

Preview:

Denise’s mind was going a mile a minute. What was she doing? How far would this go? With her best friend? A girl? It was all so overwhelming.

But while her mind was racing, struggling to keep up, her body seemed to know exactly what to do, moving, writhing, against Renee’s enthusiastic attentions. It felt amazing, just the teasing through the diaper feeling so good - in fact, in some ways it was better, the thick, heavy padding making her feel like the helpless, teased baby girl she was.

“Is this okay, sweetie?” Renee asked, hesitating for just a second. Denise couldn’t nod hard enough.

Renee smirked in response, shifting onto her side, pulling away from Denise’s attentive hand. Denise tried to follow her, reaching out, but Renee stopped her.

“No, no, baby girl, let me make you feel good,” Renee practically purred, giving Denise a look that made her melt, spreading her thighs, eager for attention, not even thinking about what her body was doing.

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

Her Pampered Fantasies, Volume 2

Denise inhaled the rich coffee aroma, feet rubbing gently back and forth on Renee’s fluffy carpet. It had only been a few days since she’d… ‘experimented’... with the idea of having a Daddy, being a submissive baby girl. The past few nights she’d found her normal, vanilla fantasies weren’t working for her - she found herself imagining strong, powerful Daddies putting her in diapers, spanking her ass, dressing her up in cute, kinky outfits…

Blushing, she remembered her best friend was in the room. Of course, it wasn’t like Renee would have a problem with her thoughts, because it was her who’d introduced Denise to the idea of wearing diapers in the first place, and lived with her Daddy, Paul, in exactly the kind of relationship Denise was craving.

“Sooo,” Renee began, once they’d exhausted the conversation about work, men Denise might be interested in, and what the new restaurant downtown was like.

“Did you ever use that diaper I gave you?”

Denise felt her face turn red as she remembered, vividly, how she had used the diaper, in so many ways. She tried to ignore the warmth between her legs as she remembered her fantasy, humping her stuffed bunny, cumming for her imaginary ‘Daddy’.

“Yes,” Denise finally replied. “I uh, I used it.”

“Oh my gosh, I wasn’t sure if you were actually going to!” Renee grinned, sitting up straighter to face her best friend. “So what was it like? Did you wet it, or just wear it?”

“I… I’m embarrassed. But I wet it, yeah,” Denise fiddled with the couch, a small sheepish smile on her face. “I… actually really liked it.”

“Whoa, not everybody does that their first time. I guess you really did enjoy it, huh?”

Denise slowly nodded, casting her mind back to how awkward the session had started, and how in the end she’d been orgasming while she imagined a handsome Daddy plowing her from behind, rubbing her soaking pussy, pushing her to an undeniable orgasm…

“If I’m honest,” Denise said in a soft voice. “I enjoyed it, a lot, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh?” Renee raised an eyebrow, and then blinked, understanding. “Ooohh! That much, really? What was it, just the diaper, the being wet?”

Denise pursed her lips thoughtfully, taking a sip of her warm coffee.

“I guess, it was partly that, yes,” she began, slowly. “But… also, I, uh, I fantasized a little bit. About… Having a Daddy.”

Renee smirked.

“Well I can tell you from experience, it’s amazing. But what happened in the fantasy? You’ve got me curious now!”

Tracing her finger around the rim of her coffee cup, Denise took a moment to think about what to say.

“Wellll… First of all, I put on the diaper. And I guess, I imagined a big strong guy-”

“A big, strong Daddy!”

“Right, yeah. I imagined I had a Daddy taping me into it, calling me his, uh babygirl, telling me he didn’t want me to leak… That was kind of hot. Imagining being his… possession? Like he completely owned me, my mind, body and soul.”

“Mmmhmm,” Renee agreed, with a dreamy look.

“And then, I, uh, I imagined him catching me… touching myself. And punishing me for it,” Denise blushed harder at that admission, skirting past the fact she’d also straddled her stuffed toy rabbit and humped it like an over-eager dog.

