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Celebrity Passenger

The water droplets cascaded down Hillary's tall, toned frame as she stepped out of the shower in the airport changing room. Her curly black hair framed her stunning face, highlighting her high cheekbones and full lips. She was a little taller than average and certainly bustier than most women.

She rubbed her toes on the shower mat, admiring her long, toned black legs. Wrapping a plush white towel around her body, she approached the mirror and admired her reflection. She felt a surge of pride in her appearance and how far she'd come in her career as an air hostess on private jets.

The years working as part of a team had been tedious for Hillary and now, in her mid-thirties, she was pleased to be doing something a little less demanding.

She slipped into her form-fitting navy blue uniform, the skirt hugging her hips just right, and the crisp white blouse accentuating her ample cleavage. The gold wings pinned to her lapel glittered under the changing room lights. Once dressed, Hillary checked her cell phone and saw a message from the captain.

"Today's passenger: Jasmine Jones," the text read.

Hillary's heart skipped a beat. Jasmine Jones, the 23-year-old beautiful black pop star with a diva attitude, would be sharing the confined space of a private jet with her for several hours. She'd heard stories about Jasmine's bratty behavior and wondered if the young woman truly deserved her reputation.

As Hillary thought about the upcoming flight, she couldn't help but admire Jasmine's beauty. The singer's dark, sultry eyes, and full, pouty lips had always made her weak in the knees. Being gay, Hillary had fantasized about Jasmine more than once, but she knew she had to remain professional at all times.

"Focus, Hillary," she scolded herself internally, "You're there to do a job, not to flirt." This was hard though as Hillary remembered a music video she had seen the other day where Jasmine had been shaking her booty in a way that had Hillary wanting to take her cell somewhere private and re-watch it on loop.

Working as an air hostess meant there was plenty of downtime for Hillary and it had been during this time where Hillary had flicked through gossip magazines and heard stories of Jasmine and her antics. From freaking out at her assistants through to making a scene at designer boutiques, the stories had hardly been positive. Hillary put it down to a generational thing though and decided to give the young singer the benefit of the doubt. The young singer and her incredible ass...

With a deep breath, she pushed those thoughts aside and focused on preparing for the flight. Today, she would meet Jasmine Jones face to face – professionalism and poise were her priorities. She didn't want to face the wrath she knew the young woman was capable of.

Hillary applied the last stroke of mascara to her lashes, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. Leaning back, she admired her handiwork in the mirror and smiled confidently.

"Alright, time to get this show on the road," she murmured, snapping shut her makeup case and slinging it over her shoulder.

Upon reaching the private jet, Hillary busied herself with preparations for the flight. She meticulously arranged an assortment of drinks, magazines, and safety materials in the cabin, each item carefully placed to cater to Jasmine's potential needs. As she worked, her excitement grew. Over the years, she had encountered countless celebrities, most of whom had proven kind and appreciative. She hoped Jasmine would be no different.

"Please let her be nice," Hillary whispered under her breath, sending up a silent prayer as she fluffed the pillows on the luxurious leather seats.

Just then, the pilot, Darius, arrived. Hillary had known him for years, the two of them sharing the fact they were gay and could talk about anything.

"Hi Hillary, excited to meet our guest?" Darius asked.

"Yeah, I just hope she's..."Hilary began.

"Not totally detached from reality?" Darius laughed.

"Well, let's see, I'm sure she's lovely" said Hillary. "And you didn't say anything about my new haircut" Hillary playfully said.

"I love it, but, you know, gotta gossip about the guests first!" Darius grinned.

"Right" Hillary returned his smile.

"And of course you know you'll still be the sexiest black woman on this flight when she arrives!" Darius said.

"You know it!" Hillary said, laughing.

"I'll be in touch during the flight, Hillary. Let me know if you need anything," Darius said as he entered the cockpit.

"Thanks, see you on the other side, I'll tell you all about her over dinner later!" Hillary smiled.

"You're on!" Darius said.

The pilot closed the cockpit door behind him, leaving Hillary alone in the cabin. She knew that part of the allure of their service was providing clients with the utmost privacy – something that could only be achieved by limiting contact between passengers and staff. As she double-checked the cabin, ensuring everything was perfect for Jasmine's arrival, her thoughts began to race.

She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling beneath her crisp, fitted uniform. The cabin lights bathed her in a soft glow, creating a warm, inviting atmosphere that she hoped would help put Jasmine at ease. As the clock ticked down to their scheduled departure time, Hillary couldn't shake the feeling that today's flight would be one to remember.

Outside the window, a sleek limousine glided into the hangar, its black paint gleaming under the overhead lights.

She did one final sweep through the plane, adjusting a magazine here and fluffing a pillow there. The crystal glasses were spotless, ready for whatever drink Jasmine might request. Hillary wanted everything to be perfect – not just because it was her job, but because she genuinely cared about making her passengers' experiences memorable.

With the limousine now parked, Hillary watched as the driver stepped out, his polished shoes clicking against the concrete floor. She opened the cabin door and descended the steps, standing at attention as the driver made his way around to the passenger side.

