

Preview: 


"You did amazing, for your first spanking," Renee whispered in her ear, and through her sobs, Denise couldn't resist a small, proud smile. 

Eventually she calmed down, and was lowered onto the bed, her own breathing slow and even now. That release was almost as powerful as an orgasm, but as Paul cleared her throat, she looked up and realised that she might still get to experience the real thing. 

Paul was holding aloft a vibrating personal massager. 

"I think maybe that's enough punishment for now girls," Paul said with a smirk. “How about both of you have a little playtime, since you were so good for me.” 

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

Her Pampered Fantasies, Volume 3 

Denise’s phone buzzed in her pocket. Nervously, she pulled it out to check the message, already on her way to Renee and Paul’s house. 

‘What if they’re texting to cancel?’ she thought, nibbling her lower lip nervously. 

She couldn’t believe she was doing this - correction, she couldn’t believe this was happening to her. Right after her mini playdate with Renee, she’d gotten a text asking if she’d be willing to come play with her again… while Renee’s Daddy, Paul, babysat them both. 

At first she wasn’t sure. Renee was her best friend - she liked Paul, but they obviously weren’t quite as close as Renee and Denise. But the thought of a real life Daddy looking after her made her knees shake and her cunny wet, and she had to admit she’d had passing thoughts about how attractive Paul was. 

So after two weeks of negotiation and talking together, Denise was finally going to do it. Her heart pounded as thoughts of what that evening would hold, wet diapers and gentle humiliation that she knew she’d be fantasizing about for a long time. 

At last she worked up the courage to glance at the message on her phone, sighing with relief. 

“R u on the way?” it read, with a little flower and a smiley face after it. Denise grinned, texting back happily as she pulled her seatbelt across. 

“Yes. Can’t talk now. Drivin :P” 

Putting her phone down, Denise focused on getting to Renee and Paul’s house. The gentle vibrations of the car as she drove were usually almost unnoticeable, but now each one seemed like it was designed to tease her moistening slit, her hips grinding gently as she fantasized about the rest of the evening. 

She and Renee had already discussed limits on what would happen tonight. No drugs or alcohol, and that Denise wasn’t interested in having sex of any kind with Paul. Anything else, however kinky, was fair game, and Denise had a feeling she’d be exploring more of her new ‘special friendship’ with Renee today. 

Part of the thrill was not knowing exactly what was going to happen. Would this be an innocent playdate, just two babygirls giggling and drinking juice, the kind that made Denise feel warm and cosy inside…? Or would it be the kind that made her pussy tingle and her fingers head south, as that ‘innocence’ slipped away all too easily for two naughty little girls. 

Denise arrived in what felt like no time at all, and was greeted at the door by Renee, who wrapped her arms around the slender woman and kissed her cheek, softly. 

“I’m so glad you could make it,” she said, with genuine excitement in her voice - and Denise made a small noise of surprise as she felt Renee’s hand groping her bottom gently. 

“I thought you might already be wearing,” Renee said shyly as she pulled away. “I’m glad you’re not though, neither am I…” 

Denise blushed at the frank conversation about wearing diapers, the mild humiliation giving her a small thrill, especially when she saw Paul watching from the end of the hall, with a smirk on his face. 

“Why are you glad about that?” 

“Because I’m going to take the two of you upstairs and put you in nice thick diapers, right now,” Paul answered, and Renee flushed, nodding. 

“You are?” Denise asked, feeling surprised and off-balance, not expecting things to pick up so quickly - but her heart thumped eagerly, reminding her she absolutely wanted this. 

“Oh yes,” Paul replied, smirking. “Can’t have two baby girls wandering around with no diapers on. It would be irresponsible.” 

“Uh huh,” Renee agreed, offering Denise her hand. “Let’s go up to my bedroom, ‘Nise.” 

Renee’s voice was already softer and more childish, in a way Denise had never heard before. It was strange how exciting it was both to see herself as a helpless, dominated, submissive little babygirl - and to see her intelligent, sensual best friend reduced to a pigeon-toed little girl with a few firm words. 

Although the walk up to Renee’s bedroom was extremely familiar to Denise, this time she found it strange, almost alien. It was no longer just her best friend’s bedroom – it was the bedroom in which she was put into a diaper by another woman. The room she’d soon be diapered in again. 

"Come on," Renee said, that same strange soft voice. "Daddy says no pants today." 

