

Preview:

Gwen pulled away from Troy’s chest, looking at him curiously, with an almost childlike innocence… and then slid her hand down between Troy’s legs, feeling the bulge she knew was there. She giggled, glancing back up at Troy, who was blushing himself.

“I made Daddy pokey?” Gwen asked, as she began to slide off the sofa onto her knees on the floor.

“You did,” murmured Troy. “So why don’t you be a good girl and take care of that?”

Obediently, Gwen reached up to undo Troy’s zipper, grunting slightly as she guided her Daddy’s thick cock out from behind the tight underwear, and into the open air. It sprung up, musky and masculine, eager for a little girl’s mouth around it, and Troy stroked Gwen’s face softly as he guided her towards the stiff length.

***

His Darling in Diapers - Jumping the Hurdles

That Saturday was the first time in a while Gwen had really been able to throw herself into being little in a long time. Without the looming specter of returning to work, she felt free to lose herself completely in the depths of littlespace. She’d snuggled down in bed that night with her Daddy, sighing happily, and well-padded, her dreams as sweet as her new life.

On Sunday, Troy untaped her soggy diaper and wiped her clean, but didn’t put a fresh one on her.

“Bathtime, babygirl,” Troy said by way of explanation as he pulled Gwen’s nightdress up over her head. “Come on, it’s all ready for you.”

Now completely nakie, Gwen shyly followed Troy to the bathroom, her soft white breasts hanging freely. It was only a short walk to the bathroom, but Troy’s strong hand grasped hers firmly anyway, taking Gwen in hand, as always. It made her feel weak in the knees, to have him so in control, looking after her.

As she entered the bathroom, Gwen could see the tub was full of warm water, a thick layer of foamy bubbles on top.

“Bubbles!” Gwen exclaimed, grinning. “Thank you, Daddy!”

Troy ruffled Gwen’s wavy hair and grinned back, kissing her cheek.

“You’re welcome, baby,” he said. “Now scoot your boot into the tub so Daddy can get you scrubbed.”

“Yes ma’am!” Gwen said, snapping off a salute and giggling furiously.

Tentatively, she dipped a toe through the bubbles into the water, checking the temperature. Predictably, it was exactly right - nice and warm, but not so hot she couldn’t get right in. Gwen stepped into the tub, wobbling slightly and grabbing onto Troy for support… and then slowly sinking into the tub.

“There we go,” Troy said, crouching down beside the bathtub. “How’s the water?”

“It’s just right,” Gwen replied, swishing bubbles this way and that. “And there’s soooo many bubbles!”

“I know, I know,” Troy said, chuckling fondly as he filled a cup with bathwater. “But before you can play with them we need to get you washed all over - including your hair! So lay back, okay?”

Gwen obeyed, gradually laying back, lowering her hair into the water. Soon the back of her head was submerged, warm water flowing into her ears, a soothing cocoon of dampened sound as she looked up lovingly at her Daddy. Troy met her eyes, holding the cup of water aloft, questioningly, and as Gwen nodded, he smoothed down the girl’s already wet hair and slowly poured the cup over her dark brown locks.

Gwen sighed and closed her eyes, feeling the water wash over her scalp, feeling utterly relaxed. The only sounds were the echoey splish-splashes as Troy ran his fingers gently through her hair, making sure it was all wet through.

Gwen always treasured these moments, holding onto them tightly as long as she could, as they inevitably slipped away, into the drudgery of another work week. But now they lingered, seemingly stretching into forever, letting Gwen bask in her Daddy’s love unhurriedly, smiling a small, contented smile as Troy gently sat her up to rub shampoo into her scalp.

“Somebody’s in a good mood the morning,” Troy murmured, as he squeezed the honey-scented liquid onto Gwen’s hair, using his hands to work it into a thick lather. “I love to see you smile, babygirl.”

Blushing, Gwen looked down at the bathwater for a moment, sitting still to let Troy get every last strand of hair.

“Well I get to spend the whole day being your little girl,” Gwen replied, smiling. “And… no work, right?”

“That’s right, princess,” Troy replied. “No more work for my baby.”

