

Preview:

Toby again turned to look at Mac as he felt his hand being lifted, but he soon noticed Mac’s big erection bobbing in the air. The boy gave a soft ‘oh!’ of surprise and curiousity as his plump hand was wrapped around the thick shaft, instinctively curving his fingers as he squeezed tightly.

“It’s so big, Daddy,” Toby said, and Mac grunted in pleasure as his diapered adult baby boy started stroking him up and down, evidently more engrossed in this than the movie. “Your peepee is so hard!”

“That’s right, k-kiddo,” Mac murmured, watching Toby stroking his meat with proficiency belied by his babytalk. “It’s cuz I’m spending time with my cute little guy.”

Toby snorted through his nose, an approximation at a childish giggle, as Mac hit the pause button on the movie, spreading his legs wide so his whole cock stuck up and out for his little boy to play with…

***
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1.                        Mac

Mac carefully washed the pan he’d used to cook macaroni and cheese for one the evening before. He didn’t usually wash up until the sink was completely full, but since he met that cute guy a couple of weeks ago he felt the urge to be more houseproud. You never knew when you might be bringing home Mr Right…

Not that Toby had called since that sexy night they’d spent together. Mac couldn’t stop thinking about that cute little ass in diapers, his blush as he called Mac ‘Daddy’. It had been a while since he’d had a guy be so into his ABDL kink, but Mac could tell Toby wasn’t ready to accept or confront that about himself.

Vrrtt!

The phone buzzed against the kitchen counter, and Mac instantly reached for it, hoping it was a message from Toby. The big daddy bear had a soft heart, even though he never actually expected the plump twink to call him back.

“Huh,” Mac murmured, as he looked down at the new notification he’d just gotten from Kinklife. “Looks like Troy’s got a new boy…”

Troy could sweet talk even the most vanilla guy into diving in deep into the kink scene with him. He liked young, skinny guys with little experience, and Mac wasn’t really sure he wanted another sordid peek into his indiscretions. His calloused thumb hovered over the ‘open’ button for a few moments, hesitating…

But what if by some cruel twist of fate, it was Toby in the picture? Mac had introduced him to this new kink, and the kid had obviously liked it… He might have been seduced by Troy somehow and then-

Mac found himself clicking the button.

“Thank fuck,” Mac rumbled, as he looked at the image.

Two young men were strapped in stocks with poofy white diapers stuck up in the air, while Troy posed with a paddle behind them. One of them flashed the camera a thumbs up, with a big grin, but the other boy looked more hesitant.

Mac frowned. Posting kinky images of yourself online with your face showing was always a risky move. Troy was utterly shameless and revelled in showing off as the big tough dom online - but Mac couldn’t help but wonder how he’d talked those two novices into letting him show these pictures to everybody on the internet.

...Unless of course he hadn’t.

Mac shook his head. None of his business, he told himself… He just wanted to make sure Toby was okay, and it looked like the kid was doing fine…

Wherever he was.

2. Toby

Late the next morning, Toby was sleeping in again.

Since he lived so close to his college, he still had his old room at his parents. Snuggled under his Star Wars sheets, he moaned softly, his cock trembling inside the boxer briefs he’d worn to bed.

He was dreaming about that guy again…

A paternal smirk on Daddy’s face, he carefully did up the impossibly large diaper around Toby’s waist. Toby reached down, gasping at how enormous it was, his rump lifted off of the bed.

“Turn around for Daddy, slutty baby,” Daddy commanded, and Toby found himself obeying, his legs strangely weak as they lifted him up, presenting his backside.

The diaper felt so good around his cock, and suddenly Toby realized he was wetting himself, soaking the padding around his length. It felt incredibly squishy and hot, and he moaned before yelping loudly as Daddy slapped his padded backside. Somehow he was completely erect inside his diaper but still wetting and wetting, so much. The diaper was swelling to an enormous size between his legs…

And then his Daddy was on top of him, and Toby cried out in sheer pleasure as his ass was filled by thick Daddy dick. It didn’t make sense, because he was wearing a massive diaper at the same time, but he could feel it all the same. Over and over those strong hips pounding him, as his cock throbbed in the soaking diaper, moaning, gripping the sheets, begging his Daddy to let him cum…

“Gnuhh!”

