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Back in Town

Imani strolled down the sidewalk on her way to the grocery store. The recent college graduate was back in her hometown and had volunteered to pick up some essentials whilst her family were out for the day.

The confident young black woman took time to breathe in the fresh air and flicked her medium-length black hair over her shoulder so she could feel the breeze.

College had been eye-opening, and now, whilst back at home, Imani was missing the freedom that came with being away from her family. Just being able to get out to the store felt like a chance at some freedom after having spent the last few days getting interrogated by her parents about her future.

Of course, her family had been proud of her for graduating, but one of the biggest developments in her life during college had been finally taking the plunge and acting on her feelings towards women. She'd known for a while that she was at least curious, but after a few experiences, she now knew she was gay.

She'd thought about coming out as soon as she had arrived home, but that revelation could wait for another day. She didn't want to cause any drama, not that she presumed that her family would be angry or anything, but she just wanted a few chilled-out weeks, and it was hardly likely that she'd meet anyone interesting during her stay in the small town anyway.

The jingle of the grocery store's door greeted her as she entered, bringing back memories of trips here with her mom every Friday night. She picked up a basket and began filling it with essentials: fruits, vegetables, bread. As she turned into the bathroom aisle to grab some wipes, her heart skipped a beat.

"Is that... Meghan?"

Across the aisle stood Meghan, the woman Imani used to babysit for seven or eight years ago. She had always been drawn to Meghan's confident presence, her tall and busty figure exuding an undeniable power. And from what Imani could see, time had only accentuated those features. Even now, Imani felt a familiar flutter in her stomach.

"Hey, Meghan!" Imani called out hesitantly, unsure if she would be recognized.

"Imani?" Meghan's face lit up, a warm smile spreading across her lips. "My goodness, look at you! All grown up!" She crossed the aisle and enveloped Imani in a tight hug, which Imani eagerly returned.

"I heard you just graduated, it's great to see a genius back here," Meghan teased, taking a step back to give Imani a once-over. "Tell me everything, how was it? Are you home for good?"

"Thanks," Imani blushed, both flattered and embarrassed by Meghan's attention. "College was amazing, I learned so much about myself. But no, I'm just here for a few days before looking for work elsewhere. You know, it's a little...quiet around here for me"

"Well, I hope you find something good, it's really good to see you" Meghan said, her hand brushing against Imani.

"You too. I mean, look at you!" Imani blushed, feeling silly at talking like this with a woman she had babysat for.

"Well, you know, that's very kind of you, but I'm almost fifty now, I've got to work hard to stay this good" Meghan laughed.

"Nearly fifty? No way!" Imani gasped, surprised.

"Well, I'll take that as a compliment" Meghan grinned, grabbing Imani's hand, causing the younger woman's heart to race a little faster.

Wanting to change the topic, Imani asked, "How's your family? The kids must be all grown up by now."

Meghan's smile softened as she glanced at a pack of diapers. "The kids are doing great. But, well, their father and I split up after I came out as a lesbian."

"Oh" Imani said, part her wanting to burst out and tell her that she was gay as well, and the other part not wanting to put the older woman in an awkward spot. "Well, I'm sorry to hear about you and Christopher"

"That's fine, I'm happier now" Meghan added.

Imani saw the look on Meghan's face and leaned in a little closer before whisper, "I found out at college that I... like girls"

"Oh, well isn't that a very interesting development" Meghan said, biting her lip before grabbing a baby bottle and putting it in her basket. “Both of us, learning something interesting about the other”

Imani was still inexperienced and blushed deeply. She felt silly for telling Meghan, but she really wanted something to come from this. Instead, her awkward personality took over and she asked

"Uh, why are you buying pacifiers and baby bottles? Planning on having another baby?"

"Can you keep a secret?" Meghan asked, her voice low and sultry. Imani nodded, her mind racing with possibilities. Meghan leaned in close, her breath warm on Imani's ear. "I'm not pregnant. I'm actually looking to use them on another woman."

“On another woman?” the younger woman asked, confused.

“Oh yes, I want a younger, sexy woman to diaper and feed and then…” Meghan said, staring directly into Imani’s eyes.

Imani's eyes widened at the revelation, taken aback by the idea. Meghan placed a gentle hand on Imani's arm, the touch electric.

"Maybe it's fate that brought us together today," she whispered, her dark eyes locking onto Imani's. Imani found herself speechless, her body trembling under Meghan's intense gaze.

"Fate?" Imani stammered.

"Oh yes, I think so. You see, like I said, I've been looking for a younger woman, someone who I can treat like my little princess, and then fuck her senseless" Meghan said.

"With a bottle and pacifier?" Imani gulped.

"Yes, making her my little baby" Meghan purred, picking up the pacifier and waving it enticingly in front of Imani.

"You... like that?" Imani asked, a strange sense of wonder building within her.