“Punishing you how?” Renee was on the edge of her seat, clearly eager to hear more about her best friend’s naughty exploits.

“Like, a sexy punishment? I imagined him touching me… fingers plunging in and out, rubbing, groping, fondling,” Renee trailed off, swallowing before continuing. “The weird thing was, the diaper made it better. The sound of it, that rustling, it was like a reminder that I was helpless and submissive, under this big g- uh, Daddy.”

“Oooo…”

“I imagined him spanking me after that-”

“Did you really spank yourself?”

“...Yes. With my brush. It stung but it also felt good, you know?”

“Ooo, definitely. That’s what got you off, huh?”

“...No… it was really exciting but, what made me come was… Imagining him punishing me by fucking my ass. While he fingered me. Imagining being filled in both holes while he bounced me on his lap, being his helpless, slutty baby girl…”

Renee licked her lips, picturing the fantasy herself.

“I’m getting all excited myself just hearing about it,” she said, moving her thighs back and forth against each other. “That diaper must have been almost falling off you by the time you were done.”

“It was nearly falling off anyway, honestly,” Denise admitted with a blush. “I had a hard time getting the tapes right.”

“It takes some practice,” Renee nodded, hesitating a moment.

“If you’re interested… I could put you in one? So you could feel what it’s like to wear a diaper that fits right.”

Denise flushed immediately, imagining her best friend bending over her, a motherly smirk on her face, taping her into thick padding, snug and secure.

“I, I don’t know, I mean, wouldn’t that be weird?” Denise found she couldn’t meet Renee’s eyes now, blushing just from the lurid fantasies bouncing around in her head, the thought of another person seeing her in a diaper.

“We’re both girls, Denise,” Renee replied, rolling her eyes. “You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

“But, I mean, wearing one around you…”

“I’m wearing one,” Renee said casually.

Denise’s eyes went wide as she processed that, feeling her heart beating a little faster just knowing that under Renee’s jeans was a fluffy, thick diaper. A few weeks ago she would have been confused or weirded out herself just thinking about it, but now, after indulging herself in so many diapered fantasies, masturbating over and over to the thought of wearing and wetting and having sex in diapers, she had very different thoughts.

Renee was always attractive, with a curvy body that would make any woman jealous. Plump, soft breasts and milky-white skin, big blue eyes and perfect pink lips. Denise could admit to herself she’d had… thoughts… about her best friend sometimes, and she didn’t think there was anything wrong with that. She’d never done anything with a woman in real life, but the fantasy was exciting.

But now… Denise found Renee had gotten far more attractive in the last few minutes, now she knew that underneath those snug jeans was a diapered rear, spreading her legs slightly, keeping them parted like they were in so many of her passing lesbian fantasies.

“Can I see?” she asked, before she even realized she was saying it.

“Sure,” Renee said with a smirk, and stood up.

Denise’s eyes flitted instantly down to the curvier woman’s crotch. Now she was aware she could make out the extra thickness there and on her rump, accentuated by the tightness of Renee’s jeans, which had to be hugging the diaper tightly against her body, pressing it against her.

Slowly, Renee undid her fly, shuffling the denim jeans down with some effort. Denise watched with interest as the diaper was revealed, crinkly plastic hugging Renee’s hips and pushing apart her thighs. She turned slightly, cocking her hips to one side to let Denise get a good look at her padded rump.

“It’s different from the one you gave me,” Denise said softly, letting her eyes rove over the thick padding, trying to imagine how it would feel on her. Where hers was plain white, Renee’s diaper had purple sides, little butterflies trailing up the rear and swirling around flowers along the length of the outer shell.

“It’s really cute,” Denise added.

“Yeah, there are a lot of different kinds out there. I wasn’t sure if you’d be into something more babyish your first time,” Renee replied, slowly turning back to face Denise.

Feeling her face get warmer, Denise realised that Renee’s crotch was now eye-level, tantalizingly close. A powdery lavender fragrance hung in the air, enticingly infantile, and… something else. With a gasp, Denise realised Renee’s diaper was wet, and was surprised to find that the scent of her best friend’s subtly musky urine sent a jolt of arousal right between her thighs.

