

Preview:

"What is it, cutie?" Troy said, with a smirk. "Oh... you want Daddy to make your princess parts tingle?"


"Yuh huh, Daddy," Gwen said her stomach flipping with excitement. "Pretty please!"


"Well then, why don't you lay back, and we can both have a little grown-up fun, hm?" Troy purred, guiding Gwen down onto the couch. "Daddy wants to feel his little girl squeezing all around him."


Gwen felt her pussy tingle with excitement as her Daddy said that, feeling totally safe in his strong arms as they were on her thighs. Troy's pants slipped down, his boxers tight with the erection concealed inside them.


"That's my good little girl," Daddy murmured, sliding his underwear down, her throbbing length springing free. "Daddy's going to hump that cute little pussy of yours..."


Flushed, Gwen nodded, her skin hypersensitive to touch as Troy peeled open the tapes on one side of the diaper. Gwen could tell she was visibly wet and excited, gasping softly as she felt Troy lift one leg, his big dick pressing softly between those spread folds. 

***
 

His Darling in Diapers - Soaring High

All through Sunday morning, Gwen was in high spirits.


Things were actually going... amazingly well. She'd fantasized and dreamed so often about being her Daddy's babygirl full time, and now it was actually happening. And Troy himself seemed just as happy as Gwen was, smiling as he was cutting up Gwen's breakfast, changing her soaked diapers, and cuddling her whenever she needed it.


There was still the looming specter of Gwen actually quitting her job... But she could deal with that later.  


For right now, Troy was taking care of Gwen. She sat in a pale blue shirt with frilly cuffs and a thick diaper on the bed, watching with big, loving eyes as her Daddy rummaged around for clothes for her. From now on, Daddy would take care of getting Gwen dressed.


"How about this?" Troy said as he pulled out a cute pair of pink shortalls. "With the blue shirt?"


"Um, that'd be really cute," Gwen said, her cheeks light pink. "But, um, if we're going outside..."


"What's the matter, sweetie? Worried about everybody knowing you're Daddy's baby girl?" Troy teased, making Gwen turn pinker. "It's okay cutiepie. Remember, you don't need to work anymore... It’s alright if everybody knows you’re Daddy’s princess.”


As he spoke, Troy leaned right into Gwen, who tilted her head upwards to meet his. Troy had that musky, masculine, Daddy-ish smell that Gwen loved, and as they pressed their foreheads together she felt her heart skip a beat.


"...Which means you don't need to worry about anybody knowing you're a baby," Gwen's Daddy went on, as he stood back up. "Because from now on that's all you have to be."


Gwen flushed, but nodded softly. She was still worried about what people would think of her, but Troy had a way of calming her down. As her Daddy reached for Gwen's foot, the adult baby girl obediently let her slide her leg into the shortalls, shifting on the bed to offer her other leg.


Soon she was stood up, the cute pink garment's straps secured to her chest, the thick fabric compressing the crinkly diaper which bulged outwards from Gwen's crotch. She felt incredibly infantile, her poofy diapered bottom flat and seemingly obvious through the babyish outfit.


"Sockies, Daddy?" Gwen asked, in her littlest voice, feeling small already. 


"I thought you could wear your cute little jelly sandals," Troy said, with a loving smile. "I think you look just precious in those." 


Taking Daddy's hand, Gwen toddled down the stairs, sitting on the second to last one as they reached the bottom. She stuck her foot out again, hearing her diaper audibly rustling as her Daddy slid her delicate foot into the jelly sandal.


Having her socks and shoes put on always made Gwen feel extra little. It was such a small act, but that was probably why it made her feel that way - she was supposed to be a grown woman who could take care of something as simple as putting on her shoes herself...


Instead, Gwen's Daddy was the one carefully fastening the buckle closed, gently tugging the ankle strap to make sure it was in the right place. Gwen was just a little baby who didn't have to worry about anything except obeying her Daddy.


"Okay, let's get going," Troy said, cheerily. "I thought maybe we could go to the park."


