

Preview:

Denise didn’t say anything, feeling a strange mix of humiliation and pride. It was so embarrassing to be treated like a toddler, to be forced to wet her diaper by a ‘doctor’ who’d strapped her into a chair so she couldn’t escape… But that only made it really hot. And he felt good about herself, for having the courage to submit, as strange as it sounded. This seemed like maybe it really could be something she could get into...

“So,” Francis asked, scribbling something down - or pretending to - on a clipboard. “What’s the problem?”

Denise swallowed shyly, looking down at her feet, pointed inwards as she thought about what to say. She’d never roleplayed like this before, not really. A little with Paul and Renee… But this was different.

“Um…”

Denise closed her eyes, taking a deep breath through her nose, and Francis paused, seeming to sense that she needed a moment.

“I… I have a funny feeling…” Denise eventually squeaked, looking up at Francis with big, doe-like brown eyes.

“Oh really,” he murmured, leaning in. “And where is this funny feeling…”

“It’s, um,” Denise blushed, biting her lip. This felt so dirty! “...Between my legs. My cunny…”

“Big girls call it a ‘pussy’, sweetie,” Francis said without blinking, and Denise gently nodded, feeling pinpricks of arousal and excitement all over her body.

“Yessir. It feels funny in my p-pussy.”

***

Her Diapered Reality - Part 1

Leather straps creaked as they held Renee in place, the milky-white skin of her bottom blooming with reds and pinks from the spanking she was receiving in full view of the entire ageplay party. Denise winced in sympathy as Paul’s paddle came down hard on Renee’s backside, making her whoop with shock.

“M-more, please, Daddy!” she begged, and Denise couldn’t believe anybody would ask for ‘more’ after that.

Again, Denise wasn’t quite sure how she ended up in this situation.

Dressed in a short, stretchy dress that was pushed upwards to expose her soggy diaper, she was surrounded on all sides by ageplayers in various states of dress and undress - and all of them with nametags stuck to their chests. Renee and Paul had suggested she come along to the party and meet some people, and while she hadn’t really talked to anybody else yet, she had to admit she was enjoying what she could see so far.

It was a little alarming, but also thrilling, how open everybody was. On boy wore an exposed diaper and carried a teddy bear, while his t-shirt proclaimed ‘Spank me, Mommy!’

A couple to Denise’s left were using a different kind of bondage equipment, some kind of cross that the woman’s wrists were fastened too. She suckled her pacifier frantically as her Daddy ran his cane across the fresh welts on her upper thighs - squeaking suddenly when the cane whipped through the air and hit her just below her crinkly diaper.

At first Denise couldn’t help but be nervous, but seeing everybody else get into their roles, it felt like maybe she could embrace a new one as well.

A less timid, kinkier Denise. She could pretend to be somebody else just for the evening, somebody with less inhibitions, who could play with a stranger - or watch one get spanked in front of an entire room. Nobody else here objected or thought Renee and Paul’s display was strange. In fact, several couples watched with interest, murmuring to one another, grinning, feeling one another’s bodies…

Eventually it was Paul who decided Renee had had enough. She pouted and fussed as her pull-up was slid back up over her sore bottom, but from the way she wobbled as she walked it was obvious Paul had made the right call.

“Ooo… Wh-what do you think so far?” Renee asked, dreamily, as she approached Denise. “Looks like fun, huh?”

“I don’t know that I’d want to let somebody do that to me,” Denise said, with a smile and a shrug. “...It looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

“Ahhh-hhh,” Renee agreed, as Paul led both of them out of the door, down to the ‘aftercare’ room. “It’s the endorphins… Ooo… I’m feeling… Really good now, haha.”

“You’re not sore?”

“Not really,” Renee said. “I mean, I will be later. Right now I just feel good all over… mmm.”

“She went deep into subspace,” Paul explained. “...Which is why I had to tell her to stop. She’d have let me spank her raw if it was up to her in that moment.”

“Spoilsport,” Renee replied, sticking her tongue out as Paul gently helped her onto a comfy chair. Despite how soft it was, Renee still winced slightly, before looking up at Paul hopefully.

