

Preview:

“Kaye,” Chantelle said, drawing the taller girl’s attention once more. “Mommy needs your help. Give me your hand…”

Kaye’s hand trembled slightly as she passed it over to her ‘Mommy’, and soon felt a blue rubber glove being pulled over it. She started at it with what she hoped passed for curiosity, as a generous dollop of lube was squirted onto her fingers, Chantelle’s hand delicately spreading it around.

“Now, come here, baby,” Chantelle directed Kaye, bringing her hand to Freddie’s exposed anus. “Mommy’s going to put these marshiemallows into your baby brother’s tushy, so you need to get that slimy stuff inside his bottom, okay?”

Kaye hesitated, but nodded, slowly. Freddie continued to suckle his pacifier mindlessly, one side of his face against the comforter. He obviously trusted his Mommy completely - or had no idea what was being said.

Either way, he didn’t seem to react at all to Kaye’s ginger prodding of his tight pucker - until she suddenly pushed, her finger sliding deep inside.

“AH! MOMMY!” he grunted, sucking his pacifier hard…

***

Hypnotised by my Roommate into Messing my Diapers!

After Chantelle had changed Kaye out of her wet diaper, and sent her to bed -  with instructions that she would have ‘no memories of what happened that night - the curvy freshman lay awake in bed, biting her lip as her heart and mind raced.

The thing was, when Chantelle, their cute but abrasive roomie, had invited Freddie and Kaye into her bedroom to be ‘hypnotised’, Kaye had been skeptical. She didn’t think it would work. And as she lay on the bed, listening to the gentle words, she definitely felt it affecting her slightly. But nowhere near as much as it seemed to affect Freddie…

As Kaye waited on the bed beside her childhood best friend and long time crush, she tried to decide if she should speak up about the fact she wasn’t really hypnotised. Kaye hated to hurt other people’s feelings, and she worried if she said anything it would upset Chantelle, who was obviously eager to help both of them. But maybe it would be crueler not to say anything?

Just as she was trying to make up her mind, Kaye heard Chantelle’s first command. She froze as the shorter girl ordered her to kiss Freddie, something she’d fantasized about a thousand times. Kaye was torn, seconds ticking by as she tried to decide if she should walk away now, or give in to the burning desire she didn’t feel able to acknowledge in ‘real life’.

Finally, noticing Chantelle’s brief frown of concern, she hurriedly kissed the boy she loved, trying to hide his disappointment as he didn’t kiss back.

A moment later, however, and Chantelle commanded him to kiss Kaye too, and the two of them moaned into one another’s mouths, Kaye’s heart thumping wildly. This wasn’t how she imagined her first real kiss with Freddie… but she’d take it.

So then she was committed to the lie, and when Chantelle brought out thick adult diapers and put them both into them… Well, Kaye couldn’t admit what she’d done then, could she? So she played along.

A few times Kaye worried she was being too obvious, but it seemed like Chantelle was completely swept up in her own fantasies. Kaye was surprised to learn her brash roommate was excited at the thought of being a sweet and sensitive (but still dominant) Mommy for adult babies. But as bizarre and alarmed as Kaye was at first, after a little while, she found herself getting into it.

Kaye had always been a little attracted to Chantelle, but she mostly had eyes for Freddie. And it never seemed like that cute, punky sophomore could be interested in someone big and plump like her.

Apparently Kaye was wrong, though, and she had to admit, it was arousing to feel Chantelle’s palpable desire towards her, even if she had to wear a diaper to do it. Seeing the girl she’d always thought was cute getting so turned on, face red with arousal, also made Kaye excited more than she’d ever have expected.

Wetting her diaper… remembering that still brought a blush to Kaye’s face. It hadn’t quite held it all, the padding growing swollen and hot, then leaking out of the legcuffs slightly. Kaye had been horribly embarrassed by being made to use her diaper - and the leaking only made it worse. But for some reason that seemed to turn Chantelle on more.

Kaye shivered. She would never forgot the feeling of the shorter girl groping and squeezing the wet diaper, pressing it against her slickened folds, praising her for using it. The erotic tension crackled in the air, and Kaye wished for a moment she could grab Chantelle and shove her slender hand down her soaked diaper.