“...Are you sure?” Gwen asked in a tiny voice. “I mean, I’m a-”

Troy playfully flicked water onto her nose and raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“No talking back,” Troy ordered. “Now lay back so I can wash the shampoo out of your hair.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen replied, cheeks slightly flushed as she lowered herself back into the water.

Soon Troy had rinsed all the shampoo out, and had sat Gwen back up, massaging conditioner into her hair. His lightly-calloused fingers ran through Gwen’s hair, gently combing out the knots and tangles. The scent of coconut filled the air, warm and tropical, and sweet like Troy’s babygirl herself.

Another dunk, and the conditioner was all washed away, leaving Gwen’s hair soft and beautifully scented. She shook her hair in the water, giggling as she looked up at Troy, who offered her his hand and pulled her back up.

“Can we play now?” Gwen asked, knowing the answer already.

“Not yet, honey,” Troy said, smiling. “You need a wash first…”

Gwen sighed in mock melodrama, turning onto her knees so Troy could reach her face more easily. She closed her eyes as the soapy washcloth was swirled across it, quiet and still as she allowed Troy to take care of her every need, even something as intimate as washing her body.

The washcloth moved down to her chest, soaping around her neck and shoulders, making Gwen wriggle a little at the tickling sensation. Troy smirked slightly, but didn’t say anything, making sudsy-semicircles down Gwen’s upper arm - and then, after coaxing her to lift them, he scrubbed Gwen’s armpit gently...

“Bwahahah!” Gwen squealed, slamming one down - Troy had stopped cleaning, and started tickling, instead. “Daddy nooo!”

“But you’re so cute when you’re giggling,” Troy pointed out, as he re-wetted the cloth and squeezed a little more shower gel onto it. “You’re my pretty little giggly baby…”

Gwen smiled bashfully, sticking her chest out slightly as Troy’s washcloth slid lower down her body. Troy used one finger to clean out Gwen’s bellybutton… and then moved the washcloth up, higher.

Her breath catching in her throat slightly, Gwen watched Troy bring the washcloth up to her breasts. He cupped one, stroking gently along the underside, then bringing it up further, teasing around her pink areola. Gwen whimpered softly as the warm, wet washcloth swirled around her nipple, making it stiffen at the contact.

At the soft noise of pleasure, both Gwen and Troy’s gazes snapped upwards, meeting. One pair sparkled with amusement, the other crinkled up in bashful pleasure, a blush on her pale cheeks.

“Does baby like when Daddy cleans her boobies?” Troy asked, in his most Daddy-ish rumble voice, and Gwen trembled slightly to hear it, nodding shyly. “You’re a good girl, aren’t you, Gwen?”

“Yes, Daddy… nmm…”

Troy was teasing her other nipple now, making it as stiff as its neighbor, before he slid the washcloth away, sliding around to wash Gwen’s back. Gwen breathed quickly out through her nose, the building tension she felt growing inside her coming to an abrupt stop.

“Stand up so I can clean the rest of you,” Troy told her, and Gwen slowly stood up, parting her legs enough that Troy could clean between there, as well.

Following her movements, Troy stood up too, running the sudsy washcloth all over the younger woman’s lower back, across her plump white rump cheeks, down her shapely legs. His cloth-covered hand slid up between Gwen’s thighs, edging closer and closer to her womanhood… and then slipped back down, making her toes uncurl and her lips pout.

Troy snickered as he moved the cloth back up to Gwen’s bottom, giving it a gentle, wet smack with the washcloth - before she slid it between Gwen’s rumpcheeks, sliding down to her puckered anus. Gwen squealed as one of Troy’s fingers probed it more directly - but then she moaned softly, pushing back, only for Troy to remove his hand, dipping the washcloth in the water one last time.

Gwen licked her lips in anticipation, still, heart pounding as her Daddy washed away the lather lingering on her body and face. The washcloth slid easily over her chest, her rump, her legs… and then Troy rested it on Gwen’s mound, stroking gently in semi-circles as he ‘cleaned’ her.

