

Preview: 

Like when they kissed, Troy's tongue took firm control, stiff, not sloppy, licking gently again and again at the rigid bundle of nerves at the top of Gwen's excited slit. It ran in between her folds, tasting her flowing juices, eliciting excited whimpers and moans as Troy worked Gwen into a hot, panting, dripping mess, legs spread, whining softly as she ground against her Daddy's diligent tongue. 

"Oh, Daddy, oh, please," Gwen moaned, her mouth open in perpetual ecstacy. "It feels sooo good." 

Troy smirked, giving one long, lingering lick along Gwen's frantic wetness, and then lifting her mouth, causing Gwen to sag, sighing, knowing this was only a brief break in stimulation - Troy was moving over on top of her, his hot, heavy, hard erection hovering above her mound. 

“Do you want Daddy to fuck you, princess?” he asked, smirking, knowing the answer. 

“Yes, yes, please Daddy, fuck me!” Gwen begged, breathlessly. “Fuck your little diaper girl!” 

*** 

His Darling in Diapers - Taking the Leap 

Gwen groggily fumbled with the keys she tried to open the front door to the house she shared with her Daddy, and fiancee, Troy. Another late shift, another day getting home after dark, knowing Troy would soon be going to bed. Gwen absolutely hated how little they saw each other now. They only really had weekends now, which were their special time together.

"Hi there," Troy said as Gwen walked in. "How was your day?" 


The grumpy look Gwen gave him apparently conveyed her annoyance with work and how fed up she was at that moment.

"Oof, that bad, huh?" Troy said, with a sympathetic smile on his face. "Would having Daddy around help you?"

Gwen swallowed, softly, looking at the ground, biting her lip as she thought about it. She sometimes felt greedy, how much she wanted her Daddy… She didn't want to be overbearing, or a burden. But Troy had just offered it, so…

"Uh huh," she mumbled, a soft smile on her face.

"Then come here, my baby girl," Troy rumbled, throwing his arms open.

Whimpering happily, Gwen ran towards Troy, throwing herself into his arms and clinging, nuzzling her head under his chin, pressing against him, trying to fit as much of her body in contact with Troy’s as she possibly could.

Today had been horrible, today have been terrible, and the worst part was, it wasn't even that bad. It wasn't like today had been an exceptionally terrible work day. No – it was just slightly worse than normal. And that fact made Gwen's heart hurt.

Troy snuggled and comforted Gwen, as she relaxed in his arms, breathing in that intoxicating, musky, Daddy-ish scent. Gwen was short, far shorter than Troy, who easily towered over her - but was still so tender, so gentle, and loving. He was soft but muscular, while Gwen was slightly chubby, with soft round breasts and wide hips. They had similar hair, but Gwen’s was a darker shade of brown - complementing her emerald green eyes. 


Troy had always been healthy, getting to the gym every week - but after putting on a little weight over the last holiday, Gwen enjoyed the layer of softness over his strong muscles, a little snuggly cushion just for her. 

“Poke,” she said, giggling as her finger prodded Troy’s tummy. 

“Don’t get used to that, babygirl,” Troy chuckled into her ear. “It’ll be off again by February.” 

“Boo,” Gwen said, pouting playfully. “I like you this way, you’re like a teddy bear.” 

“I’m supposed to be more like a grizzly bear,” Troy murmured, tickling at her side gently. “To protect my cute little cub.”

Gwen giggled, feeling her worries from the day melting away. In and out of the the bedroom, Troy was a perfect Daddy: paternal, affectionate, gentle. All traits that made Gwen's heart flutter, and made her feel like the mushy little girl she was. 


After a little while, Troy kissed Gwen lightly on the head and murmured something in her ear: 

“Come on, sweetie. Let’s go upstairs, I need to get my babygirl in her pampers, don’t I?” 

With a bashful grin, Gwen turned her head to look up at Troy, and nodded softly, allowing herself to be helped up. She eagerly followed Troy up the stairs, allowing herself to be led into their bedroom, where Troy had diapered her more times than she could count. As Troy motioned for her to lift her arms, she did so, sighing with relief as her work polo shirt was pulled off. 