"Oh yes, the idea of a woman in her twenties being my submissive little plaything. I want to be a Mama for her, and then...fuck her all night long" Meghan said.

Imani felt herself panting, a warmness building inside.

"So, what do you say? Has fate bought us together here? Do you want to be my baby for the afternoon?" Meghan asked. “Our little secret before the clever young lady heads off to the city”

“Our secret” Imani repeated, not sure what was driving her on.

The idea of being diapered and bottle-fed was incredibly strange, yet the yearning inside of her for Meghan was growing stronger.

“I think you’d look incredibly hot in a diaper, Imani. And, I think you’re more than a little into me” Meghan added confidently.

"Y-yes," Imani stammered, her heart pounding in her chest.

“Yes, what?” Meghan teased, her fingers on Imani’s forearm.

“I want to… you know… our secret, I want this with you” Imani said, keeping quiet so nobody would hear them. “I want the diapers and the sex”

Imani felt herself turn red, admitting her feelings to a much older woman hadn’t been on her radar for the day. Now here she was, about to play some incredibly kinky games with a woman more than twice her age.

"Good," Meghan said with a satisfied smile. "Let's finish up here, then we'll take this little adventure somewhere more private."

Imani trailed behind Meghan, her heart racing like a hummingbird's wings with each step. They walked down the aisles, Meghan's long legs moving with purpose. The fluorescent lights above cast a hypnotic glow on Meghan's smooth dark skin as Imani felt herself trailing behind a little.

“Wait a second” the older woman added.

“Huh?” Imani asked.

"Here we are," Meghan declared, stopping in front of a shelf filled with more baby items. Her slender fingers plucked a different pack of diapers from the shelf, the crinkling sound sending shivers down Imani's spine.

"More diapers?" Imani stammered, her eyes widening as she looked at the package in Meghan's hands.

"Of course," Meghan replied with a wicked smile. "You'll look so adorable all dressed up. I’m not sure of your size so best get a few packs." Imani felt the heat rise in her cheeks; she was both embarrassed and aroused by the thought.

"I think we got everything. Ready to check out?" Meghan asked, her eyes locked on Imani's.

"Y-yes," Imani whispered, her nerves making it difficult to speak clearly.

As they made their way to the counter, Imani couldn't help but wonder if anyone could sense the electric connection between them. The cashier scanned their items, oblivious to the intimate secret shared only between the two women.

"Have a nice day," the cashier chirped, handing Meghan the receipt.

"Thank you," Meghan replied, her voice cool and collected. She took Imani by the hand and led her outside to the parking lot.

The thrill of holding hands with an older lesbian had Imani flustered. Surely others in the neighborhood knew Meghan’s sexuality, and if they saw the two of them together like this…

“Meghan” Imani said, feeling her hand pull away.

“Yes?” the older woman asked.

Imani looked into her eyes and smiled, “I’m really happy I bumped into you today”

“Me too” Meghan said suddenly, pulling Imani into a passionate kiss. Imani eagerly responded, their mouths dancing together in a fiery exchange that left them both breathless.

All thoughts of privacy had left Imani’s mind as her tongue danced with Meghan’s. She didn’t care as she was getting a hotter older woman. She was going to be Meghan’s diaper-girl.

"Let's go," Meghan murmured as they broke apart, a fierce urgency in her eyes. "We need to get you into your diapers."

Imani nodded, her body thrumming with anticipation as she followed Meghan to the car. The thought of submitting to this powerful older woman, of becoming her baby, was intoxicating – and she couldn't wait for it to begin.


Becoming Her Baby

Imani's heart raced as she sat in the passenger seat, stealing glances at Meghan, who was smiling as she drove out of the parking lot. The grocery bag filled with diapers, a bottle, pacifiers, and a rattle lay between them, a teasing reminder of what was to come.

Now that they were totally alone, Imani began to feel the enormity of the situation. Not only was she about to hook up with an incredibly hot older woman, she had agreed to take part in some kinky games. The idea of being diapered and treated like a baby had Imani a little flustered.

However, Imani trusted Meghan. She knew this woman and could tell that both were excited. Meghan would take care of her, Imani knew.

"Everything Ok, sweetie?" Meghan asked as they pulled up to an intersection, "you're awfully quiet. You still want to do this?"

"Yes, sorry, I was just..." Imani said, looking at the pack of diapers.

"You don't want to be my baby? You just want sex?" Meghan asked.

Imani was tempted to say yes. She wanted Meghan's sexy older body, but there was something yearning inside her that told her that wearing a diaper would take Meghan to the next level.

"I want to try it. I'm just a little... nervous" Imani said.

"Imani, you're so pretty," Meghan murmured, her fingers gently brushing against Imani's thigh. The younger woman blushed under her gaze, feeling the familiar heat rising to her cheeks. She couldn't believe this was happening; it felt like a dream.