“Daddy, could I have some water please?”

“Of course, princess,” Paul replied, kissing the top of her head. “Stay with Renee for the moment, please, Denise.”

“Yes sir,” Denise replied softly, glad the couple made an effort to include her.

“So, other than watching me get my butt whooped,” Renee said, smirking. “Do you like it here so far?”

“I…. think so?” Denise said hesitantly. “It feels like I could… be somebody else, here? Explore fantasies I’d usually never let myself indulge in… Everybody’s doing what they like and it’s… fine.”

“Yeah,” Renee agreed. “It’s nice to let that naughty persona out sometimes. Embrace being a dirty little girl after a work week at a desk. Or let yourself be a submissive little boy after being the big boss all day.”

“Right,” Denise said, looking up as Paul walked back in with a glass of water, that he offered to Renee. “...And this room is for…”

“Aftercare,” Paul explained, since Renee was drinking. “It’s a quiet space to decompress after a scene. Some people need it to help them feel back to normal after a session like me and Renee had.”

He glanced over at his girlfriend fondly.

“...And some people don’t like to admit they need it…”

“But they’re very grateful to the Daddies who make them go anyway,” Renee said sincerely, taking Paul’s hand and kissing it lightly.

Denise felt another little pang of jealousy, although she was mostly happy for her friends. Maybe tonight she could meet somebody and start to build that kind of relationship?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Renee giggling.

“Ummm, Daddy,” she said, pointing at Denise’s diaper. “I think Denise needs a chaaaange…”

Denise looked down between her thighs, blushing furiously. Sure enough, her wet diaper was sagging badly, obviously soaked to anybody who cared to look. She could do nothing but smile bashfully at Paul as he offered his hand, leading her off to the diaper changing room.

***

On the way to the diaper changing area, they passed by several doors.

“The rooms here have themes,” Paul explained. “For different kinds of scenes. There’s a nursery…. Somebody must be using that… And an interrogation room, but that’s on the other side…”

“What’s this room?” Denise asked curiously as they approached an open door. “Oh!”

Inside was a padded medical chair, the kind you might see at a dentist’s office, and a skinny diapered twink sat in it. Instead of dental equipment, however, the other man in the room was running a buzzing wand vibrator up and down the soaked front of his little boy’s diaper. The little moaned in ecstacy, and Denise blushed as she hurried past, although her interest was piqued by the setting.

“That’s the medical play room,” Paul explained with a chuckle. “For ‘playing doctor’, things like that.”

“Right…”

“Okay, here we go… Looks like nobody’s in here right now…”

Paul led her into the changing area, which was set up with dividing screens between each changing table, wipes and powder on the side. Denise shyly headed for the furthermost changing table, hopping up onto it while Paul grabbed a crinkly medium sized diaper from a brightly colored packet.

“Lay down for me,” he urged, and Denise obediently relaxed into the comfy plastic-covered foam of the changing mat, peering over at the man from between her thighs.

Paul was focused on untaping her wet diaper as she looked down at him wistfully. He was a great Daddy for Renee, and Denise didn’t know if someone like Paul would suit her… but still… she was envious of her best friend.

Just as Paul was grabbing the wipes, another couple came into the room, quickly heading for the second changing table, giggling and nudging each other, tapes being ripped away carelessly. They sounded like two women, and Denise couldn’t help but listen in on their conversation as it turned… dirty.

“Big sissy, please, please lick my pussy,” one girl, the one Denise assumed was diapered, begged. “I’ve been really good and used my didees all night.”

Denise shivered slightly as she felt the cold wipes on her hot skin. Neither her or Paul said anything, blushes on their faces as they listened closely to what was happening beyond the divider.

“Oh, I suppose you’ve been good enough to earn a reward,” the other woman said with a chuckle, to a soft ‘yay!’ from her ‘little sister’. “Spread those legs, kiddo…”

Soon the sound of slurps and girlish moans came from the other changing table, the little exclaiming ‘YES!’ as she kicked her legs. Paul and Denise could hear the table creaking as the woman ground her pussy against her Big’s face, and they both covered their mouths to stop their embarrassed laughter as he slipped a new diaper under her bottom.