“That’s a good girl,” Troy said, smiling, as he unhooked Gwen’s aqua-colored bra, her milky white breasts hanging freely now. “Stand up so Daddy can get your pants off…” 

Obediently, Gwen stood, stepping out of her pants and underwear as they were pulled down to the floor. She wriggled her rump, giggling, feeling freer than she had all day. She absolutely hated the uniform they made her wear at Greater Goods - before she met Troy, she would strip it off as soon as she got home. 

Nowadays, she hated it just as much - but she preferred to let her Daddy undress her instead. 

“Socks on?” Troy asked, as Gwen lay back down on the bed. 

“Please,” Gwen replied. “It’s a little cold this evening.” 

Troy nodded in understanding, heading to their closet and grabbing a diaper. Gwen’s eyes lit up when she saw it was the one with cute dinosaurs all over - Gwen loved dinosaurs, and liked to pretend to be one sometimes in littlespace. 

“Rawwrr!” she said, with a big grin, curling her fingers into claws. 

“Oh, you’re my little dinosaur now, hm?” Troy said, with a smile, as he slid the diaper under Gwen’s rump. “I hope you’re going to be a good little dinosaur for me.” 

“I’m always good, Daddy,” Gwen replied, with faux indignation. “Always.” 

“Hmm, I don’t know about that,” Troy said, smoothing out the back wings of the diaper. “But I suppose you’re cute enough to get away with being naughty sometimes.” 

“Mmhm,” Gwen said, laying back and closing her eyes. 

The first few times that Troy had put her in a diaper had been heart stopping. Gwen had laid there, terrified of what she might think, heart thumping just from the experience of being diapered by somebody else for the first time, certain Troy would find her obvious pleasure at it a turn-off and leave forever. It didn't matter that Troy himself had suggested it, Gwen had found herself shaking, the experience completely overwhelming for her. 

And when the diaper was finally on, she and Troy dove for each other like wild animals on a piece of meat. The endorphins and adrenaline coursed through her blood and Gwen quickly found herself grinding the same crinkly diaper she’d been so ashamed of against Troy’s palm, rubbing, groping, teasing her. 

Diaper changes had long since become routine. But now Gwen closed her eyes to focus on different feelings Not the exciting, thrilling, arousal she felt that first-time – the simple comfort of being looked after. She focused on the scent as her Daddy lightly powdered her, allowing herself to drift off into a world of babyhood. 

She sighed happily, as she felt the front of the diaper being pulled up, and fastened snugly, one tape after another. Gwen opened her mouth, knowing what was next - and Troy didn't disappoint, pushing Gwen’s pink pacifier into her mouth, where she suckled it gently, sighing. 

"Okay, baby girl, sit up," Troy said as he grabbed hold of Gwen’s hands and pulled upwards. "Arms in the air." 

It was amazing how just being put in a diaper, and taking off the stiff, uncomfortable work clothes, could change Gwen's mental state so much for the better. She felt almost completely free. 

Almost. 

Most days, Gwen still had a dark cloud back of her head and knew she had to go back to work the next day. Since it was Friday, usually it would be gone – but this weekend, like the weekend before, Gwen found herself unable to completely stop thinking about it. 

As Troy pulled down one of Gwen’s favorite t-shirts (red, with a big yellow sauropod on the front), she frowned, just a little. Lately she’d been unable to stop thinking about her life. She was 25 now, and still working the same bad job she had been when she met Troy. She hated it, and every time she got to be Troy’s little girl it just made the gulf between the life she wanted and life she had seem even bigger. 

“Okay babygirl, all done,” Troy said, sitting down on the bed beside Gwen. “Now, you wanna tell me what’s up with that grumpy look.” 

Gwen groaned. She almost didn’t want to think about work, but she knew it would make her feel better to vent. Nodding, she rolled onto her side to look up at Troy, shuffling her head into her Daddy’s lap, handing him the pacifier. 

“Well, Craig was on my a- my butt again, about pushing those stupid torches at the register…” 

Troy nodded, smiling internally about Gwen catching herself before she cussed. Troy had spanked her repeatedly in the past for having a pottymouth, instead of just pottypants. 