Without even thinking, Denise lifted her hand, pressing her palm firmly against Renee’s crotch to confirm with touch what her other senses already told her.

The padding gave way slightly, squishy and a little warm to the touch, butterflies half-melted away by Renee’s wetting. Renee gasped in turn, amused as Denise seemed transfixed by feeling her diaper, canting her hips to press it harder against her curious palm.

“It’s wet,” Denise managed, squeezing and fondling carelessly.

“Mmmhmm,” Renee murmured, shifting her hips slowly back and forth, pressing the wet diaper against Denise’s hand sensually. “Hold on…”

Denise looked up at her friend, unsure what she was waiting for. Renee screwed up her eyes, focusing on something. Time dragged on for a few moments, and Denise almost pulled her hand away - before she was startled by the feeling of Renee wetting her diaper.

Again without thinking, Denise pressed her hand hard against the growing wetness, biting her lip as she felt the expanding warmth spreading across the front of Renee’s diaper. The dampness before was replaced by heavy, sodden, soaked padding, the half-faded butterflies melting away completely as she watched.

Watching her best friend soak a diaper, feeling it so close and intimately, knowing she was filling it with hot urine, straight from between her own soaked folds - Denise squeezed, trembling with excitement, looking up at Renee’s expression of bliss and relief.

“Do… Do you need to change now?” she asked, uncertainly.

“No way,” Renee smirked. “These hold a ton. I haven’t even soaked the back yet.”

“Wow,” Denise said, impressed. She wondered just how thick and soaked a diaper could get, imagining wetting one again, and again, feeling it getting bigger and heavier and soggier between her legs…

“So, how about it? Can I put you in one?” Renee asked, with a tone of excitement that surprised Denise.

“Um, sure,” she said with a hesitant smile, and after kicking her jeans off all the way, Renee took her hand, leading her up to the bedroom. Denise felt her inner little blushing and beaming inside, already feeling smaller and more helpless just from being led by the hand. She was also a little disappointed Renee walked so close to her - her eyes kept wanting to drift down to her best friend’s diapered bottom, admiring it as it swayed gently.

“Alright, I’m pretty sure we’re the same size,” Renee remarked, as she pushed open her closet door. “Have a look, tell me what you’d like!”

Denise opened her mouth to respond, but her attention was quickly stolen by the piles and piles of adult diapers filling the closet. Some were plain white, or medical looking, but Denise found her attention drifting to the other side, where diapers in bright colors and patterns sat in neat stacks. If she wasn’t seeing them in person, large enough to fit a full grown woman, Denise would have been convinced they were real baby diapers.

It was almost impossible to choose, but finally she saw some that seemed just right. Thick and mostly white, they had a pattern of pink teddy bears all over. Something about them made Denise feel cuter and smaller just looking at them, imagining the pattern covering her bottom as she blushed adorably.

“Um… This one?” she said in a soft voice, pointing to the diaper.

“Oh, those are great,” Renee replied emphatically, picking it up.

Now it was in Renee’s hand, Denise could see just how thick it was, picturing that thickness wrapped around her and between her slender legs. Unconsciously, she squeezed her thighs together like she imagined she’d soon be unable to, feeling a heady mix of arousal, embarrassment, and curiosity about what was about to happen.

“Lay down on the bed,” Renee commanded, and Denise found herself complying instantly, feeling her heart in her throat, already slipping into a submissive headspace.

“I need your pants to be off before I can put you in a diaper, silly-billy,” Renee teased.

Denise blushed, reaching down clumsily to undo her jeans, but Renee’s hand stopped her, pushing away her fingers and nimbly undoing the fly herself. Swallowing, Denise rested her hands by her sides, trying to slow the pounding of her heart. She lifted her hips to help Renee slide her jeans down and off, but was otherwise totally passive, vulnerable and half-naked on her best friend’s bed as somebody else prepared to diaper her for the first time.