“Spread your legs, princess,” Troy ordered, his own face flush with arousal. “Daddy needs to clean you really well here.”

Eagerly complying, Gwen pushed her legs apart far, and was instantly rewarded with the sensation of a washcloth-covered finger probing between her folds, teasing her clit into arousal. She whimpered happily, pressing her hips forwards, as Troy focused, stroking her nub the way Troy had learned she liked.

“D-Daddy,” Gwen said, trembling, her voice also shaking with faux-innocence. “It feels so funny when you clean me there!”

“I know, sweetie,” Troy said, his thick shaft hard under his clothes. “Bathtime with Daddy is fun, hm?”

“Nmmmm… Y-yes,” Gwen agreed, closing her eyes, savoring the sensation as Troy made teasingly slow semi-circles around her stiffened clit.

Her hips rocking, Gwen pushed her crotch gently against the teasing finger, biting her lip, whimpering as pleasure built between her thighs. After a moment’s reluctance, she reached out her hand, grabbing Troy’s wrist, slowing, and then halting his movements.

“Are you okay?” Troy asked, hesitantly. “Did I hurt-”

“No, Daddy,” Gwen said, rolling her eyes fondly. “I just thought… Maybe you’d like to get in with me?”

“You know that bath isn’t big enough for two people, honey…”

“Well, we can use the shower!” Gwen said, eagerly, looking up at the showerhead. “C’mon, pleeeease?”
 

Troy sighed affectionately, but he had no real intention of refusing Gwen, wanting this as badly as she did.

“You won’t be able to play in the bubbles if I drain them away,” Troy warned, reaching over to the plug.

“I’d rather play with my Daddy instead,” Gwen said, rocking on her heels, disturbing the water with her movement.

Instead of responding verbally, Troy reached across and pulled the plug out, the water gurgling down the drain as she stood back up. He hooked her fingers into the hem of her t-shirt and slid it off over her head, revealing his tanned, muscular stomach. Gwen watched admiringly, water swirling around her feet, her eyes running up and down her Daddy’s body.

Seeing her staring, Troy winked, slowly undoing his belt, moving his hips in a semi-circle like he was stripping for her. Gwen giggled, and Troy unzipped the fly of his pants, letting them fall to the ground. As he stepped out of them, Gwen gulped, seeing the enormous tent in his boxer shorts, knowing that big cock was all for her...

Gwen licked her lips, trembling in anticipation. With teasing slowness, Troy slid his underwear down, revealing the shining tip of his cock first - and then the thick shaft and heavy balls below, kicking his underwear aside too. He was erect, obviously excited by ‘cleaning’ Gwen earlier, and they both smirked at each other before he spoke again.

“You know I’m going to have to shower for real first, right?” Troy said, as he stepped in behind Gwen, pulling the shower curtain along. “...I’ll be quick.”

“Hmmf,” Gwen grumbled, shuffling closer to Troy as the water was switched on, raining down on them both from above.

Just as she promised, Troy washed himself as quickly as possible, only having to stop occasionally to chide Gwen for fondling his length, or rubbing her backside up against it. When he was clean, his short hair easily washed, he commanded Gwen to turn around, one hand sliding down between her thighs.

“I think you mentioned you wanted ‘playtime with Daddy’?” Troy murmured, grinding his throbbing shaft against Gwen’s backside as her fingers slipped between the younger girl’s folds. “Is this what you wanted, babygirl?”

“Uh...huh!” Gwen said, gasping happily as Troy’s fingers rubbed and teased her clit, pushing her bottom back hard against Troy’s erection. “It feels so good, Daddy!”

“Do you want to make Daddy feel good, too?”

Gwen nodded hard, and Troy slid his erection slightly up and down between her rumpcheeks, questioningly. Gwen bit her lip, aroused by the naughtiness of what she knew Troy was suggesting.

“Does Daddy want to put it in… my bottom?” she asked, the last word a squeak.

“Mmmhmm,” Troy purred, sounding nonchalant - but the way his erection throbbed against Gwen told her horny hearing her say that had made him. “If that’s okay..?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen replied, agreeing instantly. “Just… be gentle?”