“They’re really bad, and people know it,” Gwen said, frowning. “But he wants me to hawk them, talk them up as if they’re amazing.” 

She pouted, fiddling with the plastic waistband of her thick dinosaur diaper. 

“It really sucks,” she said. “And he’s upset about me not getting many memberships, too.” 

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I know you always ask people about that.” 

“Well, yeah. But most people don’t say yes. Which is my fault apparently,” Gwen rolled her eyes as she spoke, huffing. “And I just don’t really get on with anybody else at work.”

“Mm,” Troy said, frowning, having heard this complaint many times before. 


“Not, not just that Christian guy,” Gwen said. “But like, they’re all either way older or dudes who think I have no idea what I’m doing. They make me feel stupid all day even when they mess up worse than I do.” 

“You’re not stupid, love,” Troy said, softly, stroking Gwen’s hair. “It’s wrong for them to treat you that way.” 

“I know. But they still do,” Gwen sighed. 

They cuddled in silence for a few minutes, Gwen nuzzling her head against Troy’s stomach, Troy stroking her hair gently, leaning down to kiss her nose. 

“Hon, I’m glad to let you vent, any time, you know that - but is there something more to this?” Troy asked, watching Gwen’s expression. “Did something else happen? You seem… more upset than usual tonight. I want my babygirl happy.” 

Gwen frowned, looking away for a minute. 

“Well… a customer yelled at me for something that wasn’t my fault. But that didn’t bother me that much…” 

“Something else, then?” 

Gwen swallowed. She didn’t want to talk about things that were impossible. But she didn’t want to keep any of her thoughts and feelings from her Daddy. 

“...Yeah, I guess,” Gwen sighed. “...I think I’m just getting burnt out on working there all the time. I still spend all week looking forward to this, to the weekend, but… I just really wish we could do this every day.” 

Troy frowned deeply. 

“Me too,” he said. 

Gwen watched as Troy’s expression changed, like the beginning of an idea had just popped into his head. He stared at the wall, thinking for a moment. 

“What?” Gwen asked, lifting herself off of Troy’s lap. 

“...We could do that.” 

At first Gwen was confused, then it dawned on her what Troy meant. She scoffed. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, I have to work, and so do you…” 

“No you don’t,” Troy said, quickly. 

Gwen looked at her, frowning, waiting for her to explain. She tried to ignore the excitement pounding in her chest, telling herself that any second now, Troy would say ‘oh, never mind’ as he realized it was crazy, impossible… 

“I make enough money to support both of us,” Troy said, looking Gwen in the eye. “And I got that raise last month, so now we’re even more secure. We don’t need the second paycheck.” 

“It’s… It’s good to have, though,” Gwen said, frowning. “We can buy things with it.” 

“What’s worth more - being able to buy some extra luxuries, or your happiness?” 

Gwen swallowed, looking away in thought. That was a point. When she thought about it like that, Gwen realized she would give up going out to dinner or buying some new gadget every other week, if it meant she never had to step foot in her workplace ever again. 

“...You’re, you’re supposed to have a job,” Gwen insisted, softly. “As an adult, I mean. You… everybody does.” 

“Why?” Troy asked, shrugging. “Why should you? We don’t need it, you don’t want it… who cares? There’s no ‘supposed to’. You just have to do what makes you happy.” 

Gwen’s chest was pounding, and she could tell Troy’s was too, both of them caught up in the excitement of the moment. 

“If you get bored, you can get a hobby, or a better job,” Troy continued. “I can work from home a lot of the time, so we’d be together - nearly always.” 

“You’d get bored of me,” Gwen said, quietly, giving Troy a vulnerable look. 

“Never!” 

“You’ll get tired of having to look after me…” 

Troy shook her head, taking Gwen’s hand and squeezing firmly. 

“Sweetheart, I love looking after you. I will never feel that way. I promise.” 

The two of them looked at each other, Troy’s eyes wide and his smile broad as his head span with new possibilities, Gwen’s own eyes skeptical, uncertain. But she was wearing a diaper with dinosaurs all over, sat on her Daddy’s bed, holding his hand and being asked to take a leap of faith into something she’d always wanted. 

