

ABDL Hypnosis Bundle #1:
3 books in one!

Preview of ‘Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife’:

“Oh dear, did you have another accident, baby?” Yolanda asked, her voice sympathetic - but she seemed to be smirking, too. “Let’s get that taken care of…”

Larry didn’t know why, but as soon as Yolanda called him ‘baby’ he felt his mind go blank. Suddenly it was hard to even think, and without even really noticing, he found himself taking one plodding step after the other up the stairs, until he ended up in their bedroom. Larry furrowed his brow, shaking his head to clear it.

“...I wet myself,” he said, as if remembering.

“Mmmhmm, you did,” Yolanda said, undoing Larry’s pants without even waiting for his permission.

Usually he’d have protested, but in his dazed state, Larry merely spread his legs, allowing her to pull down his wet trousers and underwear. His face flushed as he was exposed, not for any erotic purpose, but to change his wet clothes, like he was a little boy who couldn’t control his bladder yet.

***

Preview of ‘Hypnotised into Humping in Diapers’:

“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.

***

Preview of ‘Hypnotising my Roommates into Diapered Adult Babies’:

“Now, sweeties,” Chantelle began, as she slid the unfolded diaper under Kaye’s backside. “From now on you’re going to be my widdle diapered babies, okay? You have to do what I say, and act like babies for Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” they both replied, but there had already been a change, their voices lighter, higher, their limbs shifting playfully as Chantelle slid the diaper up between Kaye’s thighs.

She’d never diapered anybody for real before, and Chantelle savored it as she slowly spread the front of the diaper out, taping it snugly into place as carefully as she could. It wasn’t perfect, but it was hard to get things perfectly straight when her heart was going a mile a minute and she felt she would pass out from sheer arousal.

“That’s right,” she said, softly, as she moved around to Freddie, using the same voice she did to put them both under. “Doesn’t it feel so good to be widdle babies for Mommy? Don’t you both love how goood it feels?”

“Yes Momma,” Freddie said, his cock twitching slightly as if in agreement.

“Uh huh,” Kaye added, sliding her thumb up to her mouth. Chantelle almost distracted herself completely as she watched the other girl sucking her thumb, without even her suggestion. God, that was hot…

***
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Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife

Mrs. Yolanda Moody was tired of her husband’s controlling, miserly behavior. Married for a decade, he still insisted on checking each and every receipt to see how much she’d spent whenever she went out. It was impossible to buy him Christmas presents - he would demand to know, in detail, what every one of the charges on their shared account were.

It was especially ridiculous because they were extremely wealthy - Yolanda and her husband, Larry, lived in a 5 bedroom house with a shiny new car each, and had a maid and gardener who kept their house and yard clean. Why Larry liked to fuss and fight her over every measly penny was a mystery to Yolanda, and frankly, she didn’t think she could put up with it much longer. It was downright humiliating having to justify every little expense to her husband, like she was a little girl borrowing Daddy’s credit card.

So Yolanda had come up with a plan.

Larry was a heavy smoker, as were many of the other CEOs and powerful businessmen he associated with. For years he’d been trying to quit, trying every pill, patch and gum on the market… but he could never quite kick it.

By coincidence, the other week Yolanda had caught an episode of a tv show espousing the medical benefits of hypnosis. Of course, she had heard hypnosis recordings could be used to help curb smoking cravings, but until that day, she’d never thought about potential… other applications of it.

Yolanda had been researching her plan for a while now, finding people willing to do what she needed… for the right amount of money. She just needed a good excuse - but helping Larry quit smoking once and for all seemed like something he might go for…

***

“Dear?” Yolanda said to her husband one night, looking up from her laptop. “I found something on here I think might be useful.”

“Mm?” Larry replied, not taking his eyes off the newspaper. “What is it?”

“Well, you know how you’re always trying to quit smoking?” Yolanda began, trying not to sound nervous. “I’ve found a website that makes custom hypnosis tapes to help. You listen to them every night - and eventually you stop even craving a cigarette.”

Larry finally peered over the top of his paper.

“Are you sure those really work?”

“Oh yes,” Yolanda said, nodding vigorously. “I just saw a segment on them on Great Day, USA the other day. They’re scientifically proven.”

“Hmmm,” Larry said, thinking. “...How much.”

Yolanda swallowed. This would be the hard part. Finding a fetish hypnotist willing to make a completely custom set of recordings to do what she wanted, with such extreme effects… Well, the recordings certainly weren’t going to be cheap! Trying to keep her voice level as if it were a perfectly reasonable price, Yolanda smiled and responded:

“$350, dear.”

Larry sputtered, throwing his paper down.

“$350?! For some blasted recordings?”

“They’re custom, dear,” Yolanda hurriedly explained. “100% guaranteed to work, and completely tailored to you.”

Larry continued to look at her suspiciously, his eyes narrowed. His lips almost pouted, and Yolanda had to suppress a giggle at his almost childlike expression. How amusing, given her plans for him...

“You’re paying for the best quality,” Yolanda added. “Unless you’d like something… cheaper?”

As much as Larry hated spending his money, something he hated even more was the suggestion he’d accept anything less than the best. Scowling, he snatched his paper back up, and Yolanda knew she’d won.

“Fine. Fine,” Larry said, exasperatedly. “But they had better work, or I will write a strongly worded letter of complaint.”

“I know, dear,” Yolanda replied placatingly, internally grinning with delight as she began filling out the form for her custom recordings.

Within two weeks, she’d have Larry listening to them day and night, and slowly turning into her dependent little baby boy. Originally, she’d thought about just hypnotising him to let her do what she wanted with their money, but when she saw the ‘ABDL’ option, she instantly wanted that, too. What could be better than making the man who’d treated her like a little girl all these years into a little boy?

They’d never had kids. It was something they’d planned at first, but now approaching their 50s, Yolanda didn’t think it would ever happen. Didn’t she deserve someone to spoil and pamper of her own?

Humming cheerfully, Yolanda clicked the ‘buy now’ option, already looking forward to her new life with her new baby boy.

***

“Are you sure this is going to work, Yolanda?”

Two weeks later, the recordings had been emailed to Yolanda, and she’d eagerly loaded them onto a MePod for Larry to listen to while he slept. Now he was dressed in his silk pajamas, holding one earbud in his hand, while the other nestled snugly in his ear, looking a little apprehensive at the thought of being hypnotised.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Yolanda said, smiling. “Don’t worry. And if it doesn’t work, we can just ask for out money back, can’t we?”

There was, in fact, no ‘money back’ guarantee on the site - but then again, Yolanda hoped Larry wouldn’t care about things like that if the recordings worked successfully. She kissed his cheek, and then settled down in bed, yawning as she turned out the light.

“Good night, dear,” she said. “Have pleasant dreams.”

“Mm…” Larry grumbled uncertainly.

He put the other ear bud in, and pressed ‘play’, settling down in bed. Almost instantly, a gentle woman’s voice started in his ear:

“Hello. Today we’re going to help you… embrace and accept your true self… To begin, I’m going to slowly help you enter trance…”

As the woman led him through the induction portion of the recording, Larry found himself slowly drifting off to sleep…

***

The next day, Larry got up, stretching as he climbed out of bed, wondering where Yolanda was… After a moment he decided she must already be awake, perhaps cooking breakfast…

A second later, Larry suddenly realised the first thing he thought about hadn’t been cigarettes. Of course, now he thought of it, he was craving one - but usually he craved one the instant his eyes open.

