

Preview:

"Mmmm... That's right, baby boy," Denise gasped, her breathing shallow and excited as she rubbed and fondled Francis clumsily through his diaper. "Mommy ...nmm... loves your little lips on her titties..."


The filthy language made Francis groan low in his throat, his hips pushing up to meet Denise's hand, more excited than he could ever remember being in his life. Swirling his tongue around Mommy's firm button, Francis' lips teased and pressed sloppily against Denise's raised areola, the two of them moaning and breathing eagerly together as the heat between them rose.


Pulling his open mouth away, Francis switched breasts and latched onto the second, hearing Denise cry out in pleasure, tightening her grip around his cock. Francis wasted no time, suckling Denise's stiff nipple frantically as if he really were just a baby, sitting on Mommy's lap while she touched him in the naughtiest way possible.


"O-oh, baby," Denise groaned, her own hips rolling needily. "Ohhh, you're so- so stiff through your little pampers, aren't you?"


This felt so filthy and perverted, but that fact only made Denise more and more excited. She could feel Francis' excited tongue running over and over her nipple, electric tingles shooting straight down between her crotch - but she wanted more, so much more. Francis' Mommy wanted to cum... And she wanted to see, to feel, her adult little boy do the same. 

***

HIS Diapered Reality

It took two weeks of convincing before Francis finally allowed Denise to try out the Mommy role with him, in real life. Denise didn't realise at first, but where he was bold and flirty in naughty texts, when things got too close to real life, he'd retreat, and double down on pushing Denise into subspace instead.


Denise didn't want to complain about that, exactly. She loved being his dirty little girl, and Francis seemed to have an amazing time being her Daddy. But fair was fair, and Denise knew she'd have to push the topic if she ever wanted a chance to play 'Mommy' to her adult baby boy.


After many awkward, embarrassing conversations, Denise had managed to get Francis to agree - Denise would be Mommy, the next time they saw each other. Denise found herself incredibly anxious, certain she'd do something wrong - but wanting to give a little back to Francis, for everything he'd done for her. 


...And besides. It sounded pretty hot, too. 

***

Denise's nerves were nothing compared to Francis'. When she arrived, the taller man was shaking, seeming to have shrunk already. She saw the cool, thin layer of sweat on his back as he undressed, and while Denise's voice trembled when she commanded him to lay down, Francis' mumbled response was even shakier.


His body showed his interest almost as much as his fear, his member already growing to attention slowly as he pulled down his underwear, lowering himself onto the diaper on his bedroom floor. Denise's eyes roved up and down her little man's body, the childish, trembling behavior so out of place on a grown man.


"You don't need to do this," Francis mumbled from the floor, his half-erect cock lolling against his inner thigh. "Not if you don't want to..."


Even though they'd been planning this playdate for what seemed like forever, Denise did have to admit she'd doubted if she could actually go through with it. More naturally submissive, she worried that Francis would never see her as a Mommy, be unable to feel little and obedient for somebody he could only see as a diapered babygirl.


But now she was actually doing it... Denise stifled a giggle behind her hand as she looked down at the big, strong man on the floor. Francis' cheeks were cherry red, and his usually playful, demanding gaze was nervous, eyes big pools of anxiety. 


The opened diaper beneath his bare bottom only served to emphasize his nudity. Francis looked completely and utterly vulnerable, and Denise found it both turned her on and filled her with confidence. She didn't need to be some kind of Super Domme to be in control here, because Francis looked like the very idea of a woman Mommy-ing him had sent him right into subspace. He'd be putty in her hands.


"Baby, baby, baby," Denise tutted, crossing her arms with a slowly-spreading smirk. "I want to do this."


"Well, if you didn't, that would-"


"I just said I did," Denise replied sharply. "Don't argue with Mommy."


She thought that might have been the end of it, but Francis bit his lip for several seconds - and then started speaking again:


"But, Denise, you've never done this before," he said, hurriedly, sensing 'Mommy' was about to cut him off. "And really, if you don't want to do this, I-mmf."


Denise had knelt down, an odd mixture of amusement and exasperation on her face, and pressed her finger against Francis' lips, silencing him. Her eyes were fiery but playful as she stared at him for several long seconds, seemingly daring him to speak.