Instead, a few moments later she was ordered to pleasure her Mommy with her mouth. Kaye was nervous, because she’d never done anything like this with a girl before, but with Freddie’s help, they drove Chantelle to a noisy, spirited orgasm. As Kaye snuggled up to her Mommy, still reeling from the day’s events, she felt an ember of pride glowing inside her - she’d made Chantelle cum!

Kaye wondered if - or when - Chantelle would do that again. And as shy as she was, she had to admit - she hoped it was soon…

***

When they were all together again at lunch time the next day, Chantelle asked how they slept the previous night.

“Uh, pretty well,” Freddie said, with a casual smile. “...I honestly don’t even remember the hypnotism. Guess it worked, though.”

“Me neither,” Kaye said hurriedly, stirring the bowl of cereal that was her ‘lunch’ that day. “I mean, remember it. I don’t remember any of it. But I slept well.”

Chantelle frowned for a moment, but then her expression was pleased once more.

“Awesome possum, guys,” she said. “Anyway, how about we uh, do a little top-up sesh today? If you guys aren’t busy…”

Kaye began to nod, but as she looked out of the corner of her eye, Freddie looked hesitant.

“I don’t know,” he said, frowning. “I have class at three…”

“It wouldn’t have to take that long,” Kaye said, blushing at how she was ‘interrupting’. “I mean, we could have a quick session… Right, Chantelle?”

“Uh, yeah,” Chantelle replied. “I mean, of course. It could be done by two. I’d just like to help you guys out.”

Freddie breathed out through his nose. Like Kaye, he hated to disappoint anybody, and he could tell by the desperate, pleading look his best friend was giving him that she wanted to do this badly, for some reason. Maybe she thought it really would be helpful?

“Okay,” he agreed, with a shrug. “Let me finish this, then we’ll go.”

Kaye tried not to let the smile that spread over her face grow too large, as her chest thumped wildly with desires she hoped would soon be fulfilled.

***

Kaye was disappointed very quickly.

Chantelle brought them into trance just like she had last time, and when her skinny fingers brushed Kaye’s upper arm, the freshman’s heart leapt…

But nothing else happened.

Instead of urging the pair to kiss, Chantelle began trying to genuinely hypnotise Freddie and Kaye into performing better in school. Perhaps she worried they’d notice if they were still struggling after weeks of ‘hypnotherapy’.

“I am focused, at school, and in class,” Chantelle said, in a low, droning voice, as Freddie and Kaye lay on the bed with their eyes tightly closed. “I can take time to rest. I am a good student. I take care of my body, and my mind…”

Kaye tried to hide her sigh as the words washed irritatingly over her. Maybe next time it would be more exciting again…

***

There was one moment towards the end, when Chantelle reminded them both that she was their ‘Mommy’ and they should obey her. That made Kaye’s pulse jump excitedly, but she tried to keep her voice monotone and ‘entranced’ as she responded ‘Yes, Mommy…’ to the shorter woman.

Unfortunately, that was all Chantelle said on the matter that day…

And the next day… and the day after.

Kaye couldn’t tell if it was having any effect on her. She still left her notes everywhere, still found herself pushing herself too hard. It seemed like maybe it was impacting Freddie, though, because he no longer pulled all-nighters studying, and woke up bright and early and relaxed before his classes every day.

Kaye was almost jealous of how susceptible Freddie seemed to be - but then she shivered, thinking of how the pay-off was she got to be fully conscious during the naughtiness orchestrated by Chantelle. She hoped it would happen again soon...

Still, there were times when Kaye was tempted to stay up - then scolded herself, because what would her ‘Mommy’ think? The thought made her smirk, but she did head to bed soon after. Whether it was actually affecting her like hypnosis should, or was just a fun motivation to take care of herself, Kaye didn’t know, but she enjoyed the feeling anyway.

Outside of hypnosis, it seemed like the relationship between her and Chantelle was changing, though. Whereas before the shorter girl had merely rolled her eyes or made a comment about how Chantelle should keep things organized. Now she directly admonished Kaye for being messy, or not taking care of herself, and Kaye found herself obeying the orders she was given whenever they came.

“Kaye, cups need a coaster,” Chantelle would say reproachfully as she noticed Kaye’s bare-bottomed mug resting on the wooden coffee table - and Kaye would blush and apologize, before finding a coaster to put under it.