Strangely, his first thought had been about Yolanda. That hadn’t happened since they were both young. Larry pulled a cigarette out of the packet next to his bed, and opened the window, preparing to blow the smoke out of it. Baby steps, baby steps…

***

Five minutes later, Larry was downstairs in his pajamas, delighted to be greeted by a plate of bacon, sausage and eggs, and a piping hot cup of coffee. He wasn’t usually affectionate, but he kissed Yolanda’s cheek and squeezed her hand as she passed him, before he started eating.

As it was a Saturday, he didn’t have to work today, but he still planned to organize some meetings with business acquaintances of his. It paid to always be networking, he’d learned.

Larry had just finished his breakfast, when he felt a warm liquid spreading across his groin. At first he thought he must have spilled some lukewarm coffee onto his lap, but as he looked down between his legs, he was horrified to realise he was emptying his bladder all over his seat - without even knowing it!

He felt he was completely frozen in place, unable to say or so anything but gawp, wide-eyed as he continued to wet himself, a wet patch spreading over the crotch and thighs of his pajamas. Urine trickled down off the edge of his chair, dribbling on the floor. Finally, his body seemed to be done, and Larry bit his lip worriedly at the thought he was losing control of his bodily functions in such a dramatic way.

“Are you alright, dear?” Yolanda asked from the doorway as she came back in.

Larry looked up like a deer caught in headlights, and she hurried over.

“What’s hap- oh, my!” Yolanda clapped a hand to her mouth - mostly to cover her smile - and then gently rubbed Larry’s back. “Did you have an accident?”

“Y-yes,” Larry agreed, embarrassed to hear it described that way. “I suppose I did…”

“I bet you just fell asleep for a moment,” Yolanda suggested. “And your body thought you were sitting on the toilet. It’s no big deal.”

Larry tried to smile, but he found his face frowning and… were those tears on his cheeks? He sniffled, childishly. He never cried… but he felt bad for wetting himself. He felt… naughty.

“Don’t worry, lovey,” Yolanda said, cuddling him gently. “You’re not in trouble. Just pop upstairs and get washed in the shower, and we’ll get you in some new clothes.”

Somehow that made Larry feel much better, as if Yolanda’s reassurance had taken away all his shame and feelings of naughtiness. As she urged him upstairs in his wet pajamas, he thought nothing of it - until he realised how strange the interaction had been, him nearly in tears, being comforted by his wife, when he was usually the stoic, unemotional man of the house.

“You’re going soft, old man,” he teased himself, as he stepped into the shower. “Soon she’ll be running around with your credit card, buying whatever she pleases…”

He laughed at the very idea as he washed himself off.

***

After getting out of the shower, Larry shaved, and then got dressed in a clean, pressed pair of pants and a button up shirt. He still felt his cheeks flush as he remembered his earlier accident, but he tried to put it out of his mind.

...Actually, that was strangely easy to do, Larry realised with a little alarm. And then, suddenly, that thought was drifting away too, as if it had never been there.

Larry got halfway across the room before he wet himself again. It was much less this time, but it still seemed as if his entire bladder had emptied all over his new clothes.

“What the fuck!” Larry muttered at himself, staring down at the wet patch on the crotch of his trousers. “Why is this happening!”

He knew he hadn’t wet himself at all in the shower. It had only happened as soon as he put his new pants on. Larry’s eyes burned again, and he whimpered, realising he was crying, Humiliated, he pulled off his trousers and underwear, and returned to the bathroom, sitting down on the toilet.

He was determined to squeeze out every last drop of urine before he put some new clothes on. Larry must have sat there for 10 whole minutes, tensing and pushing, relaxing, trying to empty his bladder completely once and for all.

What was so strange again now was that he could definitely feel when he was urinating. Then why couldn’t he tell when it ended up in his pants?! Embarrassed, Larry finally left the bathroom, quickly picking out a second pair of pants and underwear. He waited a few moments before heading downstairs, to make sure he didn’t wet himself instantly.

He’d decided not to mention his second accident to Yolanda when he arrived downstairs. She would only worry, the silly woman.

“Feel better, dear?” Yolanda asked, smiling as she poured him another cup of coffee. “Will you be spending today in your office.”

“Yes, thank you,” Larry replied briskly, taking the cup of coffee. “To both things. I’ll see you later, dear.”

“Alright,” Yolanda said, smirking as he turned and walked away.

Larry hadn’t noticed it yet - but Yolanda could see the tiniest wet spot already forming on the crotch of his pants.

***

Larry couldn’t understand why this kept happening.

Soon after sitting down in his office chair, he’d realised with a sinking feeling that his thighs were suddenly completely soaked with urine. Worse, he’d peed himself without even realising - again! He’d been as secretive as he could when he tiptoed upstairs to change his clothes for the third time, hoping it would also be the final time.

Larry was horribly ashamed, sneaking around like a little boy with wet pants, but he was also deeply humiliated at the idea of his wife finding out. His fragile ego was easily damaged, and it wouldn’t do to have his woman know that he couldn’t help wetting himself like a toddler all of a sudden...

The next accident happened while he was smoking, actually. Larry didn’t realize until he was outside with a cigarette between his fingers that he had only had two so far that day - usually by this time he was on his fifth or sixth cigarette, and when he wasn’t smoking he was fantasizing about smoking. Those tapes were really working…

“Oh for fuck’s sake!” he groaned, as he felt himself letting go again, urine running down his legs and into his socks. “What the fuck is going on…”

Larry stormed back into the house, stubbing his cigarette out on the wall. He was about to head upstairs - when he walked right into his wife.

Yolanda raised an eyebrow, and Larry watched with horror as her eyes slowly drifted down…

To his sopping wet pants.

Whimpering, Larry stumbled backwards, suddenly embarrassed and afraid for some reason. The thought that he was ‘in trouble’ flitted through his mind, making him frown. Why was he thinking like that?

“Oh dear, did you have another accident, baby?” Yolanda asked, her voice sympathetic - but she seemed to be smirking, too. “Let’s get that taken care of…”

Larry didn’t know why, but as soon as Yolanda called him ‘baby’ he felt his mind go blank. Suddenly it was hard to even think, and without even really noticing, he found himself taking one plodding step after the other up the stairs, until he ended up in their bedroom. Larry furrowed his brow, shaking his head to clear it.

“...I wet myself,” he said, as if remembering.

“Mmmhmm, you did,” Yolanda said, undoing Larry’s pants without even waiting for his permission.

Usually he’d have protested, but in his dazed state, Larry merely spread his legs, allowing her to pull down his wet trousers and underwear. His face flushed as he was exposed, not for any erotic purpose, but to change his wet clothes, like he was a little boy who couldn’t control his bladder yet.

“Lay down on the bed,” Yolanda commanded, and without even thinking, he obediently complied, looking up at her shyly.

This wasn’t like him, he mused, without making any effort to change it. He was always in charge, especially in the bedroom. Now it seemed like it was right for Yolanda to take control. It no longer brushed up against his testosterone-fueled ego, anyway, and he watched as she pulled open the closet.

“Now, honey,” she began, a touch of nervousness in her voice. “I’ve been thinking… Since you seem to have so much trouble keeping your pants dry… Maybe we should put one of these on you?”

With a flourish, Yolanda pulled out a thick adult diaper. Larry’s jaw dropped as he stared in disbelief at it. He might have been feeling more pliable today, but that was just too far… And when and where did she get those diapers anyway? Larry felt his mind fog as he tried too hard to think about that, so he shook his head, focusing on the diaper itself.

“Not on your life, Yolanda,” he said, setting his jaw and glaring at the crinkly undergarment. “What do you think I am, a baby?”

Yolanda’s smile only grew, and Larry found himself staring at it, entranced… before he blinked, looking away in shame.

