

Diapered by her Lesbian Idol

MDLG Zuri and Tyra

© 2023 Freya Kensington

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, events and places are a work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to people, places or events is entirely coincidental. All characters are consenting adults.


The Artist

Zuri sat hunched over her drawing table, charcoal pencil in hand, as she concentrated on capturing the curve of her cheekbone and the arch of her eyebrow. With each stroke, the self-portrait slowly came to life. Zuri was a petite, slender young black woman with beautiful long black hair that cascaded down her back. At twenty-two, her cute features often led people to underestimate her intelligence. A little shy but very smart, she was an art student who was eager to impress and hone her skills.

"Almost done," she whispered to herself, biting her lower lip as she added the final touches to her drawing. The passion for art burned brightly within her, and it showed in the delicate attention to detail in her work.

As Zuri put down her pencil and took a step back to admire her creation, she felt a wave of satisfaction wash over her. "Not bad at all," she thought, running her fingers through her hair.

"Maybe I should upload this online and get some feedback." She reached for her phone and started browsing through art forums and groups where she could share her self-portrait. As she scrolled, a post caught her eye: her favorite artist, Tyra Harris, was hosting an event at the local gallery.

"Tyra Harris! Oh my god!" Zuri's heart raced with excitement. She adored Tyra's paintings and sketches, and the thought of meeting her idol made her giddy. She quickly pulled up her messaging app and texted her friend Layla:

"Hey Layla, there's an art event at the local gallery featuring Tyra Harris! Can you come with me? It would mean so much!"

Layla's response came after a few minutes: "I don't know, Zuri. Art isn't really my thing. But if it makes you happy, I'll go."

"Thank you so much! You're the best!" Zuri replied, her fingers flying over the screen. She couldn't help but smile; even though Layla wasn't interested in art, she was willing to go just for Zuri's sake.

"Alright, see you there," Layla texted back. "Don't forget to send me the details!"

"Will do!" Zuri responded, her excitement building as the day of the event drew closer.

Zuri spent the days leading up to the event in a state of barely contained excitement. She frequently visited Tyra Harris's website, poring over her artwork and marveling at the intricate details of each piece. As she admired Tyra's work, Zuri found herself wondering what kind of questions she could ask during the event, hoping for an opportunity to learn from her idol.

"Maybe I could ask about her technique," Zuri mused, "or how she developed her unique style." Her mind raced with possibilities, and she jotted down her thoughts in a small notebook so she wouldn't forget them.

On Saturday, Zuri met up with Layla at the mall. They decided to grab lunch together before heading to the gallery. As they sat down with their food, Zuri couldn't help but gush about Tyra Harris and the event.

"Tyra is such an amazing artist, Layla. Her use of color and texture… it's just breathtaking!" Zuri said between bites of her sandwich.

Layla picked at her salad, looking uninterested. "Yeah, I guess," she replied noncommittally. “I mean I checked out her pictures and they look nice”

Zuri furrowed her brow at the word ‘nice’.

"Seriously, her work has been featured in some of the most prestigious galleries around the world," Zuri continued, trying to convey her enthusiasm. "I can't believe we get to see her art up close and maybe even talk to her!"

"Uh-huh," Layla muttered, still not sharing Zuri's excitement.

Frustrated, Zuri took a deep breath and tried one last time. "Look, I know art isn't your thing, but you've got to admit it's pretty cool that someone as famous as Tyra Harris is having an event here in our town. Who knows? Maybe you'll end up liking her art more than you think."

"Alright, alright," Layla conceded, offering a smile. "I'll keep an open mind, I promise. Now, let's finish lunch so we can get to this thing. And after, shopping, I need to buy a new dress and you’re going to help me pick one out"

"Deal," Zuri agreed, feeling a little better now that Layla seemed more receptive.

After finishing their lunch, Zuri and Layla made their way to the art gallery. Zuri's heart pounded with anticipation as she gripped her sketchbook tightly, hoping she might get a chance to show it to Tyra Harris. As they entered the gallery, Zuri was surprised to see that only a handful of people had gathered for the event.

"Wow, I really thought there would be more people here," Zuri murmured, scanning the room.

"Maybe they're all stuck in traffic," Layla suggested, trying to hide her boredom.

Zuri led them around the gallery, admiring Tyra's artwork displayed on the pristine white walls. Layla followed behind, feigning interest for her friend's sake. The paintings showcased Tyra's incredible use of color and texture, each one telling a story without words. Zuri found herself lost in the intricate details, taking mental notes for her own work.

"Hey, Zuri?" Layla interrupted her reverie. "Mind if I go shopping for a bit? I promise I'll meet up with you later."

"Uh, sure," Zuri replied hesitantly, not wanting to pressure her friend into staying. "I'll text you when the talk is over."

"Thanks! Have fun," Layla said with a smile before leaving the gallery.

Alone now, Zuri took a seat in the front row, her eyes glued to the stage where Tyra would soon appear. Her hands fidgeted with the edge of her sketchbook as she rehearsed the questions she'd prepared in her head.

Suddenly, the room fell silent as Tyra Harris walked in. Zuri's breath caught in her throat as she took in the artist's appearance. Tyra looked even more captivating in person than in the pictures Zuri had seen online. Her tall, slender frame moved gracefully, like a dancer, and her dark, curly hair framed her golden-brown face perfectly. Her eyes sparkled with a warmth and intelligence that Zuri couldn't help but be drawn to.

Tyra's gaze swept over the small crowd before landing on Zuri. Seeing her chance, Zuri waved excitedly, her heart racing. Tyra smiled warmly at her, sending a thrill of excitement through Zuri's body.

"Wow, she's even more amazing in person," Zuri thought as Tyra approached the stage. "I can't believe I'm finally going to hear her speak."

Tyra stood at the podium, her presence commanding the attention of everyone in the room. "Thank you all for coming today," she began, her voice confident and warm. "I'm thrilled to share with you my latest collection, which explores the beauty and diversity of the human body through a series of nude paintings."

Zuri listened intently, her eyes never leaving Tyra as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She could see the passion and dedication behind every word Tyra spoke, and it made Zuri's heart swell with admiration. The thought of creating such intimate and revealing art was both fascinating and daunting to her.

"By studying and painting various body types," Tyra continued, "I aim to promote self-love and challenge conventional beauty standards." Her gaze swept across the audience, making a point to look each attendee in the eye. "For these works, I've used live models, capturing their essence and vulnerability with every brushstroke."

Zuri's mind raced with questions, her curiosity piqued by Tyra's unique approach to capturing the human form. She marveled at how much she could learn from this incredible artist if given the chance.

"Thank you once again for your support," Tyra said, wrapping up her introduction. "I'd be happy to answer any questions you may have."