"Thank you, Meghan," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the car engine.

They pulled into Meghan's driveway, and Imani grabbed the grocery bag as they exited the car. Her hands shook slightly, betraying her inner turmoil. The front door closed behind them with a soft click, sealing them away from the world outside.

Imani finally felt she was free to be whoever she was now they were on their own.

"Come here," Meghan commanded, her voice authoritative yet tender. Imani obeyed, stepping closer until she could feel the warmth of Meghan's body. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, and Imani groaned as Meghan's strong hands grasped her ass, pulling their bodies together.

Imani closed her eyes as her tongue danced with Meghan's. This woman was pushing fifty and Imani was so into her. She wrapped her arms around Meghan's waist and Meghan's fingers continued to dig into her ass.

"Take off your top," Meghan whispered into Imani’s ear, sending shivers down Imani's spine. She hesitated for a moment, then complied, baring herself to the older woman.

Meghan took a step back, admiring Imani's slender frame before unhooking her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her hands cupped Imani's breasts, squeezing gently before her tongue flicked out, teasing the younger woman's nipples. Imani moaned with pleasure, feeling a surge of desire spread through her body.

"Does that feel good?" Meghan asked, smirking as Imani nodded frantically.

Imani looked down as Meghan's tongue ran over her sensitive nipples, making them hard.

"Meghan, fuck" groaned Imani as the older woman playfully bit down on her nipples.

"I love these" Meghan gasped as she tenderly kissed across Imani's chest, "So beautiful"

Imani's thoughts raced, eager to fully submit herself to Meghan's desires. She longed for the older woman to take control and guide her through this exhilarating experience.

"Your turn," Imani said breathlessly, her eyes glued to Meghan's body.

"Oh, you want mine?" Meghan giggled.

With a mischievous grin, Meghan unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, revealing her voluptuous frame. Imani marveled at the sight, her desire intensifying as Meghan removed her bra, baring her large breasts.

"Go on, touch them," Meghan encouraged, taking Imani's hands and guiding them to her chest. Imani hesitated for a moment before giving in to the temptation, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh. "That's it," Meghan murmured approvingly.

The breasts were so huge as Imani let her hands explore. She’d never had a pair this big to play with before. Everything about Meghan was bigger, better, and sexier than anyone she’d been with in the past.

"Feels so good," Imani whispered, captivated by the sensation. She spent several minutes exploring Meghan's breasts, her palms massaging the supple skin, her thumbs teasing the nipples. The older woman moaned softly, her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

"Use your mouth, baby," Meghan instructed, her breath hitching as Imani leaned in and tentatively licked one nipple. Encouraged by Meghan's reaction, she grew bolder, flicking her tongue back and forth between the erect buds, eliciting further moans from her the older woman. The power dynamic thrilled Imani, making her feel both submissive and in control.

"I can't wait to make you my little baby," Meghan purred, her voice husky with arousal. Imani shivered at the thought, anticipating the unique experience they were about to share.

"Take me to bed," Imani replied, surrendering herself completely.

"Come on, then." Meghan took Imani's hand and led her down the hallway to the bedroom. The younger woman's heart raced as they entered the dimly lit room. She couldn't believe she was here with someone so sexy.

"Sit on the bed," Meghan commanded, her eyes never leaving Imani's body. Obediently, Imani perched on the edge of the mattress, feeling exposed and vulnerable. Meghan approached her with a predatory grace, gently pushing Imani onto her back.

"Let's get those pants off," Meghan whispered, unbuttoning Imani's jeans, and sliding them down her legs, her panties following suit. Imani lay there, legs spread, completely bare before the older woman.

"Beautiful," Meghan murmured, her fingers tracing a path along Imani's inner thighs. The younger woman trembled under her touch, the sensation making her gasp in delight. "You want this so bad, don't you?"

"Y-yes, Meghan," Imani stammered, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and desire.

"Good girl," Meghan praised, her fingers finally reaching their destination. As she touched Imani intimately, the young woman couldn't contain herself, groaning with pleasure. It felt incredible to be so submissive, to have Meghan take control of her body. She reveled in the knowledge that Meghan was just as turned on as she was, and it made her feel special, cherished even.

"Enjoy this, baby," Meghan cooed. "I'm going to take such good care of you."

"Meghan, fuck, it feels so good" Imani groaned, her eyes watering a little with pleasure.

"Such a pretty pussy" Meghan smiled, her fingers twirling over Imani's clit.

"Oh fuck, right there" Imani moaned, her legs twitching a little.

Imani groaned as she looked up at Meghan, staring at her big breasts and the pretty face above. This was exactly where Imani wanted to be.

“Oh Meghan, oh my god!” Imani panted.