“You’re my baby,” she said, softly. “...Anyway… Wouldn’t it be better than wet pants?”

“I’m… I’m not going to wet myself any more,” Larry insisted, but he sounded unconvinced.

“Dear, I’ve seen the piles of wet clothes in the hamper,” Yolanda said, reproachfully. “Now I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to insist. I can’t have you ruining all your trousers.”

Larry felt like he should protest - but it felt like he couldn’t find the words. Instead, his mouth formed a thin line, and he watched nervously as Yolanda approached him, unfolding the thick diaper that would soon be underneath him. He lifted his rear obediently, allowing her to slide it under.

“Aw, don’t look so grumpy, buddy,” Yolanda said, chuckling. “Here… let me show you how nice being put in diapers can feel…”

Larry looked down in surprise as his wife began stroking his limp cock into hardness. They rarely had sex nowadays, and especially never with Yolanda initiating. He wasn’t about to complain though, grunting enthusiastically as his length stiffened in her hand. His hips rolled up to meet Yolanda’s hand as she stroked him up and down, giving his cock a little kiss before she climbed onto the bed, hitching up her skirt.

“Does baby want to play naughty games?” she asked, grinning, pulling her panties aside to rub her moist slit on his throbbing length.

Larry swallowed, confused by the strange wording but understanding the meaning behind them loud and clear. He nodded, and then shuddered, gasping as she lowered herself onto him, impaling herself on his achingly hard cock. The diaper rustled underneath him as she began to slide up and down, clenching her vaginal muscles deliberately to squeeze and massage his length as it pushed in and out of her.

“OH! What a big, big baby!” Yolanda panted, as she rode him.

Never before had she been so enthusiastic during sex, but now she really gave it her all, her hips working, her breathing heavy from sheer exertion as well as the building pleasure. She moaned with her own pleasure as Larry felt his stiff cock being buried again and again in her invitingly wet pussy.

“D-does baby like his diaper change?” she asked, moaning, and Larry felt compelled to nod furiously as she looked down at him, the wet sounds of vigorous sex filled the air as they both humped and ground towards what was sure to be an explosive climax.

Never a particularly attentive husband, Larry nonetheless noticed that Yolanda was acting strangely, but as she bounced up and down on his erection, he moaned, eyes rolling back in his head as he found himself unable to focus on that thought from the sheer pleasure building in his groin. He could feel himself swelling in Yolanda’s slick canal, grunting as his hips pushed hard up into her.

“Nmmf, is baby gonna make stickies? Ri-right inside Mo- inside me, hm?”

“Y-yes! Oh god, ngh, Yolanda, I’m going to c-cum!”

“Yes! DO IT, baby boy!”

She bore down with her muscles, squeezing him as her hips slammed down, filling her entire passageway with her husband’s cock. With a helpless moan, Larry orgasmed, throbbing inside Yolanda as he climaxed. He felt himself spurt into her, more than he had in a long time, grunting with every jet of cum that left his cock.

Moaning, he slowly rode out his orgasm, panting as he came down from the mountaintop he’d been riding up to. Yolanda sedately rocked her hips a few more times, and then dismounted, pulling her underwear neatly over her well-used pussy.

“What a clever boy,” she cooed, as she pulled up the front of Larry’s diaper while he couldn’t protest.

Panting, Larry looked down as his manhood was covered up by the thick padding, gulping as he felt it being done up, snugly.

He had no idea this was the beginning of the end for him.

***

That night, Larry slept in his diapers with his earbuds in, the hypnosis recording playing on. He woke up wet, unsurprisingly, but had no craving at all for a cigarette. In fact, he wasn’t even thinking about cigarettes, until he thought about how much he wasn’t thinking about cigarettes… And surprisingly even that didn’t make him want one, not really.

“Those tapes are definitely working, dear,” he said to Yolanda, who was just starting to stir. “Would you mind… ahem…”

Larry gestured to his soggy diaper, waiting for her to change him. Somewhere, he was dimly aware that this was unusual, but he easily brushed the thought away. She was supposed to change his diapers, wasn’t she? That was what a M… a wife was for, after all.

“Ohh,” Yolanda replied, yawning. “Of course, baby.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Larry replied - and then froze, his cheeks going bright red as he realised what he just said.

“S-sorry, I don’t know why I called you that,” he said, uncomfortably, his face flushed with humiliation. “I, um, I…”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Yolanda said reassuringly, smiling as she slid a pack of wipes over. “You can call me ‘Mommy’ if you like.”

Larry instantly relaxed. Yes, that felt right. Why hadn’t he been calling her ‘Mommy’ all along? She was in charge, after all, they both knew that. Larry smiled shyly as his Mommy untaped his diaper, wiping him clean. He whimpered a little at the cold wipes, helpfully lifting his bottom to release the used diaper.

“Such a good boy!” Yolanda said, smiling as she praised him. “Let’s get a fresh diapee on you.”

“Okay, Mommy,” Larry responded instantly, lifting his rear. He barely noticed that the diaper was cutely patterned all over until it was under his bum, but he frowned profusely when he did.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Yolanda asked, as she taped the diaper up. “Are you hungry?”

Larry shook his head, and then considered, nodding a little.

“Maybe, Mommy,” he replied. “But… this diaper is different. It has pictures on.”

“They’re cute pictures!”

“...It makes it look like it’s for babies…”

Yolanda looked into Larry’s eyes firmly. He felt pinned by her gaze, heart thumping as his wife looked at him with a burning intensity he didn’t feel he could turn away from.

“Larry, listen to me,” she said, softly but insistently. “Mommy knows best. You always like what Mommy chooses for you, don’t you?”

Larry blinked, physically feeling things rearranging in his mind. Yes… That was right… He remembered now. Mommy was always right. Mommy said these diapers were good, so they were good…

“Yes, Mommy. I do.”

Yolanda grinned evilly as she pulled up Larry’s pajamas once more, walking him downstairs to the kitchen.

***

Yolanda couldn’t believe how well these recordings were working. In just two days she had her husband wearing and wetting diapers, and calling her ‘Mommy’ without even thinking about it. She’d been nervous when he’d pointed out the patterns on them, but just as the woman who made the files claimed, Yolanda just had to look into his eyes and slowly remind him that ‘Mommy is always right’.

When that had worked… Yolanda had been over the moon. She didn’t want to push it too much for now, though, so she just cooked Larry some pancakes for breakfast. As he cut them up and ate them, she watched, smiling as she imagined how in just a few weeks he’d be wearing a bib, opening his mouth obediently to allow his ‘Mommy’ to spoon mushy food into it.

“Enjoying your breakfast, sweetie?” she asked, wanting to hear him call her ‘Mommy’ again.

“Yesh, Mommy,” Larry replied, his mouth full of pancake. “It’s very nice.”

Taking control of her miserly, petulant husband and turning him into her obedient baby boy sent shivers down Yolanda’s spine, and she was amazed at just how easy it was so far. Between her legs, her slit moistened slightly as she thought about how she was the one with the power now, certain that she could get Larry to do anything she wanted as long as she didn’t overplay her hand.

Speaking of which… maybe now breakfast was finished, it was time to test out the reason she originally decided to hypnotize her husband…

“Larry, darling?” Yolanda began, trying to keep her voice cool and confident - the woman who sold her the recordings had said that would help.

“Yes, Mommy?”

“I’m going to go shopping, I think,” she said. “I’ll need your card.”

“Oh,” Larry said.

Yolanda felt sweat beading on her forehead as she watched her husband furrowing his brow, as if trying to work something out. It was as if he knew usually he would have objected, but he was no longer physically able of saying anything that went against his ‘Mommy’.