Like in a daze, Denise walked into the bedroom, following Renee's lead. The lighter skinned woman undid her jeans, letting them slide down her thighs. Denise's eyes fell between her legs, and she blushed as she realised the her best friend was wearing a pair of cute, girlish undies that read "Daddy's toy". Then she blushed again, as she realised she was staring directly at Renee’s crotch. 

Kicking her jeans aside, Renee looked past Denise, up at Paul for approval. After a moment she turned back to looking at her best friend, watching her for a few moments, waiting. 

“Um, Denise… Are you gonna take your pants off?” 

With sudden realisation, Denise nodded absently, blushing. It was embarrassing to undress in front of her two friends, now both watching her, completely focused as her own trousers slid down off her shapely rump and onto the floor. But the embarrassment only made this more exciting – another taste of humiliation, of being helplessly in the spotlight, not even able to decide when or where she would undress. 

"Panties too,” Paul remarked, and as Denise looked up, but she realised that Renee was already peeling hers off, instantly obedient. It was a far cry from the confident, assertive woman that Denise knew normally. 

Feeling both sets of eyes on her, Denise squeezed her own shut, hooking her thumbs into her panties and sliding them down. She tried not to show her embarrassment, but failed - especially when she realised her arousal had left her underwear damp and sticky, clinging to her slit as she peeled them away, reminding her of her naughty thoughts. 

"What a pair of good little girls,” Paul purred. 

Denise opened her eyes looking up at him, biting her lip nervously. 

She was surprised to see that he wasn’t ogling her, his eyes were fixed firmly on her face, and occasionally Renee’s, and the smile on his face was more reassuring than lecherous. It was reassuring that he wasn’t being creepy - but more than that, it was sexy in a different way, Denise realised. 

Paul didn’t have to fuck women with his eyes, or try to sneak glances at her naked body without her catching him. In this room his babygirl was his property, mind, body, and soul. If he had the desire to see her little pussy spread and waiting for his cock, he only had to ask - no, order - her to do it. 

He could take what was his, whenever he wanted. His power and control over Renee, and now, Denise, was palpable, almost dizzyingly overwhelming. Renee swallowed, face flushing, as she realised the gravity of the whole situation… 

And just how wet it was making her. 

“Lay down on the bed,” Paul instructed, and Denise was surprised to find herself moving obediently to the large bed in the centre of the room, laying flat on her back beside Renee. 

“Oof, watch out,” Renee chided playfully, as they squashed closer together. 

Their hips pressed cosily against one another, giggling and blushing, looking coyly up at Paul. For his part, the view was beautiful - two girls together on the bed, nude from the waist down, two bare bottoms as different as they were attractive, lips bitten by both of them as they wondered who would be diapered up first. 

“Come here, babygirl,” Paul said to Renee with a tenderness Denise had never heard before. 

Paul and Renee were always a loving couple - but there was something in his voice, the rumbling timbre of it, the affection of his movements, that made Denise’s heart throb with need. She wanted what they had, badly. She wanted to be somebody’s babygirl. 

But at least tonight she would get a taste of it… 

Denise rolled to the side, watching with interest as Paul unfolded the thick diaper in his hand. Renee obediently lifted her rump, obviously used to the routine, and Paul slid it right under, smoothing out the sides and then patting her bottom gently, encouraging her to lower it down onto the soft padding. 

With the utmost care, Paul gently spread out the front of the diaper, moving it into place. He paused, running a finger along the leg cuffs, to check the fit - before he taped first one, and then the other, side of the diaper. 

Denny sat up, a happy, bashful smile on her face, and as she did so. The air was filled with the sound of crinkling, just her movements alone enough to cause that humiliating sound. 

"Now you, sweetie," Paul said softly, looking at Denise expectantly. 

Denise tried to do as they had done, lifting her bottom clumsily as Paul slid the diaper under her. A combination of being flustered, and trying to lift her bottom too high, and that after a few seconds, her hips fell, landing with a thump on the diaper which Paul was now straightening underneath her. 

“Oopsy-daisy,” Paul said, chuckling. 

“I’m so sorry!” Denise said, blushing, trying to wriggle herself into the correct position, to mitigate the damage she might have done. 

“Don’t worry about it, little one. Tiny babies are clumsy and helpless, that’s why they need babysitters to look after them,” Paul said, smirking as he re-adjusted the diaper. 

