

Preview:

There was a loud unzipping noise as the fly opened completely, the white padding of Samantha’s diaper bulging out through the gap. She moaned softly in shame as her clothes were almost bursting off of her - but she didn’t stop eating, squeezing the seeded bun of the next beefburger between her fingers, taking a hefty bite from it, teeth slowly closing as she tore off chunks off bun and meat.

Sam distractedly lifted her bottom as she was lost in hedonistic pleasure. Jack pulled her jeans down, and they quickly rolled down his pudgy babygirl’s legs. She groaned appreciatively, her gut already swollen with food and soda. Instead of soft flab resting on top of her otherwise slender stomach, Sam’s belly was beginning to look round and full already…

“Urrp! S’cuse me, Daddy,” she said, blushing, as she covered her mouth with greasy, salt-covered fingers. “It’s just sooo nice…”

“It’s okay, babygirl,” Jack reassured her, pulling her jeans all the way off, her feet kicking them away. “I love spoiling you.”

“Nmmmf, you’re sure -URP!- this isn’t, uh, too much food?” Sam asked, pushing the last of the burger into her mouth as she finished speaking. Her cheeks looked full of food, and Jack watched her swallow hard, grabbing for her soda to wash the rest down.

“Oh, I’m sure,” Jack purred, as he snuggled next to her on the couch. “Nothing is ‘too much’ for my princess.”

Sam flushed although she was still slurping her soda. Jack could see her swollen stomach starting to jut out a little over the front waistband of the diaper, her shirt even tighter than when she’d first put it on. The wetness indicator had turned a deep blue in places, making it obvious his naughty babygirl had wet herself.

***

Feeding his Babygirl

Sam’s diaper tapes were peeled peeled open slowly, the only sounds in the room the rustling of her squishy night time diaper, and a sleepy little girl yawn as she waited for her Daddy to finish changing her.

“You must have had a lot to drink last night,” Jack said with a smirk, as he began to wipe her plump pussy lips clean. “My soggy baby girl…”

“Daaaaddy,” Sam giggled, hiding her face behind her teddy bear. “I’m a big girl…”

Jack’s cock throbbed slightly. He’d never admitted it to Sam, but he had a thing for bigger women… especially if he helped them get that way. As his adult baby girl innocently claimed she was a ‘big girl’, his mind was instantly filled with the image of her so much rounder, plumper, fatter…

He swallowed, wriggling a finger between Sam’s folds to distract her, eliciting a moan from the blonde-haired woman.

“You’re a wet little baby,” he corrected, as he slid the soaked diaper away, rolling it up and placing it in the trashcan. “Babies need diapers, don’t they?”

“W-well,” Sam stammered, biting her lip cutely. “Sometimes. But sometimes grown-ups do too!”

Jack chuckled quietly as he shifted the diaper up underneath Sam’s bottom, the pillowy softness crinkling beneath her. He hesitated a moment, then pulled the back of the diaper down an inch. A few months ago, that height would have been just right. Now he didn’t think the front of the diaper would reach up high enough…

“Diapers for grown-ups don’t have cute little diapered animals on,” Jack pointed out, as he pulled the front of the crinkly undergarment up between Sam’s thighs.

She huffed softly, sliding her thumb into her mouth absent-mindedly as she watched Jack diapering her. He pulled the crinkly clear landing zone of the diaper taut across her belly, finding his breathing quicken slightly as he noticed just how much softer and rounder her stomach was.

Trying not to be too obvious, Samantha’s Daddy gently pressed at her plump stomach, using his positioning of the diaper as a way to conceal his interest. Samantha gave a small giggle as his thick fingers pressed against her chub, tickling her slightly.

A moment later, and Jack almost-reluctantly moved on to taping the diaper up, opening the first tape and carefully placing it on the landing zone.

His heart jumped again, although he was careful to conceal his excitement from his adult baby girlfriend, smiling lovingly at her in the Daddy-ish way he was so good at as he did the diaper up snugly around Sam’s hips.

Jack could see again how much weight his babygirl had gained, from how much further apart the tapes on her diaper were. At first, mediums had been almost baggy on the slender girl, pulled tight around her hips, tapes nearly touching in the middle of the diaper. But over the past few months the distance between them had grown and grown, to accommodate Sam’s slowly growing hips and waistline.

Finally doing up the last tape, Jack thought back to the picture of their second date he kept on their phone. Samantha thought he kept it there because he was sentimental, and liked to look back at the day he started to really see a future with her. That was true, but Jack had other, less innocent reasons for keeping that picture front and centre in his mind at all times…

It was unbelievably sexy to compare the old photo to Sam’s present physique. Where she’d been skinny and athletic before, now her hips were plump and rounded, her backside notably bigger, thighs no longer held apart when she stood. Jack hadn’t really done it intentionally, but he’d done a very good job of fattening his babygirl up.

