

Preview:

When Francis pulled the nearly-empty bottle away from her lips, Denise whimpered in frustration again, but only because his hand was no longer massaging her through her diaper. Once he resumed, Denise's eyelids fluttered shut, and her lips parted in a continuing moan, grinding herself against the attention.

"Does baby want a horsey ride on Daddy's knee?" Francis asked, although he was already sitting Denise up. "I know how much little babies like that."

Denise couldn't protest, because her mouth was being stuffed full of binky once more. The sense of having no control sent sexy shivers up her spine, goosebumps of arousal on her skin as Denise felt her thighs being spread around Francis' upper leg. She ground herself needily against him through the diaper, and as Francis' strong hands held her on his lap, he smirked naughtily.

"Ah!"

Denise gasped, a sudden jolt of arousal shooting up from her already-excited pussy. Francis had jerked his leg quickly up and down, bouncing the baby, sending vibrations through the thick diaper to her waiting wetness. Seeing Denise's reaction, Francis did it again, his leg bouncing up and down, leaving Denise feeling totally helpless, pleasure buffeting her as she squirmed and whimpered on his lap.

The thick padding muffled the impact every time Denise landed again, the jerky bounces coming together quicker and quicker. Denise clumsily grabbed for Francis' leg, sucking the pacifier furiously as her heart raced, burning with arousal. The filthiness of the situation and all the foreplay meant she was already getting close to climax, but she had no way to stop it or take control at all - which only made her more aroused…

***

Her Diapered Reality - pt 2

It had been a whole week and a half since the play party, and Denise still had trouble believing she'd really taken part in a kinky ageplay scene with a stranger.

She'd moaned and writhed in front of an audience in a thick diaper, and the sense of exposure had only made Denise more and more aroused. Her new friend, Francis, was a switch who loved playing both sides of the ageplay dynamic, sometimes a naughty little boy and others a dominating Daddy… Or a perverted Doctor, as he had been that night.

Denise shivered as she lay back on the couch, reading through the saucy messages they'd been sending back and forth. While Francis wasn't a real doctor, his job was demanding enough that they hadn't been able to see each other in person again since the play party.

But this weekend Francis had invited Denise over, and she found herself readily accepting the invitation. Filthy texts and lewd photographs could only go so far, after all. They were nothing compared to the sensation of being dominated and diapered by a strong, seductive man.

Francis had opened Denise's mind to a whole new world of kinkiness. It was hard to believe that just a month or so ago she was trying on diapers for the first time - but now she had a small stash of her own, wearing and even using the diapers when she was home alone, sending quick photos on her phone to Francis, who responded with clear, urgent desire, making Denise feel like the sexy adult babygirl she was.

Every evening they talked, through text or phone calls, about the naughty, naughty ideas they had. Denise had been shy at first, but Francis seemed to have no shame, openly indulging in the kind of lurid sexual fantasies that made Denise's face turn bright red just to hear about.

Far from being uncomfortable, Denise found herself incredibly turned on by Francis' naughty thoughts, the filthier the better. And over time, Denise herself began to admit to some very dirty thoughts herself:

***

"Have you ever had an enema?" Francis asked through the phone one night, almost casually.

"Um, no," Denise confessed, her cheeks turning pink through her tawny skin. "I've never actually… gone… number two…"

"In your diapers?" Francis said, chuckling at Denise's squeak of agreement. "Well, well, well. Babies aren't allowed to use the toilet. That's only for big girls."

Denise felt the warmth spreading across her face, and to other parts as well. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling her slit growing slick and eager, her muscles clenching gently around her half-stiffened clit.

"I, I couldn't," she mumbled, and then hesitated before going on: "…Unless somebody made me."

"Oh, I know," Francis purred down the phone. "You need Daddy to force you, don't you? Daddy needs to put his little girl in a nice, thick diaper, and then slide the enema hose right up into your pert little bottom… And fill you right up…"

As Francis spoke, Denise found her hand sliding down between her thighs, darting under the waistband of her panties. She wished she was wearing a diaper to complete the fantasy, so she could imagine herself as the thickly padded little girl Francis was describing.