Just as Imani felt the mounting wave of her climax approaching, Meghan suddenly pulled away, leaving her breathless and desperate for more. She watched, eyes wide, as Meghan reached for the grocery bag and began emptying its contents onto the bed beside her.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" Meghan asked, her voice sultry as she held up the pack of diapers. The sight sent a shiver down Imani's spine, excitement mingling with a touch of fear. Swallowing hard, she nodded her consent.

"Y-yes," she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest.

"Good girl," Meghan purred, unfolding the diaper with a flourish. "I can't wait to see you all wrapped up and cute for me."

Imani couldn't help but feel a little scared as Meghan instructed her to lift her hips. Her trepidation was tempered by curiosity and desire, though, and she obeyed without hesitation.

The diaper looked big as Meghan unfolded it, both women staring at the padded inside.

“Won’t you be the prettiest in this?” Meghan beamed.

“It looks…wow” Imani gasped, feeling the strength of her submission grow as Meghan came closer with the diaper.

“I’ve been wanting to diaper someone for such a long time” Meghan smiled, running her hands over the diaper.

“I’m ready” Imani smiled.

Meghan leaned in, running the diaper over Imani’s thigs and grazing it over her pussy. The older woman leaned in, kissing the younger whilst slipping the diaper under Imani’s butt.

“Hips down, sweetie” Meghan smiled.

“Wow” Imani whispered as her butt patted down against the diaper, “It’s so….comfortable” she smiled.

“Sit still and let me fasten the tabs” Meghan said, her eyes locked on Imani’s mid-section.

As the soft material of the diaper encased her, Imani felt an odd sense of security and vulnerability all at once. She was diapered, and it felt great.

"Look at you," Meghan cooed, fastening the diaper snugly around Imani's waist. "You're so pretty like this. So pretty for your Mama"

"Thank you... Mama," Imani replied hesitantly, the new title feeling strange on her lips. Meghan's face lit up at the sound, making Imani grin in response. It was undeniably hot, knowing that this simple act of submission made Meghan happy.

"Call me that again," Meghan demanded, her voice thick with arousal.

"Mama," Imani repeated, her voice trembling slightly.

She was blushing again, but that didn’t matter. She was wearing a diaper and calling the hot older woman her ‘Mama’. Imani’s heart was racing, knowing that this was going to be incredible.

"Such a pretty girl, and look at that diaper, I bet it feels so good" Meghan said.

"It does Mama" Imani panted, feeling incredibly wet between her legs.  "What's next?"

"Ah, my sweet girl," Meghan murmured, reaching for the pacifier. "Open up for me."

Eager to please, Imani parted her lips, allowing Meghan to slide the pacifier between them. As she began to suck on it seductively, her mind raced with anticipation.

"Such a pretty girl for her Mama" Meghan said, smiling down at Imani. "Now I'm going to treat you like my little princess"

Imani grinned, her tongue running over the silicone nipple in her mouth. This was going to be incredible.


Bottle and Breast

The sound of Imani's pacifier echoed in her ears, a rhythmic and comforting reminder of her new role. She stole a glance at Meghan and saw the lust-filled gaze directed at her diaper-clad body. A surge of warmth flooded through her as she realized just how much Meghan was enjoying this.

"Come here, baby girl," Meghan purred, patting the spot next to her on the bed. Imani hesitated for a moment, unsure of herself, but Meghan's gentle insistence pulled her in.

As Imani settled beside Meghan, the older woman wrapped her arms around her, cradling her as if she were a delicate flower. The warmth of Meghan's body against hers made Imani feel safe and cherished, and she couldn't help but blush at the kind words whispered in her ear.

"You look so pretty as my little baby," Meghan cooed, rocking Imani gently. "Absolutely adorable."

"Thank you, Mama" mumbled Imani around her pacifier, blushing even more.

"Here, play with this." Meghan handed Imani the brightly colored rattle, urging her to take it. At first, she felt silly, but Meghan's encouraging smile helped ease her doubts.

"Shake it for me, baby. Show me how clever you are."

Imani gave the rattle an experimental shake, creating a pleasant noise that seemed to delight Meghan. She continued to play, and Meghan's eyes lit up as she praised Imani.

"Such a smart little girl," she said, her voice a mix of pride and desire.

As Imani played, she noticed Meghan's hand drifting to her diaper, caressing it gently, sending shivers down her spine. The feeling of being cared for and desired at the same time was intoxicating, and she reveled in the attention.

"Mommy likes when her baby is happy," Meghan murmured, her fingers tracing the edges of the diaper.

Imani nodded, feeling the same and wanting to show Meghan how delighted she was.

"Here, hold this," Meghan said, handing Imani a plush teddy bear. Imani hugged the soft toy, feeling it’s comforting presence in her arms. Meghan's smile broadened as she watched Imani embrace the bear.