Gwen swallowed. On the one hand, the adult little girl loved the park, even though they hadn't been in a long time. It was a place she could be totally little, running around and playing on all the equipment, waving to her Daddy from the top of the pirate-ship shaped climbing frame they had...


But usually when they went, Gwen was dressed in a more... adult way. Today she looked like an adult-sized toddler, with her pink jelly sandals pointed inwards, pigeon-toed, and her snug little shortalls that hugged her diapered bottom.


The idea of running around and being really, truly small right now outside felt incredibly right - but also very, very scary. 


Sensing Gwen's nervousness, Troy smiled and stood up, offering his hand to pull his babygirl to her feet. The affectionate older man adored her little princess, and he knew once they got going, Gwen would have an amazing day. She just needed a little help accepting that she was Troy's baby forever now.


"Don't be so nervous, little one," Troy said, wrapping his arms around Gwen and cuddling her close, stroking the back of her hair softly in the way she loved. "Daddy's here to look after you. And I promise everything will be okay."


Gwen relaxed as she heard the words 'Daddy's here', closing her eyes and resting her head against Troy's chest. With a soft nod, they parted a moment later - and headed out the door towards the park, Gwen not sure if she was more full of anticipation or anxiety.
  

***

Several times on the walk over, Gwen almost asked Daddy to take her back home. 


It was a short trip, but Gwen kept remembering what she was wearing, terrified she'd run into somebody they knew. Troy just kept smiling as if oblivious to Gwen's anxiety, gently squeezing her hand occasionally to reassure her.


When Troy made up his mind that something was going to happen, you could be sure it was actually going to happen. That made this a little easier for Gwen - she didn't have to decide to march herself down to the park in her thick diaper and infantile outfit. Daddy had decided that for her.


Just like he'd be deciding everything else from now on.


Gwen flushed. That would take some getting used to, but she liked thinking it. Liked reminding herself that she was just Daddy's little girl now - she didn't have to worry about anything except that.


The sound of footsteps on the path ahead made Gwen snap out of her daydreams, instinctively pressing herself closer to Troy. Her Daddy chuckled softly, but Gwen's eyes were wide with uncertainty as they saw a woman pushing a pram approach them.


Her anxiety taking over, Gwen was suddenly terrified of the woman saying something, noticing how thickly diapered Gwen was and being outraged by her outfit. For a second she felt ashamed, embarrassed that she'd left the house like this - why, why did she agree to something so weird and gross and...


"Morning!" the woman said, with a chipper smile as she walked past.


"Morning," Troy rumbled, while Gwen trembled beside him.


"See, nobody cares," Troy whispered into Gwen's ear, feeling her relax slightly. "You're just another cute little baby to everybody else, too."


Gwen huffed playfully, but now that they'd gotten through that small encounter with another person, she definitely had more of a spring in her step. Soon the park was on the horizon, and Gwen found herself bouncing on her heels excitedly as they approached.


There was hardly anybody around, adding to Gwen's feeling of inhibition. Troy found himself chuckling at his precious adult babygirl as she scampered forward, only held back by her Daddy's hand holding hers.


"Go on, then," Troy said with a smile, as he released Gwen's hand. "Daddy's watching!"


Giggling and feeling emboldened, Gwen raced towards the climbing frame, not even noticing the loud rustling of her diaper as she ran. She grabbed the synthetic-rope rigging on the side, and stuck out her tongue in concentration as she carefully hauled herself upwards.


Gwen felt totally free as she climbed onto the plastic 'wood' of the pirate ship, scampering up a small set of steps so she could rush towards the bow. She planned to just bounce and wave to her Daddy from up high, but as she approached she noticed a bubble-shaped clear porthole bulging out from the side of the ship, allowing her to look through if she crouched down.


Grinning, Gwen did exactly that, sticking her head inside of the clear dome. Her Daddy saw what was going on, and walked over with a smirk towards his babygirl.


"Hi, Daddy!" Gwen giggled, her embarrassment from earlier a distant memory, lost under the euphoria of playtime. "I'm a ship captain!" 


"You seem very little to be a ship's captain," Troy teased, and Gwen stuck her tongue right out, before pressing a palm against the inside of the clear dome, peering down at her Daddy.