The fantasy was too exciting to resist, however, and Denise mumbled 'uh huh's and 'oh's as she stroked and fondled her swollen clit, rolling her hips upwards, listening to Francis' description of the enema slowly filling her bowels. She closed her eyes, moaning softly as she pictured it, feeling the liquid making her guts churn.

"And do you know what would happen then, babygirl?"

"N-no, Daddy," Denise managed through her own gasps and pants. "What then?"

"You'd have to squat down like the big toddler you are," Francis explained. "And load your diapers in front of Daddy."

"Oh, no!" Denise faux-gasped, her blood bubbling with excitement. "I would?"

"Yes, you would," Francis said, fond amusement in his voice. "You'd be so embarrassed, I bet. You'd have a bright red face, and tears in your eyes, but you'd be a good girl for Daddy and mess yourself just for me."

"Nmmm!"

Denise's eyes rolled back in her head, imagining the scene. Yes - she'd be in front of Francis, trembling, crouching down. She'd grit her teeth and groan, trying to hold it back, but the enema inside would make it impossible…

With a soft sob, she'd feel the first of the warm, mushy mess filling the seat of her diaper, and she'd trembled and cling to Francis as she noisily emptied her bowels. It would be so dirty, so stinky, so embarrassing - and that would make it even more arousing.

Denise would be totally Francis' helpless babygirl, whimpering as she felt the hot, soft mess spreading against her backside, making her pampers sag behind her. She found her fingers almost couldn't keep up with the lurid fantasy, her pulse beating frantically through her throbbing clit.

"And then, I'd make you beg me for a change in your messy diaper," Francis went on, his own labored breathing suggesting he was pleasuring himself at the same time. "I'd make you suck Daddy's cock, and drink down all his… his milk, before I finally let you out of your stinky, mushy pampers."

"N-no," Denise gasped, surprising herself, but too caught up in arousal to stop the words falling from her mouth. "…Don't change me, Daddy. Put another diaper over the top…"

"Mmm, you're filthy," Francis growled, in a way that made Denise's heart skip a beat. "Dirty, dirty little girl. Yes, Daddy would put another diaper over the top, and make you soak through both of them… Leaving you in your own shameful, stinky mess, knowing you have no choice because you're Daddy's little toy…"

"Y-yes! Daddy I'm your… I'm your slut," Denise babbled, both of them talking with fast, breathy voices, the tension crackling in the air even through the phone. "I wanna be your messy little babygirl…"

Denise's heart pounded as she hungrily stroked her clit and in between her folds, back arched and hips pushing and humping at her own hand. She could picture it now, how degrading it would be, forced to load her diapers for Francis' entertainment, humiliated but in the most erotic way…

"Then Daddy would get one of those nice, big, wand vibrators like your friend Renee has," Francis went on. "And hold it right against your crotch… And you would hump and grind like the desperate, needy little girl you are against your soiled diapers."

"Ohhh, Daddy," Denise gasped, sounding like that desperate, needy little girl right now. "W-would you make me cum in my messy pampers, Daddy?"

"Yes," Francis said. "I'd force my sexy diapered princess hard over the edge. I'd watch you moan and gasp and lose your mind as you came, completely helpless, completely overcome with pleasure, orgasming inside your thick, soaked, stinky diapers-"

"OOOHH.. AH!" Denise moaned into her phone, not even having time to be embarrassed as she loudly climaxed. "Mmmfff! Daddddyyy!"

Her whole body shook and trembled with the bliss that wracked her, Denise's hips bucking and jerking, pushing her eager slit against her still-rubbing fingers. She stroked herself through the waves of pleasure, her pussy squeezing and tensing rhythmically around nothing as she rode out an amazing, mind-bending climax.

"Ohh, baby girl!" Francis grunted, as he lost himself in orgasm too. "F-fuck!"