Little did Hillary know, she was about to meet the most interesting passenger she'd ever had on board.


On-Board Difficulties

Hillary opened the limousine door, her breath catching as Jasmine Jones stepped out.

"Good afternoon Ms. Jones" Hillary said.

The young pop star was breathtakingly beautiful, her dark skin glowing. Hillary reminded herself to stay professional and extended a hand toward Jasmine's luggage. "Let me take your bags," she offered smoothly.

"Hello," Jasmine replied, her tone dripping with condescension as she passed over her bags. Eager to break the ice, Hillary attempted small talk, but Jasmine raised a finger, silencing her. She pulled out her cell phone and began messaging people, leaving Hillary feeling affronted.

Hillary looked at the driver who just shrugged an understanding look on his face as to say this was normal from the young pop star.

With no other choice, Hillary followed behind Jasmine, carrying her bags onto the plane. As they ascended the stairs, Hillary couldn't help but stare at Jasmine's perfectly sculpted ass. She scolded herself internally for letting her desires get the best of her, but it was difficult not to appreciate such a view.

Once onboard, Jasmine pointed to the floor without looking up, indicating where she wanted her luggage placed. "Would you like something to drink?" Hillary asked, trying to maintain her composure despite Jasmine's cold demeanor.

"Water," Jasmine responded curtly, still fixated on her phone. Annoyed, Hillary wondered how Jasmine had become so rude and self-centered. Money, fame, and adoring fans had surely played a part, making her feel untouchable.

Fetching a bottle of water, Hillary handed it to Jasmine, who took it without even bothering to say thank you. Suppressing her irritation, she focused on doing her job and providing the best service possible. Yet, she couldn't shake the feeling that beneath Jasmine's icy exterior lay a hidden person, someone who she had been before becoming famous.

Hillary retreated to the rear of the plane, her jaw clenched in frustration as she gathered the safety demonstration equipment. She took a deep breath, reminding herself to stay professional despite Jasmine's infuriating attitude. After all, it was her job to ensure every passenger's safety, even if they were ungrateful divas.

"Excuse me, Jasmine," Hillary called out, approaching the singer with the safety equipment in hand. "I need your attention for a moment."

Jasmine didn't bother looking up from her cell phone. "If the plane crashes, we all die anyway," she quipped dismissively. "I'll stick to playing on my cell."

Anger flared within Hillary, and she took decisive action, snatching the phone from Jasmine's hands. The singer's eyes widened, outrage flashing across her face.

"Give that back!" Jasmine demanded, her voice sharp.

"Listen," Hillary said firmly, handing the phone back to Jasmine. "If I don't do the safety briefing, the plane can't leave. You want to get where you're going, right?"

"Fine," Jasmine huffed, clearly annoyed but ultimately acquiescing.

As Hillary demonstrated the safety procedures, she could tell Jasmine wasn't paying full attention. Her eyes darted between the equipment and her phone screen, clearly more interested in the latter. Nonetheless, Hillary continued with determination, hoping something would stick.

"Thanks," Jasmine said sarcastically once Hillary finished the demonstration. A smirk played at the corners of her lips as she added, "I feel so much safer now."

"Whatever," Hillary muttered, shaking her head as she walked away. She glanced over her shoulder and caught Jasmine staring at her, only for the singer to quickly look down when their eyes met. A flutter of curiosity arose within Hillary, making her wonder what Jasmine had been doing.

The engines roared to life as the plane taxied down the runway and took off. Hillary settled into her seat, fastening her seatbelt. She couldn't help but wish the flight would pass quickly; Jasmine's good looks hardly made up for her terrible attitude.

"Let's just get through this," she whispered to herself, steeling her resolve as the plane climbed higher into the sky.

The plane leveled off at cruising altitude, the steady hum of the engines filling the cabin. Hillary unfastened her seatbelt and gathered an assortment of snacks before making her way over to Jasmine.

"Here are some snacks for you," Hillary said, leaning over to place the tray on the table next to Jasmine. As she did so, she caught Jasmine's eyes lingering on her breasts. Her heart skipped a beat, and she straightened up quickly. "Is everything okay?"

"Uh, yeah. I'm fine," Jasmine replied, visibly flustered. She glanced around the cabin before adding, "Could you change the temperature, though? It's too cold in here."

"Of course," Hillary said, trying to suppress her surprise at Jasmine's sudden vulnerability. She adjusted the temperature and wondered if her eyes had deceived her earlier. Was Jasmine actually interested in her? She shook the thought off, focusing on her duties instead.

"Thanks," Jasmine muttered as Hillary walked away.

A little while later, Jasmine called Hillary over to take her trash. As Hillary reached for the empty wrappers and cups, her hand brushed against Jasmine's. The singer gasped, her eyes widening in surprise. For a moment, she smiled at Hillary, but then her expression darkened.

"Be careful," Jasmine snapped, yanking her hand away from Hillary's touch. "I don't want to be touched by the help."

Hillary couldn't help but smile, sensing the underlying attraction Jasmine was desperately trying to hide. "I apologize, Miss Jones. It won't happen again," she said, taking the trash away.