Troy pressed his hand back against the outside of the transparent surface, so that was all that separated the two of them. Seeing Gwen so happy made Troy feel like everything was right in the world.


"Maybe I'm a submarine captain," Gwen said thoughtfully in her little voice. "...And you're a sea monster."


Troy snorted and laughed, pulling his hand away, glad to see Gwen's happy smile as she stood back up and peeked over the edge of the ship. 


“Maybe I am,” he said, chuckling. “Perhaps I’m going to eat you all up!” 

As he spoke, Troy wriggled the tips of his fingers over the top of the ship, gnashing his teeth through the porthole. Gwen squealed and jumped up, giggling as she ran away.

“Daddy, no!” she giggled, rushing towards the slide that hung off the side of the ship. It was a little bit of a snug fit, but as Gwen wriggled her bottom into the yellow plastic sides, she felt on top of the world, looking out onto the playground as if she owned it.


Glancing over to check that Daddy wasn't watching, Gwen closed her eyes, and tensed slightly, feeling a hot spurt of urine spilling into the diaper. She only peed a little, but already she could feel it soaking into the padding, making it a little mushier against her private parts.


Instead of flooding her diaper, Gwen often preferred to use it just a little at a time, especially when she was going to be wearing diapers all day. Not only was it less wasteful, but Gwen felt it was more authentically babyish - after all, babies used their diapers that way too, slowly wetting them until they were soaked enough to be changed.


Of course, that was because real babies weren't pottytrained - they couldn't control their bladder muscles.


Gwen flushed. What if using her diapers this way all the time, whenever she needed to go even a little... made her lose bladder control. It was a naughty, scary, but exciting thought, and she had heard of it happening to other people... 


"Are you coming down the slide, honey?" Gwen's Daddy asked, suddenly beside her, and Gwen squeaked in embarrassed surprise.


"Um, yes, Daddy!" she hurriedly replied, pushing herself off. "Wheeee!"


The short slide was lots of fun, Gwen's pink shortalls the perfect material for whooshing right down as quickly as possible. Gwen felt her tummy doing giggly flips inside her, jumping up as soon as she reached the bottom and rushing off to the next thing.


"Daddy! Push me on the swings!" Gwen pleaded, bouncing up and down and pointing, heedless to how her thick pampers crinkled with every little hop. "Please, please, please!"


"Okay, okay," Troy said, laughing himself at just how cute his little babygirl was. "Calm down, cutiepie. Daddy's coming..."


Gwen grinned, scampering forward a few feet, then turning and waiting for Troy to catch up. She repeated that all the way to the swings, then finally grabbed the chains and hopped on backwards, wriggling her diapered butt carefully down.


"Push me really high, Daddy!" Gwen cried out, as she felt her Daddy behind her, gently grabbing the chains of the swing from the bottom.


"Well, hold on," Troy said. "Let's get you moving first..."


Gwen clung to the upper part of the chains as her Daddy used them to pull her slowly backwards - and then released, sending Gwen sailing a few feet through the air. The adult babygirl giggled in delight, stretching her feet out to make the most of the momentum.


"Wheee!" she said, heart racing with how much fun she was having. "More, Daddy!"


Rolling his eyes with amusement, Gwen's Daddy placed his hand on the small of Gwen's back as she approached, and pushed firmly, sending her soaring forwards once again, a little higher this time.


Troy could feel the crinkly waistband of his little girl's diaper through her clothes, every time she pushed her away. It was a subtle reminder of just how little Gwen really was - she could run around and play like a big girl, but at the end of the day, she was just her Daddy's baby.


And now she'd get to be Daddy's baby every day. That knowledge, that he was giving the woman she loved such a precious gift, made Troy's heart smile. He wasn't anywhere near as sentimental as Gwen was normally, but he could still feel sappy sometimes. And hearing his little princess giggling and squealing, not a care in the world as she was pushed on a swing.. That made Troy feel like everything was good in the world right now.


"Daddy, I said really high!" Gwen squealed insistently, bringing Troy back to focus on his task. "Harder!"


