

Ever since she’d found out about her best friend’s ABDL kink, Denise hadn’t been able to put it out of her head. At first she’d felt repulsed at the idea of wetting diapers, acting like a baby. But somehow, she couldn’t stop herself thinking about it. She found herself imagining a thick diaper between her legs, spreading them, a handsome Daddy throwing her onto the bed, her blushing and humiliated after a spanking before a wild night of passionate sex. 


And talking to Renee about it had only made her more interested… 

-------------------------------- 

“It’s like, kind of a domination thing?” Renee had said, shrugging. “Like he’s in complete control, of everything. Even where I go to the bathroom.” 

Denise nodded slowly, already imagining what it would be like to be owned so utterly by a man. She was usually so independent, but she secretly dreamed of a man who could take her in hand and keep her safe, who would take control in the bedroom without her having to ask for it. 

“Like, last weekend,” Renee began with a smirk that spoke of fond, naughty memories. “I took too long to get ready, so instead of going to dinner, he took me to the bedroom…” 

Renee recounted an evening of debauchery. Paul had grabbed her wrists with his powerful hands, yanking her over his lap before she could even protest. Those same enormous hands worked together, one holding Renee in place as she squirmed and cried out, the other coming down hard and fast, again and again, on her bare ass, leaving red handprints on her tender rump that throbbed with sweet agony. A reminder of her Daddy’s love. 

Then Paul had tied her to the bed, thickly diapering her beyond anything she’d experienced before, leaving her completely vulnerable, unable to even close her legs to stop the vibrating wand that was suddenly pushed against her. Through the pillowy softness of the diaper, she’d felt the intense vibrations against her mound, making her grind and moan helplessly as her Daddy held it in place, orgasm after orgasm wracking her body until she begged for it to stop - the end only coming when her Daddy finally grew tired of watching her writhing in pleasure, ripping her diaper aside and plunging his hot hardness deep inside her… 

-------------------------- 

The diaper hit the floor with a soft 'thud'. Denise slipped out of her jeans, out of her t-shirt and clothes. She shivered a little as the air hit her skin, but only for a moment. It wasn't that cold today. 

She stood naked, her tawny skin a warm brown under the light of the room. Her round, full breasts rose and fell with her breaths, as she considered the diaper on the floor, her brown eyes scanning the details of it, folded up, thick white plastic ready for her to wear. The thought of using a diaper for the first time sent tingles up her spine - tingles of excitement, of arousal, even of fear. 

Could she really get off on acting like a baby? And if she could, what then... 

Sitting beside the diaper was a giant cross-eyed stuffed rabbit. He'd been a gift from an ex boyfriend, actually. Well, not really… he'd come in one of those pre-made easter baskets, from Costco. They'd laughed when she'd taken him out, booping his squashed nose. He'd been forgotten, sitting in some corner of the room, until today. 

“At least something good came out of that relationship,” she muttered. 

She flipped the diaper open, plonking down in the middle of it. She considered using powder, but decided against it. Powder was dry, and she wanted to be, well, wet. 

'In more ways than one...' she thought, a little grin on her face. 

She pulled the wings of the diaper up, frowning with effort. She'd never put one of these on herself...what was it she was supposed to do again? She let go of the wings, thinking. 

She lay down, pulling the front plastic sheeting up and out, like Renee had explained to her. Then she grabbed the wings again, opening the bottom tape. Without fanfare, she slapped it down in what seemed like the right place, quickly doing the same with the upper tape. She hurriedly repeated the process with the other side of the diaper, slumping back as she finished. 

There. Done. 

She shifted. Wait. This wasn't right... 

She looked down. The diaper was lopsided, nothing like the near-perfect ones she’d seen in the numerous ABDL images she’d looked up in the past few days. 

“Well, they have big strong Daddies to take care of it for them,” she thought, blushing. She imagined a Daddy there, tutting at how she’d done the diaper up, grabbing a tape with a strong, rough hand, tugging it firmly into place. 

“Don’t want my little girl to leak,” he murmured, patting her thick, padded bottom with affection, that made her feel small and owned all at once. His little girl. His property, that he guarded and protected with his life, and kept helpless and submissive at all times. 