The fact her 'Daddy' was cumming for her pushed Denise even deeper into her own sea of bliss. She wanted this, wanted that dirty, filthy fantasy they'd built together. Before now she would never have admitted to even being curious about messing - and now she was climaxing over the thought of being forced to cum in her poopy pampers.

At long last, the crashing waves of pleasure began to slowly ebb away, leaving Denise drained and panting, slowly sinking into her bed as she heard Francis catching his breath as well. Although they were physically apart, they shared the awkward chuckles of post-orgasm, neither of them able to speak just yet.

"I can't wait to see you," Francis said, eventually. "We're going to have so much fun…"

And despite the fact she'd just climaxed, Denise felt her clit tingle urgently as if to say 'yes, we will'.

***

Messy diapers and public ageplay weren't the only new and kinky ideas that Francis had introduced Denise to. She'd started out uncertain about even the idea of being diapered and little herself - but Francis was a switch, and over time, Denise had started to warm up to the idea of being a 'Mommy' sometimes.

Unlike Renee, Denise hadn't grown up with the same interest in ageplay. She'd just learned about it from her friends, and found it made her more excited than any 'normal' sexual fantasy she'd ever experimented with.

The lack of previous experience made every diapering still a little thrilling, a little naughty and exciting. It made Denise feel shy and nervous - but it also made her open to new things.

"Being your Mommy sounds cute," she told Francis over text. "I think I'd like to try it at some point…"

The blushing face emoji Francis shot back near instantly made her giggle - he was obviously happy to hear that. But despite Denise's confessed interest in playing a 'Big' role for him, Francis was quick to reassure her that wasn't what the upcoming visit would be about.

"I'd like to just stick with you being little for now," Francis told Denise when she asked. "I mean, we both know you enjoy that. And being little can be embarrassing and vulnerable, especially for a guy."

"I suppose that makes sense," Denise replied, feeling a swirling mix of emotions inside her.

Denise was disappointed that she wouldn't get to explore being a dominant Mommy any time soon - it sounded extremely hot, to be in control for once. On the other hand, it made her feel giddy and elated to think of nearly a whole day together where she was roleplaying as a little girl.

"I guess it's for the best, anyway," Denise went on, blushing. "After all, I do love my diapers."

"I know you do, little one," Francis murmured. "...But Mommies can wear diapers too."

"Hm!"

Denise tucked that piece of information away - and moved the conversation on to making sure they both agreed on arrangements for the visit. Denise would arrive there at 2pm, undiapered, and then... Well. Francis said that would be a surprise.

Denise's pussy tingled with anticipation, both wanting to know every detail of what would happen so she could stop being nervous... And enjoying the anxiety inside her, the heart-thumping excitement of not knowing what he had planned.

"Let's just see how things go," Francis said, before they hung up.

And Denise found herself extremely eager to do just that, as soon as possible.

***

Saturday arrived quickly. Denise found her heart pounding so hard as she drove over to Francis' that it was hard to even think about anything else.

"Okay, calm down," Denise muttered to herself as she sat in the driveway, her blood fizzing with excitement. "Just get out of the car... and walk up to the door."

Unable to keep the giddy smile off of her face, Denise dropped the keys into her purse and got out of the car. Every step she took toward Francis' house seemed like a step toward a new life, a life full of diapers and kinky, filthy sex.

Denise rang the doorbell as soon as she reached the front door, not giving herself time to get anxious about how the day would go. She heard footsteps approaching, and then, suddenly, Francis opened the door, and Denise couldn't help but grin as widely as he was.

"I'm so glad you made it," Francis said, kissing Denise's cheek as he took her purse.

"It's not a very long drive," Denise mumbled, her face flushing already.

"Hm, I wasn't sure if a little baby could find her way here all on her own," Francis teased, already settling into his role. "Daddy should really be the one driving..."

Denise had heard Francis call himself 'Daddy' on the phone, but hearing it in person gave her butterflies like she'd never imagined. It felt naughty and safe all at once, that one word making everything feel so much more real. Denise wasn't even diapered yet, and already she felt herself feeling smaller and more submissive.