“She must be much tinier than me, huh, Daddy?” Renee commented, grinning. 

“I think she must be, sweetie-pie… In fact…” 

Paul stood, rummaging in the closet for a moment, returning with a handful of white pads - that Denise recognized after a few seconds as being stuffers 

“Tiny helpless babies need extra protection,” Paul told her, matter-of-factly, and Denise felt like her whole face was ablaze. 

“Y-yessir,” she replied, feeling like she was in some weird but wonderful dream. 

Paul smoothed the diaper out once again, slipping one, two, three thick pads into the center. He eased the front of the diaper up, pulling it taut across Denise’s stomach. She closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations, his strong hands holding the diaper in place, the sound of the tapes being undone and placed carefully on the landing strip. 

With a soft whimper, Denise realised just how thick this new diaper was - with the stuffers, the crotch was pushed firmly against her, and she realized she couldn't squeeze her thighs together at all. The diaper just didn't compress this time. 

“Alll done… What do we say?” 

Denise swallowed, blushing as she looked between her spread thighs, the white mass of padding seeming enormous, while she felt tiny. 

“Thank you?” she managed, eventually. 

“Thank you for what?” Paul pushed, with a grin, seeing Denise’s flushed face and embarrassment. 

“Th… Thank you, for putting me in diapers,” she mumbled, a bashful smile already on her lips. “I’m a little baby girl who needs them…” 

Both Paul and Renee chuckled, and Renee gave Denise a warm, firm hug, her diaper rustling as she moved. 

“Time to waddle downstairs, kiddos,” Paul said, rubbing the rump of Renee’s diaper, before giving it an affectionate pat. 

Renee giggle, wriggling her bottom, getting up and eagerly scampering ahead of Paul and Denise. 

“Let’s gooo!” 

Denise followed, in a dream-like state, distracted by the thick mass of padding between her legs. She really couldn’t walk normally right now - she waddled, legs spread, bottom sticking out uncontrollably, hearing the rustling sound filling the air as two pampered babygirls made their way into the living room. 

“Would you like to watch some cartoons, Denise?” Paul asked, holding the remote. 

Denise nodded shyly, remembering how she’d cuddled up with Renee last time, both of them rubbing and stroking each other’s diapers, a pacifier planted in her mouth. 

“Okay, I’ll pick something out for you. You girls go and get yourself a cookie each - just one, alright?” 

Nodding obediently, the two pampered girls toddled into the kitchen, the tile cool and smooth on their bare feet. 

Denise watched as Renee hopped up on the counter, pulling out the cookie jar. Renee took a cookie, quickly stuffing in her mouth, then reached a hand into the jar and pulled out two more, offering the mostly-full jar to Denise. 

Denise frowned uncertainly, reaching out with her hand, but stopping halfway. 

"Paul – I mean, your Daddy, said to have just one," Denise said, hesitantly. 

"So what?" Renee asked, a wicked smile on her face. "He probably won't even notice. And if he does… Well, that might be fun too." 

In her normal life, Denise would think nothing of taking an extra cookie – or, more likely she wouldn't even feel inclined to try, taking only what she been allowed, and leaving the rest. A perfectly mature, polite guest. 

But right then and there, in her best friend's kitchen, wearing a diaper, waddling about like the helpless baby girl she was, not only did she want the cookie beyond all reason… she also felt like being a naughty little girl. Denise felt her skin prickle at the idea of being bad, doing something she knew she wasn't supposed to – and being punished for it. 

With a smirk on her own face she reached into the jar pulling out two, then three cookies, copying Renee and stuffing one into her mouth. 

"Cheers," Denise said jokingly, tapping her own cookie against one of Renee's, before she put it in her mouth, eating hurriedly. 

"Come on," Renee urged, giggling. "Daddy will get suspicious if we’re not back soon." 

Two girls hurried back into the living room, each clutching a cookie in their hand, and crumbs all over their faces and shirts. 

"Ah, there you are girls, I was just –" 

Renee’s Daddy stopped his speech, looking the two girls over carefully. Denise felt her heart pound, as his eyes roved over her mouth, and chest. She didn’t dare to look down and check, but she could feel the lingering remnants of cookie crumbs on her cheeks, and she could swear she also felt them through her thin t-shirt, smattered over her chest. 

