Josh's adult life had been removed, over time. Adulthood was foreign to him now.


Worse still was the fact that Joshua honestly found a great deal of comfort in his current routine. While part of him kept rebelling, he was starting to feel like maybe he only clung to the idea of being allowed to grow up and 'be a man' again because it was what he felt he was supposed to do.   

Josh frowned deeply as Joanna opened his door, reaching over to undo the straps on his seat. Unconsciously again, he reached for the stuffed lamb toy, clutching it to his chest as his Mommy helped him out.


"What's up, grumpy?" Joanna cooed, as she pulled him out of the seat and stood him on the tarmac of their driveway, bottom heavy and sagging.


"Nothing," Josh responded, looking away. "I dunno Mommy. Just thinking about being a baby and... that stuff. Bein' a big boy again one day?"


"You shouldn't think about that," Joanna chided, unlocking the door to the house. "You won't get to grow up until Mommy says you're ready."


"But... Mommy, it's been so long!" Josh protested, earning him a tight-lipped glare from his former wife. He shrank back shyly, and Joanna's smirk returned.


"It only seems long because you're just a baby," Mommy explained. "If you were really a grown-up, this time would have passed in a flash."


Joshua scowled, but obediently followed Joanna into the house. Nothing made any sense anymore. He'd thought he was supposed to be an adult man, providing for his wife and going to work every day. But Joanna didn't need or even seem to want him for that now.


"Up the stairs," Joanna ordered, and Joshua obediently began to scale them, hand gripping the rail.


His palm was sweaty. As Josh climbed higher, his musing was replaced by thoughts of what would soon happen in the bedroom, of his cock finally being free and allowed to cum. It was shameful, he knew, to be so excited just for the opportunity to orgasm, but Josh couldn't help it. It was the only 'adult' pleasure left in his life, and he intended to treasure every second.


"Lay down on the changing mat," Joanna commanded, as she spread the thin plastic sheet on the floor. "I don't want you getting any stinky poops on my bed or the carpet."


Josh didn't even blush as he sank down to the floor, sticking his feet out as he looked up at Joanna. His heart fluttered with love, lust and excitement as Joanna crouched down, a maternal smile on her face as she peeled open the velcro of Josh's sneakers, pulling them off one by one.


"Now let's get you out of these clothes," Joanna muttered, more to herself than anything, as she carefully undid the shoulder straps holding Josh's shortalls up.


The anticipation Josh felt was almost overwhelming, trembling slightly as his Mommy slowly uncovered his body. What would come soon had completely eroticized this scene for Josh, being undressed like a toddler before his diaper change making his chest pound with eagerness. 

As Joanna finally pulled the shortalls all the way off, leaving Josh in just his highly soiled diaper, he could feel his cock aching, balls swollen as he anticipated the loving touch of his wife against his turgid flesh for the first time in a week.


"Such a stinky baby," Joanna grunted, pushing Josh down on his back, hard. "Good thing Mommy is here to clean you up, hm?"


Josh nodded enthusiastically, not caring what he had to say. He was beyond excited to 'make stickies' - he wouldn't let that be taken away from him because he was 'too fussy' during a change. 


The tapes undone, Joanna gingerly peeled the front of the diaper away, a grimace of disgust at the sight that greeted her. Josh flushed, looking up and away, feeling the air cooling the warm mess that had caked his backside and balls. 


"Filthy, poopy little boy," Joanna said, pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves. "Ugh. I hope you're grateful that I'm doing this for you..."


"I am, fank you, Mommy," Josh hurriedly replied. 


Of course it was because of Joanna that he had been in a diaper in the first place, but Josh could tell that his Mommy wouldn't react well to being told that. Instead, he shivered slightly as the first cold wipe passed across his skin, taking a layer of thick mess with it. Another wipe followed, and another, as Josh held his legs high in the air and waited for his backside to be completely cleaned.


Concentrating, Joanna was quiet as she used wipe after wipe to clean her messy adult baby boy's bottom. The smell hung in the bedroom, inarguably infantile, as was the act of Josh having his diaper changed on what used to be his own bedroom. 


Carefully, Joanna avoided Joshua's cage until she'd finally cleaned all the mess away from his backside and testicles. Josh gasped, surprised by her strength as she pushed him upwards using his ankles, pulling the soiled diaper out from underneath. With disgust, Joanna rolled the muddy-brown diaper up, sliding it into a plastic bag for disposal.


"Doesn't it make you embarrassed, baby?" Joanna cooed. "Pooping in your diapers and being changed by your wife?"


Josh didn't reply, flushed pink as Joanna wiped around his upper crotch, cleaning any dirt off of his cock cage. Now Josh found himself trembling, watching his Mommy stroke the wipe around the plastic device trapping his penis. He could feel her touch numbly through it, biting his lip as he longed for more, longer contact, his length swollen in its enclosure.


"I'd feel very embarrassed. Especially over getting so excited about an org- I mean, making stickies," Joanna continued. "But I suppose I just don't understand what it's like to be a tiny, helpless baby."


Joanna seemed to be watching for Josh's reaction. The adult baby boy couldn't stop a flicker of a frown crossing his lips, but he didn't respond. He knew he 'should', should tell Joanna he wasn't tiny, or helpless, but a big, strong man. Instead, he slowly nodded, fists clenched at his sides.


"Uh huh, Mommy," he said, as softly as possible while still being heard. "I'm just a... just a helpless baby."