"Such a sweet little girl," Meghan purred, leaning in to plant a gentle kiss on Imani's cheek. Imani blushed under the affectionate gaze of the older woman, her heart swelling with feelings she had never experienced before.

"Let's play with Teddy," Meghan suggested, guiding Imani's hand to make the bear dance around on the bed. As they played, Meghan continued to praise and tease Imani, her words encouraging and flirtatious.

"Good baby," she cooed, running her fingers along Imani's diapered bottom and giving it a playful smack. "You're doing so well."

Imani felt a shiver run down her spine as Meghan's touch lingered, teasing her nipples as they hugged. She wanted to say something, to express the depth of her gratitude for Meghan's care, but when she removed her pacifier, Meghan gently replaced it, silencing her.

"Shh, you need this, little baby," Meghan whispered, her voice firm but loving. Obediently, Imani accepted the pacifier again, surrendering to Meghan's dominance.

"Stay right here, baby," Meghan instructed as she got up from the bed and grabbed one of the baby bottles. Imani watched her disappear into another room, trying her best to stay still as she eagerly awaited Meghan's return.

Imani stared at the ceiling and giggled, running her hands over the thick, crinkly, white diaper. This was such a sexy situation to be in she thought. Part of her wants to rip the diaper off and spread her legs wide, telling Meghan to come lick her pussy when the older woman returned, but she knew that wouldn't be allowed.

However, Imani knew that Meghan would be coming back with a bottle, and she felt by submitting and drinking from it would drive Meghan on even further. She could live with staying diapered and being Meghan's baby for a little while longer.

When Meghan reappeared, she held a bottle filled with warm milk, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Ready for your bottle, sweetie?" she asked, setting the milk down for a moment to remove Imani's pacifier. Imani nodded, grinning at the thought of drinking from the baby bottle.

"Let me put this on you first," Meghan said, fastening a bib around Imani's neck. The feeling of wearing the bib made Imani feel silly, but she couldn't deny that it added to her excitement.

"Looking adorable in that bib," Meghan complimented, lifting Imani into her arms and cradling her once more. Those pretty little breasts and your bib, you're just the most adorable woman in the whole world! Meghan said, leaning in and kissing Imani deeply.

Imagine didn't want the kiss to end as her hands wrapped around Meghan's hips.

"Mommy, I feel so..." Imani panted, unsure how to end her sentence.

"I know princess" Meghan said, kissing Imani once more, "Now, best drink it before it gets cold" Meghan added, looking at the bottle.

"Okay, Mama" blushed Imani.

As Meghan held the bottle up to her lips, Imani took the nipple into her mouth, beginning to drink the warm milk. It tasted so good as her eye widened, Meghan smiling down.

"There we go, aren't you a clever little lady" Meghan said, her fingers gently brushing across Imani's cheeks. "Such a cutie-pie"

Imani loved sucking on the nipple, droplets of milk filling her mouth before swallowing. She felt Meghan's affection as she slowly rocked her a little, tilting the bottle at the perfect angle for her to drink.

Their eyes locked, creating an intense connection as Meghan continued to feed Imani. Soft coos and words of encouragement filled the air, drawing them closer with each passing moment.

"Mama could stay here and feed you all day" Meghan began, "But she's getting horny. I think it's nearly time for us to take off that diaper"

Imani grinned, wanting it so badly. She'd enjoyed being babied, but there was a huge pull inside her telling her she needed to get Meghan naked and to share their bodies in a different way.

The milk was around half finished as Imani tried sucking harder to finish it sooner.

"I'm so wet princess" Meghan said, passion lacing her voice, "I want you so bad"

Imani nodded showing she needed the same. It took another five minutes though before she reached the end of the bottle. It felt like torture as she waited, getting every drop.

"Such a good girl, finishing your milk," Meghan praised as Imani drained the last drops from the bottle. Carefully, she wiped away any stray droplets of milk from Imani's lips before pulling the bottle away.

"Thank you, Mama," Imani said, her heart swelling with affection for the woman who had brought such a unique experience into her life.

"Are you enjoying this, baby girl?" Meghan asked gently, her voice filled with warmth as she looked into Imani's eyes.

"Y-yes," Imani stammered, blushing deeply. "I love it." She squirmed in her diaper, feeling the sexual tension growing between them.

"Good," Meghan purred, running her fingers through Imani's hair. "Because I'm getting so hot right now. I want you to suckle on my nipples again, baby." Her words sent shivers down Imani's spine as excitement coursed through her veins.

"Okay," Imani agreed eagerly, her heart pounding in anticipation. Meghan cradled her once more, positioning Imani's head near her breasts. The powerful woman's scent filled Imani's nostrils, making her feel weak and submissive – just how she wanted to feel.

Imani opened her mouth and latched onto Meghan's nipple, beginning to suck gently. Meghan cooed, stroking her hair lovingly. "That's it, baby girl. Show Mommy how much you love it."