What would Paul say? Would he be angry? Denise decided probably not – but he had told them to take only one cookie, and Denise’s pulse raced as she imagined what would happen if she was caught breaking the rules… 

Some part of her rebelled, wanting to be seen as a good girl, never wanting to get in trouble, and on some level wanting to see herself as a responsible adult who never do something so silly. Another part of her trembled eagerly, wondering how she would be punished, hoping that Paul would take them both upstairs immediately, and spank them until they couldn’t walk. 

Renee giggled nervously beside her, apparently less on-edge, but still feeling a delicious tingle in the air, sensing that she been naughty and her daddy was about to tell her off, that he would prove who she belonged to, and who was really in control. 

"…You took a long time,” Paul said, slowly. 

“Sorry, Daddy,” Renee said, in her soft little girl voice. “I was just showing Denise the new mixer we got.” 

The seconds seemed to drag on as Denise waited to see if Paul would accept that, or if he’d call Renee out on what seemed like a shocking fib to Denise now. Finally, Renee’s Daddy shrugged. 

“Alright, sweetie. Both of you come cuddle up the couch, I put some tiny baby cartoons on for you both.” 

Denise’s heart flipped, with mixed emotions. Relief and disappointment mingled inside her - the prickly electric feeling of wondering when she would be punished, when the other shoe would drop and smack her disobedient, padded rump, was gone, and she wordlessly climbed onto the couch, crawling into Renee’s open, offered arms, without even thinking. 

The final cookie didn’t taste as sweet as the first two ill-gotten ones, but it was still tasty. 

“I’ll get you both some milk to wash those down,” Paul said, smiling, and both Renee and Denise merely nodded, engrossed in the childish cartoon on TV - or, more likely, engrossed in the feeling of wearing diapers together, being two little toddlers on a Saturday afternoon, thick, exposed pampers between their legs, not bothering to hide them with shorts or pants or anything at all. 

When Paul returned, he had in his hands two warm baby bottles full of milk, and Denise sat up to take hers. 

Renee took hers with a smile and a ‘thank you, Daddy’, but Paul didn’t offer one to Denise, smiling at her in a paternal way that made her insides feel like mush. He and Renee shared a glance, and the smile grew into a smirk on both of their faces, one that made Denise intrigued and concerned all at once. 

“Daddy, I fink maybe Denise is too much of a little baby to hold her own bottle…” Renee said softly, taking a sip of her own bottle, delicately. 

"I think you might be right, baby girl," Paul said, slowly. "Denise, what do you think – can you hold your bottle like a big girl, or would you like your babysitter to feed it to you?" 

Denise looked from Renee to Paul, then from Paul to Renee, her heart racing. Again, part of her rebelled, telling her to take the bottle from Paul, to keep a firm grip on that last aspect of adulthood. 

But another voice inside told her to submit. It was like a tug-of-war inside her, between her self-will, and the urge, the need, to be controlled. To give in to the desire to be a helpless, controlled baby girl. 

The submissive side of her proved stronger, and, feeling like she was sinking deeper and deeper into a world that she could never leave – and wasn't sure if she ever wanted to leave – she nodded her head slowly. 

"I'm too little to hold my own ba-ba," Denise said, in a soft little voice of her own. 

"That's what I thought," Paul said, smiling as he sat down the sofa beside her. "Come, lay in my lap, that's a good girl" 

Denise shuffled onto Paul’s lap, laying on her back and looking up at him. 

“Ah,” Paul prompted her, nudging the nipple of the bottle towards her plump lips. 

Denise opened her mouth, feeling them instantly filled by the nipple of the bottle. She closed her eyes, suckling deeply. She couldn't believe she was actually here, drinking a bottle like a baby, legs spread apart by a thick diaper, on someone else's lap. 

The milk was sweet and hot, and Denise felt time slowing to a crawl as she drank, the world shrinking away. It was just her here, helpless, half dressed, being fed a bottle she was too small to hold herself. 

When the urge came, instead of squeezing her bladder’s muscles shut, Denise relaxed. Her face turned pink she kept drinking fluid, filling her up on one end, and filling her diaper from the other. She squirmed just slightly as the hot liquid spilled out into the padding, spreading through the numerous stuffers and making her diaper wetter and slightly heavier. 

"Daddy," Renee gasped, placing her hand on Denise’s diaper. "I think the baby went potty." 