Sam’s Daddy bought her all the treats she asked for, and then some. He spoiled her with cakes and dinner dates, and never allowed her to pass up appetisers or desserts. If she so much as glanced longingly at some tasty tidbit in a store, Jack would buy one, and then another, just in case Sam was hungry later.

Sam didn’t know it of course, but it gave Jack immense pleasure to watch her eat. Sam ate like a greedy child, hungrily wolfing down the first few bites of whatever you gave her, then savoring the last morsel, licking the wrapper and her fingers clean, making sure she got every scrap.

And the noises she made were practically orgasmic. Sam moaned and murmured her appreciation whenever she ate, closing her eyes and getting lost in the sheer sensory pleasure of food. The experience was so enjoyable for Jack that he found himself stopping at the donut shop every other day after work, guiltily grabbing a half-dozen box of whatever looked the most decadent that day.

Jack always claimed he just loved that store, but he never actually ate any of the donuts. Sam would practically inhale the first one that very evening, ‘treat herself’ to a second one a little later on, and then the third would be nibbled away slowly, before the last bite disappeared down her hungry gullet right before bedtime.

The entire half dozen would be gone in two days. More and more often, they would be gone in less than two days. Lately Jack had been picking up a box every single evening, and while Sam had mumbled some protests about gaining weight, Jack had noticed her consumption only increased the more food he provided.

Sam just didn’t seem to be able to stop herself from indulging, and Jack loved that about her. The lack of control was so genuinely childish and innocent… and the results… Jack stroked his finger idly across a diaper tape, staring down at Sam’s soft stomach, wrapped in the thick diaper.

“Hmf.”

Jack’s hazel eyes flicked upwards to meet Sam’s, raising a curious eyebrow. Sam was pouting, staring back at Jack steadily, and for a second he worried she was upset about his secret fantasies, that she’d somehow read his mind - and hadn’t liked what she’d seen.

“You were starin’ at me, Daddy,” Sam pouted, as she trailed her finger along the other tape. “...Lookin’ at how much bigger I’ve gotten?”

“Can’t I just look at my beautiful baby girl?” Jack said, trying to hide the nerves in his voice as he splayed his fingers out across Samantha’s thickly diapered crotch. “Laying on the bed in her nice new diaper..?”

“Mmf,” Sam replied, sighing. “...You can. But be honest. You can tell I’ve gained weight, can’t you?”

To illustrate her point, Sam wiggled her hips slowly from side to side. The diaper crinkled as she moved, and Jack could see the plastic sides stretched tightly around her hips, slightly wrinkled from how the tapes pulled the material down and inwards. Jack found his mouth suddenly dry, but he forced himself to keep his voice even, hiding the lust he felt for his girlfriend’s new fuller figure.

“I hadn’t noticed,” he lied.

It was impossible not to notice, actually. Samantha must have gained 20, maybe 25 lbs since she’d moved in with Jack a little over three months ago. But Jack didn’t want to hurt his little princess’ feelings… Or have her stop gaining.

“Don’t be silly,” Sam said with a scowl, her hand shooting down to the side of her stomach. “Look!”

She pushed her shirt up slightly, revealing her bare stomach. Jack found himself looking very closely indeed, as she poked and pinched at the growing flab there, grabbing it between her forefinger and thumb. Sam looked up at her Daddy with a look of slight triumph, glad to have proved him wrong again.

“Seee? I couldn’t do that before…”

“Well, now there’s more of you to love,” Jack said, firmly.

“Do you still wuv me, Daddy?” Sam asked, in a vulnerable voice that made Jack’s heart jump.

“More than ever,” he replied truthfully.

Before Sam could reply, her Daddy rolled over her onto the bed beside her. He felt his body brush hers just slightly, noticing the soft warmness there, but not commenting on it. He hoped Sam hadn’t seen or felt his erection as he’d moved.

Samantha still seemed to be pouting, unconvinced, so Jack quickly wrapped his arms around the plumper girl, snuggling her close to his chest. She giggled and squealed as she felt Jack’s bristly stubble nuzzling against her neck, tilting her head away with a big, babyish grin.

“Mm, you’re so cuddly, too,” Jack added. “You can be my little plushie from now on, okay?”

“Heehee, otay, Daddy,” Samantha said, flushing. “...But don’t you wish I was littler?”

“You’re perfectly little to me,” Jack purred. “And besides, there’s more of you to love!”

“Hmf!”

“Especially here!”

Sam gasped as she felt her Daddy’s coarse hand move boldly upwards to her breasts, cupping one and groping it gently through her pajama shirt. She couldn’t suppress a soft moan as Jack’s thumb brushed over her nipple, pressing firmly against that little nub as he teased it into stiffness.

“Y-you really love me more now?” Sam asked. “Promise?”

“I promise,” Jack said solemnly. “...Does this feel like a lie?”