Eager to seize the opportunity, Zuri's hand shot up before anyone else's. Tyra smiled warmly at her, encouraging her to speak. "Yes, you there in the front row. What's your name?"

"Uh, I'm Zuri," she stammered, feeling a blush creep up her cheeks. Swallowing her shyness, she continued, "I wanted to ask about your process for painting. How do you decide on the composition and colors for your pieces?"

"Great question, Zuri," Tyra replied, her eyes lighting up. "When it comes to composition, I focus on capturing the essence of my subject. I let their personality and body language guide me in creating a visual narrative. As for colors, I often choose a limited palette that evokes the mood I want to convey. It can be quite an intuitive process."

Zuri nodded, taking in Tyra's words and filing them away in her mind. Every piece of advice felt like a precious gem, a key to unlocking her own artistic potential. She couldn't wait to apply these insights to her own work, her fingers practically itching to pick up a pencil or brush.

"Thank you," she murmured, feeling grateful for the opportunity to learn from her idol.

Zuri's pulse raced like a hummingbird's wings, her chest swelling with pride at having interacted with Tyra. She clutched her sketchbook to her chest as if it were a lifeline, the pages filled with scribbled notes from Tyra's talk. The air buzzed with energy as other guests chimed in with their own queries.

"Can you tell us more about how you select your models?" one woman asked, her tone curious and eager for knowledge.

"Of course," Tyra replied graciously, her voice warm and inviting. "I look for individuals who have unique stories to tell. I believe that every body is a work of art, and I want my paintings to celebrate that diversity."

Zuri smiled to herself, mentally noting Tyra's words and absorbing them like a sponge. Her eyes darted across the room, catching glimpses of the extraordinary paintings on display – each a testament to Tyra's artistic prowess.

As the Q&A session drew to a close, people began to filter out of the gallery, leaving behind a hushed silence in their wake. Zuri remained in her seat, lost in thought as she replayed the events of the evening in her mind. She was so engrossed in her musings that she barely noticed when Tyra approached her, a warm smile gracing her features.

"May I sit down?" Tyra asked, her eyes twinkling with genuine interest.

"O-oh, yes! Of course!" Zuri stammered, her cheeks flushing crimson as she hastily made room for her idol. Awestruck, she couldn't help but steal glances at Tyra, marveling at the reality of having the artist by her side.

"Thank you for your question earlier, Zuri," Tyra said softly, her gaze steady and sincere. "It's always a pleasure to meet someone who shares a passion for art. Tell me, what kind of drawings do you create?"

Zuri hesitated, her fingers curling protectively around the edges of her sketchbook. She couldn't fathom that someone as accomplished as Tyra would be interested in her amateur scribbles. But there was something in Tyra's eyes – a genuine curiosity – that nudged Zuri to open up.

"Um, I mostly draw portraits," she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm trying to improve my technique and find my own style."

Tyra listened intently, nodding at Zuri's words. For a moment, the gallery seemed to shrink around them, the rest of the world fading into insignificance as two artists connected through their shared love of creation.

"May I see some of your work?" Tyra asked gently, her voice soft and encouraging.

Zuri hesitated for a moment, then slowly flipped open her sketchbook to reveal her latest self-portrait. Her heart pounded as she awaited Tyra's reaction, acutely aware of every subtle shift in the artist's expression.

"Zuri, this is fantastic," Tyra breathed, her eyes widening in admiration. "You have a real gift."

Zuri felt her cheeks warm with a deep blush, her heart swelling with pride at the unexpected compliment. She had always admired Tyra's ability to capture the essence of her subjects, and to hear such praise from someone she idolized was an indescribable sensation.

Tyra had started drawing at a young age, just like Zuri, and now, in her late thirties, Tyra had achieved mainstream success, something which further accentuated the praise in Zuri’s mind.

"Thank you so much," Zuri murmured, overcome with emotion.

Tyra reached out and gently took Zuri's hand, cradling it in her own as she studied her fingers. The warmth of Tyra's touch sent a shiver down Zuri's spine, her pulse quickening as she realized the intimacy of the gesture.

"Your hands are beautiful, Zuri," Tyra whispered, her eyes never leaving their entwined fingers. "They're perfect for drawing – slender and graceful, yet strong."

Zuri couldn't help but glance down at their joined hands, marveling at the contrast between their skin tones and the delicate strength that seemed to emanate from their connection.

Zuri felt Tyra’s hands squeezing her own for several seconds and wondered if this had turned into more than just a friendly gesture. Her mind raced as she pondered whether that would be a problem.

“You’re in art college, I guess?” Tyra asked, squeezing Zuri’s hand tighter.

“Yes, I’m planning to graduate next year, right before my twenty-third birthday” Zuri smiled.

“Well, that would be a lovely present” Tyra beamed, her hands holding Zuri’s tighter.

Zuri blushed. She felt like she was getting hit on by the older woman. There was no denying that Tyra was incredibly beautiful. She was slim, busty, with a smile that dazzled almost as brightly as her artwork. Zuri felt confused at why she was feeling this way, she’d never been into women before. Perhaps this was just her being starstruck.

"Would you like to visit my studio sometime?" Tyra asked suddenly, her gaze finally lifting to meet Zuri's. "I think we could create something truly special together."

"Really?" Zuri stammered, her heart racing at the thought of working alongside her idol. "I would love that! Like a painting?"

“There’s lots we could do” Tyra said, winking as her she bit her lip.

Tyra’s words and gestures had Zuri flustered. Whatever she had expected to gain from meeting Tyra, this was not it. However, there was no denying that the younger woman was intrigued.

“That sounds… perfect” Zuri blushed, unable to look Tyra in the eyes.

"Great! How about tomorrow afternoon?" Tyra suggested, her smile radiant. “I’ve got a place an hour or so from here”

"Tomorrow works for me," Zuri agreed eagerly, her mind already buzzing with anticipation.

"Then it's a date," Tyra said, squeezing Zuri's hand gently before releasing it. "I'm looking forward to creating with you."

“A date?” Zuri asked nervously.

“Yeah, a painting date and, yeah” Tyra said, her hand falling on Zuri’s knee.

Zuri felt a wave of courage come through her and returned the gesture, running her hand softly up Tyra’s leg. “A date” she replied.

“Here’s my number, give me a call after nine tomorrow morning and I’ll come pick you up” Tyra said.

“Great…well… I better get going” said Zuri.

“See you tomorrow” beamed Tyra.

As she stood up and walked toward the exit, Zuri couldn't help but pinch herself – just to make sure this surreal moment was real. When she felt the sharp sting of her own nails digging into her flesh, she knew that this dream-come-true was no figment of her imagination. And as they stepped out into the sunlit street together, Zuri took a deep breath, ready to embark on this thrilling artistic journey with her idol.


