

Preview:

Both diapered adult babies gasped, eyes instantly going to the glistening treasure nestled between their Mommy’s folds, and Chantelle made a small noise of pleasant surprise as Freddie reached out curiously to touch the slickness there.

“Mommy go pee-pee?” he asked innocently, and Chantelle bit back a groan of lust at how cute and hot that was.

“N, no, baby,” she said, flushed herself. “Mommy’s just excited to play a special game with her babies.”

“Wha’ game, Momma?” Kaye asked, her own breathing heavy, making her breasts heave up and down, her diaper crinkling as she shifted on the bed.

“Can you two give Mommy’s pussy some special kisses?” Chantelle urged, smiling. “It would be sooo good of you, and so nice. I bet all you can think about now is getting your cute little face between Mommy’s thighs, isn’t it?”

Chantelle’s voice was the same low, steady one she’d used before, and the effects were immediately obvious. Both adult babies nodded, leaning forwards, licking their lips, eyeing Chantelle’s needy wetness.

Heart thumping rapidly with exhilaration and lust, Chantelle lay down a little more, spreading her legs wide.

“Eat Mommy’s pussy, kiddos,” she urged, feeling unbelievably filthy in the best way as she said it. “Use your cute widdle tongues to make Mommy cum…”

***

Hypnotizing my Roommates into Diapered Adult Babies

College student Chantelle smoothed her unwashed black hair out of her face, one hand curled around her cup of Alpen Dew, furiously sucking it through the straw as she waited for the next round to begin. She was glad her headset was muted, so the guys listening on the other end of the computer couldn’t hear her eagerly slurping her soda. Without seeing a picture of her, most of her (male) online friends assumed she was a cute, demure girl.

Chantelle didn’t mind the assumption.

“Alright, fuckers,” she said with a smirk as the round started up. “I’m heading to the objective, defense go right to the end, let’s kick some ass.”

A cute, demure girl - with a filthy mouth.

It’s not like Chantelle was bad looking, if she was honest. She had a kind of grungy charm. Her skin was lily white and unblemished - mostly because she never left the house - and her grey eyes had big black rings around them from spending so much time up at night and on the computer. Her hair hung limply today - she’d missed having a shower even though it was the weekend, because the guys she usually played with were having a tournament that morning.

At 5ft 2, with gentle curves and small, perky breasts, Chantelle knew some people would consider her cute. But Chantelle didn’t want to be cute.

Since she could remember, she’d gotten off to fantasies of dominating and teasing helpless bound men and women, whipping their asses, forcing them to totally humiliate themselves for her pleasure. Chantelle loved the idea of being in control.

And there was no fantasy Chantelle enjoyed more than ABDL. Most people might expect her to want to be a little, but no - Chantelle was strictly a Mommy dom. The idea of forcing somebody to act like a baby was so unbelievably dirty that it made her excited just thinking about it…

“Oh come the fuck on!” Chantelle snarled down the mic as she was blown apart by the enemy. “Do you guys want to get off your asses and help me out here?”

There were several more foul-mouthed exchanges before the round ended, and Chantelle practically threw the controller down in irritation.

“You fucking dipshits,” she growled, although there might have been laughter in there too. “I’m taking a break. When I get back, I hope I’m playing with somebody who has a clue.”

“Ehhh, piss off,” someone replied, and Chantelle laughed as she disconnected.

Whatever… She needed some stress relief after that…

Speaking of fantasies… She looked over at the door, the computer chair squeaking as she stood up. Locking the door firmly, she moved back to her desktop, one hand grabbing for her mouse and the other sliding between her legs.

“Mmm… where’s my babbies at?” she mumbled, gently stroking her mound through the thin cotton of her faded Metroid panties.

Chantelle went to bed last night in a long t-shirt and socks, panties pulled snugly over her backside - and she hadn’t changed since she got up. It certainly made it easier to touch all the sensitive parts of her body.

“Let’s see here,” Chantelle muttered, sticking her tongue out in focus as she searched for something with a Mommy and a babygirl. She went both ways, but right now she wanted something cute, where she could pretend to be the Mommy involved.