"Little one," Denise began, a chuckle in her voice. "You are so cute. It sounds like maybe you're even more nervous than I ever was about this..."


Francis' eyes darted away, and as a blush crept out from under his stubble, he nodded shyly. Denise felt her heart jump - he was so cute.


"Well, don't be," she said. "Mommy is in control now. You have nothing to worry about."


Francis nodded once more, but Denise could still see the tension in his body. He was obviously having trouble letting go and really sinking into littlespace, no matter how enthusiastic he'd sounded through text. Denise pursed her lips thoughtfully, trying to decide what to do...


"...And since you talked back," Denise said, slowly, her heart pounding quickly as her mind sped, trying to decide if this was the right thing to say or not. "...Mommy says you get a spanking."


Francis' shocked expression alone was enough to make her glad she had said it, the big tough man's pupils shrinking to pinpricks - as his cock visibly twitched, mouth hanging open in disbelief. He obviously hadn't been expecting that, and Denise's mouth twisted into a smirk as she decided to follow her threat through to its conclusion.


"That's right, my naughty little boy," the inexperienced Mommy dom purred. "I'm going to pull your cute little tushy over my lap and smack your perky backside until it's bright pink."


Nodding and swallowing, Francis watched as Denise sat back down on the bed, her ochre legs parted slightly beneath her skirt as she got into the best position possible for laying him across her lap. Somewhat uncertainly, Denise patted her upper thigh with a thin smile, trying to play into that same sense of confidence she'd felt a moment ago.


"Well, come here then," she urged. "Mommy's waiting!"


As if she'd flicked a magic switch, Francis lunged forwards and scrambled to his feet, his dick now mostly stiff. Denise smiled as Francis clambered onto the bed, moving into position over Denise's lip. As he hesitated, uncertain about where to put his hands, Denise whapped Francis gently on his backside, making him give a cute squeak.


"S-sorry, Mommy!" he spluttered, helplessly, as he finally lay obediently across her lap, waiting for his spanking. 


"Oh, you will be," Denise said, threateningly, playfully, as she ran her hand over Francis' surprisingly smooth backside. "You've been such a naughty little boy, haven't you, Francis?"


"I... I have, Mommy?" 


"Oh yes," Denise replied, feeling herself slipping into the 'Big'space she'd previously imagined she'd have to fake, but now came somehow naturally.


"You've been a dirty little baby, thinking filthy thoughts about Mommy," Denise muttered, stroking Francis' quivering rump. "I can tell by how hard your little peepee gets around me..."


Francis audibly gulped, and Denise felt his erection throbbing against her lap, saw his breathing quicken. Oh yes, he was enjoying this fantasy too...


"You've been stroking your baby cock thinking about Mommy's body, haven't you?" Denise urged, and when Francis didn't respond quickly enough, she slapped his backside hard for the first time. "Haven't you?!"


"Ah! Y-yes, Mommy!" Francis spluttered hurriedly, his ass smarting from the first swat. "I'm sorry Mommy!"


"Naughty, naughty baby!" Denise cried out, as she peppered Francis' exposed bottom with surprisingly firm smack, eliciting yelps of surprise and pain from him. "Tell Mommy all your perverted little fantasies or she'll lock your baby cock up forever!"


Francis moaned, screwing up his eyes in a mixture of distress and sheer, unfiltered arousal. As Denise went to town on the adult baby boy's backside, she could feel his erection firm and pulsing against her, his body excited by the spanking as his mind raced to catch up.


"I, I want to suck Momm-AH!- Mommy's titties!" Francis gasped, tears pricking his eyes as the curvy woman spanked him with remarkable ferocity. "I wan-want to grind my cock against my diapers while Mommy rides me!" 


"More!" Denise demanded, her own pulse racing, face flushed, eyes wild as she felt the power that came from utterly dominating someone else surge through her, her hand leaving bright pink imprints on Francis' exposed flesh. "Tell Mommy how much you love your diapers!"


"I, I love my diapers!" Francis spluttered, his legs kicking slightly from the burning, stinging pain in his rumpcheeks. "I wanna be Mommy's helpless baby! I wanna hump against them all day!"