By Thursday, Chantelle had nudged Kaye into organizing all of her notes properly in separate binders, and occasionally forced her to eat breakfast when she skipped. Kaye tried to resist, politely, once or twice - but Chantelle’s raised eyebrows and maternal-yet-dominant smirk soon made those mumbled protests stop.

Today Kaye was hunched over the coffee table, furiously scribbling notes on a lined piece of paper. Her foot tapped against the floor anxiously as she tried to focus on her schoolwork, finding the harder she tried, the more the information seemed to be slipping through her fingers.

Kaye wasn’t sure how long she’d been working, but it never seemed to be enough. Kaye had no classes that morning, and Freddie did - so it seemed like a waste of her time to do anything but study…

“Hey.”

Chantelle’s voice made Kaye’s head jerk up briefly, looking at the disheveled gamer girl in her oversized shirt. Her hair was actually brushed, which was a surprise, but she wore no make-up as usual, and the bags under her eyes were obvious. Kaye was surprised by how attracted she felt to her part-time Mommy at that moment…

“Uh, hi,” she replied, quickly turning back to her work. “Are you alright?”

“Yep, but you’re not,” Chantelle said. “You look wrecked, sweetheart. You’re overworking yourself.”

“No, I’m not,” Kaye insisted softly as she kept working. “I just have to-”

She blinked as her book closed with a thump, and looked up at Chantelle, who’d pushed it shut. Usually, Kaye had to look down at the sophomore, but now Chantelle towered above her fiercely, a halo of light behind her where her dark black hair and her pale face blocked out the light. Kaye felt her heart begin to race once more.

“Take a break,” Chantelle commanded. “...When’s the last time you ate?”

“Um, uh, um,” Kaye blinked again, her head still full of facts and figures she was desperately trying to cling to. “...I don’t know. Last night?”

Chantelle clucked her tongue, and Kaye felt a shiver run up and down her spine. The maternal chiding from her friend made her feel small and embarrassed… and excited, too. Suddenly schoolwork couldn’t have ripped her attention away if it had been jumping up and down and screaming her name.

Screaming her name… now there was a thought. Kaye blushed and looked away from Chantelle at last.

“You need fuel, kiddo,” Chantelle said. “What do you want? Sandwich? Soup?”

“It’s okay,” Kaye said, but Chantelle was already heading to the kitchen.

“Tomato soup and grilled cheese,” the dark-haired girl said, smirking as she pulled out the griddle. “And no arguing.”

“O-okay,” Kaye murmured, smiling shyly.

The truth was, she was always the baby of her family. It was embarrassing that her older siblings achieved so easily academically, but she had to fight and struggle for every grade point. It had made Kaye a little too obsessive, and some of that had rubbed off on Freddie, too.

At home, her mother fussed over her for most of her life, until her health started getting bad. Kaye suddenly found herself taking care of her more often than the other way around, while her older siblings were at university or out at work. Kaye didn’t resent her mother at all… but still, being looked after like this dragged her right back to childhood, when there was always someone older to look after her or make her lunch.

At last there was a steaming bowl of orange-red soup on a tray in front of her, with a perfectly toasted grilled cheese cut into small triangles beside it. Chantelle placed a tall glass of water next to the meal, and Kaye looked up at her, questioningly. She’d been expecting her usual coffee.

“Water’s best for hydration,” Chantelle explained, in a tone that suggested she wouldn’t be replacing it with anything any less healthy. Kaye obediently grasped the cool glass, and took a long sip.

“Th-thank you,” she mumbled shyly, and Chantelle chuckled.

“Yer cute, Kaykay,” she said, gently rubbing Kaye’s back. “Why don’t you sit on the floor so you don’t spill?”

Kaye nodded obediently, and slid down onto the floor, shuffling forwards so her legs crossed under the table. She felt small, vulnerable but protected, like Chantelle was making sure she was okay, taken care of in the nicest way… Well maybe not the nicest way, Kaye thought with a blush… but it still made her feel small and cute.

As she dipped a gooey slice of grilled cheese into the soup and lifted it carefully to her mouth, Kaye felt Chantelle’s hand on the back of her head, gently stroking. She froze for a moment, before she started carefully chewing, hoping she wouldn’t move too much and discourage the attention. Inside, she was squealing happily, wanting to push back and rub against Chantelle’s hand.