"Okay, okay, calm down, Daddy's doing it," Troy said, a big grin on his own face.


"Wheeeeeee!" Gwen yelled, as she was pushed much harder, her outstretched legs kicking high towards the sky. "This is... so much fun!"


She was starting to feel a little breathless now, but Gwen knew she wouldn't want to stop for a long time.


How could she when there was so much fun still to have?!
  

***

An hour later, and Gwen had to admit she was feeling a little worn out. 


Troy certainly was, sitting on the bench and watching with sweat on his brow as Gwen slid down the fireman pole at the back of climbing frame for the 6th time. He was just about to suggest they take a little break, when there was the tinkling sound of a nearby icecream truck pulling into the parking lot.


"Oooh! Daddy!" Gwen gasped, rushing over to him. "Can I get one? Please?"


"Let's both get something," Troy said, sliding Gwen's hand into his. "It's a pretty hot day..."


There was a small queue of both children and adults already forming as they approached the colorful vehicle. Troy looked down at Gwen, worried she'd be embarrassed, but his little girl didn't seem to care at all, humming to herself as they got closer.


One or two people looked at Gwen in mild surprise, a few smirks directed at them both. Troy didn't care at all - and by the looks of things, right now neither did Gwen, her focus completely taken up by looking closely at the colorful pictures on the side of the icecream truck.


Soon they were at the front of the line, and Gwen stepped back, looking hesitantly at her Daddy to take the lead.


"Hey there," the man inside the truck said, with a smile. "What would you and this lovely little lady like today?"


"I'll have just a whipped vanilla cone, please," Troy said, placing a hand on the back of Gwen's shoulders. "And, what would my little girl like?"


Gwen's heart jumped happily at being called Daddy's 'little girl' so openly, lifting her hand to point right at the icecream she wanted. It was one of those cartoon character frozen treats, with bubblegum eyes.


"...That one?" the man said, his smile never faltering. "Certainly, cutie. I'll just get that..."


A moment later, and the icecreams were paid for, Gwen tearing into the wrapper of hers with her teeth. Watching her, Troy stuck his finger into the creamy whiteness of his own dessert. He offered his icecream covered finger to Gwen, and she hesitantly slid the tip of it into her mouth, blushing as she sucked it clean. 

“Tasty?” Troy said, his daddy-ish voice low with teasing naughtiness.

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen mumbled, blushing - before taking another bite of her own icecream, quickly distracted by it.


"Mmm," Gwen mumbled around her ice cream, blue stickiness already covering her lips. "Ish gud!"


"Yeah.. it really is," Troy said, softly, looking enchantedly at Gwen in the way that made her turn pink. "...I love you, little one."


"I love you too, Daddy," Gwen mumbled in reply, with a soft, shy smile of her own, feeling her wet diaper growing soggier between her thighs, everything in the world feeling right. 

***

Inside the house, Troy was instantly in Daddy-mode, kneeling down to undo Gwen's sandals. The diapered babygirl giggled, sticking her feet out carefully as Troy moved from one foot to the other, her cheeks still flushed from the exertion of running around outside a little while earlier.


"Okay, kiddo, how's that diaper doing?" Troy said, pushing his hand up between Gwen's thighs, pressing and cupping the swollen, soggy diaper through the shortalls. "Oh my, it feels like you're very wet... Guess that happens when you're just a little baby, after all."


"Mommmyyy," Gwen whined playfully, allowing the straps of her shortalls to be undone, the garment itself sliding down her hips. "I'm notta baby..."


"You're my baby," Troy remarked, booping Gwen gently on the nose. "...Now lets get you in a dry diaper..."


Nodding obediently, Gwen pushed her shortalls down past her thick, crinkly diaper, and then stepped out of them. As she lowered herself to her knees and Troy went upstairs to get changing supplies, Gwen peered between her thighs, watching the swollen mass of padding being squished against the ground.


She really was soaked... Gwen blushed as she reached between her legs, groping and cupping the sodden pulp through the crinkly outer layer of plastic. What a soggy little girl she was.