Ladies at Lunch

Zuri had been too shy to tell Layla about her conversation and plans with Tyra when she met her friend later in the mall. She was supposed to be helping her friend pick out a dress but all that she could focus on was the beautiful Tyra and just what she had planned for them at her studio the next day.

Zuri checked out a few other women in the mall, seeing if she found them hot, and, too her surprise, she found herself wondering what they looked like naked. Had meeting Tyra and being hit on by the older woman been the secret to unlocking this surprising new side to her?

That night, over a picture of Tyra, Zuri had to resist the urge to touch herself. “Zuri, this is…crazy” she chastised herself, “You don’t even know if she’s really into you or…”

Zuri tossed and turned as her mind raced. Just why did she have to face all these confusing thoughts? She had wanted to meet her idol and learn how to be a better artist, yet here she was, finding herself about to meet up with her first lesbian crush.

It had just gone nine a.m. and Zuri was still deciding whether to accept Tyra’s invitation or make up an excuse to cancel. The thoughts and feeling running through her mind were captivating in a scary way. However, with a final glance at Tyra’s art, Zuri made the decision to go ahead and call Tyra.

After a few rings, the artist answered, “Hi, Zuri?”

“Hi Tyra, yes, it’s me” Zuri answered, feeling herself shaking a little.

“I’m excited to see you, where can I pick you up from?” Tyra asked.

Zuri paused a second, the excitement in Tyra’s voice alluring.

“Erm… maybe the mall, it’s not far from me” Zuri said.

“Great, in two hours?”

“See you then” said Zuri, hanging up and trying to calm herself.

Zuri had dated before, but this was nerve-wracking. The fact she didn’t know whether Tyra was just going to be friendly, or if the older woman wanted something more left Zuri struggling to pick out something to wear.

In the end, she settled for something simple, not wanting to over-complicate things. On the short drive to the mall, her mind raced at what she should do when she saw Tyra, how she should react. However, the choice was taken from her hands as she walked into the mall and saw Tyra standing by the elevator.

“Zuri, you’re here!” Tyra said excitedly, pulling Zuri into a hug.

Zuri felt the squeeze and sensed Tyra’s big breasts pushing against her smaller pair, and the intoxicating scent from her. Zuri certainly wasn’t unhappy to be where she was.

“Hi Tyra” Zuri smiled as they two broke apart, “Thanks for this”

“Why are you thanking me, I’m the one who should be thanking you!” beamed Tyra.

“I’m excited for our…” Zuri said, not sure what word to use.

“Girl’s day?” Tyra added, a knowing smile as she took Zuri’s hand and pulled her into the elevator before it closed. “I thought we could get some lunch first, my treat”

“Oh well, sure, that sounds great” Zuri beamed, noticing the other people in the elevator looking at them as the two women continued to hold hands.

Zuri felt a little awkward as she pulled her hand away from Tyra’s.

“How about Japanese?” Tyra suggested as the elevator door opened.

“Sure, I’ve not tried many Japanese dishes before” said Zuri as she walked besides Tyra.

They sat down and ordered, Tyra talking about a trip she took to Tokyo to paint. Zuri sat listening awe-struck as Tyra went through the techniques she’d learnt and the people she’d met. Again, Zuri was reminded of the genius she was sitting with. The genius with the prettiest eyes and breasts that were…

Zuri balled her fists, reminding herself that she shouldn’t be thinking of Tyra that way, she was here to learn from her and if more happened then Zuri would deal with that.

Wanting to show she could lead the conversation, Zuri changed the topic,

“So, those new paintings I saw yesterday were magnificent”

“Oh, the nudes, well, thanks, I agree” Tyra said.

“Is it weird to paint someone naked?” Zuri asked, feeling instantly like it was a stupid, immature question.

“Well, I spent a good amount of time drawing myself topless” Tyra said, squeezing her breasts playfully.

Zuri was enchanted, her eyes locked as Tyra squeezed her boobs and they came together in an explosion of cleavage. She tried looking away but blushed as it was obvious Tyra had seen her staring.

“I can show you them if you want?” Tyra whispered.

“Your breasts?” gasped Zuri excitedly.

“I meant the pictures of them, but it’s good to know you want to see the real ones” Tyra laughed.

Zuri wanted the ground to swallow her up. She felt like such an idiot but was saved as the server came over to brought over their order.

“Don’t worry, Zuri, don’t be so serious” Tyra laughed.

Zuri felt Tyra’s foot playfully running up and down her leg. Zuri smiled, not feeling quite so bad and beginning to feel comfortable that she had feelings towards Tyra and Tyra had them back.

The rest of the meal passed peacefully as Tyra asked Zuri more about herself and the art she wanted to create.

“I’ll show you a few techniques when we get to the studio, I think we can improve a few things” Tyra said.

“Really?” Zuri beamed, “you’d help me?”

“Of course” smiled Tyra, “Now, let me grab the check and we’ll get out of here”

“Oh, let’s split it” Zuri said, grabbing her purse.

“Don’t be silly, I’ve got this” Tyra said, handing her card to the server.

“So, I can’t believe you have a place around here, I thought you lived in the city?” Zuri asked as they waited for the receipt.

“I’ve got a couple of places, but near here is good for me. Fewer distractions. Well, at least there were until I met you” said Tyra, reaching over and grabbing Zuri’s hand.

Zuri blushed, not used to being flirted with by a woman and enjoying it.

“Okay, let’s go, I’m parked outside” said Tyra.

This time, Zuri took Tyra’s hand and didn’t let go of it until they reached the car.


Studio Surprise

Zuri's heart raced as she slid into the passenger seat of Tyra's sleek, black car. She could hardly believe her luck – a chance to spend time with the incredible artist who had captured her imagination for years and had awoken something within her heart.

Upon arriving at Tyra's home, Zuri was awestruck by the beautiful, sprawling estate. Tyra led her through a lush garden filled with vibrant flowers and elegant sculptures, eventually stopping in front of a modest outhouse.

"Welcome to my sanctuary," Tyra announced, gesturing towards the wooden door with a flourish. As Zuri stepped inside, she felt a shiver run down her spine – it was like entering a sacred space, where countless masterpieces had been brought to life.

Inside, the studio was bathed in natural light streaming through large windows, casting a warm glow on the various paintings and sketches adorning the walls. Zuri couldn't tear her eyes away from the breathtaking artwork surrounding her. Each piece seemed to hold a piece of Tyra's soul, and she felt honored to be standing in the midst of such raw talent.