Slowly, Jack moved his hips forwards, until his groin was pressing against Sam’s outer thigh, where the crinkly white plastic of the diaper crumpled and moved as he did so. Sam squeaked softly as she felt the reason Jack had kept his hips pulled back for so long. He was rock hard, and he slowly rocked his hips against Sam, feeling the bed squeak in symphony with her padding rustling loudly.

“I,  I guess not,” Sam mumbled, her face pink. “Sorry Daddy.”

She paused, licking her lips, before she glanced down at her Daddy’s hard cock, tenting the front of his pajama bottoms. Sam was clearly excited by Jack’s obvious desire, and she looked up and over at him curiously with big eyes, her naughty little mind ticking over.

“Would you like me to take care of that, Daddy?” Samantha asked, in her best ‘little girl’ voice. “Pwease can I?”

“Hmmmm,” Daddy Jack said, smirking. “...Okay. But no more doubting how much Daddy loves you.”

“Yessir,” Sam agreed, spreading her plump white thighs as Jack moved over on top of her.

Jack slid his pajama bottoms down, his cock being slowly revealed, throbbing in the bedroom air. His eyes travelled up and down Sam’s curvier body, imagining her growing fatter, bigger, softer… He sucked air in through his teeth as he lowered his erection, stroking it against Sam’s diapered crotch slowly.

Sam giggled cutely as Jack grabbed her upper legs, lifting and squeezing them together so her soft thighs pressed together around his throbbing dick. Jack rocked his hips slowly back and forth, the tight warmth around his dick feeling amazing. He was leaking constantly from his cocktip, slippery pre coating the insides of Sam’s pudgy thighs, and the front of her thick diaper. His dick rubbed against the outer plastic again and again, humping slowly as his heart rate began to slowly increase.

“Mmmm, lift your shirt up for me, princess,” Jack urged. “Let Daddy see your cute tits…”

Obediently, Sam grasped the bottom of her shirt, lifting it up slowly to show off her ample chest. Jack groaned as he watched her breasts spill out. They’d been held in place slightly by the shirt, but now hung free and full on her plump stomach, round and white and perfect. Jack grunted as he looked down at them, humping more desperately as he pushed Sam’s thighs closer together around his thick cock.

“Ooo, you’re not fat at all, princess,” Jack said, breathless, as he had a wicked thought. He could, in fact, feel her plumpness under his fingers as he tugged her closer, fingertips tracing the leg opening of her diapers with gentleness.

“I’m n-not?”

“No, no,” Jack replied. “In fact, I think you need feeding up… You need lots of Daddy’s cream to grow up to be a big girl…”

This was so filthy. Jack allowed himself to combine two of his biggest fantasies as he went along with his dirty talk, hoping it was innocuous enough to make Sam agree. Having an innocent, diapered adult baby girl who was ‘fattened up’ by his cum was a very arousing thought.

“Oh,” Sam said, blushing, but grinning. “...Well, um. Would you like me to suck your thingy, Daddy?”

Jack groaned. Sam knew her Daddy preferred when she used childish terms for sex acts and genitals. The combination of such a naughty, adult act, and such innocent, childlike language sent all the circuits in Jack’s brain fizzing.

“Actually,” he said, panting as he looked over his girlfriend’s plumper physique, noticing how there was a slight roll to her stomach that wasn’t there a month ago. “I have a different idea…”

He moved quickly. Sam squeaked curiously as Jack hungrily tore her shirt off, leaving her bare-chested, ample breasts spreading down and out until Jack’s strong hands grabbed them both. He nestled his penis between them as he pressed them around his cock, grinning at how they disappeared between the softness of Samantha’s tits pressed together. When they’d met, her breasts had been barely a handful - now they were huge and soft, flesh bulging out between Jack’s fingers where he gripped them.

Little Sammy bent her neck so her chin rested on her breastbone, as her Daddy began to stroke his sticky, hot penis back and forth between her boobs. Jack looked down at his adorable diapered princess as she stuck out her tongue, licking across his dribbling red cockhead over and over, making soft moans of appreciation. Even her face was looking a little rounder…

“Oh god, babygirl, yes!” Jack groaned as he moved his hips forwards, thrusting his tip into Sammy’s parted pink lips.

She squeaked a little in surprise, but then immediately wrapped them around the end of Jack’s cock, licking and sucking as it thrust in and out of her soft mouth.

Jack panted desperately as his erection throbbed, hard as steel. The pillowy softness around his cock felt amazing, and the wet, teasing, licking and sucking of his adult babygirl’s mouth was incredibly enticing. He hammered away frantically, thrusting himself down towards the back of Samantha’s throat as hard as he could, again and again, feeling his balls tightening, cock swelling, orgasm rushing onwards…

“Nggh!”