Paul chuckled, and Denise's face burned more brightly, but there was no way to turn away from his piercing gaze while she continued to drink the bottle. Instead, she looked up at him helplessly, unable to hide the blush, just as she was unable to hide the wetness between her legs. 

"I'm not surprised Sweetie, Paul said. "She is only very little, after all. You know babies can't hold their potty." 

With that, he switched hands, still holding Denise’s bottle, while the other slid between Renee’s thighs, patting her own slightly sodden diaper. 

"Oopsie," Renee said, softly, giggling again.. 

All too quickly, Denise realised the bottle was nearly empty. She tried to stay in the moment as long as possible, closing her eyes again, and savouring the last few drops on her tongue. But eventually she was sucking air, and before long Paul sat her up, gently pulling the nipple from her mouth. 

"All gone now, little one," Paul said softly, as he rubbed her back. 

Denise pouted, a little unsure of what he was doing. Then he gently thumped her on the back and she let out a tiny burp, blushing hotly once again. 

“That's a good little girl," Paul said with a grin. "Now here, sweetie, back to your cartoons." 

Paul gently slid her off his lap, and she and Renee shuffled close together, both with small, slightly embarrassed smiles on their faces. 

Paul reach into his pockets and produced two pacifiers. Renee opened her mouth instantly, obediently, while Denise hesitantly watched her, before opening her own. Soon, the air was filled with the quiet sound of two little girls sucking on their pacifiers. 

"I'm just going to go check on some things,” Paul said, smiling. "You two girls be good." 

“So,” Renee said, removing her pacifier from her mouth once Paul had left the room. “Are you having a nice time, so far?” 

Denise considered that, sucking on her pacifier thoughtfully. It was honestly a little hard to think, she’d been so deep into her submissive, babyish headspace for a while now, and her tummy fluttered with happy butterflies. 

“Um. I fink - I mean, I think so,” she replied, removing her own pacifier. “I’m really liking it. I didn’t know how exciting it would be, just being fed a bottle, walking around in just a diaper and t-shirt…” 

“I know,” Renee purred, happily. “It makes you feel so… small. Like you can’t even hide that you need to wear big, thick diapers. Totally dependent on somebody else.” 

Denise nodded, replacing the pacifier back in her lips. As soon as she did so, they heard Paul’s footsteps coming down the hall. 

“Girls,” he said, with a frown on his face that seemed… exaggerated. “I’ve just been looking in the cookie jar…” 

‘Uh oh,’ Denise thought, her heart thumping, while internally a part of her squeed at what she thought might come next. 

“I thought I told you both to take one cookie each?” 

“Yes, sir,” both of the diapered girls mumbled around their pacifiers, looking at the floor, the wall, anywhere but Paul’s commanding Daddyish gaze. 

“Well, can you explain to me why some of them are missing?” 

Denise swallowed, her cheeks flushing pink. She couldn’t believe how small she felt, just like a child being scolded for doing something naughty. Her heart was in her throat and she found she couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything except look away shyly, ashamed of her naughty behaviour. 

When neither of them spoke, Paul continued in a grumbly voice. 

“I think you both know what happens to little girls who misbehave, don’t you?” 

“They get, um, punished?” Denise said, her voice barely above a whisper. 

“They get spanked,” Paul said, firmly, that last word sending shivers up and down Denise’s spine. 

“Oh,” she managed, softly. Her heart felt like it was about to beat right out of its chest, her mouth dry, as she suckled her pacifier, worriedly. 

“I think that’s fair, don’t you?” 

He asked them both, but Denise felt Renee and Paul both looking at her, waiting for a response. She realised they were giving her a chance to back out - would she take it? She’d fantasized about this so many times, dreamed of what it would be like, being disciplined for being a naughty little girl, her rump swatted until it was hot pink and stinging. But could she really make herself take the plunge? 

...Yes, she decided, as she nodded in response. 

“Yes sir. That’s fair.” 

What would being spanked be like? As they made their way to the bedroom again, Denise tried to imagine it. Her eyes travelled over Paul’s powerful arms, imagining those strong muscles easily hefting her over his lap, pinning her down as he spanked over and over… she shivered in anticipation, blushing as she realised Renee was watching her with a smirk. 

The two girls were soon stood in front of the bed, giggling nervously, toes pointed inwards as they waited for Paul to pull one of them over and swat their backsides. 