“Wow, Tyra, this is…amazing!” Zuri said.

"Feel free to look around," Tyra encouraged with a smile, clearly proud of her work. "I hope you find inspiration here, just as I have."

Zuri nodded, her eyes wide as she took in the intricate details of each painting. This was a moment she would cherish forever, and she felt eternally grateful to Tyra for inviting her into this personal, creative haven.

As Zuri continued to explore the studio, her gaze fell upon a corner filled with unfinished nudes of black women. She felt a surge of admiration for Tyra's ability to capture their essence so beautifully, and couldn't help but wonder why these particular pieces were tucked away.

"Tyra, why are these not on display?" Zuri asked hesitantly, glancing at the artist.

"Ah, those are part of a collection I'm working on," Tyra replied, joining Zuri in front of the paintings. "I want to showcase the diverse beauty of black women like us."

Hearing this, Zuri felt an unexpected urge to offer herself as a model, but her nerves held her back. Would Tyra even consider her worthy of being immortalized on canvas?

"Your subjects are incredible," Zuri commented, trying to hide her growing desire to be a part of Tyra's collection.

"Thank you, Zuri." Tyra smiled warmly. "Each woman has her own unique story, and it's my honor to be able to share that with the world through my art."

In that moment, Tyra seemed to sense Zuri's unspoken thoughts. She gently took Zuri's hand and led her to a stool near the center of the room, gesturing for her to sit. As she picked up a pencil and paper, Zuri's heart raced with anticipation.

"Allow me to sketch your face, if you don't mind," Tyra suggested, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Zuri felt incredibly special as Tyra began to sketch her features. Her insecurities started to fade, replaced by a deep sense of connection to the artist. The intimacy of the moment stirred something within her, causing her cheeks to flush.

"Tyra, I... um, would you consider me as a model for your collection?" Zuri stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Zuri, I would love to paint a nude of you if you're comfortable with it," Tyra said gently, her hand still holding Zuri's.

"I'm nervous," Zuri admitted. "All the other women in your paintings are so voluptuous and look more mature. I'm only twenty-two and not as curvy."

"Every woman is beautiful in her own way, Zuri," Tyra reassured her. "Your youth and unique features make you just as captivating as any of them. I would be honored to include you in my collection."

Zuri took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves as she unbuttoned her blouse. She glanced at Tyra who was watching her closely, then let the fabric slide off her slender shoulders, revealing her delicate bra. Her heart pounded in her chest, but there was something liberating about exposing herself to the woman whose art had so captivated her.

"Let me help you feel more comfortable," Tyra said with a warm smile. She began to unfasten her own dress, pulling it down to reveal a matching set of lace underwear that hugged her curvy frame. Zuri couldn't tear her eyes away from Tyra's body, admiring the confidence with which she moved. It was as if Tyra's very presence filled the room with an alluring energy that Zuri found irresistible.

"Ready?" Tyra asked playfully, hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties. "Let's do this together."

Zuri giggled, feeling a newfound camaraderie as she mirrored Tyra's actions. Their eyes locked, and Zuri felt a jolt of heat course through her as they both slid their underwear down, leaving them clad only in their bras.

"Last one," Tyra teased, reaching back to unclasp her bra. Zuri followed suit, watching with rapt fascination as Tyra's breasts came into view. She couldn't remember ever being attracted to a woman in this way before, but there was no denying the magnetic pull she felt toward Tyra. As her own bra fell away, she blushed deeply, acutely aware of Tyra's gaze on her petite frame.

"See? That wasn't so bad, was it?" Tyra said gently, stepping closer. "Now we can truly create something beautiful together."

Zuri looked up, seeing Tyra’s perfect nipples, the slight landing strip between her legs and the thighs that looked almost perfect. It was at this moment that Zuri knew she was into women in a big way.

“And you, wow, look at you” Tyra said, coming closer, “Aren’t you just so pretty”

Zuri blushed as she sensed the older woman taking in her body. She felt exposed in a thrilling way as Tyra circled her, taking in every inch of Zuri.

"Let's begin," Tyra whispered.

“Drawing me?” Zuri panted.

Zuri saw Tyra shake her head. She knew what was about to come and couldn’t wait.

Tyra's warm breath brushed across Zuri's cheek as she wrapped her arm around the younger woman, pulling her close. Their bodies pressed together, Zuri could feel the heat radiating off Tyra, and her heart thundered in her chest.

"Zuri," Tyra whispered softly, her voice smooth like velvet, "I find you incredibly cute." She hesitated for a moment, then asked, "Would you like to kiss me?"

Zuri's cheeks flushed a deep crimson, but she couldn't deny the desire that had been building within her. "Yes," she stammered, her voice barely audible.

"Lean in, then," Tyra encouraged gently. As their lips met, Zuri's mind raced with conflicting emotions – excitement, disbelief, and a newfound hunger she'd never experienced before. Tyra's hands roamed over Zuri's body touching her in a way she had never experienced.

"Wow, Zuri... just wow," Tyra murmured appreciatively, breaking away from their passionate embrace. Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she posed a question: "Do you want to continue posing for my collection, or do you want me to make you scream with pleasure instead?"

Barely above a whisper, Zuri replied, "I... I want you to pleasure me."

Tyra's smile widened, and she cupped Zuri's face in her hands. "You are so brave, and so beautiful," she said, planting another soft kiss on her lips. "We’ll take our time, don’t worry Zuri”

“Ok” Zuri answered, unsure what else to say, waiting for Tyra to make the next move.

"Zuri, there's something so captivating about your innocence," Tyra confessed, her warm smile reaching her eyes. "I can't help but find you absolutely irresistible."

Caught off guard by Tyra's words, Zuri blushed and looked down at her feet. "Thank you. I think you're so beautiful too," she murmured, still unable to fully comprehend the situation unfolding before her.

"Would you like me to take the lead here, sweetie?" Tyra asked gently, sensing Zuri's hesitance as she continued to process this unexpected turn of events. "I have a feeling this might be new territory for you."

Zuri nodded, grateful for the understanding and guidance from someone she admired so deeply. "Yes, please," she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest.

"Alright then," Tyra said, extending her hand to Zuri. "Follow me. There's a room behind my studio that I think you'll find very interesting."

Curiosity piqued, Zuri took Tyra's hand and allowed herself to be led through the studio. As they approached the door, Zuri's thoughts raced – what could possibly be waiting for her on the other side?

Tyra opened the door and gestured for Zuri to enter first. Stepping into the dimly lit room, Zuri's eyes widened at the sight before her. The walls were adorned with an eclectic mix of paintings and photographs, each one more alluring than the last. But it was the assortment of plush cushions, silk scarves, and delicate chains draped across a luxurious chaise lounge that truly left her speechless.