Jack grunted as he came, pushing Sam’s boobs together hard as his erection pulsed between his babygirl’s tits. He unloaded a huge load into Sam’s warm mouth, and she quickly suckled it down, gulping all of her Daddy’s ‘cream’. Jack moaned softly as he shot another strand to the back of her throat, then another. He shuddered as his orgasm began to draw to a close, pulling his twitching cock back, his cum splattering on Sam’s pink lips.

With a soft sigh, Jack watched as the last of his load dribbled out onto his princess’ pale chest, plump breasts parted once again now that Jack wasn’t holding them up. Sam looked up at him, licking her lips happily and then smiling.

“Was I good, Daddy?” she asked, cutely, smacking her sticky lips together. “Hmmm?”

“Soooo good, babygirl,” Jack said, still struggling to catch his breath as he rolled over onto his side beside Sam. “How did Daddy’s cream taste?”

“Nmmm,” Sam wrinkled her nose, feeling Jack’s hand slide down to her stomach, gently rubbing it in circles. “Really delicious, Daddy… But what’s for seconds?”

Jack chuckled, but couldn’t deny how hot that made him, even right after an orgasm. The idea of his babygirl eating and eating and eating until she was huge… That was unbelievably hot. Even now he could feel the small give to her stomach, the softness that wasn’t there in the past...

“Nmf… I havta pee…” Sam said shyly, biting her lip. “Should I go in my diapees, Daddy?”

In response, Jack’s broad hands moved down between Sam’s thighs, stroking and pressing the diaper up against her pussy, massaging it through the thick, crinkly plastic of the diaper. He felt Sam tense her muscles slightly, and then relax...

“Mmm...aahh…”

She sighed dreamily as she began to wet, a slow trickle at first. Jack’s fingers pushed firmly into the outer shell of the diaper, noticing as his fingertips grew warm, urine soaking into the SAP and padding inside the undergarment. Sam shivered and moaned softly as her Daddy rubbed gently back and forth, through the soggy diaper to her sensitive, excited pussy.

With a final shudder, she emptied her bladder, leaving the diaper swollen and discolored. Jack kissed the top of his babygirl’s forehead, as he pressed the diaper more firmly against her, stroking softly, sliding the bulging padding against her wet folds.

“Ohhh, Daddy,” Sam moaned, rocking her hips towards his tentative attentions. “That feels so, so good…”

Jack’s smile turned into a smirk as he rubbed harder. He knew it would probably be quite a while before they both got out of bed that morning…

***

“So, do you have anything planned for tomorrow evening, Daddy?” Sam asked as she rifled through their dresser, after several squealing orgasms from Jack’s hand.

“Tomorrow?” Jack said, hiding his smile and playing dumb. “What’s going on tomorrow?”

Sam turned around quickly, shocked, a pair of jeans in her hand. Jack eyed them - they were her largest pair, the ones she previously referred to as her ‘comfy jeans’, because they were so baggy. It had been a long while since Sam had worn any other pair.

“Daddy! Tomorrow is our ten month annive- oh, hmf!” Sam huffed as she noticed Jack’s smirk, her cheeks going pink as she plonked her rounded, diaper-covered backside down on the bed, with a loud crinkle. “Well, what are we going to do?”

Jack watched as Sam carefully slid her pale legs into the jeans. She seemed to be hesitating, almost embarrassed to pull them up. Perhaps she was afraid they wouldn’t quite fit? Jack swallowed, blinking to clear his mind of the erotic image before he replied to Sam’s question.

“Well, princess… I’ve ordered a very special meal for us tomorrow night,” he said, smiling. “It’s from a new gourmet restaurant that recently opened. They come by and set up everything themselves.”

What Jack failed to mention was that this catering service was usually only offered to groups or parties. The restaurant had agreed to serve Jack enough food for six people that night, and he couldn’t wait to see how the decadent meal disappeared down Sam’s delicate throat.

Sam was tugging her pants up slowly now, trying not to show the strain in her features as she struggled to pull them over her thighs. The jeans clung to her figure in a way they hadn’t in the past, squeezing her chubbiness as she finally reached her diaper.

“O-oh, okay,” Sam muttered in response to Jack’s news. “That sounds really.. Ngh… tasty…”

“Are you okay, buttercup?” Jack asked, watching Sam. She’d lifted her bottom off the bed and managed to tug the jeans up to her waist… The only trouble now was doing up the button.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Sam mumbled, clearly humiliated. “I’m just having a little trouble doing up these jeans.”

Her face was bright red, ashamed of how much she’d ‘let herself go’. Jack almost felt bad - but she was so sexy like this… Sam flopped backwards onto the bed, straining and grunting as she tried to pull the two sides of her fly together. Occasionally she would get it, only to fumble and groan with frustration as it popped apart.

At last, with trembling hands, Sam managed to do the button up, although it looked like it was strained nearly to the limit as she did so. Jack swore he could see it quivering, the plastic covered padding of the diaper bulging out of the fly, before Sam hurriedly stuffed it back in, sucking in her breath as she zipped the jeans up.