"Let's get you upstairs and into a diaper," Francis said. "I like your outfit."

"Thank you," Denise mumbled, obediently following Francis up the stairs.

Denise wasn't usually much of a girly-girl, but today she'd picked out an outfit that felt more fitting for her role as Daddy's little girl. A light pink shirt with a character from My Little Pony on clung to her chest, and Denise's loose denim skirt with embroidered flowers would make it easy to change her diapers without undressing her.

Flushing, Denise smiled softly to herself - she didn't really mind if Francis undressed her, after all...

"Here we go, baby girl," Francis said, patting his bed. "Just lay back and let Daddy take care of everything."

Denise nodded dumbly, her heart going a mile a minute. Things were happening so quickly, but she didn't mind, swept up in a whirlwind of excitement, waiting to feel a fresh, crinkly diaper wrapping around her backside and between her legs.

Feeling lovingly exposed as her legs were spread, Denise tucked her chin, face slightly red as Francis carefully slid her panties down and off. He'd never actually seen her naked in person, and for a moment, Denise was nervous for just a moment that he wouldn't like what he saw.

"What a pretty little kitty," Francis muttered, leaning in and planting a soft kiss on Denise's outer lips. "But it needs to be in a diaper, doesn't it?"

"Y-yes, Daddy," Denise squeaked, still feeling his lips against her soft brown skin. "...Babies need to be in diapers."

"That's right," Francis purred, as he slipped a thick, babyishly decorated diaper under Denise's bare bottom. "Daddy can't have his babygirl making puddles all over the house..."

There was so much happening it was hard for Denise to choose what to focus on. She was being diapered, by a man calling himself 'Daddy', her mind reeling at the implications of what he was saying, that she would wet herself without a diaper.

Denise's only response was a happy whimper, heart fluttering as she watched the front of the diaper being pulled up and spread across her stomach. The cottony softness felt so nice against her private parts, embracing and cradling her, too thick to deny.

"Oh, some little baby likes her diapers," Francis muttered, a smirk on his face as he undid one tape, securely fastening it into place. "Doesn't she?"

"I do, Daddy," Denise admitted, feeling her already-tingling slit grow a little slicker with eagerness from the embarrassment of admitting that. "I love being your diapered little girl..."

Francis didn't reply, although the small flush on his own face suggested he was enjoying this just as much as she was. Denise felt the slack plastic grow taut around her, the padding totally enveloping her crotch and hips, wrapping her in cosy softness.

Sighing, Denise felt some of the tension release, the diaper soothing her somehow. Francis chuckled, putting the front of it firmly and making her jump, looking up at him bashfully.

"What do we say?" Francis asked, raising an eyebrow. "When Daddy puts you in a diaper?"

"Th...thank you?" Denise said, uncertainly, continuing as Francis nodded. "... For diapering me, Daddy."

"Good girl," Francis muttered, lifting Denise up into a gentle cuddle. "Daddy thinks you look so cute like that."

Denise had to admit she felt cute, her legs slightly parted, the skirt riding up and exposing the colorful patterned plastic of the diaper, her padded crotch rustling under Francis' fingers. The diaper separated him from actually touching her moistened slit, but somehow the muffled sensation of him stroking Denise through the thick padding was even more erotic than his fingers on her bare skin.

"Here," Francis said, as he clipped a thin pacifier clip to Denise's shirt. "So baby doesn't lose her binky."

Blushing fiercely, Denise parted her lips to allow the silicone nipple to enter her mouth. Francis was a man of average size, but Denise felt like he was a giant looming over her as he wrapped her in his arms,  casually rocking her back and forth on his lap, the plastic and padding of the diaper shifting and crinkling between her thighs.

"Has my baby girl eaten?"

Denise was tempted to say 'no', sure that Francis would subject her to an embarrassing spoon-feeding scene, maybe even with a bib and real baby food. But the truth was that she ate lunch maybe an hour before coming over, so she wasn't really hungry. With pout that made her pacifier protrude cutely, Denise nodded.