“Good girl,” Chantelle muttered, and Kaye flushed pink as she quickly ate another mouthful of her lunch. “Eat up all your nummies…”

Kaye felt goosebumps on her skin, those words sounding so naughty now. She remembered vividly how Chantelle had asked her and Freddy to ‘be good babies’ and ‘eat Mommy’s pussy’, and she knew Chantelle must be remembering the same thing as her stroking grew slower, more dreamy.

Of course Chantelle had no idea that Kaye remembered that, so she didn’t notice the taller girl’s breathing quicken, or how her cheeks flushed. Kaye tried to focus on her meal, but it was hard when all she could think about was that amazing evening with her and Freddie…

And her naughty new ‘Mommy’.

***

At last, on Saturday, Chantelle invited her and Freddie into the bedroom for an ‘extended session’.

“Just to help you both stay calm over the weekend,” she explained, but the slight redness to her cheeks made Kaye curious and excited about what she might really mean.

Kaye’s hopes were realized shortly after the hypnotic induction:

“Open your mouths, babies,” Chantelle cooed, and Kaye obediently parted her lips, feeling a little jolt between her thighs at the word ‘babies’.

A moment later, and a silicone nipple was between her lips. Kaye’s eyes flew open, and she suckled uncertainly, peering over at Freddie, who looked back at her with glassy-eyed surprise. His pacifier was pale blue, and hers… Kaye crossed her eyes… Pale yellow. She tried not to smile.

“That’s my good kiddos,” Chantelle murmured. “Now stand up for Mommy, okay?”

“Yes Mommy,” Kaye replied along with Freddie, as they both shuffled off of the sides of the bed, standing obediently still as Chantelle approached.

She undressed Freddie first, and Kaye couldn’t stop herself from peeking as she saw her best friend naked for the second time since they were both kids. His cock looked thick and heavy, and his physique, while not the most muscular, was cute, cuddly, appealing in a special way that made Kaye want to hold him and make love.

“Who’s Mommy’s good widdle nakiebutt?” Chantelle cooed, as she casually reached down and stroked Freddie’s shaft, making it throb and swell a little, lazily lolling against his thigh.

“I’m Mommy’s good widdle nakiebutt,” Freddie replied obediently, and Kaye quickly looked away as she noticed Chantelle moving away from him.

“Arms up, princess,” Chantelle ordered, and Kaye lifted them high into the sky.

She tried not to hold her breath as her body was slowly exposed, feeling Chantelle’s eyes rove up and down it without any shame. Kaye was unable to suppress her whimper as her ‘Mommy’ thrust her hand between her thighs. Chantelle’s first and second fingers delved between Kaye’s folds, while her thumb sought out her clit, rubbing clumsily as it stiffened under her attentions.

“Ohhh, is Mommy being naughty?” she teased, smirking.

“N-nawty, Mommy,” Kaye whimpered in a babyish voice, as her back arched towards the attention.

“Mmmm,” Chantelle moaned, sliding her fingers back. “That’s my good girl.”

Kaye watched, fighting to keep her face neutral, as Chantelle licked her fingers carefully, tasting her own juices off of them. She couldn’t stop her blush, however, and perhaps Chantelle noticed, because she smirked, gently nudging at Kaye’s soft inner thigh.

“Spread your legs, princess,” she commanded, and Kaye did exactly that, as Chantelle pulled the pacifier from between her lips...

“Ah-h! Mommy!” Kaye gasped, as the nipple was shoved into her dripping pussy suddenly. “Nmmf!”

“Mommy’s slutty babygirl likes this?” Chantelle cooed, as she shoved the pacifier in and out of Kaye’s excited hole, pushing it in as deep as possible and grinding it against her stiffened nub.

“Y-yuh huh,” Kaye moaned, rocking her hips slightly. “I’s Mommy’s swutty babygirl…”

The stimulation the small piece of silicone provided was minimal, but the sheer pervertedness of being a ‘babygirl’, and having her own pacifier shoved into her pussy, was driving Kaye wild. She felt like she could have come just from that. Chantelle had other plans, however.

A second later, and the pacifier was tugged from between her lower lips, popping free with a slick, wet noise. Kaye’s moaned was quickly muffled, as the silicone binky was pushed firmly into her mouth, and she suckled in surprise, tasting her own tangy juices there.