“Whoof,” she said, flopping back onto the bed. “These diapers… are thicker than I remember…”

Sam was panting from exertion just from that physical activity, pulling her jeans on. Jack couldn’t wait until she was so fat she got out of breath doing anything at all… And it was so cute how she blamed the diaper.

“I’m sorry baby,” Jack replied, not saying anything about how much chubbier Sam was now. “I need my little princess to be protected, after all.”

When Sam stood up, Jack’s eyebrows rose immediately. The jeans were so tight, they accentuated every feature of Sam’s physique… including clinging to her diaper. The bulge was obvious from the back, looking as if Sam had shoved a towel down her pants, thick and huge even though it was compressed by the jeans. There was a clear line where the diaper began around her upper thigh.

The idea of his chubby princess being unable to hide her diapers from anybody really excited Jack, although he didn’t say anything. Instead, he playfully smacked her padded backside, enjoying the resulting sounds - the padded ‘THUMP!’ of his open palm on her rear, and the resulting happy squeal as Sam jumped forwards, turning around to grin at her Daddy.

The love in Sam’s eyes was obvious as she kissed Jack softly. She only knew him as the adoring, attentive, doting Daddy she loved. She had no idea of his naughty plan for fattening her up.

“What’s for breakfast?”

Jack stifled his laughter. Trust his little padded piggy to immediately start thinking about food.

“How about McDonnies?” Jack said, seeing Sam’s brown eyes instantly go wide as she hungrily licked her lips, imagining it. “They do breakfast after 10 now…”

“Yes p’ease, Daddy!”

***

Moments later, Sam was carefully strapped into the back seat of Jack’s car, and he was driving to the McDonnie’s a block away. He had no plans to just buy one or two breakfast items for Sammy - he’d let Sam pick out one or two things from the breakfast menu, then buy her a large meal and a soda, a whipped icecream… and maybe a Snappy meal too, to eat on the way home.

Plus, if Jack knew Sam (and he did), she’d also beg for a bite of whatever Daddy was having

“What do you want, princess?” he asked.

“Umm, could I get a MacGribble with sausage and a muffin with egg and bacon, please?”

Sam didn’t even think twice about asking for several things, and a moment later Jack was at the window ordering for her.

“Hey, can I get a Snappy Meal, a sausage MacGribble, a large number 3, a medium N7, a MacFlorry, and a MacMoffin with egg and bacon?”

Jack looked into the rearview mirror to see Sam’s reaction to his excessively large order. She was so cute - her eyebrows had gone up, and her cheeks turned pink, wondering if her Daddy expected her to eat all that… A little scrap of tongue darted out from between her lips, as she daydreamed about eating all that food. It would be very easy to persuade her to try and finish it all, Jack knew.

At the next window, Jack paid, and received two brown bags full of hot, steaming food, along with a cutesy cardboard carrier for Sam’s Snappy meal. Jack handed her the box without a word, along with the MacGribble on top of the bag.

He heard Sam inhale deeply behind him, breathing in the syrupy scent through its wrapping. There was a rustling, and before they’d even pulled away from the drivethru, Sam had taken an enormous, ravenous bite of the whole thing.

Within seconds, the MacGribble had disappeared down Sam’s gullet, and she smacked her lips, licking her fingers clean of syrup and grease. Jack was almost alarmed by how fast she’d eaten it - but mostly he was just sad he hadn’t gotten to watch.

He still found himself excited, however, when he heard Sam pop undone the tabs of the cardboard box containing her Snappy meal. She plucked the plastic bag containing the toy out of the food inside, placing it on the seat beside her - and then grabbed the cheeseburger out of it, hurriedly unwrapping it halfway.

Jack glanced in the rearview mirror as he was waiting at a stoplight. Sam hadn’t been able to stop herself from taking a bite of the burger, even as her other hand was grabbing fries.

Sam didn’t take one or two at a time - instead Daddy’s pudgy little angel grabbed fistfuls from the small bag, shoving them into her mouth with near-obsessive haste.

“MMmm!” she moaned with her mouth full, swallowing the fries before they were even fully chewed.

The light turned green, and Jack reluctantly turned his attention back to the road, driving towards their house.

***

Moments later, the rest of the fast food feast was spread out on the coffee table, as Sam sat on the couch. Sam took a deep breath as the salty, sweet scent wafted into her nostrils. As she leant forward, Jack could see the waistband of her jeans digging into her soft flesh, her shirt lifting slightly from how tight it was.

“Gnuh, I need to get out of these jeans,” Sam remarked.

“Let Daddy help, while you eat,” Jack insisted, as he reached around to find Sam’s fly.

“Otay, Daddy,” Sam giggled, as she poured another packet of fries into one side of the largest burger box. “Mmm, I’m sooo hungry.”