Toby awoke with a start and a grunt, just as he felt the last few spurts of cum soaking into his underwear. Lifting the corner of the cover gingerly, he peered down at the mess he’d made of his undies, and gulped.

He thought he’d grown out of wet dreams, but since he got picked up by that bear, Toby found he’d had them nearly every night. And they always involved three things:

A ‘Daddy’.

Wetting himself…

And diapers.

Toby groaned, throwing the covers back, the air cool on the sticky wet patch he’d made on the front of his underwear. At least he hadn’t gotten any of it on the sheets this time… He slowly stood up, peeling the sticky undies off and sliding them down his legs. Toby briefly used a clean section to wipe the remaining cum off of his softening shaft, then tossed the whole thing gingerly into his laundry basket.

“Get it together,” he grumbled at himself in the mirror as he pulled on a t-shirt. “You should stop thinking about that weird stuff…”

But just like every other day he’d told himself to do that, Toby found he couldn’t forget about the night he and Mac had spend together. As he tugged on a fresh pair of underwear and his jeans, finger combing his hair down in the mirror, he found he couldn’t stop the racing thoughts about that evening.

He’d looked it up since then, of course. There was a whole ABDL community out there, mostly straight guys who wanted ‘Mommies’, but plenty of dudes who wanted Daddies, or littles, or anything in between.

Seeing that so many other people were into this reassured Toby slightly, but how reassured it made him feel made him worried again. Like, he wasn’t kinky! Not really. He just liked older guys. That was his kink, not this weird baby fetish stuff.

He definitely had not spent several nights reading ABDL fiction, stroking his cock shamefully as he imagined himself in the position of the story’s babyboy. And Toby especially definitely had not whimpered and moaned ‘Daddy!’ in his most childish voice every time he came, and then worriedly deleted the browser history from his phone, hoping he could erase those filthy thoughts just as easily.

Toby made the walk downstairs to have breakfast-slash-lunch with his family, hoping against hope it would distract him from these incessant fantasies he’d never asked for.

Toby let his hand form into a fist as he travelled down. He would never let himself give in to this weirdness.

***

Toby gave in three days later, on a Thursday.

"Fuck it,” he said out loud to nobody when he woke up that afternoon from another dirty dream involving Mac, and diapers. “Maybe I’m just obsessing over it because it was so weird. Maybe if I just try it again… I’ll decide I’m not into it?”

Once he was dressed, he went downstairs and leashed his Mom’s pug, Brody, for a walk. He needed an excuse to be out of the house while he made a phone call…

3. Mac

Mac was out on a job, towing a car back to the impound lot. This guy was a repeat offender - for some reason, he preferred getting hundreds of dollars in fines and release fees to finding an appropriate parking space.

“More work f’r me, I guess,” Mac chuckled, as he carefully turned into the open lot gate. “Whoof. I’ll be glad to get home after this.”

It wasn’t especially hot outside that day, but the old pick-up truck he drove had a busted air conditioner, and Mac soon found himself sweating like a pig, even with the window down. Once he’d unhooked the car, Mac wiped his forehead with a hankerchief, motioning to the boss that he was clocking out for the day.

Luckily his own pick-up was much cooler. Mac turned on the blowers so hard he almost didn’t hear his phone ringing. It was lucky he looked up and saw the screen glowing, because he’d been about to start driving.

Mac reached for the phone. His heart pounded slightly. He hadn’t gotten Toby’s number, so it didn’t show his name, and Mac knew at this point he should have given up on him ever calling… But he was a hopeless romantic at heart, and as he picked up, his mouth got ahead of his brain.

“Toby?” he asked, color rushing to his rough, bristled cheeks.