She scrolled through thumbnails on the ABDL video site she was browsing, suddenly stopping as one caught her eye.

The dom in the video wasn’t on screen, but the girl… Her hair was the same shade of brown as Chantelle’s roommate, and her figure looked similar too. For a split second, Chantelle wondered if it might even be her - but the girl in the video was shorter, had green eyes instead of brown, and her figure was more slender, less curvy.

Still… it did allow Chantelle to feed into some of the naughty thoughts she had had about her two new roommates since they moved in. She clicked play and moved her other hand under her shirt, finding and caressing her nipples

Chantelle’s roommates this semester were childhood best friends from what she could tell. It was also immediately obvious they had a crush on each other. Like, lifelong, heart-stopping, clearly obsessed with one another, crush. They were just both so shy, neither of them ever got the courage to make a move. Chantelle wondered how long they’d been doing this - living together and pretending they weren’t totally in love.

Their cute, naive shyness was incredibly attractive to Chantelle, and she could admit she’d sometimes dreamed that maybe they’d ask her to help get things moving - and maybe let her watch-slash-give orders while they fucked. Plus if they got together and started sharing a room, they could get another roommate and pay less rent.

But again, Chantelle’s ultimate fantasy was ABDL… having them both as her diapered slaves, obediently humping their diapers and kissing between Mommy’s thighs… Chantelle shivered as her hand slipped under her waistband, finding her slit dripping with lust as she imagined it, watching along with the video.

“You’re a bad girl,” the dominant said sharply, as she spanked the smaller girl over her lap. Chantelle rolled her eyes. As usual, none of the dommes looked like her - but whatever, this was still hot.

The submissive in the video squeaked with alarm at every swat that came down on her padded rear. The thumping sound echoed in Chantelle’s headset as she began to tease her stiffening clit, moaning quietly as she imagined she was the Mommy, and Kaye was the one over her lap.

“Fanku, Mommy,” the sub in the video said softly, just as Chantelle had imagined Kaye or Freddie (or both of them) saying to her dozens of times before.

That set her fingers working even faster, slick with her pussyjuices as they pumped in and out between her folds, a lower knuckle brushing against her clit. The chair squeaked and groaned underneath her as her hips rocked, watching the ‘Mommy’ kiss her diapered babygirl full on the lips, breasts brushing together.

A moment later, and the slender girl was cuffed to a giant crib, mewling from behind a pacifier, legs forced wide apart by another set of cuffs on her ankles. The dominant woman grinned as she brought down a large wand vibrator, pressing it against the padded crotch of the smaller girl. The sub jerked suddenly as it was turned on, and then let out an exaggerated moan, arching her back eagerly.

“Oh, good baby,” Chantelle moaned breathlessly, as she furiously masturbated, hips rocking with agitated lust as she watched the girl onscreen squirming and pushing her hips up desperately towards the vibrator.

Her eyes had been big and wide, so innocent, incongruous with her very adult, very sexy body, but now they were squeezed closed, and her whimpers were music to Chantelle’s ears as she raced towards her own orgasm. The filthy idea of turning a grown, independent woman into a helpless, diaper dependent baby who whimpered and cried out her name - or ‘Mommy’, even better - as they came, made Chantelle’s loins burned with desire, breath hitching in her chest, feeling a storm of pleasure building between her thighs.

“Oh, oh, oh! Baby!”

Chantelle shuddered as she came, watching the expression of the diapered girl onscreen as she (supposedly) did the same, squealing as she arched her back. Chantelle saw the crotch of the diaper suddenly swell rapidly, filling with urine as the sub completely released, grunting and moaning herself as her peak hit her with aggressive, forceful waves of bliss.

“Uhnnh! Nnn!”

Chantelle trembled, riding her delicious orgasm out, ekeing second after second of pleasure out of the fantasy of being a dominant Mommy and having her two obedient baby sluts cumming and squealing under her touch.