Jack’s heart pounded, his erection pressed down the leg of his jeans as he tried to undo Sam’s pants as well as watch her eat. She ate a little more conservatively now, but Jack still shivered as he heard the crunch of the fries as she funneled them into her mouth, saw the grease shimmering on her fingers, grains of salt lingering there.

“Oh god this is so good,” Sam mumbled to herself, as Jack found the nickel button holding her fly together.

The jeans were so tightly done up, it was almost impossible to push the buttonhole to the side to undo them. Jack strained and grunted as Sam grabbed her soda, gulping down several large mouthfuls quickly. Jack swore he could hear her stomach gurgling, see it swelling before his very eyes.

Finally, with a burst of effort, he managed to undo the tightly closed button. Both sides of the fly ‘ping!’ed apart dramatically, and Sam gasped at the sudden feeling of relief.

There was a loud unzipping noise as the fly opened completely, the white padding of Samantha’s diaper bulging out through the gap. She moaned softly in shame as her clothes were almost bursting off of her - but she didn’t stop eating, squeezing the seeded bun of the next beefburger between her fingers, taking a hefty bite from it, teeth slowly closing as she tore off chunks off bun and meat.

Sam distractedly lifted her bottom as she was lost in hedonistic pleasure. Jack pulled her jeans down, and they quickly rolled down his pudgy babygirl’s legs. She groaned appreciatively, her gut already swollen with food and soda. Instead of soft flab resting on top of her otherwise slender stomach, Sam’s belly was beginning to look round and full already…

“Urrp! S’cuse me, Daddy,” she said, blushing, as she covered her mouth with greasy, salt-covered fingers. “It’s just sooo nice…”

“It’s okay, babygirl,” Jack reassured her, pulling her jeans all the way off, her feet kicking them away. “I love spoiling you.”

“Nmmmf, you’re sure -URP!- this isn’t, uh, too much food?” Sam asked, pushing the last of the burger into her mouth as she finished speaking. Her cheeks looked full of food, and Jack watched her swallow hard, grabbing for her soda to wash the rest down.

“Oh, I’m sure,” Jack purred, as he snuggled next to her on the couch. “Nothing is ‘too much’ for my princess.”

Sam flushed although she was still slurping her soda. Jack could see her swollen stomach starting to jut out a little over the front waistband of the diaper, her shirt even tighter than when she’d first put it on. The wetness indicator had turned a deep blue in places, making it obvious his naughty babygirl had wet herself.

With a shudder and a soft groan as she ate her bacon and egg muffin with one hand, Sam began to wet again. Jack watched as the indicator turned completely blue, the already-damp padding of the diaper growing swollen and heavy. It seemed like the ultimate display of what a lazy little piggy his princess was - soaking her diaper without a word while she ate masses of fast food, too engrossed in eating to even use the toilet.

“Oooo,” Sam moaned, as she rubbed her stomach. “I needed that…”

Tearing his attention away, Jack popped open his own burger box, knowing Sam would be watching closely.

Sam’s eyes followed his motions, just as he predicted. Jack picked up a little container of sauce, and took his time about opening it, carefully placing it in the box beside his own fries, picking up a single fry at a time and dipping it into the sauce.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Sam licking her lips, and smirked. She’d finished her breakfast muffin now, and as she kept staring at her Daddy’s food, she continually reached out for the remaining fries in her own burger box, fingers reaching out for any she’d missed.

Finally, Sam’s fingers scraped the empty box just as Jack lifted the burger to his mouth and went to take a bite.

“D-Daddy,” Sam said, a little out of breath from the exertion of stuffing herself so thoroughly. “What have you -urp!- g-got there?”

“It’s a Big Bacon Boy Burger,” Jack said, squeezing it gently. “It’s a special.”

Sam whimpered, her lip quivering as she looked at the big, bacon-y burger. It looked so tasty - she knew she should have been full already, and she was… but it was just so tantalizing. Sam wiped her mouth, blushing, as she realized she’d been drooling.

Jack tried not to smirk as he opened his mouth slowly, and took a small bite of the burger, savoring the flavors that immediately hit his tongue.

“Mmmmmm,” he moaned exaggeratedly as he chewed, eyes rolling upwards in obvious pleasure. “Sooo good…”

“...Can I try some, please, Daddy?” Sam asked, making little begging paws with her hands. “I wanna try!”

Jack chuckled, holding up the burger to Sam’s face. She eagerly lunged forwards, taking an enormous bite - so big, in fact, she had to jerk her head back sharply to rip it off. Jack watched as she awkwardly gulped down some of the bite she’d taken, a quarter of the burger hanging from her mouth, sauce and grease dripping onto Jack’s fingers.

Blushing hotly, Samantha used a single finger to push everything into her mouth, using her tongue to pull it deeper. She gave a small moan of appreciation, muffled by just how full her mouth was, as she chewed that large bite of Daddy’s burger hungrily. Without even noticing, her hips rocked just slightly against her swollen diaper, body awash in all kinds of naughty pleasure.