“...Wellll,” she said, slowly. “...I guess, we could try, if you like…” 

Troy beamed, wrapping Gwen in a big hug, kissing her over and over as she giggled and protested playfully, squriming in her Daddy’s arms. 

“Let’s spend the whole weekend with you being small,” Troy said, grinning. “Afterwards, on Monday you can call work and tell them if you’ll be coming back.” 

“O-okay,” Gwen replied, smiling, already feeling like a weight had been lifted. 

Was she really going to quit her job, and do… nothing? It seemed completely outlandish, but the thought made Gwen giddy and excited, her heart thumping aggressively as she imagined never going back to work, spending nearly every day with her Daddy. 

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Gwen said, breathlessly, a happy grin on her face as Troy draped an arm around her, cuddling her on the bed. 

“Believe it, cutiepie,” Troy replied, booping her nose and eliciting a playful giggle. “Now, let’s find us a Bizney movie to watch before bed...” 

*** 

Snuggling with Troy gave Gwen a warm feeling inside, and between her legs. Like always, she slowly wet herself through the movie, sharing light pecks on the cheek with Troy every so often, smiling and giggling. She felt so much better already now, just knowing she probably wasn’t going back to work on Monday. 

As the credits rolled, those light kisses turned more passionate and heated, and Troy’s hand snaked down between Gwen’s thighs, finding her diaper squishy and warm to the touch. 

“Good girl for using your diapers, baby,” Troy murmured, and Gwen blushed before she met his lips with another kiss. 

Troy’s kisses were always intoxicating, gentle but not submissive, they reminded Gwen of Troy’s paternal nature. They were playful, but insistent. ‘Look,’ they said. ‘Here’s how you really kiss.’ 

Gwen found herself moaning suddenly, as Troy’s groping hand pushed more forcefully between her legs, grinding the soaked diaper against her slit. She whimpered, bucking her hips softly, enjoying the wet padding rubbing against her stiff clit, but wanting more than she could get while the diaper was on. 

“Does my little babygirl need a change?” Troy asked, with a sultry smile. 

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen said, whimpering, spreading her legs as Troy sat between her thighs. 

Gwen was almost sure that Troy planned for the change to turn into sex, and as she watched Troy slide off his jeans, his thick cock as eager and excited as Gwen’s pussy was wet, she was certain of it. She squeed happily as Troy reached for her diaper’s tapes, undoing them with teasing slowness. 

“Gosh, somebody’s very wet, aren’t they?” he remarked, as he began to wipe Gwen clean. 

Gwen tingled, nodding slowly, her pussy lips engorged and flushed with eagerness, clit poking between her folds as Troy ran the wipes lightly across her skin. She gasped with sudden pleasure as Troy’s finger delved between her folds, stroking her lovebutton with the wipe, whimpering as her Daddy stimulated her lightly. 

“Oohh, Daddy,” she whined, and Troy chuckled, sliding the used diaper out from under her bottom. 

"What a frisky little girl," he murmured, as he lowered her face between Gwen's legs. 

Gwen let out a soft breath as she felt Troy's lips on her mound, kissing gently, trailing down to her slit. Again, Troy was gentle but in control, holding Gwen's thighs apart with one hand, reaching under and stroking her own cock in time with the loving kisses and occasional licks he bestowed on Gwen. 

Like when they kissed, Troy's tongue took firm control, stiff, not sloppy, licking gently again and again at the rigid bundle of nerves at the top of Gwen's excited slit. It ran in between her folds, tasting her flowing juices, eliciting excited whimpers and moans as Troy worked Gwen into a hot, panting, dripping mess, legs spread, whining softly as she ground against her Daddy's diligent tongue. 

"Oh, Daddy, oh, please," Gwen moaned, her mouth open in perpetual ecstacy. "It feels sooo good." 

Troy smirked, giving one long, lingering lick along Gwen's frantic wetness, and then lifting his mouth, causing Gwen to sag, sighing, knowing this was only a brief break in stimulation - Troy was moving over on top of her, his hot, heavy, hard erection hovering above her mound. 