Finally she sagged in her chair, her lust sated, body quivering with release and endorphins. She let her head loll backwards foolishly, a satisfied smile on her face as she slid her hand out of her panties, wiping it on the bottom of her t-shirt. She’d have to do laundry soon, before her shower…

...Later. Glowing with pleasure, Chantelle’s trembling hands picked up the controller again.

She wasn’t feeling up to playing co-op right now… but she could get a few minutes of offline practice in.

***

Later on, Chantelle was walking through the lounge towards the shower, when she came across Freddie on the couch.

He had his textbook open - but it was spread out flat across his chest, his head back on the arm of the couch, legs stretched out… as he snored heavily.

Chantelle rolled her eyes. Both Freddie and Kaye over-worked themselves in different ways. Freddie was constantly tired because he spent every waking hour not in class - or with Kaye -  studying. Several times Chantelle or Kaye had found him, snoring away as Advanced Mathematics II was pressed into his cheek.

And Kaye… Well, Kaye panicked about everything. She had lists for everything, from how much toilet and kitchen roll they had (1 fresh pack and 2 rolls, respectively), to lengthy notes on chemistry she was trying to memorize. She had a tendency to leave many of these on sticky notes tacked to the walls around the house.

In fact, as Chantelle entered the bathroom, she came face to face with the mirror - all the edges obscured by yellow and pink post-its, scrawled with messages she doubted even Kaye could discern the meaning of.

Chantelle chuckled and rolled her eyes. These kids needed a Mommy - it was a shame her fantasies were just that, because she knew she could whip them both into shape easily enough.

As she stepped into the shower, Chantelle closed her eyes, again fantasizing about what being in charge of both naughty babies would be like…

***

Chantelle wasn’t terribly surprised when she came out of the shower and found Freddie still passed out on the couch. Holding the towel up with one hand, she used the other one to gently nudge his shoulder. She nudged it more firmly when he still didn’t rouse.

“Mm?” he mumbled, eyes slowly opening.

“Your bedroom’s over there,” Chantelle said with a fond smirk. “Come on, Mr. Sleepyhead. You can’t nap out here all night.”

“Oh… oh! Shit, sorry,” he said, slowly sitting up. “I was just… *yawwwwn* ...reading my notes… and I guess I fell asleep.”

“Not the first time,” Chantelle replied, rolling her eyes. “You and Kaye are way too stressed out…”

As if on cue, Kaye’s door suddenly opened, and the flustered college freshman came out, a pencil behind her ear and a blush on her face. Chantelle’s eyes roved appreciatively up and down the other girl’s body. Kaye was a little chubby, but it just made her curvy in all the right places.

Chantelle appreciated all sizes of girls - but there was something interesting about the thought of dominating someone a little bigger than her. The size difference somehow made it kinkier, more humiliating. And Chantelle could imagine Kaye’s soft face with cheeks even redder than this...

“Chan,” Kaye said, hurriedly, snapping Chantelle out of her daydream. “Have you seen my English folder?”

“The red one?” Chantelle replied. “I think it’s in the kitchen.”

“Thanks,” Kaye replied, rushing towards it. “I’m making coffee, does anybody want some.”

“Sure,” Chantelle replied, while Freddie grunted his dissent. “...I was just saying to Freddie, you guys are too stressed. It’s not healthy.”

“I can be healthy when I have a degree,’ Kaye shot back over the sound of the coffee machine. “I really need to do well at school.”

“Fuck that,” Chantelle said, bluntly. “I do well at school, and I’m nowhere near as smart as you two. Do you see me stressing out all the time?”

“W-well… No,” Kaye replied, and for a moment she didn’t say anything else, the sound of spoons clinking into cups and coffee being poured. “Cream?”

“Please,” Chantelle replied, and a moment later, Kaye was sitting on the couch beside the still-sleepy Freddie, trying to hide the little smile on her face and how she flushed from being close to him.