“That’s so hot,” Chantelle muttered, as if talking to herself - before she straightened up, and smiled once more. “You’re such a good baby, Kay-kay!”

Kaye blushed and smiled behind her sticky pacifier, allowing herself to be sat back down onto the bed, naked, beside Freddie. She could feel their skin sticking together slightly from how close they were, wondering if it was exciting him as much as her… But as she looked over, Freddie was purely entranced by Chantelle, and Kaye hurried to watch her Mommy, too.

“Sweeties, do you remember what Mommy made you two wear last time?”

“Diapers,” they both repeated, although Kaye was a little slower, her face reddening against her will. “Babies wear diapers.”

“That’s right,” Chantelle purred, stroking Freddie’s shoulder. Kaye felt her heart jump, jealous of Freddie and Chantelle at once.

“Now, last time Mommy made you do… mm… pee-pees in your diaper,” Chantelle began, the unrestrained lust in her voice obvious. “...Do you know what else babies do in their diapees, widdle one?”

The question was directed at Kaye, so she nodded, shyly. She really couldn’t believe what Chantelle was suggesting… but she knew she had to answer soon.

“Um,” she began, softly, from behind her pacifier. “...Poopies?”

“That’s right, my clever babies,” Chantelle replied, heading to the closet. “But sometimes little ones can have some trouble making poopies in their diaper, if they’ve been using the nasty potty for too long. So Mommy has some help for you…”

Kaye was surprised to see that Chantelle wasn’t holding an enema, or a bottle of laxatives, or even a suppository in her hand. Instead, she carried a bag of pink and white marshmallows over towards the naked pair, and they both peered curiously at the packet, neither of them comprehending the meaning of it.

“Wha’s dat for, Mommy?” Freddie said, in a cute and innocent voice that sent tickly shivers up and down Kaye’s spine… and apparently Chantelle’s too.

“Ohh… These are gonna help you both make poopies,” Chantelle said, smirking. “...I’ll show you. Freddie, get on the bed on all fours… Yes, like that… Bum in the air, kiddo.”

Freddie obediently got into position, not protesting or questioning what Chantelle wanted. Kaye gulped, having a pretty good idea at this point, and when Chantelle produced a small bottle of lube, her suspicions were confirmed.

“Kaye,” Chantelle said, drawing the taller girl’s attention once more. “Mommy needs your help. Give me your hand…”

Kaye’s hand trembled slightly as she passed it over to her ‘Mommy’, and soon felt a blue rubber glove being pulled over it. She started at it with what she hoped passed for curiosity, as a generous dollop of lube was squirted onto her fingers, Chantelle’s hand delicately spreading it around.

“Now, come here, baby,” Chantelle directed Kaye, bringing her hand to Freddie’s exposed anus. “Mommy’s going to put these marshiemallows into your baby brother’s tushy, so you need to get that slimy stuff inside his bottom, okay?”

Kaye hesitated, but nodded, slowly. Freddie continued to suckle his pacifier mindlessly, one side of his face against the comforter. He obviously trusted his Mommy completely - or had no idea what was being said.

Either way, he didn’t seem to react at all to Kaye’s ginger prodding of his tight pucker - until she suddenly pushed, her finger sliding deep inside.

“AH! MOMMY!” he grunted, sucking his pacifier hard as Kaye slipped her fingers back and forth inside his hole, coating it all with lubricant. “Owiiiiie!”

“Shhh, it’s okay, it’s okay little man,” Chantelle murmured soothingly as she stroked Freddie’s hair from one side. “You’re being such a good, brave little boy.”

Despite his whimpers and protests, Freddie didn’t try to pull away or force Kaye’s fingers out. The freshman felt guilty for how aroused this was making her, watching his clenching hole squeezing around her, feeling his muscles from the inside as she slowly worked her second finger in.

“Nggh!” Freddie groaned as Kaye’s lubricated fingers were embedded up to the last knuckle, and Chantelle looked over with a smile.

“Great job, Kaye,” she said. “Pull your fingers out, okay?”

Obediently, Kaye did just that, seeing Freddie shiver as the tension left his body. Kaye was secretly amazed at how compliant he still was, even though he obviously wasn’t enjoying this part of the experience. He had barely moved at all as she lubricated his backpassage - and even now he waited, breathing a little heavily as his Mommy opened the package of marshmallows, intending to insert them deep inside of him.