“Do you want Daddy to fuck you, princess?” he asked, smirking, knowing the answer. 

“Yes, yes, please Daddy, fuck me!” Gwen begged, breathlessly. “Fuck your little diaper girl!” 

With a grunt, Troy lowered his hips, carefully sliding his shaft between Gwen’s wet folds, finding his target easily. He pushed gently, sliding in deep, to the hilt, easily filling Gwen’s slippery canal with his hard Daddycock. 

“Ohhhh,” Gwen moaned, enjoying that full feeling. 

“Mmm, that’s my good girl,” Troy panted, rocking his hips back and forth. “Taking Daddy’s cock deep inside you…” 

Gwen nodded, breathlessly, her face flushed, savoring the feeling of every stroke in and out of her eager tightness. Her legs lifted, wrapping around Troy’s waist as he rocked on top of him, her feminine softness embracing his gentle, powerful masculinity in all ways. Gwen allowed her eyes to open, gazing into Troy’s hazel pair that looked down at her with love and lust, smouldering in intensity. 

They were so close, their chests pressed together, both of them breathing, panting, in unison, as Troy increased his speed, the bedsprings squeaking underneath them. Gwen could only speak in gasps and whimpers now, silently parting her lips and melting underneath the tender, loving Daddy who was plunging in and out of her spread pussy. 

“Ohh, babygirl, Daddy loves you so much, Daddy loves you,” Troy gasped, grasping his little girl’s hips. 

She could feel her peak approaching, the little golden rockets they let off before the main firework show, her body ready to explode. And from Gwen’s closed eyes, opened mouth, and the way her tightness embraced Troy like a glove now, she could tell he was feeling the same way. Troy pulled his hips back slowly, and then plunged deep into Gwen’s pussy, eliciting a happy moan from the girl beneath. 

He continued like that, with long, powerful strokes, feeling Gwen tensing, her back arching, breathing heavy as her Daddy’s cock filled her over and over, whimpering, racing towards the edge until suddenly she cried out, overwhelmed by pleasure. Her orgasm hit her like a crashing wave, sucking her under to a place of unbearable bliss she thought she might never return from. 

Troy felt Gwen cumming around him, and groaned, sliding his hips gently forwards, his hardness nudging the entrance to Gwen’s womb - and he came too, throbbing inside Gwen. Their orgasms fed and built on each other, her whimpering and gasping, him shuddering as he unloaded spurt after spurt of cum inside her, his rocking gradually slowing, both of them riding out the pleasure until they were both exhausted, panting, separating with a kiss. 

“That… was s-so good,” Gwen panted, shuffling over to be cuddled by her Daddy. 

“I love you princess,” Troy whispered, putting an arm around her. 

“I love you, Daddy,” Gwen said back, her heart soaring. 

She couldn’t wait to see what the rest of her new life would be like. 

*** 

When Gwen woke up, the first thing she noticed was that Troy's arms were no longer around her. She whimpered, sitting up on the bed, looking for her Daddy, but he was nowhere to be found. 

The second thing Gwen noticed, now that she was sitting up and sniffing the air, was the heavenly scent of pancakes wafting up from the kitchen below. She took a big whiff, licking her lips. Troy had obviously decided to cook today, and Gwen's tummy rumbled gently, suggesting maybe that was what had subconsciously woken her up. 

"Mmm," she murmured, as her feet hit the floor. 

After they'd both finished last night, Troy had slid another fresh diaper under Gwen's rump. It was a little trickier to put on this time, since Gwen was so boneless and limp, her legs too weak and trembling to help lift her body as Troy put the diaper on her. But they'd fallen asleep back in their original positions, arms and legs entwined, until Troy had gotten up this morning, apparently. 

Now that 'fresh' diaper was sagging a little, filled with a whole night's worth of pee. Gwen ignored it as she climbed down the stairs, rushing to the figure leaning over the stove. 

"Troy, you got up without me!" She said, pouting playfully. 

"It's 'Daddy' from now on, kiddo," Troy replied, smirking, and then smirking more at the blush on Gwen's cheeks. "Anyway... I wanted to make you breakfast." 