Troy breathed out through his nose in affirmation, as he pulled the shower curtain aside, reaching into the kitchen cabinet above the sink. He grabbed a small tub of vaseline, opening it and dipping in two fingers. Gwen could hear Troy lubing up his stiff shaft, and her heart pounded in her ears, waiting for the inevitable moment when her clenched hole would be breached.

Anal sex was never Gwen’s idea of fun before she met Troy, but when it was her Daddy doing it, it was something she enjoyed. It felt dirty, naughty. The hint of pain with the pleasure made her feel dominated and possessed in a way that sent tingles between her legs, and she could tell from Troy’s moans and grunts of pleasure that her tight backpassage felt amazing around that deeply probing cock - even if it took a little warm up for Gwen to be able to take it.

“Nmm,” Gwen screwed up her face as she felt the alien sensation of vaseline-coated fingers pushing against her entrance. “Nghh..”

“Relax,” Troy commanded. “Bear down, remember?”

“Y-yuh huh,” Gwen responded, struggling to breathe normally. “Sorry, Daddy…”

Gwen pushed slightly, her muscles paradoxically opening up, and as Troy pushed more firmly, the woman gasped in shock as she felt her Daddy’s finger sliding into her backside. She shifted her legs uncomfortably, while her pussy grew wetter and wetter from the strange stimulation.

Pressing his thick finger deeper, Troy heard Gwen moan softly as the tight muscles of her anal ring gripped them firmly. Troy began to thrust the digit inside Gwen’s bottom in and out, and Gwen grunted, gritting her teeth at the strange sensation that sent shivers down her spine.

“Good babygirl,” Troy said, softly. “Daddy’s going to fuck your cute little bottom…”

“Ohhh,” Gwen moaned, her clit throbbing just from hearing that naughty phrase. “Yes Daddy… D-do me in the dirty place…”

Troy grunted herself in response, his cock firm and needy from prepping his dirty little girl. After a few moments of stretching and lubricating Gwen’s backside, he tugged his fingers back out, wiping the excess vaseline off on his dick.

Gwen pushed her bottom back wantonly as she felt Troy’s hardness teasing between her cheeks, eager and ready for the penetration - and just a little bit nervous, but that just made this more exciting.

A thin, tapered cockhead, slick with oily gel, pushed against Gwen’s crinkled anus. She gasped as she felt Troy pushing more firmly, tensing up instinctively, holding her breath in anticipation...

“Breathe,” Troy ordered, and Gwen blushed, letting out a soft sigh. “Breathe in… and out… inn… and out… nice and calm…”

Gwen obeyed, closing her eyes, focusing on the sensation of Troy’s hands on her body, the stiff member pushing against her hole, the tension in her body. She tried to relax, opening her backpassage just a little - and Troy’s cock sunk several inches into her.

“AH!” she yelped, her body clenching and pushing at the invader. “Oh, Daddy!”

Troy kissed Gwen’s cheek as he held still for a moment, throbbing within his little girl’s bottom. The hand he hadn’t used to lubricate his cock slipped down between Gwen’s thighs once more, masturbating her comfortingly as she tried valiantly to take her Daddy’s cock.

“Nmmmmmff….” Gwen groaned, tears pricking in her eyes as the sensation of pained pleasure grew more pleasurable, Troy’s finger stroking her nub as his hips pushed slowly forwards, burying more and more of himself in Gwen’s bottom.

“Good little girl,” Troy murmured, kissing Gwen’s neck softly. “You’re doing amazing, cutie. You feel so good for Daddy…”

Gwen smiled uncertainly, grunting slightly as Troy probed further into her bowels. She gasped, feeling the strong male apply more pressure, slowly - until with a moan of confused pleasure from both of them, Troy’s whole length was embedded inside her, crotch pressed up against her plump white rumpcheeks.

“Soooo big, Daddy,” Gwen groaned, tensing around the slim invader. “C-can you wait a second?”

“Sure,” Troy replied, wrapping his other arm around Gwen’s waist, cuddling her. “Daddy can try and help you relax, huh?”