He took his time doing it up, both of them lingering as the voices from the other side of the divider got louder, the breathing more ragged, the little’s cries more desperate.

“Ooohh, yes! Big sis it feels so good!” the woman panted, squealing. Denise flushed pinkly as she imagined the Big Sis slurping eagerly at the formerly-diapered girl’s clit, driving her wild with pleasure.

Finally Paul and Denise had no excuse to wait any longer, Denise’s diaper done up tightly around her slender hips, and they both left the changing area, shuffling past with red faces.

Denise glanced over at the scene in the second area, catching the glinting eyes of the little who was being pleasured, laying on her back, legs spread, diaper underneath her open… as her Big licked and worshipped eagerly between her thighs.

“Ah ah ah AHHH!” she moaned suddenly, bucking her hips up towards the other woman, panting as she obviously orgasmed right there, being watched by Denise getting her off. “OH! Big sis, YES!”

Denise squeaked, and quickly hurried out of the room, heart pounding… and pussy dripping wet.

***

Soon after that, Paul had said he would be returning to take care of Renee. He’d asked if Denise wanted to come, but, feeling bold, Denise had said she was going to try and mingle. Paul patted her crinkly bottom and told her to come find him and Renee if she needed anything - and then Denise headed off to the main socializing area.

There was a buffet of finger food, which amused Denise. She wasn’t especially hungry right now, though - just thirsty - so she grabbed the bottle of lemon soda, pouring it out into a red solo cup waiting on the table.

Unfortunately, the fizzy pop soon bubbled over the top, and Denise gasped as she frantically dabbed at the sticky puddle with a napkin, screwing the lid back on the bottle. Oh, man, she hoped nobody saw that…

“Maybe you need to use a sippy cup instead?” a male voice asked from one side of her, and Denise flushed slightly as she turned to him.

He was tall, with fair skin and brown-ginger hair. He had a scruffy, short beard, and might have looked imposing - if not for the smile crinkling up the corners of his blue eyes.

“Let’s get this cleaned up,” he muttered, as he grabbed for a wad of napkins, soaking up the puddle with ease.

“Y-yes,” Denise said, blushing. “I mean, sorry, it’s my first time…”

“I can tell,” the man said as he stood back up. “...I’m Francis. Dr. Francis.”

The last part was said with a wink, as he gestured to the labcoat he was wearing over his ‘regular’ clothes, the nametag reading ‘Dr. Francis’ and stuck proudly to his upper pocket.

“It’s just a roleplay thing,” he added. “And you are?”

“I’m, um, Denise,” Denise replied, picking up her cup again. The man in front of her was very attractive, but she didn’t know if the thoughts she was having were appropriate.

“So, are you a Daddy, then?” she finally asked, making Francis chuckle.

“Not exactly,” he replied, grabbing a handful of chips. “I’m a switch, but tonight I’m a Big. Other nights I might end up in a diaper or being spanked myself, but I felt in a more dominant mood tonight.”

“O-oh,” Denise said, considering that.

She’d never really thought about the idea of being a ‘switch’. She supposed maybe Renee counted, since she was more willing to boss Denise around and put her in diapers… But that felt more like Renee was still submissive, Denise was just more so.

Still, Denise had to admit she’d thought it was hot, and cute, when Renee wore diapers too, and it wasn’t just about the idea of those diapers being on Denise herself soon. So maybe seeing a man be a ‘naughty little boy’ could be a turn on, too. She glanced over at ‘Dr’ Francis. Not that she’d see it tonight…

Denise blushed at her own mind. Who said she was even going to see anything tonight? Dirty girl… He was probably just making small talk…

“Sooo,” Dr. Francis said. “In the interest of engaging in my role completely, how would you like to come to the medical room and play with me? ...After I put that drink in a sippy cup for you.”

“Ummmm,” Denise replied, her brain short-circuiting. Was he really asking her to go and have kinky sex? At an ageplay party?! In diapers?!