Biting her lip, she looked away, feeling her face couldn’t get any redder, as Renee’s fingers hooked into her panties. Denise hoped her excited wetness wasn’t obvious as her underwear was peeled away, leaving her totally exposed.

“Aww, all bare, just like a baby should be,” Renee remarked, trailing her fingers over the top of Denise’s mound.

Denise made a small whimper, nodding her head in a slow, childlike manner, feeling completely powerless, leaving everything in Renee’s hands.

And what was in Renee’s hands now was a thick diaper, unfolded and ready to slide under Denise’s tawny-skinned bottom. Again she helped by lifting her hips, her hand trailing up to her face to cover her blushing cheeks, feeling her rump land softly on the fluffy white padding. She couldn’t believe this was happening…

“Are you a thumbsucker, Denise?” Renee teased, misinterpreting her hand movement. But Denise took the idea and ran with it, nodding softly as she slowly but surely slid her thumb into her mouth, suckling gently.

It felt surprisingly soothing, and surprisingly… right. Like it belonged there, just like maybe she belonged here, a diaper being pulled up between her legs and smoothed across her tummy as Renee prepared to tape it up.

“Herrre we go,” Renee murmured.

She undid one tape, positioning it perfectly on the landing zone, following suit with the other side. Denise felt the loose plastic tightening and becoming snug around her hips as the final two tapes were done up, securing her in the diaper. It held her, trapped her, embraced her, all at once.

Sitting up, Denise was pleased to find that she’d been right, her thighs were kept parted by a mass of wadding that she could only compress slightly if she squeezed them together.

“Fank you,” she said quietly around her thumb.

“Awww! You’re welcome, honey,” Renee replied, smiling maternally at her.

Denise felt her heart flip at that look, full of loving dominance. And then she looked away, feeling self-conscious and shy, waiting for instruction because she felt too small and helpless to decide what to do for herself.

“Okay, let’s go downstairs,” Renee said carelessly, taking Denise’s hand once again. “We can put some cartoons on and snuggle up.”

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

Back in Renee’s living room, she and Denise cuddled more intimately than they ever had before. They sat side by side on the large armchair facing the TV, while brightly-colored cartoons played in the background. Denise’s head was on Renee’s chest, her soft breasts a comfortable pillow, arms entwined around each other, the occasional rustling noise when one or both of them adjusted position.

“Mmm,” Renee murmured, rubbing the bottom of her chin against Denise’s silky hair. “You smell nice.”

Denise shyly buried her head further into Renee’s chest, finding herself curling up smaller and smaller, feeling tiny in her arms.

“How come you’re not sucking your thumb, hm?”

“It’s all wrinkly,” Denise said, with a pout.

“How about we get you a binky?”

Denise whined softly without even thinking about it as Renee stood up, not even really registering what she’d said. When Renee returned, in one hand she was holding a purple pacifier with what looked like an enormous nipple. Denise squinted at it, and then realised it was adult-sized, not even aware until then that such a thing existed.

“Okay, here we go,” Renee said with a smile, settling down again, one arm around Denise’s shoulders, offering her the pacifier.

Denise glanced at it uncertainly, slowly, nervously, allowing her lips to part. It was strange, but time seemed to stretch out for several seconds as the binky moved towards her open mouth, as if this was a defining moment she’d never be able to come back from.

And then suddenly, her mouth was full of silicone nipple, and suckling seemed only natural, so she did it, wrapped in the arms of her best friend with a sleepy smile on her face.

Instead of stretching, time moved along lazily from then on, as if in a dream. Denise found that she couldn’t, didn’t care about anything, except the feeling of Renee’s arms around her, the diaper between her thighs, and the pacifier in her mouth. It felt like nothing could encroach on this moment…

Until Denise noticed a tickling at the end of her urethra, a mild pressure growing in her lower tummy, slowly becoming more and more urgent. The coffee had gone right through her, and now her bladder was loudly letting her know she needed the bathroom.