"Uh huh, Daddy," she mumbled from behind her binky. "Sowwee..."

Francis's hand smoothed down the plastic of Denise's diaper, and she felt herself melt into buttery tingliness once more. He patted her backside with a chuckle, and then gently slid her onto the bed. Denise let her legs stay parted as she looked up at him, her cheeks burning as she acted like a shameless toddler, not caring who saw her dry (for now) diaper.

"That's okay, princess," Francis said. "Let's go downstairs and Daddy will give you a bottle... Come on."

For a brief moment, Denise hoped that Francis might carry her down the stairs. After a second's thought, she realized that would be dangerous - but as they approached, Francis did something that made her feel even more tiny and giddy.

Francis took the first two steps, holding out his hand to stop Denise. Then he turned around and offered his hand with a smile, taking Denise's smaller one in his.

"That's right, babygirl," he cooed. "Daddy's helping you get down the stairs like a big girl. Just one step at a time, okay?"

The combination of being talked to like a child and the implication that she couldn't perform even the simplest adult task sent a jolt of arousal straight down to Denise's womanhood. Her teeth squeezed around the rubber nipple of the pacifier as she let the shudder of visible pleasure run through her, Francis smirking as she tentatively lifted one sock-covered foot.

"Ohh... but they're so scawy, Daddy!" Denise whimpered from behind her binky, getting into the role. "What if I fallsh down?"

"Daddy will catch you, princess," Francis assured her. "Let's just do the first step... Come on now..."

Her thighs spread slightly from the thick padding, Denise slowly lowered one foot to the step below, gasping in faux-shock as she successfully planted it on the stair. Francis nodded reassuringly, still holding the adult baby girl's hands, and Denise gingerly moved her second foot down to wait beside the other, until she was standing completely on the first step down.

"I did it, Daddy!" she cried, her pacifier falling from her mouth in excitement. "I'm goin' down da stairs!"

"Clever girl!" Francis said, with a grin. "You're doing such a good job! Now, how about we get down these others..."

Denise nodded with determination, her heart pounding. Every little step sent a jolt straight up between her thighs to her slickened pussy, nestled in thick padding that told her she was just a baby almost as much as Francis' cooing encouragement and the pacifier clipped to her shirt did.

"...Two... Threee... that's right, baby girl," Francis counted off every clumsy step Denise took, his voice sounding exactly like that of a proud father. "Oh, somebody's doing so well. I bet if anybody saw how well you were doing, they wouldn't even believe you need didees, would they?"

"N-nuh huh, Daddy," Denise mumbled, feeling a strange mix of giddy, childish pride and humiliation, knowing her response indicated that yes, she did need her diapers.

"So close to the bottom, kiddo," Francis said, as he himself took the last two steps. Just hold Daddy's hand, and..."

Denise hopped down the final step, and giggled, her diaper rustling loudly as she jumped. The happy adult baby lifted her arms up and threw them around Francis' neck in a hug, the taller man chuckling and pushing her pacifier back in as he firmly patted her back.

"You did it, sweetie!" Francis said, with a big smile. "Now... let's see about that bottle, hm?"

"Yes, Daddy," Denise said, obediently following him into the kitchen, suckling her pacifier.

She watched Francis with big, curious eyes, really getting into her role as a diapered little girl. Denise was his baby, toddling around helplessly, clinging to him, watching as he carefully measured out milk for her to drink, sucking more slowly on the pacifier's nipple as she imagined sweet milk flowing into her mouth instead.

"Do you want it flavored?" Francis asked, smirking as Denise nodded, sending her curly hair bouncing. "What kind? Strawberry or chocolate?"

"Mmm... Pink!" Denise mumbled around her binky, pointing at the yellow tub of pink powder. "Stwawbwy pwease, Daddy..."

"Nmmf," Francis suppressed his moan slightly, but his appreciation of Denise's babytalk was clear. "Okay, sweetheart. Daddy will make it for you."