As Imani continued to suckle, her arousal intensified. She could feel the wetness between her legs, her body crying out for release. She had never felt this way before – so vulnerable, yet so desired. It was intoxicating.

"Mommy, I…" Imani began to whisper, but Meghan placed a finger on her lips.

"Shh, baby. Just enjoy this moment," she murmured, her eyes filled with lust and adoration.

Imani closed her eyes and focused on the sensation of Meghan's nipple in her mouth, the taste of her skin, the sound of her breathing. She knew she couldn't wait much longer before giving into the overwhelming desire building within her.

"Such a good girl sucking on Mama's boobies" Meghan said, "And Mama is going to show you just how much she loves it too"

Imani smiled, sensing Meghan's hand move over her diaper.


Imani and Mama Meghan

Imani's lips were wrapped around Meghan's nipple, sucking hard and savoring the taste of her breast. The dominant presence of Meghan had Imani surrendering to her every desire, but it was Meghan's hand that truly captivated her attention.

"Spread your legs wider, baby," Meghan commanded, her voice sultry yet firm.

Imani obeyed without hesitation, feeling Meghan's hand rub over the front of her diaper. The pressure between her legs intensified with each circle, causing a warm sensation to spread throughout her body.

"Mommy wants to play with your pretty little pussy, sweetheart," Meghan whispered into Imani's ear as she continued to suckle on Meghan's breast, nodding in delight at the idea.

"Good girl. Now, suck harder on Mommy's nipple while I play with you," Meghan urged, her tone both loving and authoritative.

Imani sucked harder, her body trembling with arousal as Meghan's hand continued to circle her diaper-covered pussy. She loved the feeling, the mixture of submission and pleasure taking her to new heights.

"Such a naughty little diaper lover, aren't you?" Meghan teased, a wicked grin on her face as she began to open the tabs of the diaper. Imani gasped, her exposed pussy now vulnerable to Meghan's skilled touch. All the while, Imani never stopped sucking on Meghan's nipples.

"Please, Mommy," Imani groaned, her eyes begging for more.

"You're so pretty when you beg," Meghan cooed, removing Imani's bib, revealing her naked chest. Meghan's hands went back to Imani's pussy, rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles. With her other hand, Meghan played with Imani's nipples, pinching and teasing them until they stood erect.

"Oh, baby girl, aren't you just perfect!" Meghan said, looking down at Imani who was sucking deeply on the nipple.

Imani felt incredibly turned on, her entire being consumed by the powerful woman who was dominating her. The thought of being submissive to Meghan only heightened her arousal.

"Mommy... please..." Imani whispered, her voice barely audible. She was on the verge of losing control, completely at the mercy of Meghan's touch. And she couldn't have been happier.

"But we can't have you having all the pleasure" said Meghan, her fingers stopping their exploration of Imani's private parts. "Come here, my little diaper-girl," Meghan commanded as she stood up on the bed, pulling down her panties.

Imani couldn't take her eyes off the older woman's exposed pussy, her heart pounding with excitement. It was so pretty, the dark lips with a landing strip above. It was everything Imani had hoped it would be.

"Y-yes, Mommy," Imani stuttered, shuffling closer to Meghan. She hesitated for a moment, then reached out and let her fingers gently brush against Meghan's wet folds. The action sent a shiver of delight through Meghan, who looked down at Imani expectantly.

"Good girl, now lick me just like you did with my breasts," Meghan instructed, her voice firm but encouraging.

Imani flicked her tongue out tentatively, tasting Meghan's delicious pussy for the first time. Encouraged by Meghan's moans, she began to give the older woman oral sex, her mouth working tirelessly to please her dominant lover.

“Oh Imani, Mama loves that” Meghan groaned, looking down at Imani with a look of bliss across her face.

Imani smiled, loving how she was bringing this much older woman pleasure. Meghan’s pussy was so pretty, so delicious. Imani wanted to stay there all day licking it, worshiping Meghan.

"Such a talented little diaper-girl," Meghan praised, urging Imani on as she continued to pleasure her. Imani reveled in the thrill of pleasing Meghan, her submissive nature driving her to give her all to the powerful woman above her.

"Mommy, you taste so good," Imani groaned, completely lost in the intoxicating sensation of Meghan's wetness on her tongue. Her world had narrowed down to the taste, smell, and feel of Meghan's aroused pussy, and nothing else mattered.

"Little diaper girl!" Meghan moaned, "Mommy's diaper girl loves licking pussy!"

Imani giggled as her tongue swirled around Meghan's clit, paying it all the special attention it deserved. She wanted to show Meghan how much she loved being diapered by giving the older woman an earth-shattering orgasm. However, she was stopped by Meghan.