“We’ll do one at a time,” Chantelle murmured. “First Mommy…”

“Gnnh…” Freddie groaned as the fluffy white marshmallow was pressed against his lightly lubricated and stretched backside, before disappearing inside of him.

“Now you, Kaye-kay.”

Kaye clumsily grasped another marshmallow, pushing it tentatively against Freddie’s backside - and then more firmly, shoving her gloved finger in as deep as possible, pushing both marshmallows deep into his aching rear.

“Ooohh!” Freddie moaned slightly, and his cock twitched. Apparently Kaye had brushed against a sensitive part inside him - but of course, she had to withdraw her finger quickly, instead of lingering and teasing him.

“Such a good boy,” Chantelle muttered, as she prepared the next marshmallow. “Herrrre we go…”

They continued like that for several minutes, until Freddie’s tight canal was filled with no less than six marshmallows. His tight pucker strained around nothing, but Chantelle hurriedly rolled him over, pushing a diaper under his backside.

“Now, you hold that for as long as you can,” Chantelle said sternly, as she hurried to fasten the diaper around his stiffening cock. “Be a good boy for Momma.”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Freddie grunted, his hands going to his stomach. Kaye could already hear slight gurgles, and from the look of discomfort on his face, the marshmallows inside had already gotten to work.

“Now you, Kaye,” Chantelle said, and Kaye obediently got herself into the same position. Her heart raced, brain urging her to protest - but she’d come this far. And besides… she was a little curious.

She was so nervous, she didn’t hear Mommy’s orders to Freddie, but she felt the bed shift a moment later as he got behind her...

Kaye only just managed to stop herself from gripping the sheets too tightly as she felt Freddie’s warm breath against her slit, displayed for him and her Mommy. She couldn’t suppress the yelp, however, as her childhood best friend stuck out his tongue, and carefully licked upwards from her hidden nub, to her dripping hole.

“Good boy, more, more,” Chantelle urged, and Freddie grunted slightly himself as his stomach gurgled more insistently, but obediently licked at Kaye’s wet slit, slathering it in his own saliva again and again.

“Ohhh!” Kaye moaned around her pacifier, nearly letting it fall from her mouth as she arched her back, hoping for more attention. “Feelsh gud, Mommy.”

“I know it does, babygirl,” Chantelle replied, lust and self-satisfaction in her voice.

“Ngghh… Mommy…” Freddie groaned as his stomach rumbled, sweating slightly from the effort of holding back. “Feelsh funny…”

“Keep licking Kaye’s pretty kitty,” Chantelle commanded gently, guiding his head back towards it. “That’s my good boy.”

Freddie kept going, but Kaye could tell he was struggling. This was never how she’d imagined he would give her oral sex for the first time - thickly diapered and being ordered around by their bossy roommate. But it was arousing Kaye wildly, and she shoved back happily against his mouth.

Chantelle directed him, and suddenly Freddie’s licking was all about Kaye’s clit. Kaye squealed in pleasure as he hit it again and again, working her up towards a peak. She squirmed delightly on the end of his tongue, panting heavily, her pacifier falling from her lips as she felt her orgasm surging closer and closer…

“Now her tushy!” Chantelle commanded, and Freddie’s tongue instantly went to Kaye’s tight pucker.

“Bwah!?” Kaye yelled unintelligibly, as Freddie’s tongue ran over and over her smallest hole.

His thin saliva left a shiny coat across it, and after several eager laps, Kaye felt his tongue teasing at entering her. She moaned from the sheer filthiness of it, her face bright red as she felt Freddie’s hands on her asscheeks, spreading them wide as he licked and slobbered over her tight backpassage.

“Nghh! Mommy!” Freddie suddenly groaned. “It’s, it’s coming, Mommy!”

“K-keep licking!” Chantelle ordered, and from her frantic breathing, Kaye could tell the older girl was touching herself. “Good boy! K-keep… nghh! Yes! Load your diapers!!!”

Freddie moaned defeatedly as he noisily messed himself. Kaye heard the sound before she smelt it, as his padding was filled with loud ‘blort’s and muffled farts, but still he kept tonguing her anus. She could feel the tears on his cheeks against her skin, and almost felt guilty - but his loving licks that now traced all the way from her slick slit to her crinkled hole above made her moan in her own desperation.