"Hmmmm," Gwen tapped her chin, pretending to think. "Then I guess I can forgive you!" 

"Wow, thank you," Troy said back, chuckling. "These are nearly ready. Can you go sit down at the table?" 

Sometimes, when it was her day to be little, Gwen would pout and beg to be allowed to watch TV on the sofa with her breakfast (usually resulting in a spanking before she even got to eat). But today she nodded obediently, heading to the table with only one or two glances back at the steamy stack of pancakes Troy was holding. 

When she sat down on the chair, her diaper squished underneath her, and she blushed, giggling a little at the sensation. There was no denying how soaking wet she was... But a change could wait until after breakfast. 

Troy came in, smiling, setting the plate down in front of Gwen. Gwen snatched up the fork that was already beside her placemat, preparing to dig in, when Troy stopped her abruptly. 

"Hold on a moment, princess," he ordered, and Gwen did that, practically quivering with the need to stuff her mouth with pancakey goodness. 

Troy leaned down over Gwen, using a knife and fork to cut the pancakes into tiny pieces. It made Gwen’s heart flutter, and a look of happy embarrassment came onto her face as Troy finally finished. 

“Now, what do we say?” 

“Thank you, Daddy,” Gwen replied, sweetly, feeling totally in love with her Daddy at that moment. 

“Good girl,” Troy purred, kissing Gwen’s head. “I hope you like it. Be careful with the syrup, okay?” 

Gwen nodded, but she was already grabbing the syrup with both hands, pouring a sizable portion onto her plate. Troy rolled his eyes with a smile, knowing Gwen would never finish it all, as he sat down beside her. 

He’d also set out a fresh sippy cup of juice, and once Gwen had frantically gulped down her first mouthful of pancakes (smearing about half of it over her cheeks…), she began to chug from it thirstily, before going straight back to devouring her breakfast like a rabid chipmunk. 

“Slow down,” Troy said, chuckling, as he took a mouthful of pancake himself. “You’ll get indigestion.” 

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” Gwen said, batting her eyelashes. “It’s just soooo good!” 

Troy’s heart jumped too. Gwen was so precious, the perfect mix of little girl and beautiful woman, and Troy couldn’t help but fall in love with her every time he saw her. Especially when she was like this, legs swinging in her chair, face smeared with syrup, completely carefree as she sat in just a diaper and a t-shirt in their dining room, totally loving and trusting her Daddy to take care of her. 

Gwen was nearly finished with her pancakes now, and as Troy watched, she squirmed, then stared off into space for a few moments - the trademark sign of a little wetting their diaper. Only… 

“...Oops,” Gwen said softly, biting her lip. 

She could feel her diaper had overflowed onto the wooden chair, warm liquid seeping out of the legcuffs. She shifted a little to try and get her diaper to absorb the remaining liquid, but all that happened was more was pushed out, dribbling onto her thighs. 

“Did you leak, baby?” Troy asked, raising an eyebrow. 

For a moment, Gwen looked ashamed, nodding slowly as she looked at her plate. It was so adorable Troy had to suppress a ‘d’aww’, reaching out across the table to grab Gwen’s chubby hand. 

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Troy told her, with a loving smile. “Daddy knows tiny baby girls can’t hold it for very long. I should have changed you when we got up, huh?” 

“Y-yeah… You shoulda!” Gwen grinned, kicking her feet. “You’re naughty, Daddy!” 

“Ohhh, I am, huh? Well if I’m so naughty, maybe I won’t change you at all…” Troy threatened playfully as he stood up, stacking the plates. 

“Noooo! I didn’t mean it!” Gwen protested, her eyes wide. “You’re the best Daddy.” 

“Really?” 

Gwen reached out and put her arms around Troy’s waist, pressing her face against his tummy, nodding. 

“Yuh huh,” she said softly, before pulling back and looking up at Troy’s face. 

“You really, really are.” 

Troy smiled widely back at her, but Gwen was now looking down, at Troy’s tummy, with a frown on her face. Troy followed her gaze… to where his shirt had been covered in syrup from Gwen’s face. 