As Hillary settled back into her seat, she couldn't help but feel intrigued by Jasmine's mixed signals. A game of cat and mouse seemed to be unfolding between them, and she found herself wondering how far it would go.

As Hillary opened the trash can to deposit Jasmine's waste, her eyes fell upon a diaper, a baby bottle, and a pacifier in a cupboard next to the can. A wicked grin spread across her face as an idea formed in her mind. These items would be perfect for teaching Jasmine a little lesson on humility – and settling her curiosity about the singer's true desires.

"Miss Jones," Hillary called out, clutching the items behind her back as she approached Jasmine. "I found something interesting here. I think they might belong to you."

Jasmine glanced up from her phone, eyebrows furrowing in confusion. "What are you talking about?"

Hillary produced the diaper, bottle, and pacifier with a flourish, laying them out on the table in front of Jasmine.


Diaper Desires

Hillary's gaze flickered between Jasmine's flustered expression and the baby items scattered on the plush seat before them. She reveled in the sight of the usually unflappable pop star looking so defensive.

"Those aren't mine," Jasmine said, looking confused. "Why'd you put them here?"

"Because they're for you, Jasmine," Hillary replied, a wicked grin playing on her lips.

"What?" Jasmine tried to muster an annoyed glare, but Hillary could see the spark of curiosity hidden within those dark eyes.

"Come sit by me, sweetie," Hillary purred as she patted the spot next to her.

Jasmine hesitated, then complied, her body tense with anticipation. Hillary reached out, placing her hand on a diaper, sliding it closer to the younger woman.

"I'm going to teach you a little lesson, my bratty little singer," Hillary murmured, her voice dripping with authority.

"I'll diaper you and treat you like the baby you've been acting like."

"Wh-what?" Jasmine stammered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

Hillary could feel the thrill of power surging through her veins, asserting her dominance over the pretty pop star. "That's right," she continued, "I'll treat you like a baby, as you've been a disrespectful little brat. you're what, like twenty-three right?"

Jasmine nodded.

"And well, you need to learn how to treat people properly and being treated like a baby and being diapered will do just that" Hillary added.

"Me, in a diaper?" Jasmine scoffed.

"Yes, and then, Jasmine, we'll fuck." Hillary said, rolling the dice and waiting for the singers reaction.

Jasmine's eyes widened, her breath hitching in her throat. "But... I'm not into women," she protested weakly, even as her gaze remained glued to Hillary's generous cleavage.

"Is that so?" Hillary challenged, leaning closer, her lips just inches from Jasmine's ear. "Your eyes tell a different story."

Jasmine swallowed hard, her resolve crumbling under the weight of her secret desires and Hillary's irresistible allure. The cabin air was thick with tension, and neither woman could deny their mutual attraction any longer.

"Are you sure?" Hillary teased, giggling as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. "You don't want to touch them?"

Jasmine's breath hitched, and she hesitated for a moment before reaching out tentatively. Her warm fingers wrapped around one of Hillary's breasts, sending a shiver down the older woman's spine. With a sultry smile, Hillary removed her bra, baring herself completely.

"Would you like to be my baby girl for the rest of the flight?" Hillary asked softly, her eyes never leaving Jasmine's.

"Wh-what about the pilot? And wait, you, you're going to tell everyone! I mean, not that I want to do this, but, you know... if I did" Jasmine stammered, her hand still on Hillary's breast.

"Trust me, sweetheart," Hillary reassured her, "the pilot can't see or hear anything from the cabin. We won't be interrupted. And this will be all our little secret. Besides, who would believe me if I said I diapered and fucked the hottest singer on the planet?"

Hillary felt proud of herself. She'd never done anything quite like this before, but she felt so powerful. The rude, inconsiderate singer was coming around to the idea. Hillary knew she almost had her.

"I love it when I get my nipples sucked" the older woman added, encouraging the singer.

Jasmine nodded, her apprehension melting away as she leaned in to suckle at Hillary's nipple. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through Hillary's body; she couldn't believe how much control she had over the young pop star.

"Ah, that feels so good," Hillary moaned softly, reveling in the attention her breasts were receiving. She could feel Jasmine's submission, and it filled her with an intoxicating sense of power. The prospect of just how far she could push the beautiful celebrity was thrilling.

"Keep going, baby girl," Hillary encouraged, her heart pounding in her chest. "Show Mama how much you want her."

"Mama" Jasmine gasped.

"Mhmm, I'm Mama from now on, is that Okay with you?" Hillary asked, further strengthening her position.

"Of course, Mama" Jasmine added the cutest smile ever forming on her lips.

"Well Mama wants her titties sucked" Hillary added. "My little baby has such soft lips"

Jasmine smiled once more and groped hard at Hillary's breast. "I love these so much, Mama" she added before kissing Hillary's dark nipples, drawing gasps of pleasure from the older woman.

As Jasmine continued to please her, Hillary knew that she had the perfect balance of tenderness and dominance.

"Do you like sucking on my boobs?" Hillary asked.

"They're so big and so beautiful!" Jasmine gasped between licks.