“Um,” Denise said quietly, shakily.

“Um?” Renee repeated.

“I need to. I have to use the bathroom,” Denise said, softly. She felt silly as soon as she said it, tiny and fragile and blushing in Renee’s arms.

Renee chuckled, squeezing her tightly.

“You’re wearing your bathroom, sweetie.”

“But I… I’ve never done that in front of anybody else before,” Denise replied in a squeaky voice, so unlike her usual one, mature and businesslike, clipped and professional. “Should I really?”

“Yes,” Renee said, emphatically. Her hand slid down, petting and stroking the side of Denise’s diaper.

“Come on now, let go, sweetie,” Renee murmured in a husky voice. “Wet your pampers for me, that’s what good girls do.”

“But I-”

“Shhh. No more big girl words. Just relax, okay?”

Renee gently helped Denise onto her back, gravity parting her legs. Denise’s chest thumped hard as felt Renee’s soft fingers sliding down her stomach, between her thighs, resting on the soft plastic of the diaper. She rubbed gently, up and down, coaxing the woman she was cuddling with to empty her bladder.

“Ohh.. I… nmmm…”

Denise whimpered softly as she pushed gently, forcing herself to overcome her stage fright. What started as a trickle soon became a steady stream of urine, soaking into the clean white padding and making it swollen and wet. Denise gasped softly at the feeling of it expanding against her crotch, slightly yellowed through the front plastic.

The feeling of wetting herself was just like she remembered - wet, warm, and slightly naughty. Only now the embarrassment, the sense of being a tiny, soggy baby girl, was more intense. She was acutely aware of Renee’s palm between her legs, massaging the spreading wetness at the front of the diaper. She never thought she’d be doing something like this, peeing herself in a diaper on purpose while her best friend cuddled and groped her gently.

“I, I did it,” she said gently, looking to Renee for approval.

Renee didn’t disappoint, giving her a beaming smile.

“Ohhh, that’s a good little girl, such a good, wet, baby girl, hm?”

She squeezed the crotch of Denise’s diaper to punctuate her sentence, and Denise made a noise halfway between a gasp and a moan.

The moments before had felt calm and peaceful, like a long dream. Now the atmosphere felt electric, powerful. Renee’s hand no longer moved in gentle, encouraging petting motions, but firm, sensual rubbing, pressing the soaking diaper up against Denise’s slit, lighting sparks of arousal in her.

In turn, Denise found her own hand slithering down Renee’s inner thigh, hovering over the thick, soggy diaper for just a second… before she brought it down, rubbing and groping her best friend’s diaper clumsily. 


Renee gasped. They’d never done anything like this before. They’d been best friends for years, but never crossed this barrier. The air seemed to crackle with their shared excitement, both of them rubbing, groping, hips moving oh-so-slowly to rock their soaked diapers against the other woman’s palm, breathing heavy and hot as they got more and more into it. 

Denise’s mind was going a mile a minute. What was she doing? How far would this go? With her best friend? A girl? It was all so overwhelming.

But while her mind was racing, struggling to keep up, her body seemed to know exactly what to do, moving, writhing, against Renee’s enthusiastic attentions. It felt amazing, just the teasing through the diaper feeling so good - in fact, in some ways it was better, the thick, heavy padding making her feel like the helpless, teased baby girl she was.

“Is this okay, sweetie?” Renee asked, hesitating for just a second. Denise couldn’t nod hard enough.

Renee smirked in response, shifting onto her side, pulling away from Denise’s attentive hand. Denise tried to follow her, reaching out, but Renee stopped her.

“No, no, baby girl, let me make you feel good,” Renee practically purred, giving Denise a look that made her melt, spreading her thighs, eager for attention, not even thinking about what her body was doing.

“That’s a slutty little girl,” Renee cooed, her hand sliding down Denise’s stomach. She teased the front waistband of the diaper - and then slipped her hand inside the warm wetness, fingers probing, quickly finding Denise’s slit and wriggling between her folds.

“Ah!” Denise cried out, her eyes wide.