As the scent finally reached her, Kaye wrinkled her nose. It was strangely sweet - probably from the marshmallows - but severely muffled by the diaper, which she was grateful for. As Freddie was pulled away, Chantelle cooed over him, soothing him gently as Kaye’s backside trembled, still stuck up in the air.

“Such a good, stinky baby,” Chantelle praised Freddie, openly playing with herself as her free hand stroked his cheek. “Doesn’t it feel good to have a nice, warm load in your pants?”

“Yes, Mommy,’ Freddie replied, wrinkling his own nose at the feeling of the watery mess smushing against his backside as he was sat on the bed. “I’sa good baby…”

“Now it’s your turn, Kay-kay,” Chantelle said, moving back towards the curvy girl. “Here we go…”

“OOf!”

Kaye gasped as she felt a lubricated finger probing her own backside. She tried not to say anything that would give her away as her teeth grit hard around the pacifier, wincing at the uncomfortable sensation of her backside being invaded.

Truly, this was a kinkier scenario than Kaye had ever imagined in her wildest dreams. Buck naked and kneeling on her roommate’s bed, while her best friend was sucking hard on a pacifier, the scent of his messy diaper filling her nostrils… and all the while her ass was being fingered gently by a woman who made them call her ‘Mommy’. It made Kaye’s toes curl from the sheer perversion of it all…

Slowly, the discomfort in her backside faded, and Chantelle added a second finger, stretching the taller girl open a little more. Kaye moaned softly, the strange mix of discomfort and pleasure jolting up and down her spine. She found herself panting slightly around the pacifier, pushing her rump back against Chantelle’s intruding fingers sluttily.

“Good girl, good widdle girl,” Chantelle encouraged, as she finally removed her fingers. “Here come da marshmalloooows…”

“Nggh… feelsh funny, Mommy,” Kaye grunted, in almost the exact same way Freddie had. “...ticklesh.”

Chantelle just chuckled as she pushed the marshmallow in deep, following it with another straight afterwards. The powdered sugar on the sweets made Kaye’s backside feel as strange as the continued intrusions made it feel full. It almost burned around the part just inside of her entrance, but she could hardly focus on it for more than a second before another marshmallow disappeared inside her.

“Ohh, so many marshies in such a widdle tush,” Chantelle muttered, and Kaye nodded in agreement, squeezing her eyes shut as she felt a fifth - or was it sixth? - marshmallow being inserted into her backside.

“All done, kiddo,” Chantelle said cheerily, but the edge of lust in her voice was undeniable. It would have made Kaye’s knees wobble - if she hadn’t been rolled onto her back immediately after.

The diapering was quick this time, but again Kaye found herself enjoying the pillow-y feeling of the diaper between her thighs, shamefully stroking her mound through the padding. After a moment, she winced, tugging her hand away from her crinkly crotch, as she felt and heard her stomach gurgle.

“M-mommy…” she whimpered uncertainly. “...G-gotta make poopies.”

She expected Chantelle to order her to hold it in, like she had with Freddie. Instead, she helped Kaye to the end of the bed, encouraging her into a crouch.

“Like this, sweetie, squat down…”

Kaye blushed as she was forced into the toddler-like pose, her legs bowed and her padded bottom sticking out. Her tummy grumbled noisily, and she gasped and whimpered, shifting her legs uncomfortably. Her fingers gripped the comforter tightly as she quivered all over, looking over at her Mommy and waiting for some kind of command…

“It’s okay, princess,” Chantelle cooed, rubbing the smooth crinkly plastic of the taller girl’s diaper. “Just empty your tushy right into your pampers. Make a big stinky for Mommy…”

Kaye groaned, trembling. Oh god, was she really going to do this? Was she actually going to poop her diaper?

A sudden surge of intense pressure, her bowels clenching and pushing, and the decision was made for her. Kaye felt tears squeezing out of the corners of her eyes, as her body forced the intruding marshmallows out of her backside, along with a growing of her own waste.