"Time for something new, baby girl," Meghan said suddenly, pulling away from Imani's eager mouth. She fell onto the bed, positioning herself in a sixty-nine with Imani beneath her. Meghan's wet pussy pressed down onto Imani's face, eliciting a sigh of pleasure from the younger woman.

Imani loved the feeling of Meghan's soft, warm flesh against her lips as much as she enjoyed the sensation of Meghan's skilled tongue running over her own sensitive clit. Being with an older, experienced woman was thrilling, and the diapered play before their lovemaking only made the sex that much more intense.

"Mommy, I'm so close," Imani gasped into Meghan's pussy, her body trembling on the edge of climax. Meghan continued to lick and tease Imani's clit, driving her ever closer to the edge.

"Let go for Mommy, baby girl," Meghan encouraged, her voice muffled by Imani's thighs.

"Mama!" moaned Imani, her legs shaking as the build-up to her climax continued, "Mama, I love it, I love it, I freaking love it! I’m gonna… I’m gonna… Mama!"

With a final gasp, Imani climaxed, her body wracked with pleasure. It was the type of pleasure she’d never experienced before, her legs shaking, her hips vibrating, and her heart pounding in her chest.

“Princess, Mama’s little princess!” Meghan said, a slight giggle attached to her words, “That was a big one!”

"Oh Mama, Mommy! That was so fucking good! Let me make you cum" Imani moaned, her body still shaking a little.

"Such a good little diaper-girl," Meghan grinned, pulling away from Imani's still-trembling form. "But I don't think we're done with you just yet."

"Mama?" Imani lay panting on the bed, her body still tingling from the pleasure Meghan had just given her. Her eyes widened as she watched Meghan return to the bed with a strap-on dildo. The sight of the dominant woman putting it on sent a shiver down Imani's spine.

"Ready for more, little diaper-girl?" Meghan asked, her voice dripping with lust and authority. "Do you want Mommy to fuck you?"

Imani had never seen anything sexier in her life. The beautiful older woman with her big breasts and huge dildo at her midsection. Imani had to have it.

"Yes, Mama, please, You’re so fucking sexy" Imani moaned, her heart pounding in anticipation. Meghan's dominance was intoxicating, making Imani feel both vulnerable and incredibly aroused.

"Get on your hands and knees, baby girl," Meghan commanded, smirking at Imani's eagerness to obey. As Imani got into doggy-style position, she felt Meghan's strong hands grip her hips, pulling her back onto the strap-on.

"Oh Mommy!" Imani gasped as her pussy was penetrated by the large black sex-toy. "Mama!"

"Take it, diaper-girl," Meghan growled, thrusting her hips forward and pushing the dildo deep inside Imani. The younger woman cried out, her voice a mixture of pain and pleasure as the toy filled her.

"Mama!" she gasped, feeling her body being driven forward by Meghan's powerful thrusts. Imani's fingers curled into the sheets, gripping them tightly as Meghan fucked her relentlessly.

The dildo felt incredible as it thrust deep inside her, her walls being stretched by the toy as Meghan urged her on.

“Mama’s girl wears diapers, she needs to be put in her place” Meghan said.

“Oh fuck, it’s so good, I fucking love it!” Imani shrieked, pleasure growing inside her once more.

Imani loved being bent over, fully exposed to Meghan as the older woman picked up speed. The toy was slamming into her pussy and Imani felt her legs beginning to tremble again.

"Look at you," Meghan purred, "so helpless and desperate for Mommy's dick." She flipped Imani onto her back, continuing to pound into her. Imani's eyes locked onto Meghan's, her desire and submission clear in her gaze.

“Mama!” Imani gasped, “Fuck me hard, Mama!”

Meghan was grinning as Imani tried to tell her older lover just how much she was enjoying this with her eyes. The toy was deep inside her with each thrust, filling her totally as her wetness welcomed it.

"Touch me, baby girl," Meghan ordered, guiding Imani's hands to her own full breasts. Imani squeezed and fondled them, moaning in delight as the strap-on continued to bury itself inside her.

“Mama!” was all Imani could gasp.

Imani had never felt so helpless. She was on her back, legs spread wide for the older woman who had diapered her, fed her, and was now pounding her pussy with a big strap-on dildo. This was everything in her wildest dreams and more.

"Mama, it feels so good, fuck me harder, Mama!" Imani wailed as her body was shaken around the bed.

"You love Mama's dick in your pretty little pussy?" Meghan asked, staring into Imani's eyes.

"Uhuh, it feels so freaking good Mama, so good!" the younger woman gasped, pawing at Meghan's breasts.

"Ride me, diaper-girl," Meghan suddenly said, laying back and allowing Imani to straddle her. Imani hesitated for a moment, then lowered herself onto the dildo, feeling it fill her once more.

"Ah, Mama!" she cried out, riding Meghan with increasing intensity.

Imani pirated slowly down onto the toy as Meghan pushed up from below. The sound of it pounding her pussy filled the room and Imani felt the thrill of an orgasm being to build once more.