“...Okay,” he finally said. “It’s on my desk, in my wallet.”

“Good boy,” Yolanda said, smiling. “And what’s the pin number?”

She saw Larry twitch uncomfortably, as if her request caused him slight discomfort - but after a moment, he obediently blurted the number out:

“It’s 8932, Mommy,” he said, hurriedly, looking to her as if seeking approval.

“Good, very good,” Yolanda replied, sliding an arm around Larry’s chest and kissing the top of his head gently. “That’s my clever boy.”

She felt him relax in her arms, the tension that had been building while she asked for his card and pin number fading away almost instantly. Larry sighed and relaxed, gently nuzzling against Yolanda for a few moments, before she pulled away.

“Well, I’ll see you later, sweetie. Be a good boy for Mommy!”

And with that, she left her husband home alone, thickly diapered and wondering why his head was still spinning.

***

Larry woke up in a panic the next day, knocking his earbuds out.

It was morning, and it was… It was… Larry groaned in frustration as he tried to focus, feeling his thoughts slipping just out of reach.

...Monday! It was Monday…

What did that mean?

Larry wasn’t sure, but he knew he was supposed to go somewhere, or do something… but what? He couldn’t work it out… Naturally, he started to whimper softly, and then cry. Where was his Mommy… His Mommy would fix this.

***

Yolanda heard her once proud husband’s pathetic mewling from down the hall, and chuckled as she walked back down to her bedroom. Yes, her ‘baby boy’ definitely looked a sight now, with a thick diaper bulging under his clothes, and tears streaming down his face.

As Larry saw her, he raised his arms, whimpering, beckoning for a hug. He needed his Mommy, and Yolanda was only too happy to oblige, wrapping her arms around him in a hug.

“Mommy, I have to go!” Larry whined, tearfully. “It’s important!”

Yolanda had to suppress a chuckle. It was honestly hilarious to see him whining and fussing like a baby, not even able to fully understand the adult life that was slowly slipping away from him now.

“Go where, baby?” she asked, patiently.

Larry tried hard to think… so hard… But he couldn’t remember. Failing that, he groaned, kicking his feet impatiently.

“GO,” he insisted, firmly. “I havta go to the place!”

“Ohhh,” Yolanda said, smiling. He meant work, of course. So funny the things his mind was clinging onto, even if he could no longer understand them.

“Larry, sweetie, Mommy took care of that, okay?”

It was true - earlier that day, Yolanda had penned an email to Larry’s company, announcing his surprise early retirement from active working, and declaring his successor (a nice young man Yolanda happened to think was rather cute, from when she’d met him at company picnics). With all the money Larry had still, Yolanda didn’t think they’d even notice a difference in lifestyle.

“You did?” Larry asked, hopefully. Mommy fixing things made his head feel better. Made him feel calmer and safe.

“I did, baby boy,” Yolanda replied, snuggling him gently as she sat on the bed. “Remember you never have to worry about anything like that again. Mommy’s fixed it all.”

“Mommy’s fixed it all,” Larry repeated slowly, giggling - actually giggling! - as Yolanda kissed him on the lips.

Suddenly Larry stiffened, going bright red, and looking away from Yolanda’s face.

“What’s wrong?”

Larry mumbled something.

“I’m sorry, sweetie?”

“...I did a potty in my diaper,” Larry said, shamefully.

Yolanda smiled patiently. When she’d ordered the recordings, she’d been told repeatedly that often people had the hardest time letting go of their potty training, and to expect Larry to be ashamed and shy about using his diapers, especially by accident, for a long while.

“That’s okay, baby,” she said. “You’re wearing a diaper. How about we get you changed, hm?”

Sullen and red-faced, Larry nodded softly, laying back down on the bed, as Yolanda marveled at the change in him. Like a big, squishy teddybear now, he pouted as he looked up at his ‘Mommy’, waiting for her to change his soggy diaper.

***

Larry lay back shyly, waiting for his Mommy to change him. He felt all confused inside, and a little scared, and it was also making his thingy stiff, for some reason.

Larry knew it was naughty to wet himself, and not use the potty, but he didn’t know how he knew that… and Mommy was telling him it was okay, and changing him, which only made him more confused. If it was naughty, shouldn’t she be telling him off?

“Let’s see what’s in here,” Mommy teased as she untaped the diaper. “OH! What’s this?”

Covering his face with his hands, Larry smiled bashfully as he felt Mommy’s eyes on his stiff peepee. That was definitely naughty, but maybe it was an okay sort of naughty, if Mommy was doing it? Again, Larry found he couldn’t think about it too hard… Instead, he whimpered as Mommy wiped him, seeming to pay extra attention to his shaft, stroking the wipes up and down his throbbing length.

“Ahh… that feels good, Mommy,” he said, rocking his hips needily.

“Does it now?” Mommy replied, removing the used diaper and slipping a new one under his bottom. “Well now, if you’re good, I’ll let you make stickies in your diapers.”

Larry frowned. In his diaper? Last time he remembered he’d made stickies inside… inside… inside Mommy! That had felt really good.

“I wanna make stickies in Mommy,” he said, pouting.

“Not today, baby boy,” Yolanda chided, leaning over to look in his eyes. “Besides… You love your diapers, don’t you? Mommy says her baby boy loves his diapers…”

Larry felt his member twitch, and he nodded suddenly, realizing it was true.

“Yes, Mommy,” Larry said, gasping as he felt the diaper being done up snugly, the padding pressing against his erection. “Mmf… Baby loves his diapers.”

Obligingly, Mommy wrapped her hand around the big shape of Larry’s thingy, which made the diaper bulge at the front. She squeezed hard, making Larry moan, as she began to rub her hand up and down, enjoying how his toes curled and his breath hitched desperately.

***

Larry humped obliviously against Yolanda’s palm as she stroked him through the diaper. He whimpered and bit his lip, needily thrusting against her, looking up at her desperately. He didn’t seem to know or care that less than a week ago his idea of ‘bedroom fun’ was rolling around on top of Yolanda, grunting in alpha male style as he ‘claimed’ her.

Now he meekly accepted the handjob through a diaper, even pushing hard against the padding to feel more of it. Yolanda grinned as she rubbed more and more firmly, just to see him gasp and pant, hips rolling frantically up to stroke his shaft against her through the diaper.

“Oh Mommy!” he moaned. “It feels so good Mommy!”

“Is baby going to make stickies?” Yolanda asked, her hand still stroking the throbbing length of her husband - now her baby boy.

“Yes Mommy! Baby’s gonna make stickies in his diapers!” Larry said desperately, obviously overwhelmed, hips pumping eagerly as his hands balled into fists, he grit his teeth, focusing on what Mommy was doing, on his diapers, on what a good boy he was…

“Nn nn NGH!” Larry growled as he came, cum flooding into his diaper in thick gouts. He moaned, trembling as he rocked against his Mommy’s hand, feeling his orgasm go on and on for a few moments longer, before dying away, leaving him panting and his shaft sensitive and softening.

“Ohhh, good boy!” Yolanda said, kissing his forehead. “Someone made a lot of stickies, didn’t they?”

“Yuh… huh,” Larry replied, still breathing unevenly. “...I love you, Mommy…”

He yawned widely, and Yolanda ‘d’aww’ed at it. Larry definitely made a much cuter baby than a husband…

“Well, I love you too, cutie,” she said, smiling as she slid a finger into the cuff of his diaper, adjusting it so his now-flaccid length was pointing down.

“How about you get a little more sleep, darling?” Yolanda asked softly, as she pulled the covers back over Larry, sliding the ear buds back in. “I’ll come get you in an hour, that’s a good boy.”