Chantelle herself sat on the coffee table in front of them, gripping her own mug’s handle. She had to hide a smirk as she sat down, towel straining around her figure, seeing both shy roommates’ eyes flicking over her body - and then away, embarrassed, faces hot. Chantelle knew she was sexy, but it was nice to have confirmation.

“It’s 11pm,” she pointed out. “You should both be in bed, ready for class tomorrow. Do you really think freaking out all the time is helping you?”

“Well-”

“It’s not,” Chantelle interrupted firmly. “It’s really not. You’re doing more harm than good, rushing around like this. I bet you can hardly focus in class, huh?”

Freddie and Kaye shared a guilty look - and then smiled nervously, slowly nodding.

“It’s a vicious cycle,” Freddie agreed. “I mean, we stress about college, and then we can’t focus, so we stress more…”

“I’m so nervous,” Kaye added. “A-about failing, and everything… It’s hard to just turn my brain off and relax. I end up losing half my things, and writing lists to remember where they are… and then losing half those lists, too.”

Chantelle reached across and sympathetically patted the girl’s arm. As she did so, the towel fell open just a little, showing a flash of pale skin. She caught Kaye’s shocked, flushed expression, before she reset her face to neutral - her cheeks still glowing red.

Trying to hide the wickedness in her smile, Chantelle gently stroked the soft skin of Kaye’s arm, before returning her hand to her cup of coffee, taking a big sip.

“Fuck, that’s good,” she declared a moment later. “...So I think you’d both agree… you need to relax, right?”

As both of them nodded, Chantelle could feel an evil little nugget of an idea taking root in her brain. She’d never considered it seriously… But it had definitely come up in fantasy. Several times.

“Have you considered, like, hypnosis?” Chantelle asked, in her scratchy voice, hoping she sounded as cool and casual as usual. “It could help.”

‘Um…”

“Ah...Is that even real?” Freddie asked, looking nervously over at Kaye, and then Chantelle, not wanting to offend her. “Sorry, I’ve just never… met anybody, who talked about it.”

“Oh yes,” Chantelle said, nodding. “The mind is highly malleable. You shouldn’t underestimate the power of suggestion.”

She licked her lips, trying to pretend she was just swiping her tongue over some stray drops of coffee. She certainly didn’t underestimate it - Chantelle had seen it turn grown women into drooling infants, and grown men into sobbing baby girls. Controlling somebody’s mind was the ultimate domination - and, of course, Chantelle found it extremely arousing because of that.

She just needed Kaye and Freddie to take the bait.

At the moment, they were sharing shy, uncertain glances. Neither of them wanted to say anything insulting to Chantelle, but it was obvious they were skeptical.

There was something else too, that nearly made Chantelle break out in a smirk. Their knees occasionally bumped against each other, and then one of them would flush, pulling their leg away… but always moving back to where they were before, knowing they’d bump again, lingering a little longer each time.

These two really were unbearably cute. Once Chantelle had them under, she decided the first thing she’d do was make them explore their relationship a little.

“Well…” Kaye said, after a long pause. “...Wouldn’t that be… expensive? And I don’t know where we’d each find a hypnotherapist to work on us…”

“My Mom used to be a hypnotherapist, so I know how to do it, too,” Chantelle said, brightly. “I can do it for you. Both of you, at once. If that’s okay?”

It wasn’t completely a lie. Chantelle’s mother was a new age hippy who’d researched a lot of alternative therapies. She did acupuncture now, but there had been a period when she’d been trying to learn hypnosis.

Chantelle just left out that most of her knowledge came from research online for erotic purposes, and not from carefully watching a professional practice her craft throughout her formative years.

Both of Chantelle’s future babies were silent, so she rolled her eyes and continued.

“Look, it can’t hurt to try, right?” she said, giving her most convincing smile. “And if it doesn’t work… I’ll leave you be.”

“I… I guess it can’t hurt,” Freddie muttered, rubbing the back of his neck and yawning. “...I need to sleep now though.”

“That’s cool,” Chantelle said, jumping up, and the shocked expression on both faces in front of her told her her breasts had bounced enticingly as she moved. “...Shall we say… four o’clock, in my room, on Tuesday? I know neither of you have class then either…”

“Um, sure,” Kaye replied, smiling nervously. “I hope it works.”