“Ooo, feels like somebody’s excited,” Renee said in a singsong voice.

Her pointer finger found Denise’s clit, already half-stiff from all the teasing, rubbing it in gentle circles, while another finger probed between her slick wet folds, finding them soaked with pee… and the slippery fluid of arousal.

“Is this from the diaper? Or the pacifier? Or…. both?” Renee teased, as her finger stroked around and around, bringing Denise quickly to full arousal. “Such a dirty little girl, does it make your pussy tingle to be in a wet diaper like the helpless baby you are? To soak yourself in front of your best friend?”

Suckling frantically, Denise nodded, her face on fire. The comments Renee was making sent so many feelings straight to her eager wetness - arousal and embarrassment fought for dominance while pure bliss thrummed happily in the background. Her hips slid back and forth, pressing those fingers further between her needy folds, whimpering and gasping as the pleasure built with maddening slowness.

Renee’s fingers kept moving, slowly but insistently, teasing that stiffened nub while Denise moaned behind her pacifier, hips shifting eagerly, pushing her towards the goal with unexpected haste. Denise sucked hard on the pacifier as her whole body rocked and pushed, trying to get more of the wonderful feeling of Renee’s fingers between her folds.

This was sooooo much better than her dirty fantasy - the reality of a sexy, beautiful woman beside her, both of them in sodden diapers, while her eager pussy was fondled and stroked into a dripping mess of excitement. Denise couldn’t stifle a desperate moan, her whole rump lifting and pressing against Renee’s hand.

“That’s it, good baby, good slutty little girl,” Renee cooed.

“In a wet diaper, soaked with your own pee…”

“Mmmfff!” Denise whimpered, Renee’s words and her skillful fingers pulling her under like a powerful tide, sweeping her away in frantic, powerful lust.

“Such a desperately horny baby girl, humping your own wet diapers, so eager, pushing against my hand…”

Denise had no words now, panting around her pacifier, the room now filled with the constant sound of crinkling as she humped Renee’s hand, hard, frantically. Her peak was fast approaching, the feelings building on top of one another over and over, piling up.

“Baby Denise loves her wet diapers, doesn’t she, widdle baby girl loves to be in a nice, thick, soggy, diaper.”

“Uh huh! Uh uh uh uh UH!”

Denise’s hips gyrated with rabid fervor as her orgasm approached, like a massive wave rushing towards her, no time to get out of the way. All she could do was take a deep breath as it hit, hard, sweeping her under, an ocean as wet as the soaked padding between her legs.

“Unnhh! Ohhhh god!”

She trembled violently, squeaking and gasping as her body shook, huffing, humping, against Renee’s fingers. Denise came harder than she could ever remember coming in her life, bucking and grinding helplessly against Renee, the thick diaper keeping the other woman’s hand pressed against her as she moved.

The pleasure made Denise’s muscles spasm hard, and she gasped again as she felt a fresh gush of urine escape uncontrollably, wetting as she rode out her orgasm. She moaned weakly, unable to do or say anything, just letting the pleasure slowly ebb away, like the sea leaving the shore.

Ashamed as she emptied her bladder once more, she managed a weak, mumbled: “S-sorry.”

“For what, sweetie?” Renee asked, sliding her damp hand out of Denise’s diaper.

Denise couldn’t have gone any redder if she tried, but she felt blood rush to her cheeks anyway.

“I, um, peed a little,” she confessed, with a sheepish smile.

“Awww, well that’s exactly what I expect from a helpless baby girl like you,” Renee said with a grin of her own.

Denise hugged Renee tightly, enjoying the closeness that only two best friends could share - especially after one of them had just had an earth-shaking orgasm.

“Thank you,” Denise finally said after a while. “That was… wow. I didn’t know how much I’d love it.”

“You’re welcome,” Renee replied with a smile. “I’m so glad we could share this together. I feel a lot closer to you now.”

“Me too,” Denise said with a grin. “But next time? You have to let me do something for you…”

END
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