"Welcome to my private sanctuary," Tyra whispered into Zuri's ear, her breath hot against her skin. "This is where I come to explore my deepest desires… and now I want to share those experiences with you."

Zuri swallowed hard, her mind a whirlwind of excitement and uncertainty. "I… I've never done anything like this before," she admitted, feeling vulnerable yet strangely liberated by the truth.

"Trust me, Zuri," Tyra reassured her, giving her hand a gentle squeeze. "Just let go and allow yourself to be guided by your senses. I promise you'll discover pleasures beyond your wildest dreams."


Mama Tyra

Zuri's heart raced as she took Tyra's hand, her slender fingers intertwining with the older woman's. The warmth of Tyra's touch sent shivers down Zuri's spine, making her realize that it was never about gender – it was about connection and attraction. Before she could fully process her thoughts, Tyra leaned in and pressed her lips against Zuri's.

The kiss was electrifying, a sensation that Zuri had never experienced before. As their lips parted, Tyra whispered, "Sit down, baby. I'm going to get some things for us." Her voice was both sultry and comforting, leaving Zuri curious but trusting.

Zuri watched Tyra walk away, her mind a whirlwind of anticipation. She couldn't help but admire Tyra's confident stride, and she found herself drawn to the older woman's beauty and experience. Sitting down on the couch, she crossed her legs, her petite frame dwarfed by the large cushions.

When Tyra returned, she carried a bag that resembled a diaper bag, which left Zuri slightly puzzled. However, her curiosity overshadowed any confusion as Tyra sat down next to her, one arm wrapped around Zuri's shoulders while her free hand stroked Zuri's long black hair.

"Listen, Zuri," Tyra began, her voice soft and soothing. "I'm older than you, and I want to be your cougar, while you can be my little kitten."

Zuri felt a thrill run through her at the thought, something primal awakening within her. She nodded eagerly, wanting to explore this new dynamic between them.

"Can I take care of you like you're my kitten, my baby?" Tyra asked, her eyes searching Zuri's for any signs of hesitation.

In that moment, Zuri realized just how badly she craved this connection with Tyra. She wanted to be nurtured and protected, to be guided by someone who could help her grow and learn. She looked into Tyra's eyes and whispered, "Yes, please."

As Zuri agreed, she felt a sense of freedom wash over her. This was an opportunity to explore not only her own desires but also the depth of her connection with Tyra. The artist was a free spirit and Zuri knew the woman could teach her far more than brush stroke techniques.

Tyra unzipped the bag with a playful grin, her eyes never leaving Zuri's as she slowly revealed its contents. The sight of a baby bottle, pacifier, and diaper left Zuri momentarily stunned, but Tyra's soothing voice soon filled the air, explaining her intentions.

"Zuri, before I fuck you, I want to take care of you like this. I want to be your Mama, and I'd like you to call me that or Mommy. Would you like that?" Tyra asked, her tone both gentle and assertive.

Zuri hesitated for a brief moment, feeling her heart race at the thought of submitting to Tyra in such a vulnerable way. It was weird, the idea of these items being used on her, but again. Zuri was already all the way in. She took a deep breath and nodded, her voice barely above a whisper as she agreed. "Yes, Mama."

The words felt strange yet thrilling on Zuri's lips, filling her with warmth and anticipation. As Tyra moved closer, pushing her gently onto the sofa, their lips met in a passionate kiss. Zuri felt herself melting into Tyra's embrace, her body responding to the older woman's touch.

“Good girl” Tyra moaned softly.

Tyra's fingers traced a tantalizing path down Zuri's body, finally coming to rest between her legs. Zuri couldn't help but moan as Tyra expertly caressed her clit, the sensation building within her. "Mama, you're so good," she breathed, her mind awash with desire.

"Beautiful girl," Tyra murmured against Zuri's skin, pulling back to admire her handiwork. Zuri whimpered at the loss of contact, begging for more, but Tyra only shook her head, her eyes alight with mischief. "Not yet, baby. It's time for your diaper first."

As Zuri processed Tyra's words, she felt a mixture of embarrassment and arousal flooding her senses. This was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, but the thrill of exploring new territory with Tyra was too alluring to resist.

“Diaper, like I’m going to wear it, Mama?” Zuri asked.

“Oh yes, I want you in the diaper. I want you to show me how far you’re willing to go for me, to let me take charge” Tyra said, playfully running her fingers over the diaper.

Zuri looked at it and smiled. “Is it going to make you happy if I wear it?”

“Oh, more than you could ever know” Tyra said.

“Well… let’s do it then, I want you to diaper me, Mama” Zuri said.

"Alright, little one," Tyra cooed, guiding Zuri to lie down on the plush carpet.

Zuri's cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson as she stretched out her slender limbs, exposing herself fully to Tyra. She couldn't quite believe she was consenting to this unconventional experience, but the heat that pooled between her legs left no doubt that she wanted it.

“You’re so beautiful down here” Tyra said, looking between Zuri’s legs and smiling, “I’m going to pay so much attention to this pretty pussy later”

“Oh Mama!” gasped Zuri, the idea thrilling.

“But first, let’s get this diaper ready” Tyra saids.

Swallowing her embarrassment, Zuri murmured her gratitude to Tyra, allowing the older woman to take the reins.

"Thank you, Mama," she whispered, her voice laced with vulnerability and anticipation.

“Lift your butt up a little so I can slide it under” Tyra said.

“Just like this?” Zuri asked, arching her back a little.

Tyra smiled warmly, her nimble fingers working quickly to secure the diaper around Zuri's petite frame. As the soft material hugged her body, Zuri felt a surge of excitement mingling with her embarrassment. The sensation was foreign, yet undeniably arousing.

"Look at you," Tyra marveled, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "You're such a cute little kitten in your diaper." Her words were soothing, washing away some of Zuri's lingering shame and replacing it with an unfamiliar sense of pride.

"Really?" Zuri asked hesitantly, seeking validation from Tyra's honey-brown eyes.

"Absolutely," Tyra assured her, leaning in to press a reassuring kiss against Zuri's forehead. “A cutie wearing her diaper for her Mama”

Zuri didn’t know what to say. She’d already been incredibly shy around Tyra and being diapered and treated like that was making her even more submissive.

“Mama would love it if you came up here and sucked on her titties” Tyra said, grabbing her breasts and gently massaging them.

Zuri's breath hitched as she gazed at Tyra's enticing breasts, the dark nipples beckoning her closer. She had never played with another woman's nipples before, but the desire to explore that new territory was impossible to resist. Eagerly, she nodded her assent, allowing Tyra to cradle her head against her chest.