As he spoke, Denise could feel his throbbing erection pulsing against her, fully stiff, begging for a tender touch. That touch didn't come - instead, Denise landed another *smack* right on top of the glowing imprint of her hand, and Francis moaned and writhed, his cock dripping precum needily onto Denise's skirt.


"That's Mommy's naughty, slutty little boy," Denise hissed, burying her fingers in Francis' short hair, tugging his head back gently. "Get back down on the floor!"


Denise gently pushed Francis off of her lap, letting him roll off and catch himself. As he scrambled back into position, the thick, crinkly diaper underneath him, Denise lowered herself to the floor, legs trembling and pussy soaking wet beneath her skirt.


She couldn't have imagined how much of a turn-on this would be in real life, never in her wildest dreams. Francis offered no more protests or hesitation now, covering his face with his hands and flushing as he bit his lip, feeling the plastic wrapping of the diaper being pulled taut around his hips.


His cock was still hard, and Francis couldn't suppress the moan as Denise pressed his hard shaft firmly against his own hot flesh, his dripping tip pushed against his stomach as the soft padding of the diaper enveloped him. It felt so good, not just the contact of the soft, cotton-like lining of the diaper, but the forceful way Denise had taken control of him, had been more 'Mommy' than he'd ever imagined possible.


"Does that feel good, baby boy?" Denise cooed, as she taped the diaper up tightly, trying to ignore how her own hands shook with excitement. "You look so cute like that!"


"It feels amazing, Mommy," Francis confirmed, his cheeks beet red. "Th-thank you..."


For a moment, Denise cupped his cheek in her hand, sharing a gentle, loving gaze, telling Francis wordlessly what she'd said before - that it was okay, that Mommy was in charge now... And then she gently pulled his face towards hers, sharing a deep, tender kiss, where she was totally in control.


As she pulled away, Denise breathed out heavily through her nose. This power was intoxicating, and she couldn't believe she'd never even thought about domming before now.


"Let's get baby dressed up nicely, hm?" Denise remarked, as she lifted herself to her feet. "Come on, little one. Show Mommy where you're keeping your cutest outfits..."


Francis hesitated, but Denise couldn't let the momentum fail her now. Boldly, she pulled open a drawer, peering into it to see if it had anything appropriate inside. When it didn't, she tutted, pushing it quickly shut.


"Well?" Denise said, turning to Francis with a playful smirk. "Where's baby's best play clothes?"


Francis bit his lip, and then slowly raised his hand to point toward his closet, looking up at Denise shyly. 


"In there, Mommy," he said, in a squeaky little voice that made him sound far younger. "That's where I keep all my, um... AB stuff..."


Denise pulled the closet door open triumphantly, while Francis shrank away, embarrassed. It was still humiliating to have his baby clothes pulled out, clear evidence he wanted this, wanted to be treated like Denise's submissive adult toddler. 


As Denise held aloft a pacifier, Francis' eyes widened - and Denise's smirk grew. His embarrassed smile was soon hidden behind the shield of the binky, suckling quietly, dick pulsing inside the soft, comforting lining of the diaper. He watched, soothed and excited all at once by the silicone nipple in his mouth, as Mommy grabbed a cute blue and white romper, with little sailboats and anchors all over.


"Awww," Denise cooed, with a chuckle in her voice. "Does widdle baby wanna wear his cute romper?"


Francis nodded almost unthinkingly, despite his shyness. Of course he wanted to be gently dressed up by his cute Mommy in an adorable outfit! It was the kind of scenario ABDL men dreamed of, and Francis knew there were even better things to come.


"Yesh, Momma," he mumbled around the binky, lifting his arms so Denise could pull the top of the romper down over him.


It had been a long, long time since anybody had dressed Francis, and he savored it, sighing gently as the stretchy cotton fabric enveloped him. His hairy adult body disappeared underneath a playfully infantile pattern, and Francis couldn't help but giggle gently as Denise tickled his side, laying him down so she could do the romper up between his legs.


The diaper scrunched between his thighs as the romper was done up, and Francis felt its presence even more keenly than before. As Denise helped the now fully-dressed adult baby to his feet, Francis had to resist the urge to rock his hips, pressing his turgid cock against the thick diaper between his legs.


"Thank you, Mommy," Francis murmured softly, as she led him downstairs. "Wub you..."