“Ohh, wow, that’s… Hot,” Denise murmured out loud, pressing a hand between her diapered legs. She still didn’t really want to admit to herself how good it felt, how much she was loving that thickness between her legs for real now. The plastic rustled as she spread and unspread them, trying to get a little more comfortable. 

“It doesn't matter, it's not like I'll be wearing it long,” she thought with a frown, suddenly a little embarrassed. Was this really something she enjoyed…? 

An awkward silence hung in the air, which surprised Denise. How could a silence be awkward if you were alone? 

It felt just like when you were with someone else and you didn't know how to move the conversation along... 'Sooooo....' 

“What now?” 

She thought about it. 

“Now I'm going to masturbate,” she shrugged mentally, deciding to get the ball rolling. 

She followed her usual routine, mostly. Her hand traced her breasts, squeezing the nipple softly, then harder, until it almost hurt. She'd done this a thousand times before, but right now it felt awkward. Scripted. The diaper wasn't helping. 

Forging on, she continued to grope herself with one hand, the other sliding down to the diaper. She rubbed the outside, moving her hips a little. The dry fabric-like lining rubbed against her teasingly. That was...interesting. Not that arousing, but she could feel some small tingles of pleasure... 

She pushed the padding between her folds, wincing as her clit met the material. Too dry. Not pleasant. If only she had some lube... 

Or...some other kind of wetness... 

She blushed as she considered what she was about to do...her bladder was certainly full enough... Maybe it could even add to the fantasy. 

Spreading her legs, she closed her eyes, imagining. 

“Such a naughty girl…” she told herself, popping her thumb in her mouth. She almost felt...infantile. “Such a bad, bad girl, touching herself like this, wetting her diaper on purpose...someone ought to spank you…” 

That thrilled her a little, though she didn't know why. She relaxed a moment, allowing her bladder to start the flow. She couldn't have known, but the amount of urine she released would have been known as a 'flood'. 

Denise sat up a little to watch, pleased, as it seeped into the padding, wet pools inside the diaper quickly disappearing, sucked away from her skin by hungry sap. 

She giggled; a childish, playful giggle. The kind you might hear from a child who's about to be in big trouble. 

“Just like a bad widdle girl ought to make,” she thought, blushing at the 'widdle' she'd thrown in there. 

She spent a moment pressing the now wet diaper against her cunny, feeling it, staring at it. She'd never taken the moment to really examine one of these before. She noted how, even though the outer plastic was white, she could clearly see the yellow padding through it. 

“Wow,” she said out loud, and then, as if speaking once made her recall she COULD speak, she continued. “I really soaked it…” 

She hesitated. 

“I'm...a bad girl…” 

Okay, that still felt awkward to say aloud. 

“I'm a naughty little slut…” she thought, back in her head now. “I'm a...a big girl, and here I am acting like a baby. And touching myself, too.” 

As she pressed the diaper harder against her crotch, rubbing softly, she switched easily to third person, imagining...someone...coming in and finding her. Her eyes closed as she fantasized. 

“What do you think you're doing, young lady? I come home and find you pleasuring yourself through a diaper! A diaper, just like a big baby!...” the figure in her imagination paused, licking his lips. “A wet diaper. Let me show you what happens to big girls who won't use the potty…” 

Denise moaned audibly. She was really getting into this now. She still thought she could have done without the diaper. But she'd found something that worked for her. 

As she continually mashed her crotch against the warm, wet diaper, she felt something tickling her leg. Looking to her side, she saw...the stuffed rabbit. 

A naughty thought struck her. 

“I couldn't…” 

But it wouldn't go away. 

She giggled as she made up her mind, grabbing the rabbit and flipping it onto its front, rump in the air. 

“Sorry,” she whispered, feeling a little silly, both for what she was planning and for saying sorry to a stuffed animal. Taking a moment to shift the diaper into optimum position, she suddenly lunged. 

Giggling with abandon, she mounted the stuffed rabbit, hips bucking into the air wildly, like an inexperienced dog mounting a bitch, desperately seeking his target. 

That tickled her, and she went along with it. 

“Yes, just like a naughty little puppydog, humping the stuffed animals…” she thought. 

“Woof! Woof woof!” she barked, voice full of glee as she felt the diaper pressing against the rabbit's rump, whining in imitation of a real dog, grinding against the soggyness between her legs. 