"I could tell you were a boob girl, the way you were staring at my rack" Hillary said, bringing blushed cheeks to the younger singer.

Jasmine's soft moans filled the cabin as she pawed at Hillary's full breasts, her gaze pleading and vulnerable. It was a look that drove Hillary wild – this powerful, bratty celebrity completely at her mercy.

"Listen closely, baby girl," Hillary said, her voice firm yet tender. "I'm going to strip you, diaper you, and treat you like my little baby. This is a safe space for us, Jasmine. You don't need to hide your true self with me."

"Th-thank you," Jasmine whispered, her eyes shimmering with gratitude.

Hillary could sense the flood of emotions coursing through Jasmine – fear, excitement, vulnerability – but beneath it all, there was an undeniable spark of curiosity. The young singer craved this experience. Perhaps she'd been waiting for a chance like this when the spotlight of being a celebrity was off.

"Let's get started, then," Hillary suggested, her fingers deftly working at the buttons on Jasmine's blouse. As the fabric fell away, revealing Jasmine's smooth, toned body, the pop star shivered in anticipation.

"Are you ready?" Hillary asked, her eyes locked on Jasmine's.

"Yes, Mama," Jasmine whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Good girl," Hillary praised, her hands sliding down to Jasmine's waistband, expertly removing her pants and underwear. Jasmine's body trembled under Hillary's touch, her breath hitching as she stood before her lover, completely exposed.

Hillary looked at the singer's beautiful pussy and wanted to lean in and spend the rest of the flight delicately licking and nibbling between Jasmine's legs, but she knew she would have to wait.

"Such a pretty lady," Hillary cooed, reaching for a fresh diaper and unfolding it with practiced ease. "Now lie down, sweetheart."

As Jasmine obeyed, her eyes fluttered closed, surrendering fully to Hillary's control. The air hostess couldn't help but marvel at the beautiful woman before her – so strong, so confident, and yet so willing to submit.

"Remember," Hillary whispered as she fastened the diaper snugly around Jasmine's hips, "this is our little secret. No one will ever know about this side of you... except for Mama."

"Th-thank you, Mama," Jasmine stammered, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes.

"Shh, it's okay, baby," Hillary reassured her, pressing a tender kiss to Jasmine's forehead. "You're safe with me. Now, let's get this diaper on!"


Pop Star Pacified

Hillary knew this was the moment as she leaned in closer to Jasmine. The first kiss was soft and tender, a moment both savoured. The second was long and deep, their tongues furiously dancing. Hillary gasped, full aware of just who she was making out with. Jasmine's return of the passion meant everything to Hillary.

"God, you're beautiful," Hillary murmured against Jasmine's lips before trailing kisses down her neck and onto her breasts. Her tongue flicked across Jasmine's hardening nipples, causing the pop star to let out a soft moan. Jasmine's hands clutched at Hillary's shoulders, desperate for more.

Jasmine's cheeks flushed with embarrassment and vulnerability as Hillary gently guided her onto a soft blanket on the floor. She looked up at the older woman with wide, trusting eyes, submitting to her completely.

"I'm going to wear the diaper?" Jasmine checked.

"Yes, sweetie, just for me. Can you do that?" Hillary checked.

Jasmine grinned and nodded.

"You look so pretty like this," Hillary cooed as she slid the diaper under Jasmine's hips. She gently pulled the tabs together, securing it snugly around Jasmine's waist. And there she was, the once bratty pip star now subdued and diapered.

"How does it feel to be in your diaper?" Hillary asked.

"It's... nice" Jasmine smiled.

"Feeling more relaxed?" Hillary checked.

"I feel, calm, happy, and," the singer blushed, "turned on"

"Well, that's Okay!" laughed Hillary

Hillary helped Jasmine up and inspected her work, checking the diaper was on securely. Hillary sat, her hand resting on the singer's diapered butt.

"Jasmine," Hillary began, her voice soft but firm. "I noticed earlier that you were on your cell phone and not paying attention during the safety briefing. That's not okay."

Jasmine bit her lip, guilt washing over her. "I'm sorry, Hillary. I didn't mean to disrespect you."

"Apology accepted, but it's important for you to understand that actions have consequences." Hillary guided Jasmine over her knee, positioning the younger woman so that her diapered bottom was exposed and vulnerable. "You need some discipline. A Spanking"

"A spanking, Mama?" Jasmine asked.

"Yes, a spanking. Naughty diaper girls get spanking when they do wrong, and you were very naughty, missy."

"I'm sorry, Mama" Jasmine said tenderly, looking consigned to her punishment. "Please, be gentle," Jasmine whispered, bracing herself for what was to come.

"Of course, baby girl." Hillary raised her hand and brought it down onto Jasmine's padded bottom with a firm smack. Jasmine gasped, more from surprise than pain. But as the spanking continued, the force behind each slap increased, and soon Jasmine found herself crying out with each stinging impact.

"Oh, such a nice big booty for spanking!" Hillary said, her hand resting on the large diapered ass.

"I love it Mama, spank me harder!" giggled Jasmine.

"You got it princess!" Hillary smiled, raising her hand high and the sound of the spank filling the cabin.