“Me too,” Chantelle said, smirking. “Oh, and make sure you’re well-hydrated. Won’t work as well otherwise.”

As she closed the door to her bedroom, she had to bite her fist to stop herself from squealing happily. She was actually going to get her two sexy roommates, alone…

And hypnotize them completely consensually!

***

“You guys both comfy in what you’re wearing?”

Tuesday had come very quickly, and Chantelle was giddy with excitement underneath her slightly-rough exterior.

For once, she was dressed fairly presentably, in a button-up blouse and slightly-flowing brown skirt. It made her feel more ‘Mommy-ish’, along with her hair tied back in a professional-looking ponytail.

...She didn’t wear any panties underneath her skirt, which was just for naughty, sexy feelings. Every time she squeezed her thighs together it sent a jolt to her moistening womanhood, imagining what would come next.

Neither of the future babies had asked why Chantelle was dressed that way, although she’d caught Kaye eyeing her strangely a couple of times. The second time, Chantelle caught her eye, and winked, and the other girl blushed and looked away at the ceiling.

“Yes,” Freddie said, wearing a t-shirt and pajama bottoms. “You said that was important, right?”

“Mmhmm,” Chantelle agreed. “You both need to be relaxed to slip into trance.”

“I’m a little nervous it’s not going to work,” Kaye admitted.

Kaye had found an adorable pair of pajamas that wouldn’t look out of place on a 6 year old. They were various shades of pink all over, with a big pink kitten on the front, and small paw prints all over her legs. Again, the incongruity of a sexy, mature woman dressed like a child got Chantelle excited, but she forged ahead, smiling patiently.

“Well, like I say, we’re just giving it a try today,” she explained. “...It’s okay if it doesn’t work.”

Kaye bit her lip, and then sighed, nodding.

“Okay,” she said, and then repeated it louder. “Okay. I’m ready.”

“Me too…”

“Okay,” Chantelle said, slowly dimming the lights and turning on the stereo, playing a gentle backing track with binaural beats behind her voice. “You feel your body getting heavier and heavier…”

***

Chantelle spent a long time making sure both of them were deep in trance, but finally she was satisfied they either were, or they weren’t ever going to be…

“Alright,” she said, softly, trying to think of a good test for the two of them.

As she looked at their close proxmity on the bed, pinkie fingers nearly touching, she suddenly grinned, having a clever idea. And she’d really only be helping things along…

“Kaye… sit up,” she commanded, and the girl instantly sat up, her eyes open and glassy.

“Good girl,” Chantelle said, her own skin tingling as she ran a hand down the back of Kaye’s neck, petting her. The other girl seemed to lean into it… Or perhaps it just seemed that way. Chantelle hesitated before she finally gave her first command.

“...Kiss Freddie.”

Kaye seemed to blush even in the midst of trance, her eyes quickly flicking, alarmed, over to her mistress. For a moment, Chantelle’s eyes went wide as well, worried the trance hadn’t really taken hold - and glad she’d chosen something more innocuous to ask, first…

But then Kaye slowly turned her head to Freddie, and lowered her lips to his. Chantelle could see her hands trembling as she did it, and it made her beyond excited, knowing some element of nervousness prevailed even though she was deeply hypnotised.

Freddie barely reacted, so Chantelle issued another order.

“Kiss Kaye back, Freddie.”

Instantly his lips pressed back against her, eyes still closed, but then opening as she pulled away to breathe, deep green-blue and burning with intensity for the girl on top of him. Again they pushed their lips together, both of them as eager as each other.

As exciting as it was to watch their clumsy, desperate make-outs, Chantelle was impatient to move on, so after they pulled away for the third time, she cleared her throat.

“Stop kissing,” she ordered, and both of them looked at each other, with twin flushed faces and unseeing eyes. “...From now on, I want you both to call me ‘Mommy’.”