“Yes please,” Gwen panted, already getting used to the feeling of being filled in the wrong hole.

Troy’s fingers stroked and fondled between Gwen’s folds, masturbating her lovingly, curled around her as his other hand slid upwards, cupping a breast. Gwen shuddered and then began to relax, leaning back against Troy as he teased her tiny lovebutton, planting kisses up and down her neck.

Slowly but surely, they both felt her tightness begin to loosen slightly and Troy shifted his hips a little, testing how much he could move.

“Hm?”

“...Y-yes,” Gwen replied, already feeling the sparks of pleasure from the perverted sex act beginning. “Please, slowly… but yes, fuck my ass... Daddy.”

Troy chuckled, as he began to do exactly that, his hips rolling slowly. Gwen’s rear was exquisitely tight, gripping her all along his shaft, the tight muscles of her entrance like some muscular cockring, squeezing his base and then further up as he slid in and out.

He felt Gwen tense, heard her groan once more, but didn’t stop, not now he’d been given the go ahead. Gwen was unbelievably hot back there; the intense warmth combined with how her body instinctively clenched felt like heaven to Troy. He rocked back and forth, his naughty fingers never stopping their stroking motions, teasing Gwen’s dripping slit as she gasped and groaned.

Sparks shot up Gwen’s spine, and between her legs, as Troy pushed his cock in and out of her rear. The friction scraped deliciously, pleasure with pain, the heat of chilli pepper with the smooth sweetness of dark chocolate. Gwen moaned, eyes rolling back in her head as the thrusts sped up, thighs shaking with pleasure as her Daddy fucked her ass like she’d asked.

“Oh babygirl,” Troy moaned, his thrusts coming quicker now, only sliding out a half-second before he was desperate to buried in Gwen’s rear. “I love you so much…”

“I l-love you too, Daddy,” Gwen replied, panting, moaning in time with her Daddy as they made gentle, kinky love, toes curling and mouths open as they gasped and groaned their way towards an orgasm.

“Oh D-Daddy!” Gwen cried out, her muscles loosened by Troy’s urgent thrusting, feeling his already large erection swelling in her backside, coinciding with the fingers between her folds moving faster and faster, more urgently. “So di-dirty! So good!”

“Do you want Daddy to -ngh!- finish in your bottom, babygirl?” Troy asked, a note of desperation in his voice. “Daddy wants to cum inside you…”

“Yes, yes, please, Daddy, m-make stickies in my bum!”

Troy held Gwen close, pounding her backside hard as his other hand worked away furiously between her legs. Gwen gasped and cried out on every forceful thrust, certain she would be delightfully sore later on, her muscles clenching more and more, her back stretching, teeth on her lip as she felt her orgasm speeding towards her like a bullet…

“OHHH! OHH!”

...Or maybe a cannonball - Gwen’s knees buckled as her backside clenched rhythmically around her Daddy’s deeply buried cock, her clit throbbing with pleasure as Troy stroked it eagerly. She gasped with pure, shaky pleasure, grunting and twitching as Troy pounded her aggressively.

She felt Daddy’s shaft throb inside her tight hole, and then felt the hot warmth of his cum spilling inside her. Troy held Gwen tightly to her chest, moaning lowly as he unloaded in her snug behind, grunting and rocking his hips back and forth as he rode out his own powerful orgasm.

At last, they both felt their climaxes slowly coming to an end, pleasure ebbing away as they held each other, both shaking slightly, overwhelmed. After several minutes, Troy slid his softening erection out of Gwen’s behind, kissing her lips gently - before he turned the shower on one last time, making Gwen groan.

***

After the shower, Troy had redressed himself, then put Gwen in a fresh diaper before dressing her in a cute pair of purple shortalls and a pastel yellow t-shirt. The socks Gwen had picked out herself - they had little bear faces on them and even tinier ears on top. Troy thought she looked adorable, and said so often as he cuddled her on the sofa.

They’d watched several episodes of Stan’s Planet, a colorful kids’ show about a boy who travelled in outer space, when Troy said he was just going to get up and take care of something, kissing the top of Gwen’s head.