“Okay Mommy,” Larry said, smiling like a cherub. “Night night.”

“Night night, baby,” Yolanda whispered.

Yolanda watched Larry obediently close his eyes as she hit the ‘play’ button, smirking as the soothing, corrupting influence of the hypnosis recording leaked into his ears and seeped into his brain, reminding Larry over and over of his place:

“Mommy always knows best. I’m just a little baby. I need my diapers. I wet my diapers. I love being a baby. Mommy is in charge. Babies use their pacifiers or suck their thumbs…”

And as Yolanda walked away, she swore she could see Larry’s thumb slowly drifting towards his mouth - where he sucked it in his sleep for the rest of his nap.

End.

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.

Hypnotizing my Roommates into Diapered Adult Babies

College student Chantelle smoothed her unwashed black hair out of her face, one hand curled around her cup of Alpen Dew, furiously sucking it through the straw as she waited for the next round to begin. She was glad her headset was muted, so the guys listening on the other end of the computer couldn’t hear her eagerly slurping her soda. Without seeing a picture of her, most of her (male) online friends assumed she was a cute, demure girl.

Chantelle didn’t mind the assumption.

“Alright, fuckers,” she said with a smirk as the round started up. “I’m heading to the objective, defense go right to the end, let’s kick some ass.”

A cute, demure girl - with a filthy mouth.

It’s not like Chantelle was bad looking, if she was honest. She had a kind of grungy charm. Her skin was lily white and unblemished - mostly because she never left the house - and her grey eyes had big black rings around them from spending so much time up at night and on the computer. Her hair hung limply today - she’d missed having a shower even though it was the weekend, because the guys she usually played with were having a tournament that morning.

At 5ft 2, with gentle curves and small, perky breasts, Chantelle knew some people would consider her cute. But Chantelle didn’t want to be cute.

Since she could remember, she’d gotten off to fantasies of dominating and teasing helpless bound men and women, whipping their asses, forcing them to totally humiliate themselves for her pleasure. Chantelle loved the idea of being in control.

And there was no fantasy Chantelle enjoyed more than ABDL. Most people might expect her to want to be a little, but no - Chantelle was strictly a Mommy dom. The idea of forcing somebody to act like a baby was so unbelievably dirty that it made her excited just thinking about it…

“Oh come the fuck on!” Chantelle snarled down the mic as she was blown apart by the enemy. “Do you guys want to get off your asses and help me out here?”

There were several more foul-mouthed exchanges before the round ended, and Chantelle practically threw the controller down in irritation.

“You fucking dipshits,” she growled, although there might have been laughter in there too. “I’m taking a break. When I get back, I hope I’m playing with somebody who has a clue.”

“Ehhh, piss off,” someone replied, and Chantelle laughed as she disconnected.

Whatever… She needed some stress relief after that…

Speaking of fantasies… She looked over at the door, the computer chair squeaking as she stood up. Locking the door firmly, she moved back to her desktop, one hand grabbing for her mouse and the other sliding between her legs.

“Mmm… where’s my babbies at?” she mumbled, gently stroking her mound through the thin cotton of her faded Metroid panties.

Chantelle went to bed last night in a long t-shirt and socks, panties pulled snugly over her backside - and she hadn’t changed since she got up. It certainly made it easier to touch all the sensitive parts of her body.

“Let’s see here,” Chantelle muttered, sticking her tongue out in focus as she searched for something with a Mommy and a babygirl. She went both ways, but right now she wanted something cute, where she could pretend to be the Mommy involved.

She scrolled through thumbnails on the ABDL video site she was browsing, suddenly stopping as one caught her eye.

The dom in the video wasn’t on screen, but the girl… Her hair was the same shade of brown as Chantelle’s roommate, and her figure looked similar too. For a split second, Chantelle wondered if it might even be her - but the girl in the video was shorter, had green eyes instead of brown, and her figure was more slender, less curvy.

Still… it did allow Chantelle to feed into some of the naughty thoughts she had had about her two new roommates since they moved in. She clicked play and moved her other hand under her shirt, finding and caressing her nipples

Chantelle’s roommates this semester were childhood best friends from what she could tell. It was also immediately obvious they had a crush on each other. Like, lifelong, heart-stopping, clearly obsessed with one another, crush. They were just both so shy, neither of them ever got the courage to make a move. Chantelle wondered how long they’d been doing this - living together and pretending they weren’t totally in love.

Their cute, naive shyness was incredibly attractive to Chantelle, and she could admit she’d sometimes dreamed that maybe they’d ask her to help get things moving - and maybe let her watch-slash-give orders while they fucked. Plus if they got together and started sharing a room, they could get another roommate and pay less rent.

But again, Chantelle’s ultimate fantasy was ABDL… having them both as her diapered slaves, obediently humping their diapers and kissing between Mommy’s thighs… Chantelle shivered as her hand slipped under her waistband, finding her slit dripping with lust as she imagined it, watching along with the video.

“You’re a bad girl,” the dominant said sharply, as she spanked the smaller girl over her lap. Chantelle rolled her eyes. As usual, none of the dommes looked like her - but whatever, this was still hot.

The submissive in the video squeaked with alarm at every swat that came down on her padded rear. The thumping sound echoed in Chantelle’s headset as she began to tease her stiffening clit, moaning quietly as she imagined she was the Mommy, and Kaye was the one over her lap.

“Fanku, Mommy,” the sub in the video said softly, just as Chantelle had imagined Kaye or Freddie (or both of them) saying to her dozens of times before.

That set her fingers working even faster, slick with her pussyjuices as they pumped in and out between her folds, a lower knuckle brushing against her clit. The chair squeaked and groaned underneath her as her hips rocked, watching the ‘Mommy’ kiss her diapered babygirl full on the lips, breasts brushing together.

A moment later, and the slender girl was cuffed to a giant crib, mewling from behind a pacifier, legs forced wide apart by another set of cuffs on her ankles. The dominant woman grinned as she brought down a large wand vibrator, pressing it against the padded crotch of the smaller girl. The sub jerked suddenly as it was turned on, and then let out an exaggerated moan, arching her back eagerly.

“Oh, good baby,” Chantelle moaned breathlessly, as she furiously masturbated, hips rocking with agitated lust as she watched the girl onscreen squirming and pushing her hips up desperately towards the vibrator.

Her eyes had been big and wide, so innocent, incongruous with her very adult, very sexy body, but now they were squeezed closed, and her whimpers were music to Chantelle’s ears as she raced towards her own orgasm. The filthy idea of turning a grown, independent woman into a helpless, diaper dependent baby who whimpered and cried out her name - or ‘Mommy’, even better - as they came, made Chantelle’s loins burned with desire, breath hitching in her chest, feeling a storm of pleasure building between her thighs.

“Oh, oh, oh! Baby!”

Chantelle shuddered as she came, watching the expression of the diapered girl onscreen as she (supposedly) did the same, squealing as she arched her back. Chantelle saw the crotch of the diaper suddenly swell rapidly, filling with urine as the sub completely released, grunting and moaning herself as her peak hit her with aggressive, forceful waves of bliss.

“Uhnnh! Nnn!”

Chantelle trembled, riding her delicious orgasm out, ekeing second after second of pleasure out of the fantasy of being a dominant Mommy and having her two obedient baby sluts cumming and squealing under her touch.

Finally she sagged in her chair, her lust sated, body quivering with release and endorphins. She let her head loll backwards foolishly, a satisfied smile on her face as she slid her hand out of her panties, wiping it on the bottom of her t-shirt. She’d have to do laundry soon, before her shower…

...Later. Glowing with pleasure, Chantelle’s trembling hands picked up the controller again.