Both of them nodded their agreement. It seemed like Kaye was more hesitant even while she was hypnotised, but she followed Freddie’s head motions, neck bobbing like a dashboard mascot.

“Can you say it now?” Chantelle urged, licking her lips. “Say… ‘Yes, Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both of them replied, and Chantelle thought she might cream herself right then, it was so hot. They sounded so innocent…

“Good babies,” she cooed. “Such good little babies…”

She stroked her hand down Freddie’s chest, getting no reaction. She could feel the slight layer of fat over his muscles, stroking in a circle around his heart, feeling it beating slowly. Ooo…

“Get undressed,” she ordered, and without hesitation, they both rose, pulling off their shirts first.

Chantelle bit her lip, not even bothering to hide her eager voyeurism as she watched them both pulling their clothes off, eyes lingering on Kaye’s breasts appreciatively. The usually modest girl was blushing even now, seeming to hesitate once more as she tugged down her pink pants.

She too wasn’t wearing underwear, and Chantelle felt her own heart race as she saw that perfect slit emerge, brown hair trimmed down neatly in a way that was somehow so perfect for Kaye. The domme’s eyes flicked over to rest between Freddie’s legs, grinning at what she found there.

The dark-haired man’s cock hung down flaccidly, but heavily, above his plump balls. Chantelle could have sworn she caught Kaye peeking too - but when she looked back again, Kaye was looking at her, waiting for approval - or her next command.

“Now, lay down on the bed for me, both of you,” Chantelle commanded. “Be good little ones.”

Obediently, the two muttered ‘Yes, Mommy’, and then clambered back onto the bed, barely noticing how their skin touched. Chantelle shuddered in pleasure, reaching under her skirt to lightly play with her very excited pussy, still amazed this was working so well.

‘Next, diapers…’ Chantelle thought to herself, opening her closet to find the diaper samples she’d ordered.

She pulled out one thick pink one, and one light blue. She preferred the pink herself, but they were both cute.

Chantelle saw Kaye’s eyes widen slightly, as if she was shocked, but Freddie didn’t react. Perhaps he was more susceptible?

“Now, sweeties,” Chantelle began, as she slid the unfolded diaper under Kaye’s backside. “From now on you’re going to be my widdle diapered babies, okay? You have to do what I say, and act like babies for Mommy…”

“Yes, Mommy,” they both replied, but there had already been a change, their voices lighter, higher, their limbs shifting playfully as Chantelle slid the diaper up between Kaye’s thighs.

She’d never diapered anybody for real before, and Chantelle savored it as she slowly spread the front of the diaper out, taping it snugly into place as carefully as she could. It wasn’t perfect, but it was hard to get things perfectly straight when her heart was going a mile a minute and she felt she would pass out from sheer arousal.

“That’s right,” she said, softly, as she moved around to Freddie, using the same voice she did to put them both under. “Doesn’t it feel so good to be widdle babies for Mommy? Don’t you both love how goood it feels?”

“Yes Momma,” Freddie said, his cock twitching slightly as if in agreement.

“Uh huh,” Kaye added, sliding her thumb up to her mouth. Chantelle almost distracted herself completely as she watched the other girl sucking her thumb, without even her suggestion. God, that was hot…

She eventually got the diaper on Freddie, and stepped back to admire the sight of her two babies, well padded and laying together on the bed. Their hands slid around on the sheets - and then Chantelle couldn’t hold in a ‘d’aww!’ as suddenly they were holding hands, cutely.

“You can sit up now, babies,” Chantelle suggested, and they both did it, a dopey grin on Freddie’s face, while Kaye kept sucking her thumb. Just like the girl in the video, her eyes were huge and innocent…

Just brown, instead.

“Come here, come to Mommy,” Chantelle cooed, beckoning them to the end of the bed.

This time they crawled forwards happily, nuzzling into Chantelle as she snuggled them. The shorter woman grinned wickedly as she patted both padded rears, watching them wriggle as their owners giggled with childish delight.