"Oh Mama!" Jasmine cried, "Yes, Mama, more Mama!"

Hillary looked into Jasmine's dark eyes and smiled, knowing the submission was thrilling the younger woman. Hillary was going to give her diaper girl everything she wanted.

Her hand rained down, each spank harder than the previous.

"Ow! Mama, please, it hurts!" Jasmine pleaded through gritted teeth. "I know I deserve it, but Mama!"

"Almost done, baby girl," Hillary promised. With one final, hard smack, she stopped and immediately began to rub the sore area, soothing the sting. Jasmine whimpered softly, grateful for the comforting touch.

"Thank you for disciplining me," Jasmine said, sniffling. "I promise to be better behaved."

"Good girl," Hillary praised. She looked at Jasmine thoughtfully, wondering if the diva attitude came from something deeper. "Do you think your behavior might be tied to your sexual frustrations and not being able to be your true self?"

Jasmine hesitated before nodding. "Erm, maybe. Hiding who I am has been really hard."

"Thank you for being honest with me, Jasmine." Hillary handed her a pacifier, smiling warmly. "Here, suck on this for a bit. Pretend it's my big nipple, I know you enjoyed sucking it!"

"I wish I could suck it all the time!" Jasmine grinned before opening her mouth.

"Here we go" smiled Hillary putting the silicone nipple between the singers lips.

"Gosh, you really are so pretty" Hillary said, staring as Jasmine slowly sucked on the pacifier. The singer finally looked calm and relaxed, and Hillary was happy she could bring some peace to Jasmine's chaotic life.

"Mama's going to get you some milk, Okay baby?" Hillary said.

Jasmine grinned and nodded, unable to speak with the pacifier between her lips.

Hillary busied herself with preparing the bottle, making sure to carefully measure the milk and warm it to just the right temperature. As she did, she couldn't help but reflect on the unbelievable turn of events that had led her here, caring for Jasmine Jones like a mother would for her baby.

"Is this really happening?" Hillary whispered to herself in disbelief, glancing over at Jasmine who was sitting obediently on her seat, pacifier in her mouth, and clad only in a diaper.

Once the bottle was ready, Hillary returned to Jasmine's side, the younger woman looking up at her expectantly. Sitting down next to Jasmine, Hillary gently removed the pacifier from her lips and replaced it with the silicone nipple of the warmed bottle.

"Here you go, baby," Hillary cooed, cradling Jasmine's head in her lap as Jasmine eagerly began to suckle.

As Jasmine drank, Hillary soothingly stroked her hair, appreciating the intimacy of the moment. She thought about how stressful Jasmine's life must be - constantly in the public eye, hiding her true self, and dealing with the pressures of fame.

"Your life must be so busy and stressful, Jasmine," Hillary murmured sympathetically. "I'm happy to be your Mama and take care of you like this. Wearing diapers and being treated like a baby is exactly what you need. And then after... I know you want more"

Jasmine paused her drinking and looked up at Hillary, her eyes filled with gratitude. She nodded in agreement, a giggle escaping her lips as she resumed her sucking.

"Thank you, Mama," Jasmine mumbled around the nipple of the bottle, her voice muffled but her sincerity clear. And as she lay there, held securely by Hillary, Jasmine felt a sense of peace she hadn't experienced in years.

Hillary watched as the bottle neared its halfway point, a smile playing upon her lips. She leaned down and pressed a tender kiss to Jasmine's forehead, praising her softly. "You're doing so well, baby girl."

Her fingers gently found one of Jasmine's nipples, teasing it lightly and causing the younger woman to gasp around the bottle's nipple. Hillary grinned devilishly, her voice low and sultry as she whispered, "Later, we'll have some amazing sex, Jasmine. After I've finished babying you."

Jasmine's eyes widened in anticipation, her cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

When the last drop of milk disappeared, Hillary took the empty bottle away from Jasmine's lips and wiped them clean with a soft cloth. "Did you enjoy your bottle, baby?"

"It was amazing, Mama," Jasmine replied, her voice filled with genuine appreciation.

"Sweet girl," Hillary cooed, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Now, I want to hear you sing a nursery rhyme for me."

"Really?" Jasmine hesitated, her shyness evident.

"Of course, darling. Sing 'Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star' for me," Hillary instructed, eager to see how Jasmine would respond.

Taking a deep breath, Jasmine began to sing, her melodious voice filling the cabin. Hillary listened intently, marveling at the beauty of Jasmine's voice. When the song ended, Hillary clapped her hands in delight. "That was lovely, but now, I want you to sing it again in a voice more suited to someone in a diaper."

"Um, okay," Jasmine agreed, blushing once more. She started singing again, this time adopting a baby-like tone, her words coming out garbled and mispronounced. Hillary couldn't help but grin, intoxicated by her power over the beautiful pop star.

"Perfect, my sweet little baby," Hillary praised, her heart swelling with affection and desire. "You're such a good girl for Mama."

"Alright, baby girl, I have one more request before we...explore," Hillary said, her voice sultry and commanding. "I want to see you dance for me. Dance in your diaper."

