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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.

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.

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 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.
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