“What are you gonna do?” Gwen asked, curiously, twirling her pacifier’s ribbon absent-mindedly.

“Nothing,” Troy said, but the hint of strain in his voice made Gwen look up, frowning.

“...Tell me?” she urged. “Please?”

“Oh, babygirl,” Troy said, sighing. “It’s nothing for you to worry your little noggin about, honestly. I promise it’s not a big-”

“Tr- Daddy,” Gwen said, insistently. “Please?”

Troy sighed deeply, but knew he wouldn’t be able to get away with not telling Gwen now. It really wasn’t a big deal - but his mercurial babygirl was certain to take it to heart and feel bad about herself.

“Okay,” Troy began. “So… I was just going to go and move the cable bill over to my account…”

Gwen’s frown deepened, and Troy winced, knowing she was already feeling bad about taking away a secondary source of income, even though it was what they both wanted. But Troy had to admit something else, too:

“...And maybe trim the package down a little since we might have a little less money coming in from now on…”

“Oh,” Gwen said, swallowing. “Oh. Because of me?”

“Not because of-”

“Because of me!” Gwen said, her voice trembling. “B-because I want to… be selfish… and l-lazy… and give up on being a responsible adult, an-and…”

“Babygirl, no,” Troy said, frowning as he rushed over. “Sweetheart, look, this is something we both want.”

“Well, I don’t!” Gwen lied, boldly, her lip quivering as she glowered at Troy. “I’m… An adult. M-maybe you should respect me as one…”

Troy rolled his eyes good-naturedly, but Gwen continued to glare.

“You’re certainly acting like a big girl right now,” Troy commented, smirking, and Gwen made a little squeal of frustration, turning away. “Come on, baby-”

“No! I’m notta- I’m not a baby!” Gwen squeaked angrily. “And you aren’t my father, Troy!”

Troy blinked in shock at the use of his first name. This situation felt like it was rapidly spinning out of control. Why couldn’t Gwen just calm down..?

...Because she was a little kid, duh. Gwen was prone to wild fits of emotion, good and bad, and it would take a while to calm her down with cuddles and kisses and rubs. Troy tended to defer to Gwen’s wishes, asking how he could help, or deflecting the issue with a joke or funny Yumtube video.

But he sensed that what she did next would set the tone for their relationship going forwards. And he could either let Gwen take control until she soothed herself, somehow… Or he could step in and remind her who was in charge.

“Okay, you’re on a warning,” Troy said, firmly. “My name is Daddy, and you know it, little one.”

“No it’s not! It’s-”

“Gwenny, do you really want to push Daddy, princess?”

Gwen swallowed as she looked at Troy’s dead serious expression. Her pulse raced angrily, angry at herself, angry at the situation, angry at Da- at Troy for ever suggesting it. And yes, there was a part of her that didn’t want to ‘push Daddy’, that wanted to meekly apologize and cuddle up to him. Gwen felt more anger flare in her chest at the thought. Pathetic!

She smothered the thought with the overwhelming emotions that seemed to engulf her entirely. On some level she did want to push Troy, not just because she was angry and upset at herself and the world, but because part of her wanted proof this was really for real. But of course, if Troy didn’t want her to be his little girl, he wouldn’t do anything…

“Shut up, Troy!” Gwen yelled, her voice cracking. “You aren’t my Daddy! I’m a grown-up!”

Troy sighed - and then got up, to leave the room. Gwen sniffled, thinking he’d abandoned her - and then thinking that was good, that was right, she would calm down by herself and apologise like an ad-

Troy returned… holding a paddle.

Gwen’s eyes went wide, and she swallowed.

“Come here,” Troy commanded, his eyes like cold fire. “And put your hands on the wall.”

Gwen trembled, frozen in place, not sure what to say. Troy was taking control, just like she’d wanted, but she was fighting against the part of herself that wanted to win…

...Even if winning meant that Troy wasn’t her Daddy, and she had to go back to working a job she hated, that Troy didn’t want her to go back to… because that was ‘right’?