Denise blushed happily, feeling those familiar and naughty tingles radiating from her princess parts. As her part-time Daddy warmed up the now pink-tinged milk, Denise squeezed her thighs together slowly, crushing the padding and plastic between them and feeling her muscles tense, making her stiffened clit throb between her folds.

This felt so... dirty. Talking in babytalk, wearing a thick diaper while she sucked on a pacifier, Denise couldn't help but notice the slight tenting to the front of Francis' jeans. He was aroused by this, as aroused as Denise herself was, and the building anticipation of what was to come was almost better than the climax Denise knew she'd inevitably experience at Francis' skilled hands.

Francis led her into the other room with the authoritative, commanding attitude of a Daddy Dom that Denise knew she was craving. He sat on the couch, and lay Denise down in his arms, her head supported by the crook of his elbow.

Laying back like this, Denise felt totally vulnerable, her heart thumping as the blood rushed to her head and crotch. She couldn't forget about the thick diaper she was wearing no matter what position she moved to. If Denise's thighs parted too much, the skirt was pushed down and her diaper showed.

When Denise squeezed her thighs together, she felt the sudden jolt and continued gentle pressure growing on her mound, the thick padding smushed up against her mound and slickened slit. She couldn't help but whimper softly as she shifted around on Francis' lap, sure she looked far more innocent than she felt as she looked up at him.

"Oh, is somebody thirsty?" Francis murmured, stroking Denise's hair softly. "Let's give the widdle baby her bottle..."

One finger slid the pacifier nipple out of Denise's mouth, and she kept her lips obediently parted as she waited for her bottle, noticing how Francis' gaze lingered on them. He shook his head as if dazed by his own arousal - and then slipped the bottle nipple into her waiting mouth.

"Nmmmm..."

Denise sucked quietly, feeling the warm, sweet liquid filling her mouth. The milky scent made her feel totally babyish, completely dependent on Francis. Her eyelids fluttered open as she looked up at him, her breathing already heavy from the lust that burned inside her as she drank her baby bottle of milk.

Denise could feel how hard her Daddy was through his jeans, wickedly squirming to hear him moan as she 'innocently' suckled down more pink milk. This scene was the perfect blend of babyish littlespace and filthiness that Denise hadn't known she'd wanted, her pussy tingling with anticipation and need.

"You hold your bottle for me, baby," Francis said softly, lifting Denise's hand to wrap it around the warm container of milk. "Daddy has to handle something else."

Obediently, Denise wrapped her fingers around the bottle. At first, she felt disappointed to lose the sensation of being so helpless somebody else had to feed her a bottle... But as she felt Francis' flattened palm pressing against the crotch of her diaper, the padding grinding against her eager pussy as he rolled the ball of his hand up and down against her.

"Mmmf," Denise moaned as she suckled, a tiny dribble of pink milk spilling from the corner of her lips. "D-daddy..."

"That's right, my naughty little girl," Francis muttered. "Daddy knows what little girls need..."

He kept pressing, so firmly, the soft lining of the diaper sliding between Denise's folds, forced hard against her equally-hard clit. Denise fold herself moaning and whimpering, her hips pushing up to meet Francis' naughty attentions, her breath catching in her throat.

When Francis pulled the nearly-empty bottle away from her lips, Denise whimpered in frustration again, but only because his hand was no longer massaging her through her diaper. Once he resumed, Denise's eyelids fluttered shut, and her lips parted in a continuing moan, grinding herself against the attention.

"Does baby want a horsey ride on Daddy's knee?" Francis asked, although he was already sitting Denise up. "I know how much little babies like that."

Denise couldn't protest, because her mouth was being stuffed full of binky once more. The sense of having no control sent sexy shivers up her spine, goosebumps of arousal on her skin as Denise felt her thighs being spread around Francis' upper leg. She ground herself needily against him through the diaper, and as Francis' strong hands held her on his lap, he smirked naughtily.

"Ah!"

Denise gasped, a sudden jolt of arousal shooting up from her already-excited pussy. Francis had jerked his leg quickly up and down, bouncing the baby, sending vibrations through the thick diaper to her waiting wetness. Seeing Denise's reaction, Francis did it again, his leg bouncing up and down, leaving Denise feeling totally helpless, pleasure buffeting her as she squirmed and whimpered on his lap.