“Special enough to cover me in breakfast, apparently!” Troy said, chuckling as he helped Gwen up off her seat. “C’mon, let’s both go upstairs and get changed.” 

“I’m sorry, Daddy!” Gwen said, as Troy led her to the bedroom. 

“I know,” Troy sighed, not unhappily. 

“I love you, Daddy.” 

“I know that too.” 

*** 

Ten minutes later, and Gwen had a new diaper on - while Troy had put on a new t-shirt - and they were now on the sofa, Troy idly flipping through the kids channels until he found something that looked like it might hold Gwen’s interest for a while. 

“Daddy has to go clean the kitchen now,” he said, to a pout from Gwen. “While I’m busy, why don’t you draw me a picture, hm?” 

“...Okayyy,” Gwen agreed, sliding down off the couch to kneel at the coffee table. “Can you get me the crayons please, Daddy?” 

Troy got her the crayons and a stack of construction paper, kissing the top of her head before he left to go, heading into the kitchen with purpose. He didn’t show it, but he was as nervous and excited as Gwen was. Luckily it seemed like everything was going well so far. This seemed like it could really work - and he hadn’t seen Gwen so happy and relaxed in weeks. 

With Troy gone, Gwen picked out a piece of construction paper (yellow) and a crayon (green) and tapped her chin with it thoughtfully, wondering what to draw. 

Today had been… amazing, so far. And that was the thing, ‘so far’ was just the beginning. She had a whole day of being Troy’s little girl, and then another. Usually, every moment was tinged with a little dread, the knowledge this would have to end and she’d be going to her depressing, dead end job tainting it all. 

Like every time she was little, Gwen wished it could never end. Unlike every other time, Gwen knew there was a chance that might actually happen. And the longer this went on, the harder she found it to even consider returning to her job. 

Gwen shook her head to clear it. Little thoughts, little thoughts… She squinted at the paper, and then decided she was going to draw a t-rex on it, using her green crayon. 

With shaky lines, Gwen carefully drew a tyrannosaurus rex, with tiny stick arms and a mouth full of sharp crayon teeth. She added blue skyscrapers around him, tiny in comparison, to show he was rampaging through the city. To drive the point home, she also drew a little speech bubble which said 'RAAAAWWRRR' inside, giggling as she reached for the peach crayon. 

Now she'd drawn the t-rex, Gwen decided she wanted her and her Daddy to be in the picture, too. Carefully, she picked out the perfect colors for their hair, eyes, and clothes, drawing their features in piece by piece. 

After a few minutes, there were two figures straddling the dinosaur, grinning huge grins at each other as they cuddled - one taller figure in a purple shirt, and one smaller, with a red shirt... wearing an obvious diaper. 

Sticking her tongue out to focus, Gwen held the black crayon in her hand, scrawling a message in an empty space. 

"Me an my Daddy" it read, and she beamed proudly as she finished. 

"I'm done, Daddy!" she called, listening for Troy's reply from the kitchen. 

"Oh, are you?" Troy called back. "Okay, sweetie, I'll be there in one second." 

Gwen huffed just a little, turning her focus to the television, watching the cartoon puppies trying to save the day. She found herself getting surprisingly invested, sitting up on her knees, mouth open, poofy diaper butt sticking out as she watched intently. 

"All done, cutie," Troy said, a little flushed from tidying the kitchen. "Let me see that drawing, hmm?" 

Gwen eagerly pushed it towards Troy, smiling hopefully up at him. Troy looked at the picture, and a smile slowly broke out across his face. 

"Oh, this is so good, princess! I love that we're riding a dinosaur, that's so funny!" 

"It's a t-rex," Gwen said, grinning. "Do you like it?" 

"I *love* it, baby girl," Troy said, leaning down and giving Gwen a big kiss, on the lips this time. "Mmmwah! Come on, let's put it on the fridge." 

Nodding eagerly, Gwen waddled alongside Troy to the kitchen, picking out a big 'FLORIDA' magnet to hold down the drawing. Daddy helped her put it in place, and then she stepped back, looking up at Troy, feeling content, happy, loved, appreciated for the little girl she was inside. She put her arms around Troy again, nuzzling against him. 