“Naught girl,” Jack chided. “So greedy, aren’t you? My little piggy.”

“Gnnf… oink oink,” Sam giggled, as she swallowed. “Sorrryy Daddy.”

“It’s okay,” Jack said, privately thinking it was more than okay. “...But you’d better clean off Daddy’s fingers.”

Jack pushed his outstretched hand towards Sam, and she carefully took it in hers, running her tongue along the underside of Jack’s thumb. He shivered as he felt her tongue sliding across his fingerpad, watching her eyes flick up towards his own, a cheeky grin on her lips.

“Gah!”

Jack gasped as Sam’s lips suddenly slipped down one of his fingers, sucking and slurping off the sauce that had spilled there. She bobbed her head back and forth just a little, suckling gently, swirling her tongue around his fingertip. Jack moaned at the sexy display, heart thumping wildly as he watched her move onto one finger after another, until they were all clean, shining with her lingering saliva.

“Goood girl,” he practically purred, taking another bite of his burger. “Daddy loves you.”

Sam didn’t say anything, but a moment later, her hand darted over to grab a massive handful of Jack’s pile of untouched fries. Jack looked over at her with his eyebrow raised, trying to display a combination of amusement and annoyance.

In reality, he thought the whole situation was incredibly hot. His babygirl, in a swollen, soggy diaper, panting and grunting as she forced food down her throat. Her belly was now distinctly curved, her diaper looking like it was straining against her stomach. Jack could see her heavy breasts rising and falling with her deep breathing, and his cock throbbed urgently.

“You had the same fries,” he said, with just the right amount of playful chiding to make it fun for Sam to grab another handful. Jack watched as her fingers grasped for them again, leaving salt and oil all over her fingertips.

Sam gave Jack a cheeky grin.

“Daddy’s fries taste better,” she said, before she crammed them into her mouth. “Nghh…”

“You okay, princess?”

Samantha nodded, but her face was bright red, and her forehead beaded with sweat. She clumsily grabbed for her soda and downed several mouthfuls, panting before she spoke.

“I’m just… s-so full,” she moaned, rubbing her growing stomach. “...But it’s sooo good. I don’t wanna stop e-eating…”

“Then don’t,” Jack said, hastily, pushing the box towards her. “Come on, I bet you can finish these…”

“I d-don’t know,” Sam said, showing the slightest hesitance for the first time so far. “Nmm… can I have some of your soda?”

“Sure,” Jack agreed, sliding the almost full cup over to her. “That’s my good girl.”

“Mmhmm,” Sam nodded as she greedily sucked the sugary soda up through the straw. It was completely empty calories, but she didn’t seem to care at all. “Ooo… Okay… I’ll try.”

Jack finished his burger a moment later, wiping his hands on a napkin. As Sam picked up french fry after french fry, he soothingly rubbed her back, in big circles. Feeling the softness there, how she was getting fat everywhere. That was so exciting…

Sam’s eating was definitely slowing down now. She picked up each fry with a slight but unmistakable reluctance, as if she didn’t really want to eat it at all, but was forcing herself to. Jack murmured encouraging words in her ear as his hand slid under her shirt, fingers tracing the band of her bra. It was digging into her skin more than ever, although Jack eagerly noticed it was on the very last set of hooks.

“Ngh… P-please?” Sam mumbled through a bite of several french fries. “T-too tight…”

Understanding her complains, Jack gently tugged the hooks apart, and then let go, letting Sam’s breasts hang freely in the loose bra cups. She moaned, shifting as her Daddy tugged the straps down her shoulders, letting the whole bra fall off in a gentle movement that made her diaper rustle loudly.

“Ohhh,” she moaned softly around crunchy mouthfuls of french fries, as she felt Jack’s hand move around, gently massaging her sore, swollen-feeling breasts. “F-fuuck…”

“Language, babygirl,” Jack hissed in her ear, as she finally picked up the last french fry. “That’s it… eat up.”

Sam finally swallowed the fry, gulping it down hard. She sat up with a sense of achievement, although her face was still flushed, and her lips shone with salty grease.

“I did... *BURRRP*... I did it, Daddy…” Sam said, eyes wide as she burped, covering her mouth in shame right after. “...S’cuse me again.”

“It’s alright, babygirl,” Jack said, with a chuckle. “...But you still have the icecream to eat.”

“Ngghhh,” Sam groaned, reaching for it. “...I guess it couldn’t hurt…”

But before she could grab the small tub of icecream, Jack’s hand grasped her wrist, stopping her. She looked up at him questioningly, but he quickly silenced her thoughts with a firm kiss on the lips, tongue running over them eagerly, tasting the saltiness there.

Jack guided his babygirl down onto the couch, so she was laying on her back, legs parted slightly, watching him curiously as he picked up the icecream himself.