The thick padding muffled the impact every time Denise landed again, the jerky bounces coming together quicker and quicker. Denise clumsily grabbed for Francis' leg, sucking the pacifier furiously as her heart raced, burning with arousal. The filthiness of the situation and all the foreplay meant she was already getting close to climax, but she had no way to stop it or take control at all - which only made her more aroused...

"Nmm! D-daddy!" Denise squeaked, her cheeks bright red as she felt the pleasure building and building. "I'm g-gunna... I'm gunna..."

She wasn't sure what to say, wanting to keep the illusion of being an innocent little girl. But it was hard to ignore the blissful feelings building and throbbing inside her pink, slick folds, her little bud of pleasure blossoming as her 'Daddy' pushed her towards the edge,

"That's right, make cummies for Daddy," Francis encouraged, his erection tenting the front of his jeans fiercely. "Cum in your diapees for the big strong man who's bouncing you helplessly on his lap!"

"Nnmmmm! D-Daddy!" Denise squealed, shoving herself hard, enjoying the waves of pleasure that slammed into her, rolling that word around in her mouth like candy as her pacifier fell out. "D-daddy! Dadddyy!"

She shivered helplessly, wracked with bliss, jolted over and over again by the orgasmic feeling between her thighs. Francis helped her to literally ride out her orgasm, his knee slowly bouncing up and down, coaxing out moan after moan as Denise orgasmed in her diapers for Daddy.

"Ohhh... Daddddyyy," Denise moaned, sagging against Francis as the blissful peak finally ended. "Nmmf..."

"Baby liked that, hm?" Francis chuckled, the low vibrations of his laughter making Denise nod softly, biting her lip now her binky hung loose from her shirt. "Maybe baby would like to play some other fun games with Daddy soon."

"Mmm... Maaaaybe," Denise replied, giggling playfully as she rolled her hips against him once more, still feeling electric sparks shooting up between her folds.

With a naughty little smirk, Denise closed her eyes, and relaxed. She tensed and then released her muscles, shivering as she felt the wetness begin to slowly dribble out of her bladder, soaking into the diaper faster and faster as she pressed her padded crotch against Francis' knee.

She moaned, enjoying the feeling as the warm wetness spread across the middle of the diaper, right against her slickened slit. Denise still felt tingly in the best way, the naughtiest way, as she emptied her bladder into the diaper just like the helpless baby girl she was.

"What's the matter little-" Francis cut himself off as he felt the warmth growing against his upper leg, the outer plastic of the diaper now swollen and discolored. "Ohh... Did a little baby have to use her didees?"

Her gaze half-lidded, Denise nodded softly, shifting her hips back and forth so the soggy diaper squished against Francis' leg. Eagerly, Francis' hand slid down between her thighs, lightly cupping and squeezing the soaked mass of padding, pressing the warmth against Denise's tingling mound.

"I need a change, Daddy," Denise said, in an innocent voice that somehow still dripped with innuendo. "Pwease?"

"Fffuck," Francis groaned, breaking character for a moment, his cock achingly hard. "I mean... Daddy will take care of you, princess... Just lay down on the floor, okay?"

Denise nodded obediently, slowly sliding off of Francis' knee, her legs trembling slightly. At least she didn't have to support herself on them for long, soon lowering herself to the floor, gasping gently as she felt the warm wetness spreading across her backside as the sodden padding squished against the floor.

"Good girl," Francis murmured. "...Let's see what's in baby's diaper..."

Despite requesting a 'change', Francis made no move to grab a new diaper. Instead, he just grabbed the tapes and peeled them away, using one hand to slowly slide down the soaked front of the diaper. Denise swallowed with naughty anticipation as she felt her soaked slit being exposed, still playing the innocent little girl.