“Grrr...grr…” she humped away, eagerly, now playing two roles; first, the naughty puppydog, and then under that, the dirty little girl pretending she was a horny puppy...while wearing diapers. This wasn't just sexy; it was FUN! Like a naughty, adult version of playing with her toys as a child. 

Still, she wasn't getting much pleasure out of it. Her clit was left neglected as she humped, throbbing with pleasure, feeling teased. Her hand slid down, and, with a moment's hesitation, plunged into the wetness of her diaper. It didn't feel that bad. 

Holding the front of her body up with one hand, she rubbed her sensitive nub, murmuring softly in pleasure. 

“Sucha dirty little girl…” she muttered, pleasuring herself. She squeezed her eyes shut, imagining someone finding her doing THIS. 

Her eyes wide, like a deer in the headlights, as she was caught violating her stuffed animals. A guilty grin on her lips, even as the man in front of her looked stern. 

“Hi…” she said, trailing off. 

“You're in big trouble young lady…” 

Strong arms lifted her off the stuffed animal. She felt the mystery man groping her, hands wandering all over her body, exploring her. Finally he reached her diaper. He snarled, squeezing the front, urine being forced out of the padding into the diaper again. She shivered, wondering what would come next. 

He span her around, giving her padded rump a firm *swat*. “If you want to act like a dirty little slut, I'm going to treat you like one…” 

From there, it just got filthier. Suddenly feeling much more aroused than playful, she sat back on her bottom away from the stuffed rabbit. Her other hand plunged into the diaper now and she teased her inner lips, finding herself frustrated by how the diapers made it difficult to manoeuvre. 

On the other hand, she liked how her hands were kept pressed against her. Even if she pulled away, there was no escaping their attention. As she slipped two fingers up into her slick tunnel, she squeezed her eyes shut, imagining...him...doing it. Of course, by now she knows there's really only one name for him... 

He held her on his lap, determinedly rubbing her throbbing clit with one hand, the other suddenly sliding in to meet it, fingers forcing their way inside her, thrusting. She squirmed, trying to get away, but she couldn't. She moaned in pleasure, apparently unwanted. 

“D...Daddy!” she gasped, and even in her mind that word sounded funny. But she didn't stop. 

“Hush.” 

His voice was firm, insistent. 

“I told you; if you're going to act like a little slut, I'm going to treat you like one. Now keep your legs open, you naughty girl. Daddy's going to have to punish you, hard.” 

Breathing erratic now, Denise moaned, wondering where this would go next. Was Da...was he going to spank her? That seemed traditional… But first… 

Daddy’s fingers were magic, teasing her little button, sawing against her g-spot in a way that made her moan loudly, incapacitated by the inescapable feelings of pleasure that barraged her. It was all she could do to rock her hips in time with his hand’s insistent movements, the diaper crinkling with every motion, reminding her with arousing shame that she was his helpless baby girl, sitting on his lap in a wet diaper. 

“Such a little slut,” Daddy murmured in Denise’s ear, and she could only nod, beyond incoherence at the feeling of being finger-fucked so roughly, legs jerking every time he pushed his fingers into her. Waves of bliss built on top of each other, her body crying out for the release she could only hope her Daddy would be kind enough to grant her. 

“You wanna come, baby?” he cooed, his rough thumb firmly on her nub and working her into a state of arousal beyond anything she’d ever felt before. 

“Oh god please Daddy,” she moaned, shameless now, desperate to cum, feeling him build her up and up and up, grunting and huffing as she tried to fuck his hand back as hard as it was fucking her. Release was so close, right there, right there... 

“Naughty girls don’t get to decide when they cum,” Daddy growled, and with a suddenness Denise hadn’t been expecting he pulled his hand out of her diaper, leaving her needy hips arching to try and meet the rapidly retreating fingers. 

Back in reality, Denise yanked her fingers out of the diaper suddenly, panting. She’d been so, so close… but sometimes it was more satisfying to tease herself, get excited and worked up and then let those excited feelings ebb away, knowing she’d bring herself to a climax later. Besides, she needed to be punished… 

With wobbling legs, she stood up, looking around for what she wanted… Her eyes fell on her hair brush with the wide, fat back. Perfect. 

Denise’s hands trembled with adrenaline, as she grabbed the brush handle, laying down on the floor again. How would she do this? She thought about rolling onto her stomach, her rump in the air, begging for a spanking… But she found her arm couldn’t move easily that way. 