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” Francis added hurriedly. “I’m not trying to coerce you, and I won’t be offended if you aren’t interested…”

“Um, I think I am interested…” Denise finally replied, with a shy smile. “I’m just a little nervous, I guess.”

“So that’s a yes then?” Francis asked, grinning.

“...Oh… Yes!” Denise said, impulsively. “I want to see what it’s like.”

“Atta girl,” Francis said, as he took her cup of soda. “Let me just take care of this, and we’ll get going.”

***

A few moments later, Denise was sat in the big medical chair, her sippy cup of lemon soda a few feet away. Francis had explained how everything worked, clarifying again that Denise could ask for things to stop at any time. It wasn’t like Denise didn’t know that, but it was reassuring to be told Francis wouldn’t hold it against her if she backed out at the last moment.

“If you tell me to stop, I will,” he said, as he gently pulled straps over her wrists. “But some people prefer to use a safe word when they play. I’m guessing you don’t have one?”

“N-no,” Denise said, her heart pounding fiercely as she watched those buckles being closed, holding her arms down. It was scary, but also exciting, knowing she couldn’t just jump up and run away, that she’d have to trust Francis so much.

“...Should I do?” she asked.

“No, it’s alright,” Francis replied. “How about you just say ‘red’ if you don’t want to say ‘stop’? And ‘yellow’ for ‘slow down’. I’ll stop if you say that, too, of course. Whatever you prefer.”

“Okay,” Denise said, experimentally tugging at her straps. “...Wow… I really can’t get out.”

“Mmmm, no,” Francis said, smirking. “Sometimes little girls can squirm about too much during a medical exam.”

“Why do they squirm about so much, doctor Francis?” Denise asked with faux innocence.

“I think you know why, don’t you, you naughty little girl.”

Denise felt a shiver run down her spine at that, watching Francis pull a stethoscope from a nearby examination table. A moment later she gasped as the cold metal touched her stomach, exposed as her dress was pushed up higher and higher.

“Hmm, your heart rate sounds good,” Francis muttered, as his hand groped somewhere that was definitely not her heart.

Moaning, Denise wriggled just a little as she was ‘examined’, getting a kinky thrill from knowing somebody could walk in at any moment, the door wide open. Francis kept his serious expression on as he moved over to her other breast, fondling and caressing that, too.

“You’re developing very well, Denise,” he commented casually, and Denise’s face turned pink at the naughty roleplay.

“Thank you, doctor,” she mumbled, feeling his hand drift down to her stomach, pressing gently inwards just below her belly button.

“Feels like your bladder is a little full,” he remarked, as he gently shook her lower stomach, hearing her gasp. “Why don’t you empty it for me, hm?”

“I, I dunno,” Denise said, biting her lip as she let herself get more into the role. “...Isn’t that kinda naughty?”

“It’s not naughty if a grown-up is telling you to do it,” Francis murmured, his voice low with arousal. “Go on, sweetie. Wet yourself in the doctor’s chair…”

His fingers slid down to the front of Denise’s fresh diaper, cupping and pushing against it lightly. She flushed, uncertain…

“It’s not like you can get up to use the potty, is it?” he sneered playfully, and Denise felt a sudden jolt of arousal between her thighs at that, remembering she was tied down here, at Francis’ mercy. Yes, she could end the scene if she wanted to…

But it was fun to pretend she couldn’t.

“No, sir,” Denise replied, cheeks pink. “...I’ll use my diapee…”

“Good girl,” Doctor Francis purred, and Denise tensed, trying to push the liquid in her bladder out into the thick padding.

“Ahhh…” she moaned, relaxing as she began to slowly wet,urine soaking into the diaper as Francis kneaded it gently, feeling it grow and swell under his hand. Denise didn’t think she’d ever been as embarrassed or as turned on as this in her life, but she kept wetting, gradually soaking the front of the diaper.

Francis groped it, and Denise felt the fresh, hot urine seep back out onto her bare pussy, dribbling down to her rump. Her heart felt like it would beat out of her chest… Once again, she couldn’t believe she’d done that.