“What? Y-yes,” the unmistakably cute voice replied. “It’s me. This is Mac, right?”

“Eyep,” Mac replied, trying to sound casual. Inside he was as giddy as a schoolgirl. “What’s up, kiddo?”

Toby paused on the other end of the phone, and Mac worried he might have blown it - but then a few seconds later his fears were assuaged when the chubby twink began rapidly talking again.

“So I was thinking, maybe I could see you again?” Toby asked, his voice a little higher in pitch. “I mean, we could maybe, you know, hang out at your place, and uhhh…”

“You wanna be my baby boy again?” Mac said, always straightforward.

“Uh, uh, uh, yep, I guess I do,” Toby mumbled. “I mean, yeah. Please… I can’t stop thinking about it…”

Hearing Toby say that sent blood rushing to both of Mac’s heads. It was both hot and ego-stroking to hear this apparently ‘vanilla’ boy say he couldn’t stop thinking about Mac being his Daddy. And he would be lying, of course, if he said he didn’t feel the same way.

In the moments of hesitation before Mac responded, he thought about what this would mean. He might have been a bear with a gruff exterior, but he fell in love easily, and hard. Having this perfect guy back in his house again, being babied by him for real… he knew he wouldn’t be able to turn off his feelings for him.

Mac sighed softly. He knew these flings with young guys never worked out. Within a few months, Toby would move onto somebody younger, and he’d be alone again. Or Mac would just be Toby’s ABDL bootycall for a while until he either found a real Daddy with lots of cash to splash around, and he’d be alone again.

...So why not enjoy it while he could? Maybe if Mac could just remember that Toby would never really be his, he could stop himself from getting hurt…

“Alright,” he finally replied, knowing it was a bad idea even as he said it. “Let’s meet up tomorrow.”

“Really?!”

The obvious excitement in Toby’s voice made Mac chuckle low in his throat. Despite his reservations he was eager to work his Daddy magic on such an adorable young body - but he needed to prepare.

“Listen,” Mac continued. “You come to mine tomorrow at 8, in the evening. Make sure you ate dinner, I ain’t your Momma…”

But as he heard Toby’s shy response of ‘yes sir’, Mac couldn’t wait to play Daddy again.

4. Toby

Toby couldn’t believe he was really doing this. Just a couple weeks ago it was his first time stepping foot in a gay bar, and now he was meeting up with a hairy older man he’d met there.

He wasn’t sure if he should bring anything, but he’d eventually settled on a cheap bottle of white wine. Now as he held the plastic bag in one hand, Toby felt foolish for bringing it. Mac seemed like a simple guy, but $5 wine from the gas station felt like such a little kid thing to do that he doubted the older man would be impressed…

Toby frowned. He knew he was just using this as a distraction from his bigger concerns about how today was going to go. It seemed like Mac liked him and understood he wasn’t looking for anything serious, but all the same, he had a lot of anxiety about turning up here to be diapered and ‘babysat’...

Toby pressed the doorbell to Mac’s place, but it didn’t work. Hands shaking slightly, his knuckles rapped against the door, waiting for Mac to answer it. Toby heard the sound of heavy footsteps slowly approaching, and then a moment later the door swung open.

“Howdy,” Mac said, smirking. “Wasn’t sure if you’d show.”

Toby flushed. Mac must have been doing this a long time to be so self-confident. Toby felt like Mac wouldn’t have cared in the slightest if he came or not, and he was unsure, again, if he should have. But he’d fought with himself all the way here, right? May as well come in…

“I, uh, bought you something,” he mumbled, holding aloft the carrier bag. “It’s not much but it’s… wine. Yeah.”

Mac closed the door behind Toby as he entered, and the chubby twink felt his heart pound frantically as he did so. This was it, then. No backing out.

“Huh,” Mac said, studying the bottle. “...Alright then.”

Mac hadn’t said anything mean, but Toby suddenly felt like he was about three foot tall. Looking down at his scuffed sneakers with his hands shoved into his hoodie pockets, he was glad for the hair falling over his face and covering his blushing cheeks.