“Renee, come here,” he growled, and Denise watched as her best friend wandered over to the edge of the bed. 

Renee lay her front across it, her padded bottom sticking up in the air enticingly, and Denise found her eyes drawn to it, that perfect, feminine shape, the crinkly diaper clinging and accentuating her curves. 

The first smack caught both her and Renee by surprise. Paul's broad hand came down on her thick, slightly soggy backside with a reverberating thump. Renee gasped, kicking her legs slightly, but soon Paul's hand came down again. 

Denise could only watch as he spanked Rennie's backside mercilessly. The diaper must have muffled the sensation, but Denise could tell that Renee was still feeling it. No amount of padding could stop the sensation of Paul's hand coming down so hard on her bottom. 

Renee kicked harder, gritting her teeth around the pacifier, and Denise could see her eyes starting to water. 

Denise didn't even notice as Paul adjusted his hand, until it suddenly came down on Renee's bare upper thigh. Renee shrieked, squeezing her eyes shut, as Paul smacked again, and then once more, leaving a glowing pink handprint on the back of her thigh. 

The tears in Renee’s eyes began to leak down her cheeks, and she whimpered helplessly as her daddy spanked her bottom, smacking her thighs occasionally, provoking a fresh bout of whimpers, and soft breathy apologies for being such a naughty girl. Denise could only watch as it seemed to go on and on, imagining her turn across the bed. 

Finally, Paul seemed to be finished. He gave Renee one final swat on the bottom, and then rubbed her padded bottom gently, leaning over her to give her a sweet kiss on the cheek. 

"There's my good little Daddy's girl," Paul said softly, lovingly, rubbing her back. She cried quietly. 

"Your turn now," Paul said, as he finished comforting Renee, looking at Denise. 

Renee herself had crawled over to the corner of the bed, curling up, hugging a pillow to her chest like a little girl snuggling a teddybear. She watched with wide, curious eyes, as Denise walked over with trembling legs, bending herself over the bed. 

"Do you want me to go easy on you, your first time?" Paul asked. 

“No,” Denise said, surprising herself and Paul. "I want to feel it. Just like Renee did." 

Paul nodded in agreement, and Denise felt a strong, firm hand on her back. Before she could even think about it, she felt the impact of Paul's hand on her bottom. She yelped with shock, feeling it even through her thick diaper. 

She was given no time to adjust, however - the blows kept coming. Again, and again, through her thick Pampers she felt the strong man's hand come down on her bottom. She too felt the tears in her eyes, the shock and humiliation of being spanked too much for her. 

Denise wanted to fight, run away from being punished like this. But she had submitted willingly, even eagerly, and even now she had to admit there was a huge part of her that loved how this felt. Loved being taken control of, loved being told how to behave, being punished for being a naughty girl. 

So she sobbed helplessly as she gave in to the feeling of being spanked, mumbling her own ‘sorry’s under her breath. With one particularly hard swat she felt her bladder spasm violently, and she kicked her legs in protest, feeling it empty once again into her damp padding, soaking it with more pee. Paul’s hand showed no signs of stopping, coming down again and again with mechanical precision. 

Denise’s breath hitched in her throat dramatically as she felt Paul's hand smack her on the thigh, and then land again in the exact spot making her squirm with discomfort. From here she could hear his own hot breath panting and heavy – clearly exerting himself to give her the spanking he felt she deserved. 

It seemed like it would never stop, her backside and upper thighs hot, red, tender. She cried helplessly, drooling around the pacifier, submitting to anything that Paul wanted to do to her. 

But just like the bottle, it eventually came to an end and finally, she felt Paul's hand patting her bottom, reassuring her it was over and that she was a good girl. 

Without even thinking, Denise scrambled up, putting her arms around Paul's neck, and burying her face in his chest. She felt Renee rubbing her back as she cried. 

It felt like all the bad emotions were pouring out of her, all feelings of being responsible, being a good girl, always having to do what was expected of her – those all melted away. She cried, feeling her stinging backside as a reminder of the penance for her naughty deeds. 

"You did amazing, for your first spanking," Renee whispered in her ear, and through her sobs, Denise couldn't resist a small, proud smile. 

Eventually she calmed down, and was lowered onto the bed, her own breathing slow and even now. That release was almost as powerful as an orgasm, but as Paul cleared her throat, she looked up and realised that she might still get to experience the real thing. 