Kaye moaned softly as lewd, filthy noises escaped from her body, loading her pampers thoroughly. She could feel them starting to sag from the weight, her whole rump stained brown as the liquid mess seeped into the SAP. Kaye whimpered softly as she felt Chantelle pressing the soiled diaper up against her backside, her lip curling at the pungent odour as she finally finished messing herself.

Her body trembled furiously from the exertion of pooping herself so violently, and Kaye was almost relieved as Chantelle helped her onto the bed, feeling the wet, thick mess spreading quickly across her backside. Chantelle’s cheeks were bright red, and she couldn’t seem to keep her hand from slipping underneath her skirt, even as she praised Kaye for using her diapers so thoroughly.

“What a big poopy!” Chantelle praised, grinning. “Do my widdle ones want a special treat?”

“What kinda tweat, Mommy?” Freddie asked cutely, rocking his bottom on the bed, apparently enjoying the feeling of the diaper mushing against his backside.

“The kind that will make both my -mmm- little ones feel so so nice…”

Kaye’s cheeks felt like they would set alight at any moment, from her friend’s lewd behavior, her own messy diaper… and how she was still, somehow, a little turned on. When Chantelle pressed the thick head of the wand vibrator against her padding, Kaye’s eyes flew wide, and she trembled, eagerly anticipating the feelings against her crotch.

Freddie’s limp body was moved on top of Kaye, their thick diapers pushing together, the wand trapped between them. Kaye was intoxicated at the feeling of his hot, slightly-clammy body against hers, hearing the crinkling as he shifted, the playful giggles as Chantelle carefully positioned them against one another.

And then the vibrator was switched on, and Kaye gasped as her world exploded into radiant whiteness, legs going rigid and eyes rolling back into her head. The pleasure she suddenly felt was like nothing else, and she and Freddie both whimpered and moaned eagerly. The pair frantically humped and ground their diapered crotches against themselves, against the toy, against nothing, in the search for deep, intense pleasure.

Chantelle watched, panting herself as she touched herself desperately, driven mad with lust at the sight of what was clearly a long-time fantasy of hers.

“G-good babies, ngggh, good babies, hum-hump in your messy diapers, ohhh!” she babbled, and Freddie and Kaye mindlessly obeyed.

It felt so good. Kaye was sure nothing had ever felt this wonderful, and as she moaned and ground her diapered crotch needily towards her climax, she was overwhelmed by the fact she was doing this with Freddie. The man she’d wanted for so long, and they were here, together, both diapered, crotches only kept apart by their diapers as they both thrust and humped constantly.

“Ohh! Mommy! Feelsh gud!” Freddie groaned, his rock hard cock rubbing against the thick head of the vibrator through his padding, leaking constantly as he humped needily, frantically.

Kaye nodded wordlessly, so hot, so excited, feeling her climax surging towards her. She felt so naughty, so dirty, so slutty, consumed by the sensations of the buzzing padding being pressed hard between her folds. She whimpered, gripping Freddie tightly, knowing they were both racing towards the same finish, she was going to cum, Freddie was going to cum, oh god, she and Freddie were going to-

“C-cummin’!” she squealed, as she trembled, shook, went rigid underneath Freddie as she lost her mind with pleasure.

She felt him grunt and suddenly tense up, and knew he was experiencing his own climax, pushing her deeper into hers. Kaye moaned with lust-filled delight as her orgasm rolled over her, making her purr like a sex kitten as she rocked her hips, twitching, throbbing, her clit tingling as her pussy squeezed and squeezed towards the vibrator.

Freddie grunted again as he shot his load into the diaper, again, and again, and Kaye shivered with pleasure when she heard Chantelle’s own snarl of delight join their noises. The orgasms seemed like they fed into one another, going on and on forever…

Until finally, the pair of diapered adult babies were spent, sagging against one another as their orgasms finished. The room was full of the sound of heavy breathing, as they collapsed in a warm heap, Chantelle pushing herself between the two of them, into a dreamy post-coital cuddle.

Kaye let her eyes slowly close, nuzzling against her Mommy…

...And secretly found herself dreaming of the next time she got to be Chantelle’s diapered babygirl.

End.

Other books by Amelia Hobbes:

●       Hypnotised into HUMPING in Diapers
 

●       Hypnotizing both of my Roommates into Diapered Adult Babies (pt 1 of the mommy chantelle series)
 

●       ABDL Suzi’s Easter Adventure
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