“Good girl,” Francis said, standing up. “Very, very good girl.”

Denise didn’t say anything, feeling a strange mix of humiliation and pride. It was so embarrassing to be treated like a toddler, to be forced to wet her diaper by a ‘doctor’ who’d strapped her into a chair so she couldn’t escape… But that only made it really hot. And he felt good about herself, for having the courage to submit, as strange as it sounded. This seemed like maybe it really could be something she could get into...

“So,” Francis asked, scribbling something down - or pretending to - on a clipboard. “What’s the problem?”

Denise swallowed shyly, looking down at her feet, pointed inwards as she thought about what to say. She’d never roleplayed like this before, not really. A little with Paul and Renee… But this was different.

“Um…”

Denise closed her eyes, taking a deep breath through her nose, and Francis paused, seeming to sense that she needed a moment.

“I… I have a funny feeling…” Denise eventually squeaked, looking up at Francis with big, doe-like brown eyes.

“Oh really,” he murmured, leaning in. “And where is this funny feeling…”

“It’s, um,” Denise blushed, biting her lip. This felt so dirty! “...Between my legs. My cunny…”

“Big girls call it a ‘pussy’, sweetie,” Francis said without blinking, and Denise gently nodded, feeling pinpricks of arousal and excitement all over her body.

“Yessir. It feels funny in my p-pussy.”

“Oh dear,” Francis muttered, smirking. “Well, Dr. Francis has a cure for that…”

Denise watched curiously as he reached behind the chair to grab something she couldn’t see… And then gasped as he held aloft the vibrating wand. He lifted an eyebrow, flicking the switch so the device began to buzz angrily, and Denise heard footsteps that had been walking past suddenly stop.

She tried to turn to see, but the high back of the chair stopped her - and suddenly Francis was pressing the vibrating head of the wand against her soaked diaper, making her moan in sudden pleasure as her whole mound was massaged through it.

“Ohhhh!” she groaned, as the vibrations pulsed through her entire groin, but somehow seemed to target the sweet spot inside and her stiff nub at the same time.

“Is it helping your pussy not feel so funny?” Francis asked with faux concern, stroking the vibrator slowly up and down the soggy padding.

Denise’s eyes were sliding closed, but as she peered out through her eyelashes, panting and grinding herself against the vibrator that pushed firmly between her legs, she could make out the dull shapes of people there, watching her…

Seeing her writhe in pleasure… Moaning… Gasping… Diapered with a vibrator between her thighs.

“Babygirl?” Francis said, with a hint of concern in his voice. “Is the vibrator helping your pussy tingle less?”

Moaning, Denise shook her head violently, pushing her toes down into the floor to arch her back upwards, meeting the buzzing object with eager thrusts of her pelvis. It felt so good, amazingly good… and everybody was looking Right. At. Her.

“N-No!” Denise exclaimed, and Francis hesitantly pulled the vibrator away only for her to whimper and push her hips needily to meet it. “It tingles even bigger, mister doctor!”

“Oh dear,” Francis said, breathing heavily himself, more people moving in to watch the scene in progress. “I’ll have to advance the treatment…”

“Nmmf! Ad-advance the- OHHHH!”

Francis had turned the vibrator up to maximum, and Denise grunted, thrusting frantically against the rubber head of the wand, the soaked padding between her folds teasing and arousing her beyond belief. Her eager movements were so quick, Francis could no longer keep up, so instead of stroking up and down, he merely pushed more and more firmly against the mass of padding between Denise’s thighs, taking her cries of ecstacy and half moans that could have been pleas for ‘more’ as a sign he was doing the right thing.

Denise had never had a sexual experience like this before, had never dreamed of it, and now she was about to orgasm in front of everybody, feeling eyes on her, some hungry, some curious, all of them enjoying the show, pleasure building and building between her thighs, inescapable, until suddenly-

“AHH! AHHH OHHHH!”

Legs locked and mouth open in wordless pleasure, Denise’s mind exploded with bliss as her eyes rolled back into her head. Shuddering, she shoved her pelvis mindlessly against the vibrator, trying to tease out second after second of climax from it, and Francis was only too happy to oblige, slowly moving it up and down as Denise’s eager grinding slowed to a halt.