It was hard to believe that the curious DDLG relationship she'd started with Troy so long ago had turned into this. In the past it had felt so naughty, dirty and exciting - and there were times it still felt that way. But now Gwen no longer felt like this was a roleplay - she was Troy's babygirl for real, and always would be.


Hearing the sound of Troy coming down the stairs, Gwen lay back, looking up at her Daddy as he entered the room. Even now, the sight of Troy's loving smirk made her heart skip a beat, and she smiled coyly as her Daddy knelt between her thighs.


"Hi, baby," Troy said, with a chuckle. "Doin' okay?"


"Yes, Daddy," Gwen mumbled, her fingers drumming against the carpet. "I'm just... happy."


"Me too," Troy agreed, a softness to his gruff voice as he untaped the sodden diaper. "I love you so much, honey. I’m really glad we’re doing this."


Troy obviously thought that Gwen was cute, especially when she was little - but Gwen couldn't shake the feeling that this was more for her than for Troy. It was hard not to feel selfish and guilty about the idea of just being Troy's little one, not contributing financially to the household.


Was it really possible that something that made her feel so good, so complete and pure, made Troy feel amazing too? It just didn't seem like a fair trade-off. Gwen got unconditional love and attention, even her diaper being changed regularly - Troy only got a needy childlike woman clinging to him constantly. Was that really what he wanted? 

“Don’t give me that look,” Troy chided. “I know you think I don’t want this just as much as you…”

“Well, do you?” Gwen mumbled, shivering as Troy wiped between her thighs. “Really?”

“Obviously, sweetheart,” Troy explained with a smile. “Nothing makes me feel more like a strong, valuable man like being able to take care of you totally. I know things started out hot and heavy between us - but this is as much a dream come true for me as it is for you.”

Gwen had never thought about things that way. It was still foreign to her, but she could tell from the honest timbre of her Daddy’s voice that he was telling the truth.


"Ohh!"


Gwen gasped, as Troy's wipe covered finger found her nestled clit. It was an unexpectedly naughty touch, making Gwen tremble gently. Her toes curled as she felt her little nub stiffening under Troy's touch.


"Does my little baby girl like that?" Troy cooed, with a big smirk on his face. "I think she does..."


"Mmmf! I do, Daddy," Gwen agreed, pushing her hips slowly upward towards the stimulation. "It feels so tingly and good..."


"Oh, does it? Hmm..."


Troy's finger moved slowly around the stiffened bump, teasing Gwen with how gentle yet insistent his touch was. Gwen whimpered softly, feeling the sexual pleasure building between her legs, trickles of bliss that dribbled slowly into her bloodstream.


Gwen loved being Daddy's little girl, loved feeling his loving touches and kisses and fondling. Her hot, slippery wetness tingled with bliss as Troy stroked her harder and harder, her hips hunching harder and harder.


"Does baby want Daddy to let her cum?" Troy said, a teasing edge to his voice. "Would my widdle girl like that?"


"Y-yes, please!" Gwen moaned, nodding eagerly, feeling herself growing slicker and slicker. "Daddy, please let me cum!"


"Well in that case..."


Troy rubbed Gwen's stiff clit frantically for a few seconds, making his adult baby girl moan in bliss, back tense and arched towards the source of her pleasure...


And then just as quickly, Gwen felt Troy's fingertip pulling away hurriedly. Her body remained tense for a moment, and then Gwen whimpered, letting her muscles relax. She looked pleadingly up at Troy, a soft pout on her lips as her Daddy smirked and pulled the soggy diaper underneath Gwen's bottom away.


"Daddyyy!" Gwen whined again, less playfully this time, breathing still heavy from her closeness to climax. "Why did you do that? I wanted to have the good feelings..."


"You will, princess," Troy said, with a chuckle, as he slipped the fresh, opened diaper underneath Gwen's backside, lowering her back onto the comforting softness of the padding. "As soon as you do something for Daddy."


"What?" Gwen asked, pouting as she allowed herself to be pulled upward by his outstretched hand. "I can do it..."


"I know you can, sweetie," Troy replied, squeezing Gwen's hand lovingly. "And I'll be here for you the whole time, okay?"