“Such a good girl, Mama’s good girl” Meghan moaned, grabbing her own breasts and squeezing them, “My little angel, my pretty princess”

Imani felt like she was being overloaded with pleasure. The physical feelings, the thoughts in her mind, Meghan’s near presence. All were taking her to new places. The dildo was so deep inside her as she crashed down onto it time and time again.

“Mama’ wants to see you cum again” Meghan said, biting her lip

Imani knew that the older woman would soon get her wish. She was probably only seconds away from climaxing.

"Mama, I'm gonna... I'm gonna!" Imani groaned, unable to hold back anymore.

"Cum for Mommy, show me how much you love being Mama's diaper-girl!" Meghan encouraged, a look of pure bliss on her face.

The pleasure built within her until it was too much to bear, and Imani climaxed again, her body shaking uncontrollably.

"Mama! Oh shit, fuck me, Mama, Fuck! Yes, yes, yes!"

Imani felt her heart racing impossibly fast. She had never received so much pleasure and felt she would never be able to recreate this sensation. She leaned down and kissed Meghan, her heart feeling like it would escape her chest at any moment.

“Oh my gosh! That was so adorable, you’re so sexy, Imani” Meghan gushed.

"Thanks, Mommy, that was the best ever" Imani said, still feeling the wave of her orgasm.

Meghan groaned with joy, watching Imani's orgasm wash over her. "I need to climax, baby girl," she said breathlessly. "Make Mommy cum."

"Get on your back, Mama," Imani responded, her voice filled with determination to please her lover. She took off the strap-on and left it on the bed-side table. Meghan obeyed, spreading her legs as Imani moved between them.

Imani leaned in, her tongue flicking out to tease Meghan's swollen clit. Meghan gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as Imani pressed her lips against her wet pussy. The younger woman explored every fold and crevice, driven by the desire to satisfy her dominant lover.

"Ah...don't stop, my sweet diaper-girl," Meghan moaned, her hips bucking against Imani's tongue. Imani could feel Meghan's arousal building, and she redoubled her efforts, determined to give her Mommy the climax she craved.

Imani was a diaper-girl, here to service her Mommy's every demand, and right now, her Mama needed to cum. Imani wasn't going to let her down, not after everything they'd been through together.

Imani felt like her tongue was getting flooded with Meghan’s juices. She knew just how turned-on Meghan must be right now.

"Imani...yes! Right there!" Meghan cried out, her voice strained with ecstasy. "Right there princess, right there, yes!"

Imani doubled-down on her effort, her tongue flashing down across Meghan's beautiful pussy, showering it with love as the older woman began to shake.

"There princess, right there, right fucking there!" Meghan groaned, her hands clasping at Imani.

Imani reveled in the thrill of pleasing this much older woman, knowing her tongue was doing this to her dominant lover.

"Yes baby girl, yes, fuck, fuck, shit, fuck!" screamed Meghan. Her body convulsed as she reached her peak, an intense orgasm ripping through her. "Imani, yes little princess!"

Imani slowed as she sensed Meghan's limbs relaxing after the pleasure, she moved up and looked at the older woman, smiling.

"Oh, my beautiful girl...you did so well for Mommy!"

"Mama, that was...incredible" Imani said.

As their breathing slowed, both women lay entwined on the bed, reveling in the afterglow of their passionate encounter. Imani felt a deep sense of satisfaction, knowing that she had given her powerful lover as much pleasure as she had received.

"Imani, baby," Meghan whispered, her breath hot against Imani's ear. "You should stop by any time before you leave town. I'd love to diaper you again."

Imani's eyes widened at the thought, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. "Really? I'd love that, Mama," she murmured, her voice filled with gratitude. "How about tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow sounds perfect," Meghan agreed, the corners of her mouth lifting in a knowing smile.

Their lips met once more, Imani melting into the deep, passionate kiss. She felt safe and cherished in Meghan's arms, a sensation she hadn't experienced in a long time.

"I need to get back though" Imani said, kissing Meghan once more.

"I told you it was fate we met in the store" Meghan grinned.

"I know, Mama" Imani smiled, agreeing with the older woman. "Well, I'll see you tomorrow, I can't wait"

"I'll see you out" said Meghan.

Imani got dressed, checking out Meghan as the older woman put her bra on. She couldn't wait to get her tongue over those breasts again soon.

"Well, I guess I'm ready" said Imani, a little sadly.

"Take care, my sweet diaper-girl," Meghan called softly as Imani reached the door. "I'll see you tomorrow."

"Thank you, Mama," Imani replied, her cheeks flushed with happiness.

As Imani left Meghan's house, walking back to her own, she couldn't help but feel elated, alive in a way she never had before. Maybe there was a reason to stay in town a little longer than she had planned.
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