“Come. HERE,” Troy said, firmly, and Gwen began to rise, slowly, regretting her outburst.

She slunk reluctantly over to Troy, glancing up at him with big, round eyes.

“I’m sorry,” Gwen mumbled, but Troy moved her hands onto the wall just the same.

“You are?” Troy said, almost conversationally. “What for?”

“For… for calling you ‘Troy’ instead of Daddy,” Gwen said, whimpering as she eyed the paddle. “And...for saying I was a grown-up and bad and… stuff.”

Troy nodded curtly.

“I’m glad you’re sorry,” he said, gently. “But I’m still going to spank you. If you’re agreeing to being my baby girl fulltime from now on, I want to show you I’m in control. Okay?”

Gwen still trembled, her mind buzzing with thoughts and emotions, longing for somebody to just seize her and bring her back down from the lofty plane of anxiety and warped perspective she occupied. She looked from left to right, frozen, not sure what she wanted, not sure if it was okay to give in…

And then she gulped, sticking her bottom out, waiting for the first smack.

It came a moment later, Troy swinging the paddle through the air and making contact with Gwen’s padded rear. A hand spanking would have barely been felt through the diaper and her clothes, but the paddle…

“AH! OWWWW!” Gwen yelled, crying, and then jumped again, sobbing as the paddle came back down on her rear once more.

Troy breathed out through his nose, trying to focus. He didn’t like hurting Gwen, but he could sense this was something she needed, swatting the younger woman through her diapers repeatedly as she caterwauled and cried.

He’d punished Gwen before, but never quite like this. It felt like the stakes were far higher this time, like Gwen’s Daddy was giving her the emotional release she craved, needed, but also proving to her that he could do this, too. He could be truly dominant, and Gwen would have to learn to respect that.

The mixture of excitement and nervousness - and the sight of his girlfriend’s adorable diapered bottom stuck out as it was smacked again and again - soon began to have an effect on Troy physically - but he ignored it, focusing on his task, determined to give Gwen the catharsis she so obviously needed.

Gwen squealed with each swat, her backside and upper thighs stinging horribly, as tears ran down her face, dripping to the floor. Despite the pain, she felt deeply relieved, and deeply loved, taken care of in every way by Troy… even when it was hard. Sobbing, she felt the smacks coming slower and slower now, until, eventually, she realised the spanking had stopped, and Troy was leading her back over to the sofa to cuddle.

Dimly aware that her bottom was sore, Gwen nuzzled into Troy’s chest, hearing his own heart pounding heavily too. For a long time they held each other, neither of them saying much, Troy occasionally murmuring a comforting word or reminding Gwen how much he loved her, until, eventually, slowly coming down from the endorphin high, Gwen began to feel ‘normal’ once more.

“S-s-sorry,” she said, sniffling. “It’s just hard to not feel guilty about… this. Wouldn’t your life be easier if you had a normal-”

Gwen stopped because Troy had put a finger on her lips, shushing her, and she blushed at the childish treatment.

“I don’t want to think about my life with some hypothetical person,” Troy said, firmly. “I want to be with you. My little girl. And you are my little girl, and that’s how I like you.”

“But the TV- mmph!”

Troy silenced Gwen again, smiling this time, pinching her lips gently together.

“I was being honest when I said it’s not a big deal. It would be channels we never or hardly ever watch, anyway,” Troy said. “Definitely a fair trade for having you happy and little, like you’re supposed to be.”

Gwen tried to drag herself back into an arguing state of mind, to tell Troy how she was bad and this idea was bad and everything was bad… But she just couldn’t. Instead, she huffed, snuggling up to her Daddy, basking in the fact that everything was right in the world.

“Did the spanking help?” Troy asked after a moment.

Not meeting his eye, Gwen bit her lip, cheeks pink… then slowly nodded.

“Yes. Definitely,” she admitted.

“You ought to thank me,” Troy said, raising an eyebrow playfully.

Flushed, Gwen looked at the floor as she mumbled:

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said. “For… for spanking me.”

“That’s my good girl,” Troy replied, stroking Gwen’s cheek. “...But maybe there’s another way you could thank Daddy?”