Out of the corner of her eye, Denise watched as Francis's free hand reached down and unzipped his fly, wrapping his hand around his already hard cock. She gave a faux gasp, pretending to be shocked at the sight of his throbbing penis there, feeling tingles of arousal racing up and down her body once more.

"Daddy wants to play a grown-up game with baby," Francis explained, his low voice quivering with arousal. "I promise it will feel really, really good..."

"Like, like when Daddy did horsey?" Denise squeaked with excitement, both real and pretend. "That made my kitty tingle so nice, Daddy."

"A lot like that, sweetheart," Francis explained, as he slipped a small wrapper from his pocket. "Now, hold on..."

Denise watched with interest as Francis unsheathed a condom and then slowly rolled it down his throbbing length. One part of her was almost disappointed, wishing she could feel the heat of Francis' shaft throbbing inside of her with nothing in between. But more of her was just aroused by the sight of it, the thin latex encasing Francis' cock saying with clear immediacy 'sex is about to happen'.

The cooling of the pee on Denise's skin was a huge contrast to the heat radiating from her excited mound, and the heat was only doubled, tripled as Francis pressed his crotch close to hers. Denise felt his cockhead parting her folds gently, and she took a quick breath as she savored the moment.

As he slid deep, deep into her womanhood, Denise moaned in surprised bliss. He felt so good inside her snug canal, the post-orgasmic bliss she already felt beginning to build again almost immediately into more.

"Mmmmm, you feel amazing, baby," Francis grunted, as he slowly worked his hips back and forth. "So hot for Daddy's cock..."

Denise could only nod, moaning softly, transported by the filthiness of the fantasy. Her soaked diaper lay underneath her, opened and crinkling audibly every time Francis thrust in or out. She was Daddy's helpless babygirl, being fucked by him on the floor in the middle of a wet diaper change - and she loved it.

"H-harder, Daddy!" Denise squealed, surprising herself with her own forcefulness. "Please!"

As she requested, Francis redoubled his efforts, his cock sliding in and out of Denise's blissfully spasming canal again and again. His own breathing was heavy, labored, the inside of the condom slick with precum as he thrust harder, pounding Denise into her own soggy diaper.

"Oh, Daddy! Daddy!" Denise squealed, rapidly feeling those sparks of pleasure building into something more once again. "Yessss!"

Denise was so close, and she could tell Francis was too from the way his breathing came in hot gasps and grunts, his cock harder than ever inside her. The overwhelming sensation of his throbbing length pressing again and again against her g-spot was driving Denise ever closer to the edge, and every second there was another insistent thrust...

"Nnnn! Y-yes!" Denise gasped, as she felt herself crossing the threshold to orgasm. "Ohhh! Daddy!"

Her hot canal clenched and spasmed as waves of further bliss gripped and seized her like a dog with a bone. Shaking and squealing, her pussy massaged and was massaged in turn by the hot, throbbing length embedded inside of her, so hot and so hard and so-

"Nmm!"

Francis came wordlessly, eyes rolling back in his head. Denise gasped happily, feeling him throbbing inside of her, making happy little keening noises as he rocked her body back and forth with his slower hip motions, riding out the blisful climax that hit him.

"Oh, baby girl," he muttered, skin hot and sweaty as he felt the last drop of cum drain from his balls. "....Sooo good."

"I li-liked it too, Daddy," Denise said, panting, still feeling the climax recding, leaving her tingling pleasantly between her folds.

Francis leaned in, his softening length still embedded in Denise's inviting warmth, and kissed her lips, softly. With a wicked grin, Denise shifted so her mouth was next to Francis' ear, full of sudden self-confidence and naughty thoughts after her climax.

"And next time," she murmured. "You be the baby - and maybe Mommy will let you fuck her, instead!"

End.

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●      Her Pampered Fantasies: 3 book bundle - read the first 3 books showing Denise’s tentative entry into the world of ABDL!

●      Her Diapered Reality pt 1 - the previous book in the series shows Denise and Francis’ first kinky meeting!
 

●      Daddy’s Padded Babygirl - a woman’s first time ddlg/abdl fantasies are finally realized
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