"Okay?"


"What I want you to do is call your work, and tell them you won't be coming in on Monday," Troy said, matter-of-factly. "Okay?"


Gwen swallowed. There was no doubt her boss would be there today, and not many other people. If she called up, she'd probably have to confront him directly, and that terrified her.


"Don't be scared, baby," Troy said, rubbing Gwen's shoulders lovingly. "Let's just go sit on the couch, and get it over with."


"O-okay, Daddy," Gwen mumbled. "I'm just nervous..."


Gwen knew that Troy was right - it was much better to just do it and then not have to worry about it anymore. But that didn't make actually doing it any easier.


A few moments later, and Gwen was sat on the couch in her diaper and t-shirt, holding a phone with her work's number on. It was an amusing juxtaposition, dressed as a toddler as she made what most people would consider a very adult phone call.


...But she didn't really have a very adult reason for doing it, did she?


"Just press the button, baby," Troy said, softly and reassuringly. "I'm right here..."


Gwen nodded softly, took a deep breath - and called.


It took a long time for anybody to answer, and for a moment Gwen hoped she'd get to put this off for another day. But then the end of the line clicked, and Gwen swallowed hard as she heard her Boss' voice on the end of the line.


"Hello? Who is this?" He grumbled.


Gwen gave a wide-eyed glance to her Daddy, who offered a supportive thumbs-up. Gwen closed her eyes, and then started talking.


"Um, it's Gwen-"


"Gwen? What the heck're you calling for?" her boss said, instantly. "If you want to work overtime you should have filled in the forms earlier."


"Well, um, actually sir I was going to say I'm not coming in tomorrow-"


"Why not? You know I can't keep letting you have time off like this..."


Gwen frowned, looking over desperately at Troy. The more her boss misunderstood her, the harder it got to talk...


"I'm not having time off," Gwen hurriedly interrupted. "I... I'm saying I'm quitting."


There was silence, and Gwen bit her lip guiltily as she waited for a response. She could tell she was going to be in for an earful, and her heart thumped in time with her rising anxiety, hearing her Boss snort through his nostrils.


"Look, I don't know what you think you're doing," he growled. "But you aren't quitting. You need to come in on Monday as planned."


"I, I can't!" Gwen protested, her eyes beginning to water. Oh God, she didn't want to cry on this call!


"Listen to me, Gwen," her boss went on. "You need this job, I know you aren't going to find anything better. I gave you your position out of the kindness, and this is how you pay me back?"


"B-but, sir, it's, I don't..." 


Gwen could feel herself hyperventilating, tears stinging her eyes. Her breathing came in hiccups, feeling small and vulnerable in the worst way, in front of the worst kind of person to feel that way around. She couldn't finish her sentence, she was so panicked - and her boss didn't want to let her anyway. 


By now Gwen was holding the phone away from her ear, her boss' voice booming out of the earpiece, loud enough that Troy frowned at what he heard. Nobody talked to his little girl that way...


"What do you think you're going to do if you leave this job?" he said, indignantly. "Do you think your fucking sugar Daddy will just take care of you forever? Get-"


As Gwen was trembling in alarm at the aggressive turn the conversation had taken, when Troy snatched the phone from her hand. Gwen blinked in surprise, eyes still running with tears, as Troy pressed the phone against his own ear, frowning.


"Yes, actually, that's exactly what she plans to do," Troy snapped. "Now fuck off, and don't call back here again. Gwen quits."


He hung up and tossed the phone aside, grabbing Gwen and giving her a big hug.


Gwen instantly started crying harder, wiping her eyes and snifflng into her Daddy's chest. This felt so much more right than working there ever had, Gwen clinging firmly to Troy as he rubbed her back with his big, strong hands.


"I'm sorry," Gwen mumbled, sniffing. "I should have-"


"No, you did exactly what I asked," Troy said, squeezing her firmly. "And I'll always step in when somebody bullies you. I wanna keep my precious little girl safe..."


Gwen clung to Troy, closing her eyes and enjoying being held by her Daddy. She loved the feeling of being so close to her, so vulnerable, more naked in her diaper and t-shirt than if she'd been completely undressed.