She wasn’t feeling up to playing co-op right now… but she could get a few minutes of offline practice in.

***

Later on, Chantelle was walking through the lounge towards the shower, when she came across Freddie on the couch.

He had his textbook open - but it was spread out flat across his chest, his head back on the arm of the couch, legs stretched out… as he snored heavily.

Chantelle rolled her eyes. Both Freddie and Kaye over-worked themselves in different ways. Freddie was constantly tired because he spent every waking hour not in class - or with Kaye -  studying. Several times Chantelle or Kaye had found him, snoring away as Advanced Mathematics II was pressed into his cheek.

And Kaye… Well, Kaye panicked about everything. She had lists for everything, from how much toilet and kitchen roll they had (1 fresh pack and 2 rolls, respectively), to lengthy notes on chemistry she was trying to memorize. She had a tendency to leave many of these on sticky notes tacked to the walls around the house.

In fact, as Chantelle entered the bathroom, she came face to face with the mirror - all the edges obscured by yellow and pink post-its, scrawled with messages she doubted even Kaye could discern the meaning of.

Chantelle chuckled and rolled her eyes. These kids needed a Mommy - it was a shame her fantasies were just that, because she knew she could whip them both into shape easily enough.

As she stepped into the shower, Chantelle closed her eyes, again fantasizing about what being in charge of both naughty babies would be like…

***

Chantelle wasn’t terribly surprised when she came out of the shower and found Freddie still passed out on the couch. Holding the towel up with one hand, she used the other one to gently nudge his shoulder. She nudged it more firmly when he still didn’t rouse.

“Mm?” he mumbled, eyes slowly opening.

“Your bedroom’s over there,” Chantelle said with a fond smirk. “Come on, Mr. Sleepyhead. You can’t nap out here all night.”

“Oh… oh! Shit, sorry,” he said, slowly sitting up. “I was just… *yawwwwn* ...reading my notes… and I guess I fell asleep.”

“Not the first time,” Chantelle replied, rolling her eyes. “You and Kaye are way too stressed out…”

As if on cue, Kaye’s door suddenly opened, and the flustered college freshman came out, a pencil behind her ear and a blush on her face. Chantelle’s eyes roved appreciatively up and down the other girl’s body. Kaye was a little chubby, but it just made her curvy in all the right places.

Chantelle appreciated all sizes of girls - but there was something interesting about the thought of dominating someone a little bigger than her. The size difference somehow made it kinkier, more humiliating. And Chantelle could imagine Kaye’s soft face with cheeks even redder than this...

“Chan,” Kaye said, hurriedly, snapping Chantelle out of her daydream. “Have you seen my English folder?”

“The red one?” Chantelle replied. “I think it’s in the kitchen.”

“Thanks,” Kaye replied, rushing towards it. “I’m making coffee, does anybody want some.”

“Sure,” Chantelle replied, while Freddie grunted his dissent. “...I was just saying to Freddie, you guys are too stressed. It’s not healthy.”

“I can be healthy when I have a degree,’ Kaye shot back over the sound of the coffee machine. “I really need to do well at school.”

“Fuck that,” Chantelle said, bluntly. “I do well at school, and I’m nowhere near as smart as you two. Do you see me stressing out all the time?”

“W-well… No,” Kaye replied, and for a moment she didn’t say anything else, the sound of spoons clinking into cups and coffee being poured. “Cream?”

“Please,” Chantelle replied, and a moment later, Kaye was sitting on the couch beside the still-sleepy Freddie, trying to hide the little smile on her face and how she flushed from being close to him.

Chantelle herself sat on the coffee table in front of them, gripping her own mug’s handle. She had to hide a smirk as she sat down, towel straining around her figure, seeing both shy roommates’ eyes flicking over her body - and then away, embarrassed, faces hot. Chantelle knew she was sexy, but it was nice to have confirmation.

“It’s 11pm,” she pointed out. “You should both be in bed, ready for class tomorrow. Do you really think freaking out all the time is helping you?”

“Well-”

“It’s not,” Chantelle interrupted firmly. “It’s really not. You’re doing more harm than good, rushing around like this. I bet you can hardly focus in class, huh?”

Freddie and Kaye shared a guilty look - and then smiled nervously, slowly nodding.

“It’s a vicious cycle,” Freddie agreed. “I mean, we stress about college, and then we can’t focus, so we stress more…”

“I’m so nervous,” Kaye added. “A-about failing, and everything… It’s hard to just turn my brain off and relax. I end up losing half my things, and writing lists to remember where they are… and then losing half those lists, too.”

Chantelle reached across and sympathetically patted the girl’s arm. As she did so, the towel fell open just a little, showing a flash of pale skin. She caught Kaye’s shocked, flushed expression, before she reset her face to neutral - her cheeks still glowing red.

Trying to hide the wickedness in her smile, Chantelle gently stroked the soft skin of Kaye’s arm, before returning her hand to her cup of coffee, taking a big sip.

“Fuck, that’s good,” she declared a moment later. “...So I think you’d both agree… you need to relax, right?”

As both of them nodded, Chantelle could feel an evil little nugget of an idea taking root in her brain. She’d never considered it seriously… But it had definitely come up in fantasy. Several times.

“Have you considered, like, hypnosis?” Chantelle asked, in her scratchy voice, hoping she sounded as cool and casual as usual. “It could help.”

‘Um…”

“Ah...Is that even real?” Freddie asked, looking nervously over at Kaye, and then Chantelle, not wanting to offend her. “Sorry, I’ve just never… met anybody, who talked about it.”

“Oh yes,” Chantelle said, nodding. “The mind is highly malleable. You shouldn’t underestimate the power of suggestion.”

She licked her lips, trying to pretend she was just swiping her tongue over some stray drops of coffee. She certainly didn’t underestimate it - Chantelle had seen it turn grown women into drooling infants, and grown men into sobbing baby girls. Controlling somebody’s mind was the ultimate domination - and, of course, Chantelle found it extremely arousing because of that.

She just needed Kaye and Freddie to take the bait.

At the moment, they were sharing shy, uncertain glances. Neither of them wanted to say anything insulting to Chantelle, but it was obvious they were skeptical.

There was something else too, that nearly made Chantelle break out in a smirk. Their knees occasionally bumped against each other, and then one of them would flush, pulling their leg away… but always moving back to where they were before, knowing they’d bump again, lingering a little longer each time.

These two really were unbearably cute. Once Chantelle had them under, she decided the first thing she’d do was make them explore their relationship a little.

“Well…” Kaye said, after a long pause. “...Wouldn’t that be… expensive? And I don’t know where we’d each find a hypnotherapist to work on us…”

“My Mom used to be a hypnotherapist, so I know how to do it, too,” Chantelle said, brightly. “I can do it for you. Both of you, at once. If that’s okay?”

It wasn’t completely a lie. Chantelle’s mother was a new age hippy who’d researched a lot of alternative therapies. She did acupuncture now, but there had been a period when she’d been trying to learn hypnosis.

Chantelle just left out that most of her knowledge came from research online for erotic purposes, and not from carefully watching a professional practice her craft throughout her formative years.

Both of Chantelle’s future babies were silent, so she rolled her eyes and continued.

“Look, it can’t hurt to try, right?” she said, giving her most convincing smile. “And if it doesn’t work… I’ll leave you be.”

“I… I guess it can’t hurt,” Freddie muttered, rubbing the back of his neck and yawning. “...I need to sleep now though.”

“That’s cool,” Chantelle said, jumping up, and the shocked expression on both faces in front of her told her her breasts had bounced enticingly as she moved. “...Shall we say… four o’clock, in my room, on Tuesday? I know neither of you have class then either…”

“Um, sure,” Kaye replied, smiling nervously. “I hope it works.”