Jasmine's eyes widened with embarrassment, and Hillary thought for a second that the young woman would refuse.

"Go on, sweetheart. Show Mama your moves," Hillary encouraged, settling into a plush chair nearby.

With a deep breath, Jasmine began to sway her hips, the crinkling sound of her diaper punctuating each movement. Her cheeks flushed a darker shade of red. Hillary was obsessed with Jasmine, everything she did was incredibly alluring.

"Beautiful," Hillary murmured, her eyes never leaving Jasmine's body as the young singer moved with growing confidence. "You're absolutely... adorable, my darling."

Jasmine couldn't help but smile at the praise, her embarrassment slowly transforming into arousal under Hillary's watchful gaze.

"Come here, baby," Hillary beckoned, opening her arms wide.

Jasmine obeyed, stepping closer until she was enveloped in Hillary's warm embrace. Their lips met once more, the passion between them undeniable as they kissed hungrily.

"Jasmine," Hillary whispered against her lips, "we're over halfway to our destination. I think it's time I showed you what a more experienced lesbian can do. I think it's time we took this to the next step, what do you think?"

Jasmine beamed, the sort of smile that only came from true bliss, "I'd love that Mama!"


Hillary and Jasmine

Hillary stood up, an aura of confidence surrounding her as she slowly removed each article of her clothes. Her tall, busty figure fully exposed, she couldn't help but smile at Jasmine's wide-eyed expression. She noticed Jasmine fumbling to remove her diaper, but Hillary raised a hand to stop her.

"Keep it on for now, baby girl," she instructed in her sultry voice, her professional demeanor mixed with undeniable arousal.

Walking over to Jasmine, Hillary gently guided the young pop-star to sit down in her chair. Straddling the chair, she positioned herself so that her glistening pussy was right in front of Jasmine's face. She could feel the heat radiating from Jasmine's breath, making her even more eager for what was to come.

"Tell me, Jasmine, do you want to taste me?" Hillary asked, her dark eyes locking onto Jasmine's.

Jasmine nodded, her diva attitude momentarily forgotten, replaced by a hunger she had never known before. "Yes... please."

"Go ahead then, baby," Hillary coaxed, her heart swelling with pride at how far Jasmine had come since they first met on this private jet.

As soon as Hillary gave her permission, Jasmine dove in, her tongue eagerly exploring every inch of Hillary's wet folds. Each flick sent shivers up Hillary's spine, and she groaned in pleasure, gripping the back of the chair for support.

"God, Jasmine, you're amazing," she breathed out, loving the way her diapered celebrity worshiped her most intimate parts.

An idea sparked in Hillary's mind, and she knew she needed to see Jasmine in yet another vulnerable position. Gently pushing Jasmine away, she told her, "Lay down on the floor, sweetie."

Without hesitation, Jasmine obeyed, stretching out on the plush carpet beneath them. Smirking, Hillary lowered herself onto Jasmine's face, rubbing her slick pussy all over the younger woman's features. She reveled in the feeling of Jasmine's eager tongue darting out to catch every drop of her arousal, all while maintaining that intoxicating eye contact.

"Keep going, baby," Hillary encouraged, her voice barely a whisper as her lust threatened to consume her. "Show me just how much you love pleasuring me."

And as Jasmine continued to worship her with enthusiasm and desire, Hillary knew she would never forget this moment – the moment when she shared an intimate, passionate connection with the beautiful pop-star who had finally let down her walls and embraced her true desires.

"Your tongue feels so good on Mama's pussy. You love it, don't you baby?" Hillary groaned.

Jasmine's muffled moans from below told Hillary everything she needed to know about just how much Jasmine was enjoying herself.

"Don't you ever dare stop yourself from enjoying pussy, you got it?" Hillary said, knowing that Jasmine had to change.

"Oh fuck, I know Mama, I know!" gasped Jasmine.

Hillary continued to ride Jasmine's face, feeling the pop star's warm breath and insistent tongue on her sensitive flesh. She was close, so close to reaching a shattering orgasm. But as she looked down at Jasmine, her eyes fell upon the diaper still hugging the younger woman's hips.

"Wait," Hillary panted, reluctantly lifting herself from Jasmine's face. She hooked her fingers under the waistband of the diaper, peeling it away from Jasmine's body. The sight of Jasmine's glistening pussy made Hillary's mouth water, and she wasted no time in bending down to taste her.

"Ah, Mama!" Jasmine moaned as Hillary's tongue delved between her folds, eagerly exploring the young star's most intimate parts. "Yes, please don't stop!"

Inside her mind, Hillary reveled in Jasmine's pleasure, her own arousal growing with each desperate plea from the singer's lips. She wanted, needed, to make Jasmine feel things she'd never felt before.

"Switch positions with me," Hillary instructed, her voice thick with desire. Jasmine obeyed without hesitation, allowing Hillary to straddle her once more, this time with their heads facing each other's private parts. As they settled into a sixty-nine position, their mutual moans filled the air.

"God, you taste amazing," Hillary gasped between licks, her tongue dancing along Jasmine's clit. She could feel Jasmine's hot breath and eager mouth on her own pussy, sending shivers up her spine and making her heart race.