Paul was holding aloft a vibrating personal massager. 

"I think maybe that's enough punishment for now girls," Paul said with a smirk. “How about both of you have a little playtime, since you were so good for me.” 

Her inhibitions now a fond memory, Denise found herself nodding vigorously along with Renee. She moved to sit up, to crawl nearer the end of the bed, but Renee's hand came down on her ample chest, pushing her gently back into the soft bed. 

"No, no," Renee said with a big grin. "You just lay back there, let me do the work." 

Denise lay back submissively as she watched Renee bring the big wand between her legs. She gasped softly as she felt it pressing hard between the diaper, pushing them inwards. Earlier warm wetness was now pushed up against her, nestling between her folds, her excited clit nudged by the wetness of the diaper. 

Renee eagerly climbed on top, and that pressure multiplied, warned pressed between them sandwiched, held in place by both feminine bodies. 

"I love you, Denise," Renee said, in a breathy voice she reached behind her press the switch. 

"I love you too," Denise responded, her smile weak, not because she wasn't being honest, but because she was nervous, her chest thumping wildly again, her mind raced with possibilities of how this was going to feel – all washed away when in an instant as Renee hit the switch. 

"Ohhhh!" she gasped, feeling the vibrations spreading through the padding, massaging her entire mound. 

Whimpering, Denise tried to push up against the feelings, groaning as she felt Renee also shift, huffing softly through her nose as she rolled her hips, working both of their bodies against the vibrating wand. 

Her clit throbbed with excitement, the pulsing vibrations teasing all of her slit at once, her breath coming in gasps and moans as the sound of two soggy diapers pressed together, rubbing back and forth, competed with the loud, intrusive sound of the vibrator. The pleasure growing, quicker and quicker. 

Renee’s hips moved more quickly, humping Denise gently at first, grinding the head of the wand right into her, making her give tiny squeals of pleasure as her best friend rode her, the pure bliss of being massaged through her wet diapers over-taking her mind. 

The gentle humping soon became more intense, Renee’s eyes squeezed shut, focused on the sensations, her own soaked diaper both absorbing and multiplying the feeling between her legs. She groaned, rocking back and forth frantically on top of Denise, feeling the pleasure building as the vibrator buzzed maddeningly steadily, her pacifier falling out of her mouth as she cried out in bliss. 

“Oh god, oh god,” Renee moaned, and Denise’s hips bucked eagerly in agreement, the vibrations pushing her closer and closer to the edge, while she barely moved, lying back, ultimately submissive and passive, as the feelings between her legs buffeted her again and again. 

Impulsively, Denise spat out her own pacifier, pursing her lips in a gesture she hoped Renee would understand. Instantly she felt the other woman’s lips on her own, mouths melding together as their crotches ground hard against the diapers, the wand, and each other. 

Unable to hold back any longer, they both moaned long and hard into each other’s mouths, panting and grunting as they orgasmed, pulling away to squeeze their eyes shut and focus on the waves of sheer gratification. They came, together, bodies rolling and grinding together, melting into one another as the peak stretched on and on. 

Slowly, it came to an end, Renee practically collapsing on Denise, both of them completely spent and exhausted. Instead, she rolled aside, both of them panting and gasping as the pleasure ebbed away. Renee turned off the wand, and sighed deeply, happily, as Paul slipped out of the room, leaving the two of them alone. 

Denise, a small, happy smile on her lips, spread her legs, and wet herself once more, the warm feeling of it spreading over bottom almost-orgasmic again. 

“I love you,” she managed to mutter, before she fell right asleep, sweaty and sated, and soaking wet in her diapers. 

End. 

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content: 

Click Here! 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes: 

	'Her Pampered Fantasies #1' - A naughty girl's solo exploration of being Daddy's slutty baby girl. Part 1 of the series, see where it all began!
  
	'Her Pampered Fantasies bundle (vol 1, 2 and 3)' - all 3 parts of the 'Her Pampered Fantasies' series in 1 book! Denise is new to the world of ABDL, but her best friend is there to guide her through it, with several sexy and warm-blushy moments along the way! 


	'My Professor put me in Diapers!' - 17k word novelette, full of kinky, naughty, M/f ABDL fun and public humiliation between a young college student and her dominating professor. 


OEBPS/image_8.jpg
Het‘

Fantasies

d

Amelia Hobbes