"Go ahead, sweetie," Tyra encouraged, guiding Zuri's lips to her nipple.

As Zuri took the hardened bud into her mouth, she was instantly rewarded with a throaty moan from Tyra. The erotic sound spurred her on, and she suckled with increasing enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the sensitive flesh as she sought to bring Tyra pleasure. Within moments, she felt Tyra's fingers threading through her dark hair, offering gentle encouragement and affirmation.

"Such a good girl," Tyra murmured, her voice thick with desire. "Keep going, baby."

Zuri's heart swelled with pride at Tyra's praise, and she deepened her exploration of this newfound intimacy. Zuri reached out with her hand, pawing at the breast as she bit, licked, and teased the nipple with her lips and tongue. Everything about the situation was arousing to the younger woman.

As Zuri continued to suckle on Tyra's breast, the older woman gently stroked her hair and whispered sweet words of encouragement. "You're so pretty, Zuri," Tyra cooed, her voice sultry yet soothing. "I can't wait to take care of you. Be your Mama, and then get my tongue all over your pretty pussy”

Zuri's cheeks flushed with warmth as she listened to Tyra's enticing words, her heart pounding in anticipation. Not only was she getting to explore this new side of herself, but she was doing it with someone infatuated with her.

“Do you like sucking on Mama’s boobs?” Tyra asked as the two women locked eyes.

Zuri nodded. The feeling of playing with Tyra’s bib breasts and enticing moans out of the older woman was addictive.

“You like being Mama’s baby girl?”

Again Zuri nodded, feeling a little embarrassed by wearing the diaper and acting like she was breastfeeding but overall loving the interaction.

"Let me be your Mama, baby girl. I'll feed you, bathe you, and dress you up like my adorable little kitten. Let's see how cute and submissive you can be for me." Tyra's words were like honey, sweet and intoxicating, wrapping Zuri in a cocoon of desire and curiosity.

"Y-yes, Mama," Zuri murmured, her voice muffled by Tyra's breast, feeling the intensity of their bond deepen with every heartbeat.

"Good girl," Tyra praised, slowly pulling away from Zuri's eager lips, a hint of reluctance apparent in her movements. She reached into the bag beside them, producing a pacifier adorned with a cute animal design. "Here, baby. Suck on this while Mama takes care of you."

Zuri obediently took the pacifier between her lips, the rubbery nipple filling her mouth as she gazed up at Tyra with wide, trusting eyes. Tyra smiled down at her, her fingers lightly tracing along Zuri's thigh before coming to rest on the diaper, beginning to rub her gently through the soft material. Zuri's breath hitched, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrendered to the sensation.

"Does that feel good, baby?" Tyra purred, her touch teasing and deliberate. "Imagine me dressing you up in a cute little onesie, making you crawl around the room like a precious baby."

Zuri whimpered softly around the pacifier, her body trembling with desire as Tyra's words painted vivid images in her mind. She could almost feel the soft fabric of the onesie against her skin, the gentle degradation of crawling at Tyra's feet. The fantasy was intoxicating, and Zuri couldn't help but wonder what other delights awaited her under Tyra's guidance.

“Imagine bath time where Mama washes you and let’s you play with toys. Lots of hugging, kissing, and bottles” Tyra continued.

Zuri looked and saw the intense look on Tyra’s face and knew just how much the artist wanted it, and that drove Zuri on too.

“Oh Mama, it sounds so good” Zuri groaned, feeling her own pleasure enhance.

“Yes, because you’re Mama’s baby girl” Tyra said, “Mama’s diaper princess”

Zuri's cheeks flushed a deep crimson as Tyra continued to tease her, the pacifier nestled between her lips muffling her soft moans of pleasure. The situation was wild, unlike anything Zuri had ever experienced before.

"Such a silly baby," Tyra cooed playfully as she moved her hand from the front of Zuri's diaper to deliver a gentle spank on her behind. "But Mama's going to take care of you, isn't she?"

"Y-yes, Mama," Zuri mumbled around the pacifier, giggling with delight despite her embarrassment. She could feel Tyra's fingers dancing over her nipples, pinching and tugging with just the right amount of pressure to send shivers racing down her spine.

"Are you thirsty, baby?" Tyra asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she observed Zuri's flushed face. "Would you like a bottle of milk?"

Zuri hesitated for only a moment before nodding eagerly. She knew how turned on Tyra was, and she wanted nothing more than to submit to the older woman's desires. Whatever Tyra wanted, Zuri would gladly provide it.

"Good girl," Tyra praised, standing up and disappearing into the other room for a brief moment. When she returned, she held a warm bottle of milk in her hands, a triumphant grin on her face. "Here you go, baby."

Tyra cradled Zuri's head in her lap, tilting the bottle so that the nipple brushed against Zuri's lips. Zuri obediently released the pacifier and opened her mouth to accept the milk, her eyes never leaving Tyra's face as she drank.

“Such a clever girl!” Tyra beamed, smiling and making silly faces as Zuri drank.

As the sweet liquid filled her mouth, Zuri couldn't help but marvel at how strange and wonderful this new dynamic felt. She had never imagined herself in a situation like this, but now that she was here, she couldn't deny the undeniable connection she felt with Tyra. And as Tyra tenderly stroked her hair while she drank, Zuri couldn't help but wonder what would come next.

"Once you're done with your milk, kitten," Tyra whispered, her hand moving to brush against the front of Zuri's diaper. "We'll explore each other in ways you've never imagined. I'll kiss those soft lips of yours until you can't breathe, our tongues dancing together in a passionate rhythm."

Zuri's breath hitched at Tyra's words, her heart pounding with anticipation. The older woman's touch sent shivers down her spine, and she couldn't wait for more.

"Then, I'll taste every inch of you, my sweet little princess," Tyra continued, her voice low and sultry. "I'll make you scream my name as I pleasure you with my mouth, my tongue bringing you to new heights."

The thought of Tyra's mouth on her made Zuri groan with delight, her excitement growing with each sensual promise. Zuri bit down on the silicone nipple in her mouth, groaning softly at the ideas Tyra was laying.

"Imagine us, entwined together in a perfect sixty-nine," Tyra murmured, her fingers teasing the edges of Zuri's diaper. "Each of us lost in the pleasure of the other's touch, our moans filling the room as we bring each other closer to that sweet release. Would you like that baby? Mama eating your pussy and you eating Mama’s?”

"Please, Mama..." Zuri's voice was barely audible, her cheeks flushed with desire as Tyra's words painted vivid images in her mind.

Zuri had obviously never thought of licking pussy, but the idea of Tyra’s being anything other than delightful was silly. Of course she wanted it.