“That’s my good babies,” Chantelle said, confident that they were both completely in her power now, and enjoying every second. “...Why don’t you be good babies, and use your diapers?”

“Yoos our diapees how, Momma?” Freddie asked cutely, and Kaye nodded softly, face red.

“Diapers are for going potty in,” Chantelle explained. “...So be a good boy for Mommy, and wee-wee in your pampers…”

“Ohhhh, da’s naughty!” Freddie said with a giggle, but he spread his legs, straining for a second… and then the front of the diaper began to change color, swelling with urine. “Ahh…”

Without even thinking about what she was doing, Chantelle’s hand moved to the front of Freddie’s diaper, feeling the wetness growing there. She didn’t think she could get any more excited, but this was proving her wrong. She massaged the sodden crotch against Freddie’s limp cock, hearing him moan happily as his shaft stiffened slightly under the attention, warm wetness against him.

“My pee-pee’s gettin’ big, Mommy,” he moaned, and Chantelle bit her lip from the sheer sexiness of it. She glanced over at Kaye, and frowned.

“Kaye, sweetie,” she said, firmly. “You should wet yourself, too.”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Kaye stammered, shy even now. “You’re not mad are you?”

“No, babygirl,” Chantelle insisted, smiling. “I just want to see my widdle princess with soggy diapees.”

She tickled Kaye’s side, prompting a musical-sounding giggle from the adult baby girl. That seemed to be enough to relax her - a moment later, she began to empty her bladder aggressively into the diaper. Chantelle swore she could hear it filling the swelling padding, gushing like a firehose as Kaye’s Mommy gripped the crotch of the diaper.

It was soon swollen massively, but Kaye whimpered, still wetting. As Chantelle clumsily groped her crotch, she saw and felt rivulets of thin yellow piss run down her thighs from the legcuffs of the diaper, dripping onto the comforter of Chantelle’s bed. The way Kaye’s diaper overflowed was… extremely arousing, to Chantelle. It suggested a complete loss of control, control given to somebody else - her.

“Kay-kay WEAKED!” Freddie said, gasping as he pointed at the wet spots underneath his fellow adult baby. “Kay-kay pottied on da bed…”

“Din’t meaaaan to!” Kaye whined, cutely, and Chantelle grinned as she pecked Kaye gently on the head, heart pounding happily.

“It’s okay, baby,” Chantelle cooed. “Mommy will make it all better later... That’s what Mommies do.”

For a moment, Chantelle just basked in the feeling of erotic tension inside her, quivering with excitement as she stroked Kaye’s hair. Freddie whined childishly, grabbing at Chantelle’s free arm, and her clit tingled with excitement. It was so authentically childish… She didn’t think she could get more aroused.

It had only been about twenty minutes, but Chantelle didn’t want to push her luck keeping the babies under too long. With an almost reluctant sigh, she pushed them away, her slick pussy demanding attention.

“Stay there a second, sweeties,” she commanded, moving around to the top of the bed.

She could feel their big eyes watching her intently, following her every move. It was such a turn-on to have their attention so completely… but Chantelle wanted that attention elsewhere now.

Now sitting at the uppermost end of the bed, Chantelle found she was a little nervous as she hiked up her skirt, spreading her legs to show off her bare pussy. Both adult babies gasped, eyes instantly going to the glistening treasure nestled between their Mommy’s folds, and Chantelle made a small noise of pleasant surprise as Freddie reached out curiously to touch the slickness there.

“Mommy go pee-pee?” he asked innocently, and Chantelle bit back a groan of lust at how cute and hot that was.

“N, no, baby,” she said, flushed herself. “Mommy’s just excited to play a special game with her babies.”

“Wha’ game, Momma?” Kaye asked, her own breathing heavy, making her breasts heave up and down, her diaper crinkling as she shifted on the bed.

“Can you two give Mommy’s pussy some special kisses?” Chantelle urged, smiling. “It would be sooo good of you, and so nice. I bet all you can think about now is getting your cute little face between Mommy’s thighs, isn’t it?”