“Hey now,” Mac murmured, and Toby’s heart jumped as the older man brushed his hair back out of his eyes, tilting his chin upwards with calloused fingers. “I wanna see those pretty eyes of yours.”

“W-why,” Toby mumbled, awkwardly. Shit, he was so bad at flirting!

“So I can kiss ya like this.”

This time Mac’s kiss was tender, loving. It had a quality that Toby could only describe as ‘paternal’, and thinking of it that way made blood rush to Toby’s cheeks as well as further down. It was so sweet, the harsh, rough mouth transformed and made soft and gentle, leading an innocent little boy down the road to corruption… and the boy himself moaned back into Mac’s mouth, feeling like he was melting butter and Mac was a hot knife, cutting through his resistance.

“Nmmmmm,” Mac licked his lips exaggeratedly as he pulled back, Mac’s mouth hanging open in an ‘o’ of alarm for a few seconds before he regained his composure. “So, you up for more of the same this time, boy?”

It took Toby a moment to register what he was being asked. At last, he blinked, and then nodded, dumbly, still catching up.

“Um. Yes. I mean, mostly,” Toby said, quickly. “I’ve been, um, reading some stories…”

“Oh yeah?”

“I think like, for now… I want to be the only one in diapers…”

Mac’s expression was unreadable for several seconds, and Toby worried he’d blown it. He was just about to add a hurried apology, when the chunky bear chuckled and grinned, putting his big hand on Toby’s shoulder.

“Fair enough, buddy,” he said. “No diapers for Daddy. Got it.”

“Th-thanks,” he mumbled. “It was just… a, a lot, all at once…”

Mac nodded as he led the boy over to the couch, dropping the bag with the wine inside beside it. Apparently they wouldn’t be drinking for now… Toby looked down as he felt Mac’s strong hand on his thigh, slowly rubbing back and forth through his jeans. It was an innocent touch for now, but

“So what do ya want, kiddo?” Mac rumbled, getting right to business. “Just sure we’re on the same page..?”

Toby felt his face grow hotter. He got the distinct impression that Mac knew exactly what he wanted, but wanted to embarrass Toby by forcing him to say it out loud, instead of just asking. Unsure if that was more sexy or embarrassing - or maybe both - Toby peered down at his feet again as he tried to regain his composure.

“I, I want… I want to be your baby boy for tonight and… ulp… I want to be put in diapers, and call you Daddy, and all that… stuff…”

He looked up, meek and hopeful at Mac. The grizzled bear let a smirk spread across his lips, nodding so curtly Toby almost missed it.

“Okay then, buddy. Get those pants off, and lay down for Daddy,” Mac said, as he reached around, grabbing Toby’s belt buckle. “We need to lay down some ground rules, buster. Shoes off, too.”

“R-rules?” Toby asked curiously, as he stripped down to his thin blue boxers, pushing his shoes under the sofa. “What kind of rules?”

As he lay on the cushy couch in front of Mac, Toby instinctively reached down to cover himself, before blushing and realizing his mistake. He could feel his cock stirring slightly, making the bulge in his underwear bigger, and as Mac tugged them down, it noticeably swelled, rising up slightly.

“Rules about how a little guy like you gets treated in Daddy’s house,” Mac said, firmly. “So here’s rule one…”

He slipped his hand under the couch, pulling out a thick blue diaper with airplanes on the landing strip. Toby was surprised by how authentically infantile it looked, and more surprised (and a little embarrassed) as the sight of it made his cock stand completely to attention, firm and throbbing under Mac’s gaze.

He knew Mac must have noticed, but the older man just continued explaining the first rule to him, untaping the crisp diaper and slipping it under Toby’s plump rear as he spoke.

“Rule one,” Mac continued. “Baby boys wear diapers at all times. So while you’re my baby, you’re in diapers.”

“O-okay,” Toby mumbled. He’d guessed that part, even wanted it. “And…?”