"Finally, Mama will take you to a place you’ve never been. She’ll have you howling with delight. Unable to control yourself”

"God, yes," Zuri gasped, her arousal reaching a fever pitch as she imagined the erotic scenarios Tyra described. The older woman's hand, still pressed against her diaper, was driving her wild with need.

"Finish your milk, kitten," Tyra commanded softly, her eyes locked on Zuri's. "Then we'll take this to the bedroom and make all those fantasies come true."

Zuri obediently drank the remaining milk, feeling both vulnerable and incredibly turned on as Tyra slowly undid her diaper. As Tyra's fingers began to explore her wetness, Zuri whimpered, desperate for more. She couldn't remember ever being this excited, this eager to please another person.

"Are you ready, baby?" Tyra asked, her voice full of anticipation and desire as she pulled the bottle away from Zuri.

"More than ready, Mama," Zuri replied breathlessly, her eyes shining with excitement. "Please!”

"Good girl," Tyra murmured, her fingers leaving Zuri's heat with a wicked grin. "Let's go."


Zuri and Tyra

The soft glow of the dimmed lights bathed the room in a warm, intimate hue. Zuri's heart raced as she followed Tyra, her eyes unable to resist the temptation of admiring the curvature of Tyra's ass. Her mind was still reeling from the unexpected turn of events – how did an innocent meeting with her artistic idol become something so... erotic?

"Come closer," Tyra beckoned, her voice sultry and inviting. She sat on the edge of the bed, patting the space next to her.

Zuri hesitated for just a moment, her shyness briefly surfacing, but her desire to impress Tyra won out. She stepped forward and straddled Tyra's lap, feeling the heat between them intensify. Tyra's hands found Zuri's waist, pulling her in even closer.

"Are you sure about this?" Tyra whispered, her breath warm on Zuri's lips.

"Y-yes," Zuri stammered, her confidence wavering only for a second before she leaned in, capturing Tyra's lips in another passionate kiss.

As their mouths danced together, Tyra guided Zuri down onto the bed, the two women now lying side by side. The sensation of their bodies pressed together ignited a fire within Zuri that she had never experienced before.

Tyra's fingers traced the edges of Zuri's pussy, a playful smirk tugging at her lips.

"Fuck," Zuri gasped, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Relax, Zuri," Tyra murmured against her skin, her tongue darting out to taste her collarbone. "Let me take care of you."

As Tyra continued her descent, Zuri's heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with excitement and uncertainty. It felt strange to be this intimate with another woman, but Zuri’s body was telling her that she needed this, that everything was going to be incredibly with the insatiable Tyra.

When Tyra's mouth found one of her small breasts, Zuri couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her lips. The sensation was electrifying, sending shockwaves of pleasure rippling through her body. Her hands instinctively tangled in Tyra's hair, urging her closer, wanting to feel even more of her touch.

"God, Mama, don't stop," Zuri pleaded, her voice husky with need.

"Trust me, sweetheart, I have no intention of stopping," Tyra replied, her breath hot on Zuri's skin as she moved lower still. “I love these nipples”

Zuri groaned as the older woman playfully bit her sensitive nubs, a mix of pleasure and pain darting across her chest. The soft delicate hands of a woman, especially hands of a woman as creative and amazing as Tyra, felt incredible on Zuri’s soft skin. She didn’t want Tyra to ever leave.

“Oh yes!” Zuri groaned, holding Tyra in place.

“Mama likes these a lot” Tyra repeated.

“They’re smaller than yours” Zuri said.

“Well, yes, but they give you just as much pleasure” Tyra smiled, kissing the nipples before moving down. “And, talking of pleasure, I want to see if you like it when I do this…”

A sharp gasp tore from Zuri's throat when Tyra's tongue made contact with her clit. It was an entirely new sensation for her, but one that she immediately craved more of. Tyra's skilled mouth worked magic on Zuri's sensitive flesh, drawing forth previously unknown depths of pleasure.

“Oh Mama, Mama!” moaned Zuri, feeling the experienced woman going down on her.

Nobody had ever given head like this before to Zuri. The artist knew exactly what she was doing, her tongue dancing over Zuri’s flower. Zuri felt her legs twitching a little as pleasure built. Everything was happening so quickly. Her arousal from the diaper, sucking Tyra’s nipples, drinking from the bottle, and just being around this incredible woman seemed to fast-forward her orgasm.

“Such a pretty pussy” Tyra gasped between licks. “Mama likes this a lot”

Zuri groaned, feeling her thighs clamp around Tyra’s head. The subtle flicks, the knowing rubs, and just the right amount of pressure was bringing Zuri serious heat.

"Mama...I'm so close," Zuri panted, her hips bucking uncontrollably as she felt her climax approaching.

"Wait," Tyra said, pulling back just as Zuri was on the cusp of release. "I want to share this with you."

"Share...what do you mean?" Zuri asked, her mind hazy with lust and lingering frustration.

"Would you be willing to pleasure me too? I want to feel your mouth on me, Zuri," Tyra confessed, her eyes locked on Zuri's, filled with equal parts desire and vulnerability.

A strange mix of excitement and nervousness washed over Zuri at the prospect of reciprocating Tyra's attentions. Zuri was game, but she didn’t want to disappoint Tyra.

“I’ve never tried it, I don’t want to let you down” Zuri answered.

“You’ll be great. So…would you like to?” Tyra answered, squeezing Zuri’s leg playfully.

Zuri smiled, feeling confidence in herself.

"Okay," Zuri agreed, swallowing hard. "I'll try my best."

Tyra carefully guided Zuri into position, their bodies aligning in a sensual symmetry. As Zuri lowered her head between Tyra's thighs, she felt the warmth of Tyra's breath on her own sensitive folds and shivered with anticipation.

"Take your time, Zuri," Tyra murmured, her voice husky with desire. "We're going to enjoy this together."

Zuri looked down, inches from Tyra’s delicate area. It was so pretty with the dark lips begging for attention. Zuri reached out with her finger, running it against Tyra’s clit and feeling a swell of joy from touching another woman there.

“Oh there we go” Tyra groaned as Zuri’s fingers began softly circling. “You got it”

Zuri hesitated for just a moment before gingerly extending her tongue, taking her first tentative taste of another woman. The flavor was intoxicating – heady and sweet – and it sent a thrill racing through her. She glanced up to see Tyra close her eyes and release a soft moan as she began to skillfully work her tongue over Zuri's pussy.

"Am I doing it right?" Zuri asked uncertainly, pausing her ministrations briefly.

"Perfectly," Tyra breathed, her words punctuated by a gasp as Zuri resumed her exploration. "Just...keep going."