"Mommy loves you too, baby boy," Denise replied - and she could hardly wait to explore other kinds of love with him, too...
  

***

They snuggled on the couch while the television played on, a cutesie toddler program on the screen. Francis was stiff all over at first, but slowly started to melt into the experience, relaxing against Denise's soft chest as he watched a cartoon monkey search for his lost cutlass.


The feeling of the curvy woman's fingers running through his hair - Francis felt himself smiling softly behind the binky, the gentle, intimate touch like nothing he'd ever felt before. Denise was so lovingly attentive, her subtle scent enveloping Francis as he relaxed against her.


"Do you know where the treasure chest is?" the monkey onscreen asked, and Francis found himself yelling out a response almost unthinkingly.


"Behind da palm twee!" he babbled, pointing at the screen. "Dere!"


"You're such a clever little baby, aren't you?" Denise cooed, kissing Francis' cheek, amused at how happy and giggly he was now that he was letting himself truly sink into littlespace. "Mommy thinks you're adorable..."


Francis flushed, cuddling up closer to Denise. With her holding him like this, he felt almost as adorable as Mommy said he was.


Denise herself felt the strangest combination of excitement and adoration, maternal love mingling with the desire to claim and dominate this man. Every brush of her fingertips against Francis' skin sent excited shivers down her spine. 


It felt so strange to be so turned on by this, by Francis being dressed up like a toddler, complete with a thick diaper, clinging to Denise and calling her 'Mommy'. But in fact it was how perverted, dirty, and wrong it felt that fed into Denise's arousal. She was a sexy, curvy vixen, corrupting her innocent little baby boy...


As he watched the cartoon, Francis shivered almost imperceptibly, sucking the pacifier just a little slower. His erection had finally gone down enough that he could empty his bladder a little, shifting just slightly as he closed his eyes, enjoying the warm, wet feeling that bloomed outwards from his crotch.


"Nmmf," he mumbled, quietly, keeping his gaze fixed on the TV screen. "...I went peepee, Mommy."


"That's my good boy," Denise replied instantly, surprising herself. "Using your diapers like a good little baby..."


Her hand slid down between Francis' legs, feeling the heat through the romper, through the sodden padding of the diaper. God, she'd wanted to stretch this out for longer - but the heat in the room was making her dizzy with arousal, her body tingling, blood fizzing as it raced straight down to her crotch.


Francis was already watching as Denise's free hand moved to her chest, smiling coyly, enticingly at him as he watched her. Again she reveled in the feeling of power and control, in being so utterly dominant that she controlled Francis' body itself. She didn't reach out to feel, but Denise could tell that Francis' cock was hard once again, pushing against the soaking lining of his used diaper, his incongruously cute expression and outfit making the whole scenario feel positively filthy.


Denise's pulse raced, heart thumping in her ears as she began to slowly undo the buttons of her blouse. She had a rapt audience in Francis, who was no longer interested in the activities of the cartoon characters onscreen, instead watching as the tawny brown of his Mommy's breasts became visible.


"Does Mommy's baby want a replacement for that pacifier?" Denise asked, her cheeks flushing at such a corny turn of phrase - but it worked, Francis nodding eagerly, his pacifier falling from his opened lips.


A moment later, and he'd clambered onto the couch seat beside her, tenderly cupping and stroking her left breast, almost reverently. Denise chuckled, but nodded encouragingly as Francis looked up at her uncertainly, before slowly lowering his parted lips towards her excited nipple. 


As Francis lips clumsily wrapped around Denise's stiff, eager nub, his Mommy herself reached down between the little boy's thighs. Francis moaned, sending tingling vibrations up through Denise's sensitive flesh, pleasure racing up and down her spine, as he felt Mommy's firm grasp around his cock through even the thick padding and cottony romper.


"Mmmm... That's right, baby boy," Denise gasped, her breathing shallow and excited as she rubbed and fondled Francis clumsily through his diaper. "Mommy ...nmm... loves your little lips on her titties..."


The filthy language made Francis groan low in his throat, his hips pushing up to meet Denise's hand, more excited than he could ever remember being in his life. Swirling his tongue around Mommy's firm button, Francis' lips teased and pressed sloppily against Denise's raised areola, the two of them moaning and breathing eagerly together as the heat between them rose.