Chantelle’s voice was the same low, steady one she’d used before, and the effects were immediately obvious. Both adult babies nodded, leaning forwards, licking their lips, eyeing Chantelle’s needy wetness.

Heart thumping rapidly with exhilaration and lust, Chantelle lay down a little more, spreading her legs wide.

“Eat Mommy’s pussy, kiddos,” she urged, feeling unbelievably filthy in the best way as she said it. “Use your cute widdle tongues to make Mommy cum…”

“Yes, Mommy,” both diaper-wearing adults replied in unison again, childish grins on their faces - and then dove for her.

Chantelle gasped out loud, panting, having to remind herself not to clamp her thighs hard around both of them as they rushed to pleasure her. Two tongues hungrily jostled for dominance, swiping across her outer folds, between them, into her glistening pinkness. There was no attempt at impressive technique here, and that made it even more endearing, as they lapped like eager puppies at their Mommy’s dripping slit.

“Ohh! Good babies! Gooood babies!” Chantelle moaned, grinding her hips against them as they worked to pleasure her.

The sight between Chantelle’s thighs was unbelievably dirty, two diapered backsides side by side, rubbing together, crinkling loudly as they both licked and pleasured Chantelle with an incongruent childishness, both clearly enjoying the game. Every so often one would pull away, giggling, or kiss the other, stickily, before diving back into Mommy’s warm wetness.

There was no break from the pleasure with two little mouths licking and slurping and kissing. Chantelle found her whole pussy being stimulated at once, and whenever one of them stopped for a moment, there was always another tongue or pair of lips running over her clit, suckling her stiff nub…

Her back was arching more and more, bliss building and building as she revelled in the lewd sight in front of her. Moaning, Chantelle felt one of the babies running their tongue obsessively over her clit, while another stuck their tongue right into her slick canal, squealing and retreating as Chantelle helplessly clenched around it.

“Oh my god, good little ones, you’re making Mommy feel so good, that’s right, keep going, oh, oh, oh…”

Chantelle found herself babbling with lust as she rocked her hips eagerly against the two, looking down at their diapered backsides, feeling their excited mouths working between her legs, knowing she’d turned both shy, nervous adults into her helpless, obedient babies. She was fully in control, she was the Mommy, she…

“OHHHHH! God! YESSSSSS!” she moaned, as she reached her peak, grinding mindlessly against both of them, panting.

Mommy Chantelle trembled as she was buffeted by powerful wave after wave of orgasmic bliss, pussy clenching around nothing as her clit throbbed in time with it. Nothing had ever felt better than this, and she was almost sure nothing ever would.

Even as she rode out the orgasm, both little mouths kept dutifully licking and kissing her, carrying her through the ocean of pleasure as she slowly drifted back to shore. With a moan, Chantelle shuddered one last time before collapsing.

“S-stop,” she urged both her adult babies. “Come here…”

Obediently, still smacking their lips which were coated with Chantelle’s juices, both wide-eyed diaper butts crawled up to lay either side of Chantelle, who wrapped her arms around both of them. Again she was amused by the dissonance between how much taller they were than her and the thick diapers they wore and innocent obedience they showed.

“Did we make Mommy happy?” Kaye asked cutely, nuzzling against Chantelle’s chest.

“You made Mommy so, so happy,” Chantelle murmured, kissing their foreheads, basking in the afterglow. “Such good babies…”

Chantelle knew that soon she’d have to take them both out of trance, and make sure they didn’t remember any of this the next day. But for now she just relished the feeling of being so powerful, so in control…

Of being their Mommy.

End.

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content:

Click Here!

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●        Hypnotised into Humping in Diapers - an ABDL girl's kinks are discovered by her loving boyfriend, but she might need some helpful hypnosis to let go of her inhibitions...

●        My Best Friend's Mom put me in DIAPERS!               - a 45k novella showing a young woman's journey towards being the beloved, diapered baby girl of a whole family.

●        Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife' - a wife is tired of her wealthy husband's miserly and controlling behavior, so she decides to make him into her helpless baby boy instead...
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