“You’re such a good girl,” Troy smiled, stroking her hair as they cuddled. “...Since you’ve been such a good girl for Daddy, sitting quietly while I did grownup stuff… would you like Daddy to give you special big girl feelings? Would that be nice?” 

Gwen’s eyes grew wide, and then she nodded enthusiastically, grinning. 

“Can you go upstairs and get the buzzy thing for me, hmm?” Troy asked, and Gwen was off like a flash, only slowing to get down on her hands and run up the stairs on all fours like a dog, making Troy laugh raucously. 

“I got it, Daddy!” Gwen cried out as she scampered down the stairs, grinning. “I found it!” 

“Good job, honey. Why don’t you lay on the sofa with your legs open, hm?” 

Gwen obeyed, trembling already, licking her lips in anticipation as Troy plugged the wand in. He held it up, flicking it on, filling the air with noisy buzzing, making Gwen practically vibrate herself, spreading her thighs even wider, whimpering, desperately. 

“Ohh, my babygirl’s all excited, huh?” Troy asked, smirking, getting down onto his knees so he’d be at the right height beside the sofa. “That’s Daddy’s good girl.” 

Gwen nodded, watching the wand as it seemed to move in slow motion towards her padded crotch, her pulse racing - and then it was pressing against her, making her gasp, arching her back slightly, whimpering, the vibrations rumbling through the slightly damp padding. It felt so good, and it made Gwen feel like a cute, helpless little girl to be stimulated through her diaper, gasping and clutching at her Daddy. 

“Oh, oh, oh!” she said, softly, as Troy grinned wickedly, slowly moving the vibrator up and down. 

It was almost like a wonderful, thrumming, throbbing tongue, slipping up and down her folds, teasing her clit, making her moan - but the vibrations travelled right inside her, powerful enough to hit her g-spot and excited nub all at once. Gwen panted, throwing her head back to moan helplessly, hips slowly working against the buzzing wand. 

Troy leaned over her, parting her lips with his in a kiss, and Gwen kissed back, distractedly, trembling as Troy pulled away. The moment was hot and intense, the air full of electricity. Gwen could feel herself getting more and more worked up, unable to stop her body’s movements, the rocking of her hips, the arching of her back, needy and desperate, the pleasure maddeningly steady. 

“Ahh! Daddy, oh, Daddy, please, let your baby girl cum,” Gwen moaned, whimpering, her diaper crinkling loudly as she frantically tried to press against the wand through it, her cunny pleading with her for more stimulation. 

Troy felt his cock throb gently, stiff and painful in his boxers, but he just smirked, focusing on bringing Gwen pleasure, using his own lust to make it more intense. 

“Babygirl wants to cum, huh?” 

“Uh...uh huh…!” 

Troy grinned wickedly - and then flicked the switch to the second level, while he pressed it down hard against Gwen’s desperate, bucking, padded crotch. 

“Cum for Daddy, little one, cum for me!” 

Gwen shrieked at the new stimulation, going cross-eyed. Her body took one moment, two moments, to catch up to the new extreme feelings - and then her mind exploded with pleasure. Moaning and thrashing, she arched her back dramatically, rolling her hips up over and over to catch the waves of pleasure buffeting her. Her stiff nub tingled and throbbed, over and over, sheer bliss stretching on and on as she came. 

“Oh Daddy, ohhh Daddy I love you!” 

She huffed and grunted as she rode out her orgasm, panting, tongue hanging out of her mouth, slowly but surely feeling it come to an end… She shuddered, laying back, giving occasional jerks and twitches until Troy pulled the vibrator away. 

Gwen sprawled bonelessly on the couch, panting, eyes not focusing properly as she recovered from that earth-shaking orgasm. After a few moments, she looked at Troy, who was smirking with amusement. Wordlessly, Gwen shuffled to the edge of the couch, and then slid herself off, sitting beside Troy…. And then letting herself fall onto him, moaning happily, demanding cuddles. 

“I love you, princess,” Troy whispered, and Gwen was too exhausted to respond. 

‘Perhaps this could work…’ Gwen thought to herself, with a happy smile. 

End. 
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