"Good boy," Joanna said, a big smile on her face. "And good little boys... get rewards."


At last, she produced the key to Joshua's cock cage, sliding it into the lock. Josh trembled, hearing it turn, clicking slightly - and then the plastic sheath was being pulled away. It couldn't quite slide off, because Josh's penis was trying to firm up, swelling and taking up all the space inside it. 


Joanna tugged once more, and Josh's cock slipped free, throbbing, immediately swelling to his full length. Josh blushed as he peered down between his legs, hopefully, watching his erection twitching in the air. He was hopelessly pent up, hoping against hope his Mommy's hand would soon be wrapped around his shaft. 


But his Mommy's next move wasn't to wrap her fingers around his throbbing length. Instead, she acted almost completely disinterested in Josh's erection, humming to herself as she wrapped up the old, used diaper in a second bag, and then a third, along with the used gloves. Josh watched impatiently, knowing better than to plead with Mommy to touch him - but his dick hadn't gotten the memo, throbbing and twitching needily as Josh admired her body with childlike fervor.


"You've behaved so well for me while I was changing you," Joanna said, her attention suddenly focused on Josh again. "I can tell you've really accepted that you're supposed to be just my pathetic adult baby boy."


Josh nodded, quivering, watching Mommy's hand moving towards his crotch as if in slow motion. As he felt her fingers brush the swollen skin of his erection, he grunted, soon feeling Joanna's palm curled tight around his hot, throbbing length.


"Good boy, good boy," Joanna muttered, grinning. "So eager just for Mommy to touch you. You love being Mommy's adult toddler, don't you?"


"Y, yes," Josh spluttered, groaning, his penis trembling and dripping hot precum down Joanna's fingers already. "It feels good Mommy. I'm your good little boy, Mommy..."


"That's right," Mommy purred, stroking harder and faster now, Joshua's hips thrusting up needily to meet her motions. "Helpless. Baby loves his diapers, doesn't he?"


"I do," Josh agreed instantly, his breathing strained. "I love my diapers."


Joanna's fist squeezed tighter, his own slippery pre lubricating his shaft so she could move up and down faster and faster. It felt so good, so overwhelmingly good, Josh's heavy balls looking almost sore from how swollen with need they were. 

At that moment Josh would have done or said anything just to get Joanna to touch him, stroke him more, but all he could do was lay back, moaning, whimpering, as his Mommy played with his adult toddler peepee.


Feeling something being pushed into his mouth, Josh opened his eyes, which had been closed from the sheer intensity of the feelings racking his body. The pacifier easily slid in, and Josh cuddled his stuffed lamb to his chest childishly as his Mommy loomed over him, smirking maternally, jerking his erection over and over.


"Oh, Mommy, oh, Mommy," Josh mumbled, his hips moving in ime with Joanna's movements. "Pweashe Mommy, let baby make stickies, please?"


"Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to stay Mommy's helpless toddler in diapers forever and ever?" 


"Yes! Mommy, baby promises! Pl- pwease!" Josh pleaded, sucking the pacifier urgently once he was done. 


The scariest part was how he meant every word. The shocking pledge to remain Mommy's adult baby boy swirled together with the palpable eroticism of what was happening, the situation that might have started off as torture being twisted into a filthily kinky scenario. Josh whimpered and panted and moaned as Mommy squeezed and stroked his throbbing shaft, the pleasure building inexorably towards a peak. 


Laying flat on the back of the bedroom Josh once slept with his wife in, the adult baby boy in his place now moaned and humped at his Mommy's hand, squirming, clutching a stuffed animal to his chest, whimpering around a pacifier. It was nothing Josh had ever imagined or even fantasized about before, but after so long as nothing but his 'wife's diapered toddler... This felt like heaven, truly transcendent, the best reward for a good little boy like him...


"Mommy!" Joshie squealed, biting down hard on his pacifier. "Mommmy!"


Joanna gasped, surprised by the force of Josh's orgasm. It was obvious it had been a long time since he'd climaxed, his erection throbbing in her tight fist as his cum spurted out, some splattering on her hand and on his stomach. Joshie groaned softly as he shot another load, not as high this time, the relief and pleasure of orgasm hitting him like a freight train.


Several more loads erupted from his tip, less and less over time, dribbling down his still-hard cock. Josh panted around his pacifier, trembling as the peak ended, one last dribble of cum pushing its way out before Josh sagged, glowing with pleasure, a dopey smile on his face behind the pacifier.


He was Mommy's baby boy, and it was good. While sometimes he'd have reacted with disgust after his ejaculation, recoiling mentally from the feelings he'd expressed. But now there was nowhere to go in his mind, only to embrace what he’d known for a while/. 

Josh felt some sense of shame and disappointment in himself, weak and repressed, but he pushed it aside. Right now his mind and heart were in agreement - it didn't matter how he'd gotten here. From now until forever, Josh would be Joanna's helpless infant husband.


Joshie barely reacted as Joanna wiped him clean, and immediately re-caged his softening penis, locking it up quickly before the afterglow was even done. A hurried diapering followed, and Josh obediently lifted his bottom to allow it, watching as his penis was hidden away, totally controlled by his Mommy from now on.


As he sucked his pacifier, Josh sighed, softly. Having Mommy in control was exactly how things should have been all along. As he was cuddled to his Mommy's chest, crotch swaddled in a thick diaper and wearing nothing else, Josh felt completely relaxed and at peace.


Accepting his wife was now, and always would be, his Mommy.


THE END.
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