Instead, she rolled onto her back, pulling her legs up towards her chest. Now the brush could reach her backside easily… 

“Uh!” she gasped as she brought it down hard on her padded bottom. It didn’t hurt, but the shock and humiliation made her shiver. Again, she spanked herself, harder this time, and she moaned slightly as she blushed, slipping back into fantasy again… 

Daddy had her over his lap. One hand was pinning her in place, even as she squirmed and begged him to let her go. 

“No Daddy, don’t spank me, I’m a good girl,” she pleaded, even while part of her cried out for his firm hand swatting her again and again. 

“You’re a naughty girl, princess,” Daddy replied - and then suddenly that hand was doing just that, a powerful smack ringing out as his hand hit the thick diaper. 

“Ah! Daddy!” Denise was barely able to gasp before Daddy’s palm smacked her backside again. She felt her eyes fill with tears from the stinging, but she didn’t have time to focus on that before he hit her again. 

“Please, Daddy, I’ll be good!” she begged, but Daddy ignored her, swatting her hard again. This time his hand landed squarely on her upper thigh, and she shrieked, kicking her legs frantically at the spanking on her bare skin. Her heart pounded as he kept going, smack after smack after smack, a barrage of spanks that she knew would leave marks and make her backside sore for days after. Denise cried submissively, allowing her Daddy to punish her soundly. 

It seemed like the spanking would never end, her rump and upper thighs on fire and burning pink and red, sensitive to even the gentlest touch - and Daddy wasn’t being gentle. 

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, she was being sat up, pulled onto Daddy’s lap, feeling his cock hard and eager against her padded backside… 

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Denise moaned, tossing the hair brush aside. Her glowing rump smarted from the spanking she’d just given herself, but her shaking hand plunged heedlessly into her diaper. Again she pushed her fingers into her dripping slit, finding her clit just as excited and desperate for touch as before, and she rubbed frantically as she fantasized further. 

Denise heard a ripping noise behind her. Daddy had torn open her diaper at the back, exposing her cute little rump. She opened her mouth to speak, but with a look, he silenced her. His jeans unzipped...one hand sliding out of the diaper to grab her hip. She felt his stiffness poking between her cheeks, hot and forceful. 

“Look straight ahead, babygirl. This is where slutty girls who can’t control themselves take cocks.” 

With a thrust, he plunged into her, sinking quickly into her tight hole. She groaned in pained pleasure as he took her, being penetrated in both holes, one filled with two thick, thrusting fingers, a thumb skillfully manipulating her clit, and the other full of...of him. Her eyes rolled back in her head as he started to fuck her, punishing her tight little backside with /himself/. 

“This is what happens to naughty little whores, princess…” he hissed as he sped up, feeling her tense and groan again, submissively grabbing onto his arm, panting, moaning... 

Back in the real world, Denise could feel her orgasm approaching. Her fingers moved in and out of her pussy, rubbing her g-spot, thumb inexpertly diddling her clit, just like he was in her mind, only rougher, clumsier. She didn't care. 

Everything felt so naughty. The diaper crinkling and rustling as she masturbated, the wetness that was more than just lubrication, the dirty, dirty thoughts she was having... 

“Ohhh...D...Daddy…” she moaned, just once, blushing furiously. She decided, for now, that was too embarrassing to say out loud. 

The feeling between her legs built and built. She was a whimpering, whining, panting mess, cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal (and arousal from embarrassment). She could feel herself getting so close, imagining 'Daddy' ramping up his thrusts, pounding her, ready to fill her with sticky cum… 

“Here it comes, princess!” 

“Ahhh! Ahh--hh…” she gasped, moaning, hips bucking softly as she came. “Ohhhhh! Ohhh god…” 

She melted, mouth open in ecstacy, fingers buried in herself to the hilt as her vagina clenched rhythmically around them, clit throbbing with release. She shuddered, releasing her breath, humping her hand a little as she rode out her orgasm, and then pulling her fingers out, flopping backwards, exhausted. 

She lay there a moment, smiling. That had felt good. Really good. 

She looked down between her legs at the sodden diaper, thinking about what she'd just done, about the thoughts she'd had. 

Yeah. She got it now. 

This was definitely for her. 
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