"Can't believe... I'm doing this... with you," Jasmine managed between her own passionate exploration. Her words only served to fuel Hillary's lust, the knowledge that this beautiful, successful young woman was willingly giving herself over to pleasure at her hands.

As the two women continued to feast on each other, their groans and whimpers harmonizing in erotic ecstasy, Hillary lost herself in the sensation and wonder of it all. She felt powerful, desired, and more alive than ever before, and she knew she'd never forget this moment with Jasmine.

"Me neither," Hillary whispered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of their passion. "You're incredible, Jasmine... don't you ever forget that."

Hillary revelled in the fact that she was a nobody who had seduced one of the most sought after women in the world. The fact that she, a woman in her late thirties, was the sexual fantasy of this twenty-three-year-old turned Hillary on further.

"Fuck, yes little diaper girl!" Hillary moaned.

"Oh Mama, Mama, you're gonna make me cum!" Jasmine growled as she Hillary felt her body shaking.

"Not just yet baby, we're just warming up!" Hillary said.

Hillary's breath hitched as she pulled away from their sixty-nine position, her eyes locked onto Jasmine's flushed face. She leaned in, capturing Jasmine's lips in a searing kiss that seemed to blend their very souls. As they kissed, Hillary's fingers wandered down, tracing delicate patterns around Jasmine's clit.

"Tell me," Hillary whispered against Jasmine's lips, "do you like this? Is this what you imagined sex with a woman would feel like?"

"Y-yes," Jasmine stammered, her eyes sparkling with desire and vulnerability. "It's... it's amazing."

"Be assertive, Jasmine," Hillary encouraged, her voice sultry and commanding. "Say it out loud. What do you love?"

"I love having lesbian sex!" Jasmine shouted, a newfound confidence surging through her veins.

"That's my girl," Hillary praised, pressing her lips to Jasmine's once more before guiding the younger woman's mouth back to her nipples. Jasmine eagerly sucked on them, her tongue swirling around each sensitive nub as Hillary moaned her approval.

"Good girl," Hillary murmured, her fingers never leaving Jasmine's clit. She could sense Jasmine's pleasure building, her body quivering beneath her touch. It was time for a final surprise.

"And you're going to find other women to have sex with, aren't you?" Hillary said, a request rather than a question.

Jasmine nodded, looking up as she suckled Hillary's nipple.

Reaching over, Hillary grabbed the pacifier that had been abandoned earlier. She dragged it slowly across her own wet pussy, coating it with her arousal. Then, with a wicked grin, she placed the pacifier between Jasmine's lips.

"Such a cute baby," Hillary cooed, her heart swelling with affection and lust for the beautiful woman beneath her. "And so sexy. I'm going to make you cum, Jasmine. Are you ready?"

Jasmine's dark eyes met Hillary's gaze, her lips wrapped around the pacifier as she nodded emphatically.

Hillary lifted Jasmine's leg and slid her own between so their pussies were rubbing together. The slickness of their intimate areas meeting brought instant groans and satisfaction to both women.

Hillary could see Jasmine biting deeply into her soother as the two women slowly danced against each other, grinding their wetness together.

"Oh wow, that's so good" Hillary panted as they found a rhythm and pushed harder with each scissor. "So fucking good!"

Hillary felt Jasmine's fingers digging deeper into her legs as the pleasure further radiated. Again, there was temptation to give in to her desire and cum, but there was so much more Hillary wanted.

Hillary pulled apart and came up next to Jasmine, groping the woman's breast.

"Ready for more, baby?" Hillary asked, her hands gliding down Jasmine's body to grab her ass firmly. Jasmine nodded, the pacifier still between her lips as she awaited what Hillary had planned next.

Spreading Jasmine's cheeks wide, Hillary admired the beautiful expanse of smooth, dark skin before her. She leaned in, her warm breath tickling Jasmine's butt cheeks before her tongue made contact at the central hole. Jasmine's groan was muffled by the pacifier as Hillary's tongue delved into her asshole, lapping at the sensitive flesh with fervor and passion.

"God, you taste amazing," Hillary murmured, her own arousal intensifying as Jasmine writhed beneath her touch. She loved every inch of this woman, especially the parts that were so rarely appreciated.

Hillary could scarcely believing she was rimming Jasmine Jones. Her tongue was flying over the tight asshole, probing it slightly as her mind raced at the idea. Jasmine tasted so good as Hillary made sure to explore every inch that her tongue could reach. However, Hillary knew that time was not on her side. They would surely be starting their approach to land soon.

"More," Jasmine managed, her voice muffled but insistent as she arched her back, desperate for even greater pleasure.

Hillary obliged, flipping Jasmine over onto her back, her eyes locking onto the glistening folds of her pussy.

"Focus on your pacifier, baby girl," Hillary instructed, her words a mix of tenderness and lust. "I'm going to make you lose control."

Jasmine nodded, the pacifier bobbing in her mouth as she sucked deeply, her eyes never leaving Hillary's face. As Hillary descended, her tongue danced over Jasmine's clit and dipped into her wet entrance, drawing out another chorus of moans from her lover.