“Don’t interrupt, kiddo,” Mac said firmly, as he pushed the younger man’s thighs apart, pulling the front of the diaper against Toby’s crotch. It was soft and pillowy against his throbbing penis, the padding barely covering the shiny red of his cockhead as it was pulled taut.

“Second rule… Little boys don’t use the bathroom, they use their diapers,” Mac said, flattening the front out and carefully positioning the first tape. “Come to think of it, I should make it clear you don’t wear anything to cover up your diapers when you’re here. I wanna see them at all times.”

“Um, um, why?” Toby asked, already wondering if this was a good idea, or just something his racing heart had led him too deeply into for him to back out now.

“So I can tell if baby went peepee,” Mac smirked, as he did up the last tape. “...Or made a boomboom in his diaper.”

Toby flushed hot red at the suggestion, but Mac paid it no mind, rubbing his hand firmly up and down on the front of Toby’s padded crotch. His erection was hidden inside the soft, thick white lining of the blue diaper, but Mac’s hand easily made out the shape of the boy’s erection, squeezing so Toby moaned gently under his Daddy’s touch.

“I’m… I’m not going to… ‘make a boomboom’,” Toby said, his voice dropping to a whisper with the last sentence. “Promise.”

“Well, maybe not,” Mac replied, with a casual shrug. “But you’re not allowed to use the potty either…”

Toby wrinkled his nose. He didn’t want to argue and ruin their playtime together, but he had no plans whatsoever to poop in his diapers… Anyway…

“So, from now on, you call me ‘Daddy’... ‘Sir’ occasionally, but mostly Daddy, okay?” Mac said, as he wrapped his hand more firmly around Toby’s padded cock, squeezing and pushing his palm firmly against him. “And you always do what Daddy says, or you get punished…”

“Nmm… Ye-yes, sir,” Toby moaned, rolling his hips up to the stimulation of being touched through his pampers. “I mean Daddy. Yes, Daddy.”

“That’s my sexy little baby,” Mac replied, grinning. “...Now sit up, and let’s put on a Biznee movie.”

Toby let out his breath in a big sigh of frustration as Mac removed his hand, yanking him upwards. It was true he’d wanted to explore the role more, but right now his rock hard erection was begging for more attention. It tented the front of his diaper just slightly, dripping and pushing against the soft padding inside as Toby subtly rocked his hips towards it.

“What do you want, buddy?” Mac asked, seemingly innocently as he pretended to ignore Toby’s obvious arousal. “How about ‘Spying Spiders’?”

“I want you to touch my cock, please, Daddy” Toby asked, hopefully. “Pretty please?”

“Tch,” Mac responded, an undeniably evil smirk on the side of his face that Toby could see. “That’s not very good language for a toddler, is it? Maybe Daddy oughta wash your mouth out with soap…”

“N-no!” Toby squealed, squeezing himself closer to his new ‘Daddy’. “I mean… Umm…”

Toby gulped. Babytalking was a lot easier when you were on the edge of orgasm, and not hoping desperately for someone to stroke your dick…

“I… Daddy, can you pwease play wiv baby’s peepee?” Toby asked in his cutest voice, and Mac gave a grunt that sounded like he enjoyed it. Toby looked up hopefully again…

“Well, now, that’s better,” Mac replied. “But I don’t want my little guy gettin’ spoilt. So hush up, and let’s watch the movie, okay?”

Toby wasn’t sure how to feel. Here he was, with a raging erection, desperate for this big, hot bear to touch him dirty, fulfilling his fetish… and Mac was turning that down? He couldn’t help himself from letting out a whine of disappointment that only made him seem more childish.

But being told ‘no’ also pleasant in a strange way Toby had never felt before. Even being denied could be hot, apparently, if it reminded him he was just Daddy’s little boy. Daddy decided when he got to feel nice in that way, not him. And right now Daddy was ordering him to watch a kiddy movie, and somehow that made butterflies flutter hard in Toby’s stomach.

“...Okay, Daddy,” he murmured, as he leaned on Mac gently.