Gwen pulled away from Troy’s chest, looking at him curiously, with an almost childlike innocence… and then slid her hand down between Troy’s legs, feeling the bulge she knew was there. She giggled, glancing back up at Troy, who was blushing himself.

“I made Daddy pokey?” Gwen asked, as she began to slide off the sofa onto her knees on the floor.

“You did,” murmured Troy. “So why don’t you be a good girl and take care of that?”

Obediently, Gwen reached up to undo Troy’s zipper, grunting slightly as she guided her Daddy’s thick cock out from behind the tight underwear, and into the open air. It sprung up, musky and masculine, eager for a little girl’s mouth around it, and Troy stroked Gwen’s face softly as he guided her towards the stiff length.

“Nmmmm,” Gwen said, playfully running her tongue along the shaft, which throbbed at her attentions. “Daddy tastes good…”

“Ohh… You make Daddy feel good, baby,” Troy replied, using his hand to guide Gwen.

Gwen’s tongue slid up and down all around the shaft, twirling around it like a melting popsicle she was trying to lick up every last drop of. The teasing was maddening, but finally Gwen wrapped a hand around Troy’s shaft, and opened her mouth the receive the tip of her Daddy’s cock.

Troy gripped the sofa hard, digging in his nails as he shuddered, feeling Gwen’s tongue swirl around the tip of her erection, so sensitive there. He felt every long, lingering lick, his tip dribbling more and more onto Gwen’s tongue as she stroked Troy’s cock slowly, but with growing enthusiasm.

“Mmmmmm,” Gwen moaned, closing her eyes as she pushed her lips down further, taking more of Troy’s aching hardness into her mouth.

It was all Troy could do not to buck frantically up into Gwen’s little mouth, watching her head bob slowly back and forth as she pushed air in and out of her cheeks, creating delicious suction. Troy’s Daddy dick throbbed, swollen with need as his babygirl pleasured him, focusing all her attention on giving Troy a ‘thank you’ blowjob.

“Oh God, yes, princess, like that… nmm.. Daddy’s close…”

Gwen looked up instantly, her green eyes meeting Troy’s bliss-filled hazel pair. Her expression was adorable, but impossibly naughty, as her hand wrapped around Troy’s shaft more tightly, stroking faster and faster, but travelling lower, covering less area with each stroke.

Troy wondered why, but she got the answer a moment later - Gwen forced her own head down further than before, shoving against the back of her throat, and she pushed the throbbing cock in her mouth up against the roof of it with her tongue, suckling and gulping prematurely for all she was worth. It created a frantic, irresistible feeling of pleasure in Troy, and he gasped, shuddering, eyes wide, as he realised that he was about to-

“NGHH! Ah! Oh, babygirl, I l-love you!”

Throbbing and pulsing in Gwen’s mouth, Troy orgasmed hard, arching his back aggressively as he moaned, biting his lip, trying not to thrust too hard. His little girl’s mouth felt like bliss, and he felt himself unload several spoonfuls of thick cum onto her tongue, which Gwen eagerly milked out of him, squeezing his cock hard and moving her hand up from the bottom.

Finally, Troy was done, and Gwen sat up, swallowing hard and wiping her mouth. She grinned at Troy - and then pounced on him a moment later, snuggling up to him.

“Did I do a good job, Daddy?” she asked, in an adorable voice that almost made Troy wish he was still hard.

“You did the best job, honey,” Troy replied, kissing the top of her head as one hand patted her crinkly backside. “The best job.”

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:

●       ‘His Darling in Diapers - Making the Leap’ - the first book in the series, showing how Troy and Gwen decided to try and embark on the journey to a fulltime ageplay relationship… with sexy results.

●       ‘Made into her Diapered Sissy on Valentine’s Day’ - one man’s fetish for being treated like a sissy is found out on Valentine’s day… fortunately, his girlfriend is more than interested in exploring it! (contains pegging)

●       ‘Becoming his Babygirl’ - a 35k hetero ABDL romance novella, with plenty of spice and sex to keep things interesting!
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