“What are you doing, Daddy?” Sam asked, breathlessly.

“I’m going to feed you,” he said, smirking as he watched her face turn even redder. “...And you’re going to touch yourself while I do.”

“D-daddy!” Sam squealed, embarrassed. “...That’s naughty.”

“I want you to do it,” Jack implored, trying not to seem too eager. “Do it for Daddy, please?”

Sam frowned uncertainly, but her hesitance was extremely fleeting. Jack watched with hungry anticipation as her palm slid down the rounded bulge of her stomach, fingers fluttering across her diaper’s waistband. Jack stirred the icecream slightly as he waited, smirking as Sam looked over and met his eye.

It seemed like Sam was having some trouble squeezing her fingers under the waistband of the diaper. Her belly was so full, the diaper dug into it, leaving red lines on her skin as she pushed the crinkly undergarment up and down. Jack watched as she struggled, but finally she pushed her hand down deep into the warm, wet confines of her diaper. She fixed Jack with a pout - but she licked her lips as he lifted the spoon up towards her face.

“Nmmm,” Sam moaned as the first spoonful of icecream slid down her throat, coating her lips with sticky sweet whiteness. “It… It’s good.”

Jack smiled, scooping another spoonful out, watching carefully to see Sam’s reaction.

Like the good babygirl she was, Sam’s wrist began to move jerkily under her diaper. Her fingers found her clit, already stiff and throbbing. She gave a soft groan of pleasure as she stroked her needy wetness, mouth open again for another mouthful of icecream.

Her Daddy delivered a moment a later and Sam hungrily ate what she was offered, feeling a sticky trickle of melting ice cream run down the side of her face. Another spoonful came soon after, and Sam moaned, rolling her hips, as she felt the tingling pleasure between her thighs growing more and more intense.

“Good baby, keep going, Daddy loves you,” Jack muttered, as he rocked his own hips against nothing, painfully hard in his jeans. “Mmm… such a dirty little piggy…”

“Uh… uh huh!” Sam grunted, her hips bucking eagerly towards her hand as she masturbated herself on the sofa, stomach stuffed full of food, her breathing heavy as spoonful after spoonful of delicious, creamy ice cream filled her mouth.

“Guh!”

Sam squeaked as she felt one side of her diaper tapes pop undone, her vigorous masturbation and how tight it was against her plump stomach combining to make it burst open. She hesitated for a moment, whimpering, looking at her Daddy uncertainly. The shame on her face was obvious, but Jack kissed her sweetly on the cheek.

“Keep going, cutie,” he urged her. “...Then you can have more ice cream.”

Sam moaned like a wanton slut, humiliated, but aroused beyond belief. Her hand now had far more space to move, her wrist no longer pinned to her body by the diaper. She stroked herself more and more eagerly, fingers working desperately at her clit as tension built between her thighs, making them quiver, as her breathing grew heavier and more distracted.

Just as he’d said he would, her Daddy kept spooning ice cream into Sam’s mouth. Jack watched with intent lust, entering a kind of erotic fever of his own as he wanted to stuff Sam more and more. Sam could barely keep up with the spoon that was no longer merely offered to her, but instead thrust into her mouth repeatedly, each time with more icecream. She groaned in mild discomfort, gulping down the creamy treat, as she noisily stroked her slick pussy.

Jack’s fantasies were coming to life in front of him. Sam’s belly jiggled just a little now she was moving quickly, her fat breasts spread out and jerking with every motion of her body. She was panting desperately in between being fed, but to Jack’s delight, every time she swallowed she opened her mouth like a starving baby bird. 

“Ohh Daddy!” Sam managed to squeal, just before Jack  shoved another spoonful of icecream into her mouth. “I-NMMF!”

He could tell she was close, her whimpers and grunts were far closer together, her humping motions more frantic, tension building inside her. Her face and hands equally sticky as she gulped down more ice cream, breathing heavy, back arched upwards as what remained of her diaper rustled loudly… and then…

“AHhh! Nnmf!” Sam squealed as she came, grunting and rocking against her fingers, moaning with delight. “Nmm! Daddy!”

Hurriedly, Jack put down the nearly empty dessert he’d been feeding Sam, and placed his hand on her plump, swollen stomach, rubbing and stroking as she rode out her orgasm. For several long seconds, she was a moaning, whimpering, grunting mess, lost in complete pleasure, belly completely stuffed with food and pussy tingling with naughty excitement over making such a pig of herself in front of Daddy.

“Ohhhh,” she finally moaned, as her orgasm came to an end. She sagged onto the couch, panting, looking up breathlessly at Jack, disheveled, face and lips smeared with icecream, her soaked diaper heavy and half hanging off her.

“...Th, that was… interesting…”

Jack nodded, licking his lips. Tomorrow he would ensure things got even more interesting…

End.
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