As Zuri grew more confident, she allowed herself to become immersed in the unique sensations of pleasuring Tyra. She loved feeling Tyra's wetness on her lips, the way her idol trembled and sighed under her touch. It was an entirely new experience for Zuri, but one that left her feeling elated and empowered.

"Your moans are so sexy," Zuri whispered, taking a brief pause to catch her breath.

"Yours too, darling," Tyra responded, spanking Zuri's ass playfully. "Now let's finish what we started, shall we?"

Zuri didn't need any further encouragement, eagerly delving back into the task at hand. She reveled in the knowledge that she was pleasing the woman she admired most, feeling a sense of connection that went beyond anything she'd ever known. And as she listened to Tyra's moans of pleasure, Zuri felt her own arousal reaching new heights, fueled by the simultaneous sensations of Tyra's skilled tongue on her pussy.

“Mhmm, yes” Zuri groaned, Tyra’s pussy eating her words so they were nothing more than muffled moans.

As they continued to lavish attention upon each other, Zuri found herself overwhelmed with gratitude for this unexpected and passionate encounter. It might have been her first time with a woman, but she knew in her heart that it wouldn't be the last.

Tension was beginning to build in her limbs and Zuri felt it was time for her to orgasm, surely Tyra would let her this time.

“Mama” the younger woman gasped, digging her fingers into the older woman’s thighs.

Just as Zuri felt herself teetering on the edge of release, Tyra stopped and pulled away, her breath ragged. "Wait," she panted, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "I have an idea."

Zuri groaned with frustration but curiosity shone in her eyes. As Tyra repositioned herself, Zuri realized what was about to happen. Their legs were interlocked and their pussies would soon be touching. She'd never imagined trying this position before, thinking it was some kind of porn joke.

“Like our pussies together?” Zuri asked.

The older woman nodded. “rubbing together whilst we hold hands and pull ourselves in closer”

“It really works?” Zuri asked, her eyebrow raised.

“Do you think I’d be suggesting it if it didn’t?” Tyra laughed.

“Well, okay, I guess you know better” Zuri smiled, figuring she was in no position to doubt the more experienced woman.

"Ready?" Tyra asked, their bodies now aligned, faces inches apart. Their pussies touched, sending sparks through Zuri's entire being.

"God, yes," Zuri breathed, reaching up to pull Tyra closer, their moans mingling as they began to scissor, their hips grinding against each other in perfect rhythm.

As they moved together, Zuri couldn't help but think back on everything that had happened between them – the soft kisses, the surprisingly erotic diapering, the tender intimacy of the bottle, Tyra's delicious breasts, and the mind-blowing sensation of giving and receiving oral sex. It was all so much to take in, and yet she wanted more.

"Mama, you're amazing," Zuri gasped between moans, her fingers gripping Tyra's shoulders. "I never knew it could be like this."

"You're something special, Zuri." Tyra admitted, her own moans growing louder as their pace quickened.

The words sent a thrill down Zuri's spine, and she found herself brimming with pride. If she could make her idol feel like this, maybe she truly was extraordinary. The pleasure was intense, but the idea that her pussy was rubbing against Tyra’s to create this pleasure drove Zuri on even further. It was so naughty, so out of character for her to do something like this. Yet here, with her idol inches away, their private parts touching, she knew she was about to spectacularly orgasm.

“Baby girl, Mama loves it, Mama loves it!” Tyra groaned, picking up speed.

"I can't hold back any longer," Zuri whimpered, her body trembling with the force of her impending climax. "Mama, I—"

"Let go, baby," Tyra urged, her gaze locked on Zuri's as she too neared the edge. "Let's come together. Show Mama how much you love it!"

Their eyes remained locked, and as the waves of pleasure began to crash over them, Zuri couldn't think of any place she would rather be. The intensity of their shared release seemed to shatter every boundary between them, leaving Zuri feeling more connected to Tyra than ever before.

“Mama! Mama! Mama! Fuck!” shrieked Zuri as pleasure erupted form every fibre of her body. This was an orgasm so intense that she thought it would never end. Through her scrunched up eyes, she could see Tyra reaching her climax as well.

“Baby girl, baby girl! Oh my God!” the older woman screamed, their pussies rubbing together still. The wetness between them was shared and Zuri not only loved the pleasure she was receiving but also that she had brought it to Tyra as well.

“Mama!” panted Zuri, her limbs shaking with pleasure.

“Baby!” gasped Tyra, fingers letting go of Zuri’s.

Exhausted and breathless, Zuri's body tingled with the remnants of her orgasm as she lay on the bed next to Tyra. Their skin glistened with sweat under the dim light of the room, casting a warm glow over them both.

"Zuri," Tyra whispered, her voice filled with tenderness. She wrapped her arm around the younger woman and pulled her close, their bodies aligning in perfect harmony. As their lips met, Zuri felt a surge of happiness unlike anything she'd ever experienced before. The softness of Tyra's mouth against hers was intoxicating, and she wondered how she had gone so long without knowing this indescribable feeling.

"I never knew it could be like this," Zuri confessed, her heart swelling with contentment.

“Mhmm, I had an idea when I first saw you that something pretty amazing could happen between us” Tyra answered.

A blush crept onto Zuri's cheeks at the compliment, but she couldn't deny the connection they shared. It was unlike anything she had experienced before, and she wanted nothing more than to hold onto this moment forever.

"Stay right there," Tyra instructed gently, sliding out from under Zuri's arm. She retrieved a piece of paper and a pencil, her gaze fixed intently on Zuri's naked form. "You're my muse."

As Tyra's skilled hand began to move across the page, Zuri found herself watching in awe. The way Tyra captured her likeness with such grace and precision was mesmerizing, and she marveled at the raw talent displayed before her.

"Wow, Tyra... That's incredible," Zuri breathed, her admiration for the older woman growing even stronger.

"Here." Tyra handed her the finished drawing, a proud smile gracing her face. "I want you to have this."

"Thank you," Zuri whispered, her eyes shining with gratitude. "But only if I can come back tomorrow."

"Of course," Tyra agreed without hesitation. "But, you will be diapered again”

Zuri giggled softly, feeling a warmth spread through her chest at the thought of their shared experience. "Deal."

“Now, come and suck my titties again like a good girl before I drive you home” said Tyra.

Before latching on, Zuri looked up and smiled, “Are there…more things like this we can try next time?”

“Oh yes, sweetie” Tyra said, rubbing Zuri’s cheeks. Mama has a whole load of other ideas in mind for you. Now c’mon, I want those pretty little lips sucking on my nipples”

Zuri smiled, following orders and gently lavishing her idol’s chest with licks and kisses, thanking her lucky stars that she’d been open to coming and sharing this experience with Tyra.
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