Eventually Denise lay on the chair, a panting mess, her thighs still twitching as Francis pulled the vibrator away. She looked up at the few people gathered around, again feeling that mixture of shame and pride, cheeks glowing red hot.

Francis looked up nervously at her, smiling gently.

“Shall we take a break?” he asked, and Denise nodded, still panting.

“Y-yellow? Um… Could I have some water please?”

Francis nodded, moving to undo her wrist straps, but Denise shook her head, blushing.

“C-could you leave them? I… Like how it feels.”

Chuckling, Francis obediently left her wrists tied, and shuffled out of the room.

With the scene over, people began to disperse, some of them heading over to other areas of the room, others simply moving away to have their own conversations, or heading to a different part of the building. Denise caught the eye of one woman, and realized with a blush it was the little she’d seen earlier in the changing room.

The other woman winked as she walked over.

“That looked like fun,” she muttered as she leaned in. “Was it?”

“Y-yeah,” Denise agreed, smiling bashfully. “L-looked like you were having fun too.”

“Tch, of course,” the girl replied. “That’s why I come… To have fun…”

Denise eeped as the blue-eyed, sandy-haired girl placed both of her slender hands over her bound wrists, grinning wickedly at her in a way that send a pang of excitement between her already worn out legs.

“And now you’re tied up, and helpless,” she said, giggling in a faux-mocking tone. “What should I do with you?”

Denise’s eyes went wide as she looked up at the girl, eyes flicking to her name badge. Deciding to be bold, she swallowed, and then grinned.

“You should kiss me, Brooke,” she said, making the other girl blush slightly.

“Y-you’re right!” she replied, quickly regaining her confidence. “Mmmmwah!”

Denise pushed back against the other woman’s lips, feeling them part hers insistently. It was clear this was no chaste smooch, but Denise didn’t mind it. In fact she found she was enjoying the long, lingering kiss, moaning into Brooke’s mouth. When the other girl pulled away with a gasp of eager breath, Denise was surprised to find it was her licking her lips, looking up hopefully at Brooke. Maybe she’d written off girls too soon…

“Brooke,” a woman called from across the room. “Come on, stop bothering her.”

“I wasn’t!” Brooke replied, pouting, but she pulled away all the same.

“Sorrrrry, Nise-nise,” she cooed. “I hope I get to see you again!”

“B-bye,” Denise said, blushing, watching as Brooke left. Today was definitely a day of firsts…

Now Francis was returning with a cup of water. He glanced at the soda, forgotten on the floor, but Denise eagerly craned her neck towards the clear, cool water, and Francis was only too happy to let her drink deeply from it.

When she finally slumped back into the chair, smiling, still a little out of breath, she gave him a shaky thumbs up.

“Keep going?” she asked.

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Denise replied. “I just needed a moment… But I’d like to get you off, too…”

“That’s not necessary,” Francis said with a frown. “It’s not like things need to be completely equal. I won’t be upset if…”

“I’d like to,” Denise said, pouting, and then grinned. “It would be more… exciting, for me.”

“A...Alright,” Francis said, chuckling. “So… Little girl, how are you feeling now?”

“Still kinda funny, mister doctor,” Denise said, in a childish voice. “I’m all hot…”

“Hmmm,” Francis lay a hand across her forehead thoughtfully, tutting. “You are a little feverish… Maybe you need some special medicine to help you feel better?”

“Medicine?” Denise said, trying not to let her eyes dart to the tent in Francis’ trousers, ruining her innocent act. “Will it taste yucky?”

“Well, some little girls seem to like the taste,” Francis replied, grinning, as he reached down to slowly unzip his pants. “Can you be a good girl and open your mouth wide for me?”

“Ahhh -nmmf!”

Denise felt the spongey mushroom-like head of Francis’ cock slid into her mouth, dribbling against her tongue as he stroked it back and forth. Eagerly, she ran her tongue over the end of it, teasing him with gentle swipes across his sensitive tip.