...But Troy had promised a reward if she made the call, hadn't she? Slowly, Gwen peeled herself away from Troy, looking up at him hopefully as he wiped away the last of her tears. 


"What is it, cutie?" Troy said, with a smirk. "Oh... you want Daddy to make your princess parts tingle?"


"Yuh huh, Daddy," Gwen said her stomach flipping with excitement. "Pretty please!"


"Well then, why don't you lay back, and we can both have a little grown-up fun, hm?" Troy purred, guiding Gwen down onto the couch. "Daddy wants to feel his little girl squeezing all around him."


Gwen felt her pussy tingle with excitement as her Daddy said that, feeling totally safe in his strong arms as they were on her thighs. Troy's pants slipped down, his boxers tight with the erection concealed inside them.


"That's my good little girl," Daddy murmured, sliding his underwear down, her throbbing length springing free. "Daddy's going to hump that cute little pussy of yours..."


Flushed, Gwen nodded, her skin hypersensitive to touch as Troy peeled open the tapes on one side of the diaper. Gwen could tell she was visibly wet and excited, gasping softly as she felt Troy lift one leg, his big dick pressing softly between those spread folds.


"Ohhh! Daddddyyy!" Gwen moaned in bliss, feeling Troy's shaft slide deep inside of her, the opened diaper rustling beneath her. "I love you, Daddy."


"I -ngh!- love you too, babygirl," Troy grunted, his thick length sliding back and forth inside of Gwen's slippery, tight passage. "You're so precious to me..."


Gwen whimpered in overwhelming pleasure, her pussy squeezing and gripping the masculine shaft plunging in and out of her. She was Daddy's little girl, totally adoring Troy, her mouth parted in bliss from the sensation of her Daddy rocking back and forth on top of her.


The diaper crinkled with every thrust inward or outward, reminding Gwen that she was just her Daddy's baby. The whole scene felt taboo, filthy, naughty, and yet so tender and innocent. The kinkiness of the situation didn't change the fact that Troy was making love to Gwen, expressing the love between them, so pure and sweet Gwen could nearly taste it.


As Troy's thrusts came quicker and quicker together now, Gwen's g-spot throbbed, her clit tingling with pleasure. They breathed hotly into each other's mouths, Troy's eyes closed as he focused on pushing his hips roughly back and forth, driving his throbbing length in and out of Gwen's clenching canal, moaning in sheer bliss.


"Ohh, sweetie, here it comes!" he gasped, his nails digging in to Gwen's tender flesh. "Nmm!"


"Yes, Daddy!" Gwen begged through her pants. "Cum inside my cunny!"


Humping erratically as if they were a couple of wild animals, the diaper crinkling loudly over and over, Troy raced towards his finish, his body trembling with anticipation. As he finally reached his peak, Troy grunted aggressively, erection throbbing inside of Gwen at the moment of release.


That was enough to send Gwen over the edge as well. She gasped, as if surprised by her own climax, her tender canal squeezing and gripping at Troy, prolonging the pleasure for both of them as they experienced this loving bliss together.


Gwen felt amazing, waves of sheer bliss hammering her, radiating up from between her trembling thighs. It felt so good, Gwen didn't want it to ever end...


But eventually of course, it did, and Gwen gave one final moan as she felt her muscles beginning to slowly relax, the pleasure soaking into her bones as she lay there, panting. Troy gave a moan of his own as she breathed out hard, leaning forward to press his rough lips lovingly against his little girl's.


As Gwen melted into the bliss of having a Daddy who truly loved her, who cared for the diapered babygirl inside her as much as the sensual woman she was as well, she closed her eyes, kissing back softly for just a moment before flopping back onto the couch, face still warm with afterglow.


Gwen sighed, relaxing against the couch as her Daddy's softening cock slipped out of her, and the diaper was fastened up once more, leaving her with the warm glowing feeling between her legs. As Troy pulled her down, resting her head on his lap, Gwen closed her eyes once more, feeling completely adored.


Her Daddy loved her so much, and that was something that would never, ever have to end. 

End.
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