A moment later, the bear put his arm around the boy, and snuggled him close as the opening of the film began.

5. Mac and Toby

Mac’s heart was racing heavily himself, even though he was trying to keep his cool. He almost couldn’t believe this little cutie had just waltzed right back in here to see him, and was cuddled up to him wearing a diaper to boot…

And Mac had to admit, it suited him. While at first Toby had been obviously distracted by his own arousal, now he was really starting to get into the movie. While Toby watched the brave colony of spiders fighting to defend their home, Mac watched Toby instead, as subtly as the older man could.

Toby’s eyes were big and fixed on the screen, his mouth hanging open as if he’d just forgotten to shut up. The diaper that spread his thighs just slightly was so cute, and really completed the picture as Toby’s soft, sock-covered feet shuffled back and forth against the carpet. To Mac, it was clear Toby was born to be a little boy, even if he wasn’t going to stay Mac’s for too long.

“Enjoying yourself?” Mac murmured, and Toby jerked upwards, pulling his mouth tightly shut with an embarrassed smile.

“Y, yes Daddy,” he admitted, looking down at his hands. “This is kinda nice…”

Mac nodded in agreement as he gave Toby a little squeeze. Truth be told, not touching the litle one’s cock through the diaper had been almost as hard for him as it was for Toby…

...Almost, but not quite…

In any case, the little guy had really excited Mac with his ‘dirty’ baby talk, his big innocent eyes, and now the way his perfect pink pout hung open as he watched a children’s movie. The juxtaposition of childish talk and a brightly-patterned blue diaper, and his obviously adult erection and begging to be touched, well, that did things to Mac…

His own cock was stiff and excited in his shorts, throbbing against the leg it was pinned against. Mac hesitated a moment, before he reached down, grabbing the zipper when he was sure Toby was distracted.

Mac’s fat length tumbled out into the open air, greasy with sweat and his own arousal. He grunted softly, wrapping a large hand around it, stroking from top to bottom as he tried to control his breathing. The perfect diaper boy next to him made it hard, though, and a moment later, Mac gave up on discretion.

Toby again turned to look at Mac as he felt his hand being lifted, but he soon noticed Mac’s big erection bobbing in the air. The boy gave a soft ‘oh!’ of surprise and curiousity as his plump hand was wrapped around the thick shaft, instinctively curving his fingers as he squeezed tightly.

“It’s so big, Daddy,” Toby said, and Mac grunted in pleasure as his baby boy started stroking him up and down, evidently more engrossed in this than the movie. “Your peepee is so hard!”

“That’s right, k-kiddo,” Mac murmured, watching Toby stroking his meat with proficiency belied by his babytalk. “It’s cuz I’m spending time with my cute little guy.”

Toby snorted through his nose, an approximation at a childish giggle, as Mac hit the pause button on the movie, spreading his legs wide so his whole cock stuck up and out for his little boy to play with…

***

Toby’s arm moved up and down rhythmically, the same moves he’d used on himself a million times before.

The exciting part about it was, of course, that it wasn’t his cock he was stroking. Toby’s hand was a tight fist around the thick piece of meat that swung between his ‘Daddy’s’ legs, and as the older man grunted and moaned in response to his loving touch, Toby felt himself panting in excitement too.

His own erection was back with a vengeance, pressing up against the inside of the thick diaper. Toby tried to rock his hips towards it in time with his strokes of Daddy’s cock, but found the stimulation frustratingly meagre, whimpering as he obediently continued to play this kinky game with Mac.

“Good boy, gooood boy,” Mac murmured as he curled his toes, heart pounding with ecstacy. “F-fuck… You’re a professional little cockstroker, aren’t ya?”

“Y, yes, Daddy,” Toby mumbled in reply. “I… I wub playing wiv Daddy’s special fun stick…”

As humiliating as it was to say, it seemed to have the effect Toby intended. Mac moaned as he flexed in Toby’s tightly squeezing hand, and a moment later he sputtered desperately, pushing Toby towards the edge of the couch.