“Me too,” Chantelle said, smirking. “Oh, and make sure you’re well-hydrated. Won’t work as well otherwise.”

As she closed the door to her bedroom, she had to bite her fist to stop herself from squealing happily. She was actually going to get her two sexy roommates, alone…

And hypnotize them completely consensually!

***

“You guys both comfy in what you’re wearing?”

Tuesday had come very quickly, and Chantelle was giddy with excitement underneath her slightly-rough exterior.

For once, she was dressed fairly presentably, in a button-up blouse and slightly-flowing brown skirt. It made her feel more ‘Mommy-ish’, along with her hair tied back in a professional-looking ponytail.

...She didn’t wear any panties underneath her skirt, which was just for naughty, sexy feelings. Every time she squeezed her thighs together it sent a jolt to her moistening womanhood, imagining what would come next.

Neither of the future babies had asked why Chantelle was dressed that way, although she’d caught Kaye eyeing her strangely a couple of times. The second time, Chantelle caught her eye, and winked, and the other girl blushed and looked away at the ceiling.

“Yes,” Freddie said, wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms. “You said that was important, right?”

“Mmhmm,” Chantelle agreed. “You both need to be relaxed to slip into trance.”

“I’m a little nervous it’s not going to work,” Kaye admitted.

Kaye had found an adorable pair of pajamas that wouldn’t look out of place on a 6 year old. They were various shades of pink all over, with a big pink kitten on the front, and small paw prints all over her legs. Again, the incongruity of a sexy, mature woman dressed like a child got Chantelle excited, but she forged ahead, smiling patiently.

“Well, like I say, we’re just giving it a try today,” she explained. “...It’s okay if it doesn’t work.”

Kaye bit her lip, and then sighed, nodding.

“Okay,” she said, and then repeated it louder. “Okay. I’m ready.”

“Me too…”

“Okay,” Chantelle said, slowly dimming the lights and turning on the stereo, playing a gentle backing track with binaural beats behind her voice. “You feel your body getting heavier and heavier…”

***

Chantelle spent a long time making sure both of them were deep in trance, but finally she was satisfied they either were, or they weren’t ever going to be…

“Alright,” she said, softly, trying to think of a good test for the two of them.

As she looked at their close proxmity on the bed, pinkie fingers nearly touching, she suddenly grinned, having a clever idea. And she’d really only be helping things along…

“Kaye… sit up,” she commanded, and the girl instantly sat up, her eyes open and glassy.

“Good girl,” Chantelle said, her own skin tingling as she ran a hand down the back of Kaye’s neck, petting her. The other girl seemed to lean into it… Or perhaps it just seemed that way. Chantelle hesitated before she finally gave her first command.

“...Kiss Freddie.”

Kaye seemed to blush even in the midst of trance, her eyes quickly flicking, alarmed, over to her mistress. For a moment, Chantelle’s eyes went wide as well, worried the trance hadn’t really taken hold - and glad she’d chosen something more innocuous to ask, first…

But then Kaye slowly turned her head to Freddie, and lowered her lips to his. Chantelle could see her hands trembling as she did it, and it made her beyond excited, knowing some element of nervousness prevailed even though she was deeply hypnotised.

Freddie barely reacted, so Chantelle issued another order.

“Kiss Kaye back, Freddie.”

Instantly his lips pressed back against her, eyes still closed, but then opening as she pulled away to breathe, deep green-blue and burning with intensity for the girl on top of him. Again they pushed their lips together, both of them as eager as each other.

As exciting as it was to watch their clumsy, desperate make-outs, Chantelle was impatient to move on, so after they pulled away for the third time, she cleared her throat.

“Stop kissing,” she ordered, and both of them looked at each other, with twin flushed faces and unseeing eyes. “...From now on, I want you both to call me ‘Mommy’.”

Both of them nodded their agreement. It seemed like Kaye was more hesitant even while she was hypnotised, but she followed Freddie’s head motions, neck bobbing like a dashboard mascot.

“Can you say it now?” Chantelle urged, licking her lips. “Say… ‘Yes, Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both of them replied, and Chantelle thought she might cream herself right then, it was so hot. They sounded so innocent…

“Good babies,” she cooed. “Such good little babies…”

She stroked her hand down Freddie’s chest, getting no reaction. She could feel the slight layer of fat over his muscles, stroking in a circle around his heart, feeling it beating slowly. Ooo…

“Get undressed,” she ordered, and without hesitation, they both rose, pulling off their shirts first.

Chantelle bit her lip, not even bothering to hide her eager voyeurism as she watched them both pulling their clothes off, eyes lingering on Kaye’s breasts appreciatively. The usually modest girl was blushing even now, seeming to hesitate once more as she tugged down her pink pants.

She too wasn’t wearing underwear, and Chantelle felt her own heart race as she saw that perfect slit emerge, brown hair trimmed down neatly in a way that was somehow so perfect for Kaye. The domme’s eyes flicked over to rest between Freddie’s legs, grinning at what she found there.

The dark-haired man’s cock hung down flaccidly, but heavily, above his plump balls. Chantelle could have sworn she caught Kaye peeking too - but when she looked back again, Kaye was looking at her, waiting for approval - or her next command.

“Now, lay down on the bed for me, both of you,” Chantelle commanded. “Be good little ones.”

Obediently, the two muttered ‘Yes, Mommy’, and then clambered back onto the bed, barely noticing how their skin touched. Chantelle shuddered in pleasure, reaching under her skirt to lightly play with her very excited pussy, still amazed this was working so well.

‘Next, diapers…’ Chantelle thought to herself, opening her closet to find the diaper samples she’d ordered.

She pulled out one thick pink one, and one light blue. She preferred the pink herself, but they were both cute.

Chantelle saw Kaye’s eyes widen slightly, as if she was shocked, but Freddie didn’t react. Perhaps he was more susceptible?

“Now, sweeties,” Chantelle began, as she slid the unfolded diaper under Kaye’s backside. “From now on you’re going to be my widdle diapered babies, okay? You have to do what I say, and act like babies for Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” they both replied, but there had already been a change, their voices lighter, higher, their limbs shifting playfully as Chantelle slid the diaper up between Kaye’s thighs.

She’d never diapered anybody for real before, and Chantelle savored it as she slowly spread the front of the diaper out, taping it snugly into place as carefully as she could. It wasn’t perfect, but it was hard to get things perfectly straight when her heart was going a mile a minute and she felt she would pass out from sheer arousal.

“That’s right,” she said, softly, as she moved around to Freddie, using the same voice she did to put them both under. “Doesn’t it feel so good to be widdle babies for Mommy? Don’t you both love how goood it feels?”

“Yes Momma,” Freddie said, his cock twitching slightly as if in agreement.

“Uh huh,” Kaye added, sliding her thumb up to her mouth. Chantelle almost distracted herself completely as she watched the other girl sucking her thumb, without even her suggestion. God, that was hot…

She eventually got the diaper on Freddie, and stepped back to admire the sight of her two babies, well padded and laying together on the bed. Their hands slid around on the sheets - and then Chantelle couldn’t hold in a ‘d’aww!’ as suddenly they were holding hands, cutely.

“You can sit up now, babies,” Chantelle suggested, and they both did it, a dopey grin on Freddie’s face, while Kaye kept sucking her thumb. Just like the girl in the video, her eyes were huge and innocent…

Just brown, instead.

“Come here, come to Mommy,” Chantelle cooed, beckoning them to the end of the bed.