“Oooo,” he moaned. “Keep doing that sweetie… You’re definitely helping the medicine to come out…”

Blushing, Denise pursed her lips as best she could around the throbbing hardness of Francis’ cock, sucking gently as she slid her head back and forth. She could feel his pounding heartbeat through it, noticing her own heart hammering in the same pattern.

This was beyond naughty, and Denise found that she loved it.

“Nmmmm,” she murmured, sending vibrations all along Francis’ throbbing shaft. “Ta’shes guhd.”

Francis could only moan, lost in pleasure as he took hold of Denise’s head in one hand, pushing her towards his crotch slowly. Denise gurgled slightly in alarm as his soft cockhead nudged the back of her throat, but by a stroke of luck, she was able to angle everything just right so Francis’ cock sleeped deeper and deeper down her oesophagus, until it was wrapped around his shaft, her lips against his crotch.

She tried to avoid swallowing, saliva pooling in the front of her mouth, just getting used to the feeling of something embedded so deeply in her throat. Then, with a shuddering breath through her nose, Denise began to slowly move back and forth, looking up at Francis’ face, scrunched up in pleasure.

Her diaper crinkled with each motion, her hands bound so she couldn’t reach up to stroke him. Instead she felt her throat bulge slightly every time he slipped down it, fighting her gag reflex as she shifted her head back and forth, more and more quickly.

Francis’ erection felt huge and swollen as he gently fucked her throat, dribbling constantly, the slick warmth trickling down satisfyingly into Denise’s stomach. She could hear his grunts getting more insistent, feel his bucking hips pushing harder and harder, although he was still trying to hold back. Denise upped her game, hollowing and bulging out her cheeks as she sucked frantically, neck pushing and pulling her head back and forth as Francis groaned, cock achingly hard in her mouth….

“Nnnghh… Ohhh, here comes the medicine, baby girl!”

Denise felt Francis’ hand again, this time pulling her up by her hair. It stung just a little, but it was the exciting kind of pain, reminding her that she was being fucked in such a kinky way.

Now only the end of Francis’ cock was in her mouth, resting on her tongue, and she went cross-eyed looking down at it as it throbbed in her mouth. Looking back up at Francis, she sucked with feigned curiousity as she watched his fist wrap tightly around his erection, furiously stroking it as he looked into her big brown eyes, her innocent expression finally pushing him over the edge.

Francis moaned as he squirted his cream onto Denise’s tongue, seeing her gulp and swallow it down happily. He kept stroking, squeezing every last drop of spunk out as his cock pulsed between her lips, shooting cum down her throat. As his orgasm ebbed, Denise slid her tongue across his head, another drop of white fluid oozing out into her mouth.

At last, he pulled away, panting for breath, while Denise did the same, smiling. She gulped the last mouthful of cum, then opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out to show him she’d swallowed all her ‘medicine’.

“Good, good girl,” Francis said, stuffing his cock back into his pants and then reaching for Denise’s restraints.

This time Denise didn’t protest, allowing herself to be helped up and the grasping Francis’ elbow, her legs wobbling still from the force of her intense orgasm earlier. This seemed like some sexy, ridiculous dream - but the tender throbbing of her clit and the sodden diaper hanging between her thighs reminded her this was all real.

“So,” Francis said, as they walked away together - presumably to the aftercare room, but Denise really didn’t know which way was up at that moment. “Can I see you again?”

And diapered babygirl Denise found she couldn’t nod fast enough.

End.
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Her Pampered Fantasies #1' - Denise’s solo fantasy of being Daddy's slutty baby girl. The first part in the series! See where Denise began exploring her kinky ABDL fantasies… Or…

Her Pampered Fantasies bundle (vol 1, 2 and 3)' - all 3 parts of the 'Her Pampered Fantasies' series in 1 book! See how Denise explored her ABDL fantasies with herself, her best friend, and her best friend’s Daddy before she embarked on a kinky journey into finding her ‘diapered reality’!

Becoming his Babygirl' - a 35k romance novella between independent babygirl Grace, and her new Daddy Dom, Sebastian.
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