Pulling his open mouth away, Francis switched breasts and latched onto the second, hearing Denise cry out in pleasure, tightening her grip around his cock. Francis wasted no time, suckling Denise's stiff nipple frantically as if he really were just a baby, sitting on Mommy's lap while she touched him in the naughtiest way possible.


"O-oh, baby," Denise groaned, her own hips rolling needily. "Ohhh, you're so- so stiff through your little pampers, aren't you?"


This felt so filthy and perverted, but that fact only made Denise more and more excited. She could feel Francis' excited tongue running over and over her nipple, electric tingles shooting straight down between her crotch - but she wanted more, so much more. Francis' Mommy wanted to cum... And she wanted to see, to feel, her adult little boy do the same.


"S-stop, stop," she cried, somewhat reluctantly, easing her throbbing nipple from Francis' mouth. "Lay down on the floor for Mommy again..."


Francis looked uncertain for just a moment, his tongue still hanging out, missing the feeling of warm, soft boob smooshed against his face. And then that moment passed, as the adult baby boy realized Denise wanted to go further with him, wanted to push his fantasies to the limit...


A moment later, he was on the ground, the poppers on his romper being quickly undone, his eyes wide as his Mommy became like a wild cat in heat. His cock throbbed, feeling completely owned and controlled - and Denise smirked as she reached down between her legs, slowly peeling down her underwear, soaked with her own juices.


"What Mommy doin'?" Francis asked, cutely, lost in the fantasy himself. "Is Mommy gonna give me a special cuddle?"


"Sort of," Denise said, her face red, her smile wide, as she straddled Francis, remembering his naughty confession from earlier. "Since you're such a widdle baby, I don't think Mommy should let you put your baby cock inside me..."


Francis gulped, nodding slowly as he felt the weight of Denise's body pressing against him, her crotch smushed against the front of his diaper. He swallowed repeatedly, watching as her lips split and spread around the lump in his padding, his erection maddeningly close to her pussy... but separated by the thick layer of plastic and padding.


"So Mommy's going to ride you, just like you wanted," Denise said, with a wink, as she rolled her hips firmly upwards, eliciting a groan of pleasure from Francis as she did so. "And you can hump against your didees instead of Mommy."


"Y-yes, Mommy," Francis spluttered, eyes rolling back in his head, as Denise's hips rocked back and forth on top of him.


The pressure, the wet little noises as Mommy's slick pussy shifted back and forth on the diaper, feeling her through the padding so vaguely... It was maddening, yet so arousing, Francis feeling trapped in his diapers, humping against them just as Mommy had said he would.


Denise herself could feel her breathing quickening, her bare breasts swinging slightly as she shifted her body forwards and backwards. Her stiff nub rubbed over and over against the place where Francis' cocktip was, the stimulation sending erotic sparks straight between her most private places.


But what made her most excited was the gently moaning, gasping, squirming man beneath her. Denise swore she could feel him throbbing through the diaper, grinding and whimpering as his cock was left trapped inside it, an erotic symbol of his status as Denise's baby.


He was so hot and excited for this, Denise could tell. She'd made the right call, and she ground her mound more firmly against Francis through his pampers, elicting a surprised moan, the man's knuckles growing white as his hands curled tighter into fists.


Francis tried to match his eager, humping movements to Denise's, but it was becoming a struggle. His constantly leaking cock mixed precum with the wetness already inside the diaper, his body racing towards a climax he knew was just around the corner. His eyes closed, mouth hanging open in sheer bliss, overwhelmed by sensation.


His diaper crinkled rhythmically as Denise rocked back and forth on top of him, his romper unsnapped, Mommy riding him, just like he'd fantasized about. He was totally helpless, Denise's obedient little toy, her baby, and it felt at once powerfully humiliating... and amazingly arousing.


Francis could feel himself getting harder and harder, teeth gritting around nothing, his peak so very close... As he turned his head to the side, and his gaze fell on the forgotten pacifier, waiting on the floor...


A reminder of how Denise had taken complete control of him - and he was her submissive little baby boy, being humped through his diapers.


"Hnnngh!" Francis grunted, hands flying up to grab Denise's hips with a suddenness that made her gasp. "Oh Mommy! Mommy!"