“On your knees, kiddo,” he ordered, although he looked far more flushed and needy now. “Suck on Daddy’s special pacifier.”

Toby was only too happy to obey, scooting forwards on his knees, head between Mac’s hairy thighs. He kept one hand wrapped around the older man’s fat cock as he stared up worshipfully, positioning it so he could run his tongue around the head, lips stretching as he slid it into his invitingly soft mouth.

Mac placed his hand on the back of Toby’s head and gently pushed him down further, making him take him deeper into his mouth. Toby flushed, looking upwards at Mac, who was breathing heavily, cock throbbing under the young man’s attention.

“Such a good boy for Daddy,” Mac said, breathlessly. “S-soo… nmmm. Such a naughty little baby sucking on Daddy’s peepee…”

Toby moaned his agreement around the big cock that was throbbing in his mouth, his face beet red. Mac was gentle but firm as he pushed Toby’s head slowly down and then let him back up, guiding him back and forth as he hollowed and filled his cheeks with air, sucking hungrily on his Daddy’s cock.

His own erection throbbing inside his diaper, Toby reached down with his other hand to clumsily stroke himself through the padding. From this angle he was able to pinch the padding around his cockhead and gently hump against it, the end of his shaft stroking again and again against the padding which was rapidly growing sticky and slick with his precum.

The naughty adult baby boy whimpered as his head bobbed, pleasing his Daddy like a good boy, thrusting his hips towards his own hand as he humped the diaper shamelessly. He felt so naughty, and good, and so small and cute and-

“Nmmf!”

Mac swelled up rapidly inside of Toby’s mouth, and the older man tensed, snarling with pleasure.

“Ohhh! FUCK! Drink all of Daddy’s milk, baby boy!”

Toby didn’t have much choice, breathing out hard through his nose as he felt his Daddy’s cum hit the back of his throat. He gulped it down frantically, breathing heavily as that fleshy piece of meat throbbed in his hands and mouth.

Feeling completely used, like he was Daddy’s little fucktoy, drinking his cum while he sat on the floor and humped his baby diapers - as Toby felt another load shoot onto his tongue, he gave a soft grunt of his own, eyes rolling back into his head as he had a blissful orgasm, his own smaller dick pulsing inside his thick pampers as he came along with Daddy.

For a few moments, the only sounds in the room were heavy panting, and grunts, and the noise of Toby greedily swallowing all of Daddy’s cream, as they both revelled in the shared bliss of their orgasms, the taboo roleplay they were engaging only making it better.

Once Mac finally finished, a last strand dribbling onto Toby’s tongue, he helped him up and off his softening cock, which slid out of the adult toddler’s mouth with a wet noise. Toby was panting, completely worn out as he was flopped on the couch. A moment later, and Mac’s cock was back in his pants, and Toby’s head was in his lap again - but much more innocently this time.

“Did I… huff do good, Daddy?” Toby asked, trying to catch his breath. Mac chuckled and stroked his hair back, smiling down at him.

“You did great kiddo,” he said, with an earnest smile, and Toby felt the strangest spark of pride inside.

Somehow he felt more embarrassed than ever, even though what Mac had said was frankly extremely mild compared to everything else. With a little sigh, he turned his head away, back to the TV.

“So, um, not like I care about the baby show or anything, but…”

“But?”

“...Do you mind if we watch the rest?” Toby blinked, remembering the rules. “Um. Please, Daddy?”

Mac chuckled, and was only too happy to oblige.

End.

Other LGBTQ+ Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●       ‘Diapered by his Daddy Bear’ pt 1 - first book in the series, see Toby and Mac’s first filthy adventure as they hump each other in diapers all night!
 

●       ‘Genderfluid and Diapered by Daddy’ - an afab little plays male, female, and neutral roles in this short, sexy story between them and their Daddy.
 

●       ‘Bad Boy - Diapered by his Hunky Professor’ - 18 year old student is seduced into diapers by his sexy male photography professor.
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