This time they crawled forwards happily, nuzzling into Chantelle as she snuggled them. The shorter woman grinned wickedly as she patted both padded rears, watching them wriggle as their owners giggled with childish delight.

“That’s my good babies,” Chantelle said, confident that they were both completely in her power now, and enjoying every second. “...Why don’t you be good babies, and use your diapers?”

“Yoos our diapees how, Momma?” Freddie asked cutely, and Kaye nodded softly, face red.

“Diapers are for going potty in,” Chantelle explained. “...So be a good boy for Mommy, and wee-wee in your pampers…”

“Ohhhh, da’s naughty!” Freddie said with a giggle, but he spread his legs, straining for a second… and then the front of the diaper began to change color, swelling with urine. “Ahh…”

Without even thinking about what she was doing, Chantelle’s hand moved to the front of Freddie’s diaper, feeling the wetness growing there. She didn’t think she could get any more excited, but this was proving her wrong. She massaged the sodden crotch against Freddie’s limp cock, hearing him moan happily as his shaft stiffened slightly under the attention, warm wetness against him.

“My pee-pee’s gettin’ big, Mommy,” he moaned, and Chantelle bit her lip from the sheer sexiness of it. She glanced over at Kaye, and frowned.

“Kaye, sweetie,” she said, firmly. “You should wet yourself, too.”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Kaye stammered, shy even now. “You’re not mad are you?”

“No, babygirl,” Chantelle insisted, smiling. “I just want to see my widdle princess with soggy diapees.”

She tickled Kaye’s side, prompting a musical-sounding giggle from the adult baby girl. That seemed to be enough to relax her - a moment later, she began to empty her bladder aggressively into the diaper. Chantelle swore she could hear it filling the swelling padding, gushing like a firehose as Kaye’s Mommy gripped the crotch of the diaper.

It was soon swollen massively, but Kaye whimpered, still wetting. As Chantelle clumsily groped her crotch, she saw and felt rivulets of thin yellow piss run down her thighs from the legcuffs of the diaper, dripping onto the comforter of Chantelle’s bed. The way Kaye’s diaper overflowed was… extremely arousing, to Chantelle. It suggested a complete loss of control, control given to somebody else - her.

“Kay-kay WEAKED!” Freddie said, gasping as he pointed at the wet spots underneath his fellow adult baby. “Kay-kay pottied on da bed…”

“Din’t meaaaan to!” Kaye whined, cutely, and Chantelle grinned as she pecked Kaye gently on the head, heart pounding happily.

“It’s okay, baby,” Chantelle cooed. “Mommy will make it all better later... That’s what Mommies do.”

For a moment, Chantelle just basked in the feeling of erotic tension inside her, quivering with excitement as she stroked Kaye’s hair. Freddie whined childishly, grabbing at Chantelle’s free arm, and her clit tingled with excitement. It was so authentically childish… She didn’t think she could get more aroused.

It had only been about twenty minutes, but Chantelle didn’t want to push her luck keeping the babies under too long. With an almost reluctant sigh, she pushed them away, her slick pussy demanding attention.

“Stay there a second, sweeties,” she commanded, moving around to the top of the bed.

She could feel their big eyes watching her intently, following her every move. It was such a turn-on to have their attention so completely… but Chantelle wanted that attention elsewhere now.

Now sitting at the uppermost end of the bed, Chantelle found she was a little nervous as she hiked up her skirt, spreading her legs to show off her bare pussy. Both adult babies gasped, eyes instantly going to the glistening treasure nestled between their Mommy’s folds, and Chantelle made a small noise of pleasant surprise as Freddie reached out curiously to touch the slickness there.

“Mommy go pee-pee?” he asked innocently, and Chantelle bit back a groan of lust at how cute and hot that was.

“N, no, baby,” she said, flushed herself. “Mommy’s just excited to play a special game with her babies.”

“Wha’ game, Momma?” Kaye asked, her own breathing heavy, making her breasts heave up and down, her diaper crinkling as she shifted on the bed.

“Can you two give Mommy’s pussy some special kisses?” Chantelle urged, smiling. “It would be sooo good of you, and so nice. I bet all you can think about now is getting your cute little face between Mommy’s thighs, isn’t it?”

Chantelle’s voice was the same low, steady one she’d used before, and the effects were immediately obvious. Both adult babies nodded, leaning forwards, licking their lips, eyeing Chantelle’s needy wetness.

Heart thumping rapidly with exhilaration and lust, Chantelle lay down a little more, spreading her legs wide.

“Eat Mommy’s pussy, kiddos,” she urged, feeling unbelievably filthy in the best way as she said it. “Use your cute widdle tongues to make Mommy cum…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both diaper-wearing adults replied in unison again, childish grins on their faces - and then dove for her.

Chantelle gasped out loud, panting, having to remind herself not to clamp her thighs hard around both of them as they rushed to pleasure her. Two tongues hungrily jostled for dominance, swiping across her outer folds, between them, into her glistening pinkness. There was no attempt at impressive technique here, and that made it even more endearing, as they lapped like eager puppies at their Mommy’s dripping slit.

“Ohh! Good babies! Gooood babies!” Chantelle moaned, grinding her hips against them as they worked to pleasure her.

The sight between Chantelle’s thighs was unbelievably dirty, two diapered backsides side by side, rubbing together, crinkling loudly as they both licked and pleasured Chantelle with an incongruent childishness, both clearly enjoying the game. Every so often one would pull away, giggling, or kiss the other, stickily, before diving back into Mommy’s warm wetness.

There was no break from the pleasure with two little mouths licking and slurping and kissing. Chantelle found her whole pussy being stimulated at once, and whenever one of them stopped for a moment, there was always another tongue or pair of lips running over her clit, suckling her stiff nub…

Her back was arching more and more, bliss building and building as she revelled in the lewd sight in front of her. Moaning, Chantelle felt one of the babies running their tongue obsessively over her clit, while another stuck their tongue right into her slick canal, squealing and retreating as Chantelle helplessly clenched around it.

“Oh my god, good little ones, you’re making Mommy feel so good, that’s right, keep going, oh, oh, oh…”

Chantelle found herself babbling with lust as she rocked her hips eagerly against the two, looking down at their diapered backsides, feeling their excited mouths working between her legs, knowing she’d turned both shy, nervous adults into her helpless, obedient babies. She was fully in control, she was the Mommy, she…

“OHHHHH! God! YESSSSSS!” she moaned, as she reached her peak, grinding mindlessly against both of them, panting.

Mommy Chantelle trembled as she was buffeted by powerful wave after wave of orgasmic bliss, pussy clenching around nothing as her clit throbbed in time with it. Nothing had ever felt better than this, and she was almost sure nothing ever would.

Even as she rode out the orgasm, both little mouths kept dutifully licking and kissing her, carrying her through the ocean of pleasure as she slowly drifted back to shore. With a moan, Chantelle shuddered one last time before collapsing.

“S-stop,” she urged both her adult babies. “Come here…”

Obediently, still smacking their lips which were coated with Chantelle’s juices, both wide-eyed diaper butts crawled up to lay either side of Chantelle, who wrapped her arms around both of them. Again she was amused by the dissonance between how much taller they were than her and the thick diapers they wore and innocent obedience they showed.

“Did we make Mommy happy?” Kaye asked cutely, nuzzling against Chantelle’s chest.

“You made Mommy so, so happy,” Chantelle murmured, kissing their foreheads, basking in the afterglow. “Such good babies…”

Chantelle knew that soon she’d have to take them both out of trance, and make sure they didn’t remember any of this the next day. But for now she just relished the feeling of being so powerful, so in control…

Of being their Mommy.

End.
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