His cock throbbed, pulsed, as he shot his first load into the soaking padding, muscles trembling as he did so. For a moment, Francis' whole body was seized in the grip of feverish pleasure, trembling - and then he grunted again, head jerking backwards as his balls unloaded once again, hot, thick cum spurting into the diaper as Denise pinned him down.


She grinned, proudly, as she felt Francis' shudder and spurt into his thick, soggy padding. Denise had proved to herself that this, too, was for her, that this, too, was a role she could take and revel in. Babygirl... and now Mommy, too.


"Ohhhh," Francis groaned as he collapsed onto the floor, totally spent. "Fank you, Mommy..."


"You're not finished yet," Denise shot back, neatly dismounting from the diaper, leaving clear juices glistening on the outer plastic shell. "Why don't you come over here and give Mommy some special kisses?"


Denise's legs shook almost as much as her voice, reaching down with slender fingers to spread her folds apart as she opened her legs wide for easier access. Francis licked his lips - and then rolled onto his front, crawling towards his Mommy.


"Yes, Momma," he panted, lowering his face reverently towards Denise's slick wetness - and then rapidly drawing his tongue through the sopping, burning hot treasure between her folds.


Denise moaned gutterally, as her baby boy worshiped her pussy, determined to make Mommy feel as good as he had. She could tell from Francis' heavy breathing, his snorting, flaring nostrils as his tongue happily licked between her folds, that he was exhausted - but Denise was so worked up from all the foreplay that she knew she'd climax soon anyway.


"Ohhh, b-baby boy," Denise managed, panting, legs spread, hand reaching down to tangle in Francis' short hair. "Mmm...mmore!" 


Francis' response was instant, his tongue and lips moving together, licking and sucking at Denise's stiff, throbbing clit. She felt her pulse racing, barely able to catch her breath as she looked down, seeing a head pressed between her thighs, pleasures she could feel but not see as Francis' tongue delved deep into her most intimate spaces.


And beyond that, a thick, adult body - but one dressed in a baby's romper, a thick diaper on his backside... The kinky sight combined with a sudden swipe over her already-stiff and eager clit made Denise squeal loudly, legs trembling and buckling. Her body was so, so close to the edge.


"Yesss.... M-make Mommy cu-cum!" she demanded, pushing Francis' already dripping face harder down between her thighs...


Denise was well rewarded, as Francis began to suckle hungrily on her engorged clit, pushing her right over the edge suddenly. Denise squealed and shrieked, banging a fist on the floor, as she frantically ground her crotch against Francis' face.


Fireworks of bliss exploded behind her eyes, as she lost her mind with pleasure, pulse after pulse of sheer orgasmic bliss wracking her entire body. She collapsed backwards, still moaning, gasping, shuddering, as Francis pushed her well past the point of no return, his tender ministrations carrying her on waves and waves of amazing sensations that never seemed to end.


At last, at long last, Denise finally felt the last drop of orgasm had been wrung out of her, her body shuddered one last time... and she sagged, just as Francis stopped licking and sucking and teasing her. She let out a soft, contented moan, reaching out dreamily to thank Francis with words she didn't have right now.


As Francis slowly sat up, she could see the proud smirk on his face, his own cheeks almost as flushed as hers. Yes, she'd been Mommy - but for a moment there she'd been a slave to her own pleasure, and to Francis' wonderful, talented mouth...


"Love you, Mommy," Francis said, licking his stubble clean of Denise's clear, sticky juices, a twinkle of mischief in the diapered man's eyes. "....And I love my babygirl, too..."


Denise laughed, reaching for him, wordlessly. When their lips met, she tasted herself on him, and sighed happily when they pulled apart, taking in everything - the pacifier, the diaper, the man in front of her.


This, too, was for Denise. 


And she knew she could be very happy with it. 

End.

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●      Her Pampered Fantasies: 3 book bundle - read the first 3 books showing Denise’s tentative entry into the world of ABDL!

●      Her Diapered Reality pt 1 - the previous book in the series shows Denise and Francis’ first kinky meeting!
 

●      Her Diapered Reality pt 2 - see Denise fully exploring the reality of being Daddy’s little girl for the first time!
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