"God, Mama...yes!" Jasmine cried, the pacifier dropping from her lips as the intensity of her pleasure overwhelmed her. Her body trembled with ecstasy, her hands gripping at the floor beneath her.

"Come for me, Jasmine," Hillary commanded, her tongue working tirelessly to bring Jasmine to the brink. The singer's hips bucked up to meet Hillary's mouth, a torrent of sensations coursing through her body.

Hillary felt the wetness from Jasmine growing, knowing it was only a matter of seconds before she brought complete bliss to the woman who had needed it the most. She was going to make one of the sexiest women alive climax.

"Mama!" Jasmine screamed, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Hillary didn't miss a beat, lapping up the sweet nectar that flowed from Jasmine's quivering pussy. "Mama, fuck, oh shit, yes! Fuck, I love it, thank you Mama, Thank you Mama!"

Hillary grinned, lapping up Jasmine's juices and running her tongue across the singer's pussy for a final few times, making sure to take a mental photograph.

"Thank you," Jasmine panted, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. "That was...incredible."

"You were incredible," said Hillary, leaning in and kissing the singer, "Such a pretty pussy and a beautiful woman"

"That was the best, the best ever!" Jasmine said playfully.

"Your turn to return the favor, baby girl," Hillary whispered, her eyes shining with anticipation. Hillary lay back on the floor, her legs spread invitingly as she looked at Jasmine with a sultry smile. "Your turn, baby girl."

Jasmine's eyes sparkled with excitement and nervousness, a delicious combination that fueled Hillary's anticipation. As the younger woman lowered herself between Hillary's thighs, the air hostess felt a shiver of pleasure course through her.

"Go on," Hillary urged, her voice low and husky. "Show me what you've got. Show me how much you love pussy"

As Jasmine's tongue made contact with Hillary's sensitive folds, Hillary couldn't help but let out a moan of approval. She was surprised by how skilled Jasmine was; her movements were tentative but eager to please, hitting all the right spots. The knowledge that this beautiful, famous young woman was pleasuring her only heightened Hillary's arousal.

"Y-yes, just like that," she gasped, her fingers tangling in Jasmine's hair. She wanted to prolong the exquisite sensation for as long as possible, but her body had other ideas.

"Lick my pussy Jasmine, lick it just like that, yes right there baby girl!" Hillary groaned.

Within minutes, the building pressure inside Hillary reached its peak, and she couldn't hold back any longer.

"Jasmine... Jasmine... Jasmine!" Hillary growled.

Her body was building up to what Hillary knew would be an earth-shattering orgasm. How could it not be with all that had come before?

"Right there, right there, yes, don't stop, don't stop!" Hillary cried, her voice turning shaky.

With a cry, she climaxed, her juices spurting onto Jasmine's face.

"Oh fuck! Yes! Baby girl! Baby girl!" Hillary hollered.

The singer looked up, panting and drenched, her eyes wide with amazement.

"Wow," Jasmine whispered, licking her lips. Without hesitation, Hillary pulled her close and kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Jasmine's tongue. Their attraction was electric, and Hillary knew she'd never forget this encounter.

They reluctantly broke apart, knowing it was time to compose themselves for the plane's descent. As they dressed, Hillary playfully teased Jasmine, brushing her fingers against the singer's breasts and hips. Jasmine giggled, her cheeks flushed from their passionate tryst.

"Thank you, Mama," she said sincerely. "I had an incredible time."

"Me too," Hillary smiled, handing Jasmine the diaper, bottle, and pacifier. "Take these with you. A little reminder of our time together – or maybe you'll find a use for them later."

Jasmine blushed but took the items gratefully. As the plane began its descent, the two women settled into their seats, their hearts still racing from the passion they had shared.

Hillary fought with the idea of asking forJasmine's number or whether that would make things strange. Perhaps the singer was happy with this being a one-time thing. Hillary also reasoned that being a partner of a celebrity probably wouldn't be much fun. No, she was better off with this special memory.

The plane's wheels touched the tarmac with a soft screech, jolting Hillary back to reality. As they taxied towards the private terminal, she couldn't help but replay the steamy encounter in her mind.

"Welcome back, Miss Jones," Hillary said, keeping her tone professional as she opened the cabin door.

"Thanks, Hillary," Jasmine grinned, gathering her belongings – and the secretive mementos from their time together. Her agent, a sharp-suited woman with a stern expression, greeted her at the bottom of the stairs.

"Jasmine!" she called out, embracing the pop star with genuine warmth. "How was your flight?"

"Amazing," Jasmine replied , her eyes flicking to Hillary with a secretive smile. "I can't wait for the next one. I'll make sure to book with you again, Hillary" Jasmine added.

"I look forward to it," Hillary agreed, maintaining her professional demeanor despite the lingering heat in her gaze.

"Take care, Jasmine," she added, extending her hand in farewell. Jasmine clasped it firmly, her fingers lingering on Hillary's for a moment longer than necessary.

"Safe travels," Hillary whispered, feeling a thrill run through her as Jasmine turned and walked towards the waiting car.
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